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INTRODUCTION

Alexander Pushkin was born in 1799 to an ancient aristocratic
family and died of a duelling wound in 1837. In that short
and often thwarted life, Pushkin modernized the Russian
language, widening its vocabulary, removing archaic terms,
and employing tones of address that would make Russian a
fit vehicle for a century of poets, novelists and short story
writers, many of them deservedly world famous.

Pushkin was precociously gifted, writing brilliantly from the
first, but the Russian state, autocratic, heavily-policed and
backward-looking, saw in these eloquent but often acerbic
outpourings only looming trouble. Alexander I was not
particularly repressive, indeed brought modernizing notions
when he ascended the throne in 1801, but the French
Revolution had sent shudders through the thrones of Europe,
and Russia itself was invaded by Napoleon, a conquest it
narrowly evaded only by extreme scorched earth policies and
the onset of the Russian winter. The much more authoritarian
Nicholas I, who recalled Pushkin from exile, himself suffered
the Decembrist Uprising, a coup by army officers that sought
to make the ancient throne of the Romanovs into a
constitutional monarchy. The coup was quickly put down and
its participants made an example to others, but the discovery
of Pushkin’s poems among the Decembrists’ papers did not
endear him to the authorities.

The Romanovs had been brought to the throne in the early
seventeenth century to give some semblance of order to a
country gradually recovering from centuries of Tatar misrule,
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but it was one still fractured by civil wars and ethnic conflict.
The dynasty had a mixed record. The energetic and
enterprising Peter I (1672-1725) greatly modernized and
expanded the empire. The reigns of Elizabeth (1741-62) and
Catherine II (1762-96) brought prosperity and stability to the
country but also delayed much-needed reform. The state,
ever perilously short of funds, still maintained a large army,
an extensive bureaucracy and splendid court, but the great
mass of Russians remained poor, tied to the land and
illiterate. Much depended on the personal qualities of the
tsar, who was wise to consider the threat of palace coups and
periodic uprisings, serious in the Cossack Rebellion of 1773.
The conquered Asian dynasties still held the Islamic loyalty of
their subjects, moreover, and the Caucasus remained a
smouldering powder keg. Even Alexander II, who
emancipated the serfs, was assassinated, and Nicholas II,
who was to lose his throne to Kerensky and his life to the
Soviets, clearly lacked the unremitting political will, acumen
and strength of character to survive. All European states of
the time regulated what could be said in newspapers and
books, and Russia had more reasons than most to carefully
censor the more provocative of ideas, especially those
stemming from the French Revolution and the liberal
constitutions of Britain and the United States.

The Russia of Pushkin’s time was still largely medieval: a
vast, diverse and patrimonial empire. Country and contents
belonged to the tsar, who ruled through families he enobled
and whose advice and skills he was expected to employ.
Many families became immensely wealthy, and even in
Pushkin’s time were the owners of flourishing manufacturing



concerns. Members of the aristocracy less independent in
land and wealth went into the army or joined the civil service.
As Pushkin was to find, advancement was otherwise difficult.
Estates, rights to fur farming, mineral concessions, factories
and the very lives of its inhabitants — all were in the tsar’s
gift and could be as quickly taken away as they were
arbitrarily given. The tsar ruled by divine right, moreover,
with no more guidance than his conscience before God.
Writers of the generation before Pushkin were markedly court
functionaries, largely supported by stipends the tsar might be
pleased to grant, and allowed to publish only as the Third
Council saw fit.

Pushkin himself was a perplexity. Pushkin the writer had an
extraordinary empathy with all sectors of society, and a
breadth of vision equal to any in the Russia of his time.
Pushkin the man was less attractive: an attention-seeker, a
womanizer of uncertain temper, an impoverished aristocrat
still concerned with his social status, and latterly, after
marriage to an empty-headed beauty, plagued by money
troubles. Marriage brought emotional stability and four
children, but Pushkin’s appearance at court was far more due
to his wife’s winning looks than her husband’s literary ability,
and one that kept him firmly under the tsar’s control.

In this, Pushkin did little to help himself. He composed the
inflammatory Ode to Liberty on graduating from the
Tsarskoye Selo lyceum and outspokenly became the leader of
the literary radicals. For these dangerous tendencies,
Pushkin was eventually banished from St. Petersburg, in
1820, but the threatened Siberian exile was averted by the



intercession of friends, and Pushkin was sent instead to
remote Yekaterinoslav, now Dnipropetrovsk in the Ukraine.
From here he explored Bessarabia, but also fell ill, being
rescued by General Raevsky, who knew him from Tsarskoye
Selo days. The Raevskys were advanced, well-educated
people, and in their company Pushkin visited the Caucasus,
and became acquainted with the life of the Cossacks. From
the Caucasus the party moved to the Crimea, where Pushkin
became interested in the Tatars, their songs and ways of life.
From the Crimea the Raevskys set off to their estate of
Kamenka, and Pushkin returned to his civic duties. The
impressions he gained provided material for his ‘southern
cycle’ of romantic narrative poems: Kavkazsky plennik
(1820-21: The Prisoner of the Caucasus), Bratya razboyniki
(1821-22: The Robber Brothers), and Bakhchisaraysky
fontan (1823: The Fountain of Bakhchisaray) and Tsigani
(1827: The Gypsies). Pushkin was then transferred to
Kishinyov (1820-23: now Chisindau, Moldova), where those
duties gave Pushkin time to write, but also the opportunity to
plunge into the life of a society driven to amorous intrigue,
hard drinking, gaming, and violence. He fought several duels,
espoused even more libertarian views and read widely,
absorbing the influence of Byron and Chateaubriand on his
European contemporaries.

Transferred to Odessa (1823-24), Pushkin publicly courted
the wife of his superior, Count Vorontsov, governor-general
of the province, the affair becoming so scandalous that the
kindly official had to ask for the poet’s recall. Obligingly, the
police intercepted a letter to a friend in which Pushkin
boasted that he was now taking ‘lessons in pure atheism’.
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Expulsion from the civil service followed, and another exile,
this time to his mother’s estate of Mikhaylovskoye, near
Pskov in northwest Russia, where The Gypsies was
completed.

Odd lines of The Gypsies came to Pushkin in 1823, but the
poem was properly started in January 1824. By June of the
same year, Pushkin had 145 stanzas in draft form. The
remaining stanzas were written quickly in Mikhaylovskoye,
between October 2" and 8%, the Epilogue being added two
days later. The poem took its almost final shape of 224
stanzas around the middle of October, but Aleko’s monologue
was not added until January 1825.

The Gypsies concerns passion, the emotions that lie outside
the dictates of custom and social order. It was a subject dear
to a man who claimed to have fallen in love 113 times before
his marriage, but one destructive of the chain of
dependencies which make our communal lives. The Romantic
writers of Europe sought to give love a quasi-mystical nature,
and represent it as something purer than even the best of
marriages, which for most people must be a compromise
between our elemental yearnings and day-to-day
practicalities. So Zemfira’s father conceives the matter,
quietly accepting that his steppe wife has run off with another
gypsy, and that there cannot be a substitute. Love is
capricious but eternal. But Aleko is not a Byronic hero,
egomaniacally devoted to his destiny, and not even the victim
of circumstances, as was his Prisoner of the Caucasus: he is a
man who brings the violence inherent in ‘civilisation’ to the
gypsies’ placid and accepting existence.



In cultural matters, the Russia of Pushkin’s time was largely a
generation behind Europe, and there had been no
Renaissance, Reformation or Enlightenment in this stubbornly
medieval country. There was a long tradition of knightly tales,
certainly, the blyny, but Russian poetry as we know it began
as importations, largely from Poland and Germany.
Eighteenth century poetry, some of it very good, was civic-
minded, moreover, commemorating important achievements
of the country and its tsars. It was Pushkin’s generation that
fashioned a poetry closer to individual expression, to witty
conversation between aristocratic friends, though the result
could be admittedly closer to light verse, pleasing and
harmless when not sharpened into social comment and satire,
which was the younger Pushkin’s forté. An older and
mellower Pushkin translated Byron’s Don Juan into Eugene
Onegin, without the boisterous good humour but to more
devastating effect. Onegin was Pushkin’s favourite creation,
what he worked on longest, but the prevailing tone through
its many moods is urbane and ironic, as though amused by
the hypocrisies and aimlessness of aristocratic society. So it
was Pushkin, whose private life was no better than that of his
contemporaries, and often worse, who finally made poetry
into a probing and dangerous medium, capable of asking
taboo questions and acting as a needed social conscience.

Russia in the early nineteenth century was reacting in its
limited way to the Romantic call for individualism,
constitutional liberty and escape to nature that inspired
British poets, a call that was to lead to the 1848 year of
European revolutions, to the emancipation of the Russian
serfs, and to the various social movements that overwhelmed
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Russia in the twentieth century. But such movements in
Pushkin’s time were repressed, and remained repressed for
most of the nineteenth century, finding their freedom in a
rich outpouring of stories, poems and novels that a growing,
well-educated but censored middle class could read, discuss
but not implement in social reform.

Belatedly, after the romanticism of his previous southern
tales, The Gypsies returned a sobering answer to visions of a
society untainted by stifling social customs or growing
commercialism. Community brings traditions, codes and
responsibilities, and a life without them is only notionally
free. Pushkin’s society, with its multiple levels of aristocratic
privilege and stifling bureaucracy, nonetheless prevents men
from behaving as savages. Aleko was on the run from the
law— there are allusions to a familiarity with good society —
and he again oversteps the limit with the murder of Zemfira
and her lover. Imprisonment or execution would have been
his fate in the society he left behind, but here, among the
timid and kindly gypsies, he is simply ostracised, left isolated
between the two worlds, profoundly alone, as was Ovid whom
Augustus exiled to the Black Sea, a story told at length by
the old man.

Equally alone was Pushkin at Mikhaylovskoye. There were
visits to neighbours, and correspondence with friends, but
Pushkin now had the time to take stock, to wonder whether
his mix of thoughtless antics and deeply held beliefs was
affording the life he wanted. A new seriousness appears, in
his conduct and writing. That golden felicity, which seems
Pushkin’s alone, never deserts him, but the fifteen years to
the fatal duel will see marriage, children and a position at
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court, but also a deepening seriousness and drift away from
popular appeal: life is a quixotic but serious business, and the
writer must follow where his troubling conscience led.

Whatever the personal element, The Gypsies is not wholly
realistic. Several sequences have a dream-like quality, and
fade out suddenly like film sets, without a connecting
narrative. Presiding over the more ambiguous passages is the
moon, a symbol of benevolence but also uncertainty. The
moon lights the gypsy camp in the opening verses, but also
blesses Zemfira’s infidelities with the young gypsy, and then
is lost in clouds when both are murdered. The moon has
always been the sign of mutability, of women'’s fickleness,
Pushkin’s variation on O swear not by the unconstant moon,
but becomes part of the melancholy shadow that Pushkin
casts upon the poem. In short, it is one of Pushkin’s many
devices to emphasize the fluctuating fortunes of human kind,
and that all is not always as it seems.

Rather ambivalent is also Pushkin’s attitude to war. He
repeatedly emphasizes the gypsies’ gentle, indeed timid
nature, their simple wish to live in amity with themselves and
others. In the Epilogue appears a note to the Bessarabian
territories won in 1806-12 Turko-Russian War, which are now
roamed by the gypsies, but Pushkin knew very well that the
Romani were no freer from persecution than before. Even
lines 568-9, obligatory to someone hoping to be recalled from
exile, have perhaps a slightly mocking, ironic air.
Commentators have noted how different is The Gypsies from
standard Romantic beliefs, and Pushkin was not only being
cautious but leaving the violence inherent in civilisation only
latent in the poem, to be unleashed by Aleko the outcast.
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The Gypsies has always possessed its admirers. Prince Mirsky
called it: 'among the greatest works of Plshkin. . . The
Gypsies are not treated realistically but merely as ideal
representatives of a natural state of human society. . . a
strong affirmation of freedom. . . and patently a plea for
anarchism. It was Pushkin's first attempt at tragedy and one
of his greatest. It is less easy to do justice to its poetical
beauty, and speaking of it, one is too likely to forget the
lesson of restraint that is the best lesson to be learned from
Pushkin. The verse, less fluent and voluptuous than in The
Captive and in The Fountain, is tighter, fuller, and more
saturated with complex expressiveness. Such passages as the
old gypsy's tale of Ovid, the end of the poem (with the
speech of the old man on Aleko's murder), and especially the
epilogue, are unsurpassable summits of poetry.'

In short, we read The Gypsies because there is nothing quite
like it in Russian, or indeed world literature. British authors
also wrote tales in verse, but they seem loose and
overwritten in comparison to Pushkin. There is also the
slightly older German literature, the Sturm und Drang, but it
too seems forced and melodramatic. Pushkin’s gift was not
only an astonishing felicity but also balance, tact and literary
propriety. He has not dressed up his protagonist in impossible
traits, moreover. Aleko has some of the Romantic hero’s
qualities, but he is not heroic, only thoughtless, vengeful and
self-centred. Any courage he possesses to act against
conventions leads to brutal murder, to his being at the mercy
of inner feelings.

Parallels to Pushkin’s own life are not hard to find. The
performing bear is described as Ha Bone, but is far from
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enjoying the freedom of the wild. Like Pushkin himself, it has
to sing for its supper and go round performing antics foreign
to its better nature. Aleko describes the society he escapes to
join the gypsy community as boring and unprincipled, but
those same gypsies are also bound by unreflecting traditions.
Pushkin’s picture of them as kindly, timid and everywhere
welcome could certainly be challenged, but the only character
to fully test their love of freedom is Zemfira. Yes, she
conducts the affair recklessly under her husband’s nose, and
she unwisely taunts him, but Aleko, as her father reminds
him, has chosen freedom for himself but will not extend it to
his partner. Pushkin does not explore the matter further, and
he has none of Tolstoy’s utopian views, or Dostoevsky’s
compassion for the poor, but he was conscious of the
arbitrary nature of Russian society. It is one theme he
develops in Eugene Onegin, though without coming to proper
conclusions, and certainly not moralising, any more than does
the later Chekhov with stories that explore the gap between
our modest hopes and reality.

Man is a gregarious animal, and must live by rules of
common assent and tolerance. Those rules would apply to
Pushkin when he rejoined society under the watchful eye of
Nicholas I. As a writer, he needed the comfort, relaxation and
companionship of married life, and also the peace of mind
that a settled income brings. Instead, Russia’s foremost poet
marries Russia’s foremost beauty, perhaps in genuine
passion, perhaps as a calculated act of defiance, to
compensate for the many humiliations he has suffered. But it
was an unwise choice. Natalia Goncharova was a frivolous
creature and made Pushkin beholden to her wealthy relatives.
Her flirtations would lead to the fatal duel that, by the codes
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of honour among Russian aristocrats, Pushkin could postpone
but not ultimately avoid. The ending of The Gypsies was
strangely prophetic: there is no refuge from our fate.
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LbIFAHbI

LibIraHbl LWYMHOK TOMMOWN

Mo Beccapabun KouyltoT.

OHM cerogHs Hag pekoun

B waTtpax nsoapaHHbIX HOYYIOT.

5. Kak BOSIbHOCTb, BEcCen nx Houner
N MnpHbIN COH nog Hebecamu;
Mexay Konécamu Tener,
[Tony3aBewaHHbIX KOBpaMu,

[[OPUT OMOHb; CEMbSA KPYroMm

10. TOTOBUT YXWH; B YACTOM none
[lacyTca KOHW; 3a WaTpoM

Py4yHON MenBeab NieXXnT Ha Bone.

Bcé »xnBo nocpegn creneun:

3a60Tbl MUpPHbIE CeMeN,

15. N'oToBbIX C YTPOM B NyTb HeAaIbHUN,
N necHun xéH, n Kpuk aeten,

N 3BOH NOXOAHOM HAKOBaJIbHW.

Ho BOT Ha Tabop ko4eBoOMn
HucxoamnT COHHOE MOT4YaHbe,

20. N cNblWHO B TULLMHE CTEMNHOWM
JInwb nan cobak Aa KOHen pxaHbe.
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The Gypsies

The gypsies in their noisy way

that far through Bessarabia roam

are camped across the river, stay

in threadbare tents that make their home.

5. But they are free. The heavens keep
their welcome for this peaceful race.
Between the wagon wheels they sleep:
the folded rugs give each his place.

A fire burns. Around the blaze

10. are people on their dinner bent.
In open fields the horses graze;

a tame bear’s loose behind the tent.

The steppelands come alive with sound
when on the morrow all are found —

15. while children cry, and women sing —
to exit from their camping ground

to beats the marching anvils bring.

For now there’s only silence where

the night for nomads takes its course,
20. and thinly through the steppeland air
comes bark of dog or neighing horse.
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OrHun Be3ae noralleHsl,
CnoKkoWHO BC&, nyHa cusaeT
OaHa ¢ HebeCHOM BbIWNHDbI
25. N1 Tnxum tabop o3apserT.

B waTtpe o4HOM CTapuK He CnuT;
OH nepepg yrnamum cuaur,
CorpeTbl UX NoceaHUM XapoM,
N B none panbHee rnaguT,

30. HOYHbIM NoaepHYTOE NapoM.

Ero MmonoaeHbkaa ooyb

Mowna rynate B NyCTbIHHOM MnoJe.
OHa npuBbIKIa K pe3Boun BoOse,
OHa NpUAET; HO BOT YX HOUb,

35. U ckopo Mecsau yXK NOKUHET
Hebec nanéknx obnaka, —
3eM@unpbl HET KaK HET; N CTbIHET
Y6ormm y>mH ctapuka.

Ho BOT OHa; 3a Helo crieaoM

40. o cTenn OHOLWA CNeLwuT;
LibiraHy BOBCe OH HEBeAOM.
«OTey MOW, — AgeBa roBopuTt, —

Beny A rocTtsa; 3a KypraHom

Ero B nycTbiHE A HaluNa

45. N B Tabop HA HOYb 3a3Bana.
OH xo4eT 6bITb KaK Mbl LibIFraHOM;

Ero npecnenyet 3aKoH,

Ho s emy nogpyromn 6yna

Ero 3oByT Aneko — OH

50. 'oTOB MATU 3@ MHOK BCHOAY>.
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The lights are doused, and everywhere
a calm collects. The moon is bright.
The camp beneath its heavenly care
25. is flooded with a silver light.

But one old man is not asleep

and from the warmth the ashes keep
still gazes from his tent to see

across the steppeland's distant sweep
30. the night mists glimmer hazily.

There went his daughter, far from sight —
so much in love of freedom grown

she often wandered on her own.

She will return, but now the night

35. is dark about him, moon foretold
to leave its cloudy-pillared state,

yet no Zemfira comes, and cold

the scraps of food left on his plate.

But here she is, and with her too,

40. impatiently, a young man fares
towards him now, no face he knew.
"This man, my father,’ she declares,

‘will be our guest tonight. I lead

one lost in steppelands, one I found

45. far wandering from the funeral mound,
that, keen to learn our gypsy creed,

would now adopt our easy ways.
Although the law may seek his end,
Aleko is my choice and stays

50. my follower and closest friend.’
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cTapuT

A paa. OcTtaHbcsa A0 yTpa

Mo ceHblo Hallero waTpa

Nnn npobyab y Hac u gone,

Kak Tbl 3axo4ewb. 4 rotos

55. C Tobon genutb n xneb n Kpos.
Byab Haw — MPUBBLIKHW K Hallen aone,
Bpoasiwen 6egHoOCTN U Bonle —

A 3aBTpa C yTpeHHeWN 3apéu

B oaHOW Tenere Mbl NoeaeM;

60. NMpuMncb 3a npombicen nbon:
XKeneso Kyn — mnb necHu nom

N cenbl 06xoan ¢ Measenem.

Aneko

A ocTarocsh.

3eMmdpunpa

OH 6ypeT MoM:

65. KTO XX OT MeHs ero oTroHuT?
Ho no3pgHo... Mmecsay Mmosioaon
3awén; nosisg NOKpbITbl MI/I0K,

N COH MeHSA HEBO/IbHO KJ/IOHWUT..

CTapuk TUXOHbKO 6poanT
70. Bokpyr 6e3mMonBHOro waTpa.

CBeTno

«BcTaBsan, 3eMmdupa: conHue BCXOAMUT,
MpocHUCbL, Moun rocTtb! nopa, nopal..
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Old Man

Be welcome then. I'm pleased to see
you grace our tent’s plain canopy

for this tonight, or longer stays.

I hope by your own feelings led

55. to share this awning and our bread
and grow accustomed to our ways

of roaming poor throughout our days.

The morrow in that cart will show

what routes together we can share.

60. You'll learn our songs, the crafts we know,
adopt our metal-working, go

the rounds with our performing bear.

Aleko
I'll stay.
Zemfira

He will be mine, for who
65. would dare to make it otherwise?
But now it’s late: the young moon too
has set on fields a misty hue,

and sleep is heavy on my eyes.

The old man quietly treads around
70. the tent: the sun begins its climb.

Old Man

Zemfira, leave the restful ground.
Wake up, our guest: it's time, it's time.
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OcTtaBbTe, OeTun, noxe Herul..»
N ¢ wymMoM BbICbiNan Hapoa;
75. WaTpbl paszobpaHbl; Tenern
[0TOBbI ABUHYTbCS B MOXOA.

Bcé BMecTe TpOHY/0Cb — M BOT
Tonna BanuUT B NYCTbIX paBHUHaX.
Ocnbl B NnepeknaHbiX KOp3nHax
80. leTen nrparowmx HeCyT;
My>Xbsi U 6paTbsl, XeHbl, AEBLI,

N ctap n mnag socnen nayT;
Kpuk, WyM, ublraHCKMe npunessbl,

Mensens pés, ero uenem

85. Hetepnenusoe 6psiuaHbe,
JIOXMOTbEB SIPKNUX NeCcTpoTa,
[leTen n ctapues HaroTa,
Cobak 1 nam v 3aBbiBaHbe,

BonbIHKM rOBOpP, CKPbIMN TENer,

90. Bcé ckyaHo, ANKO, BCE HECTPOMHO,
Ho BCE& TakK XXMBO-HECMNOKOWHO,

Tak 4yy>Xa0 MepTBbIX HALWMX HET,

Tak 4y>A0 3TOW XXU3HU NpasgHoun,
Kak necHb pabos oaHoobpa3Hown!

95. YHbINO tOHOWa rngaen
Ha onycTtenyio paBHUHY

N rpyCcTn TamHyto NpuYnHy
NcTonkoBaTb cebe He cMmen.
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Children, leave your smiling bed.

The woken camp is now abroad.

75. With tents dismantled, wagons led,
the camp moves off in one accord -

a boisterous, makeshift, wild affray -
to pour out on the empty plain.

The donkey’s pannier baskets strain
80. with children carried, still at play.
Menfolk, women, girls unwed,

young and old do not delay,

by shouts and songs are loudly sped.

With chains encumbered, cheek by jowl,
85. the bear will give a welcome growl.
And gaudy-clothed, with nothing on,
the old and young as one are gone
while dogs set up a fearful howl.

With moaning bagpipes, creaking carts
90. so comes this rich cacophony:

with not our death-like luxury

their restless, ready journey starts.

Compare our lives, more vacuous grown,
that we like slaves bewail and moan.

95. Gloomily the young man looked
across the uninviting waste:

what secret sorrow was effaced,
acknowledegements he hadn’t brooked?
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C HMM yepHooOKasa 3eMpupa,
100. Tenepb OH BOJ/IbHbIN XUTeNb MUPA,

N conHue Beceno Hag HUM
MonyaeHHoOW Kpacoto 6neLleT;
Y10 XX cepaue roHOWM TpeneweT?
Kakon 3a60To OH TOMUM?

105. MNtnuka 60XXmna He 3HaeT
Hwn 3a60Tbl, HM TPYyAa;
XnonoTnmMBO HE CBUBAeET
Jonroee4yHoro rHésaa;

B nonry Hoyb Ha BeTKe ApPeMET;
110. ConHue KpacHoe B30OUAET,
MTnyka rnacy 6ora BHeEMSET,
BcTtpeneHéTcsa n noert.

3a BECHOMN, Kpacoun npupoabl,
JleTo 3HOMHOE NponaéT —
115. N TymMaH n HenoroAbl
OceHb No3aHAA HECET:

JlroasM CKy4YHoO, noasam rope;
[TTMyka B ganbHble CTpaHbI,

B TEnnbIn Kpain, 3a CMHEe Mope
120. YneTaeT A0 BECHHI.

MopobHO NTNUke 6e33aboTHON
N OH, U3rHaHHUK NepenéTHbIn,
HE3aa HAAEXHOro He 3Han
N HW K 4eMy He npuBbIKan.
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But through Zemfira’s wild, dark eyes
100. another world of freedom lies.

Besides, the sun so cheerfully
in midday warmth and beauty shone
that any trembling doubts had gone,
exhausting cares, assuredly?

105. The little bird is not to know
how God gives labour and its rest.
In twisted straw it does not sow
nor reap to make its sturdy nest.

But on a branch will sleep at night,
110. until the bright red sun will bring
the word of God, the dawning light
that wakes the bird and bids it sing

of springtime nature’s giving ways,

of hot, dry summer hours that pass
115. into a mistiness, the few fine days
late autumn gathers, frail and sparse.

When grief and boredom gnaw our hearts
across blue seas and far from men

the bird has flown, when from those parts
120. the spring will send it back again.

Carefree, like that bird was he,
exiled and half migratory:

no nest to him was right or wrong,
nor did he stay in one place long.
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125. Emy Be3ae 6bina gopora,
Be3ae 6bina Hounera ceHb;
MpOoCHYBLWWNCb NOYTPY, CBOW AEHb
OH oTpnasan Ha Bosto bora,

N >Xn3HM He morna Tpesora

130. CMyTUTb ero cepaeyHy JieHb.

Ero nopon BonwebHon cnasbl
MaHuna ganbHaa 3Be34a;
He>xgaHHO pockowb U 3abaBsbl
K HeMy aBNSNNCbL UHOrAA;

135. Hag oanMHOKOM ronoBoto
N rpoM Hepeako rpoxoTan;
Ho oH 6ecneyHo nog rpo3or
N B BEAPO ACHOE ApeMan.

N >xnn, He Nnpu3HaBas BacTu
140. Cyabbbl KOBapHOU U Crienon;
Ho 6oxe! kak nrpanu crpactu
Ero nocnywHoto aywomn!

C KakuMM BOJIHEHMEM KMUNenu
B ero namyuyeHHon rpyau!

145. [laBHO b, Ha JOATO /b YyCMUpenm?
OHW npocHyTCA: noroau!

3eMmdpunpa

CKaXu, MOI ApYr: Tbl He Xanéelb
O ToM, yTto 6pbdCcmn Ha Bcerna?
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125. His future road led everywhere,
and gave him shelter for the night.
He woke to morning’s kindly light,
and gave his will to God’s own care,
that no anxieties ensnare

130. the indolence that’s his by right.

Sometimes a magic in the hour,
assured a vague prosperity.

In distant star, or somesuch power,
the day would bloom abundantly.

135. More often on that high-held head
the storms would break, or, sleeping well,
the body on the ground was spread,
indifferent to the rain that fell.

To none he owed authority,

140. and yet the passions took their toll,
for blind, deceptive fate would be

the force that broke his trusting soul.

And in that late-exhausted breast
fierce aggitations run in spate,

145. and so the spirit long at rest
is soon to wake. Be patient. Wait!

Zemfira

Assure me, friend, you'll not regret
the longings hearts must always bear.
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Aneko

YT0 % 6pdcun a?
3eMdupa

150. Tbl pasymeeLlb:
Jliogen oT4n3Hbl, ropoaa.

Aneko

O yém xanetb? Koraa 6 Tbl 3HanNa,
Koraa 6bl Tbl BoObpaXkana

HeBonw AYyLWHbIX ropoaos!

155. Tam noaun, B Kyyax 3a orpanou,
He AblwaT yTpeHHEeN npoxsanoun,

Hn BewHWM 3anaxoM nyros;

JIt06BU CTbIAATCA, MbIC/IN FOHSAT,
ToprytoT BOSIEO CBOEWN,

160. Nasbl Npeg naonaMmu KAOHAT
N npocaT aeHer ga uenewn.

Yto 6pocun s? N3MeH BOJTHEHbE,
MpeapaccyxaeHnm npmrosop,
Tonnbl 6€3yMHOe roHeHbe

165. Unn 6auctaTenbHbIN NO30p.

3emMmdunpa
Ho Tam OrpoMHbIE MaJsiaThbl,
TaM pa3HoUBeTHbIEe KOBpPbI,

TaMm urpbl, WYMHbIE MUPHbI,
Y6opbl AeB TaM Tak 6oraThl!..
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Aleko
What longings?
Zemfira

150. That must go on yet
of homes and cities, people there.

Aleko

You only see them as they seem,
and do not know that empty dream.

For how confining is each street,

155. the masses chafing at some rule,
that can’t delight in morning cool,

or vernal meadows, fresh and sweet.

Afraid of love that ends in shame,
where life’s but bargaining for gains,
160. and worship of a splendid name
yet begs of money and its chains.

What's given up are giddy fads,

where crowds shout falsehoods to your face,
where prejudice or nonsense adds

165. its glory to a famed disgrace.

Zemfira
But think of spacious chambers there,
and carpets in their many hues,

the feasts and games from which to choose.
what clothes the well-dressed women wear,
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Aneko

170. Y10 WyM BEcenmm ropoackmnx?
Fne HeT nobBU, TaM HET BECENUMN.
A geBbl... Kak Tbl nyylle uUx

N 6e3 HapaaoB Aoporux,

Bes xemuyros, 6e3 oxepenuin!

175. He naMeHucb, MOMN HEXHbIN Apyr!
A fA... 0OQHO MOE& XenaHbe

C Tobon penutb Ntob0BbL, AOCYT

N nobpoBonbHOE N3rHaHbe!

cTapuT

Tbl NtO6MWB HaC, XOTb N POXAEH
180.Cpeau 6oratoro Hapoaa.
Ho He Bcerga muna ceobopaa
TOMY, KTO K HEre npuyyeH.

MeX HaMKM eCTb O4HO npea

Llapém Korga-To cocnaH 6bin

185. lNMNonyaHsa XXUTtenb K HAM B U3rHaHbeE.
(A npexae 3Han, HO No3abbin

Ero myapé&Hoe npo3BaHbe.)

OH 6bIN yXXe netamu cTap,

Ho Mmnag v XXuB AyLwwon He3n106Hon —
190. MUMen oH neceH AMBHbLIV Aap

N ronoc, wymy Bog noaobHbIN —
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Aleko

170. What is that city gaiety

but empty merriment of girls

who have no love at heart? To me
you're better with no finery

or necklaces of costly pearls.

175. So never change, my gentle friend,
that everything I choose to share

in love and leisure to the end

is exile that I'll gladly bear.

Old Man

I know you love our simple days

180. though born of richer parenthood,
but freedom is not certain good

or those brought up in softer ways.

There is a legend we would tell

of someone exiled by his king

185. that, sent to us, had bid farewell
to southern ease (exhibiting

some nickname not recalled too well.)

He was in years then overlong

but young at heart in everything.
190. He had that innate gift for song
that’s in the water’s murmuring.
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N nontobunun BCE ero,

N >xun oH Ha 6perax AdyHas,

He obuxasa HUKOro,

195. Jliogen pacckasamum nneHsas;

He pasymen oH Hu4ero,

N cnab n pobok 6bin, Kak aeTu;
Yyxxune noan 3a Hero

3Bepen n pblb6 NoBUAK B CETU;

200. Kak Mépzna 6bicTpasa peka
N 3uMHKM BUXpK Byliesann,
MyWwmnCcTon KoXen noKpbiBanm
OHu cBgTaro crapuka;

Ho oH Kk 3a60TaM Xn3HN 6eaHoOM
205. MNpUBbLIKHYTb HUKOr4a He MOr;
CkuTtancs oH unccoxwuun, bnegHbin,
OH rosopu, 4YTo FHEBHbIN 6or

Ero kapan 3a npectynneHbe...
OH xpaan: Nnpuaét nu nsbasrneHbe.

210. M BCE HecYacCTHbIW TOCKOBan,
Bpoas no 6eperam [lyHas,

[la ropbku cnésbl nponuean,

CBoW ganbHbIW rpaj BOCMOMUHasN,
N 3aBelan oH, ymMupas,

215. YT06bI Ha tOr NepeHecnn
Ero Tockyrouwmne Koctu,

N cMepTblo — 4Yy>XXA0W Cen 3eMnun
He ycnokoeHHble rocTtu!
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And so the love of all he won

and, though he lived on Danube shores
without offending anyone,

195. his each engaging tale ignores

the needed things he left undone.
Both shy and weak he was, his wish
to be as nature’s child, and one

that strangers helped to hunt and fish

200. when rivers froze, and winter’s frost
seemed strange, and storms: they urged him don
the coat of fur all need anon:

a holy man but to his cost.

At our hard life he could but fail,

205. as not accustomed from the first.
And as he wandered, withered, pale,
he thought an angry god had cursed

him for some unfamiliar crime.
On that he waited, sure in time

210. recall would come. Still on he went
along the Danube banks. What tears,
what bitter homesick tears were spent
by one remembering former years.

And would until his deathbed hears

215. his plea that grieving bones be sent
on southward as his last request.

Alien he was, and only lent

to us as some reluctant guest.
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Aneko

Tak BOT cyabba TBOMX CbIHOB,
220. O PnmM, o rpomkasda gepxxasal..
Mesey nobsu, nesel 60ros,
CKaxkun MHe, 4TOo Takoe cnasa?

MorunbeHbIN ryn, xeanebHblW rnac,
N3 poaa B poabl 3BYK berymn?
225. Nnn nopa CeHb AbIMHOW KYLUM
LibiraHa AMKOro pacckas?

X Xk Xk

Mpowno aBa neta. Tak xe 6bpoasar
LibIraHbl MMPHOIO TOMOMN;

Be3ae no-npexHemy HaxoaaTt
230. NocTtenpnnMcTBO M NOKOW.

[Mpe3peB OKOBbl MPOCBELLEHbS,
AneKko BOJIEH, KaK OHMU;

OH 6e3 3a60T B coXaneHbs
Benér kouyrowme gHuW.

235. BC& TOT e OH; CeMbS BCE Ta Xe;
OH, NpexHnx NieT He NMOMHSA Aaxe,

K 6bITblO LbIFAHCKOMY MPUBLIK.

OH NobUT NX HOYNEroB CEHMN,

N ynoeHbe BEYHON fieHMn,

240. N 6eaHbIN, 3BYYHbIN UX A3bIK.

Menseab, 6erney poaHon 6epnoruy,
KocMaTbIn roCTb €ro waTpa,

B ceneHbsiX, BAOSIb CTEMHOMN AOPOrN,
bnns MongaBaHCKOro Asopa
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Aleko

Such is your children’s destiny,
220. O Rome. How loud was power
in love and beauty. Answer me:
how is your glory at this hour?

Resounding echo that has stood
the test of ages as from old,

225. or shadow in the smoky wood
that’s in a gypsy story told?

Xk Xk Xk

Two years have passed. The gypsies roam
the where they will and never cease

to find in any place their home,

230. a welcome and a quiet peace.

All learned constraints they leave behind,
Aleko is as free as they,

and no regrets disturb his mind

the length of that long nomad day.

235. They are his family, and now

he cannot quite remember how

he grew familiar with their ways,

or how the overnights allow

that blissful indolence, endow

240. him with the gypsy turn of phrase.

The bear has made their tent its lair,
from which it sallies out as sought
at roadside village: on they fare
towards that far Moldavian court.
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245. lNMepen TONMNOK OCTOPOXHOM
N TSXXKO nnsLWweT, N peBserT,
N uenb AOKYYHYIO FPbI3ET;
Ha nocox onepLlncb AOPOXHbIN,

Ctapuk neHunBo B 6y6HbI 6bET,

250. Aneko c neHbEM 3Beps BOAMUT,
3eMdupa nocenssH ob6xoanTt

N naHb nx BoNbHYHO 6EpéT.

HacTaHeT HOo4Yb; OHWN BCE Tpoe
BapaT HexaToe nweHo;

255. CTapuK yCHyn C 1 BCE B MNOKOE...
B waTtpe n TMxo u TeMHO.

CTtapuk Ha BeELWHEM COJIHUe rpeet
Y>X OCTbIBalOLWYO KPOBb;

Y ntonbKn Ao4vb noet NntoboBb.
260. Aneko BHeMneT n bnegHeer.

3eMmdpunpa

CTapbli My>X, FPO3HbIN MYX,
PeXXb MeHd, X' MeH4:

S TBepaa; He 60otocb

Hun HOXa, HWN OrHA.

265. HeHaBunxy Tebs,
Mpe3upato Tebs;

A apyroro nwobnto,
YMupato nobs.

Aneko

Monuun. MHe neHbe Hapoeno,
270. 9 anknx neceH He nwobno.
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245. It lurches on its dancing path,
before each cautious, watchful crowd;
it chafes at chain and roars aloud.
The old man leans upon his staff,

and softly beats the tambourine.
250. Aleko, singing, leads the bear.
Zemfira takes what folk can spare
and gladly from each passing scene.

X X X

The night will come and find the three
at supper, eating millet. Each his fill
255. will take, and sleep, the tent to be
in flooded darkness, quiet and still.

The old man’s cooling blood inhales

the springtime warmth. His daughter sings
a cradle song. Aleko brings

260. his wits to order, thinks and pales.

Zemfira

Husband old and stern,
hurt or harm your wife:
Strong I am and spurn
the fire and threatened knife.

265. You I hate and scorn,
one despised and worn;

another's love I'll be,
to death however drawn.

Aleko

I'm tired of songs, have had enough
270. of untamed mischief’s lunacy.
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3eMdupa

He nobuwb? MHe kakoe aeno!
A necHo ana cebsa noto.

PeXb MeHs, XXMM MeHs;

He Cckaxy Hu4yero;

275. CTapbIi MyX, FPO3HbLIA MYX,
He y3Haéwb ero.

OH cBeXee BECHHI,

>Kapue netHero aHs4;

Kak oH Monog n cMén!

280. Kak oH nobut mMeHs!

Kak nackana ero

A B HOYHOWM TULLIKNHE!

Kak cMesanucb Toraa
Mbl TBOEW ceaunHe!

Aneko

285. Monuu, 3empupa! a goBoneH...
3eMmdpunpa

Tak NOHAN MECHIO Tbl MOKO?

Aneko

3emcdpupal

3eMmdunpa

Tbl cepanTbCH BOJEH,
A necHto npo Tebsa noto.

yxoanT n noét: CTapbiii My>X U r1poH.
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Zemfira

What is it you do not love?
The things you hear I sing for me.

Hurt or harm your wife,

him I'll not betray;

275. not from me you’ll learn
who smiles on me today.
From fresh days in the spring,
come summer’s fuller days.
How brave he is and young,
280. how tender is his gaze.
So caresses may

foretell the silent night.

Secretely we laugh
at such a grey-haired sight.

Aleko

285. Be done, Zemfira. That’s enough.
Zemfira

Don’t you think the words ring true?
Aleko

Zemfira!

Zemfira

Anger shows its stuff,
acknowledges I sing of you!

Goes away and sings: Husband old and stern, and so on.
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cTapuT

290. Tak, NOMHIO, MOMHIO — MECH4 3Ta
Bo BpeMAa Halle cnoxeHa,

Y>xe naBHO B 3abaBy cBeTa

MoéTca Mmex naen oHa.

Kouysa Ha ctenax Karyna,

295. E€, 6bIBano, B 3MMHIO HOYb
Mosa nesana Mapuyna,

[Mepen orHeM Kayad O04b.

B yme MoeM MMHYBLWIM NeTa
Yac oT yacy TeMHeNn, TeEMHeEN;
300. Ho 3apoHuMnach necHya 3Ta
Ny6boKo B namsiTu Moewn.

X X X

BCcé Tnx0; HOUYb. JIyHOM yKpalueH
J1a3ypHbIn tora HebOoCKIOH,

Crapuk 3eMpupon npobyxaeH:
305. «O mMomn oTey! Aneko cTpaLwléH.
Mocnywan: CKBO3b TAXENbl COH

N CTOHEeT, 1 pblaaeT OH».

CTapuT

He TpoHb ero. XpaHu Mon4yaHbe.
Cnbixan a9 pycckoe npenaHbe:
310. Tenepb NOAYHOLLHOW MOPOW
Y cnawero TECHUT AblXaHbe
JoMawHnn ayx; nepeq 3apem
YxoaunTt oH. Cnau co MHOW.
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Old Man

290. Again, again, have I begun
to know that teasing song because
it caught the ear of everyone,

as sweet on winter steppes it was

to go on Kagul journeying.

295. Unhappily would then transpire
what Mariula used to sing

to daughter dandled by the fire.

Though mind that’s ever darkening hides
each hour by hour those summer days,
300. in memory that song resides

but deeper in the far-off haze.

Now all is silent and the moon
illuminates the southern sky.
Zemfira-woken from his swoon,

305. the father hears his daughter cry,
'When lost in heavy slumbers why
does my Aleko groan and sigh?’

Old Man

No, do not touch him. Sleepers may,
or so our Russian legends say,

310. at midnight’s dark authority

be under some vast spirits sway.
But in the morning, you will see,

it goes away. Come, sit with me.
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3eMdupa
Otey Moun! wenyeTt oH: 3emMdpupa

cTapuT

315. Tebs OH UWET U BO CHE:
Tbl ANg Hero Aopoxe Mupa.

3eMdupa
Ero nob6oBb NOCTbI/1a MHe.
MHe CKY4HO; cepaue BOaMN NPOCUT —

Yx 4... HO TMwe! cnblwnwb? OH
320. pyroe nMs npon3HOCMUT...

cTrapuT
Ube nmga?

3eMmdunpa
CnblWnLWb? XpUNablKA CTOH

N ckpexeT apbin!.. Kak yxacHo!..
51 pa3byxy ero...

CTapuT
325. HanpacHo,

Ho4yHOro ayxa He roHm —
YNOéT n cam...

3emMmdunpa
OH noBepHy/cH,

[MpnBCTan, 30BET MEH4H... NPOCHYICA —
330. Nay K HeEMY — npoLjan, yCHMW.
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Zemfira
He whispers, father, says my name.
Old Man

315. It’s you he looks for: in that dream
you are the world’s most treasured flame.

Zemfira
So once for me, though now it seem
a boredom I can hardly bear.

But quiet, listen: can’t you hear
320. some other’s name is uttered there?

Old Man
Then whose?
Zemfira
And now more groans appear.
How fearful are those howls of pain
I'll wake him up.
Old Man
325. No, don’t. In vain

is any intervention there.
In time he'll leave . .

Zemfira
He shifts around

and though he sought me in the sound.
330. Go back to sleep. He's in my care.
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Aneko

ne Tbl 6bINA?
3eMdupa

C oTuom cupena.

Kakon-to gyx tebs Tomun;

Bo cHe Aaywa TBOSA Tepnena

335. MyyeHbs; Tbl MEHSA CTpaLln:
Thbl, COHHbIN, CKpexeTan 3ybamu
N 3Ban MeHs.

Aneko

MHe cHunachb Thbl.
A Bunaen, 6yato mexay HaMmu...
340. 1 Buaen crpallHble MeyThbl!

3eMmdpunpa
He BEPb J1YKaBblIM CHOBUAEHbLAM.
Aneko

AX, 9 He Beplo HUYEMY:
Hu cHaM, HW CnagKUM yBepeHbsM,
Hu paxe cepauy TBOeMY.

cTapuT

345. O uém, besymMeL, MOIOA0N,
O 4éM B3AabiXaelWb Tbl BCEYACHO?
34ecb 1toan BOJbHbI, HEBO SACHO,
N >kEHbl CNaBATCSA Kpacoun.

He nnayb: TOoCKa Tebsa norybur.
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Aleko

Where were you?

Zemfira

With father sat.
You were possessed. What agony
your soul was in, such torment that
335. it frightened me. How angrily
in stormy sleep you gnashed your teeth.
You called to me.

Aleko

I dreamt of you.
And something threatening beneath
340. the dream that moved to hurt us two.

Zemfira

Then don't believe in what it says.
Aleko

I don't believe in anything
of dreams and sweet assurances,
or even what the heart may bring.

Old Man

345. Please, enough, young madman: you
can have no cause to hourly sigh.

You're free beneath a cloudless sky

with women known for beauty, too.
Despair is fatal: do not so.
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Aneko

350.0T1eu, oHa MeHs He nbuT.

CTapuT

YTewbCcd, Apyr: oHa AUTA.

TBOE yHbIHbe 6e3paccyaHo:

Tbl NOOULL FOPECTHO U TPYAHO,
A cepaue XXeHCcKoe — LWyT4.

355. B3rngHu: noa otAanéHHbIM CBOAOM
['ynaeT BonbHasa nyHa;

Ha Bclo npupoay MMMOXOAO0M

PaBHO cusIHbe NIbeT OHa.

3arngaHeTt B obnako ntoboe,
360. Ero TaK nbiWHO 03apuUT —
N BOT — y>XX nepewsia B Apyroe;
N To Hegonro noceTur.

KTO MecTo B HEBE el yKaXeT,
[MpnMonBSa: TaM OCTAaHOBUCH!

365. KTo cepaLuy tOHOM AeBbl CKAXET:
J1tobn ogHO, HE U3MEHUCBL?

YTewbcs.

Aneko

Kak oHa ntobuna!

Kak HeXXHO NPeKIOHACh KO MHe,
370. OHa B NYCTbIHHOW TULLUNHE
Yacbl HOYHble NpoBoauna!l
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Aleko

350. She does not love me: that I know.

Old Man

My friend, take comfort: she’s a child.
As dangerous as grievings are,

your love is strong and singular
where she is simply light and wild.

355. Across the heavens will the moon
not freely let her brightness fall

on nature underneath, that soon

her blessedness belongs to all?

In each passing cloud she pours
360. luxurient and dazzling light,
and at some other then will pause
but briefly in her transient flight.

But who can tell her never leave

her one position. Women range

365. to where they will, and none believe
the young in love will never change.
Take heart.

Aleko

But how she loved me then.
I was her one and whole delight:
370. she’d bend in silence through the night
most tenderly to me again,
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Becenbs geTckoro nosHa,

Kak 4yacTto MUbIM neneTaHbeM
Nnb ynouTenbHbIM 1063aHbEM
375. Moo 3a4yMUYMBOCTb OHa

B MMHYTY pa3orHatb ymenal..
N uTto X? 3emdpunpa HeBepHa!
Mos 3eMmdupa oxnagenal...

cTapuT

Mocnywan: pacckaxy Tebe
380. 4 noBecTb 0 caMOM cebe.

[JaBHO, oaBHO, Koraa [lyHaro
He yrpoxxan ewé mMmockanb —
(BoT BManLWb, S NpunomMmHato,
Aneko, cTapyto nedyansb.)

385. Toraa 60s11MCb Mbl CyNnTaHa;
A npaBun bya)akoM natua

C BblCOKMX bawleH AKkepMaHa —
A monopa 6bin; Most aywa

B TO BpeMsa pagoCTHO Kunena;
390. U HWM ogHa B KyApsX MOUX
Ewé ceanHka He 6benena, —
Mexay Kpacasul MOA0AbIX

OpgHa 6bina... n gonro eto,

Kak conHuem, nobosancs s,
395. N HakoHeL Ha3Basl MOEel...
AX, 6bICTPO MOSIO4OCTb MOS

3Be340M nagyyero MenbkHyna!
Ho Tbl, nopa nbsu, MMHYyNa
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full of childish chatter, full

of sweetness, babbling on.

Where has all that kissing gone

375. that made the nights so memorable,

that daylight worries fell away?
Is my Zemfira now to say
that wrong she was, and cold will stay?

Old Man

Now listen to me, let me tell
380. my story, how it once befell

and long ago, when Moscow was

no threat to us on Danube’s shores,
and one, my friend, recalled because
the mind, with effort, finds each cause.

385. It was the Bujak Pasha’s powers
we feared the most, the sovereignty
of Akkerman’s high walls and towers,
though I was young, my soul then free

to live in life’s exuberance.

390. My hair had not a touch of grey,
how often some young beauty’s glance
would linger on me, smile and stay.

But I had only eyes for one,

who was as sun is. From afar,

395. I looked for her, and longed, and won.
But faster that the shooting star

would go that youth’s sufficiency:
for one year only would I see
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Ewé 6bicTpee: TONbKO rog
400. MeHsa nwobuna Mapuyna.

OaHaxabl 6nn3 Karynbckmnx oA
Mbl 4yXabin Tabop NoBCTpevanu;
LibiIraHbl Te, CBOM LWIATPbI

Pa3zbue 6113 HawWKMX y ropeobl,

405. [1Be HOUM BMecCTe HoYeBaNu.

OHM yWwnn Ha TPETbIO HOUYb, —
N, 6pocs ManeHbKyo 404b,

Ywna 3a HMMK Mapuyna.
S MupHO cnan; 3apa 6necHyna;

410. lNpocHynca g, noapyrun HeT!
Nwy, 3o0By — nponan v cnea.

Tockys, nnakana 3emdupa,

N a 3annakan — C 3TuxX nop
[MoCTbINN MHE BCe AeBbl MUPA;
415. MexX nMK HMKoraa Mom B30p

He Bbibupan cebe noapyru,
N oanHOKMe pocyru
Y>Xe HU C KeM 4 He genun.

Aneko

[1a KakK Xe Tbl He nocneLwun’s

420. ToTtyac Bocnea HebnarogapHowm
N XULWHMKaM 1 el KOBapHOW
KnH>xana B cepalie He BOH3UN?
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my Mariula: nothing more
400. was my beloved’s love for me.

For then beside the Kagul shore

we met an alien company

of gypsies in their tented place

arranged, like ours, at mountain’s base,
405. we spent two nights with them, to be

abandoned on the third, and find
our daughter had been left behind.

My Mariula with them gone
the while we quietly slumbered on.

410. I woke companionless, to face
a search and call, but not a trace.

How endlessly Zemfira wept

as I did also. From that day

how many looks I'd intercept

415. of virgins well inclined, but they

gained nothing from me. On my own
I stayed and was more silent grown:
a life not shared with anyone.

Aleko

But after her you should have run,
420. the perpetrator and her friend,
and with a dagger made an end

of what those faithless two had done.
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cTapuT

K yemy? BO/ibHee NTULbl MNaAoCTb;
KTOo B cunax yaepxaTb nt060Bb?
425. Ypepoto BceM AaéTCs paaocTb;
Y10 6b110, TO HE 6yAeT BHOBb.

Aneko

A He TakoB. HeT, a4 He cnopA

OT NnpaB MOUX He OTKaxycb!

Nnn XOTb MLWEHbEM Hacnaxychb.

430. O HeT! KOrga 6 Hag 6e3aHOMN MOpH4

Haweén a cnawero Bpara,
KNnsiHyCb, 1 TYT MOS HOra

He nowaawnna 6bl 3n04e4;

1 B BO/THbLI MOpS, He bnegHes,
435. N 6e33awmnTHOro 6 TONKHYN;
BHe3anHbIn yXac npobyxaeHbs
CBupenbIM CMEXOM YMpeKHyn,

N ponro MHe ero nageHbs
CMewWwoH n cnagok 6bin 6bl ryn.

MOJ1040M LUbIraH

440. Ewé oaHo... oagHOo nob63aHbe...
3eMmdunpa

Mopa: Mol MyX peBHWB WU 30/1.
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Old Man

But why? For freedom youth will yearn,
a bird that no one wants to pen.

425. To each comes happiness in turn,

though what was once won't be again.

Aleko

Well, I'm not one to cede my rights,
but in revenge luxuriate.

I would at once at retaliate,

430. if rival came within my sights.

And if I found the enemy
defenceless sleeping by the sea
I'd not a moment hesitate

but hurl the villain to his fate.

435, I'd drown the man as I saw fit.
What terror when he came awakel
But afterwards I'd not a whit

reproach myself but laugh and make
a tune and gladly hum to it.

X X X
Young Gypsy
440. One more kiss I beg to know . . .

Zemfira

My husband’s jealous, is not sane . .
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LbiraH

OpHo... HO gone!l.. Ha npouwaHbe.
3eMmdunpa

Mpowan, NnoKkamMecT He NpULWEén.
UbliraH

CkaxXy — Korga X onsaTb cBUAAHbE?
3eMmdpunpa

445, CerogH4, Kak 3anaéTt nyHa,
Tam, 3a KypraHoM Hajg MOruaoun...

UblrfraH

O6bmaHeT! He NnpuaéT oHa!
3eMmdunpa

BoT oH! 6eru!.. Mpunay, MO MUNbINA.
Aneko cnut. B ero yme

450. BugeHbe CMYyTHOE UrpaerT;

OH, c KpuKOM Npobyasicb BO TbMe,
PeBHMBO pyKy NMpOCTUPAET,;

Ho o6pobenas pyka

[MoKpOBbI XN1aAHble XBaTaeT —

455. Ero noapyra ganeka...
OH c TpeneToM npuBCTasa U BHEMJIET...
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Gypsy

Just one more kiss before I go.
Zemfira

Before he comes. We'll meet again.
Gypsy

So tell me where and when
Zemfira

445, Tonight behind the funeral mound
when darkening sets the moon above.

Young Gypsy
If sweet deceiver can’t be found?

Zemfira

But husband may. I'll come, my love.

Aleko’s sleeping, lost in dreams

450. that slowly occupy his mind,

there darkening, darkening, till he deems
himself mistaken now to find

an absence greets him from the bed.
He puts a hand into the blanket’s fold,
455. but finds no occupant, instead

a sleeping place that’s long been cold.
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Bcé TMxo — cTpax ero obvemner,
M0 HEM TEKYT U Xap W xnaa;

BcTaéTt oH, 13 WwaTpa BbIXO4UT,
460. Bokpyr Tener, yxaceH, 6poauT;
CnokoWHO BCE; nons Monyar;

TeMHO; NlyHa 3awWna B TyMaHhbl,

UyTb 6pe3XunT 3Be3 HeEBEPHbIN CBET,
YyTb N0 poce NpUMETHbLIN creq

465. BenéTt 3a AanbHble KypraHbl:

HeTepnenneso OH UAET,
Kyaa 3nosewmmn cnen Benér.

Mormnna Ha Kpaw goporm

Baoann 6eneet nepea HUM...
470. Tyoa cnabewouwme Horu
BnauuT, npea4yBCTBMEM TOMUM,
LpoxaT ycTa, ApoXaT KOJeHU,
NpeT... n BApPYr... Wb 3TO COH?
Bapyr BuanT 61n3kue aBe TeHU

475. N 6AM3KON WENOT CNbIWNT OH —
Han obeccnaBneHHOM MOTruMJIoN.

1-1 ronoc
Mopa...
2-1 ronoc

MNocTomn...
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Then terrors seize him: uncontrolled,
the fire and ice course every vein,

that, on his feet, propelled by doubt,
460. he gains the entrance, staggers out,
and stares around. The steppes remain

beneath a moon that’s barely found,

the stars are faint and can deceive,

yet still the dew-thick grasses leave

465. a track towards that funeral mound.

With fear and then ferocious speed,
he follows where the footprints lead.

The grave beside the wayside grows

to glimmering whiteness as he nears

470. what stumbling legs will now disclose,
as more tormenting grow his fears.

With trembling lips, on trembling knees

as sees at once, or sees a dream

of figures, voices. . . by degrees

475. the shadows there no longer seem
but what the shame-faced tomb must give.

Ist Voice

Enough.
2"d Voice

No, stay. ..
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1-1 ronoc

Mopa, MOW MUNbIN.

2-1 ronoc

480. HeT, HeT, NOCTON, AOXAEMCS AHA.
1-1 ronoc

Y>X no3gHo.

2-W ronoc

Kak Tbl pob6ko nobuulb.
MUHyTy!

1-1 ronoc

Tbl MeHs norybuLlb.
2-1 ronoc

485. MunnyTty!

1-1 ronoc

Ecnn 6e3 MeHd
NMpocHeTCca MyX?..
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Ist Voice
It's time, my love.
2"d Voice
480. It can’t be long to break of day?.
15t Voice

That’s much too late.

2nd VVoice
How timidly
you love. Please wait.
15t Voice
You'll ruin me.
2"d Voice

485. One minute.
15t VVoice

But if I'm away,
the moment husband wakes . . .
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Aneko

[MpocHyncsa 4.

Kyaa Bbl! He cnewuTe 06a;
490. Bam xopowo u 3aech y rpoba.
3eMmdunpa

Mon gpyr, 6erun, bermu...
Aneko

MNocTon!

Kyna, kpacaseu monogomn?
Jlexu!

(BoH3aeT B HEro Hox.)
3eMmdunpa

495. Aneko!

LblraH

YMupato...

3eMmdpunpa

Aneko, Tbl Y6bELb ero!

B3rnsHu: Tbl BeCb 06pbi3raH KpoBbiO!
4YTO Tbl caenan?
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Aleko
He may.

So why not brave him to his face?
490. This tomb will make a fitting place.

Zemfira
My good friend, run, run . ..
Aleko

Run?
My fine young fellow, I'm not done.
Stay down.
(Strikes him with knife.)
Zemfira
495. Aleko!
Young Gypsy.

Life goes out.
Zemfira
Disgrace

is in such splattered blood. His death
brings what?
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Aneko

500. Huuero.
Tenepb Ablwn ero NboBbLIO.

3eMdupa
HeT, nonHo, He 60otoCb Tebs! —

TBOWM yrpo3bl npe3unpato,
TB0OE YyOMNCTBO NMPOK/MHALO...

Aneko

505. YMpu x u Tbi!

(MNopaxaet €é€.)

3eMmdunpa

YMpy ntobs...

BoCTOK, A€HHULUEN 03apeHHbIN,
Cuan. Aneko 3a X0/IMOM,

C HOXXOM B pyKaxX, OKpOBaBJ/IEHHbIN
510. Cngen Ha kaMHe rpo6oBOM.
[lBa Tpyna nepea HUM nexanw;
Yébuinuya ctpawéH 6bia nnuyomMm.

LibiraHbl pobKO OKpYy>Xanu
Ero BCTpeBOXXeHHOW TONMOMN.
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Aleko

500. A fitful grace
where you can drink your lover’s breath.

Zemfira

But, see: I'm not afraid of you.
You threaten me but I despise
your honour in this hateful guise.
Aleko

505. Then die as well.

(Knifes her.)

Zemfira

To him still true . . .

And now the dawn-star’s lost to day,
as, on the hill, but left alone,

his knife still wet, Aleko lay

510. bewildered on that coffin stone.

Two corpses stretched upon the ground,
the face that saw them fearsome grown.
Shyly gypsies mill around,

by mounting apprehensions sent.
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515. Moruny B cTopoHe Konanu.
LLInn »xEHbl ckopbHOW Yepenown
N B oun MEPTBbLIX LieoBanu.
Crapuk-oTeLl, OAUH cnaen

N Ha norubwyto rnagen

520. B HeMOM 6e30encTBUM nevyanu;
MoagHsNM Tpynbl, MOHECN
N B NOHO XN1aaHoOe 3eM/un
YETy Mnagyto NONOXUNun.

Aneko nsganun cMoTpen

525. Ha BCé&... Korga e ux 3akpbiamu
NocneaHem ropCTnio 3eMHOM,

OH MoOn4a, MeasieHHO CKJIOHUCSA

N ¢ KaMHSa Ha TpaBy CBauCA.

Toraa ctapuk, npmbnuxacbh, pek:
530. «OcTaBb Hac, ropabin Yenosek!
Mbl AMKW; HET Y HAaC 3aKOHOB,

Mbl He Tep3aeM, He Ka3HUM —

He HYy>XHO KpoBW HaM M CTOHOB —
Ho »Xntb Cc ybmumnuemn He xXoTuM...

535. Tbl He poXXaéH ANs AUMKOW A0Nu,
Tbl Ansa cebsa NUWb Xoyewb BOMU;
Y>xaceH HaM TBoM byaeT rnac:

Mbl pobku 1 A06pbI AYLLOHO,

Tbl 301 N CMEN — OCTaBb Xe Hac,
540. Npoctn, aa éyaet Mup c To6010>.
Ckasan — W1 WyYMHO TONNOLO

MogHsnca Tabop KoveBow

C AONMHBI CTpaWHOro HoYera.

N ckopo BCE B Aanun CTenHOMn

545. Cokpbinocbk; nuwb oaHa Tenera,
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515. A grave was dug beside the road.
The wives in sad succession went

and on cold lids their kiss bestowed.
The old man, on his own, half-crazed,
at those still figures dumbly gazed.

520. But when those looks had drunk their fill
of anguish and of sorrow’s worth,

they took each one and in the earth

interred them quietly, cold and still.

Aleko from afar seemed dazed

525. but watched to see the last soil spill
and put the figures out of sight.

Silently he bowed his head,

from tombstone fell to grassy bed.

And then the old man, drawing near,

530. said, ‘Youth, you are not wanted here.
Though wild we may be, know no laws,
exact no blood in penalty,

but with a murderer won’t have cause

to live in former amity.

535. You were not born to freedom’s wealth
but seized it solely for yourself.

Repugnant is that brazen voice

to us of quiet communities.

Be gross and strong: such is your choice,
540. which we forgive. So go in peace.’
With wailing cries at his release

the gypsies streamed away. They left

the valley of that dreadful night,
545. and on that plain, of them bereft,
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Y60rmm KpbiTast KOBpoM,
Crosina B nose poKoBOM.
Tak nHorga nepejg 31MMolo,
TyMaHHOW, yTpeHHEN MOopoto,

550. Korga nogbemsnieTcsa C noneun
CTtaHunua no3gHuX XXypasnewu

N c KpnkoM BAanb Ha Or HECETCH,
MPOH3EHHbIN rMbenbHbIM CBUHLIOM
OAauH neyvanbHO OCTaeTcH,

555. T0OBUCHYB paHEHbIM KPbIJIOM.

HacTtana Houb: B Tenere TEMHOM
OrHea HUKTO He pa3ioxXul,
HWUKTO noa Kpblwe NOAbEMHOWN
[o yTpa CHOM He omno4u.

2NMnor

560. BonwebHon cnnon necHoneHbs
B TyMaHHOW namMaTn Moeun

TaK 0OXUBAAKOTCH BUAEHBS

To cBeTNbIX, TO NeYanbHbIX AHEMN.

B ctpaHe, roe gonro, nonro 6paHu
565. Y>XacHbIn ryn He yMmoskan,
[Ae noBenuTenbHbIE rpaHn
Crtambyny pycckuin ykasan,
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was but one cart, poor carpet found
to mark that fatal camping ground,
as sometimes, on a winter’s dawn,
across the fields the mist is drawn

550. to screen where somesuch village lies.
Late cranes start up, with haunting cries,

and, flapping ever southward, find
what grievous hurt the hunters bring,
as one bird sadly limps behind

555. and trails its gunshot-heavy wing.

The night has come. No fire is lit,

no figure’s vigil there is kept;

no one has warmth or cheer in it,

or long beneath that awning slept.

Epilogue

560. Such is the magic power of song
that distant memories may stir:
envisioned hopes for which we long,
then sadnesses our lives incur.

And in these lands of long abuse,

565. where sounds of warfare never cease
and might of Russian arms reduce

the limits of the Turkish lease:
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Ae cTapbli Haw Opén ABYyrnaBbIn
EWé WwyMnT MUHYBLLEN CNaBoOW,

570. BcTpeyan a nocpeamn crenemu
Han pybexamu ApeBHUX CTaHOB
Tenern MMUpHbIE LbIFAHOB,
CMNpPEHHON BONIBHOCTU AETEMN.

3a UX NeHUBbIMU ToNNaMu

575. B nycTbIHAX 4YacTo g 6poaun,
[MpocCTyo MUy nx genun

N 3acbinan npen nx orHAMu.

B noxoanax MeaneHHbIxX nobun
X neceH pagoCTHble rynbl —
580. U ponro mnnon Mapwuynbl
A nMma HexxHoe TBepaun.

HO cuyacTbsa HeT U Mexay Bamu,
Mpupoabl 6eaHble CbiHbI! ..
noAa U3gpaHHbIMU WaTpamMun
585. XnBYyT MyuynTesibHbIE CHbI,

N Bawun ceHn Ko4yeBble

B nycTbIHAX He cnacnucb oT 6ep,
N BCroay CTpacTn poOKOBbIE,

N oT cyneb 3awmTbl HeT.
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the double-headed eagle reigns
in glory and its ancient gains.

570. And on these steppes I've often met,
beyond the ancient battlefields,

the carts and young of gypsies set

on paths their wandering freedom vyields.

Behind those crowds I've also kept
575. their faith in common fortitude,
have often shared their simple food,
and by their welcome fires have slept.

I too have loved each slow campaign
and in their cheerful manner sung
580. of Mariuly, sweet among

the names that I repeat again.

To all our joys comes ill-intent:

the meekest have their frailties,

and under the most airy tent

585. live painful dreams and memories.

In empty canopies, about

the desert wastes, fierce mischiefs wait.
Our harmful passions find us out:

there is no refuge from our fate.
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GLOSSARY AND APPROXIMATIONS

Gypsies: Pushkin’s view of the Romani is an unusually
sympathetic one, which gave rise to various rumours: that
Pushkin was an expert on Romani matters, that he spoke
their language, and had a tragic affair with a beautiful
Romani. All are simply legends. Pushkin did visit their
camps, but the portrait in The Gypsies is his own creation,
based on observations, reading and what he needed for the
poem’s theme. Pushkin’s intuitions were basically correct,
however, and even in the last century the Romani have been
ostracized, repressed, enslaved and/or ethnically cleansed.
See Aliana Lemo’s Between Two Fires: Gypsy Performance
and Romani Memory from Pushkin’s time to Post-Socialism.
Duke University Press, 2000. Also M. F. Muryanov's Pushkin
and the Gipsy (in Russian)
http://www.philology.ru/literature2/muryanov-99.htm

10. Bessarabia: part of today’s Moldavia: a strip of land
northwest of the Black Sea, bounded by the rivers Dniester
and Prut. Formerly part of the Ottoman Empire, it was ceded
to Russia in the Treaty of Bucharest, following the 1806-12
Turko-Russian War. The country is very fertile, with hilly
plains and flat steppes.

73. ‘a boisterous, makeshift, wild affray’: content
interchanged from line 90.

107-8. ‘not sow / nor reap’ is my addition.
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183-218. Refers to the poet Publius Ovidius Naso (43 BC -
17/18 AD), exiled by Augustus in AD 8 to Tomis (now
Constanta), on the Black Sea. The reasons are unknown,
possibly for Ovid's opposition to the emperor's marriage
laws, or out of personal animosity. In this semi-barbarian
land the poet produced two collections, Tristia and Epistulae
ex Ponto, but was not recalled.

275-6. ‘not from me you’ll learn / who smiles on me today’:
the Russian is ‘(you’ll) not recognize him’.

294. The Kagul is a river in Moldavia, incidentally the site of
a famous victory in 1770, where the Russian army under
Peter Rumyantsev defeated at much larger Turkish force.

295. ‘Unhappily’ is my addition.

529. I have not translated the ‘pek’ (rivers) as it seems
largely introduced to meet rhyme needs.

385-8. Bujak is an area along the Black Sea coast between
the Dniester and the Danube. At its centre was the fortress
of Akkerman (now Belgorod-Dniester). In 1806 the city was
taken by the Russians, and in 1812 the whole region was
annexed. Pasha was a high rank in the Ottoman
administration, typically given to governors and army
generals.

392. ‘would linger on me, smile and stay’: the Russian is
simply ‘among beautiful girls’.
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504. ‘your honour in this hateful guise’: the Russian is
‘execrate your murder’.

564-7. Refer to Turko-Russian War and the new frontiers
established by the Bucharest Peace Treaty of 1812.
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APPENDIX

Traduttore traditore, says the Italian proverb, and in this
ebook I have provided two versions: a formal translation
into acceptable English verse and a plain word-for-word
rendering. I hope both will be useful.

Also in this Appendix is the prosody of Pushkin’s text, where
masculine rhymes appear in lower case letters and the
feminine in upper case.

Pushkin’s own use of Russian evolved, and the change to
greater simplicity comes with The Gypsies, where Pushkin
strips the language of all unnecessary ornament and exhibits
his unrivalled gift for finding the most effective Russian
expression. But the change was not wholly effected in the
one work. Traces of earlier poeticisms remain (e.g ‘bed of
bliss” in line 73), and Pushkin’s verse can also fail to fully
enclose the sense (as in lines 223-4, for example, which
simply say ‘Grave rumble, laudatory voice, / from race to
birth sound?’ I have had to expand this to ‘Resounding echo
that has stood / the test of ages as from old?’) In fact, as
the reader comparing the formal and literal renderings will
find, there are many condensations, work arounds and small
amplifications, but all, I hope, are consonant with Pushkin’s
apparent intentions. Serious departures from Puskin’s text
are few, however, and noted in the Glossary.

The Gypsies was the last of Pushkin’s cycle of southern
tales, and proved as popular as its predecessors. The
Caucasus was an exotic land to Russians, one inhabited by
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fiercely independent races with colourful customs. But where
Pushkin’s previous tales had been filled with the high-blown
sentiments of the Romantic novel, The Gypsies is recounted
quietly and rationally. By looking through the literal version
given here the reader can see Pushkin’s measured words,
noting how quietly the scene is set, the relevant information
is laid out, and with what restraint the protagonists’
emotions are depicted. Pushkin tends to be admirably clear,
and that surface clarity only hints at what Chateaubriand
and Byron, important influences on Pushkin, would elaborate
in extended description or impassioned declamation. Pushkin
indeed retains much of the reserve and urbanity of 18t
century writers, and stays in strict control of his narrative.
We are only told what we need to know in The Gypsies, that
Aleko is thoughtful of the life he left behind, that Zemfira’s
father is old, passive and accepting, and that Zemfira is
impulsive and high-spirited. But there is no character
drawing as such, and Zemfira receives the only epithet:
dark-eyed, a very conventional description.

Russian verse is a little different from English, and the
prosody pages give the natural or intrinsic stresses
possessed by the individual Russian words. Russian words
may or may not have a stressed syllable, but they never
have a secondary stress. One word, of whatever number of
syllables, can therefore have no more than one stressed
syllable. By Russian verse conventions, however — highly
artificial but serving well for two centuries — multisyllablic
words can nonetheless be fitted into a simple metrical
scheme by assigning an unvoiced stress to syllables that are
not stressed in conversation, allowing them to be 'sensed' or
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‘heard' in the mind only. But while the natural stress pattern
is individual words is largely fixed, the Russsian poet can
chose his words so that the number of natural stresses
varies from the full complement to practically none in any
given line. Russian verse is therefore more fluid and
delicately patterned than its English counterpart, and end
rhyme is correspondingly more important.

Pushkin’s opening lines, for example, have 2, 2, 3 and 3
natural stresses respectively and are rhymed a B a B.

LibiIraHbl WyMHOK TONNOK a

Mo Beccapabun kouytoT. B

OHW ceréaHs Hap pekodi a

B waTtpax usdapaHHbIX Ho4uytoT. B

The English translation, however, lacks the feminine rhymes
and always has 4 stresses to the line:

The gypsies in their noisy way a

that far through Bessarabia roam b

are camped across the river, stay a

in threadbare tents that make their home. b

This translation faithfully replicates Pushkin’s rhyme
schemes throughout, but replaces the feminine rhyme with a
masculine one. There are three reasons for doing so. Firstly,
to replicate Pushkin’s tight and complex rhymes schemes in
the short tetrameter line is extraordinarily difficult for a
language like English, which is comparatively poor in
rhymes, and to additionally replicate the unnatural feminine
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rhymes is to vastly compound the task, indeed to make it
well-night impossible if acceptable verse is wanted.
Secondly, the feminine rhyme scheme is foreign to our
English tradition, and introduces a mannered style, generally
with an unwanted note of humour or irony. Thirdly, attempts
to translate the feminine line, as in the excellent Irina
Zheleznova translation, freely available from Gutenberg —
dated but still readable, with frequent snatches of real
poetry — entails many approximate rhymes and departures
from the strict sense. Her fourth line, for example, is an
invention, a happy invention, but not what Pushkin wrote:

The Gypsies Bessarabia roam

In noisy crowds . . . Above a river

In tattered tents they make their home.
From night’s cool breezes seeking cover.

Fidelity is important, however, because The Gypsies is tautly
written, with each word counting. We can remove the
invention easily enough:

The gypsies in their noisy way

that down from Bessarabia wander

have pitched their threadbare tents and stay
tonight across the river yonder.

But the verse is still foreign to the English tradition, drawing
attention to rhymes that seem adventitious or contrived.

Nearly all The Gypsies is written in iambic tetrameters: four
implicit beats to the line. But as indicated in the prosody
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pages, Zemfira’'s song (lines 261-68 and 273-84) are written
in dimeters, a ternary rhythm with two beats to the line,
usually u u — u u -, but occasionally — u u - u u . This brings
many translation difficulties. Anapaestic and dactylic verse is
uncommon in English, and rarely successful. Even in the
hands of accomplished masters (Hood’s Song of the Shirt,
Byron’s Destruction of Sennacherib) the poems are very
unsong-like, and quite foreign to the sentiments of Zemfira’s
words.

It is of course possible to set a wide variety of verse
rhythms to music, but the melodies are then something
external and subsidiary to the text. Such are the attractive
songs that sometimes accompany Russian recordings of The
Gypsies. Song-like rhythms in English verse itself are largely
the preserve of the trimeter and tetrameter.

Bearing these points in mind, it seems sensible to retain
Pushkin’s rhyme schemes and his line of six syllables, but
replace the ternary dimeters with iambic trimeters (i.e.
replace theuu - uu - withu-u-u-). The English
rhythms are then nothing like the Russian, of course, and
the rhyming in short lines brings some departures from any
word-for-word rendering, but the approach conforms with
my intention here, which is to create something in the
English verse tradition that reflects The Gypsies in the
Russian. In the broader schemes of translation, this aims to
'‘domesticate' the Russian (so it is read comfortably and
assimilated in English) rather than 'foreignize' it (preserving
the original features of the text and so stressing the
differences to English literature).
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Finally, we should also note that while the tetrameter is a
popular line in English verse, it is one more associated with
lyrical and swift-moving pieces than with straight narrative.
This association is not the case in Russian, however, and
any tetrameter employed here has to proceed at an easy
and flexible pace, especially with Pushkin, who is noted for
his naturalness in verse.

Also to be found in this Appendix is the literal translation, a
word-for-word rendering as literal as I can reasonably make
it. Given basic differences in the languages, the rendering is
nonetheless not quite as Russians would understand the
text. Russian verb conjugations are more informative than
ours. Where we simply say ‘knew’ for all the *he’, ‘she’, 'it’
and ‘they’ conjugations, the corresponding Russian is 3Han,
3Hana, 3Hano and 3Hanu respectively. I have not shown the
indicated conjugations for reasons of space, but a simple
Russian grammar will allow the rendering to be checked.

Conversely, while we in English use the present tense of the
verb ‘to be’, Russian generally does not, the ‘is’ and ‘are’
being implied by context. Again, in the interests of
simplicity, of a word-for-word match of texts, I have not
shown these ‘missing’ forms of the copula. Nor have I shown
the definite or indefinite article in the literal translation, as
again Russian doesn’t use them.

Most important of all, Russian is an inflected language where

the endings of nouns and adjectives indicate one of six
cases: nominative, accusative, genitive, dative, prepositional
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and instrumental. Word order can be fairly free in Russian
verse, therefore, without losing the sense, but Pushkin does
on occasion invert what would be normal speech, and the
literal translation indicates where this happens. Such
inversions appear as well in the formal translation, as this is
also a convention of English verse, but the English inversions
don’t generally replicate the Russian ones, nor vice versa.
Rhyme, cadence, and sonic patterning all require that verse
in both languages enjoy some freedom in word order.

That freedom is all the more important because, as I've
mentioned, it is generally difficult to replicate tight rhyme
schemes in the short English tetrameter, but more difficult
still to make that replication into poetry. Yet in literary
translations, some poetry there must be. Unless we're
academics or Russian students, we don’t read Pushkin for
anything else, and a rendering that doesn’t at least echo the
original in this respect is a failure. Accordingly, I hope
readers, in comparing the formal and literal versions, will be
able to appreciate the many adjustments made, not only to
point, amplify and clarify the text, but to bring it within the
ambit of acceptable English verse.

Possibly the best way to appreciate the poem is to hear it
read aloud, and the Selected References and Resources
section lists several of the audio recordings now available
online. The Appendix may also help listeners pick out and
understand the individual words, thereby appreciating
Pushkin’s simple but apt constructions.
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PROSODY

LbIFAHBI

LibiraHbl WyMHOK TONMNOK a

Mo Beccapabuun kouytoT. B

OHWM cerdaHsa Hap pekon a

B waTpax u3dapaHHbIX HOoYylOT. B

5. Kak BONbHOCTb, BECeN UX HOYMEr C
N MUpHbIN COH noa Hebecamu; D
Méxay Konécamu Tenér, c
MNonysaBelaHHbIX KoBpamun, D

FopwnT ordHb; ceMbs Kpyrom e

10. FoTOBUT YXXWH; B unctoMm none F
MacyTcs KOHM; 3a WaTpoOM e

PyuyHol meaBénb nexuT Ha BoOne. F

Bcé »nBo nocpean ctenémn: g

3a646Tbl MUpPHbIE CEMEN, g

15. FoTOBbIX C YTPOM B NyTb HeaanbHU, H
N NécHU XEH, U KpUK aeTéin, g

N 3BOH noxdaHOM HakoBanbHU. H

Ho BOT Ha Tabop Ko4eBOM i
HucxoanT cOHHoe MonyaHbe, J

20. M cnblWHO B TULIMHE cTEeNHOM i
JInwb nan cobak aa KoHéM pxaHbe. ]
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LITERAL TRANSLATION

The Gypsies

Gypsies in noisy crowd

round Bessarabia wander.
They today over river,

in tents tattered spend night.

5. How free, welcome their stay
and peaceful sleep under heavens;
Between the wheels of carts,

half hung carpets.

A fire is burning; family around
10. is cooking dinner; in open field
graze horses; behind the tent

a tame bear lies in wild.

Everything alive in middle of steppes:
caring peaceful families,

15. Ready in morning to leave shortly
and songs wives, and shouts of children,
and ringing of marching anvil.

But here at camp nomadic
descends sleepy silence,

20. and heard in silence of steppe
only bark dogs yes horses neigh.
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Orun Be3aé norauwetsl, k
CnokOMHO BCE, NyHa cusiet L
OaHa c HeBEcHOM BbIlKNHBI K
25. U Tnxuin Tabop o3zapserT. L

B waTpé oagHOM CTapuK He cnuT; m
OH népen yrnamm cuanT, m
Corpétblii X NocnéaHnm xapom, N
N B néne ganbHee rnagnT, m

30. Ho4yHbIM noaepHyToe napom. N

Eré mondaeHbkas Ao4db O

Mowna rynatb B NyCTbIHHOM none. P
OHa npuBbikna K péssoi Bone, P
OHa nNpuaéT; HO BOT YX HOYb, O

35. N ckbépo Mécsu yx noknHeT Q
Heb6éc nanékux obnaka, — r
3eMdUpbl HET Kak HeT; U CTbiHET Q
Y6Oruii y)KMH ctapuka. r

Ho BOT OHA; 3a Hélo cnéaom S
40. Mo cTénu Howa cnewuT; t
LibiIraHy BOBCE OH HEBEAOM. S
«OTéu Mo, — aésa ropoput, — t

Beny s réocrts; 3a kypraHom U

Erd B nycTblHE A HaWwNa v

45. N B TAbop HA HOYb 3a3Bana. v
OH xb4eT 6bITb Kak Mbl LblraHoM; U

Erdé npecnéayet 3akdH, v

Ho s emy noapyron 6ya W

Erd 30BYyT ANéKO — OH V

50. F'otéB natn 3a MHOW BCOay». W
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Lights everywhere extinguished,
Calm everything, moon shines
one from heavenly height

25. and quiet camp illuminates.

In tent alone old man not sleep;
he before coals sits,

Warmed their last heat,

and in field far gazes,

30. night covered with haze.

His young daughter

went for walk in desolate field.

She got used to independent will,

she will come; but now already night

35. and very soon the moon will leave
heaven far clouds, -

Zemfira very much not; and getting cold
poor dinner of old man.

But here she; behind her

40. through the steppes young man hurries,
gypsy completely he unknown.

"My father, - says maiden -

lead I guest; behind mound

him in wilderness I found

45. and in camp for night I called.
He wants to be as us a gypsy;

him is chasing law,

but I his girlfriend was

His name is Aleko - he

50. ready to follow me everywhere. "
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Ctapuk

A paa. OctaHbcsa Ao yTpa z

Mon cCéHblo HALLEro waTpa z

Nnn npobyab y Hac u adne, A

Kak Tbl 3ax04ellb. 4 rotoB b

55. C 10661 nennutb 1 xneb n KpoB. b

Byab Haw — NpuBbLIKHU K Hawen adne, A
Bpoasiwien 6éaHoctn n BONe — A

A 33aBTpa C YTpeHHel 3apén

B oaHOM Tenére mbl noéaem; D

60. Mpumncek 3a npdmbicen NbON: C
Xenéso Kyn — nnb NECHU NMown C

N cenbl 06xoan c measéaem. D

Anéko

4 ocTardchb.
3eMdpunpa

OH byneT Mol: e

65. KT0 XX OT MeHa erd otroHuT? F
Ho né3aHo... Mécay monoadv e
3alwén; nons NoKpbITbl MIION, €
N cCOH MeHs HEBONbHO KNOHUT.. F

CeeTnod

CTapuK TUXOHbKO 6poanT G

70. Bokpyr 6e3ménBHOro watpa. h
«BcTaBain, 3emdpupa: conHue BcxoauT, G
MpdcHucb, Mo rocTb! nopa, nopa!..h
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Old Man

I am glad. Stay till morning

under canopy of our tent

Or stay with us and share

as you want. I'm ready

55. with you share and bread and shelter.

Be ours - get used to our lot,
roaming of poverty and will -

And tomorrow with morning dawn
in one cart we will go;

60. take over crafts any:

iron working — or songs sing

and villages go round with bear.

Aleko
I am staying.
Zemfira

He will be mine:

65. Who from me him drive away?
But late ... moon young

rest; the fields covered with gloom
and sleep me involuntarily attends ..

Old Man
Old man quietly wanders
70. around silent tent.

"Get up, Zemfira: sun rises,
wake up, my guest! time, time! ..
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OcTtaBbTe, AéTn, néxe Hérn!..» ]
N c wymoM BbicbiNan Hapoa; k
75. WaTpbl pa3ébpaHbl; Tenérun J
FoTéBbI ABUHYTbCSA B noxoa. k

Bcé BMécTe TpOHYNOCb — U BOT |
Tonna BanuT B NyCTbIX paBHMHax. M
Ocnbl B NepeknaHbIxX Kop3nHax M
80. AeTén nrpatrowmx Hecyt; |
My>Xbsi U 6paTbs, XEHbl, AéBbl, N

N cTtap v mnaa Bocnéa mayT; |
Kpuk, WwWyM, ublraHckme npunéebl, N

MenBéast pés, erdo ueném p

85. HeTepnenneoe 6psiuaHbe, p
JToxMOTbeB APKMX NECTPOT], q
[eTéin n cTapues HaroTa, g
Cob6aK 1 nan n 3aBbiBaHbe, p

BonblHKM rOBOp, CKpbIN TeNér, r

90. Bcé ckyaHO, ANKO, BCE& HecTpOIHO, S
Ho BCE Tak »XMBO-HecrnokoOmHo, S

Tak 4y»>a0 MEPTBbIX HALUMUX Her, r

Tak 4y>a0 3TON XWU3HWU npasgHon, T

Kak necHb pabés oaHoobpasHon! T

95. YHbII0 HOHOLWaA rnaaén u
Ha onyctényto paBHUHY V

N rpycTy TanHyo npuunHy V
NcTonkoBaTb ceb6é He cMEén. u
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Leave, children, bed of bliss! ..
And with noise poured out people;
75. tents dismantled; carts
Ready move to go travelling.

All together moved - and here

the crowd hits empty plains.

Donkeys in loose-hung baskets

80. children playing carried;

husbands and brothers, wives, maidens,
and old and young following go;
Scream, noise, gypsy choruses,

Bear roves its chains

85. impatient rattling,

rags of bright variety,

children and elders nudity,
dogs and barking and howling,

bagpipes speaking, creaking carts,

90. everything scanty, wild, everything makeshift,
but everything so alive-restless

so foreign to deathlike our luxury.

so foreign to this living vacuuousness,

like song monotonous of slaves!

95. Gloomily young man looked
on deserted plain

and sadness secret cause

to interpret to himself not daring.
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C HMM 4yepHoOkas 3emdbupa, W
100. Tenépb OH BOMbHbIN XUTenb mupa, W

N cOnHue Béceno Hag HUM X
MNonyneHHoW kpacoto 6néuweT; Y
YTo x cépaue Howwmn TpenéweT? Y
Kakén 3a60To OH TOMUM? X

105. MTnuka 60Xuna He 3HaeT Z
Hu 3a60Tbl, HM TPyad; a
XNnonoTnmBo He cBMBaeT Z
JlonroBé4Horo rHe3aa; a

B n6nry Houb Ha BéTke apémnet; C
110. CénHue KpacHoe B30oMAET, d
MTnuka rnacy 66ra BHemnet, C
BctpeneHétca n noér. d

3a BecHOI, kpacodn npupdasbl, E
J1éTo 3HOMHOEe nponaétr — f
115. U TyMaH n Henordabl E
OceHb Né3aHA4a HecéT: f

NOaaM ckyydHo, noasm rope; G
MTMUKa B AanbHbIE CTPaHsbl, h

B TEnNbIN Kpan, 3a cMHe Mope G
120. YneTaeT A0 BeCHbI. h

MoadbHo NTuke 6e33a606THOM I
N OH, U3rHAHHWUK nepenéTHbin, I
FHe34a HAAEXHOro He 3Han j
N HM K 4yeMy He NpuBbIKA. j
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With him dark-eyed Zemfira,
100. now he free resident of world,

And sun cheerfully over it
midday in beauty shines;

Why heart young man tremble?
What sort of care he exhaust?

105. Little bird of god does not know
neither care nor labour;

bustling not twist

long-lived nest.

In duty night on branch dozing;
110. sun red rises
little bird to voice of God hears,
get up and sings.

Behind spring, beauty of nature,
summer scorching will pass -
115. and fog and weather
autumn late carries:

People bored, people sad;
little bird to far countries,
in warm land, beyond blue sea
120. flies away to spring.

Like little bird carefree

and he, exile migratory,

nest reliable not know

and to anything not got used to.
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125. EMy Be3aé 6bina aopora, K
Be3né 6bina Hounéra ceHb; |
MpOCHYBLUIMCb NOYTPY, CBOM AEHb |
OH oTaaBan Ha BOstO 60ra, K

N »W13HN He Morna Tpesodra K

130. CMyTUTb erd cepaeyHy nexb. |

Erdé nopoi BonwébHon cnasbl M
MaHuna ganbHasg 3Be343; n
HexxaaHHo pockolb 1 3abaBbl M
K HeEMy ABNANUCL MHOMAE; N

135. Hap oanHokom ronosdwo O
N rpoM Hepéako rpoxoTan; p
Ho oH 6ecnéuHo nopa rpo3dw O
N B BEApO sAicHoe Apemarn. P

N »unn, He npu3HaBas Bnactn Q
140. Cyabbbl KoBapHoOW U cnenodn; r
Ho 66xe! kak urpanm ctpactm Q
Erd nocnywHoto aywon! r

C KakMM BONTHEHMEM KUNENN S

B erd namyuyeHHom rpyam! t

145. JaBHO nb, Ha AONro b ycMUpenn? S
OHW npoécHyTCcA: noroan! t

3emMmdunpa

CKaXwu, MOl Apyr: Tbl He »anéewb U
O ToM, yTo 6pdCcun Ha Bceraa? v
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125. To him everwhere was road,
everywhere was overnight canopy;
waking up in morning, his day

he gave to will of God,

and of life no could anxiety

130. confuse his heart inactivity.

His sometimes magical glory
Manila far star;

unexpected luxury and fun
to him came sometimes;

135. over lonely head

and thunder quite often rumbled;

but he carelessly under thunderstorm
and in bucketful clear dozed.

And lived, not recognizing authority
140. fate treacherous and blind;
but god! how passions played

his obedient soul!

With what aggitation boiled

in his exhausted chest!

145. Long ago, for long time, been pacified?
They will wake up: wait!

Zemfira

Say, my friend: you not regret
about what do you think forever?

92



Anéko

YT0 % 6pdcun a?
3eMdupa

150. Tbl pa3zyméewb: U
Jltonén oTUYM3HbI, ropoaa. v

Anéko

O 4yéM xanétb? Koraa 6 Tbl 3Hana, X
Koraa 6bl Tbl BOObpaxana X

HeBOnto AywWHbIX ropoads! y

155. Tam ndan, B Kyyax 3a orpaaoun, Z
He ablwaT yTpeHHeln npoxnaaon, Z

Hu BEWHWUM 3anaxom nyroB; y

J1to6BU CTbIAATCA, MbICIU FOHAT, A
ToprytoT BOMEO CBOEN, b

160. MnaBbl Npea MaonaMmn KNOHAT A
N npdcaTt néHer ga uenéi. b

Y1o 6pdcun 9? N3mMéH BosHeHbe, C
Mpeapaccyxaénuin npurosdp, d
Tonnbl 6e3yMHoe roHeHbe C

165. Inn 6nuctatenbHblii no3op. d

3eMmdunpa
Ho TaM orpdmHblie nanathl, E
TaM pa3HouBéTHble KOBpbI, f

Tam urpbl, WyMHble nNupsl, f
Y60pbl AeB TaMm Tak 6orathl!.. E
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Aleko
What am doing I?
Zemfira

150. You understand:
people homeland, cities..

Aleko

What to regret? When you knew,
when you imagined

bondage of stuffy cities!

155. There people in masses behind enclosure,
do not breathe morning cool

nor vernal smell of meadows;

love ashamed, thoughts being driven,
bargain will their,

160. heads before idols bend

and begging of money, yes, chains.

What threw I? Betrayal excitement,
prejudice condemnation,

crowds insane persecution

165. or resplendent disgrace.

Zemfira

But there huge chambers
there multi-hued carpets,
there games, noisy feasts,
dresses virgin there so rich! ..
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Anéko

170. YTo WyM BeCcénnii ropoacknx? g
ne HeT no6BM, TaM HET Becénuii. H
A pésbl... Kak Tbl fyylle nx g

N 6e3 HapsaoB AOpoOrux, g

Bes xemuyros, 6e3 oxepénuin! H

175. He uaMeHNCb, MO HEXHbIN Apyr! |
A ... oagHO MOE xenaHbe ]

C 1060611 aennuTtb Nto60OBb, AOCYT i

N nobpoBdnbHOE N3rHaHbe! ]

Ctapuk

Tbl NO6OULLBb HAc, XOTb N POXAEH k
180. Cpeawn 6orartoro Hapoaa. L
Ho He Bcerga mmna ceobdaa L
ToMy, KTO K HEre npuydeH. k

Mex HaMu ecTb oaHO npeaaHbe O

Llapém koraa-to cdécnaH 6bia n

185. MonyaHs »XNTenb K HaMm B U3rHaHbe. O
(4 npéxae 3Han, HO No3abbin n

Eré myapéHoe npo3BaHbe.) O

OH 6bIN yX€é netamu crap, p

Ho Mmnaa v »uB Aywomn He3nobHon — Q
190. MMén oH NéceH ANBHbIN Aap p

N rénoc, wyMmy Boa noaobHbIn — Q

95



Aleko

170. What noise gaiety city?

Where not of love, there no fun.

and maidens ... How you better them
and without finery expensive,
without pearls, without necklaces!

175. Do not change, my gentle friend!
And I ... one my wish

with you share love, leisure

and voluntary exile!

Old Man

You love us, though and born

180. among the rich people.

but not always lovely freedom.

to that who to bliss accustomed to.

Among us there one tradition
king sometime exiled was

185. noon resident to us in exile
(I used to know, but forgot

his learned nickname.)

He was already in years old,

but young and alive soul gentle -
190. had he songs marvelous gift
and voice, sound of waters like -
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N nonobwunun Bcé ero, r

N »xun oH Ha 6perax yHas, S

He obuasa HuKkoro, r

195. Jltoaén pacckasamu naeHasn; S
He pa3yMén oH Hu4ero, r

N cnab n pébok 6bin, Kak aetu; t
Yyxxune noam 3a Herd r
3Bepéit 1 pblb noBUAN B ceTH; t

200. Kak Mép3na b6bicTpas peka u
N 3uMHK BUXpU ByweBanu, V
MywwncTon ko6xen nokpbiBanun V
OHM cBSATAro cTapuka; u

Ho oH k 3a60TaM xun3Hn 6éaHol W
205. MpuMBbIKHYTb HUKOIAA He Mor; X
CKUTAnNca oH nccoOHxXwmin, 6néaHbin, w
OH roBopwn, YTO FHEBHbIN 60r X

Erd kapan 3a npecrtynnenbe... Y
OH xpan: npuaét nn nsbasneHbe. Y

210. M BCE HecYaCTHbI TOCKOBAN, Z
Bpoas no 6eperam lyHas, A

[a répbkun cnésbl Nponuean, z

CBoli AanbHbI Fpaj BOCMOMUHASA, A
N 3aBewan oH, ymupas, A

215. YT66bI Ha tOr NepeHecnn ¢

Erd Tockyrowme KocTtu, C

N cMépTbio — uyxaon cen 3émnm D
He ycnokdeHHble roctu! D
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And fell in love all with him,

and lived he on banks of Danube,

not offending anyone

195. People stories captivating;

not understood he anything

and weak and timid was, like children;
strangers people for him

animals and fish caught in net;

200. how frost fast river
And winter whirlwinds raged,
fluffy skin covered

they holy old man;

But he is to cares of poor life
205. accustom never not could;
he wandered withered, pale,

he said that angry god

him punished for crime ...
He waited: whether deliverance would come.

210. And all miserable yearned,
Wandering along banks of Danube,
yes bitter tears shed,

its long-haul remembering

and he bequeathed, dying

215. to the south moved

his grieving bones,

and death - alien to this land
not reassured company!
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Anéko

Tak BOT cyAbba TBOMX CbIHOB, €

220. O Pum, o rpoMKkas aepxxasal.. F
MNeBéL nobBM, NneséL, 60ros, e
Ckaxu MHe, YTo Takoe cnasa? F

MorvnbHbIV Iyn, XBanébHbll rnac, g
N3 péaa B pdabl 3ByK berywmin? H
225. Wnn noa céHbio AblIMHOW KyLiM H
LibiraHa AMKOro pacckas? g

X X X

Mpownd aABa néta. Tak xe 6poasaT I
LibiIraHbl MMPHOIO TONNOW; j

Be3aé no-npéxHemy HaxoaaT I
230. NocTenpnnUMCcTBO U NOKON. j

Mpe3péB okOBbI NpocBelleHbs, K
Anéko BOJSIEH, KaK OHU; j

OH 6e3 3a60T B coxaneHbs K
Benét kouywowme AHU. j

235. BCE TOT e OH; ceMbfl BCE Ta xe; M
OH, NpéxXHux neT He NOMHSA aaxe, M

K 6bITbH) LbIFAHCKOMY MPMBLIK. N

OH NOBUT UX HounéroB céHun, M

N ynoeHbe BEYHOW NéHKU, M

240. N 6éaHbIN, 3BYYHbINA UX A3bIK. N

MenBénb, 6ernéy poaHomn 6epnorm, O
KocMaTbIli rocTb eré waTpa, p

B cenéHbsx, BAonb ctenHon gopoérm, O
Bnv3 MonaaBaHCKOro ABopa p
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Aleko

So here is fate of your sons,
220. O Rome, O loud power! ..
Singer of love, singer of gods,
tell me, what glory is?

Grave rumble, laudatory voice,
from race to birth sound?

225. Or in shadow of smoky forest
gypsy wild story?

Two years have passed. Just roam
gypsies by peaceful crowd;
everywhere still find

230. hospitality and peace.

Disregarding shackles of enlightenment,
Aleko is free as they are;

he without worries in regret

leads nomadic days.

235. All same as he; family all same as;
he, previous years not remembering even,
to be gypsy accustomed.

He loves their overnight stays,

and the ecstasy of eternal laziness,

240. and poor, sonorous their language.

Bear, fugitive native lair,
shaggy guest of his tent

in villages, along steppe road,
near Moldavian court
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245. Népen Tonno octopdxHomn Q
N TAXKO NNALWET, U peBET, r
N uenb AOKYYHYIO FPbI3ET; r
Ha nocdx onépluncb AOpOXHbIN, Q

CTapVvK neHnBo B 6y6HbI 6bET, S
250. Anéko c néHbeM 3Béps BOAUT, T
3eMpupa nocenaH o6xoamnt T

N naHb nx BONbHYIO BEPET. S

HacTaHeT Houb, OHWN BCE Tpde U

BapsT HexaToe MnweHo; v

255. Ctapuk ycHyn — n Bcé B nokoe...U
B waTpé n TMX0 U TEMHO. V

CTapwk Ha BELIHEM cOnHue rpéet W
Y OCTbIBAIOLLYIO KPOBb; X

Y NONbKU A04Yb NOET Nob6OBb. X
260. Anéko BHeMneT v bneaHéetr. W

3eMdpunpa

CTapbInt MyX, TpO3HbIA MYX, Y (- U U — U U)
PeXb MeHS, Xrm MeHs: z (Uu - Uuu-)

A TBEpAa; He 6odcb y (U U - U U -)

Hu HoXa&, HM OrHA. z (U U — U U -)

265. HeHaBmxy 16, z (UUu - U U -)
Mpe3unpato 1e64; z(Uuu - u U -)

A apyréro nwobnd, b (uu - u u -)
YMupato nwobsa. z (uu -uu -)
Anéko

Monun. MHe néHbe Haaoeno, ¢
270. 9 AUKNX NéceH He nwbnid. b
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245. before the crowd careful
and heavy dancing, and roars,
and chain tiresome gnaws;

on staff leaning road,

Old man lazily on tambourines beats,
250. Aleko with singing of beast leads,
Zemfira villagers bypasses

and tribute their freedom takes.

The night will come; they all three

boil unleavened millet;

255. old man fell asleep - and everything in peace ...
In tent and quiet and dark.

Old man on the vernal sun warms
much cooling blood;

and cradle daughter sings love.
260. Aleko listens and pales.

Zemfira

Old husband, menacing husband,
Cut me, burn me:

I am firm; not afraid

no knife, no fire.

265. Hate you,
I despise you;

I love another
I die loving.

Aleko

Keep quiet. I'm tired of singing
270. I do not like wild songs.
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3eMdupa

He nd6uwb? MHe kakde aéno! c(uu-uu -)
S nécHio ans cebs notd. b (Uuu -u u -)

PeXb MeHS$, XXrM MeHs; z(Uu —-uu -)

He ckaxy Huyerd; d (uu-uu-)

275. CTapblt MyX, rpO3HbIA MyX, Y (-uu — u u)
He y3Haéwb erd.d (Uuu - uu -)

OH cBexée BecHbl e (U U - U U -)
Xapue nétHero aHA; h (Uu - u u -)
Kak oH monoa ncmén! f (uu -uu-)
280.Kak oH no6ut meHa! h (uu - u u -)
Kak nackanaerod (uu-uu-)
9 B HOYHON TUWINMHE! g (U U — U U -)
Kak cmesinucb Toraa k (uu - u u -)
Mbl TBOé ceanHé! g (uu - u u -)
Anéko
285. Monun, 3emdbupa!l s gosdéneH...I
3eMmdpunpa
Tak NOHAN NECHIO Tbl MOKO? j
Anéko
3emdupal
3eMmdunpa

Tbl cepanTbea BONEH, I

A nécHio npo Tebsa noto. j

yxoanT n noét: CTapbiii My>X U r1pou.
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Zemfira

Do not love? Me what business
I sing song for myself.

Cut me, burn me;

I will not say anything;

275. Old husband, menacing husband,
not recognize him.

It is fresh in spring,

hotter summer day;

how he young and brave!

280. How he loves me!

How caressed him

I'm in night silence!

How laughed then

we your gray hair!

Aleko

285. Be quiet, Zemfira! I am pleased ...
Zemfira

So you understood my song?
Aleko

Zemphira!

Zemphira

You are angry free
I sing song about you.

Goes away and sings: Old husband and so on.
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Ctapuk

290. Tak, NOMHIO, NOMHIO — MécHA 3Ta L
Bo BpéMs Halle cndxeHa, m

Yxé pnaBHO B 3a6aBy cBéTa L

MoéTcsa Mex Nnoaéi oHa. m

Kouysa Ha ctenax Karyna, N

295. E&, 6bI1Bano, B 3MHIO HOUb O
Mos neBana Mapuyna, N

MNépen orHéM Ka4yas aoub. O

B yMé MOEM MUHYBLUM NnéTa P
Yac 6T yacy TEMHEN, TEMHEN; q
300.Ho 3apoHnnack nécHsa 3ta P
ny6okd B NamMsATK MOEN. q

Bcé Tnxo; Houb. JTyHOM yKpalueH R
JlasypHbIii tdra’” HebocknoOH, s
Ctapuk 3eMdupoin npobyxaeH: R
305. «O moi oTéu! Anéko cTpalléH. s
Mocnywar: ckBo3b TAXENbIA COH S

N CTOHET, U pbIA3ET OH». S

Ctapuk

He TpoHb erd. XpaHun Mon4yaHbe. T
CnbiXxan s pycckoe npeaaHbe: T
310. Tenépb NONYHOLLHOW NOPON s
Y CnsLero TeCHUT AbiXaHbe T

JoMAalHni ayx; népen 3apén s
YXO0auT oH. Cnuam co MHOM. S

3eMmdunpa

OTéu moin! wényet oH: 3eMdpupa! U
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Old Man

290. So, remember, remember — this song
during our time folded

long been fun of world

it sung between people she.

roaming the steppes of Kagul.

295. It happened in winter night
my used to sing Mariula,

before fire shaking daughter.

In my mind last summer

hour by hour darker, darker;
300. but this song has begun
deep in my memory.

Everything quiet; night. Moon adorned
blue south horizon,

old man Zemfira awakened:

305. “"O my father! Aleko frightful.
Listen: through heavy sleep

and groans and cries he."

Old Man

No touch him. Keep quiet.
Heard I Russian tradition say,
310. now midnight time

and sleeping presses breathing
home spirit against morning.
leaves he. Sit with me.

Zemfira

My father! Whispers he Zemfira
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Ctapuk

315.Tebs OH ULLET N BO CHE: V
Tbl Ans Herd aopdxe mmpa. U

3eMdupa

Eré nto66Bb NocTbina MHe. V

MHe cky4HO; cépaue Bonn npoécut — W
Yx a... Ho TMwe! cnblwmnwb? OH X
320. Apyrée nms nponsHoOcuT... W
Ctapuk

Ybé nma? U

3eMmdunpa

CnblWunLWb? XpUNAbIA CTOH X

N ckpéxeT apbin!.. Kak yxacHo!..Y
A pa3byxy ero...

CTapuk

325. HanpacHo, Y

HouyHOro ayxa He roHn — z
YNOET n cam...

3eMdpunpa
OH noBepHyncs, A

MNpuBCcTan, 30BET MEHHA... NPOCHYNIca — A
330. oy K HeMy — npoLlan, yCcHW. z
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Old Man

315. You he looks for in dream:
you for him more dear world.

Zemfira
His love sent me.
I bored; heart of will asks -

Oh, I ... But quiet! Hear? He
320. another name says ...

Old Man

Whose name?

Zemfira

Hear? hoarse groan

and rasps fierce! .. How awfull! ..
I'll wake him up ...

Old Man

325. In vain,

night of spirit not drive -
leaves and himself ...

Zemphira
He turned around,

got up, calls me ... wakened -
330. I go to him - farewell, sleep.
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Anéko
Foé Tol 661147
3eMdupa

C oTudM cmpéna. B

Kakon-To ayx 1eba Tomun; ¢

Bo cHe aywa TBOSA Tepnéna B

335. My4éHbs; Tbl MEHA CTpaLWWA: C
Tbl, COHHbIN, cKpexeTan 3y6amu d
N 3Ban MeHs.

Anéko
MHe cHuUnachb Thbl. €

A Bnaen, 6yato Méxay Hamu... d
340. {1 BuAen cTpawHble MeyThl! e

3eMmdunpa

He Bepb NyKaBbIM CHOBUAEHBLAM. F
Anéko

AX, 5 He BEPIO HMUEMY: g

Hu cHaM, HU cndakuM yBepeHbsM, F
Hu naxe cépaly TBoeMy. g

Ctapuk

345. O uém, besymel Monoaon, h

O uéMm B3AbIXaelb Tbl BCEYACHO? I
3pecb nOan BOMbHbI, HEGO SAcHO, I
N »EHbl cnaBaTca Kpacodii. h

He nnayb: Tocka T€b64a norybut. ]
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Aleko

Where you were?

Zemphira

With father sat.
Some spirit you tormented;
In sleep, soul your suffered
335. Torment; you me frightened:
You, sleepy gnhashed teeth
and called me.

Aleko

I dreamed you.
I saw as though we ...
340. I saw terrible dreams!

Zemphira

not believe anything.

Aleko

Ah, T do not believe anything:

no dreams, no sweet assurances
not even heart your.

Old Man

345. About that, madman young,
about that, sigh you hourly?
Here people free, sky clear

and wives famous for beauty.

No not cry: grief you will destroy.
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Anéko

350. OTél, oHA MeHA He NKo6uT. ]
Ctapuk

YTélbcsa, Apyr: oHa auTa. k

TBOE YHbIHbe 6e3paccyaHo: L

Tbl NOOULLBL FOPECTHO U TPYAHO, L
A cépaue X€eHckoe — wyTa. k

355. B3rngHu: noa otAanéHHbIM cBoaoM M
[ynsieT BONbHasA NyHa; n

Ha Bcto npupday mmumoxdéaom M

PaBHO cUAHbE NLET OHA. N

3arngaHet B 66nako nbode, O
360. Erd Tak nblWHO 03apuUT — p
N BOoT — yX nepewna B apyroée; O
N 1o Hepdnro noceTut. P

KTo MécTto B HEBe el ykaxeT, Q
MpuMonBs: TaM oCTaHOBUCB! r

365. KTo cépauy OHol aéBbl ckaxeT: Q
JItobn 0aHO, HE N3MEHUCBL? I

YTélwbcs.

Anéko
Kak oHa nwobuna! S
Kak HéXHO NMpeKIoHACb KO MHe, t

370. OHa B NYCTbIHHOM TULWIMHE t
Yacbkl HOYHble npoBoannal S
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Aleko

350. Father, she me not love.
Old Man

Comfort, friend: she child.
Your despair reckless:

You love grievously and hard
and heart female lightly.

355. Look: under distant vault
walks free moon;

on all nature in passing
equally radiance pours she,

will glance into cloud any

360. its so luxuriant light -

And now - really crossed in another;
and not long visit.

Who station in sky her selects,

say: there stop!

365. Who to heart of young maid say:
Love one, not change?

Comfort.

Aleko

How she loved!
How gentle bend to me,
370. She in desert stillness,
hours nightly conducted!
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Becénbsa AéTcKkoro nosHa, u

Kak 4acTto MUbIM nleneTtaHbeM w
Nnb ynoutenbHbIM 1063aHbEM W
375. Motd 3aAyMUMBOCTb OHA U
B MUHYTY pa3orHaTtb ymena!'..x

N uyTo X? 3eMdpupa HeBepHa! x
Mosi 3emcpupa oxnaaénal... X

Ctapuk

Mocnylwai: pacckaxy Tebé y
380. 4 néBecTtb 0 caMOM cebé. y

[aBHO, AaBHO, kKoraa AyHato Z
He yrpoxan ewé mMockanb — a
(BoT BMAULWb, S NPUNOMUHALD, Z
Anéko, cTapyto ne4yans.) a

385. Toraa 6oanucb Mbl cynTaHa; B
A npaBun bya)kakom nawa c

C BbICOKMX b6alieH AkkepMmaHa — B
g MmOénopa 6bi1; MOA AyLWwa C

B To BpéMS paaocTHo kunéna; D
390. N HM oaHA B KyApsiX MOUX €
Eweé ceanHka He 6enéna, — D
Méxay KpacasuL, MoJIoablX €

OpaHa 6bina... u goénro éiw, F

Kak conHuem, nwoboBancs s, g
395. N HakoHéL, Ha3Ban Moétw...F
Ax, 6bICTpO MO10OAOCTb MOS g

3Be340M nagyyeto MenbkHyna! H
Ho Tbl, nopa ntobsn, MmHyna H
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Fun of children full,

how often sweet babbling
or delightful with kiss

375. My reverie she

in minute disperse could! ..
So what? Zemfira wrong!
My Zemfira cold! ...

Old Man

Listen: tell you
380. I tell story of myself.

Long, long, when Danube
not yet threatened Russians -
(behold see, I remember
Aleko, old sorrow.)

385. Then feared we Sultan;
and rules of Bucak Pasha

from high towers of Akkerman -
I young was; my soul,

at that time, joyfully boiled;
390. And not one in curls my
still gray hair not hurt, -
between beauties young

one was ... and long she

like sun, admired I,

395. and finally called mine ...
Ah, quickly youth my

Star falling flashed!
But you, love time, shrank
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Eweé 6bicTpée: TONLKO roj i
400. MeHs ntobwuna Mapuyna. H

OpHaxxabl 613 KarynbCkux Boj |
Mbl yyabli Tabop noscTpeyanu; J
LibiraHbl Te, cBOoM WaTpbl k

Pas6mB 6113 HAWmx y ropsbl, k
405. [1Be HOUM BMECTE HOoYeBaNN. J

OHM yWNN Ha TPETbIO HOoUb, — |
N, 6pocsi ManeHbKyl A04b, |

Ywna 3a HuMm Mapuyna. M

Sl MMpHO cnan; 3apsa 6necHyna; M
410. MpocHyncs 1, noapyrn Het! n
Ny, 30BYy — nponan un cnea. n

Tockysl, nnakana 3emdupa, P

N A 3annakan — c 3Tux nop q
MocTblIn MHe Bce AéBblI MMUpa; P
415. MeX UMM HMKOrAa Mo B30p g
He Bblbupan ce6é noapyru, R

N oanHbkme gocyrm R

Y& HU C KeM S He Aenun. s

Anéko
[la KaK e Tbl He nocnewun s
420. TéTuac Bocnén HebnarogapHon T

N XULWHMKaM U el KoBapHOW T
Kunxana B cépaue He BOH3UN? S
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still faster, only year
400. me loved Mariula.

Once beside Kagul waters

We alien camp met;

Gypsies those, their tents

broken near ours and at mountain,
405. two nights together slept.

They left on third night, -

and, leave small daughter,
went after them Marioula

I peacefully slept; dawn shone;

410. woke up I, companion no!
Search, call - gone and trace.

Yearning, wept Zemfira,

and I cried - from this time

send me all virgins of world;

415. between them never my look.

Not choose oneself companion,
and lonely leisure
previously with anyone I not shared

Aleko

But how can you not hastened

420. immediately following ungrateful
and predators and her crafty

dagger in heart not plunge?

116



Crapuk

K yeMy? BonbHEE NTULbLI MNAAoOCTb; U
KTo B cunax yaepxaTtb Ntob0Bb? v
425. Ypenodto BceM Aaétcsa paaoctb; U
Y10 6bI110, TO HE BYyAET BHOBb. V

Anéko

S He TakoOB. Het, 5 He cnops W

OT nNpaB MOMX He OTKaxycb! X

Nnn xXoTb MWEHBEM HACNaxycb. X

430. O HeT! koraa 6 Hag 6é3aHon mops W

Hawén s cnsuwero Bpara, y
KNnsiHyCb, U TYT MOSl HOra y

He nowaawnna 6bl 3nonésa; Z

S B BOSIHbI MOp#A, He 6nenHés, Z
435. N 6e33aWmTHOro 6 TO/NKHYN; a
BHe3anHbI yxac npobyxaeHbs B
CBMpENbIM CMEXOM YMNPEKHYN, a

N ponro MHe erd nagéHobs B
CMewWwoH 1 cnagok 6bin 6bl ryn. a

Monoaon ubiraH
440. Eweé ogHoO... ogHO nob3aHbe...D
3eMmdunpa

Mopd: Mol MyX peBHWB U 30/1. €
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Old Man

For what? Freer birds youth;

who can keep love?

425. In succession everyone given joy;
what was, it won't be again.

Aleko

I no such. No, I not argue

from rights my I not abandon!

Or at least revenge enjoy.

430. Oh no! Whenever at deep of sea

found I sleeping enemy

swear, and here my leg

not spare would villain;

I in waves of sea, not pale,

435. and defenseless he is pushed;
sudden horror awakening

savage laughter rebuke,

and long time me his downfall
amusing and sweet would hum.

Young Gypsy
440. Still one ... one kiss ...
Zemfira

Time: my husband is jealous and evil.
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LibIrax

OAaHO... HO Aaodne!.. Ha npowaHbe. D
3eMmdunpa

MpoLuan, NOKAMECT He NMpULLEn. e
Libirax

CKaX” — KOraa X onaATb cBUAaHbe? D
3eMmdpunpa

445, CeréaHs, Kak 3anaéTt nyHa, f
TaMm, 3a KypraHom Hag Morunomn... G

Libirax

O6MaHeT! He npuaéT oHa! f
3eMmdunpa

BoT oH! 6eru!.. Mpuay, Mo Muneii. G
Anéko cnut. B eré ymé h

450. BuaéHbe cMyTHOe urpaert; I

OH, c KpnkoM Npobyasicb BO TbMe, h
PeBHMBO pyKy npoctupaet; I

Ho obpobenas pyka j

MokpoOBbl xNnaaHble xBaTaeT —K

455, Eroé noapyra aaneka... j
OH C TpéneToM npuBCTan U BHEMNET...K
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Gypsy

One ... but part! .. not farewell.
Zemfira

Farewell till time did not come.
Gypsy

Say - when as another assignation?
Zemfira

445, Today, as sets moon,
there, behind mound above grave ...

Young Gypsy
Deceives! Not come shel
Zemphira

But he! Run! ..Come, my dear.
Aleko sleeps. In his mind

450. vision vagues plays;

he, with cry awake in darkness,
jealously hand extends;

but white hand
covers cold enough -
455. his companion distant ...

He with trepidation, rose and hears ...
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Bcé Tmxo — cTtpax ero obbemnet, K
o HEM TeKyT U Xap M xNnaa; n

BcTaéT oH, 13 waTtpa BbIXOANT, M
460. Bokpyr Tenér, y»xaceH, 6poaunt; M

CnokOMHO BCE; NosiA MONYAT; N
TeMHO; NnyHa 3awna B TyMaHbl, O

YyTb 6pEé3)XNT 3BE3A HEBEPHbIN CBET, P
YyTb N0 pocé NMpUMETHBbIN cnen p

465. Benét 3a ganbHble Kypranbl: O

HeTepnennBo oH MAET, p
Kyaa 3noséwmin cnen Beaér. p

Morvna Ha kpatd gopoérm Q
Bnanwn 6enéet népen HUM... r
470. Tyna cnabéwume HOrM Q
BnaunT, npeadyBCcTBUEM TOMUM, I
ApOXAaT yCTa, APOXAT KONEHN, S
NAéT... n BAPYT... Wb 3TO COH? t
Bapyr Bnaut 6anskne ase TéHU S

475. N 6nn3KoN WENOT CAbIWNT OH — t
Hag obeccnasneHHon mormnon. U

1-1 ronoc
Mopa...
2-1 rofioc

MocTon... ?
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everything quiet - fear him embraces,
in him flow heat and cold;

stands up he, gets up, from tent exits,
460. around wagons, terrible, wanders;

calm everything; fields silent;
dark; moon enters mists,

just glimmer stars false light
slightly by dew perceptible trail
465. leads back to distant mound:

Impatiently he goes,
where ominous track conducts.

Tomb on side of road

beyond white before him ...

470. Thither failing legs

drag, anticipating torment,

tremble lips, tremble knees,

goes ... and suddenly ... or it dream?
suddenly sees nearby two shadows

475. and intimate whisper hears he -
over disgraced grave.

Ist Voice
Time ...
2nd \/oice

Wait.
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1-1 rénoc

Mopa, Mol munbin. U

2-1 rénoc

480. HeT, HeT, nocTOn, AOXKAEMCA AHA. W
1-1 rénoc

Y noé3gHo.

2-1 ronoc

Kak Tbl p66ko niobuilb. X
MUHYTY!

1-1 rénoc

Tbl MeH$ noryéuib. X
2-1 ronoc

485. MUHyTy!

1-1 rénoc

Ecnn 6e3 MmeHs w
MpdocHeTca Myx?..
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Ist Voice

Time, my dear.

2"d Voice

480. No, no, wait, wait for day..
15t Voice

Too late.

2nd \Voice

How fearfully love.
Minute!

15t Voice
You me ruin..
2"d VVoice
485. Minute
15t Voice

If without me
wakes husband? ..
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Anéko

MpocHyncsa . w

Kyaa Bbl! He cnewnTe 66a; Y
490. Bam xopow6 1 3a€ecb y rpoba. Y
3eMmdunpa

Mon gpyr, 6erun, bermu...
Anéko

MocTtéin! U

Kyna, kpacasey monoaomn? U
Nexn!

(BoH3aeT B HErd Hox.)
3eMmdunpa

495. Anéxo!

LibIrax

YMupato...

3eMmdpunpa

Anéko, Tbl Y6béLlb ero!

B3rnsiHW: Tbl BeCb 06pbi3raH KpdBbio! Z
O, 4yTO Tbl caénan?
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Aleko
Woke I.

Where you! Not hurry both;
490. You fine at here and tomb.

Zemphira

My friend, run, run ...
Aleko

Wait!

Where, handsome young?
Stay down!

(Strikes him with knife.)
Zemfira

495. Aleko!

Young Gypsy.

Dying.

Zemfira

Aleko, you Kkill him!

Look: you all spattered with blood!
What you did?
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Anéko

500. Huyero.
Tenépb AblwM erdé nbdésblo. Z

3eMdupa

HeTt, n6nHo, He 60tdchb Tebsa! — u
TBou yrpdé3bl npesnpato, V

TBOE YOMINCTBO NMPOKAMHALD... V
Anéko

505. YMpu X u Tbl!

(lMopaxaet eé.)

3eMmdunpa

YMpy ntob4... u

BocTdéK, AeHHWLEN 03apEéHHbIN, A
Cuan. Anéko 3a XosiMOM, b

C HOXOM B pyKax, OKpOBaBJ/IEHHbI A
510. Cuaén Ha kaMHe rpoboBOM. b
[Ba Tpyna népea HUM nexanu; C
Yéuiiua ctpaleH 6bi1 nmudMm. b

LibiraHbl pO66Kko okpyxanun C
Erd BcTpeBOeHHOW Tonnon. d
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Aleko

500. Never mind.
Now breathe his love.

Zemfira
No, fully, not afraid of you! -

Your threats depise
Your murder execrate...

Aleko

505. Die well and you!
(Srikes her.)

Zemfira

Will die loving ...

East, daystar illumined,
shone, Aleko over hill,
with knife in hand bloodied
510. sat on stone coffin.

Two corpses before him lay,
murderer terrible was face,
gypsies shyly surrounded
him alarmed crowd.

128



515. Moruny B CTOpoHé konanwu. E
LLInn »&Hbl ckOpbHOM Yepenodn d
N B dum MEpTBLIX LenoBanu. E

Ctapwvk-oTél, oanH cuaén f
N Ha nornbwyto rnanén f

520. B HeMOM 6e3aélicTBun nedanu; G
MoaHANM Tpynbl, NoHecn h

N B nOdHO xnaaHoe 3emMnum h

YeTy Mnaayo nonoxunm G

Anéko n3ganun cmotpén f

525. Ha BCE... Koraa »xe mx 3akpbiim G
MNocnénHen ropcTnto 3eMHON, j

OH MOnYa, MéaneHHo ckioHuncsa K

N c kK&MHSa Ha TpaBy cBanuncs. K

Toraa ctapuk, npubnuxach, pek: |
530. «OcTaBb Hac, ropabin Yyenosék! |
Mbl AWKW; HET Yy Hac 3akdHoB, M

Mbl He Tep3aeM, He Ka3HUM —n

He HYy>XHO kKpdBM HaM u ctéHOB — M
Ho »uTb c y6unuen He XOTUM...Nn

535. Tbl He poxaéH ansa ankon aénum, O
Tbl ana ceba nuwb xoé4ewb BOAU; O
Y>xadceH HaMm TBoOW 6yaeT rnac: p

Mbl pO6KkM 1 n66pbI Aywow, Q

Tbl 3011 U CMEN — OCTABb Xe Hac, p

540. MNMpoctn, aa 6yaet Mmmnp c To06610». Q
Ckaszan — 1 wyMHoto Tonnot Q

129



515. Grave at side was dug,
went wives sad succession.
and on dead eyes kissed.

Old father was alone
and on dead looked

520. in mute inaction of sorrow;
raised corpses, looked

and in bosom cold of earth
couple young laid.

Aleko from afar watched

525. on everything ... when same closed
last handful of the earth,

he silently, slowly bowed

and from stone on grass fell.

Then old man, approaching, of rivers:
530. “Leave us, proud man!

We wild; not at us laws,

we not torment, not execute -

not need blood us and moans -

but to live with murderer not want ...

535. You not born for wild part,

You for yourself only volition;

terrible to us will be voice:

we timid and kind soul,

you evil and bold - leave alone us,
540. forgive, yes will peace with you. '
Said - and noisy crowd

130



MoaHsancs Tabop KoueBOM r

C NONWHbI CTPALLHOro HoYnéra. S

N ckdpo BCE B AaNU CTEMHOMN r

545. Cokpblnocb; NULLb oaHA Tenéra, S

Y606rmum kpbitast KoBpom, t
Crosina B n6ne pokoBOM. t

Tak nHoraa népen 3umotw, Q
TyMAaHHOW, yTpeHHel nopoto, Q

550. Koraa noabeMnetcs ¢ noném u
CTtaHnua nd3aHMX XypaBnén u

N c KpkoM Baasnb Ha tor Hecétcs, V
MMPOH3EHHbIN MTMB6ENbHLIM CBUHLIOM W
OAWH ne4danbHo ocTtaércs, V

555. MOBUCHYB paHeHbIM KpbiidM. W

HacTtana Houb: B Tenére TéMHol X
OrHA HUKTO He pasnoxun, y
HukTO noa Kpblwe NoabEMHON X
[10 yTpa CHOM He onouun. y

2NMnnor

560. BonwébHow cunoit necHonenba V
B TYMaHHOW NAaMATU MOEN z

Tak 0XuUBNATCA BUAEHBA V

To CBET/IbIX, TO MeYasnbHbIX AHEN. Z

B cTpaHé, rae nonro, nénro 6paHu A
565. Y)KacHbIn ryn He ymonkan, b
[ne noBenuTesnbHbIE TPAHN A
Ctambyny pycckuii ykasan, b
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Up camp nomadic

with valley terrible lodging for night
and soon all in given steppe

545. hiding, only one cart.

Poor covered carpeted,
stood in field fatal.

So sometimes before winter,
misty, morning sometimes

550. when taken from fields
village of recent cranes

and with screaming into distance on southwards sweeps,
pierced by disastrous lead

one sadly remains,

555. hanging injured wing.

Has come night: in wagon dark
fire nobody not spread out,
nobody under roof lifting

until morning sleep not gone.

Epilogue

560. Magic power of chants
in hazy memory my

so enliven visions

light, then sad days.

In country where long, long abuses
565. terrible roar not subsided,
where imperative sides

Istanbul Russia indicated.
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[ae cTapblit Haw opén aByrnaebin C
Ewé wymnT MmuHyBen cnasoi, C

570. BcTpeyan s nocpeau cteném z
Han pybexamu apéBHMX CTaHoB E
Tenérn MUpHblie UblraHoBs, E
CMUpéHHOM BONBHOCTU AETEéN. Z

3a ux neHuBbiMn TONNamMun F

575. B nycTblHAX 4YacTo s 6poavn, g
MpocTyto Ny nx aenvn g

N 3acbinan npen nx orHamu. F

B noxdaax MéaneHHbIx ntobun g
Nx néceH paaocTHble rynbl — H
580. U aénro munon Mapuynbl H
A nMs HéxXHoe TBepaus. g

Ho cuacTtbs HeT n Méxnay Bamu, I
Mpupoabl 6éaHbIe CbiHbI!..]

N noa naapaHHbIMK WwaTpamm I
585. XMBYT MyunTeNbHbIE CHBbI, j

N Bawmn céHun kouesble K

B nycTblHAX He cnacnuck ot bega, |
N Bcday cTpactu pokosble, K

N oT cyneb 3awnTbl HeT. |
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Where old our eagle double-headed
even sounds of past glory

570. met I among steppes
over borders of ancient camps
carts of peaceful gypsies,
humble liberty of children.

behind their lazy crowds
575. in deserts often I wandered,
simple diet their shared
and fell asleep before their lights.

In campaigns slow loved
their songs joyful spirits -
580. and long sweet Mariuly
I name of tender repeated.

But happiness not and between you,
nature's poor sons! ..

and under published tents

585. live painful dreams,

And your canopy nomadic

in deserts not saved from harm
and everywhere passion fatal,
and from fate protection no.
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