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Axexcandpy Huxoraesuuy Krasesy
To Alexander Nikolaevich Kniazev



OTBET

Kro myknu 3Haa xorga-Huoyap,

W gpu K 2100BU 3aKPBIANICH BEXABI,
Toro ot cTpaxa 1 HageKAbI
Bropuuno He 3a0bETCA Ipyab.

OH 2100UT MpaK yeAUHEHbs],

Omn D04abIITe HE3HAKOM C CAe3011,
Ilpea HuM Mcyesan yroeHbs
MeuTs! OecI110AHOI 1 IIyCTOIA.

OH 4yBCTB AMIIIEH: TaK I1eHDb AeCHOIA,
ITocturayT MOAHbBEN, AOTOpPAET,
Ilorac — m cKpbLACA JKU3HU COK,
OH ME@pTBBIX BeTBeil He ITUTaeT, —
Ha #éMm nmeuaTs ocTaBna pok.

1829



ANSWER

Anyone who has ever endured torments
And whose eyes are closed to love,
His heart will not tremble again
From fear or hope.
He will love the darkness of solitude,
He will be a stranger to tears,
All the delights of his fruitless empty dreams
Will have disappeared.
He will have lost all feelings —

like a stump in the forest,
Which is split by lightning, burning,
Fading and losing its sap,
Failing to nourish dead branches —
The seal of his fate is upon him.

1829, transl. 13 Aug. 2014, St Albans



YTPO HA KABKA3E

CBeTaeT — BBETCS AUKOI TI€A€HOM
Bokpyr aecucTpix Top TyMaH HOYHOIA;
Emé y nor Kaskasza tuinHa,
Moauut TabyH, peka >KypunT OAHa.

Bot Ha ckaae HOBOPOXAEHHBIN Ayd
3apaeacs BAPYT, IPOPe3aBIINCh MeX Ty,
W po30BhIIl IO peuke U IIaTpam
Pazanacs 6aeck u cBeTUT TaM U TaM, —

Tak AeByIIKM, KyHascs B TeHH,

Koraa ysuasar 1oso1ty, oHn

KpacneroT Bce, K 3eMae CKAOHSIOT B30P, —
Ho xaxk 6e>xaTp, K01b OAM30K MUABIN BOP!..

1830



MORNING IN THE CAUCASUS

Day dawns — the haze of night

Veils the wooded mountains,

There is a silence at the foot of the Caucasus,
The herd is quiet, only the river rushes.

A newborn ray here on the rock
Blushes suddenly, streaming through the clouds,
And a sparkling pink spilled along

the river and the tents,
Shine here and there —

As naked girls bathing in the shade,
When they see a young man,
They blush lowering their eyes to the ground,
But how to run, if the mischievous
charmer is so close!..

1830, transl. 13 Aug. 2014, St Albans
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Meteapb IIyMUT, U CHET BaAUT,

Ho cxBo3b 111yM BeTpa gaabHUI 3BOH,
IMopoit mpopsapImmcs, IryAUT, —

To oTroa0coK TOXOPOH.

To 3ByK MOIMABI Hag, 3eMAEIA,
YMepInM BecTs, )KUBBIM YKOP,
LIBeTOK T106.1€KIITNII TPOOOBOIA,
Koropuiit e naenser s3op.

Ilyraet ceparie 9TOT 3BYK,
11 Bo3BemIaeT oH 4451 HAC
Komnery 3eMHBIX He40ATUX MYK,

Ho yariie HOBBIX HEPBBIIL Yac...

1831
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The storm is raging, and the snow is falling,
But through the roaring wind the tolling bell
Breaks through sometimes —

It is an echo of a funeral.

This sepulchral sound upon the earth

Is the message to the dead, reproach to the living,
It is a faded flower on the coffin

That is not pleasing to the eye.

The sound brings terror to our hearts
And it proclaims to us
End of our brief torments on the earth,

But even more so, the first hour of the new...

1831, transl. 13 Aug. 2014, St Albans
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BO/ZHBI 1 AFOAN

BoAHEI KaTsITCs 0AHA 3a APYTOIO
C maeckoM 1 IIIyMOM TAYXIM,

10411 TIPOXOAAT HUUTOXKHOI TOAIIOIO
Taxoke oAMH 3a ApyTUM.

BoanaMm 1x HEBOAS U X0A04 AOpPOKe
3HOMHBIX ITOAYAHS AyJelr;

104U XOTSIT UMETD AYIIN... U UTO XKe? —
AyIm B HUX BOAH X0A0AHe!

1830 uau 1831
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WAVES AND PEOPLE

Waves are rolling one after another —
With a splash and muffled sound;

The people are passing, a miserable crowd —
Also one after another.

Waves value their coldness and servitude more
Than the sultry rays of the afternoon,

People want to have their souls... But yet! —
Their souls are colder than waves!

1830 or 1831, transl. 13 Aug. 2014, St Albans
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3BE3JA

Beepxy ogna
Topur 3Be3aa,
Moit ym oHa
Manwnt Bceraa,
Mou meuThl

Omna BaeuéT

W ¢ BBICOTHI

MHe pasoCThb ABET.
TaxoB >xe Ob1a

ToT He>XHEII B30P,
Yro s 2100114
Cyanbe B ykop.
Myxk HuUKOTAa

OH 3peTh He MOT,
Kak ta 3Be3aa,

On 0Ob1a AaaéK.
YcTaabIX BEXKA,

S1 He cMBbIKaA,

51 0e3 HazeX A

K memy B3upaa.

1830 uau 1831
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THE STAR

Up in the sky

You pour your light.
O tell me why
Within the night
Your shining beams
Attract my mind
And lead my dreams
Somewhere behind?
The look like this

So much I'loved,

It gave me bliss

Like some witchcraft;
It was as far

Away from me

As you, my Star!

I bent my knee:

To score a hit

Within the scope
Ilooked at it,

But had no hope.

1830 or 1831,
transl. 3 Nov. 2009, St Albans
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AHTEA

I'lo HeOy noayHoOuUM aHrea Aetea
V TuXyI0 TIecHIO OH 1es;

VI mecs11, u 3B€34bI, ¥ Ty4M TOATION
Bunmaam Toit 1iecHe CBSITOI.

On 1rea o0 61axeHCTBe Oe3TPENTHLIX AYXOB
IToa Kymamu paiickmx casos;

O Dore BeAMKOM OH I1e4, I XBaJa
Ero menmpurBopHa 6511a.

OH ay11y MAaay1o B OOBATHSIX HEC
Aas Mupa 1e4qaan u caés;

W 3ByK ero recHu B Ay1e MOA0AON
Ocraacsi— 6e3 cA0B, HO SKUBOIL.

W a04aro Ha cBeTe TOMIMAACh OHa,
JKeaanmem uyaHbIM 110AHa;

W sBykoB HeOec 3aMeHUTh He MOTAN
Ei1 cKyIITHBIE TIECHU 3€MAL.

1831
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THE ANGEL

The angel was flying through the sky of midnight
And he sang a song quietly;

And the moon and the stars, and the crowd of clouds
Hearkened to that holy song.

He sang on the bliss of the sinless spirits

In the pastures of the gardens of heaven;
He sang on the great God, and his praise

Of Him was genuine.

He carried a young soul in his arms
To the world of grief and tears;

And the sound of his song in the young soul
Remained — wordless but alive.

And it languished in the world for a long time,
Filled with a tremendous desire,

And the sounds of heaven could not be replaced
With the dull songs of the earth.

1831, Publ. 1840, transl. 23 Dec. 2007, St Albans
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ITAPYC

Beaeer nmapyc oauHoKOI

B tymane mopst roaybom!..

UYTo mimer oH B cTpaHe 4aAEKOoi?..
UTO KMMHYA OH B Kpalo POgHOM?..

VrparoT BOoAHBI— BeTep CBUILET,
M mauTa THETCS M CKPBIIINT...
VYBBI, — OH CUaCTUSI HE UIIET

M ne ot cuactust 0exxut!

IToa HUM cTpyst cBeTA€I Aa3ypy,
Hag HuM ay4 coaH11a 3040TOJA...
A OH, MATEXKHBII, IIPOCUT OypH,

Kax 6yaro B Oypsix ecTs OKo71!

Aszycm 1832
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THE SAIL

The lonely sail is showing white
Among the haze of the blue sea!..

What someone searches in distant part?
What someone left in fatherland?..

The waves are playing, wind is whistling,
And bending mast is creaking loud,

Alas, — not happiness he desires,

And nor from happiness he runs!

Below — a bright stream of azure,
Above — a golden beam of sun,
But he, rebellious, asks for tempests

As if the tempests give a rest!

August 1832, transl. 20 Nov. 2006, St Albans
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Huxto MmouM caoBam He BHEMAET... ST OAWH.

/JleHb TacHeT... KpaCHBIMI PUCYICh TT0A0CaMI,

Ha samag yKAOHMANCH Ty4M ¥ KaMUH

Tpemut nepeao MHOI. — Sl T0A0H Bech MedTaMu
O OyaymieMm... ¥ AHU MOM TOAIION
OaH000pa3sHOI0 TPOXOAAT IIPEeAO MHOI,

M TiieTHo s My cMyIIEHHBIMU OYaMU

Me>x HIX XOTb AeHb OAVIH, OTMEJeHHBIN CyAbOOTi!

1836—1837
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No one listens to me... I am alone.

Day goes out... the red strips of clouds,

Come to the west, and the fireplace

Is crackling before me. — I am filled by dreams
About the future... and my days as a crowd
Pass monotonously in front of me,

And vainly I search with my confused eyes
Any day among them marked by fate.

1836 —1837, transl. 14 March 2008, St Albans
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TYun

Tyukn HeOecHble, BeuHbIe CTPaHHNKMA!
Crenpio 4a3ypHOIO, LETIBIO KeMUYYy>KHOIO
Munrecs BbI, OyATO KaK 51 >Ke, MI3THAaHHUKI
C Mma0r0 ceBepa B CTOPOHY IOKHYIO.

Krto >xe Bac roHNT: cyAb05I AU perieHne?
3aBUCTh AU TaliHas? 3100a Ab OTKPBITasA?
Vlan na Bac TATOTUT IIpecTyIrieHne?

Vam apyseit kaeBeTa sIA0BUTAs?

Her, BaM HacKy4Y1AM HUBBI OECILI0AHEIE. .
Uy>kaBI BaM CTpacTU U 9y>KABI CTpajaHIs;
Beuno xoa04H5bIe, BEYHO CBOOOAHBIE,

Hert y Bac poguHEI, HET BaM M3THAHMSL.

Anperv 1840
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THE CLOUDS

Clouds in the sky, you are ceaselessly wandering,
As pearly chains in the azure steppes glimmering,
Exiled as I have been, constantly hurrying
From native North into South you are quickening.
What drives you there: the command of your destiny?
Some secret jealousy? Or open wickedness?
Or crimes hang heavy on you or some mutiny?
Or your friends’ calumny is cruel and poisonous?
No, you were bored to death with

these fields’ fruitlessness
With all these passions and alien misery,
Ice cold eternally, in steady idleness
You have no homeland and suffer no outlawry.

April 1840, transl. 2 November 2009, St Albans
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U3 TETE

Topuble BepIINHEBI
CrsaT BO ThMe HOUHOIL;
Tuxue a40AMHBI
IToaHbI CBEXKEIT MI A0,
He nipraut gopora,

He apoxxat ancrsr...
IToao>xam HEeMHOTO,
OTAOXHEID U THI.

1841
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FROM GOETHE

The mountain heights

Sleep in the darkness of night
The quiet valleys

Are filled with a dewy haze.
The road has no dust,

The leaves do not shake...
Wait awhile

And you will have rest.

1840, transl. 14 March 2008, St Albans
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ITocpean HeOGecHBIX Tea
/lUK AyHBI TyMaHHBII:

Kax oH xpyra 1 Kax oH e,
Touno OAMH ¢ cMeTaHOIL.

Kaxkay HOUb OHa B Ay4ax.
ITyTh MPOXOAMUT MAEUHBIIA:
Buano, Tam, Ha Hebecax,

Macaenuiia BeqHo!

1840
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The Moon’s face pours hazy gleam
In the sky’s surround —
Like a pancake with sour cream —
Misty, white and round.

Every night it passes by
Through the Milky Way,
Sure is endless in the sky —

Holy Pancake Day!

1840, transl. 29 Dec. 2007, St Albans
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M3-1104 TaMHCTBEHHOI, XOA0AHO HOAyMaCcKN
3By4aa MHe r040C TBOI OTpa/HbIN, KaK MeuTa,
CBeTuan MHe TBOU ILA€HUTEAbHBIE TAa3KN

W yapibaancs aykasble ycTa.

CKBO3b ABIMKY AETKYIO 3aMeTIA 51 HEBOABHO
U aeBCTBEHHBIX AQHUT U 11eV OeAU3HY.
Cuacramuserr! BugeA st 1 A0KOH CBOEBOABHBI,
Poanbix Kyapeit MOKMHYBIINIT BOAHY!..

M coszaaa s Torda B MOEM BOOOpaskeHbe
ITo aérkmm mpMsHaKaM KpacaBUIly MOIO;
W c o1t mops! GecI1A0THOE BUAEHbe
Horry B ay1ite Moeli, Aackaio 1 A100A410.

VI Bcé MHe Ka>KeTCsI: JKMBBIe DTY peun

B roga MunysIme capxaa Koraa-To si;

U KTO-TO 1I1I€I19eT MHe, YTO I10CAe DTOM BCTpedn
Mpb1 BHOBb YBUAMMCS, KaK CTapble APYy3bsl.

1840 uau 1841
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From beneath a mysterious and ice-cold half-mask,
Your voice sounded as flattering as a dream to me;
Your beguiling eyes gleamed at me,

And your cunning mouth smiled.

Unconsciously I noticed through a wispy haze
The paleness of your virgin cheeks and neck.
Lucky creature! I glimpsed a wilful curl
Leaping from a wave of native locks.

And from these small signs I made

In my imagination a heavenly beauty.

And from then on I held you in my soul,
Caressing and cherishing this ethereal apparition.

And this is what it seems to me: that long ago

I already had this lively conversation.

And someone whispered to me: when this is over,
We will meet again as good old friends.

1840 or 1841, transl. 18 —19 Sept. 2007, St Albans
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ITpomaii, HembiTas Poccns,
Crpana pabos, cTpaHa rocrogd,
W BBI, MyHAUPEI TOAYOBIE,

W TBI, UM IIpeAaHHBIN HAPOA.

breiTh MOKkeT, 3a creHoi KaBkasa
Coxpoloch OT TBOUX HaIlIer,
OT uX BCeBMASILIETO raasa,

OT nx BcecApIIANIMX YIIET.

1840 uau 1841
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Farewell, farewell, unwashed Russia,
The land of slaves, the land of lords,
And you, blue uniforms of gendarmes,
And you, obedient to them folks.

Perhaps beyond Caucasian mountains
I'll hide myself from your pashas,
From their eyes that are all-seeing,

From their ever hearing ears.

1840 or 1841, transl. 20 Nov. 2006, St Albans
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YTEC

Houepaaa Tyuka 30a0Tas

Ha rpyau yréca-seankaHna;

YTpoMm B IyTh OHa yM4adach paHo,

ITo aasypu Beceao urpast.

Ho ocraacs Baa>xublit caes, B MOpIIUIHE
Craporo yréca. OguHOKO

OH crout; 3agymMaacs rayboxo,

U THXOHBKO 1141a9€T OH B ITyCThHIHE...

1841
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THE CLIFF

Once upon a time a Golden Cloud

On the bosom of a Cliff was sleeping

By sunrise it with a breeze was sweeping
Gaily playing with its azure shroud;

But some traces of the cloud were seeping
To the craggy wrinkles. In the desert

The Cliff stood and mused without comfort
Deeply thinking, desperately weeping.

1841, transl. 4 Nov. 2009, St Albans
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Ha ceBepe ag1KOM CTOUT O4MHOKO

Ha roaoit Bep1inHe cocHa

W apemaer Kayuasich, M CHETOM CBHIITyIUM
Ogeta Kak pu3oi1 OHa.

W cHuTCA €11 BCE, uTO B IIyCThIHE 4aAEKOM —
B Tom kpae, rae coana Bocxogd,
O4na u TpycTHa Ha yTéce ropioyeM

ITpexpachast maabMa pacrer.

1841
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In the wild north a pine tree stands alone
On the bare top of a mountain.

It slumbers and sways, covered with
Powdery snow like a mantle.

And it dreams constantly: that in faraway wilds
In the land where the sun rises,
A cheerless and lovely palm stands alone,

Growing on a gloomy cliff.

1841, transl. 2007, St Albans
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O nmepeBoaunke

Avmrpnit CvupHOB-Caa0BCKNii / HACT. IMST
Avurpuin Hukoaaesya CMupHOB
(poxa. 2.11.1948 B MuHcke)

W3 cembu onepurix neslos. JKua B Yaan-Yas, OpyHse (HbHe
neperMeHOBaHHOM B buikek) u Mockse. B 1971 roay saxkon-
u1a MockoBcky1o kKoHcepsaTtopuio. Amutpuii CMUpPHOB — U3
TOM CaMOI, 3HAMEHUTON CEMEPKM COBETCKMX KOMIIO3UTOPOB-
aBaHTapAUCTOB (KTO He YIIOMHMT, moumraite aokaas T. H.
XpeHHIKOBa Ha ChesJe KOMITo3uTopos 1979 roja: ru.wikipedia.
org/wiki/xpenankopckas_cemépka). ITossmeit yBaékesa c Aer-
CKMX A€T, B IOHOCT! Hada IepeBOAUTDL aHTAMICKIUX ITO9TOB, 3a-
TeM HeMeITKnX, (ppaHITy3CKIX, AaTUHCKIUX, ATToHcKuX. Ocoboe
yBaedenue JAmurpus CMUpPHOBa Kak IepeBOAYMKa — 093N
Yuarpsma baelika, nepesegéHHas MM IIOYTU IIOAHOCTBIO. Ha
CIOKEeTHI 110931H 1 >Kusonucy baelika on Harmcaa gse omepel,
HaaeT, opaTopuio, CMMQPOHNIO, BOKaAbHBIE IMKABI 1 D0ABITIOe
411CA0 KaMepHbIX courHeHuit. [Tossus JlepmonToBa 3aHUMAaeT
ocoboe mecTo B TBOpuectse /. H. CMupHOBa: B pasHble TOAEI
VM HaIlMCaHBl TPU BOKAABHBIX IIMIKAA U HECKOABKO POMAaHCOB,
AOITYCKAIOLIMX MCIIOAHEHNe TakKe M Ha aHTAMIICKOM sa3bike. C
1991 roga v IOHBIHE KOMIIO3UTOP U ITODT KMUBET C CeMbEl B AH-
rav: /loHgoHe, 3atem KemOpuaxe, Jdaptunrrone, CTOK-OH-
Tpente, a ¢ 1997 B Cenr-Oabance, uto B 50 Kmaomerpax oT
/ongoHa. ITockoapky B Poccrm HabepéTcs He 0AMH AeCITOK
TBOPYECKMX AMJHOCTel 110 uMeHu Amurpuit CMUPHOB (TOAb-
ko 110 cripapouHnKy Corosza komnosutopos Poccrm 2010 roga
X 9eTBepo), BO u3be>kaHue IyTaHWITh], OH ITOATIVICHIBAeT CBON
My3bIKaabHble Komnosunun Amurpuit H. CmupHOB, a B cBo-
el MOPTUYECKOI UIIOCTacu MCIoab3yeT Tcesgonum . Cymup-
HOB-Ca0BCKUIA.
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About the Translator

Dmitri Smirnov-Sadovsky / the real
name Dmitri Nikolaevich Smirnov (Born
2.11.1948, in Minsk)

Born in Minsk into the family of opera singers and lived
in Ulan-Ude, Frunze (or Bishkek) and Moscow. In 1971 he
graduated from the Moscow Conservatory. Dmitri Smirnov
belongs to the group of famous Seven Soviet avant-garde
composers (if you do not remember, read Tikhon Khren-
nikov’s report at the 6™ Congress of the Composers’ Union
in 1979: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Khrennikov%27s_Sev-
en). He started writing poetry at his early age, and in his
youth he began to translate some works of English poets,
then German, French, Latin and Japanese. His special fasci-
nation is poetry of William Blake that he translated into Rus-
sian almost in full. He also wrote two operas, ballet, oratorio,
symphony, vocal cycles and many chamber compositions
on the subjects of Blake’s poetry and paintings. Lermontov’s
poetry has a special place in the work of Dmitri Smirnov:
over a few years he wrote three vocal cycles and several
songs setting Lermontov’s lyrics, allowing their performance
also in English. Since 1991 and until now the composer and
poet lives with his family in England: in London, then in
Cambridge, Dartington, Stoke-on-Trent, and from 1997 in St
Albans, which is 50 kilometers from London. There are so
many creative people in Russia having the same name “Dmi-
tri Smirnov”, for example in the Directory of the Russian
Composers’ Union of 2010 there are four of them, therefore to
avoid such a confusion he uses pen names Dmitri N. Smirnov
for his musical compositions, and D. Smirnov-Sadovsky for
his literary works.
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COAEP>XAHUE

YTpo Ha KaBKa3€ ......ocooveviiiiii

Memeav mymum, U CHEZ BAAUN . .« cevvvveieiiiiiiiniannns
BOAHBI ML ATOATA. c...ovieviieieiiieeiee e

Huxmo moum crosam e gHemAen. .. s 00UH. .. ...

TYUM o
|7 3 A< (IR

[Tocpedu HEOECHDIX MEA... w.ccvvvvveeieiieiiiciiiiiiiiicicaans
V3-n0d mauricmeeritoii, XOA0OHOU NOAYMACKU... .
[Tpouwaii, Hembimas POCCUSL... ....ccvvveevveriiciinnne,
VTEC i
Ha cesepe duicom cmoum 00UHOKO. .. ....ceevveuevnene.
O IEPEBOAUIIKE.......vvvviiririciniciiicieieteiciiieisie i
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Aapmanax «Pyccknit mips. [IpocTpaHcTBO 11 BpeM:t
PYCCKOI KyABTYPBI» U AUTePaTypHbIe IPUAOKEHN
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The almanac «Russian mir. Space and time of Russian

culture» and literary supplements to the almanac. It is

published since 2008. Publication frequency is one or
two issues per year.

Literary and philosophical magazine of a new type:
the research and study of the phenomena of Russian
culture and life; polyphony of authentic authors’ texts.
The geography of the authors, except of the cities and
villages of Russia, embraces more than 20 countries.

Non-profit partnership «Russian Culture».
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