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Intfroduction: Ivan Bunin 1870-1953

Ivan Bunin was born on his parents’ ancestral estates in
central Russian, became a widely-respected writer, was
awarded the Pushkin Prize for Poetry on three occasions,
left Russia after the Bolshevik Revolution, continued to
write in France, won the Nobel Prize for Literature in
1933, and became internationally known for his short
stories, many of which exhibit an acute nostalgia for a
vanished way of life.

Bunin in fact published a wide variety of work throughout
his life — poems, stories, novellas, a semi-autobiography
and literary memoirs — but poetry remained his first love.
A poem was indeed his earliest published work, and
poetry of a special sort informed most of what he wrote
thereafter, even in his bleakest portrayals of Russian
village life. Bunin largely gave up verse for prose in
middle age, but that prose was also written to the high
standards of verse, i.e. with a sharp ear for the exact
word and a sense of an inner music on which the piece
depended for its structure and lasting appeal.

Even that well-known short story, Sunstroke, has the

sounds of an impending change echo through the story,
and many of his later stories are winnowed down to the
minimum of words needed to evoke a specific setting or
sensation. The inconsequentiality of life so prominent in



Chekhov's stories, also appears in Bunin’s work, but with
less mischievous irony and more pathos. Life is a
desperately real business: love’s raptures are short-lived,
sexual experiences are unsettling, and memory is a
desolating testimony to what could have been.

Unlike his prose, Bunin’s verse is exceptionally quiet,
impersonal and unassuming. His long working life spanned
the Silver Age of Russian poetry in its entirety. He knew
the Symbolist poets (Aleksandr Blok, Andrei Bely and
Vyacheslav Ivanov). He read the great poets of Acmeism
(Anna Akhmatovna and Ossip Mandelstam ) and of
Futurism (Aleksei Kruchenykh, Velimir Khlebnikov and
Vladimir Mayakovsky). Even as an émigré poet he would
have been aware of Boris Pasternak and Marina
Tsvetaeva, both producing linguistically brilliant,
challenging and emotively compelling work.

But Bunin remained studiously unaffected by all such
movements. His poetry shows the influence of Symbolism
and Acmeism occasionally, but not markedly so. He knew
its celebrated poets personally, and was respected in his
turn, but Bunin simply produced collections of very
conventional poems on very conventional themes. The
personal element is not so much missing as muted, only
hinted at in the ironic phrase or reflection, as is the case
in his prose works. Many of the poems do indeed
anticipate the short stories, but the affection for all things
Russian has yet to become an overwhelming nostalgia. In
Bunin’s work there remained the encompassing love of
humanity, but also a stern eye for realism, and Bunin thus
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had little of Gorky’s idealism of the common man, or
Blok’s unrealistic hopes of the Revolution. As his social
world collapsed, first in Russia, and then in the Nazi
takeover of France, he increasingly adhered to the
traditionalist view, that poems give enduring life to what
is only particular and evanescent.

Poetry for Bunin required application, observation and
detachment. Each poem was a separate conception,
therefore, born of what its author felt and saw at that
particular moment, and not the product of a sustained
reflection on intellectualised themes, as Modernist work
tends to be. Bunin was thus a very traditional poet,
indeed reactionary in later years. A poet in Bunin’s view
does not create from sustained imagination, but must fuse
sense impressions and craft to produce aesthetic entities
that reconcile us to our existence as it generally is,
fragmentary and in the end unsatisfactory, but still
mysteriously life-enhancing.

I have tried in this small selection of Bunin’s poetry to
indicate the range of his themes, the technical variety of
the verse and, above all, to represent the pieces that have
remained popular with the Russian reading public.
Biographical and literary details are given in the extensive
Appendix.






Russian

[eTcTBO

YeM xapue aeHb, TeM CcnagocTHen B bopy
AbllwaTb CYXUM CMOJINCTbIM apoMaToM,

N Beceno MHe 6bIN0 noyTpy

bpoanTb MO 3TUM CO/THEYHbIM nanaTtam!

MoBcloay bneck, NoBCOAY SAPKUNA CBET,

Mecok - KaK wersiK... NpunbHY K COCHE KOpSIBOM
N 4yBCTBYIO: MHE TOJIbKO AecAaTb JieT,

A CTBON - TUraHT, TSXENbIN, BEINYABbLIN.

Kopa rpy6a, MopLinHuUCTa, KpacHa,

Ho Kak Tenna, Kak conHuem BcA nporpeTa!
N Ka)keTcs, 4TO NaxHeT He COCHa,

A 3HOM N CYXOCTb COJIHEYHOrO JieTa.

1906



Translation

Childhood

The hotter grows the day, the sweeter blooms

the forest glade, the smells more resinous:

I walk through morning gladness as through rooms
alive with sun, and warmth as generous.

All sparkles here, and has a robust shine.

The sand is soft as silk, and here I cling

as someone ten years old to one gnarled pine,
its trunk a brutal, giant, majestic thing.

The bark is rough and wrinkled, a deep-stained red,
and redolent of sap the sun has sent.

No overwhelming pine tree smell: instead,

the summer’s heat and dryness in the scent.

1906



Anpenb

TyMaHHbIWM cepn, HESICHbIM NOSyMpak,
CBMHLOBO-TYCKJ1bI 61€eCK Xene3HoW Kpbiln,
LLIyM MenbHUUbI, Aaneknin nam cobak,
TanHCTBEHHbIN 3Ur3ar nNeTy4yen Mbllliu.

A B CTapoM nanmcagHuke TEMHO,

CBexo0 1 cnaako rnaxHeT MOXXeBeSIbHUK,
N COHHO, COHHO CBETUTCS CKBO3b €/IbHUK
Cepna 3eneHoBaToe MATHO.

1906



April

The moon’s a misty crescent, indistinct,
as is the barn roof in the dull grey light.
A sound of far-off dogs and mill, that’s linked
with bat’s mysterious and zigzag flight.

The old front garden apes an ancient plot

of dark, though junipers smell fresh and sweet,
and through the spruce firs, sleepy in the heat,
there glows a sickle-shaped and greenish spot.

1906



NepBbi rPOM

BHOBb TYUM CMHME HAXMYPUSIUCb KPYIOM,
Baoanu naeT poxaa TymaHHasa 3aBeca,

N3 neca v c nonen nosBesno TenaoM, —

N BOT y>Xe rpeMmnT BeCEHHUN NepBbIA FPOM,
N pagyra cBepkaeT n3-3a neca!

To c tora Mman MOET no poLwam u NonsaMm, —

Kak toHbIW cBeTNbIN 60, CMEeETCs N NNKYET,

N npoby>xaaeT X1U3Hb, N BO3BELLAET HaM,

YTO yXX HacTan KoHewl nocfieaHNM TEMHbIM OHAM,
YTO OH BecHbl Nobeny TopxecteyeT!



First Thunder

Once more the clouds are frowning through their blue surround,
and in the distance misty curtains tell of rain.

The warmth that fled the woods and fields returns again.
Already the first of thundering is heard, that spring-time sound:
above the woods the rainbow’s brilliant skein.

And from the south progresses May through field and wood,
a laughing, bright young god, exultant, reveling

in life anew, announcing to us, as he should,

that here’s an end to winter’s dark grey widowhood:
victorious, triumphant in everything.
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BarpsiHas nedyanbHasa nyHa

BucnTt BAanu, Ho CTenb elle TeMHa.

JlyHa BO TbMYy CBOM Tennbl oTbneck ceeT,
N Hag 6010TOM KpacCHbIN CyMpak peerT.
Y>X Mo34HO - N Kakad TUmnHa!l

MHe KaXeTcs, NyHa oueneHeerT:
OHa kak 6yaTo BbIpoOC/a CO AHa

N 0ONOTOMHOM pO30t0 KpacHeeT.

Ho MepkHYT 3Be3abl. [lanb o3apeHa.
PaBHMHaA BOA4 Ha rOPU30OHTE MNeEET,

N B Hen nyHa cTonboM OTpaxeHa.
CKNOHMB NMUO Npo3payvHoe, cBeTneeT
N rpycTHO B BOAY CMOTPUTCS OHaA.

[MoeT KoMap. TenaoM 1 THUNbIO BEET.

1902
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How sad the moon

How sad the moon now seems, a distant red
across the steppe’s vast blackness. Overhead
it sows a glossy haze into the gloom,

and on the swamps a twilit crimson fume

as though the evening’s late, with nothing said.

I think the moon has frozen into place

and, from the bottom, here has grown upon
some flowered, primaeval, red-tinged space.
The far-off stars are fading, horizon gone

as silver sinks into some watery base.

And there the moon’s reflected, a pillared light
whose face now empties to some thinner play.
How sadly water sees it, where tonight

a mosquito whines through fetid, warm decay.

1902
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Jlnctonan

Jlec, TO4UHO TepeM pacrucHomn,
Jlnnosbin, 30n0TON, 6arpsiHbIN,
Becenon, necTtpot CcTeHoun
CTonT Han CBETOK MNONSIHOMN.

5. bepe3sbl XenTo pe3bbon
BnectaTt B nasypu ronybon,
Kak BbIWKN, €/104KN TEMHEIOT,
A Mexay KNneHaMu CUHeKT

To TaM, TO 34eCb B JINCTBE CKBO3HOM
10. MpoceeTbl B HEHBO, YTO OKOHLA.
Jlec naxHeT Ay60oM 1 COCHOW,

3a NeTo BbICOX OH OT COJIHLA,

N OceHb TMXOO BAOBOM
BcTynaeT B necTpbi TEpEM CBOW.

15. CerogHsa Ha nycTon nonsiHe,
Cpeav Wwmnpokoro ABopa,
Bo3aywHOM NayTUHbI TKaHW
BnectaTt, Kak ceTb U3 cepebpa.

CerogHs uenbl AeHb urpaet

20. B aBope nocnegHnn MoTbliek
N, TouHO 6enbi nenecTok,

Ha naytuHe 3amupaer,
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Leaf Fall

The forest, a towering, painted wall
of purple, gold and crimson shade
rejoices in the sunlight’s fall

from heights into this brilliant glade.

5. The birch-tree shavings, yellow-white,
thin-glimmer in the azure light,
while tall, dark firs that soar on through
the gaps in maples fade to blue.

In places through the foliage shine

10. odd windows where the sky has won.
The forest smells of oak and pine,

of summers dried out in the sun.

Now autumn, in her sadder shows,
adopts the widow’s quieter clothes.

15. Today, athwart the light, is laid
across an empty courtyard space,
the spider’s web of silver braid
that was an aerial net of lace.

About the yard, throughout the day,
20. the last moth flutters, then is still,
when, like a petal in the chill

of winter, in the web will stay.
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MpurpeTbin CONMHEYHbIM TEMNJI0M;
CerogHsa Tak CBETNO Kpyrowm,
25. Takoe MepTBOE MO/IYaHbe

B necy n B cMHen BbilWNHE,

YTO MOXXHO B 3TOW TULLUMHE
PaccnbliwaTbh IUCTUKA LWYpPLIAHbE.
Jlec, TOYHO TepeM pacrnucHom,

30. Jlnnosbin, 30n0TON, BaArpsiHbIN,

CTouT Hapg CONNTHEYHOM MNONSAHOW,
3aBOPOXXEHHbIN TULLNHOW;
3aKBOXYeT Apo3[4, nepeneTtas
Cpeoun noacepna, rae rycras

35. JluctBa aHTapHbIN 0T6NECK NbeT;
Nrpas, B Hebe npoMenbKHeT
CKBOpPLOB pacchbiNaHHasa crtas -

N cHoBa BCe Kpyrom 3aMperT.
[MocnegHue MrHOBeHbS cyacTbs!

40. Y>x 3HaeT OCeHb, YTO TaKoW
Fny6boknm n HeEMOW NOKOWN —

NMpenBeCTHMK A0NTrOro HEHACTbS.
Ny6boKO, CTpaHHO nec Monyarn

N Ha 3ape, koraga c 3akaTta

45. MNypnypHbIN 6ieck orHs n 3natT
[MoXkapoM TepeM ocBellarn.
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But in the sun great warmth is found,
as from the splendour all around.

25. But also silence in the light

that falls from blue and forest height.

What does this close, thick silence hold
that we can hear a leaf unfold?

The forest, a towering, painted wall
30. of purple, gold and crimson shade.

Across this simple, happy glade,

and spell-bound by the silence made,
a blackbird calls and seems to fly
from where the thickest shadows lie.

35. Deep amber gleams the foliage there,
but scattered through the heaven’s air,
wide, scattered flocks of starlings press:
then all is still, as though aware

of this last flood of happiness.

40. So autumn knows its settled lease,
accepting deep and thoughtful peace.

And with bad weather on its way,
the forest heeds that silent call.
Yet dawn and sunset both inlay
their wealth of purple-gold display,
irradiating forest wall.
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[TOTOM yrptoMO B HEM CTEMHENO.
JlyHa BoCXoAuT, a B necy
JloXXaTca TeHn Ha pocy...

50. BoT cTtano xonoaHo u 6eno

Cpeav nonsiH, cpean CKBO3HOW
OceHHen Yyalium noMepTBeNown,

N xyTko OceHun ogHoM

B NyCTbIHHOW TULWIMHE HOYHOW.

55. Tenepb yX TUWLIMHa pgpyras:
Mpucnywancs - oHa pacrTerT,

A c Helo, bnegHoCTbIO Nyras,

N mecau meaneHHO BCTaer.

Bce TeHn caenan oH Kopoue,

60. MNMpo3payHbIi AbIM HaBEN Ha fiec
N BOT yXX CMOTPUT NPSAMO B 04U

C TyMaHHOM BbICOThI Hebec.

0, MepTBbI COH OCEHHEWN HOoYN!

0, XXYTKMM 4Yac HOYHbIX Yyaec!

65. B cpebpncTtom 1 CblpoM TyMaHe
CBeTN0 N NyCTO Ha MONSHE;

Jlec, 6enbiM CBETOM 3annUTON,
CBoen 3acTbIBLUEN KPACOTOM
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Afterwards it falls to night;

a sullen moon comes into view

to throw long shadows on the dew,

50. where all at once is chill and white.

So autumn in the woods, and spread
through thickets patchy, thin and dead:
how sinister the way that led

to terrors in the night ahead.

55. The silence now seems different;

it's one which — listen — swells and grows:
a sort of whiteness that has lent

to moon its fervour as it slowly rose.

With ever shorter shadows there,

60. it peers through mist-clad thoroughfares
to seek the truth within its lair.

The hazy height of heaven fares

not well this autumn night. Beware,

this hour has strange and gloomy airs!

65. The fog, a wet and silvered gaze,

is littering the forest ways.

The clearing in that flooded light

has sharp, crisp beauty, edged in white.

18



Kak 6yaTto cMepTb cebe npopouunT;
70. CoBa ” Ta MONYUT: CUAUT

[a Tyno n3 BeTBen rnaauT,
[Topolo ANKO 3aXOX04eT,

CopBeTcs C LWYMOM C BbICOThI,
B3MaxHyBLUU MATKUMUWN KpblJlaMU,
75. N cHOBa caaeT Ha KyCThl

N CMOTPUT KPYI/bIMU rNasamu,

Boas ywacton ronoBow

[To cTOpOHaM, KakK B U3YMJIEHbE;

A nec CcTouT B oueneHeHbe,

80. HanonHeH 6nieaHon, Nerkomn Mrnomn
N NnncTbeB CbIpOCTbIO FHUIION...

He >xau: HayTpo He NpornsHeT
Ha Hebe conHue. loXxab n Mrna
X0onoAHbIM AbIMOM NleC TYMaHSAT,-
85. HepapoM 3Ta Houb npowna!
Ho OceHb 3aTanT rnyb6oko

Bce, uTo oHa nepexwuna

B HeMyto HOYb, 1 OAMHOKO

3anpeTcsa B TepeMe CBOEeM:

90. NMycTtb 60p 6yWwyeT Noa Aoxaem,
[MyCTb MpayHbl U HEHACTHbI HOYM

N Ha nonsgHe BONYbU 0OUM

3eneHbIM CBEeTATCA orHem!
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It speaks of death. On its behalf

70. the birds like owls are silent, sat
there moping in the branches that
betray at times a spooky laugh.

From those it falls and from a height,

still waving its soft wings, and flies

75. to find new branches, there alight,

and stare once more with large, round eyes.

Prominent are tufted ears

that in amazement turn to gaze

on forests sinking into haze,

80. a whitish mist that slowly clears
to leaves thick-piled in rotting tiers.

But do not hope for morning sun:

with rain and mist it’s overcast.

With chilly fog the day’s begun.

85. No wonder that the night has past,
though autumn’s breath will travel deep
in what it overcame at last:

the night is lonely, far from sleep,

and, locked within the towering wall,

90. will see with rage the hard rain fall
blackening the stormy night.

In clearings, spots of fierce green light
where prowling wolf’s eyes probe and trawl.
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Jlec, TOuHO TepeM 6e3 npusopa,

95. Becb noTeMHesn v NoanH4An,
CeHTa6pb, Kpy>Xacb no 4yawam 6opa,
C Hero MecTaMu Kpbilly CHAN

N BXOp4 CblpOW NNCTBOM yCbinan;

A TaM 3a3MMOK HOYbIO BblNan

100. N TaaTtb cTtan, BCe YMEPTBMUB...
Tpy6aT pora B nonsix nanekux,
3BEHUT UX MeAHbIX Nepenus,

Kak rpyCTHbIN BOMMb, Cpeau LWUPOKNX
HeHaCTHbIX U TYMaHHbIX HUB.

105. CkBO3b WYM AepeBbeB, 3@ A0JIMHOMN,
Tepsascb B rnybuHe necos,

YrptoMo BOET por TYPUHbIN,

Cknunkasa Ha nobbivy ncos,

N 3BYYHbIM FaM UX rosi0Cco

110. Pa3zHoCKT 6ypU LWIYM NYCTbIHHbIN.

JlbeT foXAab, X0N0o4HbIN, TOYHO Nes,
Kpy>aTcst TMCTbs NO MosisHaM,

N rycu AIMHHBIM KapaBaHOM

Haa necom gepxxaTt nepener.

115. Ho gHn nayTt. N BOT yX AbIMbl
BcTatoT ctonbamum Ha 3ape,

Jleca 6arpsiHbl, HeaABUXUMBbI,
3eMna B MOPO3HOM cepebpe,
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Without a prize the forest stood

95. in darkened, thin deficiency.
September, whirling through the wood,
removed wide swathes of canopy,
there strewing entrances with leaves
where night fell under empty eaves.

100. Now life retires and starts to yield
a sense that, far away, is felt

the blare of horns that seems to wield
a coppery bluster, soon to melt

in rain-drenched fog and sodden field.

105. Beyond the valley sounds or tree,
and lost in forest depths around,

a horn is howling sullenly.

It calls to those who hunt and hound,
and to the quarry gone to ground,
110. a threat that’s growing, distantly.

And then the cold rain starts to bite.
Like whirling leaves across the glade,
migrating geese above have made
extended caravans of flight.

115. The days go by, inscrutable,
but at the pillars of the dawn,
the forests, mauve, immutable,
are with a silver pencil drawn.
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N B ropHOCTaeBOM Llyrae,

120. YMbiBWK 6BneaHoe nunuo,
NMocnenHWn AeHb B 1ecy BCTpeyas,
BbixoauT OCeHb Ha KpblUibLO.

[Bop nycT n xonoaeH. B BopoTa,
Cpean AByX BbICOXLUMX OCUH,
125. BugHa en cmHeBa AOMUH
N wunpb nycTbiHHOro 60s10Ta,

[lopora Ha panekumn tor:

Tyna OoT 3MMHUX 6ypb U BbIOT,
OT 3UMHEN CTYXN U MeTenun
130. [laBHO y>X NTULUbI ynieTenu;

Tyna n OceHb noyTpy

CBOM OANMHOKUIW NYTb HaNpasuT
N HaBceraa B nycTtoM 6opy
PacKkpbITbl TEPpEM CBOMN OCTaBUT.

135. MNMpocTtun xe, nec! MNpoctu, npowan,
[eHb 6yaeT nackoBbIv, XOPOLLUUHN,

N CKOpO MArkor rnopoluen
3acepebpuTca MepTBbIN KpaWn.

Kak 6yayT cTpaHHbl B 3TOT 6enbin,
140. MNyCTbIHHbIA N XONOAHbIN AEHb
N 60p, n TepeM onycTenbin,

N Kpbiln TUXUX AEPEBEHD,
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And then the soundless ermine go
120. as shadows flit across a face,
and these last days of autumn show
a forest tossed upon the porch.

The yard is cold and empty, gate

has now two aspens trees, both dry.
125. The swamp and blue of valley sky
equally look desolate.

The road goes southwards on its own,
and southwards too the birds have flown,
in colds and blizzards every day

130. the winter here will further stay.

From autumn and the break of day
the lonely path goes on and on:
what can the forest do but stay
with all its wealth of foliage gone.

135. In this, the forest bids goodbye,
though days to come may still be good.
For soon new-fallen snow is stood

on ground where death and silver lie.

How strange that is, though nothing’s there
140. but snow and days of desolation.

The woods and village ways are bare,

but all their roofs a white occasion.
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N Hebeca, n 6e3 rpaHuLbl

B Hux yxopdawmne nong!

145. Kak 6yayT paabl cobons,
N ropHocTaun, U KyHULUbI,

Pe3BsCb U rpesacb Ha bery
B cyrpobax Markux Ha nyry!

A TaMm, Kak 6yMHbIN NASC WaMaHa,
150. BopByTCS B rosiyto Tamry
BeTpbl U3 TyHApbI, C OKeaHa,
['yoa B KPYTALLEMCS CHery

N 3aBbiBag B nose 3BepeM.
OHK pa3pywaT CTapbin Tepem,
155. OcTaBAT KO/IbS U MOTOM
Ha 3ToM oCTOBE NMYCTOM

MMoBECAT MHEN CKBO3HbIE,
N 6yayT B Hebe ronybom
Cnatb YepToru neasiHole
160. U xpycTtanem n cepebpom.

A B HOYb, MeX 6enbix nx pasBoaos,
B3onayT orHn HebecHbIX CBOAOB,

3abnewert 3Be3aHbIN WKNT CTOXKaPp -
B TOT yac, Koraa cpean Mosi4aHbs
165. Mopo3HbIM CBETUTCA noxap,
PacuBeT NonspHOro CUAHbLA.

1901
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Beneath the heavens, fields stretch far,
and make a white-bound entity:

145. how happy will the sable be,

and as the stoats and martins are.

Basking, running, all at play
in fields’ long snowdrifts through the day,

and dancing with the shaman’s potion,
150. all through the naked taiga go.
And from the tundra and the ocean
comes the whirling, spinning snow.

Like beasts themselves, the winds are howling,
along the forest walls are prowling.

155. The trees are stripped to stakes, each gone
into a wind-picked skeleton.

And then the scorching hoarfrost falls
from the overarching blue,
occasioning vast silvered halls,

160. crystalline and icy too.

At night, and through that white divorce,
the firmament will take its course.

The shining points of Pleiades
will glitter in their silent hour,

165. and flares of frost, that burn and freeze,
see heydays of Aurora’s power.

1901
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BeceHHee

TaeT cHer - U CoNHLue apKo
BrneweT B nongeHb Hag nongamu;
B 6necke conHUA BflaXXHbI BETEP
Mo necam-nonam rynser.

5. Ho nonga ewe nycCTbiHHbI,
Ho neca ewe 6e3M0ONBHbI;

TONbKO COCHbI, TOYHO apdhil,
HaneBaT MOHOTOHHO.

N noa ux HaneB HESICHbIN

10. B 3anoBeaHbIx Yawax 6opa

Cnagko cnuT BeCHa-uapeBHa

B 6enocHexHOM capkodare.
BeTepok ee nackaer,
MpurpesaeT NonaeHb SICHbIN,
15. Ho, 6bnegHa v HeNoABUXHA,

CnuT uapeBHa B CllaAKUX rpesax.
CnuT, - a CKOpPO YX B AONIMHAX

ConHue benblK cHer pacTtonuT,
N nonayT 6ypnuTb NOTOKMU

20. Mo gonnHam n oBparaw;
HaneTaTt necHble NTuubl,
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Spring

The snow is melting, sun is bright
and floods its noon day on the fields.
And in the glare the wet wind walks
across the field and forest ways.

5. Each wood is silent though, and yields
no more than do the empty fields.

The pine trees sound as though their strings
were heavy-damped and watertight.

A humming monotone still sings,

10. but in the depths and out of sight.

A white sarcophagus is still her dress,
the Princess, while the soft winds play
about her hair. The sunlight’s rays
may brighten all the noonday things
15. but here she's pale and motionless.

The princess sleeps and what she seems
is innocence and only dreams.

The snow, beneath the sun’s fierce rays,
already melts, the water sings:

20. and through the valleys and ravines
go forest birds on new-found wings.
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3aWwyMAT rpayn, a € HUMU —
3auBEeTYyT, 3a3e/IeHeloT,
OXuMBYT neca n poLum.

25. N npnaet anpenb-uapesuny

N3 3aMOpCKMX CTpaH faneKkmnx
Ha 3ape, koraa B AONMHAX

TalT CUHUE TyMaHhbl,

Ha 3ape, Koraa ot conHua

30. MNMaxHeT nec 3eneHon XBOEW,
[TaxHeT Tennow 3eMnero

N anpenbCkuMn LBETaMMU.

N CKNOHUTCA OH C ynblOKOM

Haa uapesBHOO 6€3MONBHOM

35. VI NnpunbHET K yCTaM LapeBHbI
Kpenko »apKuMu yctamm,

N oHa B ncnyre B34porHeT,
Pa3soMKHET pecHuLbl cpasy,
[NsAHET, BCNbIXHET - U YNbl6KOMU

40. O3apuT BeCb MNP BNOBNEHHbIN!

1893
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The noisy rooks now have a stake

in world-wide bursting into green.
The groves and forests come awake,
25. and April brings Tsarevich.

But more within the foreign sway,
at dawn, in valleys far away,

blue mists are melting: all is well.

From dawn has come the sun’s pale light,
30. and aromatic needles tell

how warm and fragrant is the earth,

in this our April’s flowery smell.

And he will bow down with a smile
above the princess all the while,

35. and then how warmly will he press
those sleeping lips with tenderness.

And she will wake in wild amaze,
her opening lashes break the spell,
and, wondering, look at him and smile

40. at all the world in love and well.

1893
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Baba-4ra

[YNKWA WYM B NeCy HaroHseT COH —
K HOYM Ha Mope nan Cbipon TyMaH.
OKpYy>XeH CO BCeX C YeTblpeX CTOPOH
TeMHOWN OCeHbK OCTPOBOK BysH.

A eule TeMHeN - MOW X0NoA4HbIN Cpyo,
A€ HWU B34AYTb OrHS, MM TOMNUTb €e CMeN,
A B OKHO rnaauT ToNbKo 6ypbin Ayo,
Moa KoTOpbIN cMepTb 3akonan Kowewn.

S cocTtapunacb, nsbonenacb BCs —
[ecaTb coT rogos bepery napeu!

Byab oroHb B cBeTue - 9 6 norpenacs,
byab ApoBa B ne4uu - noxnebana 6 weuy,

[la OoroHb - B MOpPSAX MOpexoay BeCTb,
[la Ha MHOro BEepCT C/bIWEH AbIM OT /bIK...
YepT Tebe Benen K 4yepTty B CAyrm nestb,
[lypa ctapasi, Hepa3yMHbI WbIK!

1908
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Baba Yaga

The forest booms and has a sleepy sound.
At night a damp fog’s fallen on the sea.
The island senses, on its four sides bound,
the threat of dark and rowdy vagrancy.

And even darker has the log-house grown
that, fan or pump the fire, is all it owns.
You see the window stare out on its own,
towards a old brown oak with buried bones.

I got old and sick all over. So my health

for long years bound within this casket’s loop.

If there were sun enough I'd warm myself,

or, wood in stove, would make myself some soup.

Yes, there’s fire on water, fresh news bred;
you hear the birch bark crackling from afar. . .

Best serve for hell itself, the Devil said,
and what a plain dull-witted hag you are!

1908
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KpelueHckada Houb

TEMHbIN eNlbHUK CHEeraMmm, Kak Mexom,
Onywwunn cegble MOPO3bl,

B 6nécTtkax nHes, TOMHO B anMasax,
3aapeManu, CKIOHUBWMUCL, 6epés3bl.

5. HenoaBM>XHO 3acCTbl/IN UX BETKMN,

A MeX HMMUN Ha CHEeXXHOoe J1I0HO,
TOUYHO CKBO3b Cepebpo KpyXXeBHOE,
MonHbIN Mecsy, rNaanT ¢ HeEO6OCKIOHaA.

BbICOKO OH NOAHANCA Han /1ecom,
10. B AapkoM cBeTe CBOEM LerneHes,
N npuyynnmBo CTENOTCA TEHU,

Ha cHery nog BeTBAMU YepHes.

3aMeno 4valwu neca MeTenbl, —
TOoNbKO BbIOTCS cneabl N 4OPOXKH,
15. Y6erasa Mex coceH n énok,
Mex 6epé30K L0 BETXON CTOPOXKWN.

Ybatokana Bbtora ceaas

JANKON necHero nec onycrensin,

N 3acHyn OH, 3aCbliNaHHbIN BbIOIOM,

20. Becb CKBO3HOWN, HENOABUXHbIN N 6enbIn.
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Epiphany Night

Dark spruces with their snow like fur,
with grey frosts fallen like a cloth:
the spangles glitter, diamond bright,
but birches here have nodded off.

5. Their branches here are motionless,
where heavy busts of snow still lie,
each fretted out in silver lace:

a full moon views us from the sky.

It soars above the forest, throws
10. a light that’s bright and vitreous.
Beneath the branches, shadows turn
both black and more mysterious.

The snowstorm’s buried all the forest,
left but winding pathways bare,

and in the pines, on birches hung,
the remnants of a gatehouse there.

A thick grey snowstorm brought its sleep,
a wild song filled the empty light.
The covering blizzard, end to end,
20. have left the prospect stiff and white.
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CnsT TAUHCTBEHHO CTPOMHbIE Yally,
CnsaT, oaeTblie CHErom rnybokumM,

N nonsiHbl, U Nyr, 1 oBparwu,

[ae korga-To WyMenu noToKMu.

25. TnwnHa, — fpaxke BeTka He XpyCcTHeT!
A, 6bITb MOXET, 3a 3TUM OBparom
NMpobupaeTca Bonk no cyrpobam
OCTOpPOXHbIM U BKpaA4YMBbIM LLUArOM.

TuwmnHa, — a, 6bITb MOXET, OH 6/IM3KO...
30. N cTOO 4, UCNOSTHEH TPEBOTMN,

N rnaxy HanpsaXXEHHO Ha yaluu,

Ha cnenbl n KyCcTbl BAOJIb JOPOTN.

B nanbHMX Yawax, rae BeTBU U TEHU
B NyHHOM cBeTe y30pbl CMIETAIOT,

35. BC& MHe uyanTca 4To-TO XUBOE,
Bcé kak 6yaTo 3Bepbku npoberator.

OroHék mn3 fiecCHoW Kapaysku
OCTOpOXXHO 1 pobKO Mepuaer,
TOYHO OH NpUTanaICa Noa JieCcoM
40. N yero-Tto B TULWIKM NoaXuaaeT.

BpunnnnaHToOM NIY4YUCTBIM U APKUM,
To 3en€éHbIM, TO CUHUM Urpag,

Ha BOCTOKe, y TpOHa rocrnogH4,
Tuxo 6neweT 3Be34a, Kak Xueas.
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So sleep the slender-woven thickets,
so sleep, in swaddling bands of snow,
the glades, the meadows and ravines
where once the roaring streams would go.

25. In silence: not a branch will crack,
though maybe far from this ravine

a wolf will pick its way through drifts
with steps both cautious and unseen.

The silence looms, is somehow close.
30. I stand and feel the sense bestowed
on me and thickets, an anxiety,

in tracks and bushes by the road.

But in the distant, branching shadows,
and in the patterning moonlight too,
35. I picture something there alive:
quick animals are running through.

The light throughout the forest seems
to show its cautious, flickering states,

a though a creature hidden there,

40. within the silence, stares and waits.

As a diamond, radiant and bright,
at first a green, and then clear blue,
and in the East, the throne of God,
a vibrant star comes into view.
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45. A Hajg necoMm BCE Bblile U Bbllle
Bcxoaut Mecsau, — v B AMBHOM MOKOe
3aMmpaeT MOpo3Has MosiHO4Yb

N XpycTanbHOe LapCcTBO NecHoe!

1901

37



45. Above the forest, high it rises

and, with the moon, brings wondrous peace:
with frosted midnight in the forest

that crystal kingdom’s not to cease.

1901
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MNJIEAAbI

CteMHeno. Baonb annen, Hag COHHbIMU Npyaamu,
bpeay 4 Hayraga.

OceHHeln cBeXxeCTblo, IMCTBOI U Nj1o4aMun
Bnaroyxaet caa.

[laBHO OH mopenen, — 1 3BE€34H0E CUAHbE
BeneeT Mmex BeTBEWN.

Noy a MeaneHHo, — U MEPTBOE MOJTYaHbe
LlapnT BO TbMe annewn.

N 3BOHOK KaXAblM Wwar cpeam HOYHOM npoxnagbl.
N uapcTBeHHbIM repbom

[[OpAT XoNo4aHbIe anMa3sHble Nneagbl

B 6e3MonBUN HOYHOM.

1898
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Pleiades

It's dark. By sleepy ponds and paths I'm wandering
at random, aimless, where

the smells of leaves and autumn garden fruitage bring
sweet richness to the air.

The trees are thinner here: a starry radiance pours
on limbs its clothing sheath:
I walk more slowly now and feel the quiet outdoors
through alleyways beneath.

All steps are audible in this still, cooling air,
the heavens an heraldic sight,
where, high above, the diamond-glittering Pleiads flare

in silence through the night.

1898

40



fOpHbIN Nec

BeuepHuin yac. B nonnHY TeHb crnonsna.
CocHoto naxHeT. Yncrto n rnyboko

Han necom Hebo. MneyHbIn 3Men NOToKa
LLlypwunT cnbiwHen Baonb 6enoro pycna.

CnbllWHEN 3BEHUT AaneKknn nnad Ko3na.
OcTpen CTpeKkoYeT nerkas copoka.
[opa, BeCb AeHb rnsaeBLwas C BOCTOKaA,
CBoM anbl NUK BbICOKO YHecna.

Ha Hen Monnnuce BonubeMy 3eBecy.
He pa3, He pa3 C BepWwunHbl 3TUX CKasl
N AbIM BCTaBasa, U Nenv rmMHbl necy,
N MegHbIM HOX B pyKax Xpeua cBepkarnl.

A TUX0 NoagHAN APEBHIOKD 3aBECy.
51 B XpaM 0OTLOB 3abbITbIN NYyTb UCKa.

1908
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Mountain Forest

The evening hour with shadowed valley deeps,
and smell of pines. Above the forest is the sky,
clean and unfathomable. The river sweeps
on past, a thick white serpent rustling by.

The distant hiccups of a goat ring out,

and some odd magpie has its rasping say.

The mountain looked out from the east all day,
its scarlet summit seen from far about.

It was the god of wolves they worshipped here,
and, often, from the top of rocks there rose

the smoke, with chants to reach the forest’s ear.
The priest’s knife glittered in its copper hue:

it was the past’s old veil I lifted, as to peer
at what our forebears’ long-lost temple knew.

1908
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[[acHeT Beuep, Aanb CUHEET,
ConHbIWKO caauTcs,

Crtenb ga ctenb KpyroMm - n BCOAY
HuBa konocutcal

[MaxHeT MenoMm, 3auBeTaeT
benagqa rpeyunxa...

3BOH K BeyepHe U3 AepeBHU
[loneTtaeT TUXO...

A Bhanun Kykyllka B poLuie
MeaneHHoO KyKyeT...

CyacTtnuB TOT, KTO Ha paboTe
B none 3aHouyeT!

[[AacHeT Beuep, CKPbIIOCb COJTHLUE,
JInwb 3aKaT KpacHeeT...

Cyactnme TOT, KOMY 3apero
Tennbin BETEpP BEET;

[na Koro mepuarT KpOTKO,
CBeTaTCSa C NPUBETOM

B TeMHOM Hebe TEMHOMN HOUbIO
3Be34bl TUXUM CBETOM;

KTo ycTan Ha HMBe 3a AeHb
N ycHeT rnyboko

MWpHBLIM CHOM Noj 3Be3A4HbIM HeHGOM
Ha ctenn wmnpokon!

1892
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Evening fades

Evening fades into a distant blue,
and soon the sun will set.

In steppes around and everywhere
rich life is teeming yet.

With honey smells, in warmer hue,
the buckweed floods in white.

The vesper bell from village there.
chimes quietly out of sight.

The cuckoo in its wooded lair
is slowly calling too.

Happy one who now must share
this night with much to do.

The sun goes down; grey shades are drawn;
the sunset blushes rose.

Happy will be one at dawn:
to find a warm wind blows.

But now the twinkling stars come out
and give their welcome glow:

how dark the firmament about,
how quietly stars still show.

So those who worked the whole day through
profoundly sleep tonight,

within the star-clad heaven’s view
and peaceful steppeland’s sight.

1892
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MOJ104OCTb

Hos6pb, cbipas nonHo4b. NOpoOAoK,

Becb Mmenoson, Becb 6neaHbIN Noa NYyHOLO,
MoaaBneH 6€30TBETHOW TULLNHOLD.
MpUANBHLIA LIYM TOPXXECTBEHHO-LLNPOK.

Ha mauTe komMeHaaHTa dar HaMoK.
BeBepxy, Ha4 caMoOu MayToOn, HaZ CKBO3HOH
N MyTHOM Mrnon, 6erywen Ha BOCTOK,
CKONMb3UT NyHa 3epKasibHoW 6ennsHolo.

Nay k obpbiBaMm. LLlym rpo3Hee. CeeT
TanHCTBEHHEN, TYCKJ/lee 1N rnevanbHen.
BonHa kayaeT cBav noa KynanbHeMW.
Baoanu - cepasa 6e3gHa. Mops HerT.

N BanyHbl, B LUNMSLLEN CEPON NEHE,
BnecTtaT BHM3Y, KaK CrsLlMe TIONEHMU.

6.VIII.09
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Midnight

November. Here at this raw midnight’s hour,
a village, chalk-white daubed beneath the moon.
Unanswered silence follows quickly on, and soon
there comes the solemn tidal roar of power.

A pole where movement in the flag has ceased:
it's wet and limp. Aloft, above the pole,

a thick and murky haze is gathering east.

The moon glides out, a pale but mirrored whole.

At the cliff-line now, the sound more threatening,
as is the sad, mysterious, whelming pace

of waves that rock the piles of bathhouse base.
Beyond is greyness: unseen waters sing

and sizzle through the boulders in a heap
as from the glistening backs of seals asleep.

6. VIIIL. 09
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He BuaHo ntuu,. NOKOpPHO YaxHeT
Jlec, onycteBwnin u 60NbHOMN.
pnbbI COLWN, HO KPEnKo NaxHeT
B oBparax cblpoCTbio rpubHOMN.

[NyWb CTana HWXe 1 CBeT/ee,
B KycTax cBananacsa Tpasa,

N, noa noXaeM oCeHHUM Tnes,
YepHeeT TeMHaqa nu1cTea.

A B none BeTep. [eHb X0N04HbIN
YrpioM n cBex - n uenbll AeHb
CkunTatocb 9 B cTenun cBob6oaHON,
Boanun ot cen n gepeBeHb.

N, ybatokaH waroM KOHHbIM,
C oTpagHOM rpyCTblo BHEMNIO 4,
Kak BeTep 3BOHOM MOHOTOHHbIM

[yANT-NOET B CTBOJIbI PYXKbS.

1889
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No birds are visible

No birds are visible. The wood,

unwell and empty, thinly leans

towards the smells thick mushrooms should
remunerate in damp ravines.

The brush is thinner in the main:

and through the bushes grasses spill,
when, smouldering in the autumn rain,
the foliage, dark, turns blacker still.

All day I find the cold wind yields
both crushed and sharp-eyed images.
I walk at hazard through such fields
here far from house or villages.

Now lulled by this, my horse’s pace,
how fond and sad the winds become:
through barrels of my gun, they trace,

monotonous, their plaintive hum.

1889
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NecHs

(A - npocTas AeBka Ha 6awTaHe...)

S - npocTasa geska Ha bawTaHe,
OH - pblbak, Becenbln Yenosek.
ToHeT 6enbln Nnapyc Ha JiInMaHe,
MHOro Buaen OH MOpen n pex.

foBOpAT, rpedaHkn Ha bocdope
Xopouwwu... A 4 yepHa, xXyaa.
YTonaet 6enbi napyc B Mope -
Mo>XeT, He BepHeTCHd Hukoraa!

byay »XpaTb B noroay, B Henorogy...

He poxaycbh - ¢ 6awwTaHa pa3oyTycChb,
Boinay K Mopto, 6polly nepcrteHb B BOAY
N KoColo YepHOW yaaBioCh.

1903-1906
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Song

(I'm a simple girl on a bashtan...)

For I'm the simple country lass, you see,
where’s he’s the traveler, a fisherman.
The white sail dwindles down the estuary:
to think what gifts of waters he must scan.

Greek women on the Bosphorus, says he,
are blonde and beautiful. I'm thin and black!
The sail retreats and sinks into the sea:

I fear, how much I fear, he won't come back.

Good weather days, and foul, I still must stay
persistent, waiting, or I'll not survive.
For in the sea I'd throw my ring away,

and hang myself upon this old black scythe.

1903-1906
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B nayHOM Kpecne, Ho4blo, Ha bankoHe...
OkcaHa KonblbenbHbIN LWyM...

Byab noBepyunB, KPOTOK U CMOKOEH,
OTAOXHU OT AyM.

BeTep npuxoaswmmn, yxoasawmm,
Betowinn 6e36pexXHOCTb0 MOPCKOMN...
ECTb 1 TOT, KTO 3TOW Aayun cnsuwen
CTOpPOXMNT NOKON?

ECTb N1 TOT, KTO AO/IXXHON Mepon MepuT
Haww 3HaHbs, cyabbbl n roga?

Ecnn cepaue xo4eT, ecnv BepwuT,
3HauuT — Aa.

To, uTo ecTb B Tebe, BeAb CyLLECTBYET.
BOT Tbl ApeM/ellb, U B Ff1la3a TBOU

Tak ntoboBHO MArKUN BeTep AyeT —
Kak xe HeT JliobBun?

1918
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In a dacha chair

A balcony, a night, a dacha chair:
Oksana with a lullaby.

Be trusting of this gentle, calming air,
let idle thoughts go by.

The wind both comes and goes, and, up all hours,
the sea’s vast fullness floods the place.

Is there someone sleeping here with powers

to guard this tranquil space?

Who knows the truth of what his eye perceives?
or knows what coming years and fate will bring?
Perhaps what heart can wish it so achieves,

and ‘yes’ may sing.

What'’s most inherent in you, that is there,
and what you're dreaming of, the eyes will tell.

For, with the winds’ soft trifling in your hair,
is there not love as well?

1918
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B no3gHunin yac Mbl 6bI1M C HEKO B NOJE.
Sl ApoXa Kacasncs HeXHbIX ryob...

«5 xouy obbsaATUA Ao 6onn,

Byab co MHOWM 6e3XanocTteH un rpy6!»

YTOMSACb, OHa NMpocusia HEXHO:
«Ybatokan, nam MHe OTAOXHYTb,
He uenyn Tak Kpenko v MATEXHO,
MoN0XNM MHE roNoBY Ha rpyab».

3BE&34bl TUXO UCKPUINCb HaA HaMW,
TOHKO MaxJyio CBEXEeCTbIO pOChl.
JlackoBO Kacanca a ycramu

[1o ropauunx WeEK n A0 KOChbl.

N oHa 3abbinacbk. Pa3 npocHynace,
Kak ants, B3AOXHYyNa B NONYCHe,
Ho, B3rnsHyBLwu, cnabo ynoibHynaco
N onsaTb npuxanacs Ko MHe.

Houb uapuna gonro B TEMHOM noJe,
J1oNro MnnNbIN COH s1 OXpaHsn...

A NOTOM Ha 30J/10TOM NpecTose,

Ha BoCcTOKe, TUXO 3acuan

HoBbIh AeHb, — B NONSAX NPOXaaAHO CTano...
S eé TMXOHbKO pa3byaun

N B cTenu, cBepKawLwwen n anown,

[Mlo poce Ao AoMy nposoAauin.

1901
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At some late hour

Out in the fields with her, at some late hour,

I brushed her lips to gauge how things would be.
‘I want a hug that hurts me: all your power

to be unpitying and rough with me’.

At length and wearily, she stopped and said,
‘You have my leave to lull me to my rest.
Don’t kiss so hard, but lay, by kisses led,
that head, so mutinous, against my breast.’

The stars were softly sparkling overhead

the scent of soft, sweet dew was in the air;

to those soft lips I was more fully wed,

those burning cheeks I kissed, and braided hair.

So she forgot herself. And I awoke

to find her in that child-like, dreamy state.

She smiled at me, looked up, and almost spoke,
then snuggled up as much she’d done of late.

So on those fields with her, the darkness grown

to be a dream’s contentment through that night,
the daylight broke, and, from its golden throne,

the east lay open-robed in sober light.

And with the day about us, coolly spread,
I woke her up, she slowly coming to:
we walked through steppeland fields light-touched with red,

that sparkled, far about us, with the dew.

1901
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AHren

B BeuepHUi 4ac, HaA CTenbo MUPHON,
Koraa 3akaTt Hajg Hen cusan,

Cpeau Hebec, cTe3ein ahnpHOM
BeuepHuin aHren nponetan.

OH Bnaen cympak npensakaTHbIn, -
Yxe cuHen Baanun BOCTOK, -

N Baopyr ycnbiwan OH HEBHSATHbIN
Bo p>xax pebeHKa rosocok.

OH Bunaen konocbsa cobupas,
CnneTtan BEHOK U nen B TULMK,
N 6blnn B NecHe 3BYKM pas —
HeBMHHOW, HE3EMHOW AYyLIN.

«bnarocnoeun MeHbLwworo é6para, -
Ckazan lNocnogb. — bnarocnosu
MnapgeHua B TUXMA Yac 3akaTta
Ha nyTb n npasabl u ntob6su!»

N aHren ceBeTnot ynblbkomn
PebeHka TMX0 oceHun

N Ha 3aKkaT Ny4yncro-3blbkmm
MogHsancsa B 61ecke HeXHbIX Kpbil.

N, TOYHO Kpbl/ibsl 30/10Thle,
3aps nbinana B BbILWWMHE,
M gonro oun Mosioable

3a Heu cneaunun B TUWLIKHE!

1891
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Angel

An evening in the peaceful grass,
with sunlight falling. Through the sky
the etherial spirit seemed to pass,
an evening angel hastening by.

Who saw the twilight close around,

the east already touched with blue:

and heard the words, the distant sound:
from rye, a child was calling through.

He plucked the wheat and wove a wreathe,
then sang in silence to the whole.

So Paradise was heard beneath

in innocence, a guiltless soul.

‘Now to our little brother, power

and all true blessings,’ said the Lord.
A child that’s born this sunset hour
knows paths of love and true accord.

The angel rose, and with a smile

was radiant as the dawn light brings.
And bright and trembling all the while,
was sunset on extended wings.

And like the golden sweep of them,
the burning dawn then also saw
the child regarding her, and M
transfixed in long and silent awe.

1891
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Mbl BCTPETUNNCL CNYYaWHO, Ha yray.

S 6bICTPO Wen - U BAPYr KakK CBET 3apHuULUbI
BeuyepHioo npopesan nonymrny

CKBO3b YepHble SIY4YUCTble peCHULbI.

Ha Hen 6bln Kpen,- Npo3paYyHbli JIerknim ras
BeceHHWI BeTep B3BESA/ HA MFTHOBEHbE,

Ho Ha nuue n B ApKOM CBeTe rnas

Sl ynoBun 6bls10€ 0XUBJIEHbE.

N nackoBO KMBHYy/a MHE OHQ,

Cnerka nvuo OoT BeTpa HaKJIOHUNa

N ckpblnacb 3a yrnom... bbeina BecHa...
OHa MeHs npocTuna - n 3abbina.

1905
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By chance

By chance, at that street corner, so we met,

a lightning flash when I was rushing by.

At once, and through the evening’s dreary fret,
those dark, voluptuous lashes caught my eye.

Through half-transparent crepe the gaslight fell.
The spring wind, too, was buffeting my face,
but in the face and eyes, as I could tell,

was animation of some other place.

Affectionate the nod in everything,
then to the wind she turned, as like as not,

to vanish round the corner. It was spring,
and she forgave me, and as soon forgot.

1905
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LNPLIEA

Ha TpeHOXHMK 60rnHs cagntca:
BnepHo-pbiXkee 3010TO KOC,
3eneHb rnas n aTTM4ecKkum HocC -
B meaHoOM 3epkane Bce OoTpa3nuTcs.

ToHKO BbapxaToM puca nokpbIT
He>XXHbIW NnK, po30BaTO-TENIECHbIN,
Kannewn HekTapa, Bnaron HebecHoMn,
BnewyT cepbrn, cKonb3s BAONb NAHWUT,

N Ynucc rosoput: "O, Unpues!
Bce npekpacHo B Tebe: u pyka,
YTO npuyeckn KoCHynacb cnerka,
N cuaowmm nokoTb, n wesq!"

A 60rvH4a c ynblbkon: "Ynucc!
S rop>XyCb Nmwb naev4yaMmm CBOMMMU

[la NywKoM anefibCUHHbIM MEeX HUMMU,
Mo cnuHe yb6erarowmm BHU3!"

1916

59



Circe

The godess by a tripod sits and shows

the pale gold braiding of her lustrous hair;
a copper mirror shone with all that’s there:
the sea-green eyes, and perfect Attic nose.

All was powdered over, had a velvet hue,

the face more delicate in its own flesh,

and like the God’s true nectar, sweet and fresh,
hang earrings, glittering, as from leaves the dew.

Then Ulysses must say. ‘With Circe posed,
the world’s made beautiful.” But then her hair
she touched, but lightly though, as if to share
what shining elbow and her neck disclosed.

‘But Ulysses,’ she says and smiles, ‘you know,
I'm proudest seeing how these haunches fare:

this rampant mass of fluffed-up orange hair,
which runs and clothes me from my head to toe!’

1916
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[MoneBble uBeThHI

B 6necke orHen, 3a 3epKajibHbIMMN CTEKIaMN,
MblIlLHO UBETYT AOpOrne uBeThI,

HeXXHbl N cnagku nx TOHKWe 3anaxwu,

JInctbsa 1 cTebnun NoMHblI KpacoThl.

Nx Bo3pacTunun B Tennmuax 3aboTnueo,
Nx npuBe3n n3-3a CUHUX MOpe;

NX He nyratoT MEeTeNn XONOAHbIE,
BypHbl€ rpo3bl U CBEXECTb HOYEMN...

ECTb Ha Nosigx Moen poanHbl CKPOMHbIe
CecTpbl 1 6paTbs 3aMOPCKUX LIBETOB:
Nx Bo3pacTuna BecHa 6naroBoHHas

B 3eneHn Manckomn f1iecos U Nyros.

BUASaT OHM He Tennuubl 3epKasbHble,
A HebockioHa npocTop ronybon,
BUAAT OHW HE OFHW, @ TAUHCTBEHHbIN
BeuHbIX co3BEe3AUN Y30p 30/10TOMN.

BeeT OT HMX KpacoTOK CTbIAINBOIO,
Cepauy v B30py poAHble OHU

N roBopsAT Npo AaBHO NMo3abbiTble
CeTnble gHW.

1887
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Wild Flowers

It is a plate glass, gala-bright event:

wild flowers, and set out there as pricey gems.
How sweet and delicate is each soft scent,
such beauty in their forward leaves and stems.

Raised carefully in warm conservatories,

and drawn across blue seas from far abroad,
they have no snows to fear that winter sees,
or stormy thunderstorms fresh nights afford.

I think of modest ones, from Russian fields,

but still companions of exotic flowers.

They drank the incense that the spring-time yields
when woods and meadowlands have May-time powers.

There were no forcing houses they would see;
the sky was always blue from days of old.
Mere light is not for them, but mysteries

of constellations in their patterned gold.

Theirs is a shamefaced beauty, maybe, won

from what the heart at peace and eyes would say.
They talk about the long-forgotten ones

of some bright day.

1887
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PbDXKMMKN Urosikamm
YcTnaH Kkocorop,

Cnagko naxHeT enkamu
Xapkuin netHmnn 6op.

Ca4b Ha 3Ty CKOJIb3KYHO
3010TYyI0 CyLb

C neceHKOK MNOJIbCKOI
[Mpo NnecHy rnyuwb.

TeMHOTa BeTBUCTas
Haa Tobon BucuT,
KpacHoe, nyuducroe,

ConHue 4yTb CKBO3WUT.

[an TBOW neHmBble
JeBnybn ycTa,

[pycTb TBOS cyacTnumBas,

[MeceHka npocTa.

Cnagko naxHeT enkamu
NMoTaeHHbIN 60p,

CKOJIb3KMMU UTOSIKaMU
YcTnaH Kkocorop.

30 noHa 1916
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Red needles

Red needle leaves
are heaped in soft, sweet swells,
and summer warmth now weaves
its pungent pine-tree smells.

Now on this sun-warmed slope
where gleaming needles press,
your Polish words evoke
a singing wilderness.

Dark the shade, aslant,

now hanging over you;
red-soaked and radiant

the sunlight falls on through.

Give me what I ask,

your girl’s soft, lazy mouth
it is a simple task

for sad songs of the south.

The summer warmth still weaves
its pungent pine-tree smells;
red needle leaves

lie heaped in soft, sweet swells.

June 30, 1916
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OanHoyecTBO

N BeTep, n goxaunk, n Mmrna
Hag xonogHoW NycTblHEN BOAbI.
34ecCb XU3Hb A0 BECHbl yMepna,
[10 BeCHbl onycTtenu cagbl.

5. 4 Ha paye oanH. MHe TeMHO
3a MonbbepToM, U AyeT B OKHO.

Buepa Tbl 6bin1a y MeHs,

Ho Tebe y>XX TOCKIMBO CO MHOMW.

[Moa Beyep HEHACTHOMO AHSA

10. Tbl MHe CTana KasaTbCs XXEHOMN...

YTo X, npowan! Kak-Hnbyab 4O BECHbI
MpOXUBY U OANH -- 6€3 XEHHI...

CeroaHa nayt 6e3 KoHuUa

Te xe Tyun--rpaga 3a rpsagon.

15. TBon cnep noa AoXaem y Kpbiibua
Pacnnbincsa, HanuICca BOAOM.

N MHe 60N1bHO rNAeTb OAHOMY
B npenBeyepHIoO Ccepyto TbMy.
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Loneliness

But wind and rain and mist ahead,
and vague, cold, watery concerns.
For prior to spring all things are dead,
the gardens bare till warmth returns.

5. How dark my dacha here has grown,
at easel working, and alone.

And you were here till yesterday

but also rather bored with me.

That evening of a stormy day

10. you proved the partner life could be.

To that, goodbye! I'll lead a life
alone, without a so-called wife.

The sky above seems one grey stain
of clouds that jostle, undeterred.
The porch’s footprint in the rain
soon fills with water and is blurred.

It hurts me now to gaze alone
out here, in this grey darkness thrown.
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MHe KpUKHYTb XOTeNoCb BOcCnen:

20. "BopoTucb, s cpoaHuncs ¢ tobon!
Ho ANns XEeHLWWHbl NPOLWOro HeT:
Pazntobuna -- u cTan en 4y>xon.

Yto ! KamunH 3aTtonnto, ébyay nuts...
Xopowo 6bl cobaky KynuTb.

1903
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I tried to shout on after her,

‘Come back. You can’t. You are my wife.’
But women spurn their past, prefer

to call love failed a stranger’s life.

A fire and drink will cleanse this fog,
It may be time to get a dog.

1903
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XXacMuH

LiBeTeT XacMuH. 3eneHon yallen

Naoy Hag TepekoM c yTpa.

Boanu, Mmex rop - npocton, bnecrawmmn
N yeTknn KoHycC cepebpa.

Peka WYyMUT, BCA B UCKpaX CBETA,
XXacMMHOM naxHeT XapKun nec.
A TaM, BBepXxy - 3uMa U JIeTO:
SIHBAapCKMIN CHer u CMHb Hebec.

Jlec 3aMunpaeT, MieeT B 3HOE,
Ho TeM nbilWHEeN LBETET XXAaCMUH.
B nasypu sipkon — He3eMHoe
Bennkonenuve BepLluH.

1904
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Jasmine

The jasmine blooms. From thicket greens
I cross this morning into Terek’s zones
of distant, brilliant mountain scenes

that glitter as clear silver cones.

The river’s roar, the sparks of light,
the jasmine with hot piney scents,
and at the top the constant sight
of springtime white in sky’s events.

The forest settles, stilled in heat:
the jasmine of such brilliance speaks.
Unearthly is the bright blue sheet

of splendour in the mountain peaks.

1904
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CTAMBYIJI

O6nesnble xyable kobenu

C nevyanbHbIMK, MONSLLMMK FNla3aMu -
[MOTOMKK TEX, YTO U3 CTENen NpULLIN
3a NblIbHbIMW CKPUNY4YNUMN BO3AMMN.

Bbin nobeanTens cnaseH u 6orat

N 3aTonmnn OH WYyMHOI OpAoto

TBou ABopubl, TBOU cagbl, Uapbrpag,
N npenancs, Kak CbITbl SIEB, NOKOIO.

Ho aHW neTaT, netat 6bicTpee nTmy!
N BOT yxe B CKyTapu Ha norocre
YepHeeT nec, v Tbica4n rpobHuL
bBeneloT B KMNnapucax, TOYHO KOCTWU.

N npax BeKOB yrnas Ha npax CBATbIHb,
Ha cnaBHbIN ropoa, HblHE MoayaAuKun,
N BOo cobak 3BYUYMUT TOCKOM NYCTbIHb

Moa BU3AHTMMNCKOW BETXOM Ba3nnamnkon.

N nycTt Cepanb, U CMONK ero oHTaH,

N BbICOXSIN CTOJSIETHME AEepPEeBbS...

Crambyn, Ctambyn! lNocneagHnin mepTBbI CTaH
[MocneaHero BenmMKoro Ko4yesbs!

1905
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Istambul

Multitudes of thin-limbed, shabby men

who stare at you with sad and pleading eyes:
descendents of the creaking, dusty wagons when
they came from steppelands in their nomad guise.

Rich and famed, their leader, who would need
to give his noisy Horde a splendid view

of palaces and gardens: he decreed

a rest as satiated lions do.

The days fell faster than the birds may fly,
and in Scutri now the churchyard stones
within black shadows of the cypress lie

as white, innumerable as coffined bones.

The dust of ages fell on marbled shrine,
and now that half-wild glory must expire
as pitiful as desert dogs that whine
about their delapidate St. Sophia.

Of Seraglio and fountain, not a trace,
nor of the trees with centuries of grace.
Istambul, the last great stopping place

of that indomitable, nomadic race!

1905
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BEAYWH

3a MepTBbIM MOpPEM - nenefibHble rpaHun
YyTb BUAHLIX rop. lNMNongHeBHbIW Yac, obega.
OH Bblkynan kobbiny B MopaaHe

N cen KypuTb. [lecok Kak Meab HarpeT.

3a MepTBbIM MOpeM, B COJIHEYHOM TyMaHe,
TeueT Mmpax. B nonMHe - 3HOMN 1 CBeET,
BopkyeT ankunin ronybb. Ha repaHu,

Ha oneaHgpax - BEWHWA anbln LBET.

N oH ApeMOTHO HOEeT, BocrneBas
3HOW, oNneaHap, repaHb M TaMapuKc.
Cnaut, kak actpeb. lNerasa abas.

Cnonsaet ¢ nneu... MoaT, pazbonHukK, rmkc.

BOH 3aKkypun - U paj, 4YTo C TOHKUM [bIMOM
CpaBHUT B CTMXaX BepLlnHbl 38 CnaamMom.

1908
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The Bedouin

Beyond the Dead Sea waters, ashy bits

of hills poke up. It's noon, and time to eat.

He bathes his mare, smokes his hookah, sits
on Jordan’s sand that’s bronze-like in the heat.

Beyond the Dead Sea waters, space becomes
elusive mirages of blazing light.

Warmth, doves cooing. Spring’s geraniums
and oleanders stand out, pink and bright.

He whines a drowsy song, as thin as smoke.
Oleander, geraniums, tamarisk and heat.
Now like a hawk he squats: the piebald cloak

slips from his shoulders. Thief and poet meet

in this fierce tribesman as the thin smoke fills
the peaks beyond those distant Siddim hills.

1908
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B >xapkoM 30510Te 3akaTa Nnpamuabl,
Baoonb no Huny, Ha yTexy MHOCTpaHLUaMm,
LLlenkoM B BOAY CBETAT NapycCHbIe JI04KU
N 6exxnT nykcopckmm 6enbii napoxoga,.

DTO 4ac, Korga 3a HuMnoM nanbMbl YETKH,
N B Kanpe 6newyT cTeksna anbiM rsHUEM,
N xeomB B NaHAO KaTaeTcHd, U rmabl

Mo KOpeNHAM oTAbIXalT OT rocrnoa.

A cupeHeBble ganu Huna K wory,

K ankoin Hybumn, k NMoporam, CMyTHbI, 3bI6KU
N BCe Tak e MUpPY YyXAabl, 3anoBeHbl,
Kak npun Xydy, npn Kambuse... 4 npuees

JlyK oTTyAa 1 KOSl4aH 3e/1eHO-Me[HbI,
LLIUT n3 kKoxun 6eremoTta, ApOTUK TMOKNNA,
Mex naHTepbl N CYLAHCKYI KOMbYyry,
HO Ha 4TO BCe 3TO MHe - BOMNpoC.

1915
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Egypt

With pyramids, the sun in going down provides

rich spreads of gold. The Nile, to please its foreign guests,
hauls sailboats’ silk reflections into water calms;

the famed white Luxor steamer makes its usual jaunts.

It is the hour of rosaries and distant palms.

On Cairo glass the sun takes scarlet, glistening rests.
The Khedive has his Landau ride. Off-duty guides
escape to coffee shops beyond their masters’ wants.

Southwards, under lilac skies, the Nile will see
Nubia the wild, cataracts, vague apparitions

not really of this world, but of the Odyssey,
Khufu and Cambysses. And I have brought a bow

and quiver made of copper with green verdigris,
a hippopotamus shield, flexible dart, unwanted additions
to this panther fur, Sudanese chain-mail filigree,

though what these all amount to, I really do not know.

1915
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2nbbypcC

(MpaHckun MUd)

Ha nbaax 2nbbypca conHue BCxXoauT.
Ha nbaax 2nbbypca X1U3HU HeT.
Bokpyr Hero Ha HebocBoge

TeyeT anMasHbIf Kpyr naaHeT.

TyMaH, BCNON3aloLWmni Ha cKaThbl,
BepwmnH He B cunax AOCArHYTb:
OaHnM HebecHbIM NazaTam

K BeHLYy 3eM/n AOCTYNEeH NyTb.

N Mutpa, 4ybe cBATOE UMHA
bnarocnosnser BcA 3eMn4,
BocxoaunT nepsBbin MexXay HUMU
3apeun Ha NbAUCTbIe NOoSA.

N cBeTUT puU30iM 3/1aTOTKAHOMN,
N o3upaeT C BbICOThI

NcTokn pek, necku MpaHa
N rop BoNHUCTbIE XpebThl.

1905
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Elburs

(An Iranian myth)

On Elburz ice the rising sun
completes the life it had begun.
Around it in the firmament

the diamond-twinkling planets run.

The fog creeps up the lower slopes,
below the summit sits and mopes,
yet from this heavenly Namavand
there ran a path to crowning hopes.

Mithras, with its holy name,

that blesses everywhere the same,
has yet One rising up between,

and dawn on icefields makes its claim.

It shines on clothed and golden lands,
and looking down from its great height
on river sources, Iranian sands,

holds mountain ranges in its sight.

1905
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NMHaUNCKNIA oKeaH

Hag 4yepHOTOM TBOMX NY4YMH
[[Openu AuBHbIE CBETUNA,

N Taxxko 3bI6b TBOS X04MNa,
B3pbiBas orHb 6€33BYy4YHbIX MUH.

OHa rnasa cnenuna Haw,

N mMbl 6negHenu B BbICTPOM CBETE,
N cnHe-orHeHHbIe ceTu

Teknn No MeasieHHbIM BOJTHAM.

N cHoBa, WwWyMeH u rny6bok,

Tbl BOCCTaBas U 3aropasncsa —
N oT 3Be34bl K 3Be34€e LaTascs
Beninkon TpoCTbio 3bI6KNI (POK.

3a BaJZIOM BCTpeYHbIN Ban 6exan
C AbIXxaHbeM niaMeHHbIM MYCCOHa,

N xBoCT anMasHbin CKOpNMOHa
Hag yepHoTOM TBOEW ApoXKan.

1916
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Indian Ocean

Above your glossed and dark designs
were marvellous and glinting lights,

as though that breaking swell were sites
of detonation, deep in mines.

My eyes were blinded, almost lost

in that quick-changing, livid fire:

a net of bright blue, burning wire

was in those long, slow billows tossed.

And in that deep and noisy cast

you rose and spread in fiery light,

and star to star throughout the night
close-wavered round the shifting mast.

Beneath that mast another ran,

with moonsoon heats beneath the sail,

a scorpion with a diamond tail,

both black and threatening this poor man.

1916
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BonHa

OT KMnapucoBbIxX rpobHML
B3netena ctas 4yepHbIX NTUL,. —
Topb63 paccTpensaHo, pa3ébuTto.
BOT rpsi3HbIN LWENKOBbIN NMOKPOB,
KopaHbl C OTTUCKOM MOAKOB...
Kak rpy6o KOHCKoe KonbITO!

BoT yuen-to caa; oH 4yepeH, ron -
N He 0 HeM Nn MoW ocern
PblaatowmM TOMUTCS peEBOM?

A g - 9, NpOKa)XXeHHbIN, paj
BpoanTb, BAbIXas ropbKUin 4ag,
YTOo TaeT B HebGe 6MPIO30BOM:

[MycTon, paspyLUueHHbIN, HEMOW,
OTHbIHE 3TOT ropog - Mon,

Mon KaxAabl CryCcK U nepeynok,
Mou Bce Ty MepTBeLoB,

[JOMOB pyWHbI N ABOPL,OB.

Ae WyM MOPCKOM TakK CBeX U rynok!

1915
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War

From cypress tombs they gather flight,

a flock of birds as dark as night.

The turbaned stone is cracked and broken,
and here the silk covering of the Koran

is mired beneath both horse and man:

the cavalry has rudely spoken.

This was someone’s garden, where
my donkey stops: it's burnt and bare.
Distant now the sobbing cry.

This leper, far from living folk,

goes wandering, snuffing bitter smoke
that melts into a turquoise sky.

All this is mine: these steps I trace
across a silent, emptied place.

From alley way and steep decline

in dead men’s shoes my shambling goes
past house and palace porticoes

to meet the hard, fresh smack of brine!

1915
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CnoBo

MonyaTt rpobHuLbl, MYMUN U KOCTU,—
JInwb CNoBY XWU3Hb JaHa:

N3 opeBHEN TbMbl, HQ MMPOBOM MNOroOCTE,
3By4yaT nmuwb lNncobMeHa.

N HeT y Hac MHOro AOCTOSAHbLA!
YMeunTe xe bepeub

XOTb B Mepy Cui, B AHU 37106bl N CTpajdaHb4,
Haw pap 6eccMepTHbIM — peusb.

MockBa, 1915
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Word

Through silent tombs, and mummies and through bones
it lengthens out our lives:

in ancient darkness and past churchyard bones

the written word survives.

We have no other gifts that count, but bring
within its sheltering reach,

this gift through angry days, this suffering,
our immortal speech.

Moscow, 1915
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N uBeTbl, N lWUMeNn, U TpaBa, N KOIOCbSH,

N nasypb, 1 NONyaAeHHbIN 3HOMN...

CpOK HacCTaHeT - rocnoab CbiHa 61yAHOro0 CrpOCUT:
"Bbls1 N1 cY4aACTAMB Tbl B XXU3HU 3€MHON?"

N 3abyay s BCe - BCNOMHIO TONIbKO BOT 3TU
MNoneBble NYTU MeX KOJSIOCbEB U TPaB -

N OT cnafloCTHbIX C/leé3 HE CyMEe OTBETUTb,
K MunocepaHbIM KOJIEHAM Mpunas.

1918
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Flowers and bumblebees

With flowers, and bumblebees, the grass, and sheaves of hay,
among this blue and midday heat,

the Lord will ask the prodigal, on some such day,

if life so given him were sweet.

And all that’s past will be forgotten, only these

odd paths through fields I shall recall,

and in my flooding tears, and on my grateful knees,
scarce find the words to speak at all.

1918
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CeHoKOC

Cpean aoBopa, B 6atucrtoson pybaluke,
Crosan 6apyykK u, wypscs, 3san: «KopHen!»
Ho aBop 6bin nycT. [lBe nerne ABOPHSIXKKM,
LLleHKK, KaTanucb B ceHe. Bce cuHen

5. Hap kpbiwamn u cagoM Hebo mneno,
Kak cka3o4yHasa COHHasa peka,

Bce ropsyen nannno 3HoeM Teno,

Bce pagoctHen 6enenn obnaka,

N BCe aywHen 6naroyxano ceHo...

10. «KopHen, cegnan!» Ho HeT, KopHeun B necy,
OcTanacb TO/IbKO CKOTHMUA EneHa

[a nyenbHUK OpoH... LLleHoK 3amM4an ocy

N ceHo B3pbla... MOIOYHBLIN roNybb KOMOM
Ynan Hu KpbllWy CKOTHOroO Bapka...

15. Be3ae oTKpbITbl OKHAa... A Hag 4OMOM
Tak cepebputcs Tonosb, TaK sApKa

Jlnctea BBepxy - Kak 6yaTo n3 metanna,

N BOpo6bM WHBLIPAKOT TO U3 3ana,

B TeHnCTbIM NnanucagHuk, B bepeckneT,

20. To cHoBa B 3as... [lokon, nasypb n CBeT...

B KOHIOWHe nonycyMpak n npoxaagHo,
HaBo3oM nuxHeT, cbpyen, nowanbmu,
KacaTtoukun webeuyT... U AMu,
COCKYUYMBLUNCb, TUXOHBbKO PXET U XagHOo
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Hayfield

In the courtyard, in a cambric shirt

is Barchuk standing, calling: much ado
about the piebald puppies in the dirt
there playing, rolling in the hay. All blue

5. the sky above the roofs and garden, soft

as water in the dreaming river. Heat

is everywhere, intense. The clouds aloft

are bleached and spreading in a thin white sheet.

The stifling smell of hay, essential earth.

10. (‘Let’s saddle up!’) that’s rooted like a tree.
Elena the cowgirl stays. A thick hive’s worth

of sounds. A puppy startles at a bee.

The hay, the milky pigeons: one long drouse
and not a roof of cattle-barn in sight.

15. All windows open, and, above the house,
the poplar’s glinting with a silver light,

where, at the topmost part, hard metals perch.
Now from the hall the sparrows take their flight.
half darkness shades the garden and a birch:
20. all’'s peaceful, sleeping in a pale blue light.

Manure and harnesses, the odd debris

that comes with stables here is out in force,
and there is Ami, an impatient horse,

that’s bored and says so, neighing greedily.
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25. KocunT cnon rnas nusoBo-30/10TOM
B peweTyaTyto ABepKy... CTpeMeHaMu
3BeHUT bapuyK, NoaHSB ceano C y3aom,
Knaget, nognpyru f0BUT - N yLLAMWU

MNpsaeT AMU, BAPYr CAeNaBWNCL CTPONHEN
30. M BbIXxoAdA Ha cosiHuUe. TaM K KagyLuke
CknoHseTcs, - bneck, Hebo BUANT B HEN

N ponro nbet... N conHue »oKeT NoayLUKK,

JlyKy, NOTHUK, urpas B cepebpe...
A 4yepes yac 3axoasT NobupyLIKu:
35. Cnenon n Mmanbunk. Oba Ha asope
Cnpaat kak goma. Manbumnk 60CoHOrmnm

CtounT n megnut... Pobko BXxoauT B 3an,

C BOCTOpProM CMOTPUT B CBET/IbIN MUP 3epKan,
KacaeTcs Ao knasuw opTenbsHO —

40. N, B3APOrHyB, 3aMMpaeT: 3HOMHO, CTPAHHO

N Beceno B xopoMax! - Ha 6ankoH
OTKpbITa ABEpPb, @ COJIHLE XXAapKUM CBETOM
3aXxrno napket, n rnyboko napkeToMm
3epKasibHbl 0T6NEeCK ABEpU OTpPaXeH,

45. 1 BOpo6bU KPUKINBOK CTaHULIEN
[MpOHOCATCA Y caMoro creksa
3a 30/10TON, CBepKakLwe NTuuen,

3a UBONION, CKOMb3SILWEN, KaK CTpena.

1909
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25. It squints an eye of singing lilac-gold

to harnesses beyond the gated door.

Now Barchuk lifts the reigns and saddle: cold
they sit upon the back they’re destined for.

The horse spins round, seems suddenly more sleek,
30. and trots out in the sun. Now, like as not

to drink, it leans and long reflections speak

of sky and clouds. The saddle-cloth is hot.

Luca marks with silver every card

and sweats it out. Two beggars then appear,
35. a blind man and a boy. Here in the yard
they sit. The barefoot boy betrays some fear

but, hesitating, walks on through the hall,
delighted, sees himself upon the wall

of mirrors, touches then the piano keys —
40. and shudders, seems to start and freeze.

How happily the stream of sunlight falls
across the breadth of gleaming parquet floors.
A deep reflection of the open doors

is flooded through these airy mansion halls.

45. The sparrows speak of homely destinations
and flit on past the pane of mirroring glass,
and then the shining, golden delegations

that, like the Oriole in arrows, pass.

1909
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NOCNEAHUN LUMENb

YepHbin 6apXaTHbIN WMeNb, 30/10TOE OnJieybe,
3ayHbIBHO ryasilunin neBy4vYen CTpyHOMN,

Tbl 3a4eM 3aneTaelwb B XuUbe 4yenoBeybe

N Kak 6yaTO TOCKYyellb CO MHOWU?

3a OKHOM CBET U 3HOW, MOAOKOHHUKMN SIPKU,
Be3MATeXHbl U XapKu rnocnegHne gHu,
MoneTain, noryan - n B 3acoxiwlen TaTapke,
Ha nogyweuyke KpacHOW, YCHM.

He naHo Tebe 3HaTb YenoBe4vyeckon AyMbl,
YTO maBHO onycTenu nons,

YTO y>XX CKOpO B BYypbsiH cAyeT BeTep YyrpoMblIi
3010TOro cyxoro wmeng!

1916
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The Last Bumblebee

Clothed in gold and velvet black, the bumblebee,
must hum and sadly now its muted song.

Why would you come inside, the refugee

in places where you don’t belong?

Intense the window light beyond this room,

what warm serenity these last days keep.

Be gone, and and find some tufted thistle’s plume
and on its purple pillow sleep.

You cannot know that human knowledge leads
to empty fields, and that full presently:

how soon the winds disperse the sullen weeds,
and you, a gold, dry, bumblebee.

1916
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COBAKA

MeuTain, meuTan. Bce yxe n Tycknewu
Tbl CMOTPULLBb 30/10TUCTBIMU N1a3aMu
Ha BblOXHbIN ABOP, HA CHEr, NpuUaunwmn K pame,
Ha MeTnbl rynkux, AbIMHbIX TOMOJEN.

B3abixas, Tbl CBepHYy/acb noTensen
Y HOr MOUX - N AyMaewsb... Mbl camu
ToMuM cebst - TOCKOMN MHbIX NoNnen,
NHBbIX NYCTbIHb... 3@ N€PMCKUMUN rOpaMu.

Tbl BCMOMMHaeELWb TO, YTO YYyXAO0 MHeE:
Cepoe HebO, TYHAPLI, NbAbl N YyMbl

B TBOEN CTyAEHOW AMKON CTOPOHE.

Ho a Bcerpga pgento ¢ To6010 AyMbl:

S yenoBek: Kak 6or, 9 obpeuyeH

[Mo3HaTb TOCKY BCEX CTPaH U BCEX BPEMEH.

1909
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Dog

Dream on, though smaller, dimmer what you see
with those great amber eyes of yours. They go
from blizzards in bare yards, to wadded snow

in every broom of smoky poplar tree.

You growl and warmly curl up at my feet,

and think — what do you think? I speak

of things we humans long for, incomplete

and past all wastes and Permian mountain peak.

What you recall is not for me: the strange
grey skies and tundra, ice and plague times too.
In icy ancestry how far you range

through what I'd still and gladly share with you.

Though human, as a god I'm cursed to know,
all times, all countries, how man’s longings go.

1909
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KaHapenka

Ha poanHe oHa 3eneHas....
Bpam

KaHapenky ns-3a mops
[MpnBe3nun, n BOT OHa
3o0n0Tasa crana c rop4,
TecHOMN KNeTKoW naeHeHa.

MTuen BONbHOW, N3YMPYLAHOMU

Y He byaellb,- Kak HX Nown

[Mpo Aanekni oCTpoB YyaHbIN

Haa TpakTupHyto Tonnoun!

10 Maga 1921
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Canary

At home, it is green....
Bram

A canary from across the sea,

and brought so far that we can gauge
in bars of gold what grief can be
when trapped inside a tiny cage.

But you a free and emerald bird
will tell no tale, though sung aloud:
your marvelous home will stay unheard

above the noisy tavern crowd!

May 10, 1921
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PbIBAYKA

- KTo TaMm cTyumnTt? He BCTaHy. He oTKpoto
HaMokLen geepun B XMXUHE MOEMN.
TpeBOXXHa HOYb OCEHHEK NOPOoLO -
PaccBeT elle TPEBOXHEN U LUIYMHEN.

- "Teba nyraet ryn cpeay KaMHen

N ckpexeT Menkomn raabkKu nog roporo?”
- HeT, 9 6onbHa. U cBexXecTblo CbIPOtO
Mo onesny AyeT U3 CeHeMn.

- "4 6yay xaaTb, KOrga yroMoOHUTCS
OT 6ypun oxMmenesLuas BoJsHa
N cTaHeT 651eknbIM 30/10TOM CTPYUTbLCS

OceHHUIN aeHb Ha NaBKy M3 OKHa".

- Ynaun'! 4 HoueBana He ogHa.
OH 6bin cMenen. OH Mopsa He bounTcs.

1908
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Fisherwoman

Who's that knocking on my hut’s wet door?’
No one’s to get me up on such a night.

The autumn is uneasy here, but more
alarming still is dawn’s loud, boisterous light.

‘The roar through rocks and stones — it frightens you,
or mountain’s pebbled, slow-grinding sound?’

Myself, I'm sick of it, of weather too

that falls in fresh, raw blankets hard around.

‘T'll wait for it to settle down and be

some fierce, drunk wave that’s by the wild storm thrown.
It will in time adopt a golden key

as placid streams the window bench has known.’

‘So go away!’ I did not sleep alone:
my man was bold and had no fear of sea.

1908
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[lepeBeHCKUMN HULLNI

B cTopoHe oT goporu, noa Ay6oM,
Moa ny4yamum nansiwmmm cnuT

B 3unyHuwKe, 3awTonaHHoMm rpy6o,
Crapblh HUWIKMW, Ceaon NHBaNUA;

N3HeMor OH OT AafibHEN A0pPOrn

N npuner noa Mexomn OTAOXHYTb...
CosiHUEe XOKeT UCTOMJIEHHbIE HOrN,
O6HaXeHHYIo LWet U rpyab...

BuaHO, CAMWIKOM HYy>XAa oAonena,
BuaHo, Herage nputoTa CbicKaTb,

N cynbba becnowanHo Benena
Co cnesamm no OKHaM CTOHaTb...

He yBuauwb Takoro B ctonuue:

TyT y>XX BNPAM UCTOMIEHHbIN HY>XA0M!
3a Xene3Hon peLlleTKon B TEMHULE
Peako BuaeH cTtpaganey Takoun.

B nonrmi Bek cBOM HEMANO OH CUbI
3a Tsaxenon paboton yobun,

Ho, Ao/MKHO 6bITb, Y Kpast MOruibl
YX He CTano xBaTaTb €My CuUII.
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Village Beggar

Here off the road, beneath a broad oak tree,

he’s sleeping unprotected from the sun’s hot rays:
in much-darned cloak and clothes, how wretchedly
the grey old beggar goes his limping ways.

The long, hard journey and oppressive heat
have now exhausted him. He takes his rest
beside the hedge: the hot sun stings his feet:
his neck is bare as well, as is his chest.

Apparently it’s need that sent him on:
apparently beyond all shelter here.

Merciless the fate that he be gone

beyond what these and pitying windows fear.

You’ll not see this in any normal day

in our good capital: a man in need.

Or in some dungeon, even, locked away:
rarely is such suffering decreed.

Old men like him have yet the power

to go on working at the hard and rough.
He must be at the grave’s own ending hour
to find himself no longer strong enough.
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OH MAET M3 CENEHbS B CENEHbE,

A Monbby 4yTb NenedveT SA3bIK,

CMepTb 6n1M3Ka yXK, HO MHOIO My4Y€eHbs
NepeTepnuUT HECYACTHbIN CTapUK.

OH 3acHy”... A NOTOM CO CTEHAHbEM
XpucTa paau Npocu U Npocwu...
[[PyCTHO BMAETb, Ka MHOIO CTpadaHbs
N TOoCKKN M HYXAbl HA Pycu!

1886 (lMepBoe Hane4yaTaHHOE CTUXOTBOPEHMUE)
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From village to village the poor man goes:
with plea he babbles out to take on trust.
So death approaches, sufferings; he knows
that he'll endure them, as he plainly must.

He fell asleep at last, but with a groan
that asks and asks of Christ’s own giving hand.
How sad to see such pain and suffering thrown

on this, our mother Russia’s needful land.

1886 (First printed poem)
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KAMEHHAS BABA

OT 3HOS TpaBbl CYXN N MepTBbl.

Crtenb - 6e3 rpaHuy, HO Aanb CUHeeT cnabo.
BoT ocTpoB nowagnHom rososbl.

BoT cHoBa - - KaMeHHas baba.

KaK COHHbI 3TV NNOCKUE YepThbli!
Kak nepBobbITHO-rpy60 3TO Teno!
Ho 4 cTtoto, 60otocb Teb4... A Tbl
MHe ynblbaelwbcs HecMeno.

O, ankoe ncyagbe apeBHen TbMbl!

He Tbl Nb KOrga-To 661710 rpoOMOBEPXKLEM?
- He 6or, He 6or Hac co3aan. OTO Mbl
Boroe TBOpUIN pabCcknM cepaueM.

1906
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Stone Woman

The grass has dried up and looks dead from heat.
The steppe fades out into a thin blue stain.

But on this horse-head island we must meet

this stonebuilt woman, who is here again.

She sleeps with her flat features close to dreams,
the body’s vigorous but primitive:

I stand in awe of you. Afraid. It seems

both faint and cautious that the smile you give.

Oh, wild thing born of distant time’s abyss,
a thing of darkness with the thunderer’s part.
Not God, not God created us, but this

that we conceive of with a captive’s heart.

1906
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MNPOBOAbI

3abun 6yrpamu xemuyr, 3aknybouTtcs,
B3pbiBasg ManaxuTbl NO4 pynem.

3emnga nnbiBeT. OTXO0AUT, OTAENUIICS
Bbicokmnn 60pT. N Mbl Hazag nibiBEM.

Mon onycTten. Ha cop 1 3epHa XuTa,
CeBucTa, cnetenucb ronybu. A Tam

ApOXNT KOpMa, U AJIMHHbIN Xe3n 6yrwnpuTa
OTX0auT N 4YepTUT no Hebecawm.

Kyana Tenepb? MapT, cyMepku... K BeuepHe
3BOHSAT B NOPTY... [lylua BECHOM MOJIHa,
[MonHa TOCKOW... BOH OroHek B TaBepHe...
Ho HeT, aomMon, A nbsH u 6e3 BUHA.

1908
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Departures

The water boils in lumpish, thick-clogged pearls,
explodes in green beneath the steering wheel.
The wide earth floats. We leave, the sail unfurls
and, tilting wildly, it is back we reel.

The pier is empty. Whistling flocks come fast
to congregate on seeds or refuse there.
Much agitation and the bowsprit mast

draws all before it, cleaving sky and air.

Where now this March and vespers? Twilight glows.
A call to port is made. The soul’s divine

in spring, but filled with longings. A tavern shows . .
but no, I'm drunk enough without more wine.

1908
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B noe3pne

Bce wupe BosbHbLIE NoON4
[MpoxoAdaT MMMO Hac Kpyramu;
N xyTopa v Tonons

[NbIBYT, CKpbIBAsACb 3a MNONSAMMU.

BoT noAg ropoto CKUT CBATOM
B 6opy 6osnieeT 3a nyramu...
BOT MOCT »XenesHbl Hag peKow

[MpoMyancs ¢ rpoxoToM Moj, HaMu...

A BoT n nec! - N ryn naert
MoA CTYK KOJSIOC B JSieCy 3€/1eHOM:
bepe3 BecenbixX XopoBoA4,
LLlyma, BCTpeyaeT Hac NOKJ/IOHOM.

OT naposo3a 6enbl AbIM.

Kak xsionbs BaTbl, pacrnon3ascs.
MNbIBET, LENNSAETCHA MO HUM.

K 3eMne 6ecnoMouHO CKIOHSSCb...

Ho y> onsaTb KyCTbl MNOLWUN,
OnaTb AepeBbLEB CTPOWN peneerT.
N 6eckoHe4yHas Boanu

Ctenb pa3BepHynacb U CUHeEeET.

OnAaTb NpUBOSbHbIE MO
[MpoxoAdaT MMMO Hac Kpyramu.
N xyTopa, u Tonons

MNNbIBYT, CKpbIBasACb 3@ MOJASAMMU.

1893
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On the Train

Increasing open fields one sees,

that passing then will circle round,
and farms and now the poplar trees
that float and hide in built-on ground.

A Holy Hermitage beneath the hill,
and forest not with meadows grassed,
a river, bridge of iron will:

they each and all go roaring past.

And so the forest, hum of wheels,
reflected from that tree-lined wall:
the birches dance their merry reels:
they bow to us in this odd ball.

From the engine puffs of smoke,

like cotton flakes that then are clearing,
clinging, flung out like a cloak

and at the ground then disappearing.

More clumps of bushes, how they rise on
slopes of trees that thin to view:

endless to the wide horizon

the steppeland are returned to blue.

Increasing open fields one sees,

that passing then will circle round,
and farms and now the poplar trees
that float and hide in built-on ground.

1893
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be3Haae>XHoOCTb

Ha ceBepe ecTb po30Bble MXM,

EcTb cepebpuUCTO-LIENKOBbIE AIOHbI...
Ho TEMHbIX COCEH 3BOHKME BEPXMU
[otoT, NOKT HaA MOPEM, TOYHO CTPYHbI.

Mocnywai nx. CTaHb, NPUC/IOHUCb K COCHE:

CKBO3b IPO3HbIN LWYM Tbl C/bIWNLBL I UX HEXHOCTL?
Ho n oHa — B NeBy4YEeM MNosycHe.

Ha ceBepe oTpaaHa 6e3HaeXHOCTb.

1907
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Hopelessness

There are pink mosses in these northern lands,
the dunes silk-silver in what daylight brings,
the pines reverberate in gloomy stands:

the wind that resonates on ocean strings.

Listen to them, propped against this tree,
and hear a tenderness in these harsh sounds.
It sings as half asleep, contentedly,

this hopelessness in which great joy abounds.

1907
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C OCTPOIomn

KocTep TpewunT. B dentoke CBET U xap.
B BoAe CTOAT N cepebpAaTcs LWyKu,
Beneet gHo... bepu Tpe3ybel B pyku

N He cnewun. Ypap! Ewe yaap!

Ho no3aHo. CTpacTb - Kak CNagoCTHbIM KowwMap,
Ho cun y>X HeT, NPOTUBHbI KPOBb U MYKMW...
[[acu, racu - Banu ¢ 6opTa hentoku

KocTtep B JlumaH... N vag, v abimM, n nap!

Tenepb nerko, NpoxnagHo. BbicTynatoT
TyMaHHble c03Be34bsA B NOJIyTbME.
BonHa kayaeT, pblbbl 3acbIinatoT...

N BBEpPX INLIOM JIOXYCb S Ha KOpME.

MNbITb - A0 3apn, HO B MOpPE NYyTb HE CKYYEH.
S 3aapemMnto Noj POBHbIN CTYK YKTHOUMH.

1905
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In an Estuary

Fire crackles. Light and heat throughout the boat,
and in the water, wavering, the silvery pike.

In white we glimpse the swirling bottom, strike
and pause, and strike again, again by rote.

Too late. That force becomes a hurtful dream,
disgust with bloodied killings intertwined.

We stop and leave, and on the estuary find

a bonfire where we watch the smoke and steam.

Now things are easy. The night is cool. I keep
an eye on how the constellations turn.

The water round me settles, the fish asleep:

I lie, face upward, in the boat’s broad stern.
Or I can swim till dawn, not quite awake

to rhythms that the sea and the rowlocks make.

1905
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BbiBaeT Mmope 6enoe, MOIOYHOE,

Becb 3pnMbIn AnoKanumncuc, Koraa
Becb MMp ogHO MOsl4YaHME NOJSIHOYHOE,
ApmMagbl 3Be34 1 MepTBas BoAa:

[MpenBeyHoOe, MOruUbHOE, rpo3sllee
Co3Be3ansaaMun Hebo - n ferko

AbiMsalleecsa xeMuyrom, nexatuiee
BcemmpHOn nnaweHnueo Mneko.

1925
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Sometimes the sea is white

Sometimes the sea is milky white, with scars
of some apocalypse, the whole world stark
to midnight’s listening silence, and the stars
in vast Armadas interspersed with dark,

dead water — serious and threatened by
the whirling constellations as they fall
with strung-out pearls across the outstretched sky,

the world beneath them shrouded, close and small.

1925
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bywyeT nonaqa soaa,

LLIYMUT 1 rnyxo, n NpoTsIXHO.
payen nponeTHble cTaga
KpuyaT n Beceno, u BaxHo.

ObIMATCA YepHble 6yrpsbl,

N yTpoM B BO34yXe HarpeTom
'ycTble 6enble napel
HanoeHbl TENJIOM 1 CBETOM.

A B NonaeHb Ny>Xu Noj OKHOM
Tak pasnueatoTcsa v bnewyrT,
UTO ApKMM COSTHEYHbIM NSATHOM
Mo 3any «3anunKkn>» TpenewyT.

MeX KpyrfbiX pbiX/ibiX 061akoB
HeBunHHO HebO ronybeert,

N conHue nackoBoe rpeert

B 3aTuwbe ryMeH n ABOPOB.

BecHa, BecHa! M Bce en pago.
Kak B 3abblTbM KakOM CTOULLb
N cnbiwnwb CBEXWW 3anax caaa
N Tennbin 3anax TanbiX Kpbill.

Kpyrom Boga >XXyp4yuT, CBEepKaeT,
KpuK neTyxoB 3BYYUT MOPOW,

A BeTep, MAFKUN U CbIpOW,
[Na3a TUXOHbKO 3aKpblBaeT.

1893
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The shallow water

The shallow water seeming rocks
in some prolonged but quiet applause,
while rooks in congregated flocks
give out their joyful ragged caws.

Dark, smoking mounds the snow has left
exposed to warming by the morning air,
nor is their whitish mist bereft

of light and movement anywhere.

Noon puddles at the window seem
to flood on out to blazing light.
Reflected spots of sunlight gleam
around the room or out of sight.

The clouds are fluffy, loosely spun
of innocence and calm blue air.
Both warm and gentle is the sun
on courtyards and on people there.

Spring. Spring. Such happiness.

The past is only where you stand.
Rich gardens smells are here to bless,
and thawing roofs are close to hand.

Around the sparkling waters lie,

quiet murming, and roosters call.
The wind is raw and soft, and all
encompassed by the closing eye.

1893
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N BHOBb MopcKkas rnaab 6negHa

Moa 3Be34HbIM 6/1aroCTHLIM CUSAHBEM,
N nonHoub Tensiad nosHa
OuapoBaHuneM, MOMTYaHbEM —

Kak, rocnoau, 6narogapuTtb
Tebs 3a BCe, UTO B MUpe 3TOM

Tbl Aan MHe BUAETb U NO6UTb
B MOpCKYtO HOYb, NOA 3BE34HbIM CBETOM.

1908
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The sea is pale

The sea is pale and memorable
beneath the stars’ benevolence.
The midnight here is warm and full
of charm and quiet obedience.

But how are we to thank you, Lord,

for all within this world of ours.

You let my sight and love accord

with sea and night through star-lit hours.

1908
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MoaT

M03T NeYvanbHbIM N CYpPOBbIN,
BeaHsk, 3a4aBneHHbIN HYXO0W,
HanpacHO HULLETbLI OKOBbI
MopBaTb CTPEMULLLCS Tbl AyLON!

HanpaCHO xo4yelb Tbl NMpe3peHbeM
CBoun HecyacTbs NnobeanTb

N, CKNOHHbIWM K CBET/1bIM YBIEYEHbSM,
Thbl Xo4ellb BEPUTb N NHOOUTD!

Hy>xaa ewe He pa3 oTpaBuUT
MWHYTbI CBETNbIX AYM U Fpes,
N no3abbiTb MeyTbl 3aCTaBuT,
N poBepneTt Ao ropbkux cnes.

Korga X, uaMy4yeHHbIn ckopbsmu,
3abbIB 6ecnnogHbIn, TAXKUN TPyA,
YMpelb Tbl C ronoay,- uBeTaMu
MOrmnnbHbIN KPecT TBOW NepeBbioT!

1886

119



The Poet

Though sad, severe the poet be,

a poor man bowed down by his need,
he’ll break these chains of poverty,
declare his soul will set him freed.

And vainly will his thoughts despise
an urge to win, to be above

the world of pastimes, gain the prize
of self-belief, of faith and love.

That need will come again and add
its poison to life’'s hopes and fears.
He will forget what dreams he had
and know but time’s yet bitter tears.

Then he, so long in sorrow’s powers,
forgetting fruitless artistry,

will pine away, not even flowers

to mark where gravestone used to be.

1886
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B APXWUMEJIATE

OCeHHUN geHb B INNIOBOW KPYMHOM 3bl6U
bnuctan, kak meab. 201 n NocenaoH
Benu B CHacTax NeBy4Ymin AONTUA CTOH,

N Haw kopabnb Hbipsin nogobHo pbibe.

Baoanwu 6bin Mbic. Bbicoko Ha narube,
CkBO034, BCTaBa/l HEPOBHbIN PS4 KOJIOHH.
Ho necHs pen MeHs K/IoOHWNa B COH -
Kopabnb HbIpAn B INN0BOW KPYMHOWN 3bI6W.

He BCe nb paBHO, YTO 3TO CTapbIN XpaM,

YTO Ha MbICcy - 3abbITbin NopTuUK Peba!
3anoMHU 9 NUWb pa4 KOSIOHH Aa Hebo.

[bIM 06n1aKkoB Kypuscs rno ropam,

[MyCTbIHHBIM MbIC Bbl/1 CXOX C KOBpUIron xseba.

A >Xunn Bo cHe. boros TBOpW 9 cCaM.

1908
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The Archipelago

In burnished copper shone that autumn day.
Poseidon and the winds groaned somberly.
And like a fish, on through that purple sea,
our vessel dipped and rose and found its way.

There, far ahead, a cape, and I could tell

at intervals how broken columns showed.

The sun-god made me sleepy: still we rode
across that white-combed, purple, heavy swell.

All seemed quite natural: sky and distant cape,

the sun-god’s temple, gracious portico,

but etched into my mind what they would show . . .
the smoke-rings round the hills, the headland’s drape
on homely loaves. In dreams I made it so,

and gods as only I myself would shape.

1908
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PoaunHe

OHM rnymaTcs Hag Toboto,
OHU, 0 poanHa, KopAaT

Tebsa TBOEKO NPOCTOTOHO,
Y60rnm BMAOM YepHbIX XaT...

Tak CblH, CNOKOMHbLIN N HaxallbHbIN,
CTblANTCH MaTepu CBOEWN -
Yctanon, pobkon U nevyanbHOMU
Cpeab ropofiCKux ero apysemn,

NagnT € ynblbKon cocTpagaHbs
Ha Ty, KTO COTHM BepcT bpena
N nns Hero, Ko AHIO CBUAAHbS,
MocnenHunn rpowunk beperna.

1891
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Homeland

They mock you, who would only see
our land stuck fast in some hard rut,
your homely, sweet humility

the squalor of some darkened hut.

Casually the son reports

on his poor mother’s odds and ends,
bewildered, shy and out of sorts
with his new, smart and city friends.

A smile, and in compassion’s way,
and for the mile on mile he’s braved,

I'll give, that very date and day,
the last poor kopek I have saved.

1891
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Cupnyc

[oe Tbl, 3B€34a MOS 3aBeTHa4,
BeHel, HebecHOW KpacoTbl?
OvyapoBaHbe be30TBETHOE
CHeroB v TYHHOW BbICOTbI?

[Ae MonoaocCTb, NpocTas, ynucras,
B Kpyry ntobmMoM n poaHoOM,

N cTapblh AOM, N enb CMONUCTas
B cyrpobe 6enom nog OKHOM?

Mblnan, nrpan CTOLBETHOW CUNOHO,
Heyracumaga 3ese3aa,

Haa nanbHe MOer MOrusoto.
3abbiTon 60rom Hasceraa!

1923
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Sirius

Where are you now, my favoured star,
whose sky-born beauty does not fade?
Unrequited is your call from far

who are of snow and moonlight made.

Where is the magic of my youth,

where are those loved and dear to me,
those window banks of snow — in truth,
that home of one far house and tree?

Blaze on, unquenchable in power,
in varied lights that you evince.

You flood my grave in some late hour
God knew but has forgotten since.

1923
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Mopden

NMpekpaceH TBOM BEHOK U3 OFHEHHOro Maka,

Mon N0CTb TAMHCTBEHHbIN, XWJel 3eMHOro Mpaka.
Kak 6negeH cMyrnbl MK, KakK A0N0r FPYCTHbIA B30p,
Nagawmm Ha MeHs! 1 KpoTKO U B yNop,

Kak cTpalwleH cMepTHOMY 6e3rnacHbin 4yac Mopdes!
Ho cka3o4HO UBeTeT, BO Mpake naameHes,
BoXecTBeHHbIN BEHOK, N K PaAOCTHOMN CTpaHe
YBOAUT OH MeHs, rae Bce AOCTYMNMHO MHe,

Ae HeT nperpag 3€MHbIX MOMM HagexaaM BELUHWUM.
[Ae CHIOCb 81 caM cebe AaneknuM u He3AELWHUM,

[Ae He AMBUT HMUYTO - HU JaXe JlaCKu Ton,
C keM 60r Hac pas3gennn MOrnsibHOK YepToun.

1924
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Morpheus

How beautiful the fire-red poppies of your wreath

to that strange guest inhabiting dark earth beneath:

how pale the sunburnt look, how long the saddening ways
with which you stare at me with mild and point-blank gaze.

How terrible for man the silent hour of Morpheus,
the weave of blaze and darkness with the fabulous.
Divine the wreath is, and to a joyful country he
conveys me: wholly rendered and well-known to me.

No hopes forbidden there, nor is the wild spring far,
this place where self I dream of stays familiar.

No marvels, nor is kindliness superfluous
in those from whom the God-made grave divided us.

1924
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Appendix
Significance of Ivan Bunin

Ivan Alekseyevich Bunin was born in 1870 on parental
estates in the Voronezh province of central Russia. He was
the third and youngest son of Aleksey Nikolayevich Bunin
(1827-1906) and Lyudmila Aleksandrovna Bunina (née
Chubarova, 1835-1910). The family were minor gentry
with a distinguished Polish and Tartar past, one that
included the poets Anna Bunina (1774-1829) and Vasily
Zhukovsky (1783-1852), the most celebrated court poet
of his time after Pushkin. His older brother Yevgeny had
the largest influence on Bunin, helping to give him an
education that his father’s financial troubles — drink,
gambling and sheer impracticality — had prevented. {1-
2} Bunin began writing poems at an early age, and
displayed an extraordinary keenness to the nuances of
nature. ‘The quality of my vision was such that I've seen
all seven of the stars of Pleiades, heard a marmot's
whistle a verst away, and could get drunk from the smells
of landysh [lily of the valley] or an old book’, he
remembered later. {3} Bunin's experiences of rural life
had a profound impact on his writing. ‘There, amidst the
deep silence of vast fields, among cornfields — or, in
winter, huge snowdrifts which were stepping up to our
very doorsteps — I spent my childhood which was full of
melancholic poetry.’ {4}

Yevgeny taught Bunin psychology, philosophy and the
social sciences, encouraging him to read the Russian
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classics and develop his gift for painting. Bunin was then
sent to a public school in Yelets, but finances did not allow
him to complete the course. He did not go on to university
in the usual way of his class, but opted for literature,
starting unambitiously in local journalism. In May 1887
Bunin published his first poem, and his first short story
two years later. Happily, it was his position as editorial
assistant, and then de facto editor, of the local Oryol
newspaper that allowed him to place his own short
stories, poems and reviews in its literary section. Bunin's
debut book of poetry was published in 1891, and some of
his writings for the Oryol newspaper began to feature in
the Saint Petersburg periodicals.

Bunin spent the first half of 1894 travelling all over
Ukraine. 'Those were the times when I fell in love with
Malorossiya (Little Russia), its villages and steppes, was
eagerly meeting its people and listening to Ukrainian
songs, this country's very soul’, he later wrote. He visited
the Russian capital in 1895, and met some of its literary
figures, becoming close friends with Anton Chekhov,
Konstantin Balmont and Valery Bryusov. 1899 saw the
friendship with Maxim Gorky, to whom he dedicated his
later Leaf Fall (1901) collection of poetry, and a
continuing association with Leo Tolstoy, who advised
against slipping into ‘total peasantification’. In 1895-6
Bunin divided his time between Moscow and Saint
Petersburg, and in 1897 published his first short story
collection (To the Edge of the World and Other Stories),
followed a year later by his second (In the Open Air) and
then his second collection of poems. {5} Bunin moved to
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Odessa in June 1898, becoming friendly with local writers,
but in Moscow attended the Wednesday Literary Group,
where his uncompromising views on realism were not
always welcome.

The next decade was one of steady progress: several
collections of short stories, translations, the above-
mentioned Leaf Fall, which won acclaim as much from
critics as the Symbolist poets: Alexander Blok, Aleksandr
Kuprin and Valery Bryusov. ‘A welcome antidote to
Symbolist excess’ and ‘definitely Pushkin-like’, full of
‘inner poise, sophistication, clarity and wholesomeness’,
said the critic Korney Chukovsky. It was for this collection,
and his translation of Longfellow's The Song of Hiawatha,
that Bunin won his first Pushkin Prize. Poetry continued,
but Bunin now began importing the features of poetry into
his prose, which became richer in lexicon, more compact
and evocative. {1-2} ‘For me the crucial thing is to find
the proper rhythm. Once it's there, everything else comes
in spontaneously, and I know when the story is done.” {6}

Bunin was now an established, well-respected writer, and
compilations started to appear. Znanie began publishing
The Complete Bunin series from 1902, which ran to
several volumes by 1910. The Public Benefit publishing
house followed suit. Bunin became a close friend of the
Chekhov family, travelled extensively, and published in
the popular magazine of Adolph Marks. He kept out of
debates — 'I did not belong to any literary school; I was
neither a decadent, nor a symbolist nor a romantic, nor a
naturalist” — but was increasingly depressed by the
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horrific slaughter of the war. Bunin and common-law wife
returned to Moscow to be with Vera’s parents, and in April
1917 Bunin loosened ties with the pro-Revolution Gorky,
beginning a rift that was never healed, though Gorky’s
own relationship with the Soviets was fraught and difficult.
In May 1918, Bunin and Vera Muromtseva obtained official
permission to leave Moscow for Kiev, then continued their
journey to Odessa, and thence to Constantinople. {1-2}

In March 1920, the couple arrived in Paris, and Bunin’s
émigré existence began. He hated the Bolsheviks,
supported foreign intervention, and only slowly adjusted
to his new circumstances. Nonetheless, his new book
Scream, published in France and composed of short
stories written in the 1911-1912 interval, represented, he
said, the happiest days of his life. He belonged to the old
world, which was now lost, but some of the best work,
including Mitya's Love (1924), Sunstroke (1925), and The
Life of Arseniev (1930-33) was written in the next decade.
His 1925-26 Cursed Days started to appear in the Paris-
based Vozrozhdenye newspaper, and Bunin could be seen
as the moral and artistic spokesman for a generation of
expatriates who impatiently awaited the collapse of
Bolshevism. He became the first Russian to win the Nobel
Prize for Literature, which was awarded to him in 1933
‘for following through and developing with chastity and
artistry the traditions of Russian classic prose’. Bunin
found himself an international celebrity. His travels
through Europe were noted in the newspapers, though the
reaction in Russia was distinctly frosty. {1-2}
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1934-6 saw The Complete Bunin in 11 volumes, published
by the German company Petropolis. Bunin finished his
recollections of Tolstoy (The Liberation of Tolstoy) and
began in 1938 a celebrated cycle of nostalgic stories with
a strong erotic undercurrent, the first eleven stories
coming out as Dark Avenues in New York (1943), and full
version in France (1946). The reception of what Bunin saw
as his best collection of short stories was deeply
disappointing. The Nazi occupation of France had made
Bunin’s prose more gloomy and introspective; the
melancholy was sharper; the erotic element seemed
overdone and tasteless. {7} Refusing the invitation to live
out the war in America, the couple had opted to remain in
Grasse, living in a small community high in the
mountains, where they grew their own food and wrote
incessantly to ward off hunger, cold and fear. They gave
shelter to Nazi fugitives, but were not seriously at risk.

{1-2}

On Liberation, the Bunins returned to Paris, which they
never afterwards left. Bunin’s 75% birthday was widely
celebrated in the émigré community, and he now had
Soviet admirers. A return to Russia was contemplated, but
came to nothing after the publication of his Memoirs
(1950), which were scathing of Soviet cultural life. In
explanation, Bunin wrote: ‘I was born too late. If I had
been born earlier, my literary memoirs would have been
different. I wouldn't have been a witness to 1905, the
First World War, then 1917 and what followed: Lenin,
Stalin, Hitler... How can I not be jealous of our forefather
Noah. He lived through only one flood in his lifetime.” {2}
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After 1948, in financial straits and with his health
deteriorating, Bunin concentrated upon writing his
memoirs and a book on Anton Chekhov. In 1951 he was
elected the first-ever honorary International PEN member,
representing the community of writers in exile, but
Bunin’s last years were marred by bitterness,
disillusionment and ill-health. His last diary note of 2 May
1953, was: 'Still, this is so dumbfoundingly extraordinary.
In a very short while there will be no more of me — and of
all the things worldly, of all the affairs and destinies, from
then on I will be unaware! And what I'm left to do here is
dumbly try to consciously impose upon myself fear and
amazement.’ He died of heart failure, cardiac asthma and
pulmonary sclerosis in November 1953. {2}

Some reparations were made. Bunin became the first
Russian writer in exile to be published officially in the
USSR. In 1965, The Complete Bunin appeared in Moscow
in nine volumes, but his more controversial books
remained banned in the Soviet Union until the late 1980s.

{2}

Bunin’s first love was Varvara Pashchenko, a classmate at
Yelets and the daughter of a doctor and an actress. It was
a stormy and difficult affair, opposed by Varvara’s father
and terminated in 1894, when Varvara’s marriage to the
actor and writer A.N. Bibikov brought Bunin close to
suicide. In 1898 he met and quickly married Anna Tsakni,
the daughter of a Greek social-democrat activist, a
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beautiful, vivacious and society-loving creature with few of
Bunin’s interests. The marriage soon became acrimonious,
and collapsed altogether when their five-year-old son

died. {2}

Ivan Bunin's second wife was Vera Muromtseva (1881-
1961), the niece of a high-ranking politician and to whom
Bunin remained devoted, marrying her in 1922 when his
divorce from Anna was finalised. But the quixotic heart
had not yet finished with Bunin. In 1927, Bunin fell for the
Russian poet Galina Kuznetsova, on vacation at Grasse
with her husband, who stormed off when matters became
public. Nonetheless, Bunin not only convinced Vera that
the affair was purely platonic, but got her to accept Galina
as a secretary and family friend. As Vera herself had a
secret lover in Leonid Zurov, who stayed with the Bunins
as a guest for many years, it was more a ‘love
quadrilateral’ than triangle. The affair ended dramatically
in 1942, when Galina went off with another frequent
guest, the opera singer Margo Stepun. Margo and Galina
were eventually accepted as ‘friends’ by Vera, however,
and with both women Bunin and his wife maintained a
regular correspondence until their respective deaths. {8}

Prose Legacy

Bunin’s mastery of the short story was acquired by
repeated improvement, and the better stories appear at
intervals over a long working life. The earliest were
uneven in quality, often over-earthy, lacking an adequate
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plot and too much based on the simple leitmotif
contrasting nature’s beauty with humanity's ugly
shallowness. After Tolstoy’s eye for detail, and Gogol’s
fusion of prose and poetry, it was Fet’s gift for indefinable
atmosphere that most attracted Bunin and then
Tyutchev’s ‘poetic cosmology’. What he had above all, and
what he shares with the writer and painter Eugéne
Fromentin, was the ability to convey in words the exact
smell, taste, sound and visual impressions of a scene. {1}
However depressing the circumstances — and they were
exceptionally so in The Village and Dry Valley — there was
always an animal happiness in Bunin, the unquestioning
intoxication of being alive, though sometimes in a
nightmarish sort of way, very different from the
melancholy grace of Turgenev. {7} Bunin gradually
refined his style, reducing language to a resonant
minimum, to something detached but evocative,
informative and not always pleasant.

Bunin kept to his gentry roots, and had little time for the
Symbolists and many avant-garde schools that flourished
in early twentieth century Russia. Things had to be exactly
observed, not created by some rodomontade of language.
He had an interest in philosophical and mythological
speculation, but readers have not generally valued these
digressions. {1,2,7}

Cursed Days anticipated memoirs like Yevgenia Ginzburg's
Journey into the Whirlwind (1967) and Nadezhda
Mandelstam's Hope Against Hope (1970), indeed the
anti-Soviet tradition that began with Evgeny Zamyatin
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and Yury Olesha and that incorporated Mikhail Bulgakov,
Boris Pasternak and Alexander Solzhenitsyn. Despite his
work being banned in Russia, Bunin also influenced
several generations of Soviet writers, from Mikhail
Sholokhov onwards. {2}

Bunin was a conscientious writer, who never took himself
less than seriously. As a young man he had some of the
good humour and acting ability of his father, but these
became overlain by a fastidious caution and reserve in
later years. Bunin the writer was not noted for any sense
of boisterous fun or extravagance. The talent was always
apparent, however, and this collected, sharp-tongued and
perceptive figure who maintained his cool demeanour at
the many literary circles he frequented, surprised no one
in being elected to the Russian Academy in 1909 while still
in his thirties. {1-2}

Poetry Legacy

Outside Russia, Bunin is best known for his many short
stories, {9}, his brief novels (The Village and Dry Valley)
his 1917-18 diary (Cursed Days) and the autobiographical
novel (The Life of Arseniev). In all there is a strict artistry
and exactness of description that Russians see as ‘the last
of the classics’, in the tradition of Tolstoy and Chekhov,
but with an intricate richness of language called the *Bunin
brocade’. But, in fact, Bunin began as a poet, and
continued to produce poetry throughout his exceptionally
long working life, though this was subsequently more of a
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poetic sensibility worked into the fabric of the later prose.
He won the Pushkin Prize for poetry on three occasions,
and was admired by literary figures of very different
sensibilities, from Chekhov through Gorky and Blok to
later poets. {1-2}

Bunin, one of last products of the gentry culture, did not
feel at home with Symbolism, particularly its decadence,
cultivation of the abnormal, artificial and neurotic. He tried
to avoid his landscape becoming raw material for
transcendental speculation, instead stressing objectivity, a
training of sensory perception, and an attitude that
remained clinically detached and impassive before nature.
Avoiding any false lyricism altogether sometimes left
Bunin close to a threadbare matter-of-factness, but he
nonetheless sought a unity and harmony in life, often
finding them, like Saadi, his favourite poet, in travel,
antiquity and the beauty of the world. He was particularly
drawn to the east because its many graves and ruins gave
him a sense of continuity with the past. {10}

Like their French originators, the Russian Symbolists also
wrote verse as something aspiring to music, but broke
into two factions. Some, like Bryusov, saw Symbolism as
a purely literary movement. Others, notably Vyacheslav,
Ivanov, Bely and Blok, believed Symbolism was a mystical
religion to which poets served as high priests. Blok was
the greatest of the movement, and he used metaphorical
language of marked originality to convey spiritual and
religious experiences. Using images possessing multiple
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meanings, also allowed him to express the link between
the visible and invisible worlds. {3,11-15}

Naturally, a reaction to Symbolism itself came in time.
Europe had seen poets turn inward, to private thoughts,
associations and the unconscious. Like good Marxist
intellectuals they policed the area they arrogated to
themselves, and sought to correct and purify the language
that would evoke its powers. Syntax was rearranged by
Mallarmé. Rhythm, rhyme and stanza patterning were
loosened or rejected. Words were purged of past
associations (Modernism), of non-visual associations
(Imagism), of histories of usage (Futurism), of social
restraint (Dadaism) and of practical purpose (Surrealism).
By a sort of belated Romanticism, poetry was returned to
the exploration of the inner lands of the irrational. Even
Postmodernism, with its bric-a-brac of received media
images and current vulgarisms, ensures that gaps are left
for the emerging unconscious to engage our interest.

In Russia, however, the immediate reaction to Symbolism
was Acmeism in the work of Anna Akhmatova (1889-
1966) and Osip Mandelstam (1891-1938). The first was
essentially a love poet, a great but unhappy love poet,
who wrote in a deceptively simple style on matters that
increasingly found itself at odds with doctrinaire Stalinism.
Mandelstam also aimed at clarity, in his case the clarity of
the classical world through which he explored the
dimensions of the human spirit. He drew on the
philosophic dimensions of Tyutchev and Ivanov, became
increasingly pessimistic at the future of Russia, and
disappeared in the great Stalinist purges of the thirties.
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Aspects of both Symbolism and Acmeism appear in
Bunin’s poetry, to which we now turn.

Bunin's Poetry in Detail

Bunin’s poetry is probably better known in the passages
that so often act as an envoi in the short stories:

‘Ahead of it, the dark summer sunset was becoming
extinguished, gloomily, dreamily and diversifiedly
reflected in the river, showing patches glimmering with
tremulous ripples in the distance under the sunset, and
the flames scattering in the darkness round the steamer
were receding and receding.” {16}

Or:

‘We lunched that day until eleven o’clock at night. And
then we went to Yar’s Restaurant, and from Yar’s to the
Strelna, where just before dawn we ate pancakes, ordered
a red-capped bottle of the roughest vodka and all in all
behaved quite disgracefully — singing, shouting and even
dancing the kazachok. The composer danced in silence,
but with a ferocious exuberance and lightness
extraordinary for one of his build. When we rode home in
the troika it was already morning, terrifying pink and
frosty. As we went past the Strastroi Convent an icy red
sun suddenly appeared over the rooftops and the bell-
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tower sent forth its first particularly heavy and
magnificent boom, which shook the whole of frost-bound
Moscow, and the composer suddenly tore off his cap and
with tears in his eyes shouted with all his might in a voice
which filled the whole square: “Sun of my life! My
beloved! Hurrah!”'{17}

As many have noted, {18} that personal note, with its
deep sense of nostalgia and regret for wasted
opportunities, is markedly absent from Bunin’s poetry.
Technically, the verse is exceptionally well-turned and
regular — Bunin uses all the regular Russian metres, but
not the Dolnik, nor the improvised forms of the
experimental poets — but the poetry is curiously modest
and unassuming. It records but doesn’t usually comment.

Bunin's Development

Bunin enjoyed an unusually long writing life — longer than
Tolstoy’s, longer even than Goethe’s. {19} His first
published poem appeared in 1886, and he wrote his last
poem shortly before his death in 1953, a span of 66
years. In fact Bunin wrote verse and prose continuously
throughout his life, but poetry preponderates in his early
and middle years, as the following table of the number of
published poems written each year indicates: {5}

1886: 5 1902: 18 1917: 28
1887: 8 1903: 31 1918: 3
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1889: 11 1904: 18 19109: 5

1890: 3 1905: 43 1920: 3
1891: 7 1906: 63 1921: 3
1892: 6 1907: 46 1922:  20%
1893: 10 1908: 27 1923: 5
1894: 6 1909: 20 1924: 11
1895: 8 1910: 4 1925: 7
1896: 8 1911: 17 1926: 1
1897: 4 1912: 21 1927: 2
1898: 12 1913: 12 1946: 1
1899: 4 1914: 6 1947: 1
1900: 28 1915: 28 1952: 2
1901: 45 1916: 92 (1960:) 1

* £15, 20}

There were several phases. In the first, 1886 to 1909,
Bunin wrote direct impressions of life, generally of the
Russian countryside. The 1910-20 period saw the
influence of the Symbolist movement, an increase in
novelistic poems, and more poems with a cultural theme.
After the Revolution of 1917, which appalled Bunin, the
volume falls away sharply. After 1920 the poems are more
elegiac, less adventurous in diction, themes and metre,
employ stock poetry phrases more often, and aim for
verse musicality. Bunin had moved to Paris and was
distilling an acute nostalgia from Russian memories in the
cycles of short stories for which he is best remembered.

As the prosody pages show, Bunin used the wide variety
of metres usual for Russian poets, but in fact the iambic
made up almost 60% in the 1912-17 period, and 75% in
1922. The language of the poems written in France also
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became more abstract and archaic, with Slavonicisms
rather than the colloquialisms, exotic and dialect words of
before. Poetry’s stock-in-trade diction appeared: face,
gaze, captivates, about the past, brow, overshadowed,
vanity, silent, reserved, host, milky, persistent, sultry
crucible, unknown. Plus words with a religious
significance: benevolence, wondrous vision, chosen by
the Creator, full of the Lord's grace, before the end,
unclean, sacred, shameless, despicable, as a sign of
betrothal, etc. Religious phrases also became more
common, giving the late poetry an archaic flavour. {19}

Also a feature of Bunin’s later poetry was the use of
leitmotivs, repetition and paralleled themes: sadness,
hope, delight, gaze, clouds, grave, resurrection,
forgiveness, wondrous, pale, blissful, midnight, earthly,
heavenly, past, sorrowful, shines, etc. Some leitmotivs
were in contrasting pairs: heaven-earth, life-death, grief-
rapture, etc. Equally apparent were allusions to other
poems, to those of Pushkin and Tyutchev. In Sirius, for
example, Bunin has Where are you, my cherished star and
over my farthest grave, where Chuyevsky had Your rays
with heavenly power, and I will die. {19}

Many of Bunin’s late poems were thus elegiac, oddly out
of place in the twentieth century, drawing on models
dating back to early nineteenth-century models:
addressed to deceased lovers a la Zhukovsky — to Masha
Protasova, Pushkin — to Amalia Riznich, and Tyutchev —
to E. A. Denisieva. Some of the diction went back to the
arsenal of the classical Russian Elegy, and this also

143



appeared in his prose works, in The Life of Arsenyev, and
the short stories collected in Dark Alleys. Many, indeed, of
the later prose pieces had their genesis in Bunin’s earlier
poems: Sukhodol, for example or Chang's Dreams. For
these and similar reasons, many of today’s readers prefer
the exploratory freshness of the earlier poetry. {18-19}

Nonetheless, after a slow start, Bunin’s lifetime of writing
has collected a large bibliography, {20} some anecdotal
{21-23} and some more literary, {24-273} though the
man himself remains somewhat elusive, even in his many-
layered prose. Ironically, it is through the late prose, {23,
287} that we gain some insight into Bunin’s approach, or
into what he is not trying to do. Context, setting,
environment — these are of first importance to Bunin, but
they remain ancillary and independent, not serving the
story in any obvious way. Some mythological associations
are hinted at, but they don't express the characters’
psychology or inner moods, but stay obstinately part of
life that simply is that way, evoked in its sensory
exactness. It is that larger, natural world dimension that
makes Bunin’s characters seem so fragile, so at the mercy
of unseen events.

And it is also the way that Bunin created his poetry, which
in one sense is conventional, painfully old-fashioned by
Modernist conventions, but is in fact more varied than first
appears. Traces of Symbolism appear in Elburs,
Sometimes the Sea is White, and Morpheus. Poems like
The Archipeligo and The Shallow Water are close to the
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Acmeist model of compactness and clear language. There
is also more than a little sly humour in Song, By Chance,
Circe, Loneliness and Egypt. Each poem is created anew,
moreover, which may seem to non-poets the natural way
of proceeding but which I suspect is not. Most poets are
building on what they wrote before — if not listening to a
music they can barely hear, then at least trying to say a
little more exactly what they sensed or felt at the time.
Poems are then a progression, stopping places where
poets take stock of their achievements and surroundings.
Bunin, however, always starts from scratch, from this
man, in this place, at this time, an approach that requires
a certain innocence and openness to experience. There
are certainly developments in Bunin’s poetry, as to be
expected, and noted above, but they are secondary to
Bunin’s painful awareness of the natural world.

That awareness can be difficult to catch. An academically
‘correct’ translation of a conventional poem by Bunin will
probababy be rather dull, flat and unconvincing. It is
truism that poetry is exceptionally difficult to render —
poetry is that which gets lost in the translation, quipped
Robert Frost — but here the difficulties are magnified by
the very quiet and apparently unambitious nature of
Bunin’s work. The poems have few striking images or
metaphors, no ecstatic or anguished tone, no dazzling
trains of thought. That being the case, translations have
to be created from the originals in the way Bunin created
the poems from experience, i.e. re-sensed, re-responded
to, employing Bunin’s words wherever possible.
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In this way, I've tried to create translations that work as
poems rather than appear as prose-correct translations.
That has meant some deviations from the literal sense,
though not grievously, I hope, as readers may see for
themselves in looking through the notes and literal
renderings that follow.
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Prosody

Lines are regular iambic (and occasionally trochaic) if shown without
comment. The scansions of other metres are shown in brackets,
plus any departures from strict regularity in the iambic and trochaic
metres. Tetrameters are shown by 4, pentameters by 5, etc.
Feminine end rhymes are indicated by upper case letters, and
masculine rhymes by lower case. I have used a masculine iambic
throughout that approximates to the same number of syllables.

JdeTtcTBO

YeMm xapue AeHb, TEM CNAAOCTHEN B 6opy 5a
ObIWATb CYXUM CMOJINCTbIM apOMATOM, 5B
N Béceno MHe 6bln0 NoyTpy 5a
BpoanTb No 3TMM cOéNHeYHbIM nNanaTtam! 5B
MoBciOay 6neck, NOBCKOAY APKWUIA CBET, 5c
Mecdk - Kak WEnK... MNpunbHY K COCHé KOpsIBOW 5D
N 4yyBCTBYIO: MHE TONbKO A&CATb NeT, 5c
A CTBOJ - TUTAHT, TAXENbIN, BETMUABBIN. 5D
Kopa rpy6a, MOpLIMHUCTA, KpacHa, Se
Ho kak Tenna, Kkak cOnHLUeM Bcs nporpérta! 5F
N k&XeTcs, UTO NAaxXHET He COCHA, 5e
A 3HOW M CyXOCTb CONHEYHOro néTa. 5F
1906

Audio Recordings
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d1SScbrsI A
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HrLZSYv]IpNo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BZWXyCww2u0

Critical Articles

https://ostihe.ru/analiz-stihotvoreniya/bunina/detstvo
https://cyberleninka.ru/article/n/osobennosti-sozdaniya-
floristicheskih-obrazov-v-lirike-i-a-bunina/viewer
https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-detstvo/
http://newyork-school.ru/krasnorechie/stihotvorenie-ivana-bunina-
detstvo-analiz-i-istoriya-sozdaniya-analiz/
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HrLZSYvJpNo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BZWXyCww2u0
https://ostihe.ru/analiz-stihotvoreniya/bunina/detstvo
https://cyberleninka.ru/article/n/osobennosti-sozdaniya-floristicheskih-obrazov-v-lirike-i-a-bunina/viewer
https://cyberleninka.ru/article/n/osobennosti-sozdaniya-floristicheskih-obrazov-v-lirike-i-a-bunina/viewer
https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-detstvo/
http://newyork-school.ru/krasnorechie/stihotvorenie-ivana-bunina-detstvo-analiz-i-istoriya-sozdaniya-analiz/
http://newyork-school.ru/krasnorechie/stihotvorenie-ivana-bunina-detstvo-analiz-i-istoriya-sozdaniya-analiz/

Literal Translation (lightly-corrected machine translation)

Childhood

The hotter the day, the sweeter the forest
Breathe a dry resinous aroma,

And I had fun in the morning

Wander through these solar chambers!

There's a sparkle everywhere, a bright light everywhere,
Sand is like silk... Cling to the gnarled pine

And I feel: I'm only ten years old,

And the trunk is a giant, heavy, majestic.

The bark is rough, wrinkled, red,

But as heat, as the sun all warmed up!

And it doesn't smell like pine,

And the heat and dryness of a sunny summer.

Comments

A recollection of childhood, written when Bunin was 25 and
frequenting literary salons with Maxim Gorky and Leonid Andreev.
The poem was not published until 1906, and contains an
inaccuracy: the last word should be ‘sunlight’ rather than ‘sunny
summer’, though this hardly changes the sun-filled, happy
atmosphere. Note how the sound echoes the sense, here in lines 5-
9 anglicized:

pav-SEW-doo blesk, pav-SEW-doo YAHR-kiy svet,

peh-SOK kahk shalk. . . preel-NOO k sas-NEH kaw-RYAH-voy
ee CHOOST-voo-yoo mneh TOL-kaw DEH-syaht let,

ah stval ghee-GAHNT, tyah-JAW-liy, veh-lee-CHAH-viy

kaw-RAH groo-BAH mor-SHHEE-nees-tah, krahs-NAH
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Anpenb

TYMAHHBbI Cceprn, HEACHbIA NONYMPAK, 5a
CBUHUOBO-TYCKNbIN 61€CK Xené3Hown KpblLln, 5B
LLymM MénbHUUbI, Aanéknii nan cobak, 5a
TaWHCTBEHHbIV 3Ur3ar NeTy4Yen MbILWN. 5B
A B CTApOM NasMcaaHuKe TEMHO, 5c
CBexO0 M CNaaKko MaxHeT MOXOXKEBENbHUK, 5D
N cOHHO, COHHO CBETUTCHA CKBO3b €NbHUK 5D
Cepna 3e5eHOBATOe NATHO. 5c
1906

Audio Recordings

https://www.liveinternet.ru/users/4373400/post41284762

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/aprel-bunin.html
http://www.vestnik.vsu.ru/pdf/phylolog/2014/02/2014-02-06.pdf
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April

A misty crescent, an indistinct half-light,

The leaden, dull gleam of the iron roof,

The noise of the mill, the distant barking of dogs,
Mysterious zigzag of a bat.

And the old front garden is dark,

Juniper smells fresh and sweet,

And sleepily, sleepily glows through the spruce forest
Sickle greenish spot.

Comment

The poem was written on April 15th, 1906 and again shows Bunin’s
acute sense of place and atmosphere. It opens with the crescent
moon and closes with a sickle-shaped spot of green. The poem is
short and ostensibly simple: two quatrains in iambic and rhyming
abab and cddc, typical of Russian nineteenth-century poetry. The
novelty lies in the almost Gothic setting, which is both mysterious
and impersonal, and also hung with the sounds and smells
suspended between the earth and heavens. The fourth line, which I
as have translated as ‘with the bat’s mysterious zigzag flight’ is
softer and more mysterious in the Russian: ‘tah-EENST-ven-niy
zeeg-ZAHG leh-TOO-chay MIH-shee’

April, the central month of spring, with new beginnings and
memories of past hopes, was important to Bunin. It coincides with
Easter and the Resurrection, of course, and appears in Bunin’s April
short story of 1938. Even the earlier (1922) short story Long Ago
ends with the desolating: ‘Dear Prince, dear Ivan Ivanych, where
are your bones rotting now? And where are those foolish hopes and
joys we shared, where is our long ago Moscow spring?’
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MepBblin rpoM

BHOBb Tyuu CUHUE HAXMYpPUIINCb KPYTroM,
Boanv naét noxaa TyMaHHas 3aBéca,

N3 néca n c nonéi nosésno tenndém, —

N BOT yXXé rpeMUT BECEHHUIN NEPBbLIN rPOM,
N pagyra cBepkaeT u3s-3a néca !

To c tdra man naét no powam n nonsam, —

Kak HbI CBETNbIN 601, CMeETCA U NUKYET,

N npobyXaaeT Xn3Hb, N BO3BELLAET HaM,

YTO y>X HaAcTan KoHEL NocnéaHnM TEMHbIM AHNAM,
YTO OH BecCHbl Nobéay TopxecTByeT!

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3 zxhEgLFdE
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3_zxhEgLFdE

First Thunder

Again the blue clouds frowned around,

In the distance it is raining a misty curtain,

Warmth came from the woods and fields, —

And now the first thunder of spring is already thundering,
And the rainbow sparkles from behind the forest!

Then from the south May goes through the groves and fields, —
Like a young bright god, laughing and exulting,

And awakens life, and proclaims to us,

That the last dark days had come to an end,

That he is triumphant for the victory!

Comment

A short poem on a favourite theme of Russian nature verse:
conventionally metred (iambic) and rhymed, four hexameter lines
plus a concluding pentameter make each stanza. The comparable
Tytchev poem that Bunin will have known (Spring Storm, 1828) is
simpler and more immediate, but also ends on an elevated note:

You’ll say that Hebe, giving sup

to Zeus’ eagle here has downed

the thunder from her heavenly cup
and, laughing, spilled it on the ground.

I have tried to duplicate some of the assonance of Bunin’s lines with
Once more the clouds are frowning through their blue surround,

but the original is much more musical:

vnov TOO-chee SEE-nee-yeh nahh-MOO-ree-lees kroo-GOM

Note also the softness of the sounds as the distant rain is evoke:
vdah-LEE ee-DYOT daj-DYAH too-MAHN-nah-yah zah-VEH-sah

And so on. Russian is a language eminently suited to poetry, though
its novelists and short-story writers are better known in the west.

152



BarpsiHas ne4yanbHas nyHa 5a
BucuTt Baanu, Ho ctenb eweé TeMHA. 5a
JIyHa BO TbMYy CBOM Té€nnblih 0T6Neck céetr, 5B
N Haza 6010TOM KPACHbIA CyMpaKk péerT. 5B
YK NO34HO - U KaKas TULIMHA! 5a
MHe Ka)KeTcsl, IyHa oueneHéeT: 5C
OHa kak 6yaTo Bblpocia co AHa 5d
N nonoTonHoM pd300 KpacHEeT. 5C
Ho MépkHyT 3BEé3abl. [lanb 03apeHa. 5d
PaBHMHa BOA4 Ha ropnsoHTe MnéeT, 5C
N B Hel NyHA cToNB6OM OTpaxeHa. Se
CKNOHMB nnud Npo3payHoe, CBETNEET 5F
N rpycTHO B BOAY CMOTPUTCS OHaA. S5e
MoéT koMap. TenndM M rHUNIbIO BEET. 5F
1902
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Red sad moon

Red sad moon

It hangs in the distance, but the steppe is still dark.
The moon sows its warm glow into the darkness,
And over the swamp the red twilight floats.

It’s really late - and what a silence!

I think the moon will freeze:

It's like it's grown from the bottom

And an antediluvian rose blushes.

But the stars are fading. The distance is illuminated.
The plain of waters on the horizon melts,

And in it the moon is reflected in a column.
Bending his face transparent, lighter

And it looks sad in the water.

A mosquito sings. It smells warm and rotten.

Comment

An untitled piece, one of many in Bunin’s output, close to a sonnet
but arranged 5 5 4 rather than the usual 4 4 3 3 form. Bunin is now
in full possession of his powers, capable of exactly evoking an
atmosphere, which is not at all pleasant here, threatening and
oppressive. Again, Bunin is venturing on Tyutchev’s ground. Line 4,
which is a little enigmatic, I've taken to simply mean that the
normal daylight world is far away and that we are now among more
elemental things, a theme developed in stanza two, where the
moon appears more as a strange carnivorous plant than a heavenly
body. I've had some difficulty with line 8, which I've provisionally
translated as:

some flowered, primaeval, red-tinged space.

It is worth noting how Russian verse delights in polysyllables, where
English does not. The antediluvian of nonoténHo sits well in

ee daw-paw-TOP-noy RAW-zaw-yoo krahs-NEH-yet.

because followed by two polysyllabic words in the Russian: pd3oto
KpacHEéer.
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Nnuctonaa

Jlec, TG4YHO TépeM pacnmncHoOn,
Nnnédebiii, 30n10TOM, 6arpsiHbIi,
Becénoin, nécrpoto cTeHOn
CToVT Hag CB&T/IO MOJIAAHOM.

5. bepésbl XxEénTtot pe3bbon
Brnectat B nasypu ronyoon,
Kak BbILWKK, ETOYKM TEMHEIOT,
A Méxay KNEHaMN CUHET

To TaM, TO 34eCb B JIMCTBE CKBO3HOM
10. MpocBéTbl B HEGO, YTO OKOHLA.

Jlec naxHeT Ay60M 1 cocHOM,
3a NéTo BbICOX OH OT COMHLA,

N OceHb TUXO0 BAOBOWM
BcTynaeT B NéECTpblt TEpeEM CBOWA.

15. CerdaHs Ha nycTon nonsiHe,
Cpeav wunpdkoro aBopa,
Bo3AyLIHOM NayTUHbI TKAHU
BnecrtaT, kak ceTb U3 cepebpa.

CerdaHs UénbIA AeHb UrpaeT

20. B nBopé nocnéaHuit MoTbINEK
N, TduHO 6énblit nenecTok,

Ha nayTnHe 3aMupaer,

MpUrpéTbln CONHEYHbIM TEMN/IOM;
CerdéaHsa Tak cBeTnd Kpyrom,
25. Takbée MEpPTBOE MONUAHbE

B necy v B CMHel BbIWMHE,
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Leaf Fall

Forest, exactly painted tower,
Purple, gold, purple,

Fun, colorful wall

Stands over a bright glade.

5. Birches with yellow carvings

Glisten in azure blue,

As the tower, Christmas trees darken,
And between the maples they turn blue

Here and there in the foliage through

10. The gaps in the sky that little window.
The forest smells of oak and pine,

Over the summer it dried up from the sun,

And Autumn is a quiet widow
Comes in colorful tower your.

15. Today in an empty clearing,
Among the wide courtyard,

Air web fabric

They glisten like a net of silver.

He's playing all day today
20. The last moth in the yard
And like a white petal,

On the web freezes,

Warmed by the warmth of the sun;
Today it is so light around,

25. Such a dead silence

In the forest and in the blue height,

156



Y10 MOXKHO B 3TOM TULLIMNHE
PaccnbiwaTb IMCTUKA WYPLIAHbE.
Jlec, TG4YHO TépeM pacnmncHoOn,

30. JlundsbliA, 3010TOM, BarpsiHbIN,

CTounT Hag cONTHEYHOM MOSAHON,
3aBOPOXXEHHbIN TULLIMHON;
3aKBOXYET Ap0o34, nepenertas
Cpean noacéna, rae rycras

35. JInCcTBa AHTApPHbIN OTONECK NbET;
Nrpasi, B HE6e NpPOMENbKHET
CkBopuUOB paccbinaHHas CcTas -

N cHOBa BCE KpYyrom 3aMperT.
MNocnéaHne MrHOBEHbSA CYACTbS!

40. Yx 3HaeT OceHb, YTO Takom
FNy6OKnin n HeMOI NOKON —

MpenBECTHUK AONTOro HEHACTbA.
Fny6ok0d, CTpAHHO Nnec Mon4an

N Ha 3apé, koraa c 3akara

45. MypnypHbI 61€CcK OrHA 1 31aTa
Mo>kxapoM TépeM ocBeLLan.

MoTd™M yrptdMo B HEM CTEMHENO.
JlyHa BoCXOAUT, a B necy
JloxaTtcsa TéHM Ha pocy...

50. BoT ctano xénoaHo v 6enod

Cpeav nonsiH, cpeay CKBO3HOM
OcCéHHel Yalum noMepTBENON,

N »yTko OceHn oaHOM

B NyCTbIHHOM TULINMHE HOYHOMN.
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What is possible in this silence
Hear a leaf rustle.

Forest, exactly painted tower
30. Purple, gold, purple,

Stands over a sunny glade,
Spellbound by the silence;

A blackbird screams as it flies
Among the undergrowth, where thick

35. Foliage amber glow pours;

Playing, in the sky will flash

Starlings scattered flock -

And again everything around will freeze.
Last moments of happiness!

40. Autumn knows what it is
Deep and silent peace -

A harbinger of long bad weather.
Deep, strange, the forest was silent
And at dawn, when from sunset
45. Purple glow of fire and gold

Fire lit the tower.

Then it darkened sullenly.

The moon is rising, and in the forest
Shadows fall on the dew...

50. Now it was cold and white

Among the glades, among the end-to-end
Autumn thicket dead,

And terribly Autumn one

In the empty silence of the night.
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55. Tenépb yX TULLIMHA ApYyras:
Mpucnylwamncs - oHa pacTeérT,

A c Hélo, 6néaHocTblo Nyras,

N mécau MéaneHHO BCTaET.

Bce TéHu caénan oH Kopoue,

60. Mpo3payHbIN AbiM HaBEN Ha nec
N BOT y> CMOTPUT NpSAMO B OUm

C TYMaHHoOI BbICOTbI|BbICOTbI HEBEC.
0, MEPTBbIN COH OCEHHel HOuUn!

0, XXYTKMI Yac HOYHbIX Yyaéc!

65. B cpebpncTtoM n cbipdM TyMaHe
CBeTn16 1 NyCTO Ha NMonsHe;

Jlec, 6énbiM CBETOM 3an1TOM,
CBOél1 3acTbiBLIEN KpacoTom

Kak 6yaTo cMepTb ce6é npopouunT;
70. CoBa ¥ Ta MOMIYUT: CUAUT

[a Tyno 3 BeTBén rnaguT,
Mopdto ANKO 3aXOXOUeET,

CopBE&TCH C LWYMOM C BbICOTHI,
B3MaxHyBLUN MSATKMMU KPbIJTAMU,
75. N cHOBa cageT Ha KyCTbl

N cMOTPUT KpYrnbiMU rnasamu,

Boas ywacroii ronosom

Mo CTOpOHAM, KakK B U3YMJ/IEHbE;

A nec CTOUT B OLENEHEHbE,

80. HandénHeH 6néaHoii, NErkoi Mrnomn
N nnucTbeB CbIpOCTbO THUAOM. ..
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55. Now the silence is different:
Listen - it's growing,

And with it, the pallor scaring,
And the moon slowly rises.

All shadows made it shorter,

60. Transparent smoke pointed at the forest
And that's really looking directly into the eyes
From the misty height of the heavens.

0, dead sleep of an autumn night!

Of 0, spooky hour of the night of miracles!

65. In silver and wet fog

Light and empty in the clearing;
Forest, white light flooded,

Its frozen beauty

As if death itself prophesies;

70. Owl and its kind speaks out: sits
Yes stupidly from branches looks,
Sometimes wildly laughs,

Will fall with a noise from a height,
Flap its soft wings,

75. And will sit on the bushes again
And looks round eyes,

Leading the big-eared head

On the sides, as in amazement;
And the forest stands in a daze,
80. Filled with a pale, light haze
And leaves with rotten dampness...
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He »Aau: HayTpo He NpornsiHeT
Ha Hébe conHue. [oxab 1 Mrna
XonOéaHbIM AbIMOM NecC TYMAHSAT,-
85. Hepapom 3Ta Houb npowna!
Ho OceHb 3aTtanT rnybokod

Bce, 4TO OHA Nnepexuna

B HeEMYI0 HOYb, U 0ANHOKO

3anpéTtcsa B TEpeMe CBOEM:

90. MycTb 60p 6yWyET NOoA AOXKAEM,
MycTb Mpa4YHbl N HEHACTHbI HOUM

N Ha nonsiHe BONYBbK GUM

3enéHbIM CBETATCS OrHEM!

JNlec, Té4HO Tépem 6e3 Npu3odpa,

95. Becb NMOTEMHEN U NONIUHAN,
CeHTA6pb, Kpy>Xacb no yawam 66pa,
C Herd MecTaMmu Kpbily CHAM

N Bxoa cbipdit nucTBOM ycbinan;

A TaM 3a3MMOK HOYbIO BblMNan

100. N TasTtb cTan, Bce yMepTBMB...
Tpy6aT pora B Nonax Aanékux,
3BEHUT X MEHbIN Nepenmns,

Kak rpycTHbIli BONJb, cpean WupoKnx
HeHACTHbIX N TYMAHHbIX HUB.

105. CkBO3b LWYM AepEBbEB, 3a AOJINHON,
Tepssicb B rnybuHé necods,

YrpdMo BOET por TYpUHbIiA,

Cknnkas Ha Aobblvy NcoB.,

N 3BYYHbIV raM Ux ronocos

110. PasHOCUT 6YpU LWIYM NYCTbIHHbIA.
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Do not wait: the next morning will not be overlooked
The sun is in the sky. Rain and mist

Cold smoke fogs the forest,-

85. No wonder this night has passed!

But autumn will hold a deep breath

Everything she went through

In the silent night, and lonely

It will lock itself in its tower:

90. Let the forest rage in the rain,
Let the nights be dark and stormy
And in the clearing wolf eyes
Green glow with fire!

Forest, like a tower without a prize,

95. All darkened and faded,

September, whirling through the thickets of the forest,
It took the roof off it in places

And the entrance was strewn with damp leaves;

And there the nightfall fell!

100. It began to melt, everything dead...
Trumpeting horns in the fields far away,
Rings of copper overflow,

Like a sad cry, among the wide

Rainy and foggy fields.

105. Through the noise of the trees, beyond the valley,
Lost in the depths of the woods,

Sullenly howls the horn of heaven,

Shouting at the prey of dogs,

And the resounding din of their voices

110. Carries the storm noise desert.
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JIbET noxAab, XxondAHbIN, TOUHO Nén,
Kpy>XaTcsa NNCTbS MO NoNsiHaM,

N rycn ANNHHBIM KapaBaHOM

Han nécom aépxat nepenér.

115. Ho AHM nayT. M BOT yX AbIMbl
BcTatdT cton6amMmn Ha 3apé,
JNéca|leca 6arpsHbl, HEABUXUMbI,
3eMna B MOpO3HOM cepebpé,

N B ropHOCTaeBOM LIYrae,

120. YmbIBWK 6néaHoe nuug,
MNocnéaHun aeHb B flecy BCTpeyas,
BbixéauT OceHb Ha KpbinbLO.

ABop nycTt u xénoaeH. B BopdTa,
Cpeav ABYX BbICOXLUNX OCUH,
125. BnaHa el cMHeBa AONWH
N wupb nycTtbiHHOro 601073,

[dopdra Ha panékuii tor:

Tyna oT 3MMHUX 6ypb M BbiOT,
OT 3UMHEN CTYXN U METENM
130. JaBHO yX NTULbI yNeTénu;

Tyana n OceHb noyTpy

CBOV OAMHOKUI NMYyTb HAMpPaBUT
N HaBceraa B nyctom 6opy
PackpbITbl1 TEPEM CBOW OCTABUT.
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It's raining, cold as ice,

Whirling leaves across the glades,
And geese in a long caravan
Over the forest hold flight.

115. But the days go by.

Get up the pillars at the dawn,
Forests are purple, immovable,
Earth in frosty silver,

And in ermine sludge,

120. Wash your pale face,

Last day in the forest meeting,
Autumn comes out on the porch.

The yard is empty and cold. At the gate,
Among the two dried aspens,

125. Visible to her is the blue of the valleys
And the expanse of a desolate swamp,

Road to the far south:

There from winter storms and blizzards,
From the winter cold and blizzard

130. Long ago the birds flew away;

There and autumn in the morning
Your lonely path will guide

And forever in an empty forest

The opened tower will leave its own.
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135. MpocTtn xe, nec! MpocTtn, npoLuamn,

[eHb 6yaeT NnackoBbIN, XOpOLINN,
N ck6po MsArkoto nopoduuen
3acepebpunTcs MEPTBbIN Kpan.

Kak 6yayT CTpaHHbI B 3TOT 6€nbIiA,

140. MyCTbIHHbIA U XONOAHbIN AEHb

N 6op, n TépeM onycTénbii,
N KpblWwn TUXNX AEPEBEHD,

N Hebeca, n 6e3 rpaHnUbI

B Hux yxoaauwme nons!

145. Kak 6yayT paabl cobons,
N ropHOCTaun, U KyHWLUblI,

Pe3BSACb M rpésicb Ha bery
B cyrpo6ax MSArkmx Ha nyry!

A TaM, Kak B6yliHbIA NNAC WaMaHa,
150. BopByTcs B ronyto tamry
BeTpbl U3 TYHApPbI, C OKeaHa,
Fyas B KPYTALWEMCS CHEry

N 3aBbIBas B NOne 3BEpPEM.
OHWM pa3pyLuaT CTapbii Tépem,
155. OCTaBST Konbs U NOTOM
Ha 3Tom 6cToBe nycTom

MoB&cAT NHEN CKBO3HbIE,
N 6yayT B HEGBE ronyb6om
CuaTb 4epTérn neasiHble
160. N xpycTtaném n cepebpom.
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135. Forgive me, forest! I'm sorry, goodbye,
Day will gentle, a good,

And soon a soft newly-fallen snow

The dead edge will be silvered.

How strange they will be this time,
140. Deserted and cold day

And the forest, and the tower deserted,
And the roofs of quiet villages,

And heaven, and without borders
They have outgoing fields!

145. How sable will be happy,
And stoats and martens,

Frolicking and basking on the run
In soft snowdrifts on the meadow!

And there, like a wild dance of the shaman,
150. Break into the naked taiga

Winds from the tundra, from the ocean,
Buzzing in the swirling snow

And howling like a beast in the field.
They will destroy the old tower,
155. Leave the stakes and then

On this skeleton empty

Hang frost through,

And will be in the sky blue
Shine halls of ice

160. And crystal and silver.
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A B HOYb, MeXx 6énbix nx pa3sodaos, 4X

B3oiayT orH He6ECHbIX CBOAOB, 4X
3abnéwet 3BE3aHbIN WNT CToXaPp - 4y
B TOT yac, koraa cpeam Mon4vaHbs 47
165. MoOpO3HbI CBETUTCA NOXAP, 4y
PacuBET NOSISIPHOIO CUSAHbBSL. 47
1901

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=07nPxVxs21k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cEy CNnntjM

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-listopad/
https://www.stihi-rus.ru/1/Bunin/49.htm
https://obrazovaka.ru/analiz-stihotvoreniva/bunin/listopad.html

https://qgoldlit.ru/bunin/380-listopad-analiz
https://ostihe.ru/analiz-stihotvoreniya/bunina/listopad
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And in the night, between their white divorces,
The lights of the firmament will rise,

The star shield of Pleiades will shine -
In the hour of silence

165. Frosty is lit on fire,

The heyday of the Aurora Borealis.

Comments

One of Bunin’s most celebrated poems, which (with his Hiawatha
translation) won him his first Pushkin prize. It was written in August
1900 and first published in a St. Petersburg magazine, there called
Autumn Poem and dedicate to M. Gorky. The poem shades into
several sequences: an opening description of the forest flooded with
autumn colours (lines 1-12), autumn personified as the widow (13-
26), late autumn in the forest gradually succumbing to the
privations of winter (27-148), and full winter in the forest (149-
166). These last two sections are interspersed with the appeal of
the forest to its inhabitants (31-9, 69-82, 105-110, 119-20, 143-8).
The overall tone is melancholic, in places folk-song like in its
cadences, and the poem is often seen as an elegy to the passing of
summer’s richness.

The poem is conventionally written in iambic metre, masculine and
feminine rhmes alternating, generally in stanzas of 4 lines, but
occasionally of 2, 5 and 6 lines.

Bunin was thirty and entering his maturity as a poet when he wrote
the piece. The verse is well turned, and employs many devices with
confidence: inversions (e.g 15-18, 35), and antithesis (e.g. whirling
leaves to direct flight of geese: 111-114). The comparisons are
generally apt and striking (of the spider’s web to silver braid: 17, of
a moth to a petal: 20-21) There is metaphor ( e.g. halls of ice: 159,
shield of stars: 163) and personification (of the autumn: e.g. 84,
113, 135) throughout. The epithets are carefully chosen (e.g.
peace: 41, and hunting horns: 102).

Bunin uses repetition (anaphora), assonance on "0" and "e" to give
a sad melody to the poem, and alliteration of the sounds" sh "and"
s", creating sound images of silence and rustling leaves. One
example, lines 109-110:

ee ZVOOCH-niy gahm eehh gaw-law-SOV
rahz-NAW-seet BOO-ree shoom poos-TIN-niy.
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BeceHHee

TaeT cHer - 1 cOénHue ApKo
Bnéwet B nénaeHb Haa NonsiMu;
B 6nécke cOnHUa BNAXHbINA BETE
Mo necam- nonsiM rynser.

5. Ho nons eweé nycTblHHbI,
Ho neca ewé 6e3MOnBHbI;

Ténbko cOcHbl TOUHO Apdbl,
HaneBaoT MOHOTOHHO.

N noa nx HanéB HesaCHbIN

10. B 3anoBéaHbIX Yallax 66pa

Cnapko cnuT BeCHa-LapéBHa

B 6enocHéxHoM capkodare.
BeTepdk eé nackaer,
MpurpeBaeTt nNénaeHb SICHbIN,
15. Ho, 6neaHa n HenoaBMXHA,

Y

CnuT uapéBHa B CNaakux rpésax.

CnuT, - a ckOpo yX B A0JIMHAX

ConHue 6énblit cHer pacTonuT,
N nonayT 6ypnnTb NoToKM

20. Mo AonvHaM mn oBparam;
HaneTtaTt necHble NTvupbl,
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Spring

The snow melts and the sun is bright
It shines at noon over the fields;

In the glare of the sun a wet wind
On forests-fields walks.

5. But the fields are still empty,
But the woods are still silent;

Only pine trees, like harps,

Humming in @ monotone.

And under their chant unclear

10. In the reserved thickets of the pines

Sweet sleeps spring-Princess
In a snow-white sarcophagus.
The breeze caresses her,
Warms the noon clear,

15. But, pale and motionless,

The Princess sleeps in sweet dreams.
Sleeping, - and soon already in the valleys

The sun will melt the white snow,
And the streams will begin to boil
20. Through valleys and ravines;
Forest birds will fly,
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3alyMAT rpadn, a C HUMK —
3aLBETYT, 3a3€e/IeHEIOT,

OXUBYT Nleca u powum.

25. N npuaét anpénb - uapésuny

N3 3aMOpCKNX CTpaH Aanékmx
Ha 3apé, koraga B AoONIMHAx

TAT CUHNE TYMAHHbI,

Ha 3apé, koraa ot conHua

30. MaxHeT nec 3enéHou XBOEN,
MaxHeT TEnso 3eMNét

N anpénbCckMMn LBETAMM.

N ckndHUTCA OH C ybI6KO

Haza uapéBHowo 6e3MONBHOM

35. N NnpunbHET K yCTaM LapéBH
Kpénko »XapKknmu yctamu,

N oHa B ucnyre B3apoOrHeT,
Pa3oMKHET pecHULbI Cpasy,
FNSIHET, BCMbIXHET - U YNbI6GKOWM

bl

40. O3apuT BECb MUP BNHOBNEHHbIN!

1893
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Rooks will make a noise, and with them -
Bloom, turn green,

Forests and groves will come to life.

25. And April will come - Tsarevich

From foreign countries far away
At dawn, when in the valleys

Blue mists are melting,

At dawn, when from the sun

30. The forest smells of green needles,
It smells like warm earth

And April flowers.

And he will bow down with a smile
Above the silent Princess

35. And cling to the Princess's lips
Firmly with hot lips,

And she will start in fright,

Open lashes immediately,

Look, flash - and smile

40. Light up the whole world in love!

Comments

A simple, perhaps over-pretty poem from Bunin’s youth. The
epithets are very traditional, though there’s also some hint of
Bunin’s developing powers of observation, in the glare of the sun
and the wet wind (line 3), in the smells of pine trees (lines 6-7) and
of green needles (line 30-31) — which Bunin will use to more effect
later.

Many poets have produced similar trifles, e.g. Robert Frost (A
Prayer In Spring), Edna St. Vincent Millay (Spring), Dylan Thomas
(Holy Spring), Keith Douglass (Villanelle of Spring), etc., none of
them particularly good. The obvious in poetry brings its pitfalls.

The rhymes show considerable license, but the metre is a regular
trochaic (i.e. either -u-u-u-u (fem) or -u-u-u-u- (masc).
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Baba-4ra

FYNKWIA WYM B IeCy HaroHAET COH

K HOuUM Ha MOpe nan cbipdit TyMaH.
OKpPY>XEH CO BCEX C YETbIPEX CTOPOH
TEMHOWN OCeHbIO OCTPOBOK BYSH.

A elwé TeMHén - Mol xondaHbIn cpyb,
[le HX B34YyTb OrHSA, MU TOMUTb €€ CMEN,
A B O0kHO rnaavT TONbKO 6ypbin ay6,
Moa KoTOpbI cMepTb 3akonan KoLuén.

S coctapwunacbk, nsbonénacb Bcs -
[Oécatb coT roads 6epery napéd!

Byab ordHb B cBeTUE - 8 6 norpenacs,
Byab apoBa B néum - noxnebana 6 wedu,

[a oréHb - B MOpAX Mopexday BecCTb,

[la Ha MHOro BEPCT C/iblWEH AbIM OT JbiK...

YEpT Tebé Benén K YEpTy B CNYrn NesThb,
[ypa cTtapas, Hepa3yMHbIN WNbIK!

1908

Audi Recordings

5a (-uu-u-uu-u-)
5b (-uu-u-u-u-)
5a (-u-u-u-u-)
5b (-uu-uu-u-)

5c¢ (-u-u-uu-u-)
5d (-u-u-u-uu-)
5c¢ (-u-u- -u-u-)
5d (-u-u-uu-u-)

5e (-u-uu-u-u-)
5f (-u-u-uu-u)
5e (-u-u-u-uu-)
5f (-u- -uu-u-u-)

5g (-u-u-uu-u-)
5h (-u-uu-u-u-)
5g (-u-u-uu-u-)
5h (-u-u-uu-u-)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_ 0nn6t49Ilgw

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/baba-yaga-bunin.html
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Baba Yaga

The booming noise in the forest makes you sleepy -
By nightfall, a damp fog had fallen on the sea.
Surrounded on all four sides

Dark fall the rowdy island.

And even darker - my cold log house,

Wherever you blow up a fire, you can't drown it,
And only the brown oak looks out of the window,
Under which the death of the buried bones.

I got old, got sick all over

Ten hundred years on the shore of the casket!
Be a fire in the sunshine - I would warm myself
Be the wood in the stove - chowder,

Yes, fire in the seas news to the sea,

Yes, for many miles you can hear the smoke from the bark.
The devil told you to go to hell as a servant,

You old fool, you stupid sap!

Comments

Baba Yaga is the sorceress from Slavic folktales, a supernatural
being appearing as a ferocious, deformed old woman, often flying
around with a mortar and pestle. She has many identities, some
helpful to humans and some distinctly not. Much against her will,
she lived in a dark house (traditionally supported by chickens’ legs)
on the gloomy island of Buyan, where she kept a casket after the
death of Koschei, her male equivalent. (Wikipedia has much more
on Baba Yaga and Koschei.)

The poem is unusual for Bunin, and cost him some effort: its writing
was spread over the 1906-8 period. The metre is trochaic-dactyllic,
with a pause around the middle of the line, giving the piece a folk-
song lilt (listen to the audio recording). Worth noting also is the
verse texture, the sheer musicality of Russian verse: first two lines:

GOOL-kiy shoom v leh-SO0O nah-gaw-NYAH-yet san
k NAW-chee nah MAW-reh pahl sih-ROY too-MAHN
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KpelueHckada Ho4Yb

TEMHbIN éNbHUK CHErAMKN, Kak MEXOM,
Onywwunu ceasle Mopo3bl,

B 6néctkax nHes, TO4YHO B anMasax,
3aApeManu, CKIOHUBLLNCL, 6epésbl.

5. HenoaBWXHO 3acTblNn UX BETKW,

A MeX HUMM Ha CHéxXHoe NoHo,
TOUHO CKBO3b Ccepebpd KpYyXXEBHOE,
MOnNHbIA MécAl rNAaANT ¢ HebockOHa.

BbicOKO OH MoAHANCSA Hang NECoM,
10. B ApkOM CBETe CBOEM LieneHés,
N npuyyanuBo CTENOTCA TEHMU,

Ha cHery noa BeTBSIMU UYepHés.

3amend 4yawm néca MeTénblo, —
TONbKO BbIOTCA cneabl U AOPOXKKU,
15. Y6erasa mex coOceH un énok,
Mex 6epé30Kk A0 BETXOM CTOPOXKM

4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
4A (-u-uu-uu-u)
4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
4A (-uu-uu-u)

4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
4B (-u-uu-uu-u)
4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
4B (-u-uu-uu-u)

4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
4C (-u-uu-uu-u)
4X (-u-u-uu-)

4C (-u-uu-uu-u)

4X (-u-u-uu-u)
4D (-u-uu-uu-u)
4X (-u-u-uu-u)
4D (-u-uu-uu-u)

Y6atdkana Bbra ceaas
[OVKkon nécHeto nec onycTénbli,
N 3acHyn oH, 3acbIiNaHHbIN BbIOTOM,

20. Becb CkBO3HOWN, HEMOABWXHbINA U B&nbIiA.
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Epiphany Night

Dark spruce forest snows like fur,
Grey frosts have fallen,

In spangles of frost, as if in diamonds,
The birches nodded off.

5. Their branches were motionless,

And between them on the snow bosom,
Exactly through silver lace,

The full moon looks down from the sky.

He rose high above the forest,

10. In the bright light of its petrified,

And the shadows are fanciful,

On the snow under the branches turning black.

The thickets of the forest were covered with a snowstorm, —
Only winding tracks and paths,

15. Running away between pines and fir trees,

Between the birches to the ramshackle gatehouse.

A grey snowstorm lulled it to sleep

Wild song the forest is empty,

And it fell asleep, covered with a blizzard,
20. The entire end-to-end, fixed and white.
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CnsT TauHCTBEHHO cTpOiHble Yawm, 4F (-u-uu-uu-u)

CnaTt, onétble CHEroM rnyb60okuMm, 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
N nonsHbl, n Nyr, u oBparu, 4F (-u-uu-uu-u)
ae Koraa-To WwyMEenm noToku. 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)

25. TuWKnHA,— aadxe B&Tka He xpycTtHeT! 4X (-u- -u-uu-u)

A, 6bITb MOXET, 332 3TUM OBPAroMm 4G (-u-uu-uu-u)
MpobupaeTcs BosK No cyrpdbam 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
OCTOpPOXHbIM U BKPAAUYMBbLIM LLIATOM. 4G (-u-uu-uu-u)

TUWNHA,— a, 6bITb MOXET, OH 6/IM3K0... 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)

30. U cTotd A, ncndnHeH Tpesory, 4H (-u-uu-uu-u)
N rnsxxy HanpsikEHHO Ha Yalum, 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
Ha cneabl n KycTbl BAONb AOPOTU. 4H (-uuu-uu-u)

B nanbHUx yawax, rae BETBU U Té€HM 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
B nyHHOM cBéTe y30pbl cnnetatoT,  4I (-u-uu-uu-u)
35. Bcé MHe uyantcs utd-To xmBoe, 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
Bcé kak 6yato 3Bepbky npoberatT. 41 (-u-uu-uu-u)

OroHék n3 necHOm Kapaysakm 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
OCTOpOXHO N pOBKO MepLAET, 4] (-u-uu-uu-u)
TOUHO OH MpUTaWUNICa noa NécoMm 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)

40. N yerdé-To B TMWK noaxuaaet. 4] (-u-u-u-u-)

BpUNINAHTOM NYUYNCTBIM U APKUM, 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)

To 3enéHbIM, TO CUHUM UTpas, 4K (-u-uu-uu-u)
Ha BocTéke, y TpOHa rocndaHs, 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
Tuxo 6nélleT 3Be344a, Kak X1Bas. 4K (-u-uu-uu-u)

45. A Haa nécoMm BCé Bbiwe U Bbiwe  4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
BcxoanT Mécau, — v B AMBHOM nokode 4L (-u-uu-uu-u)

3amMumpaeT Mopd3Has NOHOUb 4X (-u-uu-uu-u)
N xpycTanbHoe LApCTBO siecHOe! 4L (-u-uu-uu-u)
1901

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mWRXxKEF7ioE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8zemkxI3 t4

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-kreshhenskaya-noch/
http://www.litra.ru/composition/download/coid/0002720118486420
3256/

https://litfest.ru/analiz/kreschenskaya-noch.html
https://pishi-stihi.ru/kreshhenskaya-noch-bunin.html
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Sleep mysteriously slender thickets,
Sleep, clothed with deep snow,

And glades, and meadows, and ravines,
Where once the streams roared.

25. Silence — even a branch will not crack!
Or perhaps beyond this ravine

A wolf makes its way through the snowdrifts
With a careful and insinuating step.

Silence — and, perhaps, it is close...

30. And I stand, filled with anxiety,

I stare intently at the thicket,

On the tracks and bushes along the road.

In the far thickets, where the branches and shadows
In the moonlight patterns are woven,

35. I keep imagining something alive,

All as if animals run through.

The light from the forest sector

Cautiously and timidly flickers,

As if it was hiding under the forest

40. And waiting for something in the silence.

A diamond radiant and bright,
Then green, then blue.,

In the East, at the throne of God,
Quietly shines the star, as if alive.

45. And above the forest higher and higher
The moon rises — and in wondrous peace
Frosty midnight freezes

And the crystal Kingdom of the forest!

Comments

The poem was started in 1896 and only finished in 1901, when
Bunin was 31. The poem is a popular one, but unusual for Bunin —
in its concentration on the author himself, and in the rhyme scheme
(even-numbered lines only are rhymed). The poem passes from
straight description to a spellbound air of mystery, and thence to
frozen splendour of the scene lit by the Epiphany star and the
moon. His 1901 visit to his elderly parents brought back memories
of a happy childhood in the Orel forests, which were waiting for him,
unchanged, though he himself was now burdened by broken affairs
and an unsuccessful marriage to Anna Tsakni.
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NJEAADI

CteMHéno. Baoonb annéin, Haa cOHHbIMU NPyAaMu,
Bpény s Hayraa. 3b
OcéHHel cBEXECTblo, INCTBOO U MoAaMM
Bnaroyxaet caa. 4b

[aBHO OH nopenén, — v 3BE34HOE CUSAHbE
Benéet mex BeTBEN.

Naoy s MéaneHHo, — U MEPTBOE MOJIYaHbE

LlapnT BO TbMe anné. 3d
N 3BOHOK KAXAbIN LWar cpeam HOYHOM npoxnagbl.
N uapcTtBeHHbIM repbdm 3f
FopsaT xono64Hble anMasHble Mneaabl

B 6€3MONBNM HOUYHOM. 3f
1898

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-Z6 FIPC9zQ

Critical Articles
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-Z6_FlPC9zQ

Pleiades

Full dark. Along the alleys, over the sleepy ponds,
I'm wandering at random.

Autumn freshness, leaves and fruits

The garden is fragrant.

5. It has long thinned out, and the starry radiance
White between the branches.

I walk slowly — and a dead silence

Reigns in the dark alleys.

And every step in the cool of the night.
And the heraldic coat of arms

Burning cold diamond Pleiades

In the silence of the night.

Comments

An ostensibly simple poem, with alternating feminine and masculine
rhymes on a 6363 stanza pattern. Four things are worth noting. The
first is how well the hexameter-trimeter pattern works, with the
longer line laying out the observations and the shorter collecting
them into an emphatic statement. The second is the acuteness of
the observations which go beyond description to create an air of
breathless silence. Third is the verse texture. Here is the first stanza
in an anglicized transliteration:

stem-NEH-law vdal ahl-LAY nahd SON-nih-mee proo-DAH-mee,
BREH-doo yah nah-oo-GAHD

aw-SEN-nay SVEH-jest-yoo, leest-VAU-yoo ee plaw-DAH-mee
blah-gaw-oo-HHAH-yet Sahd.

Note the evocative assonance and how céHHbIMM Npyaammn, magical
even in English, is more so in Russian: SON-nih-mee proo-DAH-
mee.

Finally there is the viewpoint, which shifts from earth to the
heavens, a favourite device of Bunin’s, which here creates a
semblance of eternity, the ancient stars watching over the earth but
ultimately transcending human experience.
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FoOpHbIN Nnec

BeuépHuii yac. B 4oNNHY TeHb Cnonsna.

CocCHO naxHeT Yuncrto u rnybokd
Hapn nécom HEBO MnéuHblili 3Melt NoToKa

LLypwnT cnbllwHEéN BAONbL 6E&noro pycna.

CnbllWHEéN 3BEHUT AANEKUIN nay Ko3na.
OcTpéi cTpekdueT nérkaa copoka
Fopa, Becb AeHb rNaaésllas ¢ BOCTOKa,
CBOVi anblii MUK BbICOKO yHecCnNa.

Ha Helt monunucek Bénubemy 3eBecy.
He pa3, He pa3 C BEpLUNHbI 3TUX CKan
N AbIM BCTaBan, 1 Nénu ruMHbl nécy

N ME&AHbI HOX B pyKax Xpeua cBepKars.

S TMX0 NoAHAN APEBHIOK 3aBEcCy.
S B XxpaM oTuUOB 3ab6bIThbIV NMYyTb UCKAN.

1908
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Mountain Forest

Evening hour. The shadow slid into the valley.

It smells like pine. Clean and deep

Above the forest is the sky. Milky serpent of the stream
Audible rustling along the white river.

The distant cry of a goat rings louder.

The light magpie chirps more sharply.

The mountain that looked out from the East all day,
She carried her scarlet peak high.

On it they prayed to the wolf's Zeus.
More than once, more than once from the top of these rocks
And the smoke rose, and they sang hymns to the forest,

And the copper knife in the priest's hands glittered.
I quietly lifted the ancient curtain.
I was looking for a forgotten way to the temple of the fathers.

Comments

Another descriptive poem, which like the one preceding and
Tyutchev’s Snowy Mountains (1825-9) moves to a loftier realm,
here the primaeval past. Tyutchev’s poem concludes:

Grief as native deities

above the earth where all things die
contends in fierce identities

with that iced azure of the sky.

Bunin is quieter and less given to intellectual gymnastics. In lines 9-
11, Bunin’s thoughts stray to man’s pre-archeological past, and
then to hidden mysteries that may have been forgotten but still add
an aura of wildness to surroundings. Those surroundings are not
passive, of course. Shadows slide. The river rustles as a serpent.
The mountain rears its head, stained crimson in the sunset, but also
bloodily cutting into the curtain of sky. Bunin disliked the affectation
and decadence of the Symbolist poets, but his poetry also hints at a
larger dimension, one taken from outdoor life and by no means
consoling or unthreatening.
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FacHeT Béuep, Aanb CUHEET, 4A
COnHbIWKO caanTcs, 3b
Crenb ga ctenb Kpyrom - n Bcroay 4C
HuBa konocutcs! 3b
5. MNaxHeT MEQOM, 3aLBeTAaEeT 4A
Bénasa rpeunxa... 3D
3BOH K BeYépHe U3 AepEBHMU 4C
[loneTaeTt Tnxo... 3D
A BOanu Kykyuwka B pélle 4C
10. MéaneHHo KyKyerT... 3A
CYAacTnuMB TOT, KTO Ha pabdTe 4C
B néne 3aHouyeT! 3A
FAcHeT BE&Yep, CKPbISIOCb CONHLE, 4E
JInwb 3aKaT KpacHéerT... 3F
15. CY4acTimB TOT, KOMY 3apéio 4E
Ténnbili BETEP BEET; 3F
Ana koré mepuatoT KpAOTKO, 4G
CBETATCA C NPMBETOM 3H
B TEMHOM HéBe TEMHOMN HOUBIO 4G
20. 3Bé3abl TUXUM CBETOM; 3H
KTo ycTan Ha HMBe 3a AeHb 4X
N ycHET rnyboko 3g (-u-uu-)
MWUPHBbIM CHOM MoJ 3BE3HbIM HEGOM 4H
Ha ctenn wupdkon! 3X
1892

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4YawS3bbVt4
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s20raT-8-70

Critical Articles
https://pishi-stihi.ru/gasnet-vecher-dal-sineet-bunin.html
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Evening fades

Evening fades, the distance turns blue,
The sun is setting,
Steppe and steppe all around - and everywhere
The field is teeming!
Smells of honey, blooms
White buckwheat...
Bell for vespers from the village
Flies quietly...
And in the distance a cuckoo in a grove
Slowly chuckles...
Happy is the one who is at work
In the field will spend the night!

Goes out the evening, the sun disappeared,
Only sunset blush...

Happy is he who in the dawn
The warm wind blows;

For whom twinkle sweetly,
Glow with greetings

In the dark sky on a dark night
Stars with a quiet light;

Who is tired in the field for the day
And sleep deeply

Peaceful sleep under the starry sky
On the broad steppe!

Comments

The subject was dear to one of Bunin’s landowner origins, and was
returned to often in short stories after his exile to France. Itis a
romantic view that overlooks just how hard life could be on the
great estates, but was a view informed by deep love and genuine
knowledge nonetheless. The scene is broadly sketched in the
appropriate colours, smells and sounds in stanza one, and then
repeated (anaphora) in stanza two. The sun sets, the sky darkens
and a warm wind blows over those who will sleep under the stars.

Except in line 22, the metre is a regular trochaic, though the

rhyming is a little free. Note in the audio-recordings how quiet and
matter-of-fact is Bunin’s Russian here.
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MOJ1I0AOCTb

Hosibpb, cbipas nénHoYb. Mopoadk,

Becb MenoBoOi, Becb 61€AHbIN Nog NyHOH,
MNoaasneH 6e30TBETHON TULLMHOM.
MPUANBHBINA WIYM TOPXECTBEHHO-LLMNPOK.

Ha mauTte koMeHAdHTa dnar HaMmok.
BBepxy, Hag CaMoli MAuTol, Haa CKBO3HO
N MyTHOW Mrnoin, 6eryuien Ha BOCTOK,
CKONb3UT NyHa 3epKanbHon 6enunsHot0.

Nay k o6pbiBaM. LLym rpo3Hée. CeeT
TanHCTBEHHEN, TYCKN€e N NeYanbHEN.
BonHa kaudeTt cBau noj KynasbHeMN.
Baann - cepaa 6é3aHa. MOps Hert.

N BanyHsbl, B WNNALEN cépoli néHe,
Bnectat BHU3Y, KakK cnsawme TIoNEéHN.,

6.VIII.09
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Midnight

November, raw midnight. Village,

All chalky, all pale under the moon,
Overwhelmed by the unanswered silence.
The tidal noise of solemn and wide.

The flag on the commandant's mast is wet.
Above, above the mast itself, above the draught
And the murky haze, running to the east,

The moon glides with a mirror-like whiteness.

Going to the cliffs. The noise is more threatening. Light
More mysterious, dimmer, and sadder.
A wave swings the piles under the bathhouse.

In the distance-a gray abyss. There is no sea.
And boulders, in a sizzling gray foam,
Shine down, as the sleeping seals.

Comments

Another of Bunin’s poems on the ineluctable reality of our existence,
the way incidents and aspects of life intrude without any apparent
reason. That inconsequentiality is a feature of many of Bunin’s best-
known stories — the odd assortment of guests thrown together in
The North Pole lodging house of Long Ago, for example, or the brief
affair that so changes the young officer in Sunstroke — and here we
are given a scene, probably in the Crimea, which is clinically
observed but only given ‘as is’. The objectivity was a feature
baffling to many of Bunin’s contemporaries, who naturally expected
the local setting to support the story in some way, not be largely
the story itself. But that is Bunin, the source of his individuality.

The poem is a conventional sonnet, fastidiously turned, but not
exhibiting any great beauties of language. Note how many
polysyllabic words make up the first stanza, which is made
impressive by its quiet detachment: this is *how it was’ the poem
says: ‘you make what you wish from the experience’:

naw-YAHBR sih-RAH-yah POL-nach. Gaw-raw-DOK
ves meh-law-VOY ves BLED-niy pad loo-NAW-yoo
paw-DAHV-len beh-zat-VET-noy tee-shee-NAW-yoo0.
pree-LEEV-niy shoom tor-JEST-ven-naw shee-ROK.
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He BuaHO nTuu. MokOpHO YAXHET 4A
Jlec, onycTéBlwnii 1 60nbHON. 4b
Fpnbbl COWAN, HO KPEMKO NAXHET 4A
B oBparax cblpoCTbto rpubHON. 4b
MMyWwb CTana HUXe 1 CBeTNée, 4C
B KycTax cBansinacst TpaBa, 4d
N, noa nOXAEM OCEHHUM TNés, 4C
YepHéeT TEMHas NUCTBA. 4d
A B none Bértep. JleHb X0NOAHbIN 4E
YrpdM 1 CBEX - U LUENbIA AEHb 4f
CkuTalChb 9 B cTenn ceBoboaHon, 4E
Boanv ot cén n nepeBéHsb. a4f
N, y6atOkaH WAroM KOHHbIM, 4G
C OoTpaaHoOM rpycTbio BHEMJIIO 1, 4h
Kak BéTep 3BOHOM MOHOTOHHbIM 4G
FyauT-noéT B CTBOJbI PYXbS. 4h
1889

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=alnwkAJg5hl

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-ne-vidno-ptic/
http://bclubcompany.ru/taxes-and-fees/stihotvorenie-ne-vidno-
ptic-bunin-ivan-alekseevich-analiz-stihotvoreniya/
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No birds visible

No birds visible. Meekly pines

The forest, empty and sick.

The mushrooms are gone, but it smells strong
In the ravines with mushroom dampness.

The wilderness was lower and lighter,
Grass was piled up in the bushes,
And, in the autumn rain smouldering,
Dark foliage turns black.

And in the field the wind. Cold day
Sullen and fresh - and all day long
I wander in the free steppe,

Far from villages and villages.

And, lulled by a horse's pace,

I hear it with a pleasant sadness,

As the wind sounds monotonous
Humming-singing into the barrels of a gun.

Comments

A very early poem, written when Bunin was working as a proof-
reader for a local newspaper, a rather precarious existence that
nonetheless gave him time to indulge his passion for hunting. It's
probably autumn or early winter. The forest is drab and joyless,
stripped of vegetation, and Bunin’s only companions are his horse
and the incessant wind which moans down the barrel of his
shotgun. The sadness was a reflection of Bunin’s own life at the
time. He was attached to a girl his parents did not approve of,
nursed dreams of poetry his parents did not attach much
importance to, and was unfitted for a life in the military or the
professions that would normally be expected of him.

A simple piece, written in rhymed iambic tetrameters, masculine
and feminine rhymes alternating, as is usual in Russian verse.
Bunin’s task was to make these rather matter-of-fact observations
into something more, to invest the quotidian of life with an extra
dimension or vitality, something that was pressingly real and not
simply conjured from the imagination, as the Symbolists poets were
apt to do. It would take Bunin his whole life to achieve this end,
with results that were always uncertain, sometimes delighting his
public but also, especially in the late, erotic stories, filling them with
disquiet and sometimes dismay.
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NecHs

(A - npocTas neBka Ha bawTaHe...)

A - npocTasa néBka Ha 6alTaHe, 5A
OH - pblbak, BECENbIN YENOBEK. 5b
ToHeT 6énblit napyc Ha JInuMaHe, 5A
MH&ro Buaen oH MOpPENn u pek. 5b
FoBOPAT, rpe4yaHkn Ha Bocdope 5C
Xopoww... A 9 yepHa, Xyaa. 5d
YTonaet 6énbln Napyc B MOpe - 5C
MoOXeT, He BEpPHETCS HuKoraa! 5d
Byay »xpaTb B noréay, B HeENoroay... 5E
He pnoxaycb - ¢ 6awiTaHa pa3ouTycCh, 5f
Boiiay k Mmopto, 6powy népcreHb B BOAY 5E
N kocdro YépHOM yaaBnkCh. 5f
1903-1906

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=We5DIsTDS U
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=73ZIU5ib gs
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QHKIKGumIuE

Critical Articles

http://www.buninlib.orel.ru/ekoll/Bunin%20i%20musik%20(2008).

pdf
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Song
The song (I'm a simple girl in a bashtan...)

I'm just a girl in a bashtan,

He is a fisherman, a jolly man.
Sinking white sail on the estuary,
He saw many seas and rivers.

They say Greek women on the Bosphorus
Good... And I am black and thin.

The white sail sinks into the sea -

Maybe he'll never come back!

I will wait in the weather, in bad weather...

If I can't wait , I'll be disappointed,

I will go to the sea and throw the ring into the water
And I'll strangle myself with a black scythe.

Comments

This is a popular piece, and many composers have set not only this
poem but many of Bunin’s works to music. Bunin was markedly
musical in his verse, of course, and also music-loving, being friendly
with the singer Shalyapin and composer Rachmaninov, for
example, and regularly attending concerts and musical recitals. As
the first of the audio recordings indicates, the poem transfers well
to music, in fact enchantingly so, and it's worth enquiring why.

The poem is trochaic, set in pentameters rhymed AbAb, and so is
not folksong-like in itself. But the words have that timeless element
of the jolly rover, so attractive to women but doubtful of fidelity,
and the verse itself, though very regular in metre, obligingly
amplifies the sense. As usual in Russian verse, some lines have
sections with no inherent stress at all, and it’s these intervals that
allow the woman to express her uncertainties and fears. Lines 1,2
and 4 in the first stanza have only three inherent stresses, for
example, and a similar pattern holds for the other stanzas:

Yah pras-TAH-yah DEV-kah nah bahsh-TAH-neh
a-net BEH-liy PAH-roos nah lee-MAH-neh,
MNAW-gaw VEE-del an maw-RAY ee rek.

Bashtan is a rural locality, often a strip of arable ground or
vegetable patch.
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B ndayHoM kpécne, HOUblO, Ha 6bankdHe... 5A

OKCaHa KONbIB&NbHbIN LWYM... 4b (u-u-u-u-)
Byab AoBépumMB, KpOTOK U CNOKOEH, 5A
OTAOXHM OT AYM. 3b
BéTtep npuxoaawmn, yxoaawmm, 5C
Bétowwmnii 6€36péxHOCTbI0 MOPCKOMN. .. 5d
EcTb N1 TOT, KTO 3TOM Aduun cnauwemn 5C
CTOpOXMUT nokoén? 3d

EcTb i1 TOT, KTO AOMKHOM Mépoii MépuT 5E

Hawwu 3HAaHbSA, cyabbbl M roaa? 5f
Ecnu cépaue xbéuet, écnun BEépuT, 5E
3HaunT — Aaa. 2f

To, uTo ecTb B Te6€, BeaAb cyllecTsyet. 5G

BoT Tbl ApéMnellb, 1 B rnasa TBou 5h
Tak nto6OBHO MArKMn BETep AyeT — 5G
Kak xe HeT JliobBun? 3h
1918

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kF9hFiIYGz0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wzCNETVKiVI

Critical Articles
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In a dacha chair

In a dacha chair, at night, on the balcony...
Oksana lullaby noise...

Be trusting, gentle and calm,

Take a break from your thoughts.

Wind coming and going,

The sea that breathes vastness...

Is there someone who is this cottage sleeping
Guarding the peace?

Is there any one who has a measure of merit
Our knowledge of the fate and years?

If the heart wants, if it believes,

So Yes.

What is in you is there.

Here you are dozing, and in your eyes
So lovingly soft the wind blows —
How can there be no love?

Comments

A simple, evocative poem of four stanzas, where three pentameters
are followed by a shorter trimeter (or dimeter in stanza two).
Oksana is a popular woman’s name, in fact of Ukranian origin.

Stanza one sets the scene: night on a dacha balcony, Oksana is
singing a lullaby, soft and trusting, inviting us to simply accept what
the song says. In stanza two we hear the sea wind, coming and
going, and think of someone breathing in the dacha and so guarding
the place. Stanza three repeats the first theme: accept the scene.
We cannot know the future, so let things be as the heart professes.
Stanza four focuses on the singer and again repeats the theme: in
the soft wind and the expression of the eyes how can there not be
love?

We show also note the musicality of the verse, how the sound
echoes the sense, with soft sylbilants in the long multisyllabic
words. Stanza two:

VEH-ter pree-hhaw-DYAH-shhiy oo-hhaw-DYAH-shhiy
VEH-yoo-shhiy bezb-REJ-nast-yoo mor-SKOY. . .
yest lee tot, ktaw EH-toy DAH-chee SPYAH-shhay
staw-raw-JEET paw-KOY.
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B nd3aHMIA yac Mbl 661K C HéW B none. 5A
A ApoXxa Kacancs HEXHbIX ryo... 5b
«$ xouy 06BATUS A0 661M, 5A
Byab co MHOI 6e3XanocTeH u rpyb!» 5b
YTOMSICb, OHA MPOCKNA HEXHO: 5C
«Yb6arokan, Aal MHE OTAOXHYTb, 5d
He uenyi Tak Kp&nko n MATEXHO, 5C
MonoXn MHe roNoBy Ha rpyab». 5d
3BE34bl TUXO UCKPUINCb HaA HAaMM, 5E
TOHKO NAXN0 CBEXECTbIO POCHI. 5f
JTAckoBoO Kacancs 1 yctamm S5E
[0 ropsunx WEK 1 Ao KOcChl. 5f
N oHa 3abblnacbk. Pa3 npocHynace, 5G
Kak anTA, B3A0XHYNA B NOJTYCHE, 5h
Ho, B3rnaHyBLwwuK, cnabo ynbibHynach 5G
N onaTb npuxanacs Ko MHe. 5h
Houb uapwna aénro B TEMHOM none, 51
[ONro MUNbI COH S OXpaHsAN... 5j

A NoTOM Ha 3010TOM npecTténe, 51
Ha BocTOKe, TMXO 3acusan 5]

HOBbIV AeHb, — B NONAX NPOXNAAHO cTano... 5K
A eé TMxOHbKO pazbyann 51

N B cTenn, cBepKatoLlen 1 anon, 5K
Mo pocé ao adémy nposoam. 51

Trochaic metre 1901

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KrXc8t841so
https://www.youtube.com/plavlist?list=PLcF3T2gQ5Qy5yGYiZiuYAS5
yw Jt2WAvy20Q
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At some late hour

At a late hour we were in the field with her.
I touched her soft lips trembling...

"I want a hug that hurts,

Be merciless and rude to me!"

Weary, she asked gently:

"Lull me to sleep,

Don't kiss me so hard and rebellious,
Put your head on my chest."

The stars sparkled softly above us,

The air smelled faintly of fresh dew.
Gently I touched my lips

To the hot cheeks and to the braid.

And she forgot herself. Once I woke up,
Like a child, she sighed in a half-dream,
But when she looked up, she smiled faintly
Then she snuggled up to me again.

Night reigned long in the dark field,
Long sweet dream, I was guarding...
And then on the Golden throne,

In the East, quietly shone

A new day — in fields cool became...

I woke her up quietly

And in the steppe, sparkling and scarlet,
I walked home through the dew.

Comments

A celebratory poem not on the school syllabus. Trochaic
pentameters, regularly rhymed AbAb in five stanzas. The pressing
question is what to make of W oHa 3a6binacs, literally ‘and she
forgot herself’. She forgot her inhibitions? Probably not if she has
urged the poet to be rough with her. She gave herself to the poet?
Probably, or as good as. But then we have all those reservations
that plague Bunin’s late stories: the breaking of taboos, overt
sexuality, innocence taken advantage of. The themes of Bunin’s
short stories often appear, decades earlier, in his poems, though no
more properly resolved. Sexual infatuation was often a dark force
for Bunin, deeply troubling, sometimes disastrously powerful and
immiserating. It seems wise to leave the phrase as it is, enigmatic,
and let the resulting joy speak for itself.
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AHren

B BeuépHuMit yac, Haa CTénblo MUPHOW,

Korpa 3akaT Haja HeW cuan,
Cpeawn Hebéc, cTe3éin apnpHomn
BeuépHui aHren nponetan.

OH BMAEN cyMpak nNpeasakaTHbIN, -

Yxé cnHén Boanu BocTok, -
N BApyr ycnbiwana OH HEBHATHbIN
Bo pxkax pebéHka ronocok.

OH BMAEN KoNnocbs cobmpas,
Cnnetan BeHOK 1 Nen B TULLY,
N 6blnn B NécHe 3BYKKN past —
HeBWHHOI, HE3eMHOWN AyLin.

«BbnarocnoBn MeHbLWOro 6paTa, -
Cka3zan MNocndéab. — bnarocnosu
MnanéHua B TUXUM Yac 3aKaTa
Ha nyTb 1 npasabl 1 ntobsn!»

N dHren cBéTnoto ynblb6Ko
Pe6&HKa TMXO OCEHW
N Ha 3aKaT NnyuymcTo-3bl6Knii

MogHANca B 6/1écke HEXHbIX KPbiJl.

N, TOUHO Kpbisibs 3010TblE,
3aps nbiana B BbIWMHE.
M aonro 64 monoable

3a Hell cneaunun B TULLNHE!

1891

Audio Recordings

4A
4b
4A
4b

4C
4d
4C
4d

4E (u-u-u-uu-)
4F (u-u-u- - u)
4E
4F

4G
4h
4G
4h

41
4]
41
4]

4K
4
4K
4

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xenc I 1naU

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R-Cv9W2ijxfM

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/angel-bunin.html
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Angel

In the evening, over the peaceful steppe,
When the sunset was shining over her,
Among the heavens, the path of the ethereal
The evening angel was flying by.

He saw the twilight of the sunset, -

The east was already blue in the distance, -
And then he heard an indistinct voice

In the rye of a child a voice.

He saw the ears of corn when he was picking them,
I wove a wreath and sang in silence,

And there were sounds of paradise in the song -
An innocent, unearthly soul.

"Bless the little brother, -

Said The Lord. — Bless

Baby in the quiet hour of sunset
On the path of truth and love!"

And an angel with a bright smile

The child quietly dawned

And the sunset is radiant and unsteady
Rose in the glow of tender wings.

And, like wings of gold,

The dawn was burning high.

M long in the eyes of the young
She was watched in silence!

Comments

An early and successful poem where Bunin imagines an angel that,
impressed by a simple child in his devotions, blesses him with a
safe path through life’s temptations. The larger theme is the wonder
of the world, which a child posseses, but we too often lose sight of
in everyday existences. I do not know to whom the M refers, but
the quivering wings of the angel (who is feminine here) turn into
the dawn’s gold, and the child’s eyes fill with silent wonder.

That sense of wonder, though it grew less focused, and less
expressed in overt religious symbols, is something that never left
Bunin. It reappears specifically in the late poems, but is always
present in the short stories, where even the most sordid
surroundings are imbued with the inexplicable breath of life.
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Mbl BCTPETUINCL CNYYANHO, Ha YIray. 5a
A 6bICTpO WEN - N BAPYT KaK CBET 3apHuUbl 5B
BeuépHtoto npopésan nonymrny 5a
CKBO3b YEpPHbIE JTYYNCTbIE PECHULLbI. 5B

Ha Hel 6bin Kpen,- Npo3payHbIli NErkun ras 5c¢

BecéHHuit BETep B3BES/1 HA MITHOBEHbE, 5D
Ho Ha nuué u B ipKom cBéTe rnas 5c
A ynoBun 6b110€e 0XUBJIEHbE. 5D
N ndcKoBO KMBHY/Ia MHE OHQ, Se
Cnerka nuuod oT BETpa HaKJIOHWA 5F
N ckpblnack 3a yrnoM... bbind BecHa... Se
OHa MeH$ npocTuna - n 3abblna. 5F
1905

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Sxt2CkuHMg0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WHQ4CW MatY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFuK2CaZ -Q

Critical Articles

https://lit.ukrtvory.ru/analiz-stixotvoreniya-bunina-my-vstretilis-
sluchajno-na-uglu/
https://pishi-stihi.ru/my-vstretilis-sluchajno-na-uglu-bunin.html
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We met by chance

We met by chance at the corner.

I was walking fast - and suddenly like the light of a lightning bolt
The evening half-light cut through

Through black, luminous lashes.

It was crepe, a transparent light gas

The spring wind blew for a moment,

But on the face and in the bright light of the eyes
I caught a glimpse of former animation.

And she nodded to me affectionately,

Slightly face from the wind tilted

And disappeared around the corner... It was spring...
She forgave me - and forgot.

Comments

A simple little poem written as three pentameter quatrains rhymed
aBaB. Despite its slight nature, the poem makes full use of the
possibilities of Russian verse. Note the sinewy assonace in the first
stanza, brought out well in the first audio recording:

mih VSTREH-tee-lees sloo-CHAI-naw, nah 0og-LOO.
yah BIST-raw - shol ee vdroog kahk svet zahr-NEE-tsih
veh-CHER-new-yoo praw-REH-zahl paw-loomg-LOO
skvoz CHOR-nih-yeh loo-CHEES-tih-yeh res-NEE-tsih.

The poet encounters a woman he once knew, an association she
acknowledges with an affectionate nod of the head, and then passes
by. Whether the poet was really responsible for the suffering caused
— as in Bunin’s own case with Varvara Pashchenko — is open to
doubt, especially if the woman promptly forgets the encounter. I'd
read the poem as a sardonic reflection on the brevity of our
affections, suggesting that Buinin no more wore the heart on his
sleeve than did his mentor Chekhov.
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LNPLIEA

Ha TpeHOXHUK 60rviHa cagnTcs:
BnénHo-pbixee 30/10TO KOC,

3éneHb rnas v atTTMyeckmim Hoc -
B MénHoM 3épkane BCE oTpasuTcs.

TOHKO 6apxaToM puca NMOKpbIT

HEéXHbIV NNK, pO30BATO-TENECHbIN,
Kannen HekTapa, Bnaron HebécHom,
BnéwyT cépbru, cKonb3sa BAOMb JIAHWUT, 5C (-u-uu-uu-)

N Ynucc rosoput: "O, Uunpues!
Bcé npekpacHo B Teb6é: u pyka,

YTO NpnUECKM KOCHYacb Cnerka,

N cnaowmin nékoTb, 1 weéal"

A 60ornHsa c ynblbkoii: "Ynucc!

S ropycb nvib N1€YaMn CBOUMMU
Ja nywkOM anenbCUHHBbIM MeX HMMK, 5H (-u-uu-uu-u)

Mo cnuHé yberatowmm BHU3!"

1916
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5D (-uu-uu-u)

5E (-u-uu-uu-u)
5f (-u-uu-uu-)
5f (-u-uu-uu-)
5E (-u-uu-uu-u)

5g (-u-uu-uu-)
5H (-u-uu-uu-u)

5g (-u-uu-uu-)



Circe

The goddess sits on a tripod:

Pale red gold braid,

Green eyes and an attic nose -

The copper mirror will reflect everything.

Thin velvet-covered rice

Delicate face, pinkish-flesh,

A drop of nectar, a heavenly moisture,
Glisten earrings, gliding along leaves,

And Ulysses says, "Oh, Circe!

Everything is beautiful in you: and the hand,
That she touched her hair lightly,

And the shining elbow and neck!"

And the goddess with a smile: "Ulysses!
I'm only proud of my shoulders
Yes, the fluffy orange of between them,
On the back of running down!"

Comments

Another mischievous little poem, here written when Bunin was in his
forties. The metre is now dactylic, and the pentameters are
regularly rhymed AbbA, etc.

Circe is not the formidable enchantress here, nor fully smitten with
Ulysses, but is posing as a society belle mischievously alluding to
her powers. Perhaps she is about give Ulysses a splendid coat of her
own orange hair. Or perhaps not. Bunin is playing with his audience
as Circe plays with hers.
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Monesble UBETHI

B 6nécke orHémn, 3a 3epkanbHbIMU CTEKIAMMU,

MbILWHO LUBETYT AOPOrne LUBEThI,
HéXHbl M cNAaakn nx TOHKUE 3anaxu,
JInctba n cTébnum NosiHblI KpacoThl.

Nx Bo3pacTmnu B Tennnuax 3abotnuneo,
Nx npuBe3nN n3-3a CUHUX MOPEN;
Nx He nyratoT MeTénun xonoaHble,
BypHble rpO3bl U CBEXECTb HOUYEN.

EcTb Ha nonsix Moén poanHbl CKpOMHbIE
CécTtpbl 1 6paTbsa 3aMOPCKNX LIBETOB:
Nx Bo3pacTmna BecHa 6naroBOHHas

B 3éneHn mManckomn necds u nyros.

BNAAaT OHM He Tennuubl 3epKanbHbIE,
A HebockndHa npocTép ronybon,
BNAST OHN HE OrHW, @ TAUHCTBEHHbIN
Bé&uHbIx co3Bé3auit y36p 30/10TOMN.

BéeT oT HMX KpacoTo CTbIAINBOI,
Cépauy 1 B30py poAHble OHM

N roBopsAT Npo AaBHO N03abbiThble
CBéTnble AHMU.

A fairly regular dactylic. 1887

Audio Recordings

4A (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4b (-uu-uu-uu-)
4A (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4b (-uu-uu-uu-)

4C (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4d (-uu- -u-uu-)
4C (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4d (-uu-uu-uu-)

4E (-uu-u-uu-u-uu)
4f (-uu-uu-uu-)
4E (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4f (-uu-uu-uu-)

4F (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4g (-uu-uu-uu-)
4H (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4g (-uu-uu-uu-)

4H (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4i (-uu-uu-uu-)
4H (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
2i (-uu-)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zho7j23DsgM

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-polevye-cvety/

http://www.nado5.ru/e-book/bunin-i-a-polevye-cvety
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Wild Flowers

In the glare of lights, behind plate-glass windows,
Grow wild flowers are expensive,

Delicate and sweet are their subtle scents,

The leaves and stems are full of beauty.

They were carefully raised in greenhouses,
They were brought from across the blue seas;
They are not afraid of snowstorms cold,
Stormy thunderstorms and fresh nights...

There are modest ones in the fields of my homeland
Sisters and brothers of overseas flowers:

They grew up in the spring of incense

In the green of May woods and meadows.

They don't see glasshouses,

And the sky is blue,

They do not see lights, but a mysterious
Eternal constellations pattern gold.

They give off a shamefaced beauty,
They are dear to the heart and eyes
And they talk about long forgotten ones
Bright day.

Comments

A very accomplished poem for a young man of 17, who in fact
should have been in school — had not his father run through the
family fortune and found himself unable to finance his son’s career,
who had to be tutured at home by his older brother. Five stanzas of
dactylic tetrameters, rhymed AbAb. The last, perhaps too abrupt to
be wholly successful, has only two stresses. As the audio recordings
indicate, the verse lacks the musical texture of his better work, but
shows Bunin’s early promise. The poem was printed in Bunin’s first
poetry collection.

Wild flowers are contrasted with cultivated varieties, not wholly to
their disadvantage, and the poem moves from the ‘eternal
costellations of patterned gold’ in stanza four to thoughts of ‘lost
love’ in stanza five. Bunin would find this happy affectation only too
real over the next twenty years when had first to contend with
dashed hopes over Varvara Pashchenko and then the failed and

acrimonious marriage to Anna Tsakni.
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PbIDKMMKM UronKamu
YcTtnaH kocorop,

Cnaako naxHeéT énkamu
Xapkuin nétHumn 6op.

Caab Ha 3Ty ckONb3KYytO
30/10TY1O CYyLlUb

C néceHkoto nénbCKo
Mpo NecHy rnyub.

TeMHOTa BeTBUCTas
Han 10661 BUCUT,
KpacHoe, nyuucroe,
COnHLUE YyTb CKBO3WT.

[an TBOW NeHuBbIE
[éBnubK ycTa,

FpyCcTb TBOSA CUACTNMBASA,
MNéceHka npocTa.

Cnagko naxHeTt énkamu
MoTaéHHbIN 60p,

CKONBb3KUMN UTrONKaMU
YcTnaH kocorop.

30 nwoHg 1916

3A (-u-u-uu)
3b (-u-u-)
3A (-uu-uu-)
3b (-u-u-)

3B (-u-u-uu)
3c (-u-u-)
3B (-u-u-uu)
3c (-u-u-)

3D (-u-u-uu)
3e (-u-u-)
3D (-u-u-uu)
3e (-u-u-)

3F (-u-u-uu)
3g (-u-u-)
3F (-u-u-uu)
39 (-u-u-)

3H (-u-u-uu)
3i (-u-u-)
3H (-u-u-uu)
3i (-u-u-)
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Red needles

Red needles
Covered slope,

Smells sweet like Christmas trees
Hot summer pine forest.

Sit on this slippery
Golden dry

With a Polish song
About the wilderness.

Branched darkness
Hanging over you

Red, radiant,
The sun shines through.

Give your lazy
Girl's mouth

Your sad sadness
The song is simple.

Smells sweet like Christmas trees
Secret pine forest

Slippery needles
Covered slope.

Comments

A simple and rather popular poem that was doubtless difficult to
write: trimesters faultlessly rhymed AbAb, where the feminine
rhyme takes a extra syllable. The last stanza essentially repeats the
first, but with the line order reversed.

What the Polish song refers to I do not know, and perhaps doesn’t
matter much. It’s a mood that’s captured, where the poet, now
comfortably off in his mid forties, longs for the apparent simplicity
of youth — which is, of course, illusory, particularly so in Bunin’s
case. Poets are not reliable biographers.
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OanHo4ecTBO

N BéTep, n AOXANK, N MIrNa
Haa xondaHoi nyctbiHen BOAbI
3/7eCb XU3Hb [0 BECHbI YMEpPNa,
[10 BECHbI ONyCTénu caabl.

5. 1 Ha adde oAMH. MHe TeMHO
3a Monb6épTOoM, U AYET B OKHO.

Buepa Tbl 6b11a Y MeH4,

Ho Te6é y>X TOCKNMBO CO MHOW.

MNoa Bé4Yep HEHACTHOrO AHS

10. Tbl MHe cTana Ka3aTbCs XeHOMn...

Y10 >, Nnpowai! Kak-Hnbyab A0 BECHbI
MpOXWBY U OANH -- 6€3 XEHbl...

CerogHsa nayTt 6e3 KOoHLA

Te e Tyun--rpaaa 3a rpsaaon.

15. TBol cnea noa AOXAEM Yy KpblibLa
Pacnneincs, Hanuncsa Boaoun.

N MHe 66nbHO rNAAETL OAHOMY
B npeaBeyYépHIo Cépyto TbMy.

MHe KPUKHYTb XOTEN0Cb BOCNén:

20. "BopoTunch, g cpoaHunicsa c Tobon!"
Ho ans >XéHwmHbl NpoLwioro HeT:
Pazniobuna -- n ctan en 4yxon.

Yto ! KamnH 3atonnwd, 6yay nute...
Xopowéd 6bl co6aKy KynuTb.

1903

Audio Recordings

3a (u-uu-uu-)
3B (uu-uu-u-u)
3a (u-uu-uu-)
3b (uu-uu-uu-)

3¢ (uu-uu-uu-)
3¢ (uu-uu-uu-)

3d (u-uu-uu-)
3E (uu-uu-uu-u)
3d (u-uu-uu-)
3E (uu-uu-uu-u)

3f (uu- -uu-u-)
3f (uu-uu-uu-)

3g (u-uu-uu-)
3H (uu-uu-uu-u)
3g (u-u-u-uu-)
3H (u-uu-uu-u)

3i (uu-uu-uu-)
3i (uu-uu-uu-)

3j (u-uu-uu-)
3K (uu-uu-uu-u)
3j (uu-uu-uu-)
3K (uu-uu-uu-u)

3l (uu-uu- -u-)
3l (uu-uu-uu-)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AszLnDg40C8

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TmwjUerYUgE

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-odinochestvo/

https://obrazovaka.ru/analiz-

stihotvoreniya/bunin/odinochestvo.html

http://www.litra.ru/composition/download/coid/0006100118486424

4796/

https://usfeu-tds.ru/bank-sochinenij/bunin-odinochestvo-

analiz.html
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Loneliness

And the wind, and the rain, and the mist
Over a cold desert of water.

Here life before spring is dead,

The gardens were empty until spring.

5. I'm alone in my dacha. I'm dark
Behind the easel, and blowing out of the window.

You were with me yesterday,
But you're too bored with me.

In the evening of a stormy day
10. You seem like a wife to me...

Well, good-bye! Sometime before spring
I can live alone without my wife...

Today they go on without end

he same clouds-ridge after ridge.

15. our footprint in the rain on the porch
Blurred, filled with water.

And it hurts me to look alone
Into the gray evening darkness.

I wanted to shout after him.

20. "Come back, I am related to you!"

But for a woman there is no past:

She fell out of love and became a stranger to her.

Well! T'll light the fire and drink...
It would be nice to buy a dog.

Comments

Another popular piece, dedicated to Peter Nilus, a painter from
Odessa and close friend of Bunin’s. The poem was begun in
Constantinople, when Bunin was himself in the painful throes of
separating from his first wife Anna Tsakni. The bleakness of the
scene echoes his own apparent future. The poem is written in
anapaestic trimesters and rhymed aBabcc.

A dog is man’s faithful friend, but I suspect Bunin’s is being a little
mischievous in the wry comments and recommendations.

206



XacmuH

LiBETET »xacMUH. 3enéHon Yalen

Naoy Hap TépekoM c yTpa

Bnanwv, mex rop - npoctoén, bnecrawmii
N yéTkunin kKOHYC cepebpa.

Peka WyMWUT, BCA B UCKpPax CBETa,
XXacMUHOM NAXHET XApKuit nec.
A TaM, BBEpXYy - 3UMa 1 NéTo
AHBAPCKUIM CHEr U CUHb Hebéc.

Jlec 3aMupaeT, MNéeT B 3HOE,
Ho TeM MbIWHEéN UBETET XXAaCMUH.

B nasypu sipkon — HeseMHOe
Benukonénune BepLIH.

1904

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/zhasmin-bunin.html
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Jasmine

Jasmine is blooming. Green thicket

I'm going over the Terek in the morning.

In the distance, between the mountains - simple, brilliant
And a clear cone of silver.

The river is noisy, full of sparks of light
Jasmine smells like a hot forest.

And there, at the top - winter and summer:
January snow and blue of heaven.

The forest freezes, dies in the heat,

But jasmine blooms with that magnificent.
In the bright blue - unearthly

The splendor of the peaks.

Comments

The poem was first published in 1903, in the Moscow magazine
Novoe Slovo, and was entitled Kazbek, after a volcanic peak in the
Caucasus. The later title reflects the richly coloured palette of the
poem, and Bunin’s own temperament. Russian poets, from Pushkin
and Lermontov on, have written on the beauties of the Caucasus,
its wild setting and rushing Terek river, so different from the
monotony of the Russian steppes. Pushkin, as might be expected in
his Caucasus, saw the Terek as a symbol of liberty. The last stanza
(my translation):

An animal that howls the more
that, seeing prey beyond the cage,
its strikes can be but helpless rage.
It scours the cliffs with hungry paw
but, twisting to a headlong force,
the huge rocks hold it to its course.

Bunin avoids such easy comparisons and is more concerned with
conveying the quiet splendour of the mountains, the exact colours
of the scene, and the hot scent of flowers in the Terek valley.

Jasmine is in quatrains, three stanzas of iambic tetrameters rhymed
AbADb.
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CTAMBYJI

O6né3nbie xyable kobenn 5a

C neyvyanbHbIMW, MOMALLMMWN TNA3AMU - 5B
MoTOMKKN TeX, YTO M3 CTEMEN NpULLNN 5a

3a Nbl/IbHbIMU CKPUMYYUMU BO3AMMU. 5B

Bbin nobeantenb cnaseH u 6orar 5c

N 3aTONWN OH LWYMHO opAadto 5D

TBOM ABopLbl, TBOM caabl, Llapbrpaa, 5c

N npenancs, Kak cbiTbi N1€B, NOKOIO. 5D (uu-uu-u-u-u)
Ho aHu neTaT, netar 6bicTpée nTmy! S5e

N BoT yxé B CKyTapu Ha norocre 5F
YepHéeT nec, n Tbicaun rpobHML, S5e
BenéioT B kmnapuncax, TOUHO KOCTU 5F

N npax BekOB ynasn Ha npax CBATbIHb, 5g

Ha cndBHbIV rOpoa, HbIHE NONYANKUNA, 5H

N BoI cOBAK 3BYUMT TOCKOW MYCTbIHb 5g

MNMoa BU3AaHTUINCKOMN BETXOM 6a3nINKON. 5H

N nyct Cepanb, 1 cMoNK erdé oHTaH, 5i
N BbiCOXIN CTONETHNE AEPEBDLS... 5K
Crambyn, Ctambyn! MocnéaHunii MEPTBbLIN CTaH 5i
MocnéaHero BeNMKOro Ko4éBbs! 5K
1905
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Istambul

Shabby skinny males

with sad, pleading eyes -

Descendants of those who came from the steppes
Behind the dusty, creaking carts.

The winner was famous and rich

And he flooded the noisy Horde

Your palaces, your gardens, Tsargrad,

And he gave himself up to rest like a well-fed lion.

But the days are flying, flying faster than the birds!
And now in Scutari in the churchyard

Black forest, and thousands of tombs

White in the cypress trees, like bones.

And the dust of ages fell on the dust of shrines,

On the glorious city, now half-wild,

And the howling of dogs sounds like the longing of the desert
Under a dilapidated Byzantine Basilica.

And the Seraglio is empty, and its fountain is silent,
And the hundred-year-old trees dried up...
Istanbul, Istanbul! The last dead camp

The last great nomad!

Comments

Bunin went abroad during the first wave of revolutionary unrest, to
Greece and the Middle East. Like many poets, he was attracted to
the past, whose monuments sometimes appeared as simple
descriptions in his travel poems, but it was generally the peoples
and their contrast to past splendours that most captured his
imagination.

But for line 8, which has an extra couple of unstressed syllables, the
poem in regular iambic pentameters, rhymed aBaB, four lines to the
stanza. Bunin’s powers of description were favourably noted by
contemporaries, but have less appeal to Russian readers today, who
prefer his love of mother Russia. Bunin’s poems are now sturdily
constructed. The first stanza:

ab-LEZ-lih-yeh hhoo-DIH-yeh kaw-beh-LEE

s peh-CHAHL-nih-mee, maw-LYAH-shhee-mee - glah-ZAH-mee
paw-TOM-kee tehh, shtaw eez steh-PAY preesh-LEE

zah PIL-nih-mee skree-POO-chee-mee vau-ZAH-mee.
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BEAYWNH

3a MépTBbIM MOpPEM - NénesbHble MPAHM 5A
YyTb BUAHbIX rop. MonaHéBHbIN Yac, 06éa. 5b
OH Bblkynan kobbiny B MopaaHe 5A (u-u-u-uu-u)
N cén kypuTb. Mecdk Kak Meab Harper. 5b

3a MépTBbIM MOpeM, B COSTHEYHOM TyMaHe, 5C
TeuyéT MMpax. B nonnHe - 3HOM U CBET, 5d
BopkyeT ankunii rénybb Ha repanum, 5C
Ha onednapax - BEWHMN anbiii uBeT. 5d

N oH apeMOTHO HOET, BoCneBas 5E
3HOW, onedHap, repaHb M TaMapuKc. 5f
CuanT, Kak actpeb. Méras abas. 5E

Cnion3aert c nneu... No3T, pa3bonHuk, rmkc. 5f

BOH 3aKkypwun - u paa, 4to € TOHKMM AbiIMOM  5G
CpaBHUT B CTUXAX BepLWUHbI 3a Cuagammom. 5G

1908
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The Bedouin

Beyond the Dead Sea - ash faces

Barely visible mountains. Noon hour, lunch.

He was buying a mare in Jordan

And sat down to smoke. Sand is heated like copper.

Beyond the Dead Sea, in a sunny haze,

A mirage flows. In the valley-heat and light,
Cooing of a wild dove. On geraniums,

On oleanders - spring scarlet color.

And he drowsily whines, singing

Heat, oleander, geraniums and tamarisk

Sits like a hawk. Piebald abaya

slides off shoulders... Poet, robber, tribesman.

Lit a cigarette - and is glad that with a thin smoke
Compare in verse the peaks behind Siddim.

Comments

Another of Bunin’s travel poems, here from Jordan, which he visited
after his Istambul trip. The poem is a Shakespearean sonnet, iambic
pentameters rhymed AbAb CdCd EfeEf GG. Verse texture is simple:
stanza two:

Zah MYORT-vim MAW-rem PEH-pel-nih-yeh GRAH-nee
choot VEED-nihh gor. Pald-NEV-niy chahs, aw-BED.
Oon VIH-koo-pahl kaw-BIH-loo v ee-or-DAH-neh

ee syol koo-REET. Peh-SOK kahk med nahg-RET

The first two stanzas set the scene, the third homes in on the
Bedouin, and the final couplet places the man in his larger setting —
which I have translated simply as ‘in this fierce tribesman as the
thin smoke fills / the peaks beyond those distant Siddim hills.’

The point that Bunin is contemplating, I think, is how the Arabs,
who once conquered the whole of the Middle East and beyond, have
now only dreams of that larger worlds. Because this is twentieth-
century poem, however, there are no grandiloquent phrases on the
‘glory that was Greece’ etc., but only the plain hard facts presented
as sharp details of the current scene. Bunin’s verse mastery has
advanced sufficiently to allow him to compose lines that simply list
objects, especially so in line 10, but also generally. This is a poem
composed largely of nouns, of separate, distinct images, similar to
what western Imagist poets were to do a decade or so later.
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B »xapkom 36n0Te 3akarta MNupamuasl,
Boonb no Huny, Ha yTéxy MHOCTpAHLaM,
LLIEnkoM B BOAY CBETAT NApYyCHble NOAKMK
N 6exunT nykcopckuin 6énbiii napoxoa.

370 yac, Koraa 3a H1WIoM nanbMbl YETKH,
N B Kanpe 6néLyT cTékNa anbiM rMaHUEM,
N xeamB B naHAO KaTaeTcs, M r1abl

Mo KohénHAM oTAbIXAT OT rocnoa.

A cupéHeBble ganun Huna Kk 1ory,

K amkon Hybumn, k Mopdram, CMyTHbI, 3bI6K
N BCE&|BCe Tak e MUpY UyXAabl, 3aN0BEAHbI,
Kak npu Xydy, npu Kambuze... 1 npnsés

JIyk OoTTyAa M KONMYAH 3éNeH0-MEéAHbIN,
LLnT n3 kdxun 6eremoTa, opdTUK rmbKuiA,
Mex NaHTEPbl U CYAAHCKYIO KOMbYYry,
Ho Ha uTo BCé|Bce 3ToO MHe - BonpocC.

1915
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Egypt

In the hot gold of the Pyramid's sunset,
Along the Nile, for the comfort of foreigners,
Sailboats shine like silk into the water

And runs the Luxor white steamer.

This is the hour when the rosary of palm trees is beyond the Nile,
And in Cairo the glass glistens with a scarlet gloss,

And the Khedive rides in a Landau, and guides

In coffee shops, they take a break from the masters.

And the lilac gave the Nile to the South,

To the wild Nubia, to the Cataracts, vague, unsteady
And still alien to the world, reserved,

As with Khufu, when Cambyses... I brought it

Out bow and quiver of green-copper,

The shield from the skin of a hippopotamus, the dart is flexible,
The fur of a Panther and the Sudanese coat of mail,

But what is all this to me-the question.

Comments

Another poem from Bunin’s journeys in the Middle East, ostensibly
portraying a world unfamiliar to most of his Russian readers, but also one
poking gentle fun at himself and fellow tourists. Because the past
fascinated Bunin he has bought himself various souvenirs, which seem on
reflection to be tawdry and pointless beside the natural splendours of the
Nile to the south, or the achievements of the Fourth Dynasty Egyptian
pharaoh who built the great pyramid at Giza, and Cambysses who
founded the Archaemenid dynasty of Persia. ‘Landau’ is probably the
luxury motor vehicle but could refer to a horse-drawn carriage. ‘Rosaries’
I take to be prayer beads (misbaha in Arabic) by which the faithful keep
count of their prayers.

The poem is written in hexameters, regular but for a non-stress missing
from line 13. This is an unusual form in Russian, and the rhyme scheme is
also a little novel. The last line in each stanza has a masculine rhyme, and
rhymes in stanza four repeat those from stanza three. An experimental
piece that shows a less serious Bunin.
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2nbbypc

NpaHcknin mnd

Ha nbaax dnbbypca cOnHue BCXOAUT.

Ha nbaax dnbbypca XW3HU HET.
Bokpyr Herd Ha HebocBOae
TeuyéT anMasHbIN Kpyr naaHeT.

TyMaH, BCNON33aWmin Ha CKaThbl,
BepLlnH He B cnnax AOCATHYTb:

OAHWM HebécHbIM MazaTaMm

K BeHUY 3eM/IN AOCTYMEH NyThb.

N MuTpa, Ybé cBATOE UM
Bnarocnosnsiet Bcs 3eMns,
BocxdauT népBbIn MEXAY HUMM
3apéii Ha NbANCTbIE NONA.

N cBETUT pn30M 3N1aTOTKAHON,
N 03npaeT c BbICOTHI

NcTdkm pek, neckn NpaHa

N rop BoMHUCTbIE XpebThl.

1905
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Elburs

An Iranian myth

On the ice Elburs the sun rises.

On the ice Elburs life.

Around him in the firmament

The diamond circle of planets flows.

Fog creeping up on the slopes,

I can't reach the top:

One heavenly Yasalam

There is a path to the crown of the earth.

And Mithras, whose Holy nhame is
Blesses the whole earth,

The first one rises between them
Dawn on the ice fields.

And shines with a golden cloth,

And looks down from a height

The sources of the rivers, the sands of Iran
And the mountains are undulating ridges.

Comments

Another of Bunin’s travel poems, probably dating from his first visit
to the Middle East. The poem is written in iambic tetrameters but
the rhyme scheme is very free.

Elburs, also spelled Alburz, are the Iranian mountains dividing the
subtropical shores of the Caspian from the harsh deserts of the
south. Yasalam is Damavand, the volcanic peak that now hosts a
sky resort north of Teheran. Mithras was the god of a mystery
religion, practiced in Rome but associated with Zoastrianism.

Critics were now beginning to pay more attention to Bunin’s
colourful though restrained poetry. ‘In terms of artistic precision he
has no equal among Russian poets,’ wrote Vestnik Evropy. Bunin
also felt himself one of that special ‘type of people who tend to feel
strongest for alien times and cultures rather than those of their
own’, being drawn to ‘all the necropolises of the world.’ Travel also
gave Bunin the opportunity to see Russia more coolly and
objectively.
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Hap yepHOTOM TBOMX Ny4YnH 4a
Fopénu AnBHblEe CBETUNA, 4B
N TA)KKO 3b16b TBOSA X0AMNA, 4B
B3pbiBas OrHb 6€33BYUYHbIX MUH. 4a
OHa rnasa cnenvna Hawm, 4c
N mMbl 6neaHénn B 6LICTPOM CBETE, 4D
N cnHe-OrHeHHble CéTn 4D
Teknv No MEASIEHHbIM BOJTHAM. 4c
N cHOBa, wyMeH 1 rny6ok, 4e
Tbl BOCCTaBan u 3aropancsa — 4F
N oT 3Be3abl K 3Be34¢€ LWaTasncs 4F
Bennkoii TpOCTbIO 3bI6KMI DOK. 4e
3a BANOM BCTPEUHbIN Ban 6exan 49
C AbIXaHbEM MJIAMEHHbLIM MYCCOHa, 4H
N xBocT anMasHbin CkopnunodHa 4H
Hap yepHOTOM TBOEM ApoXan. 49
1916

Critiques

https://pishi-stihi.ru/indijskij-okean-bunin.html
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Indian ocean

Above the blackness of your deeps
Wonderful lights were burning,
And your swell was heavy,
Blasting the fire of silent mines.

It is eyes blinded us

And we pale in the light of the rapid,
And blue-fire networks

They flowed in slow waves.

And again, noisy and deep,

You rose up and caught fire —

And from star to star staggered

With the great cane, the wobbly foresail.

Behind the shaft the counter shaft ran
With the fiery breath of the monsoon,
And the tail of a diamond Scorpion
Over your blackness I trembled.

Comments

Bunin was now training himself to observe closely and make
something of his immediate surroundings, whatever their poetic
potential, a practice that will help enormously when writing his
evocative short stories during the exile that was soon forced on
him. In this poem he is simply staring into the evening waters of
the Indian Ocean, probably on his voyage to or from Ceylon, which
he visited in early 1911.

Scorpion may refer to the constellation actually reflected in the
waters, or to an atmosphere of malevolence in the dark waters.

The poem is in iambic tetrameters, regularly rhymed aBBa.
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BowHa

OT KMnNapucoBbIX rpobHNL
B3neténa ctas 4YépHbIX NTUL,. —
Tiop63 paccTpénsaHo, pasbuTo.
BOT rpsi3HbIN WWENKOBLINA MOKPOB,
KopaHbl ¢ OTTUCKOM NoAKOB...
Kak rpy6o kOHckoe konbITo!

BoT 4en-To can; OH YépeH, ron -
N He 0 HEM N1 MO OCén
PblA3OWMM TOMUTCSH pEBOM?

A 5 - 9, NpOKaxXE&HHbIN, paa
BpoanTb, BAbIXas rOpbKuii yag,
YTo TaeT B HéBe 6upto36BOM:

MycTOi, pa3pyLlEHHbIi, HEMOA,
OTHbIHE 3TOT réopoj - MOW,

Mot KaXAablli CNYCK M Nepeyriok
Mow Bce Tydnm mepTteeuds,
[JoMOB pyWHbl U ABOPUOB.

Fae wyM MopckOn Tak CBeX WU rysok!

1915
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War

From cypress tombs

A flock of black birds took flight. -
The turban was shot and broken.
Here is a dirty silk cover,

Korans with horseshoe impressions...
How rude a horse's hoof is!

Here is someone's garden; it is black, bare -
And isn't that what my donkey is talking about
Sobbing languishing roar?

And I - I, the leper, am glad

Wander, inhaling the bitter smoke,

What melts in the turquoise sky:

Empty, destroyed, mute,

From now on, this city is mine,

My every descent and alley,

My all dead men's shoes,

Ruins of houses and palaces.

Where the noise of the sea is so fresh and booming!

Comments

War seen through an outcast’s eyes, a leper in the Middle East,
possibly in Istambul. Three stanza of iambic verse, written in
tetrameters and rhymed aaBccB. The verse is supple and effective.
The first stanza runs:

Ot kee-pah-REE-saw-vihh grob-NEETS
Vzleh-TEH-lah STAH-yah CHOR-nihh pteets —
Tewr-beh rahsst-REH-lyah-naw, rahz-BEE-taw.
Vot GRYAHZ-niy SHOL-kaw-viy pak-ROV,
Kaw-RAH-nih s OT-tees-kom pod-KOV. . .
Kahk GROO-baw KONS-kaw-yeh kaw-PIH-taw!

Where some of the Futurists like Mayakovsky initially welcomed war
in 1914, Bunin did not, and in remained fastidiously opposed its
barbarities, and indeed all perversions of human nature, from which
Dostoevsky was not exempt. Bunin loathed the man and work
throughout his life. Both Russia and Turkey suffered enormous
casualties in W.W.I, of course, which led in turn to revolution and
the overthrow of both empires.
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CnoBo

Mon4aT rpobHMLbI, MYMUN N KOCTU 5A
JInwb cnéBy XM3Hb AdHA: 3B
N3 apéBHeN TbMbl, Ha MMPOBOM norocTe, 5A
3BYYaT NuUwb MNncbMeHaA. 3b
N HeT y Hac MHOro AOCTOAHbS! 5C
YMéinTe e 6epéub 3d
X0oTb B Mépy cun, B AHW 31666l 1 cTpagaHbs, 5C
Haw nap 6eccMépTHbIN — peyb. 3d

MockBa, 1915

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KX1hEL7yuel

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-slovo/
https://ce30oHbl-roga.pd/aHann3 ctuxorsopeHna Cnoso.html
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Word

Silent tombs, mummies and bones,—

Only the word life is given:

From the ancient darkness, in the world churchyard,
Only writing sounds.

And we have no other property!

Know how to protect

Though in the measure of strength, in the days of anger and
suffering,

Our gift is immortal — speech.

Moscow, 1915

Comments

Bunin’s belief, as it is the hope of all literary men, that the word will
survive and give life to the past. This is simple poem of two stanzas,
where each is a pentameter followed by a trimeter. The first stanza
is rhymed 5A3B5A3B, i.e. in feminine rhymes throughout, while the
second employs masculine rhymes on the even numbered lines:
5C3d5C3d.

The poem was written in the early years of WWI, and only five
years before Bunin would leave Russia for permanent exile in
France. The war was already going badly for the country, and there
was growing discontent at government incompetence and lack of
basic supplies, of equipment at the front and of foodstuffs at home.
Bunin wrote little during this period, and was all too conscious that
the Russian Empire might be consigned to the past, as had the
Egyptian and other empires before it.
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N uBeTbl, U WMENN, U TpaBa, U KOJoChbS, 4A (uu-uu-uu-uu-u)
N nasypb, U NOAYAEHHbIA 3HOMN... 3b (uu-uu-uu-)
Cpok HacTaHeT - rocndéab cbliHa 6nyaHoro cnpoécut: 4A (uu-uu- -u-uu-u)
"BbIN1 TN CYACTNIMB Tbl B XXWU3HU 3€MHON?" 3b (uu-uu-uu-)

N 3abyay s BCE - BCNOMHIO TONBbKO BOT 3TH 4C (uu-uu-u-uu-u)
MNMoneBble NYTU MEX KOJIOCbEB U TPaB - 3d (uu-uu-uu-)

N oT cnafocCTHbIX CNE3 He CYMEo OTBETUTD, 4C (uu-uu-uu-uu-u)
K MunocépaHbiM KONEHSAM NpUNas. 3d (uu-uu-uu-)
1918

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8iM7qU0OAGuo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=C0UGn5vh9wg

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/i-cvety-i-shmeli-i-trava-i-kolosya-bunin.html
https://analiz-stihov.ru/bunin/i-czvetyi-i-shmeli-i-trava-i-kolosya
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Flowers and bumblebees

And flowers, and bumblebees, and grass, and ears of corn,
And the azure, and the midday heat...

When the time comes, the Lord will ask the prodigal son:
"Were you happy in your earthly life?"

And I will forget everything - I will only remember these
Field paths between ears and grasses -

And from sweet tears I will not be able to answer,

To the merciful knees.

Comments

A simple but popular poem, expressing a patriotic love for the mother
Russia that Bunin was soon to leave. The poem was written on July 14,
1918 on the eve of Bunin’s reluctant departure for Europe. He had
delayed his departure from Odessa until the last moment, but the
bloodshed and repeated shifts of power in the city convinced him that it
was futile to expect a quick return to the world he knew and loved. ‘And I
will forget everything — I will only remember these field paths between
the ears and grasses,’ the poet says, emphasizing that for him there is no
greater happiness than to inhale the aroma of mown hay and look at the
bottomless Russian sky. This is the meaning of earthly existence and the
highest happiness, and for which Bunin thanks merciful fate.

The poem is written in an anapaestic metre in alternating tetrameter and
trimeter lines rhyming AbAb. As usual, I have rendered these in iambics,
but swelled the lines to alternating hexameters and tetrameters to take
account of the extra syllables. Note the assonance in the first stanza, first
in ‘ee’ and then in the rounder ‘oo’ and ‘o’ sounds.

ee tsveh-TIH, ee shmeh-LEE, ee trah-VAH, ee kaw-las-yah,

ee lah-ZOOR, ee paw-LOO-den-niy znoy...

srok nahs-TAH-net - gas-POD SIH-nah BLOOD-naw-vau SPRAW-seet:
‘bil lee SCHAHS-leev tih v JEEZ-nee zem-NOY?’
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CeHokoOC

Cpean aBopa, B 6aTMcToBOn pyballke, 5A
CTosin 6apuyk u, Wypsicb, 3Ban: «KOpHEN!» 5b
Ho aBop 6bin nycT. iBe nérne ABOpHAXKM, 5A (u-u-u-u- -u)
LLleHkWn, KaTanucb B céHe. Bcé cuHén 5b
5. Hapg kpblwamm n cagom Hé6Go MNéno, 5C
Kak ckd3ouyHasa cOHHas peka, 5d
Bce ropsauéi nanuno 3Héem Téno, 5C
Bce panocTtHel 6enénun obnaka, 5d
N BCcé aywHén 6naroyxano céHo... 5E
10. «KopHé, cegnaii!» Ho HeT, KopHél B necy, 5f
OcTanacbk TéNbKo ckOTHMUA EnéHa S5E
Oa nuyénbHuk ApoH... LLeHdk 3aman ocy 5f
N céHo B3pbi... MonduHbil rénybb KOMOM 5G
YNan HU Kpbllwy CKOTHOro Bapka... 5H (u-u-u-u- -u)
15. Be3aé oTkpbITbl OKHA... A Hag AOMOM 5G
Tak cepebpuTcst TONOJb, Tak ApKa 5h
Jlnctea BBepXy - Kak 6yaATo U3 MeTanna, 51
N BOpo6bM LLHBIPAOT TO M3 3ana, 51
B TeHUCTbIN nannucaaHuk, B 6epecknérT, 5j
20. To cHOBa B 3an... MNokodi, nasypb 1 CBET... 5j
B KOHKLWHe nonycyMpak u NnpoxsaaaHo, 5K
HaBd30M NUXHET, cbpyei, nowaabmu, 5
Kacatouku webéuyT... 1 Amu, 51
COCKYUMBLUNCb, TUXOHBKO PXET U XKAAHO 5K
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Hayfield

In the middle of the courtyard, in a cambric shirt,
Barchuk stood there, squinting, calling: "Roots!"

But the courtyard was empty. Two piebald mongrels,
Puppies, rolling in the hay. All blue

5. Above the roofs and the garden the sky was soft,
Like a dreamy river,

Everything of body burned with heat,

More and more joyfully the clouds whitened,

And all the more stifling was the smell of hay...

10. "Roots, saddle up!» But no, the roots are in the forest,
Only Elena the cowgirl remained

Yeah the bee-hive drone... The pup hushed up the wasp

And the hay blew up ... Milky pigeon lumpy

Not a roof of cattle brewing fell ...

15. Everywhere windows are open ... And above the house
So silver poplar, so bright

Foliage at the top - as if made of metal,

And the sparrows are sneaking out of the hall,

In a shady front garden, in a birch tree,

20. Then back to the hall... Peace, azure and light...

The stable is half dark and cool,
Manure shoves, harness, horses,
Hives chirp... And Ami

Bored, quietly neighing and greedily
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25. KocuT cnom rnas nnndso-3010TOMN 5m

B pewéTtyaTyto aABEpKY... CTpeMeHaMu 5N
3BeHUT bapuyk, nogHAB ceand c ys3aon, 5m
KnagéTt, noanpyru nOBUT - U YIWIAMM 5N
Mpsnér AMK, BAPYr CAENABLUNCE CTPOMHEN 5p

30. U BbIXOASA Ha cOnHUe. TaM K Kaaylwke 50
CknoHseTcs, - 6neck, HE60 BUAUT B HEM 5p

N no6nro nbér... N cOnHue »OKET noayLKu, 50
JIyKy, NOTHWK, urpas B cepebpé... 5q

A yépes yac 3ax04aT NOBUPYLLKU: 5R

35. Cnenon n manbumnk. O6a Ha aBopé 5q
CnaaT Kak aoMa Manbuynk 60CoHOrMI 5R
CtonT n Méanut... P66ko BXOAUT B 3an, 5s
C BoCTOpromM cMOTPUT B CBET/NbIN MUP 3epKan, 5s
KacdeTtcsa no knaBsuw ¢opTenbaHo - 5T
40. WU, B3apOrHyB, 3aMUPAET: 3HONHO, CTPAHHO 5T
N Béceno B xopdmax! - Ha 6ankoH 5u
OTKpbITa ABEPb, @ CONMHLE XAaPKUM CBETOM 5V
3aXrno napkeT, n rnybokd NapkEeToMm 5V
3epkanbHbln 0T6Neck ABEPU OTPaXEH, 5u
45. N BOpobbM KPUKJIMBOIO CTaHULIEN 5W
MpoHOCATCS Y CAMOro CTekna 5x
3a 30/10TON, CBepKAlOLLE NMTULIEN, 5w
3a MBONIOI, CKONb3SLLEN, Kak cTpena. 5x
1909

Critical Articles

http://litusadba.imli.ru/sites/default/files/zhaplova9460 20160112,

pdf
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25. Squints sing eye lilac-gold

Through the barred door... Stirrups

Barchuk rings, raising the saddle with the bridle,
Puts, girths catches - and ears

Ami spins, suddenly becoming slimmer

30. And going out in the sun. There to the tub
Leans, - Shine, the sky sees in it

And long drinks... And the sun burns the pillows,

Luca, sweating, playing in silver...

An hour later the beggars come in:

35. A blind man and a boy. Both in the yard
They sit at home. The boy is barefoot

Stands and hesitates... Timidly enters the hall,
With delight looks into the bright world of mirrors,
Touches the piano keys -

40. And, shuddering, freezes: sultry, strange

And fun in the mansions! - Onto the balcony
The door is open and the sun is hot

Lit parquet, and deep parquet

The mirror reflection of the door is reflected,

45. And sparrows shouting village
They pass right by the glass

For the golden, glittering bird,

Behind the Oriole, gliding like an arrow.

Comments

An affectionate portrait of the landed gentry’s estates at a time
when most Russian estates were in dire straits, hardly making ends
meet and beset by widespread social unrest. Bunin’s most extended
portrait is in his The Life of Arseniev, but his poems too show the
estates as a place of refuge, light and airy, open to whoever comes
their way. The inhabitants of Hayfield go about their occupations
unhindered by the owner, for example, who may indeed have been
absent. Even the tramps in this poem are free to wander through
the rooms, touch the piano keys and admire the golden oriole, a
bird that’s a summer migrant to Russia, and so perhaps a reminder
that this way of life is soon to pass. The poem is in iambic
pentameters, rhymed AAbb, aBaB, AbAb and AbbA.
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MOCNEQHUA WMENb

YEpHbIN 6apXaTHbIl WMeNb, 3010TOe On/éube,
3ayHbIBHO FyAsLLNIA NeBYyYein CTPYHON,

Tbl 3a4€éM 3aneTaellb B XWUIbE YeoBéube

N kak 6yaTO TOCKYELlb CO MHOW?

3a OKHOM CBET U 3HOM, NOAOKOHHUKN APKMU,
Be3MATEXHbI N XAPKKM nocnéaHne aHu,
MoneTan, noryam - n B 3acOXLLEN TaTapKe,
Ha noaylweuke KpacHoM, YCHU.

He naHo Te6é 3HaTb YeNOBEYECKOWN AYMbl,

YTto naBHO onycTénu nons,

YT0 Yy>X CKOpO B 6YpbsiH cAayeT BETEpP YrpOMbIi
30/10TOro cyxoro wmens!

1916

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8nJgeNyo8iQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F84Fly9gCQOY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GexpGvaAo8q

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-poslednij-shmel/
http://journal.osnova.com.ua/article/54217-

4A (uu-uu-uu-uu-u)
4b (uu-uu-uu-uu-)
4A (uu-uu-uu-uu-u)
3b (uu-uu-uu-)

4C (uu-uu-uu-uu-u)
4d (uu-uu-uu-)
4C (uu-uu-uu-uu-u)
3d (uu-uu-uu-)

4E (uu-u-u-uu-u)
4f (uu-uu-uu-)

4E (uu-uu- -u-uu-u)
3f (uu-uu-uu-)

JINHIBUCTUYECKNIN U NNTEPATYPHbIA aHanan3 CTUXOTBOPEHUSA

http://www.rodovoederevo.ru/family19565/book record4637
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The Last Bumblebee

Black velvet bumblebee, gold shoulder strap,
Mournfully humming a singing string,

Why do you fly into human habitation

And as if you yearn for me?

Outside the window, light and heat, the sills are bright,
Serene and hot last days,

Fly, honk-and in a dried-up thistle,

On a red pillow, go to sleep.

You don't know what people think,

That the fields have long been empty,

That soon the wind will blow into the weeds sullen
Dry gold of a bumblebee.

Comments

The poem, written during W.W.I, is an imaginary dialogue with a
bumblebee in which Bunin foresees the death of the gentry class
and of Russia itself. The war, with its jingoistic slogans and
senseless slaughter, horrors that the fastidious Bunin loathed with
his whole being, is not going well. The revolutionary movements are
steadily growing stronger. The autocratic government of Nicholas II
seems not only remote but incompetent, incapable of providing
anything but disasters, massacres and hunger. Inevitably it was
losing the respect and support of the aristocracy, whom Bunin and
his class saw as vital to setting standards and governing the country

properly.

The first stanza introduces the bumblebee, handsome in its regal
gold and funereal black, into the poet’s room, where its hums
mournfully. The scene shifts in the second stanza to the warm fields
outside, to what Bunin calls the hot and serene last days,
emblematic of the old Russia and estate life he loved. The third
stanza looks ahead to the autumn winds that sweep away the
things of beauty, leaving the bumblebee a withered shell.

The poem is in anapaestics, tetrameters for three lines and a
concluding trimeter, conventionally rhymed AbAb. Note the rich
consonantal music possible in Russian, especially the ch, sh, ye and
iy sounds.

CHOR-niy BAHR-hhaht-niy shmel, zaw-law-TAW-yeh ap-LECH-yeh zah-oo-
NIV-naw goo-DYAH-shhiy peh-VOO-chay stroo-NOY

tih zah-CHEM zah-leh-TAH-yesh v jeel-YEH cheh-law-VECH-yeh

ee kahk BOOD-taw tos-KOO-yesh saw mnoy
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COBAKA

MeuTan, meutan. Bce yxé n Tycknén 5a (u-u-uu-uu-)
Tbl CMOTPULLBL 30N10TUCTbIMWU FNa3amMu 5B

Ha BbIOXHbIV [ABOpP, HA CHEr, NpuUIUnwuii K pame, 5B
Ha METnbl rynkunx, AbIMHbIX TOMOAEN. 5a
B3abixas, Tbl CBEpHYyNacb noTensién 5c

Y HOr MOMX - 1 AyMaellb... Mbl camMn 5D
ToMUM ceba - TOCKOW UHBIX NONEN, 5c
MHbIX NYCTbIHb... 3@ NEPMCKUMWN FOPAMM. 5D

Tbl BCMMOMUHAELLb TO, YTO YYXA0 MHE: 5f
Cepnde HEBO, TYHAPBI, NbAbl U YYyMbl 5G

B TBOéV CcTyaEHON ANKOI CTOPOHE. 5f

Ho s Bceraa aentd c To66t0 AyMbl: 5G

A yenoBék: kak 6or, A 06peuéH 5h

MO3HATb TOCKY BCEX CTPaH M BCcex BpeMéH. 5h

1909

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=]gdvF87eXEw

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-sobaka/
https://pishi-stihi.ru/sobaka-bunin.html
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Dog

Dream, dream. Everything is narrower and dimmer
You look with golden eyes

On a blizzard yard, on the snow stuck to the frame,
On the brooms of echoing, smoky poplars.

Sighing, you curled up warmer

At my feet, you think... We ourselves

We torment ourselves with the longing of other fields,
Other deserts... beyond the Perm mountains.

You remember things that are foreign to me:
Grey sky, tundra, ice and plague

In your cold, wild side.

But I always share my thoughts with you:

I am a man: as a God, I am doomed
To know the longing of all countries and all times.

Comments

The poem was written in August 1909 in a cottage at Yelets, which
Bunun had rented to gain the solitude needed for his writing. He
was by now well known, indeed a member of the Academy of
Sciences, and had little need to prove himself. Poems on animals
are generally uncommon in Bunin’s work — where even the short
story Chang’s Dreams (1916) is about its owner’s life seen through
the eyes of a dog rather than the dog itself — but Bunin’s poem is
written about a husky owned by Maxim Gorky, at a period when the
two writers were still close friends. Perm is on the edge of the Ural
Mountains.

The poem is a sonnet: three quatrains of pentameters rhymed
aBaB, with a concluding couplet. In the first stanza, Bunin shares
the dog’s discomfort, here being stuck in the warm and rainy
Russian summer far from its preferred northern haunts. In the
second stanza Bunin reflects that men are always dissatisfied with
their lot, continually dreaming of some better, distant place. Those
thoughts he would share with the dog, the third stanza suggests —
with its preference for snow, the grey skies and natural disasters.
Why? asks the concluding couplet. Because, says Bunin, echoing a
line of Derzhavin’s, man has some of god’s need to know all things
and all times. A simple, affectionate little piece.
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KaHapenka

Ha poanHe oHa 3enéHas....
Bpam

KaHapéiky n3-3a mops
MpuBe3nn, n BOT OHA
30/10Tas cTana c rops,
TécHon KN&TKOoM NneHeHa.

MNTruen BONbHOM, N3YMpPYAHO
YK He byaellb,- Kak HU NoW
MNpo Aanékuin OCTPOB YyAHbIN
Hag TpakTupHyto Tonnom!

10 maqa 1921

Audio Recordings

4a (-u-u-uu-)
4b

4a (-u-u-uu-)
4b (-u-u-uu-)

4C
4d
4C
4d

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DJ]6c¢c_acFIyE
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Canary

At home, it is green....
Bram

A canary from across the sea
Brought, and here it is

Gold has become of grief,
Trapped in a tight cage.

A free, emerald bird

You won't, no matter how you sing

About the distant island of the marvellous
Above the tavern crowd!

Comments

A slight, late poem that needs little explanation. Two quatrains of
tetrameter verse, with the abab rhymes all masculine in the first
stanza and more usual interweaving of feminine and masculine
rhymes in the second. The metre is a little irregular but generally
trochaic. The quotation is possibly from a story by Bram Stoker
where the singing of a canary is resisted by angry cries in the
tavern.
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PbIBAYKA

- KTo TaM cTyumnt? He BCTaHY. He oTkpoto
HamoOKkLien ABEPU B XMXKNUHE MOEN.
TpeBO)XHa HOYb OCEHHE NOpOto -
PaccBET eLlé TpeBOXHEN N LUYMHEN.

- "Teba nyraet ryn cpean KaMHEN

N ckpéxeT Ménkon ranbku nog ropot?"
- HeT, 9 60onbHa. U cBéXxecTblo CcbIpoto
Mo opesany AyeT 3 ceHén.

- "9 6ynay »AaaTb, KOrAd yroMOHUTCS
OT 6ypu oxMenésLlasa BOSHA

N cTdHeT 6néknbiM 30710TOM CTPYMUTLCS
OCEéHHWUI AeHb Ha NABKY M3 OKHA".

- Yuan! 4 HoueBana He oAHA.
OH 6bin cMenén. OH MOps He BounTcs.

1908
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Fisherwoman

"Who's knocking?" Not rise. Not open

A wet door in my hut.

Uneasy night autumn sometimes -

The dawn is even more disturbing and noisy.

"Does the noise among the stones frighten you

And the grinding of small pebbles under the mountain?"
"No, I'm sick. And fresh raw

On the blanket blows from the canopy.

"T'll wait for it to settle down

From the storm a drunken wave

And will become a pale gold stream

Autumn day on the bench from the window."

"Go away!" I didn't sleep alone.
He was bolder. He is not afraid of the sea.

Comments

An uncompromising piece where the poetry lies in the verse texture,
the sound imitating the sense. The second stanza:

- teh-BYAH poo-GAH-yet gool sreh-DEE kahm-NAY

ee SKREH-jet MEL-koy GAHL-kee pad gaw-RAW-yo00?”
net, yah bal-NAH. ee SVEH-jest-yoo sih-RAW-yoo

paw aw-deh-YAH-loo DOO-yet eez seh-NAY.

It's a sonnet: three quatrains rhymed AbAb or aBBa, plus a
concluding couplet, though here the masculine ending is rhymed
with a feminine. This is unusual for Bunin, but his contemporaries
were taking far greater liberties with Russian verse.
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[lepeBeHCKUN HMLWNIn

(MepBo€e HaneyaTaHHOE CTUXOTBOPEHMUE)

B ctopoHé oT gopo6ru, noa aybowm, 3A (uu-uu-uu-u)
Moa ny4amu nanawmMmn cnuT 3b (uu-uu-uu-)
B 3unyHuwke, 3awTénaHHoM rpy6o, 3A (uu-u-uu-u)
CTapbI HULWNIA, cendit MHBaNWUA; 3b (-u-uu-uu-)
5.13HeMOr oH OT AanbHel aoporu 3C (uu-uu-u)
N npunér noa Mexon OTAOXHYThb... 3d (uu-uu-uu-)
COnHUE XOKET UCTOMNEHHbIE HOTU 3C (-uu-uu-u)

O6HaXXEHHYIO LWEK U rpyab...

BnaHo, CNMWKOM HyXAaa oAonéna,
10. BnaHo, Hérae npuidTa CbICKaTb,
N cynbba 6ecnowdaHo Benéna

Co cne3amum no 6KHaM CTOHaTb...

He yBuanWb Takoro B cTonvue:

TyT yX BAPAM UCTOMJIEHHbIN HY»Xa0M!
15. 3a »ené3Hon peléTKo B TEMHNLE
Pénko BMAEH cTpaganey Takon.

B o6NrMin BEK CBOM HEMANIO OH CUNbI
3a Tsxénon paboton ybun,

Ho, AOMKHO 6bITb, Y Kpask MOrMbI
20. Y He CTano xBaTaTb €MY CUJI.
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Village Beggar

(First printed poem)

Off the road, under an oak tree,
Under the scorching rays he sleeps
In Sipanska, astapana roughly,

An old beggar, a gray-haired invalid;

He was exhausted from the long journey
And lay down under the hedge to rest...
The sun stings his tired feet,

Bare neck and chest...

Apparently, too need overcame,
Apparently, there is no shelter to find,
And fate mercilessly ordered

With tears on the windows to moan...

You won't see this in the capital:
Here is a man in need!

Behind an iron grate in a dungeon
Rarely is a sufferer seen like this.

In his long age he has a lot of power
For hard work.,

But it must be at the edge of the grave
He was no longer strong enough.

238



OH MAET n3 cenéHbsa B CenéHbe,

A MonbbYy UyTb NlenéyeT [3bIK,

CMepTb 6/1M3Ka YK, HO MHOIrO MyYéHbS
MNepeTépnuT HECYACTHbIV CTapuK.

25. OH 3acHyn..A NoTOM CO CTEHaAHbEM
XpuUcTa paan npocu 1 Npocu...
FpYyCTHO BMAETb, KA MHOIO CTpaAaHbs
N Tockn n HyxAabl Ha Pycu!

1886

Audio Recordings

3K (uu-uu-uu-u
3l (uu-uu-uu-)
3M (uu-uu-uu-u)
3l (uu-uu-uu-)

3N (uu-uu-uu-u)
3k (u- -uu-uu-)
3M (-u-uu-uu-u)
3k (uu-uu-u-)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UegCDiApLmo

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7V4whvTB3Mg

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-derevenskij-nishhij/

https://pishi-stihi.ru/derevenskij-nishhij-bunin.html

https://lit.ukrtvory.ru/analiz-stixotvoreniya-bunina-derevenskii-

nishhij/

https://zen.yandex.ru/media/id/5b463f82a9563500a96ca93f/ivan-

bunin-derevenskii-niscii-5b9baa9224977400ab6a5ad5
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He goes from village to village,

And the plea is slightly babbled by the tongue,
Death too close, but a lot of suffering

The poor old man will endure it.

25. He fell asleep... And then with a groan
For Christ's sake, ask and ask...
It's sad to see so much suffering
And longing and need in Russia!

Comments

This poem, written when Bunin was 16 years old, and printed a year
later, was the first of his work to see publication. Though written in
the social realism style of Nekrasov, and close to a poem of the
same name by Ivan Nitikin, it is an original piece of work,
competently written, and true to life. Beggars did indeed ask for
alms ‘in the name of Christ’, and had become a frequent sight,
throughout Russia, in towns and the countryside, following the
abolition of serfdom. The young poet does not ask the reasons for
social distress, which were to contribute to the overthrow of the
tsarist government three decades later, but simply accepts these
hard facts of life, when the beggar’s sufferings become a symbol for
mankind’s sufferings, and those of mother Russia in particular.

The poem is written in anapaestic trimesters rhymes AbAb (except
stanzas six and seven, where the third line of each stanza rhymes.)
The verse is competently turned but lacks the rich musicality of the
mature Bunin. An astapana is a cloak, and Sipanska is in Croatia.
Perhaps Bunin simply means that the beggar is not native to his
surroundings, which are here described a little repetitiously. It is
interesting to see the young Bunin, who like his mentor Chekhov, is
coolly detached and non-judgemental in his mature work, nor
indeed politically orientated, started with something closer to a
social conscience.
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KAMEHHAA BABA

OT 3HOS TpaBbl CYXU U MEpPTBbI.

Ctenb - 6e3 rpaHuL, HO Aanb CMHEET cnabo.

BoT écTpoB nowaanHoli rosossl.
BoT cHOBa - - KameHHaqa baba.

Kak cOHHbI 3TK nndéckune 4epTbl!
Kak nepBo6bITHO-rpy60 3710 Téno!
Ho s cTotd, 60tOch TebA... A Thbl
MHe ynblbaewbcs HeCMéno.

O, AMkoe ucyaabe ApéBHel TbMbi!

He Tbl Nb KOrAa-To 6bI/10 FPOMOBEPXKLEM?
- He 6or, He 60r Hac co3aan. 3To Mbl
Borés TBOpUAN pabckmuM cépaueM.

1906

Critical Articles

5a
5B
5a
4B

5c
5D
5c
4D

5e
5F

5e (u-u-uu- -u-)
4F

https://www.vestnik-mgou.ru/Articles/Doc/5291
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Stone Woman

The grass is dry and dead from the heat.

The steppe is without borders, but the distance is faintly blue.
Here is the island of the horse's head.

Here again - - Stone Woman.

How sleepy those flat features are!
How primitive and crude this body is!
But I stand, afraid of you... And you
You smile at me timidly.

Oh, wild thing of ancient darkness!

Were you not once a thunderer?

- Not God, not God created us. This is us
The gods were created with a slave's heart.

Comments

One of several poems Bunin wrorte on ethnological subjects, here
on a stone idol that predates Christianity. Bunin acknowledges the
crude power of these images, which speak of shaman beliefs held
by the many Scythian confederations that preceded the Russian
empire.

The poem consists of three quatrains, each constructed of three
pentameters and a concluding tetrameter, rhymed aBaB. The verse
is straightforward, an iambic but with a forward-driving energy. The
lines are often end-stopped. The first stanza anglicized:

At ZNAW-yah TRAH-vih SOO-hhee ee mert-VIH.

Step bez grah-NEETS, naw dahl see-NEH-yet SLAH-baw.
Vot OST-rov law-shah-DEE-noy GAW-law-vih.

Vot SNAW-vah - - KAH-men-nah-yah BAH-bah.
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NMPOBOAb

3abun 6yrpamum xxémuyr, 3aknyburcs, 5A
B3pbiBasi ManaxuTbl nog pyném. 5b
3emMns nnbIBET. OTXOAUT, OTAENWNCS 5A
Bbicdknii 60pT. N Mbl Ha3da NNbIBEM. 5b
Mon onycTtén. Ha cop n 3épHa XuTa, 5C
CBucCTA, cneténuck ronybu. A Tam 5d
OpOXNT KOpMA, N ANNHHBLIN xe3n 6yrwnputa 5C
OTXOANT N YEPTUT No Hebecam. 5d (u-uu-u-u-uu-)

Kyaa tenépb? MapT, cymepku... K BeuépHe 5E

3BOHAT B NOPTY... Aywwa BeCcHOW NosHa, 5f (u- -uu-u-u-)
MonHa ToCcKkOW... BoH oroHék B TaBépHe...  5E

Ho HeT, nomdit, S nbsaH n 6e3 BUHA. 5f

1908
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Departures

Clogged the pearls, swirled,

Exploding malachites under the steering wheel.
The earth is floating. Departs, separated

High side. And we're going back.

The pier was empty. On the litter and grain of the git,
Pigeons came whistling. And there

Shaking food, and a long rod of the bowsprit

Goes away and draws on the sky.

Where to now? March, twilight... By vespers
They call at the port... The soul is full in spring,
Full of longing... There's a light in the tavern...
But no, home, I'm drunk and without wine.

Comments

Bunin’s technigue was now cinematographic, recording events,
observations and impressions as they came to him and setting them
down as vividly as they appeared. Western poets, notably Ezra
Pound and the Imagists were doing something similar, but Bunin
was more radical, simply letting events speak for themselves and
drawing fewer mythological, sometimes portentous, conclusions.
The problem, as always with this approach, was aesthetic unity, of
ending up with a satisfying poem. Bunin here has a narrative,
however, a ship leaving port, and the poem concludes with the
narrator professing himself drunk with the power of these
impressions.

A poem with three quatrains of pentameters consistently rhymed
AbAD.
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B noe3ae

Bce wnpe BONbHbIE NONSA
MpoxdaaT MMMO Hac Kpyramu;
N xyTopa Tonons

MNbIBYT, CKPbIBASICb 3@ NOJISIMU.

BoT noa ropoto ckUT CBATOM
B 60py 6onéet 3a nyramu...
BoT MOCT xenésHbiii Haa pekomn

MpoMuancs c rpOXoToM Nnoa HaMmu...

A BoT u nec! - U ryn naér
Moa cTyK KOMOC B Necy 3e1EHOM:
Bepés Becénbix XxopoBOoy,
LLlym$i, BCTpeYaeT Hac NokIGHOM.

OT napoBd3a 6énbIN AbIM.
Kak xnonbsa BaTbl, pacrnon3ascs.
MNbIBET, LENSISETCA NO HUM.

K 3eMné 6ecnoMoWHO CK/IOHAACD...

Ho y>X onaTb KyCTbl MOLLJIN,
OnaTb AepéBbeB CTPON peaéer.
N 6eckoHéYHasn Baanu

CTenb pa3BepHynacb U CUHEET.

OnaTb NpUBONbHbIE MOASA
MpoxOAST MMMO Hac Kpyramu.
N xyTopa, n Ténons

MAbIBYT, CKPbIBAACH 3a MONAMMU.

1893
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On the Train

More and more free fields

They pass us in circles;

And farms and poplars

Floating, hiding behind the boxes.

Here is a Holy Hermitage under the mountain
In the forest, he is sick for the meadows...
Here is the iron bridge over the river

It roared past us...

And here is the forest! - And the hum goes
Under the sound of wheels in the green forest:
Birches of merry dances,

Noisily, he meets us with a bow.

White smoke from the engine.
Like cotton flakes, spreading out.
Floating, clinging to them.

To the ground helplessly leaning...

But again the bushes went,
Again, the line of trees is thinning.
And endless in the distance
The steppe has turned blue.

More free fields

They pass us in circles.

And farms and poplars

Floating, hiding behind the boxes.

Comments

Railways date from the 1830s in Russia, which is ideally suited to
such transport — enormous distances and nearly flat terrain — but
the trans-Siberian railway was built much later, between 1891 and
1916. Railways feature in metropolitan Russian life depicted by
Tolstoy and Chekhov, of course, but continued to hold a fascination
for later Soviet writers, probably because of that eternal wish to
know the world beyond the horizon, which stretches in Russia
across the endless expanses of steppe and forest. Bunin is here
recording his modest impressions. A simple poem written in iambic
tetrameters, rhymed aBaB, with the last verse repeating the first.
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be3Haae>XHoCTb

Ha céBepe ecTb pd30Bbie MXMU, 5a

EcTb cepebpuncTo-WIENKOBbIE AOHbI... 5B
Ho TéMHbIX cdceH 3BOHKME BEPXU 5a

MotdT, NodT Haa MOpeM, TOUHO CTPYHbI 5B
Mocnywai nx. CTaHb, NPUCITIOHUCb K COCHE: 5c

CKBO3b MpO3HbIN LWYM Tbl CbIWNLb U UX HEXHOCTL? 5D
Ho u oH& — B NeByYeM MONYCHE. 5c

Ha céBepe oTpaaHa 6e3HaaéXHOCTb. 5D
1907

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/beznadezhnost-bunin.html
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Hopelessness

There are pink mosses in the North,

There are silver-silk dunes...

But the dark pines ringing the tops

They sing, they sing over the sea like strings.

Listen to them. Stand, lean against a pine tree:

Do you hear their tenderness through the terrible noise?
But she, too, is in a singing half-sleep.

In the north, hopelessness is welcome.

Comments

A love for the Russian landscape was an inherent part of Bunin’s
makeup. He spent the first three years of his life in the Voronezh
province of central Russia and then moved with his family to Oryol.
Those first impressions seem to have lingered, making him
sometimes more comfortable with ‘heartless, witless nature’ than
specious humankind. Few people, said Blok, knew and loved the
Russian landscape better than Bunin, and Gorky compared Bunin’s
sharp eye for detail with the landscapes of Levitan, another close
friend of Chekhov’s.

Bunin’s gift for the exact word is part of a long tradition of Russia
writers, in Tolstoy most of all, but also in Baratynsky, Fet, Polonsky
and Tyutchev. Bunin conveys the beauty of this harsh landscape,
and the exhilarating feeling of the wind singing in the pine trees. In
the apparent hopelessness there is also joy. The poem, ostensibly a
simple one with two stanzas of four pentameters rhymed aBaB, is in
fact carefully phrased with the inherent stresses of the Russian
words set up their own narrative. The second stanza:

Pos-LOO-shy Eehh. Stahn prees-law-NEES k sas-NEH:
Skvaz GROZ-niy shoom tih SLIH-sheesh lee eehh NEJ-nast?
Naw ee aw-NAH — v peh-VOO-chem paw-loos-NEH.

Nah SEH-veh-reh at-RAHD-nah bez-nah-DYOJ-nost.
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C OCTPOIromn

KocTép TpewnT. B dentoke cBeT un xap.
B BoAé CTOAT U cepebpAaTcs WyKku,
Benéet AHo... bepn Tpe3sybel B pyKku

N He cnewwn. Ynap! Ewé yaap!

Ho né3aHo. CTpacTb - Kak CNafAoCTHbIN KowMap,
Ho cun yx HeT, NpOTUBHbI KPOBb U MYKM...

facn, racu - Banu c 6opta dentokn

KocTép B JIuMaH... M yaa, v abiM, 1 nap!

Tenépb nerkd, NnpoxnagHo. BeicTynatoT
TyMaHHbIEe CO3Be34bs B MONYTbME.
BonHa kauyaeT, pblbbl 3aCbINatoT...

N BBepx NMUOM SIOXKYCb S HA KOPME.

MAbITb - A0 3apW, HO B MOPE MyTb HE CKYUYEH.
A 3aapemntd noa poOBHbINA CTYK YKIKOUMH.

1905
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In an Estuary

The fire crackles. There is light and heat in the felucca.
In the water are standing and silvering pikes,

The bottom is white... Take the trident in your hands
And don't rush. Blow! Another blow!

But too late. Passion is like a sweet nightmare,

But the forces are no longer there, the blood and agony are
disgusting...

Extinguish, extinguish -- get off the felucca

Bonfire in the estuary... And smoke, and smoke, and steam!

Now it's easy, cool. Perform

Nebulous constellations in the semi-darkness.
The wave shakes, the fish fall asleep...

And I lie face up in the stern.

Swim - until dawn, but in the sea the way is not boring.
I'll doze off to the steady rattle of the rowlocks.

Comments

Though poem is a formal sonnet — three quatrains of pentameters
rhymed aBaB or aBBa and a concluding couplet — it tells a story,
i.e. is more a narrative than the usual contemplation of a scene or
thought. Bunin is on a fishing expedition, hunting pike in the clear
waters of the estuary. Stanza one depicts the scene and the brutal
business of spearing the fish. In stanza two the narrator has had
enough of the bloodshed, and retires to a fireside, probably on the
shore or possibly still aboard the felucca (a small boat propelled by
oars or lateen sails). In stanza three, the fishing done with, the
narrator absorbs the night scene: the airy coolness, the starry
constellations and the quiet waters where the fish are now sleeping.
The concluding couplet wraps up the episode: the narrator swims or
sleeps as he is rowed back to the ship.

This is the mature Bunin, with specific details chosen to accurately
recreate the scene and the verse more than competently handled.

Note the interwoven ‘ee’, ‘00’ ‘aht’ and ‘ahr’ sounds in the following
(first stanza).

kas-TYOR treh-SHHEET. v feh-lew-keh svet ee Jahr.

v vau-DEH staw-YAHT ee seh-reb-RYAHT-syah SHHOO-kee,
beh-LEH-yet dnaw...beh-REE treh-ZOO-bets v ROO-kee

ee neh speh-SHEE. o0o-DAHR! yeh-SHHAW o00-DAHR!
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BbiBdeT MOpe 6énoe, Mond4HoE, 5A

Becb 3pMMbIit ANOKANUMNCUC, KOraa 5b

Becb Mup oaHO MonYaHMe NonHOYHOE, 5A

ApMaabl 3B€34 M MEPTBas BoAA: 5b

MNpenBéuyHoe, MOrMNbHOE, rpo3ssiiee 5C

Co3Bé3anamm HéEBo - 1 nerkod 5d

[bIMsiLeecs XEMUYrom, nexauee 5C

BceMrpHoOW nnallueHnueo Mnéko. 5D (u-u-u-uu-u-u)
1925
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Sometimes the sea is white

Sometimes the sea is white, milky,

The entire visible apocalypse, when

The whole world is one midnight silence,
Armadas of stars and dead water:

Eternal, grave, threatening
Constellations of the sky-and easy
Steaming with pearls, lying

The world shroud of is small.

Comments

In this small poem, so redolent of Tyutchev, Bunin explores the
reality behind the night scene of stars and sea. But where Tyutchev
evokes a larger, more fundamental and threatening world behind
appearances, Bunin simply describes the scene, though still
employing agrandising words like ‘apocalypse’ and ‘armadas’.

The poems is in pentameters, rhymed aBab, with an irregularity in
the last line (an extra syllable, and this feminine line 8 rhymes with
a masculine line 6). The verse is initially quiet and carefully
controlled, but opens up towards the end of stanza one:

bih-VAH-yet MAW-reh BEH-law-yeh, maw-LOCH-naw-yeh,
ves ZREE-miy ah-paw-KAH-leep-sees, kag-DAH

ves meer od-NAW mal-CHAH-nee-yeh pal-NOCH-naw-yeh,
ahr-MAH-dih zvyazd ee MYORT-vah-yah vau-DAH:

pred-VECH-naw-yeh, maw-GHEEL-naw-yeh, graw-ZYAH-shheh-yeh
soz-VEZ-dee-yah-mee NEH-baw ee leg-KAW
dih-MYAH-shheh-yeh-syah JEM-choo-gom, leh-JAH-shheh-yeh
Bvseh-MEER-noy plah-shheh-nee-tseh-yoo MLEH-kaw.

The poem ends in the repeated assonance of lines 7 and 8.
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BywyeTt ndénas Boaa, 4a
LLyMUT 1 rNyxo, U NpoTAXHO. 4B
Fpaydéii NponéTHble cTaaa 4a
KpunyaT n Béceno, 1 BaxHo. 4B
ObIMATCA YépHble 6yrpsl, 4c
N yTpom B BO3ayxXe HarpéTom 4D
FycTble 6énble Napbl|napsl 4c
HandeHbl TennOM 1 CBETOM. 4D
A B néngeHb NyXun nog oKHOM 4e
Tak pas3nunBatoTca U 6MéLyT, 4F
YT0 ApKUM CONHEYHDBIM MATHOM 4e
Mo 3any «3ai4mnKku» TpenewyT. 4F

MeX KpyribiX pbiXnbix 06/1akdB 49

HeBMHHO HEBO ronyb6éerT, 4H
N cdnHue nackoBoe rpéet 4H
B 3aTMWwbe rymeH 1 ABOPOB. 49
BecHa, BecHa! U Bcé eli pano. 41
Kak B 3abblTbM KakOM CTOMLUb 4j
N cnblwnwb cBéXuii 3anax caga 41
N Ténnbii 3anax TanbixX KpbiL. 4j

Kpyrom Boaa XypuuT, cBepkaet, 4K

Kpuk netyxdéB 3ByunT nopoiu, 4
A Bé&Tep, MATKWUIA N CbIpOn, 4
MNa3ad TMXOHbKO 3aKpbIBAET. 4K
1893

Audio Recordings

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UmKU fYzC Q
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j11KS8MtAMA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=POyYs5ivoko

Critical Articles

https://pishi-stihi.ru/bushuet-polaya-voda-bunin.html
https://lit.ukrtvory.ru/analiz-stixotvoreniva-bunina-bushuet-polaya-

voda/
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The shallow water

Raging hollow water,

The noise is both muffled and prolonged.
Rooks flying flocks

Screaming and fun and important.

Smoking black mounds,

And in the morning in the air heated
Thick white vapors

Filled with warmth and light.

And at noon puddles under the window
So they spread and shine,

What a bright spot of sunshine

The sunlight flutters round the room.

Between round loose clouds
Innocent sky turns blue,

And the sun is warm and gentle

In a lull of humans and courtyards.

Spring, spring! And everything is happy for her.
As in oblivion what are you standing in

And you can smell the fresh smell of the garden
And the warm smell of thawed roofs.

All around the water murmurs, sparkles,
The crowing of roosters sounds sometimes,
And the wind, soft and raw,

Eyes quietly closes.

Comments

Bunin’s celebration of spring, which is now evoked by sounds,
colours and smells of the Russian spring. This is still an early poem,
and in fact written around the same time as the Spring translated
above, but the approach has shifted from a rather unsuccessful
attempt on conventional lines to one conveying how it actually feels
to experience the scene, from conception dressed up in expected
imagery to accurate observation.

The poem is in quatrains, iambic tetrameters rhymed aBaB, AbbA or
aBBa.
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N BHOBb Mopckas rnaab 6negHa 4a
Moa 3BE34HbIM 6M1ArOCTHLIM CUAHBEM, 4B
N nénHoub Ténnasa nosiHa 4a
OyapoBaHMEM, MOTYAHbEM — 4B
Kak, récnoan, 6narogaputb 4c
Tebsa 3a BCE, YTO B MUpPE 3TOM 4D
Tbl AaN MHE BMAETb U NHOOUTb 4c

B MopcKyto HO4Yb, noA 3BE34HbIM CBETOM. 4D

1908
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Again the sea is pale

Again the sea is pale

Under the starry benevolent radiance,
And midnight is warm and full

Charm, silence -

How, Lord, to thank

You for everything in this world

You let me see and love

In the sea night, under the starlight.

Comments

A little poem similar to Sometimes the sea is white translated
above, but a little earlier in date of composition and with a
religiosity that never entirely left Bunin. It is markedly present in
And flowers and bumblebees translated above, which has something
of the same theme as this piece.

The poem is written in quatrains, iambic tetrameters rhymed aBaB.
The verse is quietly textured, with a good deal of assonance, ‘ee’
and ‘0’ sounds in the first stanza, and ‘ee’ in the second.

ee vnav mors-KAH-yah glahd bled-NAH

pod ZVYOZ-nim BLAH-gos-nim see-YAHN-yem,
ee POL-nach TYOP-lah-yah pol-NAH
aw-chah-raw-VAH-nee-yem, mol-CHAHN-yem —

kahk GOS-paw-dee, blah-gaw-dah-REET

teh-BYAH zah vsyaw, shtaw v MEE-reh EH-tam

tih dahl mneh VEE-det ee lew-BEET

v mors-KOO-yoo nach, pad ZVYOZ-nim SVEH-tam.
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MNoaT

Mo3T NneYyanbHbI U CypOBbIN,
BenHsK, 3a4aBNeHHbIN HYXA0N,
HanpacHo HULLETbI OKOBbI
MopBaTb CTPEMULLBLCA Thl AYLIONA!

HanpacHo xd4yelb Tbl NPe3pEHLEM
CBOM Hec4yacTbs NobeanTb

N, cknOHHbIN K CBETNbLIM YB/IEYEHbSM,

Tbl x04yewb BEPUTL U NOOUTDL!
Hy»xna eweé He pas oTpaBuT
MWHYTbI CBET/IbIX AYM U IPE3,

N no3abbiTb MeYThl 3aCTaBUT,

N noBenét Ao ropbkux cnés.
Koraa x, U3aMy4YeHHbIn ckopbamu,
3abbiB 6ecnndaHbIN, TAXKUIA TpyA,
YMpelwsb Tbl € rénoay,- UBeTamu
MoOrunbHbI KPecT TBOW NepeBbHOT!
1886

Audio Recordings

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-poet/
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https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-poet/

Poet

The poet is sad and severe,

A poor man crushed by need,

In vain the shackles of poverty

You want to break it with your soul!

In vain do you want to despise
Your adversity to win

And, inclined to light hobbies,
You want to believe and love!

Need will poison you again

Minutes of bright thoughts and dreams,
And it will make you forget your dreams,
And bring to bitter tears.

When, tormented by sorrows,
Forgetting the fruitless, hard work,
You will starve to death, - flowers
Your grave cross will be destroyed!

Comments

A very early poem written when Bunin was only sixteen, but
illustrating his outlook to the calling, and his gloomy expectations.
Poetry brings few rewards in the material world, and many poets
die young and unknown. Perhaps Bunin was thinking of Thomas
Chatterton (1752-79) or Ivan Surikov (1841-80), who both received
more recognition after their deaths, but clearly the young Bunin was
not too hopeful of his gifts. Financial troubles at this time had
interrupted his schooling, and Bunin’s parents were not enthusiastic
about literature as a profession.

It is a rather indulgent and sentimental poem, of course, and Bunin
in fact made strenuous efforts to ensure he did not join the ranks of
the neglected genius. He joined a local newspaper to find a platform
for his work, made friends with those who could be useful, and was
famously reserved about the poetry he did not like. Nonetheless,
many uncertainties, if often of his own making, attended Bunin’s
early steps in literature.

The poem is written in quatrains, iambic tetrameters rhymed aBaB.
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B APXUMENATE

OCEéHHUI AeHb B NMNOBOWN KPYMHOW 3bi16M 5A
Bnucran, kak Mmeab. 201 1 MNocenaoH 5b
Benn B cHacTax neBy4Ynii 4ONrMA CTOH, 5b
N Haw kopabnb Hbipsin noadbHo phibe. 5A
Baanw 6bin Mbic. Bbicokd Ha n3rnbe, 5C
CKBO34, BCTaBan HEPOBHbIN psAa KONMOHH. 5d
Ho nécHs pen MeHsl KNOHWNIa B COH - 5d

Kopabnb Hbipsn B NMNdBOIK KpYrnHoM 3b16K. 5C

He BCE nb paBHO, UTO 3TO CTApPbIA XpaM, S5e

YTO Ha MbICy - 3abbITbii NOpTUK Deba! 5F (u- -uu-u-uu-)
3anoMHU A NULLb paa KONOHH Aa HEBO. 5F

ObiM 06n1akdB Kypuacs No ropam, S5e
MyCTbIHHBIN MbIC 6bI1 CXOX C KOBPUIoh xn1é6a 5F

S »unn Bo cHe. bords TBOpWN s caM. Se

1908
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The Archipelago

Like copper shone the autumn day. Poseidon
And Aeolus moaned softly, mournfully.

Huge, surging, lilac waves rose on the sea.
Our ship dove fish-like in and out among them.

The cape lay far ahead, and high upon it

Now and again a row of columns showed.

The gods' song made me nod. Our vessel rode
The lilac waves and climbed each snowy summit.

The Sun-god's temple!.. Yet this was as naught.
Alone the sky and those white columns gracious,
A row of them, remained etched on my senses.

The hills in smoke-like rings of cloud were caught.
The cape looked like a loaf of bread. In fancies
And dreams I lived. The gods myself I wrought.

Comments

The Silver Age of Poetry, through which Bunin lived and worked, did
not leave him unaffected. The Symbolists, drawing their theories
from Baudelaire, Verlaine and Mallarmé, sought symbols of a larger
reality in shadowy intimations of the present, and tried to bring
poetry closer to music. In contrast, and as a reaction to the diffuse
nature of Symbolism, Acmeism — with which this poem has some
affinities — cultivated a severe classicism stressing clarity,
impersonal diction and economy of language. This poem is
exceptionally formal, a Petrarchian sonnet conventionally arranged
as 4 4 6, and rhymed accordingly. The language is also elevated,
and richly coloured.

Poseidon is the sea god, and Aeolus the god of winds. Who is
undertaking the voyage is not so clear, but the incident may allude
to the Odyssey Book 12, when Ulysses, avoiding the Syrens, lands
on the island of Thrinacia. Against his wishes, the men make a feast
of cattle belonging to the sun god Hyperion, for which they are
punished by shipwreck. Bunin’s narrative is rather different. Here
the voyage is made through dreams and self-creations, and the
gods are only as the poet makes them.
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PoaunHe

OHW rNyMATCa Haa To6dto, 4A
OHN, 0 péanHa, KOpAT 4b
Teba TBOE NPOCTOTOMO, 4A
Y64rnm BMAOM YEPHbLIX XaT... 4b

Tak CblH, CMOKOWHbIN U HaxanbHbin, 4C

CTblANTCA MATEPU CBOEN - 4d
Yctanoii, pé6kor n neyanbHom 4C
Cpeab ropoackmx eré apysén, 4d
FNaavT C ynbl6KOW cocTpaaaHbs 4E
Ha Ty, kTo cOTHM BEpCT 6pena 4f
N onsa Herd, Ko AHO CBUAAHbA, 4E
Mocnéanun rpowmk 6eperna. 4f
1891

Audio Recordings

Critical Articles

https://rustih.ru/ivan-bunin-rodine/
https://pishi-stihi.ru/rodine-oni-glumyatsya-nad-toboyu-bunin.html
https://bolcheknig.ru/terminy/oni-glumyatsya-nad-toboyu-bunin-
analiz-oni-glumyatsya-nad-toboyu-bylinka/
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Homeland

They mock you,

They are about homeland reproach
You with your simplicity,

The squalid appearance of black huts...

So son, calm and cheeky,
Ashamed of his mother -
Tired, timid, and sad
Among his city friends,

Looks with a smile of compassion

On the one who walked hundreds of miles
And for him, for date day,

I saved my last penny.

Comments

Russian poets have various images for mother Russia. Pushkin has
her as a meek, orthodox martyr. In Nekrasov, she appears as a
strong woman buffeted by the harsh blows of fate. Yesenin sees her
as a young pagan girl dancing among ripe ears of corn and slender
silver birch. Bunin is closer to Nekrasov, but with some echoes of
Tyutchev’s:

These villages that house the poor,
are all that meager nature gives.

No countryman can suffer more,

yet in these straits our Russian lives.

Bunin sees mother Russia through her people, here an peasant
woman, pious and old fashioned in her ways, but willing to give her
last kopek to her son who has now acquired smart city manners and
friends she doesn’t understand. The timid mother and ungrateful
son was indeed a prophetic image as Russia teetered towards more
democratic government; the Duma was repeatedly installed and
closed down, and the gathering revolutionary movements
threatened to sweep away all that Bunin held dear about his
homeland.

A simple, early and popular piece written as three quatrains of
tetrameters rhymed AbAb.
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Cupnyc

né Tbl, 3B€343a MOSA 3aBETHaA, 4A (-uu-u-u-uu)
BeHéu HebécHol KpacoThbl? 4b
OyapoBaHbe 6e30TBETHOE 4A
CHeréB v IYHHOW BbICOTbI? 4b
Fae MénoaoCTb, NPOCTas, YnicTas, 4C
B kpyry nto6vMom n poaHoMm, 4d
N cTapbili 4OM, 1 enb CMONNCTas 4C
B cyrpo6e 6énom nog okHOM? 4d
MblNan, Urpa CTOLBETHOM CUIOM, 4E
Heyracnmas 3Be3aa, 4f
Hap aanbHeo Moéi Morunoto. 4E
3abbiTon 66rom HaBceraa! 4f
Dactylic

1923

Audio Recordings

Critical Articles

https://www.liveinternet.ru/users/3370050/post112147418/
https://pishi-stihi.ru/sirius-bunin.html
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Sirius

Where are you, my cherished star,
The crown of heavenly beauty?
Unrequited charm

Snow and moonlight?

Where is youth, simple, pure

In a circle of beloved and dear,

Both the old house and the resinous spruce
In a white snowdrift under a window?

Blaze, play with hundred-coloured power
Unquenchable star

Over my farthest grave.

Forgotten by God forever!

Comments

Bunin wrote this poem in 1922, in France, to which he had fled to
escape the Red Army and the destruction of the old way of life that
had been mother Russia. Sirius is the brightest star in the night sky,
and is looking down, Bunin realizes, not only over the busy streets
of Paris, but on his homeland, which he will not see again. Very
probably, he will be buried far from the land God watches over, and
therefore lie forgotten by what is most dear to him, the lands of
childhood and his parental home.

The stars held a particular fascination for Bunin, and Sirius indeed
featured in the mythology of past civilizations, whose remains Bunin
had visited on his earlier trips abroad. Man’s empires come and go,
but the stars remain, ever the same, indifferent to our short lives.
But in this way the light that Sirius sheds may give Bunin’s grave
some permanence when he lies forgotten in his homeland. In fact,
of course, Bunin is not forgotten, in Russia or elsewhere, and many
nationalities come each year to lay their flowers on his Paris grave.
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Mopden

MpekpaceH TBOW BeEHOK M3 OrHEHHOIO Maka,

Mol F0CTb TaMHCTBEHHbIN, XWéLl, 3eMHOro Mpaka.
Kak 6néaeH cMyrnbliii MK, Kak A4ONnor rpycTHbIN B30p,
FNaasawWmMim Ha MeHa n KpOTKo 1 B ynop,

Kak cTpaweH cMépTHOMY 6e3rnacHbin  yac Mopdes!
Ho cka304HO LBETET, BO MpaKe MNjaMeHés,
Bo)X&CcTBEHHbI BEHOK, N K PAAOCTHOM CTpaHé

YBOAUT OH MEH$, rae BCE AOCTYMNHO MHE,

Fne HeT nperpag 3eMHbIX MOMM HaaéxaaMm BELLUHUM.
e CHIOCb 1 caM cebé AanéKnM 1 HE3AELWHUM,

e He AMBUT HUUTO - HU AAXKEe JTACKU TON,

C keM 60r Hac pasaenna MOrubHOK YepTOon.

1924
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Morpheus

Your wreath of fire poppies is beautiful

My Guest is mysterious, a tenant of earthly darkness.
How pale the swarthy face, how long the sad gaze,
Looking at me both meekly and point blank

How terrible to mortal the mute hour of Morpheus!

But fabulously blossoms, in the darkness of flame
Divine wreath, and to a joyful country

He takes me away, where everything is available to me,

Where there are no earthly barriers to my hopes of spring.
Where I dream about myself distant and not alien

Where nothing marvels - not even the affection of that
With whom God divided us with a grave.

Comment

Bunin, never the wild revolutionary, was even more conservative in
his later years. The poetry became more fixed in the older forms,
and, rather than looking on to embrace the new ideas, Bunin was
more continually looking back to treasure what had been lost, which
indeed existed only as memories of friends and family in another
country, far away and now torn apart by civil war.

Morpheus was the god who shaped the dreams through which he
appear to mortals in forms of his own choosing. As such, he was the
messenger of the gods, able to give divine messages to sleeping
mortals. Morpheus and his extended family lived in the Underworld,
and only the gods on Olympus could visit him there. Morpheus
himself slept in a cave filled with poppy seeds, and of course from
varieties of poppies is opium extracted. Also located in the land of
dreams were the River of Forgetfulness and the River of Oblivion,
which Bunin has seen in this poem as the grave that divides the
living from the dead.

Sucessful hexameters are difficult to write in any European
language, as the line continually threatens to break into smaller
units. Russian verse is generally happier with the tetrameter and
occasional pentameter, moreover, so that the poem here is
something of a triumph of craftsmanship. The three quatrains are
faultlessly rhymed AAbb throughout.
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http://bunin-lit.ru/bunin/museum/museum-orel.htm

Audio Recordings (Collections)

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PxSfTukuyGI

https://akniga.org/bunin-ivan-sbornik-stihotvoreniy

https://teatr.audio/bunin-ivan-poeziva

http://abookru.info/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85
%D0%B8

http://chudo-
Kit.ru/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85%D0%B8/%
D0%B1%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BD

https://www.youtube.com/plavlist?list=PLcF3T2gQ5Qy5y
GYiZiuYAS5yw Jt2WAvy20



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PxSfTukuyGI
https://akniga.org/bunin-ivan-sbornik-stihotvoreniy
https://teatr.audio/bunin-ivan-poeziya
http://abookru.info/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85%D0%B8
http://abookru.info/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85%D0%B8
http://chudo-kit.ru/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85%D0%B8/%D0%B1%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BD
http://chudo-kit.ru/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85%D0%B8/%D0%B1%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BD
http://chudo-kit.ru/%D1%81%D1%82%D0%B8%D1%85%D0%B8/%D0%B1%D1%83%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%BD
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLcF3T2qQ5Qy5yGYi7iuYA5yw_Jt2WAy2Q
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLcF3T2qQ5Qy5yGYi7iuYA5yw_Jt2WAy2Q

