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without my beloved teacher Nadyezhda Semyonovna Braginskaya.
Her devoted encouragement, rigorous scholarship and impeccable
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kindness to me, her sense of humor — and of wonder, her tremendous,
infectious love for Pushkin, her patience, understanding, inspiration,
and amazing faith in me were all that made this book possible. I dedi-
cate this book to her blessed memory with all my love.
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NOTE ON THE TEXT

fruitless quest for arid exactitude is the bane of most scholastic

prose, as is the insatiable academic mania for footnotes. The two
brothers who devised the main rival systems of Cyrillic transliteration
into English, Sergey Yakobzon and Roman Jakobson, couldn’t even
agree how to spell the family name! Heedless of “system” and the
bitter, ongoing academic fratricide, I care not who was right; it is bet-
ter far to err on the side of readability and liveliness. So what if the
names “Tchaikovsky” and “Chaadayev” in Russian both begin with the
Cyrillic letter “4” and yet I spell them differently? Fiddledeedee!

Pushkin would surely have agreed with Ralph Waldo Emerson
that “a foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of small minds.” Speaking
of inconsistencies, there are, as with Shakespeare, various slightly
different editions of the Pushkin canon. This book follows the ten
volume official edition of Pushkin’s complete works published in
Moscow in 1962 by the USSR Academy of Sciences’ Institute of
Russian Literature (Pushkin House).

I have also tried to avoid confusing English-language readers
by omitting Russian patronymics, even referring to Pushkin’s wife,
Natalya Nikolayevna Goncharova, in the English version of the book
simply as “Natalya.” In the 19th century, naming another man’s wife
without the patronymic would have been unforgivable familiarity —
grounds, perhaps, even for a duel. But this book is meant to cross
the language barrier in the 21st century. Especially for foreigners
whose languages lack them, patronymics can spur confusion. I refer
offended purists to Pushkin’s joking rebuke to Gogol, in a letter dated
August 25, 1831: “Your Nadyezhda Nikolayevna, that is, my Natalya
Nikolayevna, thanks you heartily for remembering her.”

The winsome drawings in this book are all by Pushkin himself
(unless otherwise indicated).

JULIAN HENRY LOWENFELD Moscow 2015
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A BLESSING

Russian literature is an acknowledged spiritual treasure trove of
global culture. The whole world knows the great Russian geniuses
of prose: Dostoyevsky, Tolstoy, Chekhov... But alas, our greatest trea-
sure, Pushkin — “our all” — has remained a mystery wrapped within an
enigma, trapped behind the precious veil of our language, imperme-
able to many seeking communion with our great Russian culture.

“Pushkin is untranslatable” has long been an axiom with which no
one argues. After all, for nearly 200 years, though many (even such
luminaries as Nabokov) have tried to translate him into any foreign
language — no miracle yet has occurred. Pushkin has remained
a mystery.

I do not take the word “miracle” lightly, but in this book you now
hold in your hand, a miracle has indeed taken place. Finally a soul
capable of feeling, understanding, and living alongside our great poet
has appeared to transfer his incomparable majesty and depth into the
language spoken by nearly half the planet. His name is Julian Henry
Lowenfeld, and he has grasped Russia with all his soul, and believes in
her. Though a born and bred American, he has become truly Russian
at heart. And this is why he truly understands and feels “our all” just
as we feel him, why he so successfully transports our spirit into the
English language.

In Julian’s inspired translations, finally we hear “the spark of God,
and inspiration, and life, and tears at last, and love” of our Pushkin.
We can recognize and hear his grandeur, and depth, and warmth, his
Christian compassion and capacity for love, which mark him as the
foremost Russian genius. And reading the insightful and entertaining
biography of the poet Pushkin, written with heartfelt understanding
and love by a fellow poet, we understand in a new way “the universal
sympathy of the Russian soul” so uniquely personified by Pushkin.

God grant that this book will be read throughout the entire world.
It is very important indeed in these troubled times, when Russia and
its history and culture are all too often deliberately demonized by
some. All the more reason to rejoice that suddenly a wise and caring
soul has appeared, who loves and understands “our alll”

With all my heart, I bless both this book and its author's spiritual
mission.

ARCHIMANDRITE TIKHON (SHEVKUNOV) Moscow (2015)
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PUSHKIN SET FREE

ill Pushkin always be “a captive of the Russian language?” It
Wseems there is no other great writer in world literature who
is valued so strikingly differently in his own country and beyond its
borders. If we speak of the emblem of a national culture, then without
doubt, both natives and educated foreigners, remembering Italy, will
speak of Dante; remembering England, of Shakespeare, Germany, of
Goethe, and Spain, of Cervantes. But if we speak of Russia, Russians
will name Pushkin, while foreigners will name either Dostoyevsky or
Tolstoy. Foreigners know Pushkin poorly because the translations
they have of Pushkin are poor. Virginia Woolf remarked: “the great
Russian writers are like men deprived by some earthquake or railway
accident of all their clothes... what remains is a crude, abased and
humiliated hint of the initial meaning.” The great French Slavicist
Georges Nivat agrees: “Pushkin has suffered from this mistreatment
more than anyone. All extant translations of his poetry are simply
frightful, both dry and replete with the crudest mistakes. The brilliant
pupil of Arina Rodionovna and Benjamin Constant above all stuns
us with his paradoxical simplicity and natural ease, which hitherto
nobody has ever managed to convey into a foreign culture. And so,
Pushkin remains unknown.”

This leads us to expect of any translator of our national poet not
just the obvious professional minimum of scrupulous exactitude and
complete scientific approach, but no less than an embodied miracle.
We expect the kind of Pushkin we know ourselves, in which the bril-
liance of the poetry shines out for all, and not just for a small group
of academics, so that anyone whose soul is filled with yearning could
feel in Pushkin what Nabokov called “that particular Pushkinian state
in which you feel yourself somewhere, somehow, anyhow, locked in
union with a higher, deeper, power, someplace where art, curiosity,
tenderness, grace, and joy are the norm.”

This norm is finally found in the inspired work of the American
poet and translator Julian Henry Lowenfeld. His translations keep
the original’s music, rhythms, rhymes, without ever losing their free-
dom. The amazing depth, clarity, sparkling intelligence, and warmth
of Pushkin’s verse are faithfully preserved in Lowenfeld’s brilliant
translations. And it is not just that the rhythms, rhymes, and shades of
meaning completely match the original, and not even that the exact
number of syllables and their stresses strong and weak are kept with
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effortless exactitude, which is, I might add, totally uncharateristic
of all other English translations. No, the entire voice and music of
Pushkin’s voice is preserved with uncanny aptitude and love.

“We will be hollering to each other with Pushkin’s name,”
prophesied the poet Khodasevich. And now we will be able to holler
all over the world. For Lowenfeld has translated Pushkin not just into
the English language, but into the English language of Keats and
Byron. It is because of this that the significance of this translation
is difficult to overestimate.

Marina Tsvetaeva wrote to Paul Valéry in 1936: “ They say Pushkin
is untranslatable...How can something be untranslatable when it has
already been translated into words once already? Is not verse above all
the expression in human language of the inexpressible, an embassy in
human speech of the divine, the ineffable? Ah, yes, but the translator
of this translator must first of all be a poet himself. ”

In this book, at last a poet has translated a poet, an American
poet has grasped our Russian bard, and as a poet, has he heard and
conveyed in his own native tongue what Pushkin what once heard and
gave to us in ours.

VSEVOLOD BAGNO Director, Institute of Russian Literature,
Pushkin House, Russian Academy of Sciences
St. Petersburg

19

A RUSSIAN HEART

ur planet speeds through space at 30 km /s — these days, even
faster, so it seems. To keep my balance, I personally like to
reread my favorite lines of Pushkin:

"Neath blue cerulean heavens’ gleaming,

In wondrous carpets, softly keening,

In sunlight sparkling, the snow lies.
Transparent woods are all that darkens.

The fir greens o’er the frost and harkens,
The river shines beneath the ice.

And our whole room, with amber sparkling,
Gleams in the sun.

Pushkin is simultaneously a Russian and a universal poet. Through
his verse we soar up into “the Russian heavens.” Julian Lowenfeld’s
translations help us Russians as well as foreigners to know him better,
as we see him from a newer angle. This fits our mission at “The
Russian Hour” — to reveal the real beauty of Russia, its culture, and its
language, whose shining star is Pushkin.

The cultures of Russia, Britain, and America traditionally have
complemented and nourished one another, as we know from the
magnificent Russian “Sherlock Holmes,” the British film version of
Eugene Onegin, the American film classic War & Peace, Tchaikovsky’s
War of 1812 Overture on the 4th of July, Borodin’s Polovetskian
Dances (and their hit remake in American rap style), Shakespeare,
Whitman, and Burns in brilliant Russian translations... And now
comes this marvelous book you hold in your hands by an American
poet with a Russian heart. These days in Russia the translator is more
than just the translator — especially Julian Lowenfeld!

I congratulate him and you, his reader.

ALEXANDER KOROBKO The Russian Hour (Project Sponsor)

T RUSSIAN

A HOUR
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Pushkin by the Sea. ““ Farewell, farewell, free force of nature!”
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A MEDITATION ON PUSHKIN

What good is poetry?

What good are songs when madmen capture power in the asylum? —
When books burn, and soon their readers?

With so much suffering in the world

How can melancholy dreamy spirits

Fight with an inferno? What is one man against an army,

One freak of kindness in a sea of hatred?

Too often the unthinkable is common,

Too casually the unspeakable slips from our lips;

Long for no “good old days;” — the histories of this world
Prove over and again what Shakespeare knew too well:
“Humanity must perforce prey upon itself,

Like monsters of the deep.”

The more I cease to disbelieve that such things happen,

The more that cruelty seems commonplace,

The more I'm numbed; there’s no more left in me to feel or sleep,
The sun itself seems dark as it begins to rise,

The moon seems counterfeit,

Whatever stars gleamed through the anguished fog fade faster away,
Leaving neither day nor night,

Just an empty, senseless blight.

And yet, in my despair, I always turn to you,

“My very first and priceless friend”

(Whom I've never met, yet have carried so close to my heart
These many years of folly and self-doubting),

My high priest and my heretic,

My seer, my sage, my fool — my talisman:

I seek your portrait hung above my desk,

And look into your keen, warm, dancing eyes, and ask:
“What can a poem do against machine guns?

What verses about flowers hinder murders?

What right have we, the children of the few spared,
To steal joy from our grief

And treasure even this pale gleam of morning

Denied to so many?”
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You answer:

One poet’s longing brightens night’s faint stars,

Provokes the nightingales to wake and sing.

One poet’s longing,

One poet’s gentle sobbing brings back spring!

One poet’s listening deep within,

And singing into a blizzard, even a bit off key,

Sets off cathedral bells, cures numbness and soul-blindness,
Thaws mighty harbors, frees great rivers’ flow,

Cracks the thickest ice in the coldest heart...

What, warmest heart, was in your overpowering lightness,

So crystal clear yet deep as an enormous Lake Baikal of the soul,
Washing away the meaningless from the serene,

Leaving me keen and crying?

...Sometimes, like you, I've walked alone by the sea,

Felt its endless urging and churning crashing within me,

Wild wind in my hair, champagne-cold hissing foam chilling
And bracing, tugging sand from beneath numbed toes,

And odd tears came from some temple of the sublime

And melancholy where you abided always...

I too have longed to flee from everyone who cannot hear
That sound of that sea, those waves of love, as you did!
And, taking comfort in my own oceanic language,

I've tried to help your bright sun at long last

Shine forth in another climate.

Where I've failed, the fault’ s all mine:

“...But here’s

A partial, feeble rendering,

A pallid print of a live picture...”

Yet if, sometimes, just slightly, here and there,

Your warmth beams through the dark windows of a foreign tongue —
Springs like a small white flower, improbable and alone,

I saw once, stubborn in the crack of the concrete

On a pedestal of a forgotten monument to you,

In a wistful meadow, by an autumn wood,

By a lake in the blissful, misty middle of nowhere,

If ever once this book helps someone smile,
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Moves the disconsolate to stop and listen

To the true heart’s silence,

That drinks in poetry like waters healing,

If ever once this book reveals your joy,

Then this “sacred sacrifice” of hours to you devoted,
Filched from vain pursuits, in search

Of an echo of your spark ineffable,

Will be but the first faintest, slightest token

Of what you’ve meant to me.

JULIAN HENRY LOWENFELD
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MOM TAJIUCMAH

XpaHu MeHs1, MO TaTMCMaH,
XpaHu MeHs BO JHU T'OHEHbS,
Bo nuu packasiHbs, BOJTHEHBbS:
Tol B 1eHb neyagu 6bUI MHE JaH.

Korja nogpiMer okean
Boxpyr MeHs BasibI peByun,
Korpga rposoio rpanyT Tyuu,
XpaHu MeHsA, MOU TaIUCMaH.

B yenuneHbe 9y:XABIX CTPaH,
Ha none ckyanoro mokos,

B TpeBore maMeHHOro 605
XpaHu MeHs, MO TaTMCMaH.

CBAIMEHHBIN CJIAJOCTHBIA OOMaH,
Jymu Bojme6Hoe CBETUIIO. .
OHO COKPBLIOCH, U3BMEHIIO. ..
XpaHu MeHsA, MOI TAJIUCMaH.

Ilyckaii ke BBEK CepAEUHBIX PaH
He pacTpaBuT BocrioMuHaHbe.
IIpomaii, Hafexaa; CIIM, JKETaHbE;
XpaHu MeHs, MO TaTHCMaH.

MOW TAJIMCMAH
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MY TALISMAN

Deliver me, my talisman.

Deliver me from fear and fleeing,
Days of remorse and worry healing:
On a sad day you clasped my hand.

When rising by the ocean strand

The waves around me crash in pounding,
And when with lightning clouds are sounding,
Deliver me, my talisman.

Lost in seclusion, in strange lands,
In boredom’s lull my bosom taming,
In the alarm of battle flaming,
Deliver me, my talisman.

You are my soul’s own magic lamp,
You sweet and sacred trickery,

When you drop down, are flickering!
Deliver me, my talisman.

Wounds of the heart help me withstand
Forever; bad memories burn with fire!
Farewell, fond Hope; and sleep, Desire;
Deliver me, my talisman.

Alexander Pushkin. Self-portrait
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INTRODUCTION

nder Stalin’s Terror, as millions died in prisons and camps, the

Soviet secret police often made its daily quota of arrests at three
in the morning, grabbing victims when they were surest to be groggy
and unable to resist. Imagine for a moment being “back in the USSR” at
this cruel time: the dread knock on the door, rude men crudely taking
you away, without pity, without explanations. You’ll probably never see
home and family again...You’ve got just a few seconds before being
swept into the merciless whirlwind of history... What do you do? The
great Russian poetess Anna Akhmatova recorded how the last free act
of countless Russians upon arrest was to clutch at a pocket book of
Pushkin’s poetry for solace on their fateful journeys.

Pushkin’s poetry for many Russians is literally their talisman
of hope. A dear friend of mine (now in England), during the height
of the Cold War, risked his life fleeing through the bare strip of no
man’s land from East to West Berlin — taking with him nothing but
a small book of Pushkin’s verse in his pocket. In World War II, count-
less such books were found on battlefields from the Arctic to the Black
Sea, from the Volga to the Elbe, sometimes bloodstained, or pierced
with bullet holes, or scarred by shrapnel. So literally close to their
hearts — and so very deep in the depths of the celebrated “Russian
soul” is Pushkin!

Of heaven’s realm on Earth a witness,

With all within my soul on fire,

I sang before the throne of goodness

That warmth and beauty did inspire.

And love and secret inner freedom

Taught my heart hymns and honest tales.

My voice, which never was for sale,

Expressed the Russian people’s yearning.

Pushkin’s “love and secret inner freedom,” that soul-freedom, which
no worldly power can take away, have been the Russian soul’s beacon
of light in the darkness, its sacred talisman for all life’s fateful journeys.
Now (here and there — in Moscow, at least) some statues of Lenin have
been torn down, as the statues of the Tsars were before them. It’s not
clear what new statues — if any — will ever take their place on the empty
pedestals of now-bankrupt ideals. But on more than 500 monuments
to Pushkin throughout Russia, even on the bitterest, coldest days of
winter, you will always find fresh flowers.
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For Russians “Pushkin is our all”. He is the very lodestar of the
Russian culture and the creator of the Russian literary language.
Gogol, Tolstoy, Dostoyevsky, Chekhov (the Russian writers best
known in the West) all acknowledged themselves Pushkin’s heirs
and literary debtors. To Gogol, “Pushkin is an extraordinary
phenomenon, perhaps the only true expression of the essential
Russian spirit;” to Dostoyevsky, Pushkin was “the height of artistic
perfection.” Tolstoy wrote that he gained mastery of his craft by
intense study of Pushkin’s Tales of Belkin, and, wishing to praise
Chekhov’s genius, called him “Pushkin in prose.” Truly, from
Pushkin Chekhov inherited many of the qualities we now consider
innately Chekhovian (deep, passionate emotions subdued with
ironic intensity into a few words of unadorned, almost simple, sty-
listic grace, an absence of any overt preaching, just sympathy and
understanding). For Russian poets from Lermontov and Tyutchev
to Bely, Blok, Mandelstam, Mayakovsky, Akhmatova, Tsvetayeva,
and Yesenin, a passionate devotion to Pushkin was something
akin to religion.

Pushkin is the “Prophet” of Russian literature, the giver of its
law, of its breadth, depth, richness of expression. In Russia, to
this day, the poems of Pushkin still “burn people’s hearts up with
his word.” Yet, while Russians revere Pushkin as English-speakers
do Shakespeare, the West knows Pushkin far less well than it
knows his literary heirs. The incomparable mastery of Pushkin’s
art has eluded translation, leaving even educated people in the
West sometimes wondering vaguely whether perhaps Pushkin was
Tchaikovsky’s librettist. That would be like calling Shakespeare the
“librettist” for various Verdi operas!

It is hard to describe Pushkin’s magic to non-Russians. His genius
in its sublimity compares with Mozart’s: miraculous, prodigious feats
of creativity, wrought with seemingly effortless, seamless grace, evoca-
tive power, warmth, wit, passion, sheer musicality, inventive rhythmic
swing, and rhyming playfulness — and all imbued with a certain divine
purity, a wisdom born of innocence, a childlike, sweet, direct, natural,
vigorous, limpid, language — which is, alas, all the more mysteriously
difficult to translate for its simplicity and clarity.

If only everyone so felt the power

Of harmony! But no! For then indeed

The world could not exist. No one would think

To bother for the lowly needs of living;
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A BIOGRAPHY OF THE POET

What is a poet? Someone who writes poems? Of course not. One is a poet not
just because one writes poems, but one writes poems, harmonizing words and
sounds — because one is a child of harmony — because one is a poet.

Alexander Blok. The Poet’s Mission

Childhood. 1799-1811

Alexander Sergeyevich Pushkin was born in Moscow on June 6, 1799.
(At least in the West. In Russia it was May 26, 1799, according to the
Julian calendar used there till 1918; all further dates will be given as
Pushkin himself experienced them, “in the old style.”) The poet’s
father, Sergey Lvovich Pushkin, came from an illustrious, if impove-
rished, noble family. The poet’s mother Nadyezhda Osipovna, née
Gannibal, was called “la belle créole.” Her black grandfather, Ibrahim
Gannibal, had been kidnapped in childhood from Central Africa,
sold by slave traders to the Turks, and then bought and sent as a “gift”
to Tsar Peter the Great. Peter baptized the boy Abraham, raised him
fondly, and, seeing his aptitude, made him his personal assistant, then
sent him to study military engineering in France. Abraham became
Russia’s chief fortress builder (he helped construct Kronshtadt and
Revel), and wrote several textbooks in French on mathematics and
the science of fortification. Proud of his African heritage, he chose
his surname in honor of the great Carthaginian general Hannibal
(Gannibal in Russian, which lacks a letter “h”). Twice decorated for
valor, he retired General en Chefof the Imperial Russian Army. Empress
Elizabeth, Peter’s daughter, endowed him with estates, including
Mikhailovskoye, in Pskov Province. And so a former slave became
a Russian nobleman — himself the owner of 800 white slaves (serfs).
Pushkin inherited many of his great-grandfather’s African features:
thick lips, curly, frizzy hair, and, as novelist Ilya Goncharov delicately
recalled, a “tan” complexion. Pushkin later kept an inkwell on his desk
with a statuette of a Negro slave unloading cotton bales, and he often
joked about being a “Moor.”

Why does your pencil so divine
Attempt to draw my Moorish profile?

Writers and poets frequented the Pushkin home, including Pushkin’s
uncle Vasily Lvovich (“You are my uncle even on Parnassus,” his nephew
later wrote). Pushkin’s father was known for his wit, his mainly French
language library, one of the best in Moscow, and for his literary salons,
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in which he read Moliere aloud, with lively aplomb. Pushkin’s mother
was also fond of reading aloud to her children, and, in Pushkin’s phrase:
“Reading is the best teaching.” If his family had not breathed with love for
poetry, for the glories of European culture, and for Russian culture too, it
is doubtful the boy’s genius would have developed as it did.

Yet most biographers and memoirists are critical of Pushkin’s par-
ents. “Sergey Lvovich was a tender father, but all tenderness shrank at
spending money; he was extremely miserly,” recalled Pushkin’s friend
Prince Peter Vyazemsky. The chance breaking of a little glass costing
35 kopecks sufficed to put him in a great rage all day, and “he never
gave the slightest help to his son Alexander, in his entire life sparing
him barely 500 rubles in notes — though in his own way he was very
proud of his son’s successes,” wrote biographer Mikhail Semevsky. His
mother is depicted as charming but neglectful and moody. “She could
sulk for days, months, even years,” one grandson recalled. In fairness,
eight surviving children (of whom Pushkin was the second; five others
died in infancy) would be hard for anyone to handle, though for some
reason she favored the poet’s younger brother Lev, and was noticeably
unaffectionate with that enfant terrible, her restless, brilliant eldest son,
Alexander. Some degree of connective warmth between the poet and
his mother seems to have been attained only in their last few years of
life. One senses in many of Pushkin’s deepest love lyrics a grieving
and yearning for the mother he missed in childhood. It does not seem
coincidence that in a semi-autobiographic sketch, A Russian Pelham,
the poet portrayed himself as motherless. And as to his father:

My time under my father’s roof has left nothing pleasant in my
imagination. Father, of course, loved me, but didn’t have the
slightest interest in me, and left me to the care of various French
tutors, who were constantly being hired and fired. My very first
gouverneurwas a drunkard, the second, though neither stupid nor
uneducated, could fly into such rages that he once tried to murder
me with a log for spilling a few drops of ink onto his waistcoat. The
third, kept in our house for a whole year, was totally insane.

Is there a hint of Pushkin’s childhood in his description of the
young Tatyana? (Eugene Onegin, Chapter II, xxv)

Unnatural, saddened, and withdrawn,
As frightened as a forest fawn,

She seemed in her own family

A foundling, strange entirely.
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Does this explain his irony towards his “near and dear ones?”

What does that mean, our near and dear ones?

Our near and dear ones are just these ones:

The ones we are obliged to Kkiss,

Caress, and love, and warmly miss,

Also, by custom and good cheer,

On Christmas we should pay them calls,

At least by mail should send them cards,

So all the rest of all the year

They’ll never even think of us!

And so, God grant them health, I trust! (E.O. IV, xx)

Yet he wrote warm poems for his maternal grandmother Maria
Alekseyevna and serf-nanny Arina Rodionovna, who once, out
walking his pram in the park, got scolded by Tsar Paul I for not
doffing to remove the boy’s baby cap in the august presence of
the Sovereign (an omen, perhaps, of problems to come). It was
these strong women who taught him Russian (the first language of
much of the Russian nobility back then was French). Childhood
summers he spent in grandmother’s country house in Zakharovo,
near Moscow, by the ancestral lands of Tsar Boris Godunov. One
senses the maternal warmth and affection given him by his nanny
and grandmother merged in his perception with great storytelling
and love into the sounds of the Russian language itself.

Of Mamushka could I not say a word,

Of nights mysterious made so bright by her

In her old night-cap, and her threadbare gown
Driving bad spirits off with prayers, frowns,
Devoted, crossing herself o’er my bed?

And then in whispers telling stories dread

Of bandits, ghosts, the great Bova, the dead
Who walked...Frozen in fear, with bated breath,
I’d listen, shudder, hug my quilt to death,
Could feel no more my toes, my feet, my head,
The icon’s candle in a lamp of clay

Lit up her face and made its wrinkles play...

Even without dread tales, Pushkin seems to have had trouble sleeping
at times. (See I can’t sleep; fire’s out, no light or Remembrance.) Insomnia
may be one of poetry’s occupational hazards. One day when he was
nine, Grandmother found him up before dawn, wandering the house
entranced, saying: “I am writing poems.”
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Yet it is meet that lovers meeting should stand sometimes with
flowers near where Pushkin stands, by those central arteries, in the
very heart of Moscow, the heart of Russia, the city where the poet was
born and married. When after construction his monument was moved,
it ended up on a little mound, turned aside from the nearby Kremlin.
As ever, he pays no heed to that great seat of power; instead, with
majestic melancholy, he gazes at the constant stream of everyday
humanity spilling in and out of perhaps the busiest single branch of
McDonald’s in the entire world.

As a poet myself, I am sentimentally attached to Pushkin Square;
how much joy and grief it has brought me! Yet few places on Earth
are quite as soulful and serene as the graveyard in the Svyatogorsky
Monastery where Pushkin rests by his mother, where:

Above the solid graves an oak stands, broad boughs spanning
With quivering, rustling leaves.

What peacefulness and love abide there, what grace and dignity!
A grave is ever a place of quiet mourning and wordless contempla-
tion. Yet I have stood by Pushkin’s grave, and felt an odd lightness
in the heart, a mysterious warmth and inner comfort which no logic
could explain... As if this great soul — this “soul in sacred lyre” — has
there received at long last — at least from Mother Nature — that one
true maternal, ever-caring, ever-feminine love he was always seeking.

And though the body without feeling
Will wither anywhere and keep,

Yet closer to a place endearing

Is where I feel I'd rather sleep.

I'd like, if by my graveyard’s entrance,

A sweet young life would bloom and play,
And nature, shining with indifference,
Forever beauty would display.

MN3bPAHHAA JIMPUKA
AJTEKCAHAPA ITYIIKMHA

SELECTED LYRIC POETRY
OF ALEXANDER PUSHKIN
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I. IECHU MJAZOCTHU

CipIXanu Jb BbI 34 pOIJ_IeI‘/)I rJac HOYHOM

ITeBua g106BU, IEBLA CBOEU II€YaIn?

I. SONGS OF YOUTH

Have you not heard his voice through groves at night —
The bard of love, the bard of his own sorrow?

127



[TEBEI]

CJIpIXaJIM JIb BBI 32 POIIEH I'JITaC HOYHOH
IleBna 068U, NeBIA CBOEH ITeyanu?
Korzaa mosa B yac yrpeHHMN MoT9aIu,
CBupenu 3ByK YHBUIBIH U IPOCTOM

CipIXanu Jb BbI?

Bcrpeuanu b BBl B IyCTBIHHOM ThbMe JIeCHOM
IleBuia 1106BM, MeBIIA CBOEM IMeYann?

Cirenpl U c1e3, yAbIOKY JIb 3aMedald,

Wb TuXnii B30p, NCIOJHEHHBIH TOCKOH,

Bcerpeyann BbI?

Bapoxnynu b BbI, BHUMAS TUXUH TJIac
IleBua 106BM, MeBIAa CBOEM MMeYanun?
Korza B secax BbI IOHOIIY BUJAIN,
BcTpeuas B30op ero noTyxXmux rias,

Bapoxnynu jib BbI?

IEBEILL
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THE BARD

Have you not heard his voice through groves at night —
The bard of love, the bard of his own sorrow?

When silent fields did wake upon the morrow,

That sound so sad and simple of his pipe —

Have you not heard?

Have you not met in bare dark forest bleak

The bard of love, the bard of his own sorrow?
Did you his hints of tears, his smiles not follow,
His quiet glance, his eyes consumed with grief —

Have you not met?

Have you not sighed, hearing his quiet voice,
The bard of love, the bard of his own sorrow?
When you looked at that youth in wooded hollow,
And met the gaze of his despondent eyes

Have you not sighed?
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HanepcHuna Boyme6HOI CTAapUHBI,

Jlpyr BBIMBICIOB UTPUBBIX U MEeYaTbHBIX,
Tebsa a 3Hag BO JHU MOEU BECHBI,

Bo nuu yrex u CHOB nepBOHAYAJbHBIX.

A xpan Teds; B BeyepHEH TUIIHHE
ABnanach Thl BECEJIOIO CTAPYIIKOM,

W mano MmHOI cuzjesa B mymyHe,

B 601pmNx 0YKax U ¢ pe3BOIO IPEMYNIKOM.
Thrl, eTCKyIO Kadas KOJIbIOENb,

Molii 10HBIH CJIYX Hall€eBaMU IUIEHHUIA

M mex mesieH ocTaBuIa CBUPED,
Koropyio cama 3aBopoxunia.
MiajseH4yecTBO IPONLIO, KaK JETKUN COH.
Tbl oTpoKa GecreyHoro JoduIa,

Cpenpb BOKHBIX My3 T€6s JINIIb ITOMHII OH,
U ThI ero TUXOHBKO IMOCETUIA;

Ho Tot siu 6611 TBOIT 06pas, TBOI y6op?
Kak Mmto Tbl, Kak 6bICTPO U3MEHUIACH!
Kakum ormem yapI6Ka OXUBUJIACD!
Kakum ormem 671€CHYJ1 IPUBETHBIN B30p!
IToxpos, kK1y6aCh BOJHOIO HEIOCTYITHOM,
YyTb OCEHST TBOM CTAH MOTYBO3/YIIHBIIL;
Bcsa B 10KoHaxX, 06BUTAsA BEHKOM,
IIpenecTHuLBI T1aBa GIaroyxasa;

I'pyab 6east Mo XKeJIThIM XKEeMIyroM

PyMHHI/IJIaCI) 1 TUXO TpeneTaia...

MY CONFIDANTE OF MAGICAL OLD TIMES 131

My confidante of magical old times,

Friend of my fancies playful, melancholy,

I knew you in the springtime of my life,

In my first dreams and frolics jolly.

I’d wait for you; in evening’s quiet rest

You would appear, a laughing, merry granny,

And sit by me, wrapped in your peasant dress,
Wearing huge glasses, playful rattle clanging.

And as you rocked my cradle tenderly

You captivated my young ear with song,

And in my cradle left a pipe for me,

Which you yourself entranced with magic charm.
As childhood passed by, light as a light dream,
You then loved a young man, a carefree spirit,

Of all great Muses you alone did he

Remember later, when you’d sneak a visit.

But was it really you, your dress, your form?

How sweetly now, how quickly you’d transformed!
What fire lit up your smile as — through my door —
What fire in looks of welcome blazed; what storm!
Your cape that swirled in stirred-up waves contrary
So slightly veiled your lithe frame, almost airy,
Sweet your locks flowed, wreathed once more in a curl,
Your face of an enchantress, fragrant sweetly,
Your bosom whitened 'neath a yellow pearl,

Blushed red and glowed, while seething quietly...
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CHHEHA N3 ®AYCTA
bepez mopsa. Paycm uw Meducmodpens.

Daycm

MHue ckyuHoO, Gec.

Megpucmodgens

Yro penats, Paycr?
TaxkoB BaM ITOJIOKEH IIpeJe,
Ero x HuxTO He pecTynaer.
Bcsa TBapp pasyMHast cKydaeT:
Huoi ot 1eHu, TOT OT Jer;
Kro Bepur, kTo yrparui Bepy;
Tor HacraguThCA HE yCneln,
Tor nacraguiacs yepes mepy,
U Bcsk 3eBaer Ja kuBeT —
H Bcex Bac rpo06, 3eBast, JKJET.
3eBail U ThI.

Daycm

Cyxas myTkal
Haiingu MHEE cr1oco6 Kak-HUGYAb
Paccearncs.
Megpucmodgpens

JoBoen 6ynb
ThI 1O0Ka3aTENLCTBOM PACCYAKA.
B cBoem anpb6ome 3anumm:
Fastidium est quies — ckxyka
OTjoxHOBEHNE AYNIN.
S ncuxoror... o BOoT Haykal..
Ckake, KOTJia Thl HE CKyJaJI?
ITomymaii, monmu. Torga in,
Kax nag Bupruiuem apemar,
A posru yM TBOI BO30yXJann?
Toraa b, kak po3amMu BeHYA
TBI 61arOCKIOHHBIX JIEB BECETbA
U B GyiicTBE IIYMHOM IOCBSIIAT
VM nbL1 BEUEPHETO MTOXMENbS?

SCENE FROM FAUST 241

SCENE FROM FAUST
Faust and Mephistopheles by the seashore.

Faust

Demon, I'm bored.

Mephistopheles

What of it, Faust?
Such is the bound you’re bound to bear.
And there is none who oversteps it.
All clever creatures end up fretting:
Some boredom bores — and some affairs,
One'’s faithful, one has lost all faith.
One never got of lust his share,
One’s shares of pleasures was too great.
Yet all are yawning, all live on,
And for them all the grave does yawn.
So you yawn too.

Faust

How dry that joke is!
Find me some manner nonetheless
To keep amused.

Mephistopheles

Just be content
At this, the proof of your own reason.
Write in your album, if you please,
Fastidium est quies. Tedium
In truth is but the soul’s release.
I’'m a psychologist: It’s science, really!
Tell me: when was it you weren’t bored?
Think well. Search in your memory. Own up!
Remember how o’er Virgil you once snored
And only caning woke your wit up?
Or how once roses from you poured
Forth, on eager girls to shower over,
Carousing loud, for them songs roared
With lust from last night’s hangover?
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Y n1ykoMopbd Ay0 3eneHbINH;
3naras nens Ha gy6e TOM:
H n1HEM 1 HOYBIO KOT YJEHBII
Bcé xoauT no nenu Kpyrom;
Hper HanpaBo — MEeCHb 3aBOJUT,

Hanepo — cka3ky rosopur.

Tam uygeca: Tam jemuii 6poauT,
Pycanka na BeTBAX cuUAuUT;
Tam Ha HEBEJOMBIX JJOPOKKAX
Cilenpl HEBUJAHHBIX 3BEPEH;
M36ymka TaM Ha KypbUX HOXKKAX
Crour 6e3 OKOH, 6€3 ABepeil;
Tam s1ec u 101 BUAEHUN HOJHDI;
Tam o0 3ape NPUXJIBIHYT BOJTHBI
Ha 6per mecyaHblif 1 MyCTOMH,
U rpuanaTh BUTA3EH NPEKPaCHBIX
Ypenoit U3 BOJ BBIXOJAAT ACHBIX,
W ¢ auMu JabKa UX MOPCKOM;
Tam KoposeBUY MUMOXO/IOM
IInenser rposHoro naps;
Tam B o6y1akax nepes HapoJOM
Yepes seca, yepes Mopsa
Konnyn HeceT 6oratnips;
B TeMHUIlE TaM IAapEBHA TYXXUT,
A Gypblil BOJIK €if BEPHO CJIYXUT;
Tam ctyma ¢ ba6oio fAroii
Hper, 6peneT cama co6oii;
Tam napp Kameit HaJ 3;1aTOM 4axHET;

Tam pycckuii ayX... Tam Pycbio maxuer!

*Berymienne K «Pycrany n Jliogmuie»io

A GREEN OAK TREE’S BY A COVE CURVING

A green oak tree’s by a cove curving;*

A gold chain on that oak is found,

And night and day a cat most learned
Walks by that chain, around, around,
When he walks right, sweet songs intoning,

When leftwards, tells a fairy tale.

Wonders are there, wood-sprites are roaming,
Mermaids from branches hang their tail,

On paths of which no one has knowledge

Of unseen beasts there lurk the spoors,

On chicken legs, a little cottage

Stands without windows, without doors.

With visions wood and dale are yawning,
There waves come crashing at light’s dawning
Upon the sandy, empty beach,

And thirty knights, in armor gorgeous,

The clear sea one by one disgorges

With their sea-sword-coach, them to teach.
And there a king’s son, that way chancing,

A long-feared Tsar does captive seize,

There past the people, past clouds passing,

Right through the woods, right through the seas,

A wizard bears a knight with ease.

A princess there’s in prison pining,

A brown wolf faithful by her lying,

There Baba Yaga’s mortar dread

Itself, with her inside, does tread.

There Tsar Kashey on his gold moulders,

There Russian scents of Rus’ give odors!

*The Prologue to Ruslan and Lyudmila.
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3UMHEE YTPO

Mopo3 u coJiHIlEe; J€HDb 9yJeCHbIH!

Eme Tb1 1pemiennb, Jpyr npeaecTHBINA —
ITopa, kpacaBuna, IPOCHUCH!

OTKpOIi COMKHYTBI HETOI B30PbI
Hasctpeuy ceBepuoii ABpopbhl,

3Be3/1010 ceBepa ABUCH!

Beuop, Tel DOMHUIID, BLIOTA 3JMIACD,
Ha myTHOM HE6G€ MIIa HOCHJIACK;
Jlyna, xax 6jie{HOE ISATHO,

CKXBO3b TY4U MpadHbI€ JKEeJITeNa,

W TbI nevanbHasg cugeaa —

A HpIHUeE... IOTJISAU B OKHO:

ITox rony6beiMu HEGecaMu
BenukosenHbIMU KOBpaMmu,
BiecrTs Ha cosHIE, CHET JIEKUT;
IIpospaunblii 1ec OJUH YEPHEET,
H enn ckBO3b MHEN 3en€HEET,

H peuxa mojgo 1b10M GJIECTUT.

Bca xoMHATA IHTAPHBIM 6J1€CKOM
Osapena. Becenbim Tpeckom
TpemuT 3aTorieHHAs M€Yb.
IIpusTHO AYMATDH Y JIE€KAHKM.

Ho 3naemb: He BeJleTh JIU B CAHKU
Ko6bL1ky 6ypyio 3anpeyn?

CKOJIb35 IO yTPEHHEMY CHETY,
Jpyr MuUIBIii, IpegaguMcs 6ery
Herepnenuporo kons

W maBecTuM moJd OyCcTHIE,
Jleca, nejaBHO CTOJb I'yCThIE,

U 6eper, MUIBII 111 MEHSI.

3HUMHEE YTPO

A WINTER MORNING

A WINTER MORNING

It’s frost and sunshine — morning wondrous! —

My lovely friend, that sweetly slumbers —
It’s time, my beauty, ope’ your eyes!
Ope wide your bliss enveloped gazing,
And to the North’s Aurora blazing,

As the North Star come forth, arise!

Last night, remember snowstorm’s raging?
In murky skies that gloom rampaging?

The moon was but a faint, pale stain.
Through gloomy clouds it yellowed, flitting.
And, oh, how sadly you were sitting!

And now — look out our windowpane!

"Neath blue cerrulean heavens’ gleaming,
In wondrous carpets, softly keening,

In sunlight sparkling, the snow lies.
Transparent woods are all that darkens.
The fir greens o’er the frost and harkens,
The river shines beneath the ice.

And our whole room, with amber sparkling,
Gleams in the dawn. With merry gargling
The hearth-stove crackles, wood piled high.
It’s pleasant lying in bed thinking.

But say, though, shouldn’t we be ringing
To yoke the brown mare to the sleigh?

As we on morning snow go sliding,

My darling, feeling the full riding,

As our horse runs impatiently,

We’ll see the fields, their barren bleakness,
The woods, which recently were leafy,

The lakeshore, that’s so dear to me.
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Kok TO®%*
S nmoMHIO 4yHOE MTHOBEHbE: A wondrous moment I remember:

Ilepexo MHOII ABUIACH THI, Before me once you did appear;

Kak MumosneTHoe BuseHbe, A fleeting vision you resembled

Kak renuii ynucroii KpacoTsl. Of beauty’s genius pure and clear.

B ToMIeHBAX IrpycTH 6€3HAEKHOMA, By grief and languor hopeless rendered,

B TpeBorax mymHOI CyeThl, Beset by noisy vanity,

3By4as MHE JOJITO TOJIOC HEXHBIN, Long time in me your voice rang tender,

W cHMIMCh MUJIBIE YEPTHI. Of your dear features were my dreams.

IIInu roapl. Byps mopbIB MATEXKHBIN Years passed. Rebellious storm winds sundered
Paccess npexHne MeuTsl, And scattered hopes that used to be,

W g 3a6bL1 TBOM roJIOC HEXHBIN,

TBou HeGecHBIE YEPTHI.

B raymu, Bo Mmpake 3aTOueHbsA
Tsaay1uch TUXO JHUA MOU
bes 6oxecTBa, 6€3 BJOXHOBEHDS,

Bes cues, 6e3 xxu3uu, 6e3 JI00BU.

Jyme HAcTa10 MPOGYXAEHDbE:!
%! BOT OIIATDH ABUJIACH ThbI,
Kak MumosieTHOE BUJIEHbE,

Kak reHuii yncToit KpacoTsl.

U cepaue 6neTcs B yloeHbeE,
U nns mero Bockpecau BHOBb
U 603kecTBO, U BIOXHOBEHDE,

W xu3Hb, U ciae3nl, U JI000Bb.

And I forgot your voice so tender,

Your features dear and heavenly.

In gloom of backwoods’ isolation,
My days dragged by, a silent drudge,
Without God’s spark or inspiration,

Or tears, or any life, or love.

My soul awoke in precognition:
And once again you did appear,
Resembling a fleeting vision

Of beauty’s genius pure and clear.

And now my heart beats in elation!
And resurrected soar above
The spark of God, and inspiration,

And life, and tears at last, and love.
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CIIEHA U3 «BOPUCA TOJYHOBA»

HOYb. CAJl. POHTAH

Camosseaney

(6x00um)

BoT u ¢poHTaH; OHA CIOJA IPUJET.

A, xaxkeTcs, poXkJIeH He OOA3IUBBIM;
Ilepex co6oii B6IM3U BUJAT 51 CMEPTh,
IIpen cmepTHIO Ayma HE COXPOTANACE.
MHue BeyHas HEBOJIS YIPOKaJIA,

3a MHOII THAJIUCh — 4 YyXOM HE CMyTHJICS
M nep3ocTbio HEBOIU U36EKA.

Ho 4To X Tenepb TECHUT MO€ JbIXaHbE?
YTo 3HAUUT cell HEOJOMUMBINA TPEMIeT?
Wb 3TO APOXB XKeJaHUNU HANPSKEHHBIX?
Het — aT0 cTpax. Jlenb neablii oxupan
A raitnoro csujaHus ¢ MapuHoi,
O6ayMbIBAI BCE TO, YTO € CKAXKY,

Kak o6oubiy ee HaIMEHHBIA yM,

Kak Ha30By MOCKOBCKOIO IJapHUIleil, —

Ho gac macTtan — 1 HU4ero He MOMHIO.
He naxoxy 3aTBepKEHHBIX pedeii;
JI1060Bb MYTUT MO€ BOOGPaKEHbE...

Ho 4T0-TO BAPYr MEJIBKHYJIO... LIOPOX... TUIIE...
Her, aTO cBeT O6MaHYMBO JIYHBI,

U npomymen 3pech BETEPOK.
Mapuna

(8x00um)

Iapesny!

Camossaney

Omnal.. Bca xpoBb BO MHE OCTaHOBUJIACK.

SCENE FROM BORIS GODUNOV 277

SCENE FROM BORIS GODUNOV

NIGHT. A GARDEN. A FOUNTAIN

The Pretender

(enters)

The fountain’s here. And here is where she’ll come.
It seems to me I wasn’t born a coward,;

Flashing before me close I have seen death.
And before death my soul has never quavered.
By slavery forever I've been threatened,

I’ve been chased down; my spirit was unfailing,
With daring I escaped unfreedom’s bonds.

So now what is it so stops up my breathing?
What is this tremor I can’t overpower?

Is it suppressed desire that in me trembles?

No — it is fear. The whole day I did wait

For this brief secret tryst now with Marina,

And weighed within my mind all I would say,
How I'd seduce her proud and haughty mind,
And christen her the Empress of great Moscow,
But now’s the time, and I remember nothing.
I've quite forgot those speeches I made up,
And love casts murk on my imagination.

But something just flashed by! It’s swishing!.. Quiet!
No, it’s the light of the deceitful moon,

A little breeze blew lightly by...

Marina

(enters)
Tsarevich!

Pretender

It’s her! Now all the blood’s stopped up inside me!
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Ha 6epery nycTBIHHBIX BOJH
CToss1 OH, IyM BEJIMKUX IIOJIH,
U ppans raaaen. Ilpey Hum mupoko
Peka necnacst; 6eubIil 4énn
Ilo meii cTrpeMuiICca OJUHOKO.
ITo MIIICTBIM, TOIKUM Geperam
Yepuenu u36bl 31€Ch U TaM,
ITpuioT y6ororo 4yxoHua;
U nec, neBesoMbIit 1ydam
B rymane cupAaTaHHOrO COJIHIIA,

Kpyrom mymer.

H nyman on:
OTcesb rpo3UTh MBI OyAIEM IIBEAY,
3aech GyieT TOpoJL 3aI0KEH
Ha 3510 HagmennoMy coceny.
IIpupopoii 3gech HaM Cy)JI€eHO
B EBpony npopy6uTh OKHO,
Hororo TBeps0ii cTaTh Mpu Mope.
CIo/1a 110 HOBBIM MM BOJTHAM
Bce duaru B roctu 6yayT k Ham,

U zanupyem na npocrope.

IIpomnuto cro set, u I0HLINI Tpaj,
ITorHOMmMHBIX CTpPaH Kpaca U JUBO,
W3 TbMBI JI€COB, 13 TOOU 6JIAaT
BosHeccs nbInHO, ropAeInBo;

I'ne npexae ¢puHCKUI pbIGOJIOB,
INeyanpHBIN TACBIHOK IPUPOJBI,
OnuH y HU3KHUX 6eperos

Bpocan B HeBesoMbIE BOADBI
CBoOli BEeTXUI HEBOJI, HbIHE TAM

ITo oxupneHHBIM Geperam

THE PROLOGUE TO THE BRONZE HORSEMAN

o
o
(&3

THE PROLOGUE TO THE BRONZE HORSEMAN

By coasts where desolate crash the waves
Stood he, filled full of grand thoughts brave,
And looked afar. Before him only
The broad flood flowed, bare river — save
One poor skiff on its whitecaps lonely.

By such thick mossy, swampy clay

Just god-forsaken mad Finns stay,

Just here and there their black huts dotting.
The woods, kept secret from all rays

Of sunshine that the fog was swathing,
Stirred, rustling round.

And then he thought:
From here the mighty Swede we’ll menace;
Here we will build a city up
To spite our haughty neighbour jealous.
Here Nature has decreed that we
To Europe force a window free,
With mighty step bestride the ocean.
And o’er these waves which no one knew
The whole world’s flags will stream hereto;
We’ll feast on this vast space in motion.

A century’s past, and this young town
Is now the midnight-sun-lands’ wonder.
From deep dark woods, swamps’ soggy ground
A sumptuous beauty rose in grandeur.
Where once some Finnish fisherman,
Bleak nature’s melancholy stepson,
Alone stood in the shallow sand,
Casting his tattered net unresting
In murky waters, now look round!
All bustles by the river’s bounds;
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SUMHAA 1OPOTA

CKBO3b BOJTHUCTBIE TYMAHBI
IIpo6upaercs nyHa,
Ha nevanbHble TOJISHBI

JIbeT meuyanpbHO CBET OHA.

Ilo nopore 3umHel, cKkyuHON
Tpoiika 60op3asa 6eXuT,
Konoxkonpuuk 0gHO3BYYHDBIN

YTOMUTENbHO IPEMUT.

YTO-TO CABINIUTCH POJHOE
B noarux necHax AMIMKa:
To pasrynbe ynanoe,

To cepaeunas Tocka...

Hu ornsa, au uepHO XaThl,
Inymb u cuer... Habcrpeuy mue
Tonabko BEPCTHI MOJIOCATHI
ITonmangaiorcs onne.

Cxyuno, rpycTtHo... 3aBTpa, Huna,
3aBTpa, K MIJIOH BO3BPATACH,

A 3a6yaych y kamuHa,

3arisKych He HarJIAAACh.

3BY4HO CTpeEJIKA 4acoBast
MepHbIil Kpyr CBOII COBEPUIUT,
W, noxy4yHbIX yransas,
Ilonnounb HAC HE Pa3TyduT.

I'pyctno, Huna: nyTh MO cKyueH,
Jpemas cMOTKHYJ MON AMITUK,
Konokonpuuk ogHO3By4YEH,

OTyMaHCH JIYHHbIﬁ JHUK.

A WINTER ROAD

A WINTER ROAD

Through a mist that’s waving, rolling,
Breaking through, the moon does pass;
On the meadows melancholy
Melancholy light does cast.

On a winter road so dreary,
Fleet my troika runs its route;
Of its little bell I'm weary,
Clinking with but one dull note.

Something strikes a chord within me,
In the coachman’s endless song:
Sometimes fiery, daring, cheery,
Sometimes grieving in my heart.

Not one light, no black hut looming,
Barren snow round barren path,

Just the milestones striped and gloomy
Are the only things I pass.

Dreary, sad...Tomorrow, Nina,

I'll be back by your dear fire,

Lose myself and clutch you nearer,
Look and look, and never tire.

When the sonorous clock’s arrows
Keep their measured rounds so hard,
Fleeing all things dull and shallow,
Midnight won’t keep us apart.

I'm sad, Nina: my path’s dreary,
Hushed, my coachman nods, apace,
From his little bell I'm weary,
Wrapped in mist is the moon’s face.
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N3 «CKA3KHM O HAPE CAJITAHE»

...KHA3b y cuHA MOps X0UT,

C cunda MOps r1a3 HE CBOJUT;
I'nagp — moBepx TEKy4UuxX BOJ,
Jlebenb Genas IIbIBET.
«3paBCTBYH, KHSA3b Thl MOH ITPEKPaCHBIH!
YT0 X THI TUX, KaK J€Hb HEHACTHDI?
Omnevanmics uemy?» —

T'osoput ona emy.

Kuass 'BU0H el oTBeyaeT:
«['pycTb-TOCKA MEHSA CbEJAET:
Jloau xKeHATCS; IIISKY,

He xeHaT 1umb 1 XOXKy».

— «A KOro xe Ha IpUMeTe

Tor umeems?» — «/la Ha cBere,
l'osopsar, napesHa ecTn,

Y10 HEe MOKHO TJI1a3 OTBECTb.
JHeMm cBeT 6OKUM 3aTMEBAET,
Houpblo 3eMi110 ocBemnaeT —
Mecsi mox kocoit 6iaecTur,

A BO 716y 3BE3/]A TOPUT.

A cama-To BeHnuasBa,
BricTymaer, 6yaTo nasa;

Cirazixy pedb-TO TOBOPUT,

Byaro peuenbka xypuur.
ToJsbKO, OJHO, IPABJA JIb 3TO?»
Kus3b co cTpaxom xkJeT oTBeTa.
Jleb6enp 6enass MOJTYUT

H, noxymaB, roBOpUT:

«Jla! Takas ecTpb geBuUILA.

Ho xena ne pykasumna:

C 6ey0i1 pyukn He CTPAXHENb

Jla 3a mmosic He 3aTKHEIIb.

FROM THE TALE OF TSAR SALTAN

FROM THE TALE OF TSAR SALTAN

...By the blue sea our prince, moving,
From blue sea eyes not removing,
Looks — and where its waters flow,

A white swan appears, swims slow.
“How are you, my lovely princeling?”
Why so still, like a day drizzly?

What is it that makes you sad?

Says the swan to him at last.

Prince Guidon to her makes answer:
“Grief eats up my heart with sadness.
All get married, yet I see,

Still unmarried only me.”

“But just whom is it you’re seeking?”
“On this earth somewhere lives, breathing,
A Tsar’s daughter, so they say,

From whom eyes can’t look away.
During day than sun she’s brighter,
Nights, she makes the world shine lighter.
In her locks bright moonbeams are,
In her forehead gleams a star.

And herself, majestic, precious,

Like a peacock stately, paces,

When she speaks, her sweet speech seems
Like the murmuring rush of streams.
But enough, could this be right?”
Asks the prince, and waits in fright.
For a long time the white swan
Hushes, thinks, and then goes on:
“Yes, indeed, there’s such a maiden,
But a wife’s no mitten braided,

Can’t be shook from your white wrist,
Pinned upon your belt, then missed.
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OCEHb (OTPBIBOK)

Yero B MO# APEMJTIONUI TOT/[A HE BXOJUT yM?

Aepacasun™
1

OKTA6DPB YK HACTYIUI — YK POINA OTPAXAET
ITocneanue IUCTBI C HATUX CBOUX BETBEI;
JloxHyn oceHHMII XJIaJ, JOpOra IpoMep3aerT,
JKypua eme 6exuT 3a MEIbHUIY pyde,

Ho npyx yxe 3acTbul; cocesi MOM MOCHEIIAeT
B oTbesxue moyus ¢ oXoToO CBOEH,

U cTpaxayT o3uMu oT 6eImeHoi 3a6aBbl,

M 6yaur sait cobak ycHyBIIME AyOpaBbl.

11

Tenepp Mos nopa: s He JIOOJIIO BECHDI;

CKy4YHa MHE OTTeEIIeNIb; BOHD, I'PA3b — BECHOM 51 GOJICH;
KpoBb 6poaut; 4yBCTBA, YM TOCKOIO CTECHEHBI.
CypoBolo 3uMoii g 60Jiee TOBOJIEH,

JI106110 ee cHera; B IPUCYTCTBUHU JIyHbI

Kax nerxuii 6er caneil ¢ mogpyroi 6LICTP U BOJIEH,
Korpa nog co6osem, corpera u cBexa,

Omna BaM PyKy KMeT, IbLIag U JpoxKal

111

Kaxk Beceso, o6yB Ke1e30M OCTPBIM HOTH,
CKOJIb3UTB IO 3€PKAJIY CTOSIYUX, POBHBIX pek!
A 3UMHHX IIPAa3JHUKOB GJECTAIUE TPEBOTU?..
Ho Hano 3HaTh U 4eCTh; IMOJITO/4a CHET Jia CHET,
Beab 3TO HaKOHEI[ U XUTEIIO 6EPJIOTH,
Mensenio Hagoect. Henb3s ke 11e/1b1il BEK
Kararbcs HaM B caHsax ¢ ApmugaMu®* MiaJbIMu
Wb xucHyTh y meyeil 3a cTekJaMu JBOMHBIMMU.

*U3 cruxorsopenus «Eprenumio. JKusup 3sanckas» I'.P. Jlepxasuna (1743—1816),
KOTOPBII BoccaaBua oHoro Ilymkuna, ycabimas ero «Bocromunanus B Iapckom
Cesie», NpoAEKIAMUPOBAHHBIC CAMUM ABTOPOM Ha sk3aMmeHe B Jluiee; ara crieHa
yBekoBeueHa M.E. Permmubim 1 ynomunaercs B «Esrennn Onerune» (Imasa VIIL, IL.).
Cwm. 6uorpadmuio Ha c. 685.

** Apmuga — repouna noambl Topksato Tacco «Ocso6oxaennnriii Mepycarum»,
BOJIIIEOHUIA, COOIA3HUTEIbHUIA prinaps Punanbmo.

AUTUMN (A FRAGMENT) 453

AUTUMN (A FRAGMENT)

What thought won’t at that time walk in my slumbering mind?

Derzhavin*

I

October has arrived. The grove’s already shaking

From branches stripped all bare the very last few leaves.
Fall’s cold breath blows. With frost the road’s now flaking.
The brook behind the mill still runs and, bubbling, breathes,
But ice quiets the pond. Meanwhile, my neighbor’s taking
Out to the hunting fields his pack of dogs which seethes.

The winter wheat gets trampled in that furious larking;

The sleeping woods wake up to the sound of hounds barking.

I

Now is my time of year. I do not love the spring:

The thaw’s a bore to me: smells, dirt... spring gives me ailment,
Blood stirring, feelings, mind restrained in longing’s sling.
From winter’s bitter blasts I find much more contentment;
I'love her fallen snows, the moonlit sleighbell’s ring!

So quick and free the sleigh rides with a girlfriend,

When, wrapped in sable furs so warm and fresh, you race;
She gives your arm a squeeze, both shivering and ablaze!

III

What fun it is, with skates of sharpened steel strapped on me,
To glide on mirrorlike stilled rivers’ even glow!

And winter holidays so glittering, alarming?

But honestly, enough: half the year snow and snow —

Why even, in his lair, the hibernating bruin

Gets sick of it at last! You can’t just always go

Out sleigh-riding, entranced by Armida the maiden,**

Or sour by the stove by double windows hidden!

*From To Eugene: Courtly Life by Gavrila Derzhavin, 1743—1816, famous Russian
poet who hailed Pushkin’s Memories in Tsarkoye Selo (1815), which Pushkin declaimed
before Derzhavin at a public examination at his Lycée; this incident was immortal-
ized by the painter Repin, and is referred to in Eugene Onegin, Chapter VIII, ii. See
Biography at page 54.

**Armida was an enchantress and seductress of the knight Rinaldo in Torquato
Tasso’s Gerusalemme Liberata.
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TPV

Mur BO/I€JIEHHBIN HACTAI: OKOHYEH MOU TPy MHOTOJIETHUA.
YTo X HEMOHATHASA TPYCTh TAHHO TPEBOXUT MEHS?

Wi, cBoOii noABUT CBEPIUB, 5 CTOIO, KaK MOJCHITUK HEHYKHDIM,
IInaty mpuaBmuUil CBOIO, YyKABIH paboTe APYroi?

Wiu sxanp MHe TpyAa, MOJIYAIUBOIO CIIyTHUKA HOYH,

Jpyra ABpopsI 3/1aTOii, Jpyra I€HATOB CBATHIX?

CAHKTIIETEPBYPI'b.

(® 1825.
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Obrodcka nepsozo usdanus nepeoti enaswve «Feeenus Oneeuna», 1825
Cover of the first edition of Chapter I of “Eugene Onegin”, 1825
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LABOR
(upon completion of Eugene Onegin)

Finally, now the time’s come! I have finished my many years’ labor.

Why, strange and secret, does sadness so trouble me now?

Is it, the deed being done, that I stand like a day-worker, useless,
Having been given my pay, foreign to all other toil?

Or do I pine for my work, for my silent companion at nightimes,
Friend of my dawns swathed in gold, friend of my home’s holy shrine?
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488 EBIEHUIM OHEIMH (OTPBIBKU 13 POMAHA)

EBTEHUIM OHETVH

(OTpbIBKM M3 poMaHa)

Pétri de vanité il avait encore plus de cette espece d’orgueil qui
fait avouer avec la méme indifférence les bonnes comme les
mauvaises actions, suite d’un sentiment de supériorité, peut-étre
imaginaire.

Tiré d’une lettre particuliere™.

He mbicns ropapiii cBeT 3a6aBUTD,
BaumaHbe Jpy6bl BO3II004,
Xore 6bl g T€6€ MPEACTABUTD
3aiior gocrolinee tebs,
JlocToiinee nymu npexpacHoO,
CBATOU UCIIOJHEHHOU MEYTDI,
ITo33uu >XUBOM U SICHOU,

BbICOKHX AyM U IPOCTOTBHI;

Ho Tax 1 66ITh — PYKOI IPUCTPACTHOMN
ITpumu co6paHbe MECTPHIX IJIAB,
ITonycmemHbIX, MOJIyIEYaIbHBIX,
ITpocToHapoAHBIX, NAEANBHDIX,
Hebpexnblil 1o Moux 3a6as,
Becconnur, 1erkux BIOXHOBEHU,
HespenpIx u yBaamux Jer,

VYMa X0n0HbIX HAGIIO e HU I

n cep/ala ropeCTHbIX 3aM€ET.

EUGENE ONEGIN (EXCERPTS)

EUGENE ONEGIN

(Excerpts from the novel)

Pétri de vanité il avait encore plus de cette espece d’orgueil qui
fait avouer avec la méme indifférence les bonnes comme les
mauvaises actions, suite d’un sentiment de supériorité, peut-étre
imaginaire.

Tiré d’une lettre particuliere.™

For smiles from lofty halls not daring,
But caring just for friendship true,

I wish I here could be presenting

A gift much worthier of you,

More worthy of a soul that’s lovely,

In whom there dwells a holy dream
Of poetry that’s clear and lively,

With lofty thoughts, simplicity.

But be it so, with your hand biased
Accept these brightly colored songs,
Half-humorous, half sad indeed,

Part folksy, and yet part ideal,

The breezy fruit of my free fun,

My sleepless nights, light inspirations,
My youth naive, now faded far,

My intellect’s cold observations,

And grieving notes straight from my heart.

*TIPOHUKHYTBINA TIIECTABHEM, OH O0JafaJ CBEPX TOTO €Ile OCOOEHHON IOPAOCTHIO, *Suffused with vanity, he also had that sort of pride that led him to avow with equal

KOTOPas HOOYK/A€T IPU3HABATHCS C OJJMHAKOBLIM PABHOJYIIMEM KAK B CBOUX JJOOPBIX, indifference both his good and his bad deeds alike, due to a possibly imaginary sense
TaK 1 JyPHBIX IIOCTYIIKAX, — CJICACTBHUEC IyBCTBA IIPEBOCXOACTBA, OBITH MOYKET MHUMOTO. of superiority.

M3 yacTHOrO nuchbMa From a private letter
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EBIEHUIM OHEIMH (OTPBIBKU M3 POMAHA). TJIABA TIEPBAS

T'JIABA TTIEPBAA

1I

nu JKHNTH TOpOl'I]/ITCH nu LIy'BCTBOBaTb CIICIINT.

Kn. Basemcxuit

«Moii 1451 CaMbIX YE€CTHBIX IIPABIII,
Korpa He B myTky 3anemor,

OH yBaxaTb ce6s1 3aCTABUII

U nyume BBIAYMATH HE MOT.

Ero npumep apyrum nHayxa;

Ho, boxe moii, kakag ckyka

C GOJIbHBIM CUJAETH U J€Hb U HOUb,
He orxoas Hu mary npous!

Kakoe Hu3koe koBapcTBO
ITony:xuBoro 3a6aBJATD,

Emy moaymxku monpapisiTh,
IlegyasbHO TOXHOCUTH JIEKAPCTBO,
BaapixaTs 1 fymaTh npo ceos:

Korpa xe yepT Bo3bmeT Teba!»

Taxk pgyman mosnojoii noseca,
JleTs1 B nbLIN HA TOYTOBBIX,
Bceppimueii Bosiero 3eBeca
HacienHuk Bcex CBOMX POJHBIX.
JApysbsa Jliogmuanbl un Pycianal

C repoem Moero pomMaHa

bes npeaucnosuii, ceii xe gac
ITo3BosibTE MO3HAKOMUTH Bac.
Onerun, ;[06pr1‘/'1 MO¥ IPUATEND,
Popnica na 6perax Hesnr,

I'ne, MoxkeT GbITH, POAUINCH BbI
WMnu 6aucranu, MO 4yuTaATEND;
Tam Hexorpa ryasi u 4:

Ho Bpeanen cesep ana mens.

EUGENE ONEGIN (EXCERPTS). CHAPTER I

CHAPTER I
To live he hurries and to feel he flies.
Prince Vyazemsky
I “My uncle, man of rules, most honest,

11

When he fell ill beyond all joke,
Respect for himself forced upon us
(Better than that could not be hoped)
Let others learn from his example,
But Lord, how deathly dull to sample
The patient’s sickbed night and day,
And never take a step away!

What execrably base dissembling

To keep someone half-dead amused,
Prop up his pillows, sadly brood,
With melancholy bring him medicine,
Sigh — as you ask yourself — all through —

When will the Devil come for you!”

Such were the thoughts of our young scapegrace,
Flying on post-coaches through dust,
By Zeus Almighty’s sudden grace

The heir of all the family trust.

My friends of Ruslan and Lyudmila!
Allow me, to my novel’s hero,
Without more rigmarole or fuss,

To introduce you, all at once.

Onegin — my good pal in “Peter”* —
Was born there, on the Neva’s banks.
Where you were also born, perhaps,
Or else just sparkled, my dear reader.
Istrolled there, had my flings, before,
But I’'m allergic to the North.

*As the Russians themselves call their most graceful of cities.

491



554 EBIEHUM OHEIMH (ITMCbMO TATbAHBI K OHETUHY)

Ilepen To6010 cie3bl JIbIO,
TBoeiil 3amMUTHI YMOJISIO...
Boo6pasu: a1 35ech ogHa,
Hukro MeHs He MOHUMAET,
Paccynok moit manemoraer,
M morya ruGHYTH S JOJDKHA.
A xpy T€6d: eUHBIM B30POM
Hapexnp! cepana oxusn,
Wb con TsxeNplii nepepsu,

VYBbI, 3aCay;KEHHBIM yKOpOM!
Konualo! CTpamso nepevecrs...
CTBIIOM U CTPAXOM 3aMHUpPAIo...

Ho mHe nopykoii Bama 4ecTs,

H cmeno eii cebs BBep4io...
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EUGENE ONEGIN (TATYANA’S LETTER TO ONEGIN)

Before you all my tears I pour:

For your protection I am pleading;
I’'m all alone — can you not see?

In this place no one understands me.
My reason fails, I weaken badly,

And I must perish silently.

I wait for you: one look would serve:
Restore the hope that’s in my heart,
Or tear my heavy dream apart,

Alas, with a rebuke deserved!

I’'m finished! To re-read I dread.

Both shame and fear my spirit rivet.

Your honor, though, stands in my stead,
And boldly I entrust you with it.




650 EBIEHUM OHETHMH (OTPBIBKU U3 POMAHA). [JIABA BOCbMAS EUGENE ONEGIN (EXCERPTS). CHAPTER VIII

LI Ho Te, xoTOpBIM B Jpy;KHOI BCTpEde LI But those for whom, in friendly trysting,
S cTpodl nepseie YUTAT. .. My early stanzas once I read...
HHbIX yx HET, a Te ganede, “They are no more, and some are distant,”
Kak Cagu Hexorga ckasai. As once the poet Saadi said.
bes nux Onerun gopucosas. Onegin’s been sketched in without them.
A Ta, ¢ KOTOPO# 06pa3oBaH And she, that one in whom I found, in
TaTbssHBI MIIBIH UACA... Truth, Tatyana’s perfect grace?
O MHOro, MHOTO POK OTbs! Oh how much Fate did take away!
bBiaskeH, KTO IPA3JHUK )XU3HU PAHO Blest he who early left life’s revel
OcraBui, He JOOUB A0 JHA Before he could drink up in time
Boxkana moanoro BuHa, His goblet, brimming full of wine,
Kro ne noyen ee pomana Who did not read all of life’s novel,
W Bapyr ymen paccTaTbCs C HUM, Who how to part at once well knew,
Kak s ¢ OHerusbsIM MOUM. As I from my Onegin do.

KOHEILL THE END
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BJIATOCJIOBEHHWE

P ycCKasi TUuTepaTypa — IPU3HaHHAsA JyXOBHAS COKPOBUIHUIA, 6ec-
CIIOPHOE JIOCTOSHUE MUPOBOM KYJIbTYPbI. Bech MUp 3HaeT co3Bes-
Jue pycckux renues — Jlocroesckoro, Toncroro, Yexosa... Ho, yBbI,
IJIABHOE COKPOBUINE B 3TOM BeHue, Ilymxun, «Hame Bcé», ocraercs
TAWHOI 32 CEMBIO II€YATAMU, CKPLITOM KaK Obl B J[ParOlleHHOM JIapIie
HAIIETO fA3bIKA, HEIOCTMKUMOTO JUI MHOTUX, CTPEMAIIMXCH IPHYa-
CTUTBCHA K BEJIMKOU PYCCKOH KyJIbType.

«[lymkun HenepeBoguM» — CTAJIO HEKOEH aKCMOMOU, C KOTOPOM
y’e HUKTO He cropuT. B camom pese, ABeCTH JIET MONBITKU IEpe-
Bectu Ilynmkuna Ha 110601 MHOCTPAHHBIN A3BIK — A 3a J€JI0 OPAIHCD
MHorue xopuden, gaxe Habokos, — He coBepumam gyzaa. Ilymxun
TaK U OCTAJICSA TAAHOM.

Boiock cyecnosuth, HO ¢ U3AaHMEM HOBOTO IEPEBOJA, KOTOPBII
BBI IEPXKHUTE B PYKaX, YyZ0, KAKETCH, BCE K€ IIPOU3OLLIO — Garogaps
TOMY, YTO IOABHJIACH YyTKas JylIa, CIIOCOOHAA TaK OLIyTUTD U COIepe-
JKUBATh HALIEMY BEJMKOMY IIO3TY, YTO IIEPEHECIA BEJIUYUE U TIyOuHy
€ro TBOPEHHUI Ha A3BIK, 3HAKOMbII HACEJEHUIO IOJOBHHLI HaIIen
mwranetnl. IlosBuica genosek, KoTopelil npuHan Poccuo ot aymu
U BEPUT B Hee; OyAyuu POKJEHHBIM aMEPUKAHIEM, CaM CTal PyCCKUM
B gyme. M mosToMy MoHMMAeT U 4yBCTBYET «HaIle BCE» TaK, KaK dyB-
CTBYEM €IO Mbl, TOJIbKO BbIPAXKas 3TO aHITIMICKUM SI3HIKOM.

Ero 3oyt [lxxynmuan I'enpn JloyaHdenba, u B €ro BAOXHOBEHHBIX
nepeBojiaX 3ByYaT «U GOKECTBO, U BJOXHOBEHbE, U JKU3Hb, U CJIE3BI
u mo6oBb» Hamero ITymxuna. B nepesogax JDxynanaHa Mbl y3HaeM
U CJIBIIIMM BEJIMYHUE, TIyOUHY M TEIUIO, XPUCTHAHCKOE CEpAobobe
U CHOCOGHOCTD JIIOOUTH HAIIErO PyCCKOro reHus. Uuras IPOHUKHO-
BEHHYIO, MCIIOJIHEHHYIO BHYTPEHHMM NOHMMAHUEM U JIOOGOBBIO OUO-
rpaguio nosra Ilymkuna, Hanmicannyio noaroM Jloysugennzom, Mbl
IIO-IPYrOMy HOHMMAEM U BOCIPUHIMAEM «BCEMHUPHYIO OT3bIBUMBOCTD
pycckoit aymmu», KoTopyio IlymKuH Tak yHUKaJIbHO OJULIETBOPSIL.

Jlait bor, 4TOG6BI 3Ta KHUTA CTATA JJOCTYIIHA JJIsl YUTATEAEH BO BCEM
Mupe. ITO HEMAJIOBAKHO UMEHHO CETOJHS, KOT/a HaIlly CTPAHy U PyC-
CKYI0O MCTOPHIO 3a4aCTyl0 CTOJb CTapaTeIbHO AeMOHHM3UpYyloT. Kak
XOpOINO, YTO BAPYT MOSABUIACH 4YyTKas, MyApas Jylla, aMEpPUKaHell,
KOTOPBIH JIOOUT U IIOHNMAET «HalIe BCE»!

Ot Bcero cepIa 6,1aroCI0BIAI0 MUCCUIO 3TOH KHUTU U €€ aBTOPA.

APXUMAHAPUT TUXOH (IHEBKYHOB) Mocxesa, 2015 e.

OCBOBOXXJEHHBIN IMYIIKHUH

O cranercst g TTyIIKuH HaBCeTAa «IJICHHUKOM PYCCKOTO SI3BIKA»?
B mmpoBoii smreparype, IO-BUAMMOMY, HET JPYroro Inucare-
JIs, B CBA3M C KOTOPBIM ObI TaK IOPA3UTEIbHO OTINYAIOCH MHEHHE
O HEM y HETO HA POAMUHE U IPEJCTABICHUE O HEM 3a €€ IIPeJelaMH.
Ecim peun zaiizer 06 ambaeMe HAIMOHATIBHOM KYJIbTYPhI, TO KaK €
HOCHUTENHU, TAK U MHOHAIMOHAILHBIE IIEHUTEIH, 6E3YCITOBHO, BCIIOM-
mns HMtammo, sazosyr Janrte, Aarmmo — Illexcnupa, I'epmanmio —
I'ére, Ucnanmio — CepsanTeca. Ho ecim, Bcmomaus Poccuio, pyc-
ckuit HazoseT [lymkuHa, TO MHOCTpaHeI| Ha30BeT JJOCTOEBCKOTO MM
Tonxcroro. MuocTpannl mwioxo 3Haor Ilymkmaa, moTomy uto nepe-
Bogp! Ilymknna mroxn. Buppxuana Byag kak-To samermna: «Pycckne
KJACCUKM BBITJISAAT JIOABMU, HMOTEPSBIIUMU OJIEKAYy B Pe3yjibTaTe
3eMJICTPACECHUS] MM KPYyIIEHUs T0e37ia. B KMBBIX OCTaeTCs TOJBKO
rpyObIii, ONONJICHHDBIN, IPUHIKEHHDIH BADUAHT CMBICTA>». Bemkuit
¢panmysckuii crasuct JKopx Hupa numer: «[lymxua nocrpazar
OT Takoro odpameHus Gojblie, yeM KTo-1u6o. Bce mepesognl ero
II093UU — IIPOCTO YKACHDBL: M CyXH€, M C TPyOeHIIMMU OMUOKAMU. ..
Bocnurannuky Apunbl Pognonosnnr n bemxamena Koncrana mpu-
Cylla MapajoKcaJbHasg IPOCTOTA M €CTECTBEHHOCTh, KOTOPYIO ITOKA
HE yZaeTcs MEePEHECTH B 4yXylo KyabTypy. Wrak, Ilymkun ocraeTcs
HEU3BECTHBIM>.

ITO MPUBOAUT K TOMY, YTO MBI OXHJA€M OT IEePEBOJYMKA He
CTOJIBKO PasyMeomuxcsi y npodecCHoHana CKPyMyJIe3HOCTU U TOY-
HOCTHU U KOMILIEKCHOTO HAyJHOTO IOJXO0/a, CKOIBKO BOILIONEHHOTO
uyza. ZKxem maxozo Ilymkuna, B KOTOpOM GIE€CTUT caMa MPENECTb €T0
II033UH, YTOObI HE TOJBLKO 3HATOKHU-CIEIMAIMCTDBI, a JIOObIE JIIOIU
JyXOBHOTO CTposd cMmorau B IlymkuHe OIyTUTDb, IO BBHIPAKEHMIO
Hab6oxoBa, «3T0 0c060€ cOCTOssHUE, IPU KOTOPOM UYyBCTBYelIb Ce6s
KaK-TO, IJIe-TO, YEM-TO CBA3AHHLIM C APYruMH (OpPMaMH OLITHS, TAE
HCKYCCTBO (TO €CTh JIOGO3HATEILHOCTD, HEKHOCTD, JOOPOTA, CTPOU-
HOCTb, BOCTOPT) €CTh HOPMa».

Taxoii HOpPMOIT ABISETCA BIOXHOBEHHBIM TPYA aMEepPUKAHCKOTO
nucaTtess, moasTa, nepesogunka /xyrmmnana I'eapn Jloysudensaa. Ero
HEePEBOBI CTPOTO CJAEJYIOT MYIMKUHCKOMY pUTMy. COXpaHeH MopPsIoK
uepepoBaHus pudmM, 6e3 norepu cso6oxanl. ITopasurenbnas riaybuHa,
IIPO3PAYHOCTD, CMBICJIOBASI HACBIIIEHHOCTh U TEILIOTA IMyIIKMHCKOTO
CTUXA YAUBUTENBHBIM OOPA30M COXPAHEHbI B GJIECTANIEM IE€PEBO-
ae Jloysudenpma. He Tonbko purm, pudma, CMBICIOBBIE OTTEHKH
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GyKBaJIbHO COOTBETCTBYIOT OPUTUHAIY, HE TOJILKO KOJIMYECTBO CJIOrOB
U PacCTAaHOBKA CIJIBHBIX YJIAPEHMIA, UTO, B OOIIEM, HE XapaKTEPHO
JUISL IPYTUX AHTTHACKUX IIEPEBOOB, HO COXPAaHEHA CaMa TOHATLHOCTD
CTHXA C HEBEPOSITHBIM UyThEM U JTIOGOBLIO.

«Mmenem Ilymxmnaa 6ygeM aykaTbCsi», — MPOPOYECTBOBA
Xonacesnu. Aykatbcsa 6yaeM Tenepb Bo Bcem mupe. Benn Jloyaudenns
nepeses noa3uio IlymkuHa He MPOCTO HAa AHIIMICKUN A3BIK, a Ha
a3b1ik Kurca n baitpona. imenno nmosromy 3HaueHue aToro nepesoja
TPYZHO MEPEOIEHUTb.

Mapuna Ilseraesa B 1936 roay mmcana Ilomo Banepu: «Mue
TBepaaT: [lymxun nenepesogum. Kak MOKeT OLITH HEIEPEBOJUM YxKe
TIepeBeIeHHBIN, ITePEIOKUBITUI Ha CBOI (0OIeYeI0BEYeCKUi) I3bIK
HeCKd3aHHOE U HecKazdHHoe? Ho mepeBojuTh TaKoro mosTa JIOJKEeH
IIO3T».

B »sToif KHUTE KAk pa3 MO3T IEePEBENT MO3TA, AMEPUKAHCKUIA —
PYCCKOTO, TIO3T, CyMEBIIUII YCIBINIATL U MEPEJATH Ha CBOEM POJHOM
A3BIKE TO, UTO ITyIIKMH HEKOT/[a YCIBIMIAN U 3aIIHCAT HA HAIIEM.

BCEBOJIOJ BAT'HO oupexmop Hrcmumyma pycckoti sumepamypol
(Iywsxcuncxuri [Jom) Poccutickoti Axademuu nayx,
unen-xoppecnondenm PAH, Canxm-Ilemepbype
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PYCCKOE CEPJIIE

eMJIsl JIETUT €O CKOpOCThIO 30 KM/C, CErofiHa KaXeTCs, 4TO ele
obicTpee. UTOOBI He TOTEPSITh PABHOBECHE, JINYHO $1, XOTsI ObI NHO-
IJia, MepPeINTHIBAIO JIoOUMbIe cTpoku [lymknHa:

ITox roxy6pIMu HeGecaMu
BenukonennbiMu koBpamu,
biects Ha conmne, cHEr J€KuUT,
IIpospaunblii 1eC OUH YEPHEET,
W enb CKBO3b UHEH 3€JICHEeT,

U peuka mojo ap40M OJIECTHUT.
Bcest komHaTa sHTAPHBIM 6JIECKOM
Osapena...

Ilymkun OJHOBPEMEHHO PYCCKUI M BCEMHUpPHBbINA 1mod3T. Ero mos-
3UsI MOJHUMAET HAC B «PYCCKMI KOCMOC», a mepeBojsl JIxymmana
JloysHenbia He TOJBKO 3HAKOMAT ¢ HUM HMHOCTpAHIEB, HO M HAC —
3aHOBO, U C HOBOI TOUKM 0630pa. Muccus «Pycckoro Yaca» — mokasartnb
BCEMY MHPY HacToAmylo KpacoTy Poccnm, ee KyabTyphl U A3bIKA, Ubs
nyTeBogHasA 38e3za — Iymxun.

Kyabrypor Poccun, Anrmmm n AMepukn TpauIMOHHO JOTOTHSIOT
U TUTAIOT JAPYT Apyra, O YeM HaM HAIlOMUHAIOT BEJUKOJEIHBIN pyc-
cknit «[Ileprox Xosmc», GpuraHckas skpannsanus «Eprenus One-
I'MHAa» U aMepHUKaHckas — «BoiiHbl m Mupa»; yBepriopa 1812 roxa
YaitkoBckoro Ha camorax B Jenp HesaBucumoctu CIHIA u «Iloso-
BelKHe IUIACKN» bBopojuHa B 06paboTKe aMEPUKAHCKUX pP3IEpPOB,
Ilexcrmp, Yutmen u bépHc B 6iecTsSmux pycckux nepesojax. Ternepnb
€Ile M 3Ta 3aMevaTesIbHas KHUTA aMEPHKAHCKOTO I03Ta C PYCCKHM
cepanem. Ceropusa nepeBouuk B Poccum — 6ospire, yeM nepeBounk.
Oco6enno Jxynuan JloysHperb.

Ilosxpasnsio — u ero u Bac, unTaTen!

AJTEKCAH/ZIP KOPOBKO «Pyccruii Qac» (cnoncop npoexma,)

T RUSSIAN
HOUR



K IOPOI'MM PYCCKHM YUTATEJIAM!

3 TH CTpaHNAIBI )KU3HU [lyIknHa g Harcan cHavYasla Io-aHITHHACKHA,
JUIS 9ATATEJIs, MaJo 3HaKOMoro ¢ moatoM. Korjpa MeHst mpocmmm
[IEPEBECTH UX HA PYCCKHUIl A3BIK, NPU3HAIOCH, I Jaxe KojaeGaucs —
HYKE€H JIM IEPEBOJ| YUTATETIO PYCCKOMY, BocIUTaHHOMYy Ha Ilymkune
¢ getctBa? [TopasmbICauB, 5 BCe XKe PEIHINJI, YTO B JABYS3bIYHOI KHUTE
BCE €€ KOMIIOHEHTBI JIOJI’KHBI IPUCYTCTBOBATDH HA 060X A3bIKaX. A TO,
He Jait bor, MeHs eme 06BUHAT B AucKkpuMuHanmu! bosee Toro, s s
ce6s IlymknHa OTKPBLI HE IPUHYUTEIBHO B IIKOJLHOM IIporpamMmMe,
a 106POBOJILHO — JII00S 11 IEPEBO/IS €T0, IPOIYCKas €ro Yepes CepAle,
4yTO U No-pyccku. IToaToMy XoueTcs mogeIuThCs C BAMU IO-PYCCKH.
Bcio mMuororpannocts renms Ilymkumpa ogHa KHHra BCE pPaBHO
HUKorja He BMecTUT. [loaToMy 51 He cMOT Tak, KaKk XOTeJIOCh Obl, yIJIy-
6UTBCA B GE3OHHBIN JYXOBHBIN MUp 03Ta. bosee moymrmaeckn wmm
¢rrocodckr HACTPOEHHBIH YUTATENb IIPOCTUT, HANEIOCh, MO YKIOH
B 6eCIIOOOHYIO JIIOOOBHYIO JIUPUKY 1103TA. IIpocTHTE MEHA U 34 HEKO-
TOpOE IIOBTOPEHHE a30B M HEU30EKHOE yIpoueHre (GaKToB IS aHIJIO-
SA3BIYHOTO unTaTens. S Beab He pyccKmii U faske He IyIIKUHUCT, A JIUIIb
AMEPUKAHCKMIA 1103T, o6oskaromumii ITymkuna... IltaBHoe — nosygaiite
yroBosbcTBue OT ureHus! Ilpeamounras mpesecTs KUBOW HUCTOPUHI
IIeIAHTUYHOCTH, 51 HAPOYHO U36erasl akaJIeMUIeCKOI MAaHIHU K CHOCKaM
u orosopkam. Bce pasno, no ciosam M.A. bBynrakosa, «mymxuHoBe-
JIeHHE, KaK 5 TOPbKO yOeAwICs, He €CTh TOYHas HayKa». M TmeTHbIA
IIOMCK CYXOM M MHMMOI TOYHOCTHU GOJiee BCETO BPEANUT YUCHOU Ipo3e
U OTUYKJAET MOJIOJBIX uuTaTesneit. IlycTh mHorAa u Jomyckaio HEKOTO-
pble HETOYHOCTH, OCTaBasICh 3aHUMATEIBHBIM. [lymkmH 661 mpocTIL.

I[TPUMEYAHUE K TEKCTAM

Pansd Yanmo Omepcon samernm: «liymas mociaeoBaTeIbHOCTH BO
BCEM — MeJKUN 6ec Meaknx ymos». ¥ Ilymknaa, kak n y Hlekcrmpa,
HET €JAMHOTO KAaHOHHYECKOTO W3JAHMS, a CYIIECTBYIOT pPa3THJIHbIE
BApMAHTBI NyOGauKaruii. B aToll KHHre s MpHUAEpPKUBAICI WU3/IAHNS:
Axagemus Hayk CCCP. Mucturtyr pycckoit smrepatypsr (ITymkus-
ckuii Jlom). Iymkun A.C. ITosHoe cobpanue counHenwuii B 10 T., uazna-
Hue 3-e. UzparenscrBo Akagemun nayk CCCP, M., 1962.

Camo c00oil, Bce dyfHbIC PUCYHKH B 5TOM U3JAHUU HAPHICOBAHBI
camuM Asexcanzpom CepreeBudeM (€CJIH HE YKa3aHO UHOE).
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OYEPK «MOM TAJIMCMAH »
XpaHu MeHs, MO TaJINCMaH, Deliver me, my talisman,
XpaHu MeHA BO THA TOHCHb4, Deliver me from fear and fleeing,
Bo nHM packasHbsA, BOTHEHDA: Days of remorse and worry healing:
Ter B tenp nevamu 66u1 MHe faH.  On a sad day you touched my hand.
Korna nmospiMer okean When rising by the ocean strand
Boxkpyr mens Baibl peByuu, The waves around me crash in pounding,
Korza rpo3soio rpsnyT Tyun, And when with lightning clouds are sounding,
XpaHu MeHs, MOI TaJIMCMaH. Deliver me, my talisman.
B yepunenbe 9y:xapIx cTpaH, Lost in seclusion, in strange lands,
Ha sone cxydnoro nokos, In boredom’s lull my bosom taming,
B TpeBore mramMmeHHOrO 6051 In the alarm of battle flaming,
XpaHu MeHs, MO TaJINCMaH. Deliver me, my talisman.

CBAIEHHDINA CJIaJIOCTHBINA 06MaH, You are my soul’s own magic lamp,

Jlymu Bome6HOe CBETUIIO. .. You sweet and sacred trickery,
OHO COKPBLIOCH, U3MEHMIIO... When you drop down, are flickering!
XpaHu MeHs, MOH TaJINCMaH. Deliver me, my talisman.

Ilyckaii sxe BBek cepeunnix pan  Wounds of the heart help me withstand
He pacrpaBur BoCIOMHHAHbBE. Forever; bad memories burn with fire!
TIpomaii, Hanexaa; ciu, sxenanbe; Farewell, fond Hope; and sleep, Desire;

XpaHu MeHsI, MOM TaTHUCMaH. Deliver me, my talisman.

Bo BpeMeHa CTaJMHCKOrO Teppopa, KOrja MUILUIMOHBLI rubiu
B jarepsax u TiopbMax, HKB/] BEIIOTHAN eXeaHEBHYIO KBOTY
apecToB OGLIYHO B TPHU Yaca HOUM, YTOOBI 3aXBATUTDL CBOUX JKEPTB
BPACIUIOX, HECIIOCOOHBIMHM K CONpPOTHUBJIEHUIO. Boobpasure cebe:
BAaC B IIOJJyCOHHOM, IIOJYIIOKOBOM COCTOSIHMM NajJadd TallaT U3
IIOCTENU, HUYETO HE OODbACHAA, TOJbKO pyraich. boabme yxe
HUKOIJAa Bbl, HABEPHOE, HE YBUAMUTE CBOH JOM U OJU3KHX, OCTa-
JIOCh TOJBKO HECKOJBKO CEKYHJ, H 6eCIOIafHOe KOJIECO UCTOPHHI
YHECET BacC B MPONacTh...YTo BBI caemaere? BeIukuii pycckuii moaT
Anna AHzpeeBHa AXMaTOBa BCIIOMHHA/NA, YTO B 3TH IMOCIETHUE
CBOOO/HBIE CEKYH/IbI Y MHOTHX PYCCKHUX ObLIa YyTb JU HE MHCTHH-
KTUBHAs PEAKIHsA — CXBATUTDb U MOJOXKUTDL B KADMAH KHIDKKY CTH-
xoB [lymkuna.
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Yro Takoe noat? Yenosek, KoTopslit numer ctuxamu? Her, koneuno. On
Ha3bIBAETCA IO3TOM HE IIOTOMY, YTO OH HUIIET CTUXAMHU; HO OH IHIIET
CTUXAMH, TO €CTh IPUBOJUT B TAPMOHUIO CJIOBA U 3BYKU, IOTOMY 4TO OH —
CbIH TADMOHUM, I103T.

A.A. Baok. O nasnavenuu Iosma

Jemcemeo. 1799-1811

Anexcanap Cepreesuu Ilymkun poaniacsa 8 Mockse 6 mions 1799-ro
(vn 26 mast 1799 rosa no 0JIMAHCKOMY KaJICH/APIO, JEeHCTBOBABIIE-
my B Poccum no 1918-ro. Jlanee B aToit KHUTE BCE JATBI MOCAEAYIOT
«II0 CTapoMy CTHUIIO», Kak cam Ilymkun nx npoxwr). Oren moara,
Cepreii JIbposuu IlymkuH, 661 pOAOM U3 MPOCTABIECHHON, HO yXKe
oGegHEBIICH ABOPAHCKON cembr. MaTh moaTta, Hazexay Ocunosny,
ypoxaennyio I'anumu6an, HassiBasu «la belle créole» (nmpexpacHoit
kpeoskoil). Ee depnbiii nex, M6parum I'ananGan, 6bL1 HOXHINEH
B JeTcTBe, BepoaTHO, B llenTpanbHoii Adpuke, nepesesen pado-
TOPTOBIAMU K TypKaM, 3aT€M KYIUIEH U OTIpPAaBJEH <«IIOJapKOM»
nmnepatopy Ilerpy I. Ilerp kpectun ero A6pamMom, Ha3HAYMII
TAJIAHTJINBOTO MAJIbUYMKA CBOMM CEKPETAPEM, OKPYKUT aTMOChepoir
TemIa M 3a6OThI, a MO3jHee OTHpaBwi1 Bo PpaHnuio, axd u3yde-
HHUS BOEHHBIX Hayk. AGpaMm cTaax ¢GopTU(PHUKATOPOM (B TOM YHCIE
u Kponmraara) u aBTopoM y4eGHUKOB HAa GPaHIy3CKOM A3BIKE IIO
MaTeMaTHke u popruduxanuu. 'opadach cBouM adppUKAHCKUM IPO-
HCXOKJEHUEM, OH IT03Ke BLIOpan cebe (aMUINIO B YECTh BETUKOTO
kapgareHckoro moykoBojna l'amrmGana. A6paM 3aKOHYUI CBOIO
Kapbepy B 3BaHUU reHepas-aHmeda poccHiCKOil apMUu ¢ Harpaja-
mu. Mmneparpuna Ennsasera IleTrpoBHa Hajsenuaa ero UMEHUSAMU,
BKmoyasg Muxaiinosckoe B IIckoBckoii ry6epaun. Mrak, 6p18muii pad
CTaJl PyCCKUM JBOPSHUHOM U BiaagenbneM 800 kpenocTHbIX (6enbIx
pa6os). ¥V IlymxkuHa OBLIN ITOJHBIE TYOBI, KYAPSABBIE BOJOCHI U (KaK
JleTUKATHO BcoMuHaI nucatenb M.A. ['oHuapoB) amIo «MaTOBOE»
yepHOro npejka. YepHUIbHUIIA Ha €ro NUCbMEHHOM CTOJIe U300pa-
JKajJa CTaTyd3TKy YEPHOTO paba, BHITPYKAIOIETO XJIOIOK, U OH JIOOUIT
IIyTUTH C JIETKOM TOPAOCTHIO HAJ[ CBOUM «apPalCTBOM»:

3aueM TBOU AUBHBIA KAPAHJALI
Pucyer moiit apanckuii mpoguin?

B nome ITymkuHBIX GBIBAIN MUCATENN, TO3THI... Cpeau HUX GbUT A/
ITymxwaa, Bacwmmii JIbBosud («Ber aaasg moit n Ha ITaprace»). Ortma
I03Ta yBaXXaJad 32 OOPa30BAHHOCTDL. Y HEro ObIa OJHA U3 JYYIIUX
616 10TeK MOCKBBI, IIOYTH ITOJTHOCTBIO Ha (PPAHIY3CKOM SI3BIKE;
B JINTEPATYPHBIX CAJTOHAX OH GJIMCTAT OCTpOoyMueM U yntax Moibepa
B JIAIaX C U3SIIIHOMN JXKUBOCTHIO.

A BIOGRAPHY OF THE POET 681

Matp moaTa TOXe OdYeHb JIOOWIa YUTATh AETAM BCayX, u Ilymxuna
norom HanumeT: «dreHne — BoT ayuiree ydenue». Eciu 651 He 6b110
B ceMbe aTMOCQephl JI00BU K IM033UH, BEJIUKON €BPONEHCKON KyJIb-
TYypBl U CTUJISA MCKOHHO PYCCKOM XM3HM, MBI GBI HE MMEIU TaKOTO
ITymxuna. Ho 6uorpader moaTa 1 MeMyapucThl OGBIYHO KPUTUKYIOT
ero poaureneil. «Cepreil JIbBOBUY OBLI HEXHBIII OTEIl, HO HEX-
HOCTb €TO 4epCTBeJa BBHUAY BbIJaud jAeHer. Boo6me oH Obl1 upes-
BBIYAHHO CKyIl», — BCIOMUHAJI KHA3b IleTp Basemckuii, apyr moara.
PacckaspiBanyu, 9TO ciIydaiiHas IOJOMKa KaKOW-HUOYAbL 35-komeeu-
HOU PIOMOYKH MOTIJIA €r0 B36EeCUTh Ha IeJbli JeHb. OTel «<HUKOTAa
HE OKa3bIBaJ HU MajeHInell MoMOIU CBOEMY ChIHY AJIEKCAHADPY, H...
OH €/1Ba JIX ITOJIyYMJI OT OTIIa BO BCIO CBOIO KM3Hb JI0 IATHCOT pybdIeit
ACCUTHAIUMAMU, IPH BCEM TOM, TIECJABUE €T0 TENIMIU yCIeXH
CBOErO CbIHA, ¥ OH IIO-CBOEMY TOPJMJICH MMM», — IHCal Guorpad
M.H. CemeBckuii. MaThb nosTa, 110 MHEHUIO MHOTHUX, OblIa O0asTEb-
HOH, HO KaIpU3HOH U He OdYeHb 3a60TiImBOH. «OHa ymena AyTbCs
IO JHAM, MECSALAM U JaKe ToJaM», — BCIIOMHHAJI CbIH CECTPHI I103Ta
JI.H. ITaBiumes. CripaBeJINBOCTH pajyd HAAO 3AMETUTH, YTO JIOGOU
MaTepHu GbLTO GBI TPYAHO YIPABIATHCS C BOCEMBIO IeThbMU (AJIeKcaH/p
GBLI BTOPBIM; IATEPO AeTell ymepan manenpkumu). Ho no kakoii-ro
NpUYMHE OHA MPEeANoYNTaIa MIajmero 6para noara — JIbsa — Gec-
MMOKOMHOMY, GiecTameMy enfant terrible, Anexcasapy, ¢ KOTOPBIM OHA
ObIBaJIa MHOTJA XOJIOJHA U HeJacKoBa. TOJBKO B MOCIEIHUE TOJbI
€€ )KM3HM B OTHONIEHUAX MEXJy O3TOM U €0 MaTepbiO MOSBHUINCDH
TENJI0Ta M, B HEKOTOPOH CTENEeHHU, AYXOBHASA CBA3b. B riybouaii-
meil mo6oBHOM supuke IlymkuHAa MOXXKHO IIOYYBCTBOBATh U TOCKY,
U KXy MaTEPUHCKOMN JI06BU, KOTOPOI €My He XBaTaJo B JIETCTBE.
MosxeT, OH He CJIydaifHO M300pa3mil ceb6s CHPOTOM B IMOYTU aBTOOU-
orpapuunom «Pycckom Ilerame»?

...IIpe6pIBaHnEe MOE€ IOJ OTEYECKOI0 KPOBJICIO HE OCTABIIO
HUYETO NPHUATHOrO B MOeM BooGpaxkeHun. OTel|, KOHEUYHO,
MEeHsI JIIOOWI, HO BOBCE 000 MHE He OECIOKOWJICS M OCTABII
MeHs Ha ITOIIeYeHNN (PaHIy30B, KOTOPBIX GECIPECTAHHO MPU-
HUMaIU U OTHycKaiu. IlepBbiii MOI ryBepHEp OKas3aiCs MbsSHU-
IIeli; BTOPO#, YeJIOBEK HEIVIYIIbII 1 He 6€3 CBEeAECHUI, NMeJT TaKOi
GeIeHbIll HpaB, YTO OJHAXKABI YyTh HE YOMJI MCHS IOJECHOM 32
TO, UTO IPOJINT g YEPHIUIA HA €TO0 KIIET; TPETUM, IIPOKUBIIHII
y HAC IeJIbIi TO/l, ObUI COBEPIIEHHO CyMaCIIe ANIMIi.

He cablmHbl 1 HOTKM AeTCKOU medann IlymKuHA B €ro onucaHuu
mosogoit Taresusr? (E.O., 11, xxv)

Jluka, nmeyajibHa, MOJTYUINBA,
Kax nanp n1ecnas 6ossiusa,
OHa B ceMbe CBO€H pOAHON
Kazanace 1eBoukoii uy:xoii.
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O IKYJINAHE 'EHPU JIOYOH®EJILE

ITosT, apamaTypr, cyne6GHBII OPHUCT,
KOMIIO3UTOD U IIEPEBOAYMK C 8 A3BIKOB
Jxymuan I'enpu Jloysndenps — yyeHnk
U3BECTHOM NymKHMHUCTKM Hagexasr
CemenoBHbl bparunckoit — umeer riy-
6okMe KOPHU B PYCCKOH JIuTeparype.
Ipanenymka Jloysugenbaa 6l MepBbIM
IepeBoOAYNKOM TpousseseHuii Jipsa
Toncroro ma Hemenkuit. Muposas npe-
Mbepa nbecbl Toacroro «BmacTb ThbMBI»
6bL1a nocTaBiaeHa JIéseHdenboM B co6-
CTBEHHOM II€pPEBOJ€ B OCHOBAHHOM WM
IMunneposckom tearpe (bepaun). ITocie
pesomonuu y JIésenpennpnos B bepiune
Kuo cemeiictBo HaGoKOBBIX.

B 2009 roay cocrosamach Mupopas npembepa «MajgeHbKUX Tpare-
quit» A.C. IlymknHa Ha aHIJIMHACKOM f3BIKe B CTUXOTBOPHOM IIepe-
Boge [lxymunana lenpu Jloyaudenbaa (Hentp HMckxyccrs Muxamia
baprpimnukosa, Hb}o-I/qupK). B mione 2010 roma JsxynuaH Harpak-
JIeH JINTePATYPHO-XYAOXKECTBEHHON npemueil «Ilerpomoas» (Bmep-
BbI€ OHA NpPHUCYXKAeHa uHoctpaniy). B 2012 roxy Jxyruman mepe-
Besl kuury apxumanapurta Tuxona Illeskynosa «Hecsarvie CaTbie
U Jpyrue pacckasbl» HA aHIVIMHCKUN A3pIK. KHUTA IToJy4Ynia nepByio
npemuo Ha pecrusate Read Russia 2012 B Hoio-Mopxke. B 2013 roay
Jl)KynmaH Harpax/(€H IOYETHBIM 3HAKOM (pejiepaIbHbIM ar€HTCTBOM
«PoccoTpyaHIYECTBO>» 3a «BBIAAIOIUECS JUTEPATYPHBIE IEPEBOJBI
U IpeJaHHYI0 paboTy MO HONYJIApPU3AIUM PYCCKOH KyJbTyphl Ha
AHTJINIACKOM S3BIKE».

Cpenu apyrux mepeBojoB: Bugeoc6opHuk «CoBeTckas mpomaraHja
B MyJabTuabmax» (4 DVD-gucka) — naypear npemun «Bpi6op xputu-
koB» razeTol New York Times; nepeBos ¢purbma dipaapa Psasanosa
«Angepcen. Kuszup 6e3 mo6su» (Kunocrynua «Mochuabm»);
nepeBog MyabrpuiabMma «CHexnas KoponeBa» (kmHOCTYRus
«Coo3MyrbTduabM» o MotuBaMm ckasku X.K. Anzepcena); mepe-
BOJI C UCITAHCKOTO JABYX npoussegennii Xyauo Kopracapa «IIpomaii,
Po6unson!» n «Jlo Ilexayxo, Huuero» (nmocrasnensr odpd-bponseit
B 2004 roxy).
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ABOUT JULIAN HENRY LOWENFELD

Poet, playwright, trial lawyer, composer, and translator from
8 languages Julian Henry Lowenfeld - a student of famed Pushkin
scholar Nadyezhda Braginskaya — has deep roots in Russian literature.
His great-grandfather Raphael Lowenfeld was the first translator of
Tolstoy into German, and Tolstoy’s play The Power of Darkness world
premiered in Berlin’s Schiller Theater, which Léwenfeld founded.
After the Russian Revolution, the Nabokov family lived in the
Loéwenfeld home in Berlin.

In 2009, the world premiere in English of Alexander Pushkin’s play
Little Tragedies in Julian Henry Lowenfeld’s translation took place in
the Mikhail Baryshnikov Arts Centre in New York. In 2010 Julian
was awarded the literary-artistic Petropol Prize (awarded for the
first time ever to a foreigner). In 2012 he translated Archimandrite
Tikhon Shevkunov’s bestseller Everyday Saints and Other Stories into
English; the book won first prize at New York’s Read Russia 2012
Festival. In 2013 Julian was awarded the Friendship and Cooperation
Medal from the Russian Federal Agency Rossotrudnichestvo “for his
outstanding literary translations and dedicated efforts to popularize
Russian culture in the English language.”

Among his other translations: the video collection Animated Soviet
Propaganda (4 DVDs), winner of the New York Times’ “Critics’
Choice” Award, Eldar Ryazanov’s film Andersen. A Life without Love,
Soyuzmultfim Studios’ The Snow Queen (based on the Hans Christian
Andersen fairy tale), as well as translations from Spanish of two
plays by Julio Cortazar: Nothing to Pehaujo, and Bye, Robinson (staged
off-Broadway in 2004).
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A country winter. What’s to do here?
A dried-out flower, without fragrance
A drizzly day’s fizzed out; a drizzly night’s dull haze

A green oak tree’s by a cove curving (Prologue, Ruslan and Lyudmila)

Alantern in a Jewish hovel

Alas! Say why is she so shining

A Little Bird (“Though exiled, I observe, still heeding”)

A lot of us were on that skiff (Arion)

Although at times the burden’s heavy (The Cart of Life)

A Message to Siberia (“Deep in your dark Siberian mine”)
Arion (“A lot of us were on that skiff”)

A savage artist, brushstrokes sleepy (Rebirth)

A simple child of nature being

(To Princess Golitsyna, sent with an Ode to Liberty)

A Statue in Tsarskoye Selo (Dropping a water-filled urn from a cliff)
Autumn (“October has arrived. The grove’s already shaking”)
A Winter Evening (“Snowstorm, gloom-filled, heavens drowning”)
A Winter Morning (“It’s frost and sunshine — morning wondrous!”)
A Winter Road (“Through a mist that’s waving, rolling”)

A wondrous moment I remember (To ***)

Bacchanalian Song (“How is it that joy lost its voice?”)

Back then, when in the Lycée’s garden

(Eugene Onegin, Chapter VIII (Unpublished verses)

Back when, to me all things shone newly (The Demon)
Beauty (“She is all harmony, all marvel”)

Begone, and vanish from my sight (Ode to Liberty)

Beneath the light blue skies of her own native land

Bound for your distant homeland’s shoreline

By a noble sefiorita

By coasts where desolate crash the waves

(Bronze Horseman, Prologue)

Cleopatra

Clouds are racing, clouds are writihing (Demons)

Confession (“I love you so-though it’s distress”)

Dawn drums sound... From my hand tips

Deep in your dark Siberian mine (A Message to Siberia)
Delibash (The Turkish Captain)

(“Shots ring out beyond the hillocks”)

Deliver me, my talisman (My talisman)

Demon, I'm bored (Scene from Faust)

Demons (“Clouds are racing, clouds are writhing”)

Dropping a water-filled urn from a cliff (Statue in Tsarskoye Selo)
Elegy (“The faded gaiety of past years’ frenzies”)

Epigram about Arakcheyev (“Persecuting all of Russia”)
Epigram on Faddey Bulgarin

(“There’s nothing wrong with being Polish”)
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233
253
185
175
193
303
373
307
303
363

159
137
453
249
259
371
261
323

139
223
425
153
213
215
211

335
469
403
263
391
307

393

25
241
403
137
477
149
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Epigram on Vorontsov (Half a milord, half merchant, he...)
Eugene Onegin, Chapter VIII

(From the Unpublished verses, Chapter VIII)

Eugene Onegin (Excerpts)

Exegi Monumentum (“I’ve built myself a monument

mere hands can’t topple”)

Farewell, dear, pleasant Kalmyk maiden! (To a Kalmyk Girl)
Farewell, farewell, free force of nature! (To the Sea)

Farewell, letter of love, farewell. It was her order...

(The Burnt Letter)

Fiery steed, why are you neighing? (The Steed)

Finally, now the time's come! (Labor)

For one last time, my friend so tender

For you the gods but briefly will (To my Friends)

Foreboding (“Once again the black clouds gather”)

Fragment from Onegin’s Journeys (“I lived then in Odessa dusty”)
From Egyptian Nights (“The poet walks... his eyes are open”)
From Pindemonte (“I do not value much those rights....”)
From The Tale of Tsar Saltan

Gift so futile, gift so random (May 26, 1828)

God help you all, my dear, dear friends (October 19, 1827)
Grapes (“No, I'm not going to mourn the roses”)

Half a milord, half merchant, he

Have you not heard his voice through groves at night (The Bard)
Have you seen, perched upon a cliff (The Storm)

High o’er mountain family (The Monastery of Mount Kazbek)
How is it that joy lost its voice? (Bacchanalian Song)

I am fond of evening feasts

...I came back again

I can’t sleep, fire's out, no light (Written on a sleepless night)
I do not value much those rights... (From Pindemonte)

I have outgrown my aspirations

I'love you so — though it’s distress (Confession)

Iloved you once, and still, perhaps, love’s yearning

I still remember school when life began

If in thick woods a wild beast roars (The Echo)

If not for something murky gnawing

If, perchance, life should deceive you

If sweet and yonthful hope infused my every breath

If they send me far from you (To Yekaterina Nikolayevna Ushakova)
I'm glad to see you, lonely barren nook (The Country)

I'm here, Inesilla...

Imprisoned, I'm caged in a dungeon that’s dank (The Captive)
I will fall silent soon. But if, on days of sadness

In fearsome desert, barren, dead (The Poison Tree)

In lonesome wasteland freedom sowing

In mournful storms I have become a man

In this world's plain that stretches sad and endless
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139
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385
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377
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207
143
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74
129
179
387
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299
221
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In the Album of [the Actress] Sosnitskaya

In this world’s plain that stretches sad and endless

In vain I seek to flee and climb up Zion’s heights
Invocation (“Oh, if it’s true that in the night”)

I rode towards you, and waking dreams (Superstitions)
I thought my heart had long forgotten

It’s frost and sunshine — morning wondrous! (A winter Morning)

It’s time, my friend, it’s time! For peace the heart is calling
Ivan, dear coz’ , if we start drinking

I will fall silent soon. But if, on days of sadness

I’ve built myself a monument

mere hands can’t topple (Exegi Monumentum)

Labor (Upon Completion of Eugene Onegin)

(“Finally, now the time’s come!”)

Let’s leave, I'm ready now! Wherever you, my friends
Madonna (“Of all the great old masters’ paintings, few indeed”)
May 26, 1828 (“Gift so futile, gift so random”)

May God forbid I go insane

My blood is blazing with desire

My confidante of magical old times

My fifteenth year I’ll soon be reaching

(The Page, or my fifteenth year)

My friend, I have forgot all trace of passing years

My friend through my travails, woes hardest (To Nanny)

My talisman (Deliver me, my talisman)

My voice, only for you, affectionate and yearning (Night)

My Portrait (“My portrait you demand”)

My portrait you demand (My Portrait)

My very first, my priceless friend (To Ivan Ivanovich Pushchin)
Near lands where sovereignty of golden Venice rules

Night (“My voice, only for you, affectionate and yearning”)
Night’s soft breeze

No, I do not hold dear that pleasure so rebellious

No, I'm not going to mourn the roses (Grapes)

No, no, it isn’t right, I cannot, I don’t dare (To*#¥*)

O very last cloud of the storm that has scattered (The Cloud)
October 19th (“The forest casts its scarlet garments off”)
October 19, 1827 (“God help you all, my dear, dear friends”)
October has arrived. The grove’s already shaking (Autumn)
Ode to Liberty (“Begone, and vanish from my sight”)

Of all the great old masters’ paintings, few indeed (Madonna)
Of foreign lands an inexperienced lover

Of love, and hope, and quiet glory (To Chaadayev)

Oh beauty, do not sing to me

Oh, blessed, he picked with choice capricious

Oh, if'it’s true that in the night (Invocation)

Oh spring, oh spring, oh time of love

Once again the black clouds gather (Foreboding)
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Our hermit fathers and our nuns blessed and blameless
Over the Neva whip, flapping (The Feast of Peter the Great)
O very last cloud of the storm that has scattered (The Cloud)
Persecuting all of Russia (Epigram about Arakcheyev)

Play on, Adele (To Adele)

Poet! Care not for love through fame, now or hereafter (To the Poet)

Prologue, Ruslan and Lyudmila

(“A green oak tree’s by a cove curving”)
Prologue, The Bronze Horseman

Rebirth (“A savage artist, brushstrokes sleepy”)

Remembrance (“When to most mortals sounds of noisy day do fade”)

Round Izhora I was riding

Scene from Faust (“Demon, I'm bored”)
Scene from Boris Godunov

She is all harmony, all marvel (Beauty)

She loves me! I believe! The heart must keep believing (To Dorida)

Sometimes when moody reminiscence

Shots ring out beyond the hillocks (Delibash — The Turkish Captain)
Snowstorm, gloom-filled, heavens drowning (A Winter Evening)

Superstitions (“I rode towards you, and waking dreams”)
Tell me, why was The Kidnaper

The Bard (“Have you not heard his voice through groves at night)

The Burnt Letter (“Farewell, letter of love,
farewell. It was her order...”)

The Captive (“Imprisoned I'm caged in a dungeon that’s dank”)

The Cart of Life (“Although at times the burden’s heavy”)
The Cloud (“O very last cloud of the storm that has scattered!”)
The Country (“I'm glad to see you, lonely barren nook”)
The day’s last gleam fades out, is disappearing

The Demon (’Back when, to me all things shone newly”)
The Echo (“If in thick woods a wild beat roars”)

The faded gaiety of past years’ frenzies (Elegy)

The Feast of Peter the Great (Over the Neva whip, flapping)
The Flower (“A dried-out flower, without fragrance”)

The flying wisps of clouds are thinning, scattering far

The forest casts its scarlet garments off (October 19th)

The last late flowers are more dear

The Monastery of Mount Kazbek (“High o’er mountain family”)

The more we do commemorate

The palace gleamed. A chorus thundered (Cleopatra)

The Page, or my fifteenth year

(“My fifteenth year I'll soon be reaching”)

The Poet (“Until the poet by Apollo”)

The poet walks... his eyes are open (From Egyptian Nights)
The Prophet (“With thirsting soul wracked, worn and thin”)
The Poison Tree (“In fearsome desert, barren, dead”)

The Storm (“Have you seen, perched upon a cliff”)

The Steed (“Fiery steed, why are you neighing?”
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335
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241
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237
219
373
395
163
171
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357
177
267
297
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399
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135
445
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The Talisman (“Where the ocean comes careening”)

The way I used to be, that way I still am now

There’s nothing wrong with being Polish

(Epigram on Faddey Bulgarin)

Though exiled, I observe, still heeding (A Little Bird)

Through a mist that’s waving, rolling (A Winter Road)

To*** (“A wondrous moment I remember”)

To*** (“No, no, it isn't right, I cannot, I don't dare”)

To Adele (“Play on, Adele”)

To a Greek Girl (“You have been born to set afire”)

To a Kalmyk Girl (“Farewell, dear, pleasant Kalmyk maiden!”)

To Chaadayev (“Of love, and hope, and quiet glory”)

To Dorida (“She loves me! I believe! The heart must keep believing”)
To Ivan Ivanovich Pushchin (My very first, my priceless friend)

To my Friends (“For you the gods but briefly will”)

To Nanny (“My friend through my travails, woes hardest”)

To Princess Golitsyna, sent with an Ode to Liberty

(“A simple child...”)

To the Sea (“Farewell, farewell, free force of nature!”)

To the Poet (A Sonnet) (“Poet! Care not for love through fame...”)
To Turgenev (Excerpts)

To Yekaterina Nikolayevna Ushakova (“If they send me far from you”)
Town so gorgeous, town of beggars

Until the poet by Apollo (The Poet)

Upon the Georgian hills there lies the haze of night

Water and Wine

What is there in my name for you?

When full of love and bliss I felt complete elation (Wish for Glory)
When in the grasp of my embrace

When past the city gates in wistful thought I roam

When through the noisy streets I wander

When to most mortals sounds of noisy day do fade (Remembrance)
Where the ocean comes careening (The Talisman)

Will you forgive my jealous reverie

Winter’s chill blasts of wind are still blowing

Wish for Glory (“When full of love and bliss I felt complete elation”)
With thirsting soul wracked, worn and thin (The Prophet)

Written on a sleepless night (“I can’t sleep, fire’s out, no light”)
You have been born to set afire (To a Greek Girl)

You managed to combine a coldness veru heartfelt

235
327

319
193
371
261
429

69
183
385
167
147
305
143
329

159
225
451
161
317
345
445
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33
411
239
415
475
483
361
235
437
239
449
351
183
145
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Anemu («HMrpait, Axenb...»)

Anuap («B mycTeiHe 4axJI0it ¥ CKyIOM...»)

Apuon («Hac 6110 MHOTO Ha 4eHe...»)

«beru, cokpoiics ot oueit...» (BoapHOCTb. Ofa)
«Be3yMHBIX JIEeT yracuiee Becebe...» (derus)

becnr («MuaTcs Tyuu, BLIOTCS Ty4H...»)

«bm3 mecr, rae napcrsyer Benenus 3marast...»

«Bor momous BaM, Apy3bst MON...» (19 okTabpsa 1827)
«Boramu Bam ee JaHel...» (pysbam)

bopuc I'ogynos (Cuena)

«BposKy 1 g BAOJDb YJIUIT ITyMHBIX...»

bByps («Twl BUIEN 1eBy Ha cKae...»)

«Byps Mrio10 He60 KpoerT...» (3UMHUII Beuep)

B anp6om CocHUKOMN

(«BBI ChEAMHUTD MOTJIN C XOJIOJHOCTBIO CEPACYHOIA...»
Baxxuueckas necus (“Uro cMosknyx Becenus riaac?”)
«B eBpelickoli XIKMHE JIaMIIaja...»

«B KpOoBU TOPUT OTOHD JKENAHD...»

«B HAavaIe )KUBHU KOy IIOMHIO f1...»

«B otparenun or Bac...» (Ex. H. Ymaxkosoii)

«B mycrTeiHe 4axjI0ii U CKynoit...» (AHuap)

«B crenu MUPCKOIi, nevanrbHOM u 6€36pexHOil...”

«B TBOIO CBET/INILY, APYT MOM HEKHBIH...»

«B Te qun, xorxa B cagax Jluues...»

Eprennit Onerus. I''taa Bocbmas (M3 Heory6IMKOBAHHOI BEPCHUM)
«B Te nHu, KOrja MHE GBHUIN HOBBL...» ([leMOH )

«B uyx6une cBsaTO HabMOAA0...» (ITTHUYKa)

Becenprii nup («A mo6mo BeyepHuii nup...»)

«BecHa, BecHa, opa JTo6BH...»

Bunorpay («He crany s xaners o posax...»)

«BHOBB s TOCETHIIL...»

«Bo riay6une cubupckux pya...» (Ilocranue 8 Cubupn)
Boja u BunHO («JI106110 51 B IOJIIEHb BOCIIAJICHHBIIA. ..» )
Bospoxaenue («Xyn0KHUK-BapBap KUCTHIO COHHOM...»)
Bosbrocts. Ona («Bern, cokpoiics oT o4eil...»)
Bocnomunanue («Korza uist CMEPTHOTO yMOJIKHET IIYMHBII JIEHb...»)
«Bceit Poccun npurecaurens» (Ha Apakueesa)

«Bcé B Helt rapmonus, Bcé quBo...» (Kpacasura)

«BBI CheIMHUTD MOTJIU C XOJTOZHOCTBIO CEPAETHOM...»
(B anp60om CocHUIKOI)

«BpIcoko HaJ| cembero rop...» (MonacTsips Ha Kaz6eke)
«['opo NBIHEIHA, TOPOA GEAHBIIA...»

I'pevanke («Tbl poxgeHa BOCIUIAMEHATD...»)

«Jlap HaIIpacHLIHA, Jap CIyIaiHbIii...» (26 mas 1828)

19 okTs16ps («Ponsier nec GarpsHblii cBOI yoOP...»)

19 oxrs16ps 1827 («Bor HoMOYb BaM, APY3bsl MOU...»)
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138
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689
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144
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Jenmmbam («IlepecTpenka 3a XoJIMaMH...»)

Hemon («B Te gau, KOraa MHe GbLIN HOBBL...»)

Jlepesns («IIpuBercTByio T€6s, MyCTHIHHBIN YIOJIOK...»)
«JI151 6eperos OTYM3HBI JAIBHOIM...»

Jopuze («£ Bepro: s mo6GUM; 11 CEPALIA HYXKHO BEPUTD...»)
Jpysbam («boramu BaMm eie JaHsbl...»)

«JlyxoBHOI kax /1010 TOMUM...» (IIpopox)

Eprenunit Ouerun. I'masa Bocbmas. «B Te qau, koraa B cagax Jlues...»

(M3 Heony6GIMKOBaHHOI Bepcun)

Eprennit Onerus (OTPLIBKM U3 POMAHA)

«Ecm >xu3upb Te6st oOMaHeT...»

«Eme nyloT X0/10/HbBIE BETPBL...»

JKenanne cnasbl («Korga, 1m060BHIO 1 HETOH YIIOCHHBIIA...»)
3akymmHanue («O, ecm mpasja, 4TO B HOYM...»)

«3uma. Yo jiesaTh HaM B JIepEBHE?..»)

3umuee yTpo («Mopo3 u CoIHIIE; I€HD UyAeCHbII!..»)
3umuuii seuep («bypst MII010 HEGO KPOET...»)

3umnsas gopora («CKBO3b BOJTHUCTDIE TYMAHBL...»)

«30pIO ObIOT... U3 PYK MOUX...»

«Hrpaii, Axenb...»

W3 «Erunerckux Hodeil» («I103T mjeT, OTKPBITHI BEXDI...»)
(U3 IuapemonTn) («He noporo 1eH:o s rpoMKue 1npasa...»)
«$1 sxmn Torga B Ozecce MbUILHOIM. .. »

(orppiBKY U3 nyTemecTsus OHeruHa)

K**#* («Her, HeT, He JOJDKEH 51, HE CMEIO, HE MOTY...»)

K##* («f] nomMHIO uyiHOE€ MI'HOBEHbDE...»)

K mopio («IIpomaii ceoGopHas CTUXUS...»)

K Yaapnaeny («JIro6BU, Ha/ieXk/Ibl, TUXOI CIABHI...»)

«KakoB s npex/ie 6bL1, TAKOB U HBIHE £1...»

Kanmbruke («IIpomaii, mo6e3nast kajaMbrakal..»)
Kneonarpa

Ka. T'onmunpizoill, nocelias eit oy «BoabHOCTD»

«Korpma 6 He cmyTHOe Ble4eHbe...»

«Korga B 00bsITUSI MOU...»

«Korpa st cMepTHOTrO yMOJIKHET IIyMHBIN JI€Hb...»
(Bocnomunanue)

«Korpa 3a roposiom, 3aymuus, s1 GPOKY...»

«Korna, mo6osuio u Heroii ynoensslii...» (Menranue ciasbr)
«Korya nopoii BocmoMuHaHbe...»

Konb («4TO0 ThI pkelib, MO KOHb PETUBBIMA...» )

«KpaeB 4y:x1X HEONBITHBII JIIOOUTEIb...»

Kpacasuna («Bce B Heil rapMOHUs, BC€ IUBO...»)

«K uemy cMesThCA HaL0 MHOIO...» (Typrenesy (oTpbiBKU))
«JI106BM, HafeX/1bl, TUXOM caaBbl...» (K Haazaesy)

«JI106.110 51 B IOJII€Hb BOCHAJIEHHBIIL....» (Boza u BuHO)
Maponna («He MHOXECcTBOM KapTHH

CTapUHHBIX MACTEPOB...») (COHET)

Mepublit Bcaguuk. Berymienue

392
222
162
214
146
142
448

138
484
298
332
238
216
380
258
248
370
390
701
488
478

194
428
260
224
166
326
384
468
158
434
414

360
474
238
364
376
150
424
160
166
665

334
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«Mur Boie1IeHHbI HAaCTa:

OKOHYEH MO¥1 TpyJ MHOToseTHui» (Tpyn)

«MHe He CIUTCS, HET OTHA...»

(CTuxu, COUNHEHHbIE HOYbIO BO BPeMs GECCOHHUIBI)

«MHue ckyuHo, 6ec...» (Cuena us Paycra)

«Moii rostoc Jist Te6st v IACKOBBIN 1 TOMHBIL...» (Houb)
«Moii apyr, 3a6bITHI MHO¥ CJI€/[bI MIHYBIIUX JIET...»

«Moii nepsblii apyr, Moii fpyr 6ecniennbiii!» (. H. Iymuny)

Moii Tanucman («XpaHU MEHs, MOM TaJIUCMaH...») 24,

MomnacTeipn Ha Kaz6exe («Bbicoko HaJ ceMbelo rop...»)
«Mopo3 u conHue; aeHb uygecHblii!l..» (3umnee yrpo)
«Muarcs Tyuu, BploTCA Ty4H...» (Becsr)

Ha Apaxueesa («Bceit Poccun npurecHuTeN b. . »)

«Ha Gepery mycThbIHHBIX BOJIH...» (MenHbIil BcasHuk. Berymenne)
Ha Bynrapuna. («He To 6eaa, 9TO TBI NOJISIK...»)

Ha Boponmnosa («Iloxy-Munops, mosy-Kynerr,..»)

«Hagex ol c1ajoCTHOM MIaie HUEeCKU JbIIIa...»

«Ha xonmax I'pysun 1eXUT HOUHAS MIJIA...»

«Hayx Heoio pesso BuioTcs...» (ITup Ilerpa ITepsoro)
«HanepcHuia Bome6HO! CTapUHBL...»

«HarmpacHo g 6ery K CHOHCKUM BBICOTAM...»

«Hac 6b110 MHOTO Ha YenHe...» (Apron)

«He maii mue bor coiitu c yma...»

«He noporo 1ieHio g rpomkue npasa...» (M3 IluagemonTn)
«HenacTHbIN JIeHDb MOTYX; HEHACTHOW HOYU MIJIA...»

«He MHOXeCTBOM KapTHH CTAPUHHBIX MACTEPOB...» (MagoHHa)
«He mnoii, kpacaBuia Ipu MHeE...»

«He crany s xaneTs o posax...» (Bunorpan)

«He To 6eaa, uro ToI noasK...» (Ha Byarapuna)

«Her, HeT, He IOJIXKEH 1, He CMEIO, He Mory...» (K*¥%¥)
«Her, 51 He JOPOXKY MATEKHBIM HACTAXKAEHBEM. ..»
«Hounoii 3edup...»

Houb («Moii rosioc juist Te6s1 ¥ TACKOBBII U TOMHBI...»)
Hsne («IToxpyra njHeit MOMX CypOBBIX...»)

«O, ecm 1paszia, 4TO B HOYM...» (3aKIMHAHME)

«OKTAOPD YK HACTYIII — YK POIIA OTpsAXaeT...» (OceHb) (OTPBIBOK)
Ocenb («OKTAOPDL YK HACTYIMJI — YK POLIA OTPSIXAET...»)
OrpopiBku u3 nyremecTsus OHernHa

(«£1 xun Torpa B Oecce nbUIBHOIM. ..»

«OTLbI NyCTHIHHUKY U K€HbI HETOPOYHBL...»

TTax, v ITarHaanaTeni rox («IlaTHagnaTh €T MHE CKOPO MUHET...»)

Ileserny («CapIxanm JIb BBI 32 POLIEH IJ1aCc HOYHOM...»)
«ITepecTpesnka 3a xoamamu...» (Jeanodanr)

ITup Ilerpa ITepsoro («Haxy Hesoio pe3Bo BbioTCH...)
«Iloraco JHEBHOE CBETUIIO...»

«IToy HE6OM TOIYGBIM CTPAHBI CBOEH POJHOIA...»
«ITonpyra gHeil MOUX CcypoBbIX...» (Hsane)
«Ilogbesxas nox Uxopst...»
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240
204
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304
657
386
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402
148
334
318
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220
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130
472
302
442
478
232
408
388
180
318
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422
208
204
328
216
452
452

194
476
134
128
392
340
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212
328
378
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«IToenem, 1 TOTOB; Ky/ia Obl BbI, APY3bAl...»

«IToka He TpebyeT noara...» (IToaT)

«[Tony-Mmunopx, nony-kynen...» (Ha Boponnosa)
«ITopa, moii apyr, nopa! Ilokos cepale npocur...»
[Tocnanne B Cudups («Bo raybune cubupckux pyn...)
«ITocnennsas tyda paccesnnoii 6ypu!..” (Tyuqa)

«IToaT nger, OTKPLITHI BekAbL..» (13 «Erunerckux Houeii»)
ITosT («IToka He TpeGyeT nmoaTa...»)

«IToaT! HEe HOpOXU MIOGOBUIO HAPOAHOIL...» (IToaTy)
IToaty («IToaT! He HOPOXM IIOGOBUIO HAPOAHOIA...»)
«ITpex mcrankoii 6J1aropoOAHON. ..»

IIpexuyscrBue («CHOBA Ty4M HAJIO MHOIO...»)
«[TpuBeTcTBYyIO TE6S, MIyCTHIHHBIN YrOJIOK...» (/lepeBHs)
IIpusnanue («f Bac m06/10, XOTD 51 GENIYCh...»)
IIpumers! («f exasn x BaM: )KUBBIE CHBL...»)

IIpopox («/lyXOBHOI1 a10I0 TOMHM...»)
«ITpocTUIDb I MHE PEBHUBBIE MEYTBL...»

«[IpocToii BOCHUTAHHUK IPUPOJLL...»

(Kn. l'osnunbigoi, nocbuias eit ogy «BoabHOCTDL»)
«[Tpomaii, mo6e3nas kanmbrukal..» (Kagimbrake)
«[Tpomaii, nmucemo 068U, npomaii! Ona Benena...»
(CosxrxeHHOE MHUCHMO)

«ITpomaii, ceoboxnas cruxus!..” (K mopio)

IITruka («B uyx6une cBsaTO HabMOMAIO...»)

W.H. ITymuny («Moli nepsblii Apyr,

MO¥1 ipyr GeCIieHHBII...»)

«IIsTHAAUATD JIET MHE CKOPO MUHET...»

(ITask, vwim ITsiTHAAUATBIN TOX)

«PeBet siu 3B€pPb B JIECY ITTYXOM...» (IX0)

«Peneer 061aKkoB eTyyas rpsja...»

«Pouser sec 6arpsHplii cBoii y6op...» (19 oxTa6ps)
Pycnan n Jliogmuna. Berynenne

«Cpar BaH, KaKk IUTb Mbl CTAHEM...»

«CBOGOBI CeATENb MyCTBIHHBII...»

«C1Ky 3a peleTKO B TEMHUIIE ChIPOIA...» (Y3HUK)
Ckaska o nape Canrane (dpparMeHr)

«CKBO3b BOJJHUCTBIE TyMaHbL...» (3UMHsis JOpOTa)
«CJIbIXasn JIb BBI 32 POIIEH I1ac HOuHOIL...») (Ileserr)
«CHoBa Tyuu Ha[0 MHOIO...» (IIpexuyscTBue)
Co3:KEeHHOE ITUCEMO

(«ITpomraii, mucpMo yo68u, npomaii! OHa Benerna...»)
CrTuxu, COUMHEHHbIE HOUbIO BO BpeMsl 6€CCOHHUIIbI
(«MHe He ciuTCsl, HET OTHS...»)

Cuena uz ®aycra («Mue ckyuno, 6ec...»)

«CuacTaMB, KTO N36paH CBOEHPABHO...»

Tamucman («Tam, rae Mope BEUHO ILIEIET...»)

«Tam, rae mope Beuno mremer...» (Tamucman)
Tenera xuann («XoTb TAXEJIO IOAYAC B HEll GpeMms...»)
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394
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450
450
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396
162
262
374
448
436

158
384

236
224
192

134
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176
266
252
250
308
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416
370
128
396

350
240
346
234
234
372

AJIGABUTHBIN YKA3BATEJb

Tpyxa («<Mur Box/e/I€HHBII HaCTAa;

OKOHYEH MO TPY/i, MHOTOJIETHUII»)

Typrenesy (oTpbIBKM)

Tyua («ITocnennss Tyua paccessHHOM G6ypu!..»)
«Tob1 BUsET IeBy Ha ckae...» (Byps)

«Tpl pox/JeHa BOCIUIaMEHATD...» (I'peuanke)
«YBbI! 3aueM OHA GJIUCTAET...»

V3uuk («Cuky 3a pemeTKoil B TEMHUIIE CBIPOIA...»)

«¥Y JIyKOMOPbs Ay6 3eJ1eHblil...» (Pycaan u Jiogvmuina. Berynienne)

«¥YMoJkHy ckopo . Ho ecu B geHb nevanm...»

«YpHy ¢ BOZIo#1 ypoHUB...» (Llapckocenbckas cTarys)
Ex. H. Yurakosoii («B otganrenun or Bac...»)

«XOTb TsXKEJIO Moyac B Heil 6pems...» (Tesnera xxusun)
«XpaHu MeHs, MO TasmcMaH...» (Tamicman)
Hapckocenbckas cratyst («YpHy ¢ BOAOH YPOHUB...»)
IIBeTok («IIBeTOK 3acoxmmuii, 6e3yXaHHBII...»

«lIBeTok 3acoxmmii, 6e3yxaHHblii...» (LlBeTok)
«IBeThI mocaeHNE MUICH...»

«Xy0KHHUK-BApBAp KUCTHIO COHHOM...» (Bo3poxaenue)
«Yewm uame npasguyet Jluneii...»

«Yeptor cusr. I'pemenn xopowm...» (Kieonarpa)

«Yro B uMeHHU TEGE MoeM?..»

«YTO cMOJIKHYJ Becenus I1ac?..» (Bakxudeckas necHs)
«YTO TBI pKENb, MOl KOHb PETUBBDIIL...» (KOHbD)
Anerus («be3yMHBIX JIET yraciee BecCesbe...»)

9xo («PeseT 1 3B€pDb B J1€CY ITIyXOM...»)

«$I Bac mo6uII: 1I06OBD elle, ObITb MOKET...»

«§I Bac mo6m0, XOTh 1 6emych...» (IIpusnanue)

«51 BepIo: g moduM; U1 cepaLa HYKHO BEPUTD...» (Jopuze)
«51 BO3MYKaJI cpeiu NeYalbHbIX OYpb...»

«51 gyman cepaue nmosabnuio...»

«$1 exan k Bam: )xuBbI€ CHBIL...» (IIpuMeTnr)

«5l mo6mo Beuepumii nup...» (Becenntit nup)

«5 maMATHUK cebe BO3ABUI HEPYKOTBOPHBDIIA...»

«5] mepexu cBou xenraHbs...»

«$1 MOMHIO 4yZiHO€ MIHOBEHbE...» (K*%%)

“Dis-moi, pourquoi I'Escamoteur...”

Mon portrait (“Vous me demandez mon portrait...”)
“Vous me demandez mon portrait...” (Mon portrait)

24,
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