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Introduction: Nikolay Nekrasov (1821-77)

Nekrasov was controversial from the first. No one more
castigated the wealthy classes for their neglect of the
Russian peasantry than this celebrated author of savage
civic poetry, but Nekrasov himself, who had known
extreme poverty in his early years, enjoyed a far from
edifying existence, spending freely on drink, gambling,
expensive cooks and even more expensive mistresses.
Nekrasov was indeed an editor of genius, getting the best
from the many famous contributors to his magazines, and
shepherding their work through censorship, but he was
also a shrewd entrepreneur disliked for his hardnosed and
sometimes questionable business dealings. Turgénev and
Tolstdy were repelled by the prosaic nature of Nekrasov’s
poetry, but that very nature was praised by his advocates
for its unflinching realism despite the indifferent verse, or
— equally wrong-headedly — for its lyricism despite the
unvarying vengeance and grief in its themes.

Nekrasov’s funeral in 1877 was a national occasion, where
his name was enthusiastically placed next to Pushkin’s, or
even above PuUshkin’s, but today his poetry is probably
little known outside Russia. New translations of Pushkin,
Blok, Pasternak and host of famous Russian poets appear
almost annually, but Nekrasov’s masterpiece, Red-Nosed
Frost, was last translated in its entirety back in 1929.
Nekrasov may well be accepted as Russia’s greatest civic
poet of the nineteenth century, but exactly what makes
that excellence has been disputed by everyone, from



Nekrasov’s contemporaries through Marxist critics to our
present day literary theorists.

Opting for a literary rather than a military career, Nikolay
Alexéyevich Nekrasov attemped to enrol at St. Petersburg
University, which prompted his bullying squire of a father
to stop the allowance. For three years, Nekrasov lived in
direst poverty, experiencing at first hand what was to be a
constant theme of his work: the sufferings of Russia's
oppressed classes. But by 1847, through an astonishing
amount of hack journalism, commercial acumen and
genuine critical taste, Nekrasov had emerged as the
principal publisher of a new literary school, which in time
brought out all the leading names of Russian literature in
the mid-to-later nineteenth century. His own verse
improved, and found ardent support in Belinsky and other
leading critics. Surviving the hard times of reaction, the
Sovreménnik became the rallying ground of the extreme
left, until eventually closed down in the panic that
followed the first attempt on Alexander II's life. Two years
later, Nekrasov took over the Otéchestvennye zapiski,
which he turned into the most radical journal in the
country until his death in 1877. {4}

Nekrasov's work is prolific but very mixed. It was not so
much lapses of taste, said his detractors, but of no taste
at all, of not being concerned with such matters. Nekrasov
has none of the tact, balance and luminous sense of limits
that inform the work of Pushkin, Turgénev and Tyutchev,
and the dangerous facility he acquired in his years of hack



journalism allowed him to mechanically turn out verse on
anything he pleased, as and when the need came to him.
What most drove him to hold forth were the monstrous
sufferings of the poor, with whom — his own life-style
notwithstanding — he genuinely sympathised. He
identified personally with his subjects, moreover, and
almost alone among the great Russian poets, could enter
into the peasant's hopes, sufferings and rough good
humour. Many of his pieces have the genuine air of
folksongs. At his best, Nekrasov is incomparable, writing
with intense humanity, often with biting satire and savage
invective. He was also able to incorporate colloquialisms
and slang into his verse, compose in loose ternary
measures, and carry off such incongruous matters quite
naturally. Whatever the faults, there are poems that only
Nekrasov could have produced: The Pedlars, Who Can Be
Happy in Russia? and Red-Nosed Frost.

Red-Nosed Frost

Red-Nosed Frost, published in 1863, was the first of
Nekrasov’s masterpieces, and the first to be translated
into English. The poem is prefaced by a dedication to
Nekrasov'’s sister, and divided into two parts. The first is
entitled The Death of a Peasant, and describes (with some
flashbacks) the death and burial of the peasant Prokel, his
parents and wife Dar’ya attending. The second is entitled
Red-Nosed Frost, and describes the death of Dar’ya, again
with flashbacks.



The poem is written in ternary measures: amphibrachic
trimeters for the most part, but dactyllic trimeters for a
central section between lines 559 and 835 inclusive. I
have replaced both measures by iambic verse with a
similar number of syllables, and substituted masculine
rhymes for feminine ones. In other respects — line length
and rhyme schemes — the translation faithfully follows
the Russian.

Details of a more scholarly nature are given in the
extensive Appendix.



Russian Text and Formal Translation

[MocBsLWAD MOEN cecTpe
AHHe AnekceeBHe

Tbl ONATb YNPEKHyNa MeHs,
UTo 9 C My30M Moen pasapyXunics,
YTo 3aboTaM Tekywero AHA
N 3abaBaM ero nog4ynHUNACS.

5. Ang XUTENCKMX pacyeToB M Yap
He paccTtanca 6 9 ¢ My3ou Moelo,

Ho 6or BecTb, He norac nv ToT aap,
YTto, 6bIBANIO, APYXUIT MEHS C HELD?

Ho He 6paT ewe noaam noaT,

10. 1 TepHNCT ero nyTb, U HENPOYEH,
A ymen He 604TbCA KNEBET,

He 6bi21 MKN 9 cam 03aboueH;

Ho 4 3Han, 4ybe BO Mpake HOYHOM
HappbiBanoca cepaue c neyanu,

15. /N Ha 4blo OHU FpyAb ynagann CBUHLOM,
N KOMY OHM XWU3Hb OTPaBNANMN.

N nyckan oHM MMMO npown,

Hafo MHOK XoAuBLUME rpo3bl,
3Hato {4, YbW MONINTBbI U CNne3bl
20. PokoByto CcTpeny oTBenu...

[a v BpeMsa ywno,— 4 ycTan...
MycTb 5 He 6bln 6onuoM 6e3 ynpeka,
Ho s cunbl B cebe co3HaBan,

51 BO MHOroe Bepun rny6oko,



Dedicated to my sister
Anna Alexeyevna

My Muse, you tell me once again,

is too much taken as a friend,

as though the constant cares of men
were made for entertainment’s end.

5. It's true, for charm and profit I
will not be parted from my Muse:
if gifts, God knows, are not to die,
it is those friendships I must use.

Can't poet take the brother’s way

10. though faint and thorny be the track?
I fear no harsh things people say:

it's not my person they attack.

I know night’s darkness, how is spread

the sadness that afflicts my heart,

15. and on whose breast they weigh as lead,
and who is poisoned by their part.

I let them pass me by, as went

the tempests of long years ago.

It is by prayers and tears, I know,
20. that fateful arrow stays unsent.

Yes, time goes on, and I was tired,

nor always fought too honourably,

but was by deeper truth inspired,

by knowing strength would come to me.



25. A Tenepb — MHe nopa ymumpartb...
He 3aTeM e nyckaTbCa B A0pory,
YTo6blI B N0OGSALLEM cepaue onATb
MpobyanTb pOKOBYO TPEBOrY...

[MpyUCcMMNpeBLLYIO MY3Yy MOIO

30. 4 n caM HEOXOTHO Nnackato...
A nocneaHO NecHKo Moo

ona teba — u Tebe nocesALWalo.

Ho He 6byaeT oHa Becenew,

Byaet MHOro nevyanbHee NpexHewn,
35.MoToMy 4TO Ha cepaue TEMHEN
N B rpaaywem ewe 6e3HagexHeun...

Byps BoeT B caay, 6yps NoMUTCS B A0OM,
A 6otocb, YTO6 OHa He cnoMuna
Crapbih y6, 4TO NOCa>eH OTLOM,
40. N Ty nBy, 4TO MaTb Nocaanna,

DTy UBY, KOTOPYHIO Thbl

C Halwen y4yacTblo CTPaHHO CBs3ana,
Ha koTopown nobneknun nuUcTbl

B Houb, Kak 6eagHas mMaTb ymmpana...

45. W OpOXWUT 1 necTtpeeT OKHO...
Yy! KaK KpynHble rpagnHbl ckadyT!
Mwunbein apyr, NMoHsasa Tbl 4ABHO —

48. 30eCb O4HWN TONIbKO KaMHU He MnJavyr...



25. Perhaps it’s time for me to go,
or not to take this road again,

nor have the loving heart bestow
its gifts on what was fatal then.

Yet for that Muse, my talents bring
30. no vanity to what I do:

if this be last of songs I sing,

I dedicate it here to you.

In this there’s little joy, I fear,

but only sadnesses that fill

35. the heart, which darkening, year by year,
grows the more despondent still.

The raging storm that howled outside
has broken through, and would destroy
the planted oak, our father’s pride,

40. and willow that was mother’s joy.

Our fate is in that willow tree,

to which we two are strangely tied:
how lifeless were those leaves to be
the night when our poor mother died.

45. How hard the hail that storm would send,
which rattled on the window pane:

how long ago that was, my friend:

wild griefs that only stones constrain.



YacTtb nepBasa: CMEPTb KPECTbAHUNHA

CaBpacka yB43 B NoJsioBUHe cyrpoba,—
50. [lBe napbl NnpoMep3siblX NanTemn

[la yron poroxemn nokpbITOro rpoba
TopuaTt 13 ybornx aposHen.

Crapyxa, B 60nblUMX pyKaBuuax,
CaBpacky cowia NoOHyKaTb.

55. CocynbKkun y HeW Ha pecHuuax,
C MOpO3y — AO0JIKHO nonaraTb.

II

[MpuBbIYHAA AyMa Mo3Ta
Bnepepn 3abexaTb en cnewurT:
Kak caBaHOM, CHerom ozeTa,
60. N36yLliKa B AepeBHE CTOUT,

B n3bywke — TeneHoK B NogkneTu,
MepTBeL Ha CKaMbe Yy OKHa;
LLlyMmaT ero rnynble getu,
TUXOHbKO pPblAAET XeHa.

65. ClumBas NpoBOPHON UTOJIKOW
Ha caBaH KyCKW MONOTHA,

Kak noxab, 3apsaamBLUnin Hagosro,
HerpoMko pblgaeT oHa.



Part One: DEATH OF A PEASANT

I

A roan mare stuck there in the snow:
50. two pairs of feet in bast-cold shoes
and sled with cloth-wrapped coffin show
what wretched things she has to use.

The woman'’s old, large mittened, tries
to clamber down and urge on horse.
55. The icicles that rim her eyes
disclose that frost is out in force.

II

With that sketched in, as poets may,
we change the scene and back may go
to when both hut and village lay

60. beneath a heavy pall of snow.

A hut: whose corner holds a calf,
the bench a corpse, not yet interred.
Around it thoughtless children laugh:
a woman’s sobs are barely heard.

65. Her needle tacks a funeral shroud
from fabric scraps she has to spare.
Like rain in prospect, and unbowed,
unnoticed is her weeping there.

10



II1

Tpu TAXKME Ao umena cyabba,

70. U nepBaga ponda: c pabom noBeH4aTbCH,
BTopass — 6bITb MaTepbto CbiHa paba,

A TpeTbss — Ao rpoba paby nokopsaTbCs,

N BCEe 3TU rpO3HbIEe 40NN Nernm
Ha XXeHLWMHY pyCCKON 3eMn.

/5. Beka npoTtekann — BCe K CHACTbiO CTPEMUNIOCD,
Bce B MMpe Mo HECKONIbKY pa3 M3MEHWUIOCD,

OaHy ToNbKO 60r U3BMEHUTL 3abbiBar
CypoBYHO O0J1H0 KPECTbSAHKMN.

N BCe Mbl COrnacHbl, YTO TUN n3MenbYan
80. KpacmBon 1 MOLHOW CNaBSHKMN.

CnyyanHas xepTBa cyabbbl!
Tbl rNyxo, HE3pMUMO CTpaaana,
Tbl cBETY KpoBaBon 60pb6bI
N »xanob cBonx He BBepsina,—

85. Ho MHe Tbl X ckaxelwb, Mo apyr!
Thbl C peTcTBa CO MHOK 3HaAKOMa.

Tbl BCS — BOMJIOWEHHbIW UCNyr,

Tbl BCA — BekoBasi ncroma!

ToT cepaua B rpyan He HOcuUA,
KTo cne3 Haa Toboto He nun!

11



ITI

To three hard fates their futures run:
70. the first be husband to a slave,
the second mother such a one,

the third be one until the grave.

And all these heavy lots from birth
have women born of Russian earth.

75. The ages may correct their crimes,
the world has altered many times,

but God forgot to change but one:

the harshness of a peasant’s lot.
Decayed their beauty, strength undone:
80. such is the future Slavs have got.

Unfair descendent of that fate

that you have borne unseen, unheard:
a conflict from that desperate strait,
yet of that grievance not a word.

85. But you will tell me all at last —

who were my friend from childhood years —
the long fatigue of centuries past,

today’s enactments of your fears:

And he would lack a living heart
90. who shed no tears for your sad part.

12



IV

OfHaKo Xe peyb 0 KpecCTbsaHke
3aTesanun Mbl, 4TOb6 cKkasaTb,
YTo TMN BENMUYaBoOn CNaBsHKU
BO3MOXHO M HbIHE CbICKaTb.

95. ECTb XeHLWMHbI B PYCCKUX CeNneHbsX
C CNOKOWMHOK Ba>XHOCTbIO NNL,

C KpacuBolo CUION B ABUXEHbSIX,

C noxoakown, co B3rnsaoM uapuvu,—

NXx pa3Be cnenown He 3aMeTuT,

100. A 3p4YNN O HUX FOBOPUT:
«[MpongeT — CNOBHO COMHLUE ocBeTUT!
MocMoTpuT — pybnem nogaput!»

NaoyT oHW TOW Xe goporomn,

Kakon Becb Hapoa Hall UAaeT,
105. Ho rps3b o6ctaHoBKM y6oroum
K HUM CnoBHO He nunHeT. LUBeTteT

Kpacasuua, MUpy Ha AuUBO,
PyMsiHa, CTpOMHa, BbICOKA,

Bo BCcsKOW ogexnae Kpacuea,
110. Ko Bcsakon paboTe foBKa.

N ronopg v xonon BbIHOCUT,
Bcerpna tepnenvea, poBHa...

A BnabiBan, Kak oOHa KOCUT:
Y10 B3Max — TO rotoBa KornHa!

13



IV

The peasant woman, to return
to what we had begun to say,
that stately Slav we may discern
a shadow of, at least, today.

95. Examples in odd places reach
a calm solemnity, serene

in strength and beauty, each

with looks and stature of a queen.

No doubt the blind to them can't say
100. but those discerning so confess,
as sun will brighten any day,
and ruble bring its happiness.

They walk as others walk, their stance
is nothing strange, but if their hem
105. is mired by fault or circumstance
no part of it adheres to them.

So is their beauty everywhere,

in height and bearing, rosy hue:
becoming are the clothes they wear,
110. and skilled is everything they do.

Long cold and hunger they survive,
their calm and balance serves its term.
How simply they will swing the scythe
and stack the haycock straight and firm.

14



115. MNnaTtok y Hen Ha yxo cbuncs,
Toro rnaan Kocbl NagyT.

Kakon-To napHeK U3noBYUICS

N kBepxy nogbpocun nx, wyT!

Taxenble pycble KOcChbl

120. Ynanu Ha CMYrnyto rpyab,
MoKpbIN e HOXeHbKKN 60ChlI,
MewalT KpeCTbsiHKE B3rNAHYTb.

OHa oTBesia ux pykamum,

Ha napHa cepavuTo rnaauvr.

125. Jlnyo BennyaBo, Kak B pame,
CMyWeHbEM U THEBOM MOpPWUT...

Mo 6yaHaM He nobut 6e3aenbA.
3aTo BaM ee He y3HaTb,

Kak croHuT ynblbka Becenbs
130. C nuua TpyaosByto neyaTb.

Takoro cepaedyHoro cMexa,

N necHun, n Nnackun Takom

3a AeHblM He Kynuuwb. «YTexa!»
TBepasT MYXUKN Mex coboun.

135. B nrpe ee KOHHbIW HE CNOBUT,
B 6ene — He cpobeeT,— cnacer;
KoHSA Ha ckakKy OCTaHOBMUT,

B ropswyto nsby songet!

15



115. A kerchief tied about the ear
will hold the hair up as a rule,

but irresistible and dear

to lads who like to play the fool.

And so they loose it: on the breast
120. to fall a flood of flaxen hair,
which, tumbling on, will come to rest
to leave no legs or ankle bare.

Annoyed at this, she’ll toss it back

and at the lad direct a gaze

125. that’s framed as haughty, an attack
where shame and indignation blaze.

The workdays see no idleness,
you'll hardly recognize the face:
that warm, rich smile has even less
130. of toil about its easy grace.

Laughing too, how joyfully

she sings and dances for herself,
the peasants working round agree
no coin can purchase such a wealth.

135. On horse she’s one you'll never catch,
in any rescue boldly acts:

she’ll rush beneath a burning thatch,

stop bolting horse dead in its tracks.

16



KpacuBble, poBHble 3y6bl,

140. YTO KpynHble Nepnbl, Y HER,
Ho cTporo pyMmsiHble rybs.l
XpaHAaT UX Kpacy oT ngen —

OHa ynblbaeTtca penko...

E Hekorga Nndacbl TOUNUTD,

145. Y Hen He pewwmnTCca cocenka
YxBaTa, ropwka nonpocuTsb;

He >xxanok en HUwmm ybornmn —
BonbHOo X 6e3 paboTbl rynats!
J1eXXnT Ha HeN AenbHOCTU CTPOromn
150. N BHYyTpeHHEN cunibl NeyaTsb.

B Heln ACHO U KpenkKo CO3HaHbe,
YTO BCE NX CnaceHbe B TpYyAE,
N Tpya en HeceT BO3JasHbe:
CeMencTBo He bbeTcs B HyXAe,

155. Bcerga y Hux Tennas xaTa,
Xneb BbineyeH, BKYCEH KBACOK,
300poBbl U CbITbl pebsaTa,

Ha npa3aHuK eCTb IULWHWNIN KYCOK.

NpaeT aTa 6aba k obegHe
160. lNpea Bcel ceMben Bnepeaun:
CnauT, Kak Ha cTyne, ABYXJ/IETHUI
PebeHOK Yy Heln Ha rpyam,

PAaaKOM wecTuneTHero cblHa
HapsaagHasa MaTka Beder...

165. 1 no cepaLy sTa KapTUHa
Bcem nobawmm pyccknin Hapoa!

17



Her teeth are regular and large,

140. well shaped and of a pearly white,
but here the ruby lips take charge

and keep them out of general sight.

She rarely has the wish to smile,
for jokes has even less to spare,
145. and even neighbour can’t beguile
the loan of pot or cooking ware.

She has no pity for the poor

who will not tramp about for work.
Practical, her very core

150. resides in tasks she will not shirk.

In that clear head is consciousness
that work itself will make them free;
it brings to all its own largesse

and keeps them safe from penury.

155. To have a warm roof overhead,
good bread to eat, kvass that’s sweet,
strong, healthy children, all well fed,
where feast days bring an extra treat.

From work it’s off to mass she goes,
160. with family all led to prayer,
and on her sturdy breast will doze
the two year old that’s carried there.

And by her side, the six-year old,

who walks, well dressed and close to hand:
165. a pleasing scene that’s warmly told
by all who love our Russian land.

18



N Tbl KpacoTow AmBuna,

bbina u noBka, N CUNbHa,

Ho rope Tebsa nccywwuno,

170. YcHyBuwero lNMpokna »xeHa!

FopAa Tbl — Tbl NNakaTb HE X0O4Yellb,
Kpenuwbcs, HO XOnCT rpobosom
CnesaMn HEBOJIbHO Tbl MOYMULLb,
ClwumBas NpoOBOPHOM UTOWN.

175. Cne3a 3a cnesomn ynagaet
Ha 6biCTpble pyKu TBOW.

Tak Konoc 6e33By4YHO pOHSET
Co3peBLumne 3epHa CBOM...

19



Great beauty, too, was yours, who were
both skilled and strongly full of life,

but grief now casts its shade on her,
170. who once was Prokel’s dearest wife.

You're proud and do not choose to weep,
you're strong, but on the cloth are bowed:
involuntary, the tears that keep

on dropping on that new-stitched shroud.

175. Tear on tear, they also drop
upon the needle-plying hand,

as silent as the rye’s own crop

of seeds is scattered on the land

20



VI

B cene, 3a yeTblpe BEpCTHI,

180. Y uepkBu, rae setep wataeTt
Monbutble 6ypen KpecThbl,
MecTeuko cTapuk BblbunpaerT;

YcTan oH, paboTta TpyaHa,
TyT TOXXe CHOPOBKA HYXHa —

185. YT06 KpecT 6b1/10 BUAHO C AOPOrH,
Y106 conHue nrpano Kpyrom.

B cHery oo KoneH ero Horuy,

B pykax ero 3acrtyn v fiom,

Bcsa B nHee wanka 6onbluas,
190. Ycbl, 60poaa B cepebpe.
HeanBu>XHO CTOUT, pa3mbIlINNAS,
CTtapuk Ha BbICOKOM byrpe.

Pewwnncsa. KpectoMm o603Hauun,
Fae éyaet Mmornny KonaTb,

195. KpecToM oCceHunncs u Havarn
JlonaToto cHer pa3srpebarts.

NHble npuembl TyT 6binn,
Knaabuuwe He To, YTO nons:

N3 cHery KpecTbl BbIXOANN,
200. Kpectamu noxunacb 3emMns.

21



VI

A village, here four versts away,

180. and church, where wind-felled crosses rest:
an old man searches where to lay

out burial spot that’s for the best.

The task is difficult: he’s tired,
and there is also skill required.

185. The cross should be where traveller sees
it from the road, where sunlight played.

The snow comes fully to his knees:

his hands hold crowbar and a spade.

His large, rough cap is rimmed with frost:
190. his beard and moustache silvered too.
He stands upon a mound as lost

in thought upon what place would do.

He’s now decided, with a cross he marks
the boundaries where the grave will go.
195. Then, having crossed himself, embarks
with spade to shovel off the snow.

For this is not an empty field,

and other bodies lie around.

Their crosses stick out, or, concealed,
200. are thick beneath the snowy ground.

22



CorHyBs CBOIO CTapyto CrunHy,
OH ponro, NnpunexHo Konan,
N xenTyro Mep3nyr rmuHy

ToTyac Xe CHeXOoK 3acTtuian.

205. BopoHa Kk HeMy noaseTtena,
[MoTbIKasia HOCOM, MpoLUiach:
3eM/ia KakK XXeneso 3BeHena —
BopoHa HK c 4eM ybpanace...

Moruvna Ha cnaBy rotoea,—
210. «He MHe 6 2Ty aMy KonaTb!
(Y cTaporo BblpBasocb C/0BO.)
He Mpokny 6bl B HEM NMOYMBaATD,

He Mpokny!..» CTapuk oCTynusncs,
N3 pyK ero BbICKOJIb3HY/ JIOM
215. N B 6enyto aMy ckaTuncs,
CTtapuk ero BblHyn C TpyAOM.

[Mowen... No gopore Lwaraer...
HeT conHua, nyHa He B3owa...
Kak 6yaTo BeCb MUp YMUPAET:
220. 3aTnwbe, CHEXOK, Nosiymrna...

23



He bends his tired old back: today

he labours long and hard, each blow
reveals a frozen yellow clay

but glimpsed beneath fast falling snow.

205. A crow flew up and at his nose
pecked warily and looked about:

The frozen earth rang hard with blows:
it had to turn away with nowt.

The grave stood open to his gaze.

210. « It's not for me to find what's best
(the old man uttered some such phrase)
where Prokel has his final rest.

Not Prokel. » Startled at the thought,
he fumbled with the crowbar, when
215. it fell into the hole. He fought
long years to haul it out again.

Gone . . . in wandering down the road,

no sun or moon to light the way,

his whole wide world had died, or slowed
220. to these thick drifts, not night, not day.

24



VII

B oBpare, y peukun Xentyxu,
Crapuk cBoto 6aby HarHan

N Tnxo cnpocun y ctapyxu:
«Xopow nn rpobok-To nonan?»

225. YcTa ee uyTb npowenTtanm
B oTBeT cTapuky: «Hundero».
MoToM oHM 0b6a Monyany,

N ApoBHU Tak TUXO 6exanu,
Kak 6yato 60snuncb yero...

230. lepeBHS eule He OTKpblach,
A 6113KO — MeNbKaeT OroHb.
CTtapyxa KpecToM OCeHWuaco,
LLlapaxHyncs B CTOPOHY KOHb,—

be3 wankun, ¢ Horamn 60cbiMK,

235. C 601bWINM 320CTPEHHBIM KOJIOM,
BHe3anHo npeacran nepeg HUMU
CTtapuHHbIM 3HakoMel, [1axoM.

MpuKpbITbI pybaxoto XeHCKOoN,
3BEeHeN I BEPUTN Ha HEM;

240. MNocTykan Aypak AepeBEHCKUN
B MOpPO3HYIO 3eMJ1I0 KOJIOM,

25



VII

Zeltukha's brook: at its ravine,

the old man had his wife in sight.

He quietly asked her what she’d seen.
«The coffin, does it look alright? »

225. She barely whispered. All she said

or murmured was . . « Sufficient for . . »
They both fell silent. The wood-sledge sped
then quietly on as if some dread

had hindered them from saying more.

230. Then, all at once, a fire was near,
although no village was in sight.

The woman crossed herself in fear;
the horse near bolted out of fright.

Here, lacking trousers or a hat,

235. but brandishing a staff of wood,
at home in his own habitat,

their old acquaintance, Pakhom, stood.

He wore a woman'’s old chemise

and chains, this village lunatic.

240. He waved the staff: the woman sees
him strike the frozen earth with it.
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MoToM noMbl4an cepaobobLHO,
B3aoxHyn n ckasan: «He 6eaa!
Ha Bac oH paboTan AOBOJMLHO,
245. N Bawa npuwna yepeaa!

MaTb CblHY-TO rpob nokynana,
OTeu emy aMy Konan,

XKeHa eMy caBaH cwuBana —
Bcem pa3om paboTty Bam gan!..»

250. OnaTtb noMbldan — u 6e3 uenu
B npocTpaHCTBO Aypak nobexan.
Bepuru yHbI10 3BEHENN,

N ronbie nkpbl 6necrenu,

N nocox no cHery 4yepkan.
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He grunted, not unkindly, said

« Well, isn’t this a fine to-do?

245. It's long he worked for you: instead
it seems that time has come for you.

The mother has the coffin made,

the father now has made the grave,

the wife the shroud in which he’s laid —
so each gives back the work he gave!. . »

250. Again he grunted, cast around
and ran off aimlessly to show

the fetters with their clanking sound.
The legs flash white above the ground,
and staff leaves markings in the snow.
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VIII

255. Y poma octaBuiun Kpbily,
K cocepke cBenu Ho4yeBaTb
3a356HyBLWKX Mawy n Npuwy
N cTtann cblHKa obpsxaThb.

MeaonuTtenbHO, Ba>XHO, CypoOBO
260. NMNevanbHOe Aeno BenocChb:
He cka3aHO NIMWHEero crfoea,
HapyXy He BblgaHO Cnes.

YCcHyn, noTpyanswmnmncsa B note!
YcHyn, nopaboTas 3emne!

265. Jlexxnt, Henpu4yacTHbIK 3aboTe,
Ha 6enom cocHOBOM cTONE,

J1eXXnT HenoABUXHbIN, CYpPOBbIN,
C ropsiLen cee4yon B ronosax,

B wmnpokon pybaxe xonuoBomn
270. 1 B NMNOBbIX HOBbIX NanTsX.

bonbline, C MO30/IAMU PYKH,
[MoabsaBLWME MHOrO TpyAa,
KpacuBoe, 4yxnoe MyKku

274. lnuo — mn go pyk 6opoga...
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VIII

255. The coffin lid by house is laid;
half-frozen children, duty done,
have to a neighbour been conveyed.
They now may dress their little son.

Slowly, in their grief interred,

260. they set about the mournful task.
They do not speak a single word:

no tear runs down the outward mask.

He fell asleep in toil and sweat!

In this his earthly dues are paid!

265. Life’s pressing cares he can forget,
this one on white pine table laid.

How stern he looks and motionless,

a candle by that handsome head.

A canvas shirt is now his dress,

270. in fine bast shoes the feet are spread.

The calloused hands have not again
to work the fields: no fret or harms
from toil and labour, nor from pain:
the long beard comes to folded arms.
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IX

275. lNoka MepTBeLa obpsikanu,
He Bblaasin csioBOM TOCKU

N TonbKO rnaaeTb nlberanu
Apyr apyry B rnasa 6egHsiku.

Ho BOT yXe KOH4YeHO Aeno,

280. HeT HyXAabl 60p0oTbCSA C TOCKOMN,
N 4To Ha Aylwe Hakumneno,

N3 yCT nonunnocs pekon.

He BeTep ryauTt no KOBbIN,

He cBagebHbIn noesa rpeMuT, —
285. PogHble no lNpokne 3aBbiin,
Mo lNMpokne ceMbs ros10CuUT:

«[0Ny6umnK Tbl HaW CU30KPbISbIN!
Kyaa Tbl OT HaAc yneten?
Mpuro>xectesom, poCToM U CUNOM
290. Tbl pOBHW B Ccene He nmern,

PoauTtensam 6bis1 Tbl COBETHUK,
PaboTHMuek B none Tbl 6bi,
[ocTaM x1eboCcon u NpMBETHUK,
XeHy u geten Tol nobun...

295. Y10 X Mano rynsan Tbl N0 CBETY?
3a 4YTO HAcC NMOKUHYN, POAHOWN?
Oayman Tbl AYMYLWKY 3TY,

OpymMan c cbipoto 3eMnien,—
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IX

275. And while they dressed the body there,
they set all words of grieving by,
and each one took especial care
to now not catch the other’s eye.

But when at last the task was done,

280. they need not keep their feelings in.
From mouth the brimful heart can run,
and floods of words will now begin.

No wind is in the feather grass,

no wedding train is rattling by,

285. but to a howl his kinsfolk pass,
for Prokel there is one great cry.

«Why did you go, our dove of blue;

and where, our dearest, have you flown?
Strong, tall and handsome, you

290. were best our village here has known.

As counsellor you put to rest

a parent’s cares, made fields your life.
Hospitable to every guest,

you loved your children and your wife.

295. Why such a brief walk in the light?

Why leave your very hearth and home?
What are you thinking of tonight,

What thoughts within the cold, damp loam —
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OayMman — a HaMm oCTaBaTbCH
300. Benen BO MUpy; cupoTam,
He cBexxen BoaOW yMblBaTbCH,
Cnesamu roproymMmm Ham!

CTtapyxa NOMpeT CO KPYUuHblI,

He >XUTb U oTUYy TBOEMY,

305. epe3a B necy 6e3 BeplnHbl —
Xo3anka 6e3 Myxa B AOMY.

Ee He xaneewb Tbl, 6egHON,
[eTten He aneeuwb... BctaBawn!
C nonockn cBoen 3anoBeaHoOmn
310. Mo nety cbepelwb ypoxan!

CnnecHu, HeHarnNsAHbIA, pyKaMmu,
COKOMbUM rNaskoM rnocMoTpy,
TPAXHU LWIENKOBbIMUN KYAPSAMMU,
CaxapHbl ycTta pactesopwu!

315. Ha paaoctu Mbl 661 cBapunm
N meay, n 6parn xmenbHom,

3a cton 6bl Tebs nocagnnm —
MokyLan, xXenaHHbIn, poaHon!

A camun HanpoTtms 6bl CTann —
320. Kopmuneuw, Hagéxa cembu!—
Ouyen 6bl C TEGS He cnyckanu,
JloBunu 6bl peyun TBOU...»
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Come back, reflect: we shouldn’t stay
300. bereft, as orphans here below:
and not with water wash each day,
but with the burning tears we know.

Your mother here will die of grief,

your father follow on his spouse.

305. The birch trees lack their topmost leaf
if wife lacks man about the house.

Show your wife some pity, will

you not? Your children? Stir yourself:

your strip of land is yielding still,

310. and summer brings its harvest wealth.

Clap your hands, my dearest one,
regard us with that falcon’s eye,
shake out your curls, let everyone
observe you give the fit reply.

315. How happily for you we’d brew
our sweetened mead and malted beer,
at head of table, as is due,

we’d bid you eat and drink, my dear.

We'd give you pride of place, who too
320. were our provider, one preferred.
Our eyes would see the living you;
we’d hang upon your every word. »
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Ha 3T pbiaaHbs U CTOHbI
Coceau Banunun rypbbomn:

325. CBeuy NnonoXuB Yy MKOHBI,
TBOpWIN 3€MHbIE NOKJIOHbI

N wnam monyanmBo AOMOW.

Ha cMeHy Bxoaunu gpyrue.

Ho BOT yXx Tonna pa3bpenacs,
330. lNoyXunHaTb cenn pogHble —
KanycTta ga ¢ xnebyLlwkoM KBac.

Ctapuk 6ecnosie3HOn Kpy4yuHe
Cobon osnaneTb He gaBan:
MoanaanBWwmMCb 6anxKe K Ny4dunHe,
335. OH NnanoTb Xy4AOW KOBbIPSI.

MPOTAXHO U rPOMKO B34blXas,
Crapyxa Ha neuJky nerna,

A [apbs, BaoBa monoaas,
NMpoBeanaTb pebaToOK nowna.

340. BCO HOYEHbKY, CTOS1 Y CBEYKMH,
Yntan Hag yconwum AbsvoK,

N BTOpMN eMy n3-3a Neyku

343. NpOH3UTENIbHbIM CBUCTOM CBEPYOK
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A sad and murmurous crowd was there,
the neighbours come from far around.

325. Each bent and by the candle’s flare
and icon said a silent prayer,

then, having prayed, was homeward bound.

Yet others were arriving still,

but then dispersed, went home instead.
330. The family can have its fill:

kvass and cabbage and black bread.

So not to let unwanted grief

affect him more, the old man drew
towards the light and for relief

335. began to plait an old bast shoe.

His woman, loudly sighing on,

lay by the stove and would not stir,
but now the widow Dar’ya’s gone
to check on how the children were.

340. Above the dead, the holy word

the sexton read the whole night through.
Behind the stove the listeners heard

the cricket shrilly whistling too.
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XI

CypoB0O MeTenuua BblNa

345. 1 cHerom kngana B OKHO,
HeBeceno conHue BCcxoaunno:
B To yTpO cBuaetenem 6b1/10
NMeyanbHOW KapTUHbI OHO.

CaBpacka, 3anpsi>XeHHbIN B CaHW,
350. lNMoHypoO cTOSAN Y BOPOT;

Be3 nmwHmnx pedven, 6e3 pbigaHnin
[MOKOMHMKA BbIHEC HApPOA.

— Hy, Tporan, caBpacywka! Tporau!
HaTaruBan kpenue ryxwm!

355. CnyXun Tbl X031MHY MHOrO,

B nocnegHunin pa3ok nocnyxu!..

B Toproeom cene Yucronosnbe
Kynnn oH Tebss COCYHKOM,
B3pacTtun oH Tebs Ha npuBosbe,
360. M Bblwen Tbl 406PbIM KOHEM.

C X039MHOM ApY>XXHO cTapasncs,
Ha 3nmywky xneb 3anacan,

Bo ctage pebeHky nasancs,
TpaBoW Aa MAKWHOW nNUTancs,
365. A Teno n3psaaHo gepxkan.
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XI

A howling blizzard piled the snow

345. and knocked upon the window panes,
and sad was rising sun to know

the melancholy scene below.

A dismal picture now remains

in which there stood a roan-drawn sleigh,
350. dejected, waiting at the gate.

With no more words or tears to pay,

the dead man’s carried out in state.

— Now move, good roan. It's time to go.
Pull harder, roan, you know these reins.
355. You served your master times ago,
and this one duty now remains.

In Chistépol old market town

he bought you as suckling colt,

he fed you, never let you down,
360. to raise a horse without a fault.

You worked with master willingly

to lay up goods for winter’s store.

In youth he left you roaming free,
well fed with grass and chaff to be
365. in good condition, well cared for.
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Korpa ke paboTbl KOHYannchb

N ckoBbiBan 3eMs0 MOpO3,

C X039MHOM Bbl OTNPaBASANINCD
C gomawHero kopma B U3BO3.

370. Hemano n TyT gocrtaBasioCb —
Bo3un Tbl TSHXeNyw Knaab,

B xecTokyto 6ypto cny4danocs,
N3myyacb, aopory TepdTsb.

BuaHa Ha 6okax TBOMX BNasnbIX
375. KHyTa He ofHa nonoca,
3aTo Ha ABOpax NOCTOAMbIX
[MoKkywan Tbl BBOJ1O OBCa.

CnbiXan Tbl B SHBApCKUE HOUMU
MeTenu NpoH3UTENbHbIN BOWN
380. N1 BONYbU ropsme oumn
Buaan Ha onylwkKe necHown,

MpoaporHewb, HAaTEPNULWbCSA CTPaxy,
A TaM — 1 ondaTb Hu4yero!

[a, BuaHo, X0381H gan Maxy —

385. 3nma nokoHana ero!..
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And when those easy tasks were done,
and earth was hard with frost and rime,
you made the costs of carriage run
there with your master one last time.

370. That share, a heavy one, was yours;
but well you hauled the master’s load
until a blizzard gave you cause,

or weariness, to miss the road.

Recall, however gaunt your flanks

375. there was no mark of whip or lash,
at every inn you passed were thanks
well given in good oats and mash.

You heard the piercing blizzards howl

on January’s most bitter nights,

380. you saw the burning wolves’ eyes prowl
at forest edge, the threatening sights.

Then cold and scared, you barely make
out what was there or not: so dim
perhaps your master’s own mistake
385. made winter be the end of him.
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XII

386. Cnyuunnocb B rnybokom cyrpobe
[ToncyTok eMy NpOCTOATH,

MoToM TO B Xapy, TO B 03H0b6e

Tpu AHA 3a NoABOAOM LWaraTb:

390. NMOKOMHUK Ha CPOK TOponNuscs
[lo MecTa focTaBuUTb TOBap.
[loctaBun, AOMOW BOPOTUICA —
HeT ronocy, B Tene noxap!

Crapyxa ero okaTtuna

395. Boaow c AeBATU BepeTeH
N B xxapkyt 6aHlo cBoAUNa,
[a HeT — He nonpaBuacAa OH!

Torpa BOpoXeek co3Basim —

N noaT, n wenuyT, n TpyT —
400. Bce xyno! Ero npoaesanu
Tpu pasa CKBO3b MOTHbIN XOMYT,
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XII

A half day stuck in snow until

he cleared the drifts that blocked the road:
for three days, sweating hot and chill,

he trudged behind the sledge’s load.

390. So trod the dead man, strength near spent,
but his delivery so bent upon

till, all accomplished, home he went,

his body fevered, voice quite gone.

His woman, thinking he was cursed,

395. had then nine pumps of water poured,
and he in hot bath prompt immersed:

but no, he’s not a whit restored.

Fortune-tellers next were brought,

with potions, rubs and everything,

400. but all their notions came to naught,
as three times hauled through sweated ring.
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Cnyckanu poanmoro B npony6eb,
Moa Kypuumim Knanwm HacecT...
BceMy nokopsncsi, kak ronybb,—
405. A NJ1I0X0O — He NbeT U He ecT!

Ewe nonoxutb Noa meaBeas,
Y106 TOT eMy KOCTK pa3Mmsn,
Xooebwumnk ceprayeBckun deas —
CnyuuBwnnca TyT — npegnaran.

410. Ho dapbs, xo3snka 601bHOro,
[MporHana coBeTuMKa NpoYb;
NcnpoboBaTb cpeacTsa MHOIo
3aaymana 6aba: n B HOYb

Mowna B MOHACTbIPb OTAANIEHHbIN
415. (BepcTax B Aecsitm oT cena),
ne B HEKOW UKOHE SBJIEHHOMN
LlenebHasa cmnna 6bina.

Mowna, BopoTusiacb C MKOHOWN —
BonbHOM yX 6e3rnaceH nexan,

420. OpeTbin Kak B rpob, NnpuyalLeHHbIN.
YBuaen XXeHy, NpoCToHar

422. N ymep...
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They sought the ice-box, tried to shove
him underneath where chickens roost.
But, though submitting like a dove,
405. all food and drink he still refused.

They thought that put beneath a bear
might stretch his bones a bit, or so
proposed a Sergach peddlar there,
one Fyodor: the wife said no.

410. To superstitions not so blind,
soon Dar’ya put them all to flight.
A different means she had in mind,
and set off quietly in the night.

To one far nunnery she went
415. (indeed it was ten versts away)
in which a certain icon meant
God’s healing power was hers today.

From thence she brought the icon back

to one where life was scarcely owned.

420. The last rites said, a shroud-dressed sack
surveyed his new-come wife. He moaned

422. and died...
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XIII

422. ...CaBpacyuwika, Tporam,
HaTsaruBan kpenue ryxwm!

Cny>Xun Tbl XO35IMHY MHOTO,

425. B nocnegHuni pa3ok nocayxwu!

Yy! ABa NOXOpPOHHbIX yaapal!
Monbl oxxunaatot — nant..
YéuTtas, ckopbHasa napa,
LLinn mMaTtb 1 oTel Bnepeau.

430. PebsaTa ¢ nokonHnkoM oba
Cuoenn, He cMes pblaaThb,

N, npaBs caBpackoun, y rpoba
C BOX>XaMun nx begHas mMaTb

LLlarana... N'na3a ee Bnanu,
435. N 6bin He 6enen ee wek
HapeTtbin Ha HEM B 3HaAK ne4yanu
N3 6enoin XONCTUHbI NIaToK.

3a [lapben — coceaen, coceaok
[Mnenacb Herycrad Tonna,

440. Tonkys, uto NpoKOBbIX AETOK
Tenepb He3aBMAHa cyabba,

Yto Aapbe paboTbl npubyaer,
YTO XAOYT ee 4YepHble AHMW.
«XXaneTb ee HekoMy byageT»,—
445, CornacHo peLwwnnm oHMu...
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XIII

422. Roan, move one more time,
and at the traces pull and strain:

you served the master in his prime,

425. and duty calls you once again.

By double peal of funeral bell,

the priests there waiting, they are led,
each overwhelmed by what befell,
both parents going on ahead.

430. The children, sat at coffin head,
are loath to show their tears: alone,
the woman walked beside the sled
and by the reins she led the roan.

She walked as in a trance: the eyes

435, looked sunk and lost within the cheeks,
each white as that white cloth that lies

as headscarf and of sorrow speaks.

Behind them Dar’ya’s neighbours wend,
both men and women, spread out, few.
440. They talk of what hard fate will send,
and Prokel’s children have to do.

« Now Dar’ya’s work will much increase,
and gloomy days but wait for her.

From none there’s pity or release. »
445. And in one voice they all concur.
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XIV

Kak BoauTCcs, B iMy CnyCTUAn,
3acbinanu lNpokna 3emnen;
Monnakanun, rpOMKO NOBbINN,
CeMblo noxanenu, NoYTuIn

450. NoKOMHMKA Wwenpon XBanowu.

Cam ctapocTta, Cngop ViBaHbly,
Brnionronoca 6abam noasblin

N «mup Tebe, MNMpokn CeBacCTbsHbIY!—
Ckazan,— 6narogyweH Tbl 6bi1,

455, XXnn yecTHO, a rnaBHOE: B CPOKMU,
YX Kak Tebqa 6or Bbipyyan,

MnaTtun rocnoanHy obpokun

N nogaTtb uapto npeacrasnan!»

NcTpaTue 3anac KpacHopeubs,
460. MMoYTEHHbIN MYXWUK NMOKpAXTEN:
«[la, BOT OHa XW3Hb YenoBeybs!»—
MpnbaBnn — n Wwanky Hagen.
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XIV

Into the grave as customary

was Prokel put, and then the earth.

Loud cries went up, the family

here hoping all around would be

450. some witness to the good man’s worth.

The starost, one Sidor Ivanich,

to sorrow adds some words of praise.
« Peace, Prokel Sevastianych.

You were kindly in your ways,

455. A good life, yours, and honest too.
God helped you in your kindly acts.
You paid and promptly what was due,
submitting to the landlord’s tax. »

With that, his eloquence was spent.
460. « It's all of life we have as men, »
the worthy peasant added, went

and put his cap back on again.
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«CBanuncs... a To-To 6bin1 B cunel..
CBanumMmcs... He MUHYTb U HaM!..»
465. ElWwe NoKpecTUIncb Morune

N c 6borom nownun no goMam.

BbiCcOKW, cenomn, cyxonapsbln,
be3 wankn, HeaBUMXHO-HEMON,
Kak naMaTHUK, Aeayuwka Cctapbin
470. CTtosan Ha Morune poaHoun!

MoToM cTapuHa 6opoaaTthin
3aaBurancst TUXo no Hew,
PoBHSAS 3eMnnLy nonaTou
Moa BOMIM CTapyxu CBOEMN.

475. Korga e, oCTaBMBLUM CblHa,

OH c 6abon B aoepeBHIO BXoAUN:

«KaK nbsHbIX, WWaTaeT KpyymnHa!

478. nagn-Tko!..» — Hapopa rosopui.
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«He fell, though, at the height of strength.

It is a fall we each may earn. »

465. In God they cross themselves, at length
with Him they also homeward turn.

Bareheaded, motionless, unbent,

as something fashioned out of wood,
the old man stayed, a monument

470. that at the grave still mutely stood.

Bearded, aged, reflections made,

he quietly to the grave then stepped,
and shovelled earth in with a spade

the while his wife still sobbed and wept.

475. Then, having left their son behind,
returned to village, last tears shed,

their grief deprived them of right mind.
«They’re reeling drunk! . . » the people said.
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XV

A [lapbs ,oMOM BOpOTUIACb —

480. MNpubpaTbCcs, AeTen HAKOPMUTD.
An-an! Kak nsba HacTtyaunacs!
ToponnTca neyvb 3aTONUTD,

AH rnaab — HU NoneHa gpoBuLlek!
3aaymanacb begHas MaTb:

485. MOKMHYTb el Xanb pebaTuiiek,
XoTenock 6bl X NpunackaTb,

[la BpeMeHUu HeTy Ha ackKu,

K cocenke ceena nx sBaoBa,

N TOoTUac Ha TOM Xe caBpacke
490. lNMoexana B nec, no gposa...
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XV

Dar‘ya had returned alone,

480. to change and feed the children there,
but ay! how cold the hut had grown.

She’d light the stove but found it bare.

No, not a stick of wood remains.

How wrong it is that she’ll condemn

485. her poor dear children to such pains.
She longs to stroke and comfort them,

but has no time for that. Instead

she takes them to a neighbour’s hut,
then to the sled the roan is led:

490. she has some forest wood to cut.
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YacTb BTopas: MOPO3, KPACHbIN HOC

XVI

491. Mopo3HO. PaBHUHbI 6eneloT Noa CHerom,
YepHeeTcsa nec snepeau,

CaBpacka nneTeTcs HU warom, Hu 6erom,

He BCTpeTulb AyWN HaA NYyTK.

495. Kak Tuxo! B gepeBHe pa3aaBLMnNCS ronoc
Kak 6yaTo y camMoro yxa ryaer,

O KOpeHb ApeBeCHbIN 3anHYBLUIMNCS NOM03
CTyuunT 1 BU3XUT, 1 3a cepaue ckpeber.

KpyroM — nornsgeTtb HETY MOYMu,

500. PaBHWHa B anMa3ax 6necTtuT...
Y [lapbu cnesamMm HamnoaHWUANCL 04N —
JOMKHO BbITb, NX CONMHLE CNENUT...
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Part two: RED-NOSED FROST

XVI

Hard frost: the fields are flooded white with snow,
and dark the forest looms ahead.

The roan won’t walk or trot, but goes on slow.

No soul is met, alive or dead.

495. How very quiet it is. Each village sound

seems at the inmost ear to start:

the runner, trundling over root-thick ground,

again brought bumps and squeals against the heart.

To look around is hard: the brilliance sears
500. surroundings with a diamond light.

It may be Dar’ya eyes are filled with tears:
no doubt the sun is over-bright.
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XVII

B nonsax 6b110 TUXO, HO TULLE

B necy n kak éyarto ceetnen.

505. Yem gane — pepesbs BCE Bbllle,
A TE€HU ANIUHHEN U ONTHHEN.

[depeBbsa, N CONHUE, U TEHWN,

N MepTBbIN, MOMUIbHbIN MOKOW...

Ho — 4y! 3ayHbIBHblE NEHHU,

510. nyxon, cokpywmnTesnbHbIN BOMN!

Ocununo [apblowKky rope,
N nec 6e3y4yacTHO BHUMa,
Kak CTOHbI IMNNCb Ha NpoCTope,
N ronoc peanca n gpoxan,

515. N conHue, kpyrno u 6e3ayuwHo,
Kak >kentoe oKO COBblI,

naneno ¢ Hebec paBHOAYLWHO

Ha TsaXkne Myku BAOBbI.

N MHOro nu cTpyH obopBanochb

520. Y 6eaHOMN KpeCTbSHCKOW AyLUMU,
HaBeKn COKpbITO OCTasioChb

B necHon HenwaMMOU rnywm.

Benwnkoe rope saosuubl

N MmaTepu Manbix cUpoT

525. lNMoacnywann BonbHbIE NTULbI,
Ho BblgaTb HE CMefnin B HapoAa...
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XVII

Quiet and quieter grew the field
and more distinct the forest too.
505. The taller rose far trees, revealed
by long, long shadows that they threw.

And through these shadows, trees and sun
a death-like peace spread far around,

but now a chiding has begun,

510. a mournful, dull and crushing sound.

It's Dar’'yushka, struck by grief.
Impartially the forest heard.
Such empiness brings no relief
to any heart-felt, troubled word.

515. Above, the yellow sun she’ll see,
unwinking, like an owl’s blank stare,
bear down the more indifferently:

the widow feels no kindness there.

Whatever griefs may break the soul

520. of peasants, woods will never speak.
Hidden, unsociable and whole

are silences the forests keep.

Deep sorrows widows have incurred

in mothering children left behind,

525. the wild birds too have overheard
but do not speak to humankind. . .
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He ncapb no aybposywke TpybuT,
[[oroyeT, copBurosioea,—
HannakaBwncb, KONeT n pyout
530. lpoBa monopas saosa.

CpybuBLun, Ha ApoBHKU bpocaeT —
HanonHuTb 6bl UX NOCKopen,

N Bpaa nn caMa 3amevaer,

YTo cnesbl BCE NbIOT U3 OYen:

535. NHasa ¢ pecHuuUbl coOpBeTCS
N Ha cHer c pa3Mmaxy nagert —
[lo camon 3emnu pobepeTcs,
[Ny6OKYy0 AMKY MPOXXKET;

Apyryto Ha gepeBo KUHET,

540. Ha nnawky,— " CMOTpULLUb, OHa
XXeMuy>XMHOM KPYNHOW 3aCTbIHET —
bena, n Kpyrna, n naoTHa.

A Ta Ha rnasy nobnucraer,

Ctpenon no weke nobexwur,

545. U CONHbIWKO B HEN NOUrpaer...
Ynpasutbca [apbsa cnewwur,

3Han, pybuT,— He YyBCTBYET CTYXM,
He cAbIlWKUT, 4TO HOMM 3HOOMUT,

N, nonHasa MbICNbO O MYyXe,

550. 3oBeT ero, ¢ HUM roBopwuT...
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No huntsman through the forest stops
to blow his horn and shout halloo,

and, stifling tears, the woman chops
530. and splits the wood as widows do.

The task completed, she then throws
the cuts on sled to pile it high.

It's quite unlikely that she knows
how tears are running from each eye.

535. Some, brimming from the eyelash, fall
and then a small, deep hole is found

right through the snow and piercing all
until it comes to solid ground.

Some tears upon the firewood fall,

540. you see them frozen where they fell.
And each is petrified, not small,

but round and pearl-like, white as well.

Each in the eye will gleam a minute

or down the cheeks will run anew;

545. the sunlight there will play with it,
but Dar’ya’s still got much to do.

She goes on cutting wood although

the feet — she doesn’t feel them - freeze.
And to her husband thoughts now go:
550. she talks and calls, and almost sees.
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«[onybumnk! kpacasunuy Hawy
BecHon B xopoBoze onsiTb
[MoaxBaTAaAT NnoapyXeHbkn Mawy
N cTaHyT Ha pydykax kKadaTb!

555. CTaHyT KauaTb,
KBepxy 6pocaTb,
MakoBKOW 3BaTb,

Mak oTpaxaTtb!l

Bca packpacHeeTcqa Hawa
560. MakoBbIM LBETMKOM Mawa
C CMHMMM rnaskamu, ¢ pycom Kocon!

Hoxkamn 6UTb 1 cMesATbCSA
byaeT... a MbI-TO ¢ TO60M,

Mbl Ha Hee nboBaTbCA

565. byaeMm, xenaHHbI Tbl MON!..
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« Our dearest beauty: may the spring
now make you dance and dance again,
Masha’s friends to make a ring:

and tossing her, strong arms of men.

555. Go ahead,
fling her high:
that poppy head,
watch it fly.

So is Masha, blushing red,
560. so the little poppy head,
her braids are yellow, eyes are blue.

Laughing, she will tap her feet,

and with those steps we're dancing too.
How admirable she is, and sweet,

565. how happily we welcome you. »

60



XX

YMep, He A0XWUN Tbl BEKY,
YMep 1 B 3eM1t0 3apbIT!
J1to60 BEeCcHOM 4enoBeky,
COMHBbIWKO APKO ropuT.

570. CoONHbIWKO BCE 0XUBWUINO,
BOXXbW OTKPLIINCb Kpachl,
[Mone coxu 3anpocuno,
TpaByLWKN NPOCAT KOCbl,

PaHo 5, ropbkas, BCTana,

575. loma He ena, c cobon He 6bpana,
o HOYM MawH naxana,

Houblo 9 KOCy Knenana,

YTpOM KOCUTb 4 nowa...

Kpenye Bbl, HOXEHbKKU, cTOnUTE!
580. benbie pykun, He HouTe!
Hano oaHown nocrnesaTh!

B none oagHOM-TO HaACaAHoO,
B none ogHoM HenoBaAHoO,
CTtaHy 4 Munoro 3eaTb!

585. JlagHO 1 nawHO BCnaxana?
Bbian, poanMbin, B3rnaHu!

Cyxo nu ceHo ybpana?

[MpaMo nun cTorm cmeTtana?..

A Ha rpabnax otabixana

590. Bce ceHOKOCHble aHU!

Hekomy 6abbto paboTy nonpasutb!
Hekomy 6aby Ha pa3yM HacTaBUTb.
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You died before your proper span,
are dead in earth and out of sight!
Pleasant is the spring for man,

and when the sun is beaming bright.

570. And in that sunlight all revives,
God’s beauty to the world’s revealed:
the grassy field invites the scythes
the plough’s awaited by the field.

Downcast that morning, out I went,
575. but food I didn't take or taste.
I ploughed until the sun’s descent.

At night to mend the scythe I bent,
to mow that morning went in haste.

Your sturdy legs will take the strain,
580. and do not let soft hands complain,
however solitary your task!

It's wretched to be left alone
about the field and on your own:
It is my dear one that I ask:

585. Does my ploughing earn your praise?
Come, my darling, come and look.

Is hay got in, and do we raise

the haycock so it’s true and stays?
Throughout those long, hay-making days,
590. but on the rake the rest I took.

No one to help a woman, nor direct
her mind until the work is quite correct.
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CTana CKOTMHYLWKa B nec ybmpartbcs,
CTtana poxb-MaTyllKa B KOOC MeTaTbCH,

595. bor HaMm nocnan ypoxawn!
HblH4Ye conoMa no rpyab YenoBeky,
Bor HaM nocnan ypoxawn!

[a He npoanun Tebe BeKky,—

Xoyelb He xo4yelb, oAHa nocrneBan!..

600. OBOA XYXOKUT N KyCaerT,
CMepTHas xaxxaa TOMUT,
ConHbIWKO Ccepn HarpesaerT,
CO/THbIWKO 04N CNenwuT,

XKokeT OHO ronosy, njneyu,

605. HOoXXeHbKMN, pyYeHbKU XXKET,
N30 p>Xu1, CIOBHO U3 MNeuyu,

Toxxe TennoM obaaert,

CnuHywKa HOEeT C HaTyru,
Pyku n HOrm 6onsar,

610. KpacHble, xentble Kpyru
[Mepen o4aMu CTOAT...

XHn-goxunHam nockopee,
Buanwb — 3epHO nNoTekno...
BmecTe 6bl aeno cnopee,

615. BMecTe noBagHen 6bl Wno...
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In the woods the yearlings start to graze,
and mother rye’s about her swelling ways

595. And God has sent a goodly crop:
the chest-high stalks are standing strong.
And God has sent a goodly crop! —
though not for you a life that’s long,

but still I work and cannot stop.

600. The gadfly buzzes round and bites;
a thirst accosts us in the heat.

On sickle here the sun alights

and blinds the eyes: a fiery sheet

to scorch the head and shoulders too.

605. A fierce hot glare comes off the rye,
to legs and hands comes sizzling through:
we feel the furnace in that scorching sigh.

It's more on back the burden lies,
but arms and legs, they also burn.
610. Bewildering, about the eyes,
the red and yellow circles turn.

But still the task is better done —

though see, the grain now thickly flows —
and quicker too with more than one:

615. how much more pleasantly it goes.
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XXII

CoH Mo 6bIn B pyKy, poaHas!
CoH nepepg cnacoBbiM AHEM.

B none 3acHyna ogHa 4
[Mocne nonyaHsa, C cepnom;

620. By — MeH4d ocTtynaeTt
Cuna — HecMeTHasa paTb,—
[[PO3HO pyKaMuy Maxaer,
[[PO3HO O4YaMK CBepKaeT.

AyMana s ybexaTb,

625. [la He nocnywanucb HOru.
Crana npocuTb 8 NnoMoru,
Crana 9 rpoMKO Kpu4aTb.

Cnblwy, 3eMna 3agpoxxana —
NMepBas mMaTb npubexana,

630. TpaByLWwKWN pBYTCS, WHYMAT —
[JeTkn K poanMon cneLuar.

LLInbko 6e3 BeTpy He MaweT
MenbHMLUA B NOJie KPbISIOM:
BpaTteu naert na npunsxer,
635. CBeKkop naeTeTcs LWAaXKOoM.
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Dear me, my dream has come to pass.
That afternoon, before Christ’s day,

as I slept singly in the grass,

the sickle with me, out we lay.

620. And there it was, surrounding me:
a mighty host rose all around.

It waved its arms to menace me,

it glared at me alarmingly.

I tried to run away but found

625. my legs were not obeying me.

I begged for help, and urgently,

but heard my calls more wildly sound.

I sensed the ground that quakes and shouts,

first mother running hereabouts,

630. a rye that’s rustling, breaks undone

as children to their mother run.

And through the airless meadows sweep
no windmill arms in steady beat.

My brother comes, but falls asleep,
the father-in-law has dawdling feet.
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Bce npubpenu, npubexann,
ToNbKO Apy>XKa OAHOro
Oy MOM He Bunaanmu...
Ctana 9 KnuMKaTb ero:

640. «Buanwb, MeHs ocTynaeT
Cuna — HecMeTHas paTb,—
[[PO3HO pyKaMy MaxaerT,
[[pO3HO O4YaMu cBepKaerT:

YTo He uaewb Bbipy4yaTb?..»

645. TyT 9 Kpyrom ornsgenacb —
focnogn! YTto Kyada aenocb?

Y10 3TO 6bLINIO CO MHOWN?
PaTu TyT HET HUKaKon!

DTO He nan nnxue,

650. He 6bycypmaHckas paTb,
DTO KOJIOCbS p>XaHble,
CnenbiM 3epHOM HanuTble,
BbIln co MHOM BoeBaThb!
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They came up fast, they came up slow,
and but one friend I had in all:

then to my eyes he doesn’t show,
though loudly I began to call.

640. « Look, you see surrounding me
a host of powers, and I'm afraid.

They beckon me alarmingly.

Their eyes and threatening arms I see:
why aren't you coming to my aid?..»

645. Wildly then I looked around,
and what was it, dear Lord, I found?

What had these troubled wits to bear
but nothing? There was no one there!

These were no bands of wicked men,
650, no Muslim army lay in sight,
but only tops of rye again,

the plump ripe seed which I had then
supposed was spoiling for a fight.
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MawyT, WyMaT; HaAcTynatoT,

655. Pyku, nnuo wekoTAT,

Camu conoMmy nog cepn HarmbarwT —
bonblie cToaTb He XoT4aT!

>KaTb npunHAnacb 9 NpoBOPHO,
>KHY, a Ha wer Mo

660. CbInnoTCa KPYrHble 3epHa —
CnoBHO noAg rpaaom CTomo!

BbiTeueT, BbITEUET 3a HOUYb
Bca Halwa MaTyLwKa-poXb...
ae xe Tbl, MNpokn CeBacTbAHbIY?
665. YTo nocobnaTb He naewn?..

CoH mMon 6bIn B pyKy, poaHas!
XaTb Tenepb 6yay oaHa 1.

CtaHy 6e3 Mmnnioro »atb,
CHOMKMKKM Kpenko BsA3aTh,
670. B cHonuku cnesbl pOHATH!

Cnesbl MOU He XEeMYYXHbI,
Cnesbl roprowKn-saoBbl,
Y10 e Bbl roCnoAy HYXHbl,
Yem emy poporu Bbl?..
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They waved and rustled as as I sought

655. to cut, they stroked my face and hand.
But with the sickle no more fought,

no longer had the urge to stand.

At once I start the harvesting,

I reap, and on my neck a sea

660. of large ripe grains, in pouring, sting
as hailstones do, continually.

So runs the work till night is here,

but, mother rye, I'm solitary.

Prokel Sevastianych, my dear,

665. why aren’t you here and helping me?

And so it's come, the dream I've known:
that I shall have to reap alone.

Without my dear one I shall reap
and bind the sheaves, and every heap
670. of rye must know the tears I weep.

Not pearls, these falling tears, but more
the bitter grief a widow knows.

What is it God needs you for,

what purposes, do you suppose?
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675. lonrn Bbl, 3MMHNE HOYEHbLKMU,
Cky4HOo 6€3 Munoro cnatb,

JInwb 6bl HE NNaKanu O4YeHbKM,
CTtaHy Nos0THa 9 TKaTb.

MHOro HaTKy S NONIOTEH,

680. TOHKMX AO6POTHbLIX HOBWH,
BbipacTeT Kpenok un niaoTeH,
BblipacTeT facKoBbIN CbiH.

byneTt no HaweMy MecTty

OH XOTb KyZa XXEeHUXOM,

685. BbicBaTaTb NMapH0 HEBECTY
CBaToB HaAeXHbIX NOLWEM...

Kyaopu cama pacyecana g puwe,

KpoBb C MOJIOKOM Hall CbIHOK-NepBeHeL,
KpoBb C MOJIOKOM M HeBecTa... Naun xe!
690. bnarocnosu MosioAabIX Nog BeHeu!..

DTOro AHSA Mbl, Kak npasaHuka, xaanu,
[MOMHMLWb, KaK Hayan puwyxa XxoauTb,
Llenyo HOUYeHbKY Mbl TOJIKOBasu,

Kak ero 6yaeM XeHuTb,

695. Ctanu Ha cBaabby KOMUTb MOHEMHOTY...
BoT — poxxaanucb, cnasa 6ory!

Yy, 6yb6eHubl roBopaT!

[Moe3n BepHyNCs Hasag,

Bbian HaBCTpeyy NpoOBOPHO —

700. NaBa-HeBecCTa, COKOINK-XKEeHUX!—
CbINb Ha HUX X1ebHble 3epHa,

XMeneM ocCbinb Monoabix!..
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675. Long the winter nights I'll keep,
and lonely ones, where I must grieve:
were not my eyes to so much weep

it is a linen I would weave.

A good, new linen, firm and long,

680. where threads are straight and supple spun,
so he will grow up fine and strong,

and be in time the loving son.

For he will make as good a groom
as any lass could here expect.
685. Surely one of ours to whom
the svat will gladly show respect.

I have combed out curls of Grisha’s hair,

he’s blood and milk to us, our first-born son,
and blood and milk the bride, who’s also fair:
690. God bless the aisle procession now begun!

How much we planned the match, awaiting it,
and from the moment Grisha got to walk;
Then for that wedding saving, bit by bit:

just how we’d marry him, whole nights of talk.

695. So what we waited for, the wedding day
is here, the joyful bells to show the way.

The long procession’s turned around,

let’s go and join that happy sound.

The bride’s a pea-fowl passing by,

700. the groom as falcon is, a bird of prey.
Scatter on them grains of rye,

as youths in hope of fortune say.
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Crapo y necy y TemHoro 6poauT,

JIbIKN B necy nacTywoOHKe aeper,

705. N3 necy cepbin BOAYULLE BbIXOAUT.
Yb0 OH OBLY YHeceT?

YepHasa Tyua, rycras-rycras,
NMpaMO Haj Hallen aepeBHEN BUCUT,
[MpbICHET N3 TyuUn CTpesia rpomMoBas,
710. B 4yen oHa AOM CHOpPOBUT?

Bectn Hepgobpble XoaaT B Hapoae,
MapHaM Heaonro rynsaTb Ha cBoboje,
Ckopo — pekpyTckuin Habop!

Halw-To MoNnoa4YnK B ceEMbe OAMHOYKA,

715. Bcex y Hac getok — puwyxa ga Aodka.
[a rosioBa y Hac Bop —

CkaxeT: Mupckomn npurosop!

CrnmbHeT HM 3@ YTO HX NPO YTO AEeTUHA.
BcTaHb, 3aCTynncb 3a poagMMoro CbiHa!

720. HeT! He 3acTynuwbcA Tol!..
Benbie pyku TBOM ONyCTUINCD,
SICHble 04X HaBEKW 3aKpPblIUCh...
[OpbKMe Mbl CMPOTHI!..
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The herd now wanders through the deep, dark wood,
the shepherd searches, has bast shoes to make:
705. the forest wolf is out for livelihood,

but whose the lamb that it will it take?

And then a deep black fear, thick brooding like
a heavy cloud above the village, came.

And from those clouds a thunder bolt will strike,
710. but at whose cottage it will aim?

For soon the news is noised abroad, and all
our young ones to recruitment fall,
at which they are no longer free.

For we of son and daughter have but one,
715. so spare this Grisha here, our only son.
But no, the village head will be

a thief in this, his joint decree.

He'll die for no one, and for nothing won.
Stand up, stand up, good fellow, for your son!

720. But no, there is no remedy,
and feeble hands do nothing that they should,
to us his bright blue eyes are closed for good:
and more as orphans left are we.
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S nb He Monuna uapuyy HebecHyto?
725. 4 nn neHunBa 6bina??

Houblo 04Ha NO MKOHY YYyAECHYHO

A He cpobena — nowna.

BeTep wyMnT, HameTaeT cyrpobsl.

Mecsiua HET — XOTb bbl nyu!

730. Ha Hebo rnaHewb — Kakue-To rpobsl,
Llenn aa rmpu BbIXoAsT U3 Tyu...

S N 0 HEM He CTapanacb?
A nn xanena 4yero?

S emy MmoneBuTb 60s1ach,
735. Kak a nwobuna ero!

3Be3404KkM 6yayT y HOum,
byaet nn HaM-TO cBeTnen?..
3aqu CNpbIrHYya M3-1noa HO4MN,
3anHbKa, CTon! HEe NoCcMen

740. lNepebexaTtb MHe aopory!
B nec ykaTtun, cnasa 6ory...
K nosiHoun cTano crpawHen,—

Cnblwy, He4yncTasa cuna
3anoTowwuna, 3aBblna,
745. 3aronocuna B necy.

YTO MHe A0 CU/1bl HEYNUCTON?
Yyp meHsa! [leBe npeuyncron
A npuHoweHbe Hecy!

CnbllWy 9 KOHCKOE pXaHbe,

750. Cnblwy BO/IKOB 3aBbliBaHbe,
CnbiWwy NOroHK 3a MHON,—

/75



XXV

To the Queen of Heaven haven't I prayed?
725. Was I lazy when I went

all night with icon, unafraid?

No, not once did I relent.

The wind was fiercely howling, snow lay deep,

and of the moon no gleam remains.

730. The sky above was coffined thick in sleep,

and clouds themselves were hung with heavy chains.

Didn't I try, and try full well?

Was there any effort spared?

And all I was afraid to tell

735. that man of mine was how I cared.

If little stars come out at night,
do we the more securely fare?

A hare then bounded into sight.
Go back, I cried, and do not dare

740. to cross my path. Dear God, it went,
and was from woods but briefly sent.

From midnight on, more hard to bear.

I heard the spirits all around

begin their rustling, shrieking sound,

745. and then wild howling through the wood.

What should I care if evil lours
when I must fetch the Virgin’s powers?
Respect my mission as you should!

I hear the horses, how they neigh,

750. I hear what howling wolves would say,
I hear them bounding after me.
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3Bepb Ha MeHs He kuaancs!
JInx yenoBeK He Kacauncs,
[lopor Haw rpow Tpyaosoun!

755. JleTo oH xwnn paboTatoun,
3UMy He BUAEN AeTewn,

Houn 0 HEM NoMbILWASIOYN,

A He cMblkana o4en.

Enet oH, 396HeT... a 9-TO, Nne4vanbHas,
760. 13 BOJTOKHUCTOrO NbHY,

CnoBHO gopora ero JvyxeganbHag,
JONryo — HUTKY TAHY.

BepeTeHO MOe npbiraeT, BEpPTUTCH,

B non ypapgaercs.

765. MNMpoknywka new uaeTt, B pbITBUHE KPECTUTCH,
K BO3y Ha ropo4yke caMm npunpsaraeTcs.

JleTo 3a neToMm, 3nMa 3a 3MMOWN,
DTaK-TO Mbl pa3gobbINCb KasHOM!

Munoctue 6yan K KpecTbsiHUHY 6eaHOMY,
770. Tocnogn! BCcé oTaoaewm,

YTOo No Konemnke, NO rpowINKy MegHOMY
Mbl cKONOTUAN TpyAaoMm!..
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Keep the ravening beast away,
keep the robber’s hand at bay,
let our hard-earned money be.

755. A summer lived laboriously,
by winter’s work he’s kept away.
All night I think continually,

no wink of sleep till break of day.

Abroad he rides the cold and lonely road
760 while I am working with the flax.

I pull the easy thread, and he the load:
how endlessly go on the tracks.

The spindle turns and rattles on the floor.

He leaves the road,

765. Prolushka, with God’s blessing all the more,
on foot, uphill, he pulls his heavy load.

Through winter after winter, summer’s heat,
By this we earn enough to eat.

So grant, good Lord, your mercy to the poor.
770. Each grosh or kopek we have earned

was got by labouring, labouring, more and more,
till what was gained to you returned!
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Bca Tbl, TpONMHa necHasa!
KoHunnca nec.

/775. K yTpy 3Be34a 30/10Tad
C 60xxbux Hebec

Bapyr copsanacb — u ynana,
AyHyn rocnoab Ha Hee,
[porHyno cepaue mMoe:

780. [dymana 4, BCnOMMWHana —

YTo 6b1110 B MbICNIAX TOrAQ,
Kak nokaTunacb 3B8e34a?

BcnoMHMna! HoOXeHbKU cTanu,
Cuntocb natn, a Henay!

785. lymana s, 4to eaBa nu
Mpokna B XXWBbIX 1 HANAY...

HeT! He nonycTuT yapuua HebecHas!
JacT ncueneHbe MKoOHa 4vyaecHad!

A oceHuNnacb KpecTtoM

790. N nobexana 6erom...

Cuna-To B HeM 6oraTblpcKkas,
Munoctue 60r, He yMpeT...
BoT n cteHa MoHacTbipckas!
TeHb y>X MOSl r0N10BOM AOCTaeT
795. 10 MOHaCTbIpCKMX BOPOT.

A NOKAOHMNACHA 3€MHbIM MOKJ/IOHOM,
CTtana Ha HOXEeHbKWU, rnaab —
BOpoH cnManT Ha KpecTe 30/I04EHOM,
[porHyno cepaue onathb!
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On, on I went and far,

to pass the forest by.

775. To see the morning’s one gold star
abroad in God’s own sky.

And suddenly that star then fell.

God blew and so revived its glow.

My heart was still there trembling, though.
780. I thought, remembering all too well—

But tell me what was in my mind
when that bright star it could not find?

Remembering, my legs then stopped,

will not obey, for all I strive.

785. Indeed it seemed my thoughts would opt
for finding Prokel scarce alive.

That, the Queen of Heaven will not allow:
for sure her icon’s healing even now.

I crossed myself, and then began

790. to run and run: how far I ran.

My man is stronger made than that,
and God has mercy: he’ll not die.

It's now the nunnery I'm at.

The pressing shadow of my head will lie
795. within the convent gate hard by.

I bow in grateful reverence to the ground,
but, stood upon my feet, I start.

A gilded cross that is by raven crowned,

at which a tremour seems to reach the heart.
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800. [lonro MeHda npoaepxanun —
CXMMHMUY cecTpbl B TOT AeHb norpebanu.

YTpeHda wna,

Tnxo No uepKBU Xo0ANUNIN MOHALUWUHBI,

B yepHble psiCbl HApSXeHbI,

805. Tonbko nokomHuua B 6enom bbina:

Cnut — Monoaas, CoKomnHas,
3HaeT, 4To byaeT B pato.
Mouenosana n s1, HeAOCTOWHas,
benyo pyuky TBOIO!

810. B nnunko gonro rnagena a:

Bcex Tbl MONOXe, HapsaaHeEN, MUNen,
Tbl ME@X CcecTep C/TIOBHO ropsinHka 6enas
MpoMexay cu3blX, NPOCTbIX ronyben.

B pyukax 4yepHeloTCs YeTKH,
815. TlncaHbI BEHUYMK Ha nby.
YepHbIn NOKPOB Ha rpoby —
DTaK-TO aHresibl KPOTKU!

MonBu, KacaTka Mo4,

bory cBATbIMW yCTaMu,

820. YT06 He ocTanacs s
[OpbKOM BAOBOM C cMpoTamu!

P06 Ha pyKax A0 MOruJbl CHECH,
C neHbeM 1 nnadeMm ee norpebnu.
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800. I had to wait, a long delay:
there was a sister nun interred that day.

By Matins led,

in silence through the church in long, massed rows
the nuns process: in black each goes,

805. except one draped in white, the sister dead.

She seemed but sleeping, life there won
from Paradise, the world not missed,
that I was moved, and this unworthy one
the nun’s pale hand then gently kissed.

810. And stared. To me that face had youth:
how brightly hued and still and neat it lay.

She seemed the pure white turtledove in truth,
the others pigeons, bluish-grey.

It seemed her rosary would speak
815. or written halo round her head:
with that black robe on coffin spread
she was as angels are, and meek.

Let your speech be rapt and brief,

but made to God with reverence.

820. How hard would be a widow's grief
if left with orphaned children thence.

By many hands to grave was coffin carried,
and she with songs and weeping so was buried.
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XXVIII

[JBUHYNacb C MMPOM MKOHAa CBATas,
825. CecTpbl 3anenun, ee NpoBoOxXas,
Bce npmnnoXunmcsa K Hen.

MHoro Bnagblumue 66110 NoyeTy:
Ctapbih u manbin 6pocanun paborty,
N3 nepeBeHb WM 3a HeW.

830. K Hen BblHOCUMAIN 60MbHbLIX U YOOrmx...

3Hato, Bnaablumual 3Hat: y MHOMrmMx

Tbl ocywunna cneasy...
Tonbko Tbl MUJTIOCTU K HAM He aBunal

focnoaun! ckonbko s ApoB Hapybunal
835. He yBe3ewb Ha BO3Y...»
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XXVIII

Borne on in peace the holy icon went,
825. escorting sisters singing their assent:
each would kiss it and would pray.

And this to honour her, the Virgin asks
of all. The young and old had left their tasks
and come from hamlets far away.

830. Then brought to icon were the sick and poor,
though, Holy Virgin, I know many more:

those whose grieving tears were slowed
and stayed: at us alone your mercy stopped.

Dear Lord! How many logs and logs I chopped?
835. And more than make a single load.
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XXIX

OKOHuYMB NpUBbLIYHOE Aeno,
Ha aopoBHW noknana ApoBa,
3a BOXXXM B3sJlaCb N XoTena
[MycTuTbCA B AOpOry BAOBA.

840. [la BHOBb Nopa3aymanach, CTos,
Tonop MawunHanbHO B34Na

N Tnxo, npepbIBUCTO BOA,

K BbICOKOW COCHe nogoLwina.

EnBa ee HOorv aepxxanu,

845. [lywa ncrommnacb TOCKOW,
HacTtano 3atuwbe nedyanun —
HeBONIbHbIM N CTPALLUHbIA MOKOM!

CTonT nop COCHOW 4YyTb XuBasd,
be3 aymbl, 6e3 cToHa, 6e3 cnes.
850. B necy TnwunHa rpobosas —
[eHb cBeTen, KpenyaeT MOpOos3.
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So with her usual task now done,
the widow loads the sled with wood;
she took the reins and had begun
her start upon the way she should,

840. when, still reflecting, thought again,
and stopped, though hardly knowing why.
She took the axe and still in pain
approached a lofty pine nearby.

The legs could hardly hold her weight.

845. When would the soul’s hard sorrows cease?
There came a lull to that grieved state,

a terrible, unwanted peace.

Beneath, not knowing how or whom,
she gave no moan, her cheeks not wet.
850. The woods were silent as the tomb,
the day still bright, frost sharper yet.
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XXX

He BeTep 6ywyeT Haa 60pom,
He c rop nob6exanun py4yby,
Mopo3-BoeBOAa A030pPOM

855. O6xoanT BnageHbs CBOWU.

NaanuT — XOpOoLo N MeTenu
JlecHble Tponbl 3aHecCnu,

N HeT Nu rae TpewwuHbl, wenwu,
N HeT nu rae ronomn 3emMnun?

860. MNMywncTol NN CoOCeH BEPLIUHLI,
Kpacus nu y3op Ha aybax?

N Kpenko Nu CKOBaHbl NbANHbI

B BennMKMx n Mmanbix Boaax?

NoeT — no aepeBbsaM LIAraerT,
865. TpewmnT no 3amMep3non sBoae,
N apkoe conHue urpaet

B kocmatoun ero 6opoge.

[opora Be3ae 4yapoaeto,

Yy! 6numxe nogxoanT, ceaomn.
870. N Baopyr ouyTuiacsa Hapg Hel,
Hag camon ee ronoson!

3abpasBLlnCb Ha COCHY 60nbLUYIO,
Mo BeToYKkaM nanuuen boet

N cam npo cebsa yaanyto,

875. XBacTnMBYIO NecHIo NoeT:
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No winds to howl through forest ways,

no rivers sweep through mountain chains:
our General Frost patrols: his gaze

855. traverses wintry, vast domains.

He checks that blizzards have concealed
all trace of earlier forest trails,

that every crack and chink is sealed,

a thickly-covered earth prevails.

860. Are tops of pine trees fluffed up right,
do oak tree have their handsome bole?

Is vagrant water frozen tight,

in various ice floes locked up whole?

He strides across the tree-tops, makes
865. the frozen waters crackle, lays
the sunlight’s brilliance on the lakes
that sets his shaggy beard ablaze.

The sorcerer is everywhere,

the white-haired one. On silent tread
870. he closes on her. Now, beware!
He’s suddenly above her head.

On that great pine the sorcerer sits,
that heavy mace of his he swings.

He smashes branches into bits,

875. and what a boastful song he sings.
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«Brnaaunce, monoguua, cMmenee,
KakoB BoeBoaa Mopos!

Haepsg Tebe napHs cunibHee

N kpawe BuaaTb NpMBENOCh?

880. MeTenn, cHera n TyMaHbl
[TokOpHbI MOPO3Y BCeraa,
Monay Ha MOPA-OKUSAHbI —
[MocTpoto ABOpLbl N30 NbAa.

3aaymaro — peku b6onblume
885. Hagonro ynpsayy nop rHer,
[TocTpoto MOCThI fiegdHble,
Kaknx He NOCTpOUT HapOA.

Fae 6bicTpbie, WYMHbIE BOAbI
HenaBHO cBO6OAHO TEKU —

890. CerogHsa npownun newexonbl,
O603bl C TOBApPOM MPOLLSIN.

Jltobnto 9 B rnybokux Mornnax
[MTOKOMHWKOB B UHEW pSaUTb,

N KpoBb BbIMOpaXuBaTb B XWnax,
895. N mMo3r B ronose fie4eHNTb.
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« Be bold, young woman, come and see
what sort of Governor is your Frost.
Could such a handsome fellow be,

or strong, on any path you’ve crossed?

880. Blizzards with their mist and snow
are in my unremitting vice,

I build where restless oceans flow

my glistening palaces of ice.

By me are roaring rivers stilled
885. to depths of ice, and I can span
vast distances in bridges, build
more splendidly than any man.

Where swift and noisy waters were
quite recently, and freely flowed,
890 today pedestrians barely stir
or push on carts their heavy load.

I love to pierce the last remains,

and sprinkle hoar frost on the dead,
to freeze the blood within the veins,
895. and fill the brain with ice instead.

90



Ha rope Heagobpomy BoOpy,
Ha cTpax cegoKy M KOHHO,
JIto6110 91 B BEYEPHIO Nnopy
3aTedATb B 1IeCy TPECKOTHIO.

900. babeHkun, NeHasa Ha newux,
[loMmon yanparT cKopen.

A NbSHbIX, N KOHHbIX, N Mewnx
AypauunTb elle Becenen.

Be3 Meny BClo Bblbeno poxy,
905. A HOC 3anbllaeT OrHem,

N 6opoay Tak NpUMOPOXY

K BoX>XaM — XO0Tb pybu Tonopom!

boraT 4, Ka3Hbl HE cuyUTalo,
A BCce He ckyaeeT aobpo;
910. A uapctBo Moe ybupato
B anMas3sbl, xemuyr, cepebpo.

Bonan B Moe L@apCTBO CO MHOIO
N 6yab Tbl Lapuueo B HeM!
[MouapcTByeM C/iaBHO 3UMOIO,
915. A neTtoM rnyboKoO yCHeM.

Bonaun! npuronybnto, corpeto,
[Bopey oTBeny ronybon...»

N ctan BoeBona Hazg Hero
MaxaTb neasstHon 6ynason.
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I'm on the hunt for any thief,

strike fear in man and horseman found.

I love in every tree and leaf

to make my threatening, creaking sound.

900. Then women talk of wood-sprites there:
straight home, unnerved, and fast they run.
And drunks on foot or horseback bear

my yet more riotous zest for fun.

I turn their unchalked faces white

905. and then I make their noses burn,
their beards to reins so frozen tight

to severing axe they have to turn.

I'm far too rich to count each chest,

my wealth will always grow unchecked;
910. with silver is my kingdom dressed,
with diamonds and with pearls is decked.

Come, assume that kingdom, be

my queen within its splendid sweep.
Embrace these wintry realms with me
915. and in the summer fall asleep.

Come, you'll be caressed and warm,
my palace is an azure place. »

The General, on her chilling form,
began to swing his icy mace.
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XXXII

920. «Tenno nn tebe, monoanLa?» —
C BbICOKOMN COCHbI €/ KPUYUT.

— Tenno!— oTBevaeT BAOBULA,

Cama xonopeet, APOXMUT.

MOpO3KO CNYCTU/ICA MOHUXE,

925. Ongatb nomMaxan 6ynasow

N wen4yeT en nackoBen, TULle:
«Tenno nu?..» — Tenno, 3o0n0Tou!

Tenno — a camMa Ko4yeHeerT.
MOpPO3KO KOCHYI/ICH ee:

930.B nuuo en AbIxaHMEM BeeT
N vrnbel Konwumne ceert

C cepon 6opoabl Ha Hee.

N BOT nepen Hen onycTtuncs!

«Tenno nu?» — NpoMonBuI ONNATb,
935. U B Mpoknywky Bapyr obpaTtuncs,
N ctan oH ee uenosaTs.

B ycTa ee, B 04 1 B nieun

Cepnon yapoaen uenosarn

N Te xe en cnaakme peun,

940. Yto MunbIn 0 cBaabbe, wWenTtan.

N Tak-To nun ntobo en 6b110
BHMMaTb ero cnagkum pedam,
Yto [lapbloliKa o4u 3aKpbina,
Tonop ypoHuna K Horam,

945. Ynbibka y ropbkon BAOBULbI
NrpaeT Ha 6negHbix rybax,
MywuncTbl n 6enbl pecHulbl,
Mopo3Hble nrnbl B 6poBAX...
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920. « So are you warm, young lady» come
the General’s questions from the tree.

The widow shivers and grows numb,

but answers, warm as warm can be.

Frost drops a little, venturing near.

925. He waves his mace, and whispering,
says, «Are you truly warm, my dear? »
I'm warm, kind sir, in everything.

Warm she is, but slowly grows
the stiffness as he touches her.
930. Now on her face his cold breath blows
its pricky needles, thickly sows
his freezing beard of winter fur.

Frost now drops down and closer peers,
but still he makes the same appeals.
935. To her it's Prokel that appears,
and his fond kisses that she feels.

The white-haired wizard kisses her,
on lips, on eyes, on shoulder: they
assume the words that used to stir
940. her once, upon her wedding day.

So happy then was Dar'ya made,

how sweet the declarations sound,

that Dar’ya’s eyes to sleep have strayed,
and axe dropped quietly to the ground.

945. And on sad lips has grown a smile,
though these to pale and paler grown;
on brow and eyelash all the while
frost’s needles now are tightly sown.
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B cBepkawowmm nHen ogeta,
950. CtouT, xonoaeeT OHa,

N cHUTCA el xapkoe fneto —
He BCA elle poXXb CBE3EeHa,

Ho cxaTa,— nonerye uMm crasno!
Bo3unn cHoMbl MY>XWUKMK,

955. A lapbs kapTodenb Konana
C cocenHuX NOJIOC y pekwu.

CBeKpOBb ee TYyT Xe, CTapyLka,
Tpyannacb; Ha NMOJIHOM MellKe
KpacuBasa Mawa-pe3ByLwKa

960. Cngena c MOpPKOBKOM B pyKe.

Tenera, ckpung, noabes3XaeT,—
CaBpacka rnaauT Ha ceBoux,

N MpoknylwkKa KpynHoO LaraeTt
3a BO30OM CHOMOB 30/10TbIX.

965. — bor nomoub! A rae xe Npuwyxa?—
OTeu MMMOX0OA0M CKa3sars.

«B ropoxax»,— ckasana cTapyxa.

— puwyxal!— oTey 3akpuyan,

Ha Hebo B3rnaHyn:— Yan, He paHo?
970. NcnuTb 6bl...— X03aMKa BCTaeT
N Mpokny n3 6enoro xb6aHa
HannTbCa KBacKy nopaert.
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With glittering frost is Dar’ya dressed,

950. but still she stands there, yet more cold.
She dreams of summers past that blessed
with gathered rye the sheaves of old.

The rye’s been cut and now it will
be easier carried in or tied.

955. Dar'ya finds potatoes still

in plots along the river’s side.

Her old, bent mother-in-law has come,
and with a bag has all things planned.
And Masha, always frolicsome,

960. is sat with carrot in his hand.

The creaking cart is there, beside
a horse that’s easy at the rein.
Prokel in his giant stride

is treading after heaps of grain.

965. God help us, where’s our Grisha got
to now? he asks. « His usual game:
amongst the peas, as like as not, »
his wife replies. They call his name.

He notes the sun now in the sky,
970. It's not too early yet, I think.
My wife can bring the white jug by
and give her man kvass to drink.
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pywyxa Mex TeM 0TO3BasiCA:
[[OpOXOM OMyTaH KpPyrom,

975. MNpoBOpHbLIM Manb4yyra Kasancs
berywmm 3eneHbIM KyCTOM.

— bexwut!.. yl.. 6eXunT, NOCTpeneHoK,
[[OpuUT Nnop HoramMu Tpasal—

pywyXxa YepeH, KakK rasldoHoK,

980. bena nuwb oaHa rososa.

Kpuua, nogberaet Bnpucanky
(Ha wee ropox XoMyToM).
MonoTtyeBan 6ayLwkKy, MaTKy,
CecCcTpeHKy — BepTUTCH BbOHOM!

985. OT mMaTepu mMonoaLy facka,
OTeu ManbyyraHa LWMNHyn;

Mex TeM He ApeMasl U caBpacKa:
OH weto TAHYN Aa TAHY,

[Jobpancs,— ockanuewu 3y6bl,
990. Nopox anneTUTHO XYeT,

N B MArkne pobpble ryboi
pnwyxmnHo yxo b6eper...
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The call had done its work because
it’s Grisha running up they see.

975. and like a moving bush he was,
and quite awash with greenery.

He runs, the imp, and runs. The track
beneath is burning: so is sped

their Grisha, who is jackdaw black,
980. the only white about his head.

And so he bounds up happily,

the peas strung round him like a wheel:
grand-mother, mother, sister see

him twisting like a frisky eel.

985. His mother strokes him with a smile,
his father gives a friendly squeeze.
The roan is not asleep meanwhile,
but stretches out towards the peas

and, showing teeth, he these now grips,
990. attracted by their taste and smell,
and in his soft and hairy lips

he nibbles Grisha’s ear as well.
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MalyTKka oTuy 3aKpuyana:

— Bo3bMU MeHs, TaTbKa, ¢ cobon!
995. CnpbirHyna ¢ MewkKa — W ynana,
OTey ee nogHsan. «He son!

Yéunacb — HeBaxHoe aeno!..
[leBY4OHOK He HagobHO MHe,

Ewe BOT Takoro nocrpena

1000. Poxan MHe, x03511MKa, K BecHe!

CMmoTpu xe!..» XXeHa 3acTbigmnaco:
— [loBosibHO € TEBA oaHOro!—

(A 3Hana nopj cepauem yx éunocb
Ant4a...) «Hy! Mawyk, Hn4yero!»

1005. N MNMpoknywka, CTaB Ha Tenery,
MawyTKy ¢ cobon nocagun.

Bckounn v Npuwyxa c pasbery,

N c rpoxoToM BO3 nokaTtuil.

BopobylwikoB cTas cnertena

1010. C cHonoB, Haa Tenerown B3Buaach.
N Oapblowka 4onaro cMoTpena,

OT conHua pyKon 3acC/iIOHSChb,

Kak aetu ¢ oTuom npmbnmxanmco
K obIMsLLENCS pure CBoewn,

1015. U e u3 cHonoB ynbibanuco
PyMsaHble nnua geTten...
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It then was Masha’s turn to call:

Daddy, let me come with you!

995. From sack she jumped, but came to fall.
Her father picked her up on cue.

« Well here’s a fine one, I must say.

What use are girls for anything?

Our boy is blest, though. Let us pray
1000. we have a new one by the spring. »

His good wife blushes, wants to say,

« One boy’s enough » although she knew
they had another on the way.

« Now, Mashuk come, there’s lots to do. »

1005. So Prokel’s journey will begin,
with Masha seated by him. They
see Grisha at a run jump in;

the rattling cart then rolled away.

Above the cart and harvest land

1010. a flock of sparrows took its flight,
and Dar'ya, shielding with her hand,
then followed them till out of sight.

She saw her husband and the children too,
the drying barn, and from the blur

1015. their rosy faces came in view:

how happily they looked at her.
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Yy, necHAa! 3HakoMble 3BYyKu!
Xopouwl ros1IocoK y nesua...
[MocnegHue NpU3HaKU MyKu
1020. Y dapbun ncyesnu c nuua,

[Aywon ynetas 3a NecHen,

OHa oTaanacb en BroJiHe...

HeT B MMpe ToM NecHU npenecTtHewn,
KoTopyto cnbilwinM BO CHe!

1025. O yeM oHa — 6or ee 3HaeT!
A cnoB ynoBUTb He ymMmen,
Ho cepaue oHa yTongderT,
B Hel nonbHero cyacTbs npeaen.

B Hel KpoTKas nacka y4acTbs,
1030. Ob6eTbl Nt0bBUN 6€3 KOHLA...
Ynblbka A40BOALCTBA U CHACTbS

Y [lapbu He cxoauT C nuua.
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So with the song, now heard again

and sung so well, all lingering trace

of life’s great hardships, hurt and pain
1020. have disappeared from Dar’ya’s face.

Her soul departed with the song.
She gave her being to the stream
of melody for which we long:
there’s nothing prettier in a dream.

1025. Of what it sang, our Lord but knows,
or thoughts or words it would express,

but to the listening heart it shows

our earthly bound of happiness.

And in it there is fate’s caress,

1030. and endless love, eternal grace:
contentment and quiet happiness

will not now leave our Dar’ya’s face.
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XXXV

Kakon 6bl LeHOW HU J0CTanoCh
3abBeHbe KpecCcTbsiHKe Moewn,

1035. Y10 Hyxabl? OHa ynbibanacs.
XaneTtb Mbl He byaeM o Hen.

HeT rnybxe, HeT cnaulie nokos,
Kakon nocblnaeT HaM nec,
HensuxHo, 6ectpeneTHO CToS
1040. Mog xonoaoM 3MMHUX Hebec.

Hurae Tak rmybokKo n BOSIbHO
He aobllwuunT yctanas rpyab,

N exxenu XnTb HaM A0BOJIbHO,
Ham cnawe Hurae He yCHyTb!
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At last, whatever price be paid,

she can forget what came before.
1035. she’s smiling now and unafraid:
we will not pity her the more.

There is no kinder, deeper peace

than what these forests show our eyes,
when we have fear and motion cease
1040. and stand beneath cold winter skies.

Nowhere peace so generous,

to deeper breathe the weary breast:
if life has been enough for us,

no sweeter place to take our rest.
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XXXVI

1045. Hu 3BYKa! [ywa ymmnpaer

Ona ckopbu, ans ctpactu. CTonwb

N yyBCTBYELWb, Kak nokopsiet

Ee 3Ta mepTBaga tmwb. 1000 in Ticknor

Hu 3ByKa! N BuanLb Tbl CUHUM

1050. CBoa Heba, aa conHue, aa nec,
B cepebpssHO-MaTOBbIN NHEN
Haps>XeHHbIN, NOMHbIN Yyaec,

Bnekywmnn HeBegOMOM TaNHOW,

Fny6oko 6eccTpacTHbIn... HO BOT

1055. Mocnbiwancsa wopox cyvyamHbin —
BepwunHamu 6enka naer.

KoM cHery oHa ypoHuna

Ha [apbto, NMpbIrHYB MO COCHE,

A [apbsa cTtosna u CTbina

1060. B cBoeM 3aKko/140BaHHOM CHe...
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XXXVI

1045. No sound now comes, nor can it bring
more pain or love: the soul’s released.

You stand and feel how conquering

the silence round when all has ceased.

No sound! You gaze into the blue

150. of sky, the gathered sunshine, trees
apparelled in their silver hue

of miracles that winter sees,

and think of unknown mysteries

removed from us and still unread.

1055. Then comes a rustling through the trees:
a squirrel bounds on overhead.

And with it come soft falls of snow

from branches touched, a drifting stream,
but Dar'ya frozen far below

1060. is lost in her enchanted dream.
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Notes

Text:

20. The arrow may refer to the arrows of Apollo, i.e. to
death itself.

37-48. Nekrasov was greatly attached to his mother and
sister, but the childhood incident(s) referred to remain
obscure.

49, Savraska in the Russian is actually the name of the
horse, which I have rendered as ‘roan mare’ for clarity.
50 / 270. Bast shoes, traditional foot-ware for Russian
peasants, were woven from the bark of linden or birch
trees.

58. back may go: literally ‘forward may go’. The timeline
seems confused here, as Prokel died at home and the sled
is presumably transporting him to his parent’s house for
washing and dressing of the body. Perhaps Nekrasov simply
means that poets are not bound to a strict sequence of
events.

61. Corner: also ‘basement’.

86. As a young man, Nekrasov often helped his father on
estate duties.

156. Kvas(s) is a lightly-fermented beverage made from
black rye bread.

181. The old man is the father of the deceased peasant
Prokel. Prokel’s wife, the focus of Part Two of the poem, is
Dar’'ya (also Darya, Dar’ia, and Dar'ja in various
renderings.)

316. The ‘sweetened mead and malted beer’ is literally
mead and hop beer in the Russian.
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326. An icon is a religious depiction of the Saviour, the
Madonna or a saint.

341. The sexton is a member of the congregation charged
with maintaining the church and graveyard, here providing
last offices for the dead.

356. There are many Chistdpols, in Russia and the Ukraine.
408. Sergach: from the Tartar lands.

437. The white headscarf denotes grief.

451. Starost is a village elder. Sidor Ivanich: Sidor the son
of Ivan (John).

453. Prokel Sevastianych: Prokel the son of Sevastia
(Sebastian)

511. Dar'yushka is a familiar form of Dar’ya.

551-564. Refers to the national game of ‘sowing the
poppy’, in which a young man or girl sits in the middle of a
circle and is tossed into the air.

617. Christ’s day: St. Saviour’s day in early or mid August.
686. Svat: marriage broker.

692. Grisha is the familiar form of Grigori, and the son of
Prokel and Dar’ya. Their daughter is Masha, the familiar of
Maria, also Mashuk.

738. An unlucky sign.

770. The grosh(en) and kopek were low-denomination
copper coins.
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Appendix

Significance of Nekrasov

Nikolay Alekséyevich Nekrasov was born in November 1821
in Nemirov, a small town in southwestern Russia. His
father, Alekséy Sergéyevich Nekrasov, was a Russian
regimental officer. His mother, Eléna Andréyevna
Zakrzewska, beautiful and well educated, is generally held
to have come from wealthy Polish nobility. {1} Against her
parent’s wishes she had married the handsome but barely
literate guardsman, indeed had eloped with him from a ball,
but came to regret the decision when her husband retired
from the army in 1823 to manage his family estates of
Greshnevo, northeast of Moscow, and the dashing young
officer turned into bullying local squire, physically
mistreating his wife and others, drinking hard and taking up
with local women. Elena died when Nikolday was twenty,
but she opened his eyes to music and the literature of other
languages, probably encouraging him to enrol at St.
Petersburg University. Alekséy Sergéyevich, who had
expected his son to enrol in the cadet corps, promptly
terminated the allowance, and Nekrdasov was left to starve,
taking what work he could find, generally tutoring and hack
pieces for literary magazines. Nekrasov wrote hundreds if
not thousands of articles, plays and poems in these hard
years of destitution, where on some days he did not eat at
all. {2,3}
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University attendance was untenable in the circumstances,
and Nekrasov had not, in any case, been scholastically
prepared. In truth, he had learned little at the local school,
probably hiding his unhappiness by alienating everyone,
pupils and staff, by writing unflattering verses on them.
Yet Nekrasov, toughened by his father’s insistence that the
young man accompanying him on hunts and estate
business, not only survived the 1839-42 years of
destitution, but had emerged by 1847 as the editor and
part owner of the leading literary magazine of the country.
The reasons were firstly Nekrasov’s prodigious energy,
which he retained until cancer sapped his strength in the
last years of his life. The second was his business acumen,
which the destitution and modest background had
toughened into devious resolve, allowing Nekrasov to act
ruthlessly in ways unacceptable to genuine aristocrats like
Turgénev and Tolstdy. And the third was the help of the
great critic Belinsky, who gave him more rewarding literary
assignments and then introductions to the better writers of
the day. Vissarion Belinsky (1811-48) was dismissive of
Nekrasov’s first book of poetry, the 1840 Dreams and
Sounds, criticizing its empty Romantic clichés, but by 1842
had begun to realize that Nekrasov shared his view of social
responsibility in the arts. He came to encourage his pupil,
collaborating in his articles, inviting reviews from
Nekrasov’s own pen, and leaving Nekrasov in charge of
magazines when ill health forced protracted stays in the
south. {2,3}

In the summer of 1846, Nekrasov suggested to his friends
G.M. Tolstdy and I.I. Panaev that they purchase PuUshkin’s
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old magazine Sovremennik (The Contemporary), which had
fallen on hard times. The two friends would put up the
funds, and Nekrasov act as editor and publisher. Belinsky
was excluded because his death, which was fast
approaching, would leave his inheritance in unknown
hands. It was a shrewd business move. Under Nekrasov,
the Sovremennik became the foremost organ of
revolutionary democracy in Russia, bringing out all the
important names for the next twenty years in Russian
literature, i.e. Turgénev, Dostoévsky, Gonchardv, Tolstdy
and others. Nekrasov rediscovered Tyutchev, and also
published his own poems, evading the censorship that
continually delayed publication in book form. {2,3}

Nekrasov was always enterprising, reviewing his
contemporaries, and making the Sovreménnik ever more
radical. In 1854 invited Nikoldy Chernyshévsky to join the
magazine, and, four years later, Nikolday Dobrolylubov
became a major contributor. It was the latter’s 1859
negative review that outraged Turgénev and more liberal
sentiment, and led to Turgénev’s departure from the
magazine. {2,3}

Matters went no more smoothly in matters of the heart.
Nekrasov took up with the wife of an older colleague,
Avdotya Panayeva, but even this ménage a trois foundered
on Nekrasov's 'difficult' character. He was prone to
depression, anger and hypochondria, spending days
sprawled on a couch in gloomy spells of self-hatred. In
1863, however, while still with Avdotya, Nekrasov became
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enamoured of the French actress Celine Lefresne, travelling
abroad with her, staying in her Paris flat, and helping her
financially. Seven years later, in 1870, he fell in love with
the 19-year-old Fyokla Anisimovna Viktorova, a country girl
he called Zinaida Nikolayevna. She became his literary
secretary, and was accepted as such by the poet's friends,
though less so by Nekrasov's sister. The two made peace in
the closing years of Nekrasov’s life, however, and the poet
formally married Zindida in April 1877, as a gesture of
gratitude and respect. {3}

In the 1850s Nekrasov was thought dangerously ill,
erroneously as it happened, but, being thwarted by
autocracy at every turn, this now rich editor took to
gambling, high living and some dubious financial
transactions. With the accession of Alexander II to the
throne in 1855, however, a more liberal attitude returned,
and the Sovreménnik started to thrive once more,
continuing until the magazine was closed down in July of
1866, in the wake of an unsuccessful attack on the Tsar’s
life. Nekrasov appealed against closure by writing and
reciting a poem in praise of the Tsar’s most reactionary
minister, but the ‘the butcher of Warsaw’ was not taken in
by the ruse, which only blackened Nekrasov’s name further
in liberal circles. {2-5}

A year later, in November 1867, Nekrasov leased
Ochesestvennye zapista (Fatherland Notes) and became its
acting editor, a post he held until his death ten years later.
Again the magazine changed its nature and became a
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thriving entity, publishing work by the leading progressives
and radicals. Nekrasov also found the time to write and
publish in its pages the last of his important poems,
including Who Can Be Happy in Russia?, and a collection of
lyrics. But cancer of the stomach continued its ravages, an
operation was ineffective, and the poet was confined to bed
and in pain for the last year of his life. He died in St.
Petersburg on January 8, 1878, perhaps convinced by the
thousands of letters and telegrams received that he had
indeed, against all the obstacles and his continued self-
doubt, expressed the suffering heart of Russia. {2}

Social Reality: Serfdom in Russia

The flavour of Russian country life is best grasped through
the pages of Turgénev, Leskdv, Chékhov and Bunin, but not
the bald facts. Serfdom in fact arrived in Russia much later
than in Europe, and survived longer. It was not a leftover
from a feudal world, but a system gradually imposed in the
14th and 15th centuries as the Tsars created a more
centralized state, and noblemen sought to protect their
lands from Tartar depredations. Peasants were prohibited
from leaving their lands in 1597, and flight was made a
criminal offence in 1658. Landowners could trade in serfs,
i.e. sell serfs to neighbours, but not kill them. Runaway
serfs had to be returned, often to brutal punishment.
‘House servants for hire’ and similar advertisements applied
to the sale of landless serfs. At Emancipation in 1861, some
10.5 million serfs were privately owned, some 9.5 million
were in state ownership and another 900,000 serfs were
under the Tsar's personal patronage. {6-7}
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Serfdom was inefficient but gave political stability. The
serfs had lifetime tenancy but little incentive to improve
their land or their lot. Unrest was frequent, moreover, and
often exploited by Cossack uprisings, where the serfs
sometimes took Cossack identity to escape bondage. It was
a repressive system where any easing of restraints could be
dangerous. In the immediate pre-Revolution years, for
example, the unrest was horrific, with government officials
murdered in their hundreds, and landowner properties
burnt down across wide swathes of Russia.

Change arrived, but had come too slowly. Peter III's
measures in 1762 ended the compulsory military service for
nobles, which had served to justify serfdom, but many were
nonetheless conscripted into the Napoleonic wars. An
increasing proportion were ‘mortgaged’ to state credit
associations: 20% in 1820 and 66% in 1859. The
bourgeoisie were also allowed to own serfs for factory
work: 52% of factory workers were in fact serfs by 1825.
Serfdom had indeed beeen abolished from 1816 to 1819 in
Estland, Courland, and Livonia, but the land stayed in noble
hands and labour rent lasted till 1868. Serfdom was
replaced by landless laborers and sharecropping, where
workers had nonetheless to ask permission to leave an
estate. {6-7}

The Great Emancipation of 1861 was on contentious terms,
which only increased revolutionary pressures. The
aristocracy kept the best of meadows and forests, and had
any resulting debts forgiven by the state. Ex-serfs had to
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pay for their plots of land, often at well over fair market
prices, and such redemption payments were not abolished
till 1907. And if the lifestyle, and indeed the very existence,
of large landowners and the propertied classes were
endangered, the lives of the emancipated peasants were
not made any easier. Serfs indeed had to work for the
landlord for two years after Emancipation, and landless
serfs (domestic servants) naturally stayed landless.

Alexander II's decree was more in response to western
ideas and the threat of widespread rebellion, leaving social
attitudes untouched. Serf families were strongly patriarchal,
and marriages were often arranged, with landowner help if
necessary. Agricultural and domestic jobs were group
efforts, with the wage going to the family, supplemented by
factory earnings if children had left the land. Livestock and
land were in the husband's name, but wives were
responsible for clothing and home utensils. {6-7}

Literary Expression in Nekrasov

Russian poets of the nineteenth century could not entirely
escape Russia’s pressing social problems but tended still to
represent matters through Romantic notions, employing the
iambic measures that PUshkin and Lérmontov brought to
perfection. In contrast, the civic poets made social issues
their central concern, detailing the monstrous injustices
suffered by the peasantry and the poor generally. For such
emotionally-charged themes the grace and detachment of
previous styles was hardly suitable, and Nekrasov in
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particular developed something more robust if not always
refined or pleasing. {2} An example: Reflections at the
Main Entrance (1858)

We're at the entrance now. A solemn date.

as though beneath the will of some enslaving rite,
the town compelled there out of fright,

they drive up to that all-compelling gate.

Thence, having written down their name and rank,
our visitors go home; each one

delighted with importance won

you'd think their status was the thing to thank.

On other days this most imposing entrance sees
a press of squalid faces, each aware

what words will do. An old man there,

or widow cursed by life’s infirmities.

Indifferent to them, shuffling papers, come and go
the buzz of various flunkies. Still they wait

all morning sometimes on this specious show,
while more petitioners besiege the gate.

And once I saw a group of men, our nationhood
of good plain rural Russian folk, each blest

by church attendance. They at distance stood
respectfully, with blonde head bent to chest.

They begged admission of the porter; he
observed how hope and terror had unmanned
each features. Ugly too, for one could see

the skin on hands and head was rudely tanned.

Armchyushka’s shoulder bones poked through, but shored
up heavy knapsack on his back.

One had a cross, another’s legs were scored

with blood, and sported shoes of bast.
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(In fact they’'d walked a goodish length, and some
30. indeed had come from distant provinces)

but someone shouted at the ragged scum,
affronted by life’s wearied instances.

The porter, therewith, in a proper fright,
rammed shut the door on such affray,
refused entreaties, and the pilgrim’s mite,
and roundly sent them on their way.

‘May God who judges show what’s right,’
so said the hands there flailing helplessly.

I watched them filing out of sight;

It seemed their heads were bared eternally.

You inhabiting great luxury

will in your deepest slumber see . . .

Who say that’s life’s a blessing all the same
with comfort and a need for fame . . .

I say that woolfish greed is not a game.

Wake up and save them. Surely still comes pleasure
in saving them and dealing equal measure.

And yet the happy ones are deaf to shame.

Do not invoke the wrath of heaven, care
for these below who are your counterparts.
How could you let a lowly people bear,

this endless grief within their hearts.

You cannot feel, you say, or mourn this sorrow,
find nothing for these people’s sake?

If life's a holiday with no tomorrow,

does not its ending cry: awake?

But no, you're not the people’s hero, then,
find spectacle in people’s good?

Yet where’s the glory if there are no men,
without their brotherhood.
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In contemplation as the purple sun

would dye the azure waters when its day was done.
With bars of gold the depths are tiled

accompanied by lulling choirs of gentle sound

In warm blue waters, like a child

you'll fall asleep while softly cared for: all around

is what your dears ones will bequeath

(though patience waiting for your death was finely ground)

Your last remains the funeral hearse conveys
with all the pomp your title has to earn,

to us a hero here, down all the days;

if one the motherland will quietly spurn:
magnificent will be the thunderous praise

Are we, however, such a personage
to worry at small people’s care?
Let’s be rid of them and so engage
in more beguiling, safer fare.

There must be something to distract our minds
for all the peasant may not benefit;

Yes, it’s providence that so unwinds,

and, anyway, he’s used to it.

Besides, the furthest hostlery affords

the sight of on a ruble drunks. Each band
in stumbling on and homeward afterwards
will moan and curse his native land.

Wherever sower is, or is his keeper,
wherever can a Russian man not moan?

He moans in fields, beside the wayside trail,
he moans in lock-ups also and the jail.

In mines he groans and groans on chains.

He groans in barns and haystacks, will bewail
himself of haycart on the steppeland plains.
Russia’s own poor home is tumble down.
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The sun of God’s not happy, sees
distress around her in each far-off town,
at gates of courts and ministries.

And on the Volga too her grief is heard.
Across the mightiest river, Russia’s home,
that same vast groan in songs preferred,
however hauling drudges roam.

The Volga spring sees endless water

but does not overflow our fields so much.
Yet the grief of people gives no quarter,
across the land it troubles all they touch

Wherever people are, you'll hear them sigh
and groan, so have the heart to ask them why.
You will wake and see and, gathering strength,
observe your destinies, obey what’s right

All you could have done is here at length

set down: an aching song I've made to light
the spirit on to its eternal strength.

There were indeed several Nekrasovs, each present to
some extent in most works. There was Nekrasov the hack
writer, whose hard years of destitution had taught a
dangerous facility of mechanically writing verse, one that
always remained beneath the surface, apt to break out
when inspiration failed him. Then there was Nekrasov the
writer of folklore rhythms, seen most clearly in The Pedlar’s
Song and Who Can Be Happy? in Russia, but which also
appears in Red-Nosed Frost, in odd sections of Part Two.
And finally there was Nekrasov the civic verse writer, who
gradually extended the poetry of Russia’s golden age, from
something that gracefully expressed Romantic notions to
something rough-hewn but nonetheless accommodating
prosaic reality. This was the poetry that Nekrasov achieved
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only occasionally and with great effort: it was most fully
achieved in the 1860 to 1865 period, and tails off in quality
afterwards.

Nekrasov published collections at wide intervals. His 1840
collection Dreams and Sounds was roundly criticized by
Belinsky for its Romantic clichés and outworn themes. The
1856 collection was very different: a resounding triumph
that made Nekrdsov’s reputation as poet and thinker. The
poems were focused on social reality, and seemed a
manifesto for revolutionary action. The later poems of 1859
to 1863 were probably the best, however, and include
many still admired today: Duma, Funeral, Kalistrat, Peasant
Children, Pedlars (1861) and Red-Nosed Frost (1863). Then
followed the first chapters of Who Can Be Happy in Russia?,
Grandfather (1870: about the Decembrists) Russian
Women (1872-1873), Contemporaries (Satire: 1875-1876).
The last works were a continuation of Who Can Be Happy in
Russia? (heavily censored), Sowers (1877) and a final
collection of lyrics. Complete and uncensored editions of
Nekrasov’s work appeared only in the twentieth century.

{2}

Real poetry was an intermittent gift in Nekrasov, appearing
when his deep convictions broke forth in fitting expression.
Often they did not, and even that extended masterpiece
Who Can be Happy in Russia? has laboured passages in
Part IV that spoil its compelling power. Most original were
Nekrasov’s folk songs, and, though some were lifted
wholesale from published works, they were given their
particular shaping by Nekrasov, complete with their ternary
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rhythms and repeated statements. Conversely, some of
Nekrasov’s original productions, like the first poem in The
Peddlers, were adopted across as Russia as genuine folk
songs, {7} particularly when set to music. The first part of
The Pedlars:

See how many goods I pack:
braid and cotton for your hair.
Pity me and do not lack

what these manly shoulders bear!

Until the night-time fills the skies,
within the rye I'll wait, and show

how dark will be those dark, dark eyes:
everything I have must go.

Think what prices I have paid:
don’t be cautious, do what's right.
Your lips will make a fine brocade:
come, my sweet, and snuggle tight.

The night assumed a foggy cast,

but on the jolly fellow fares:

The long-awaited comes at last,

and now the merchant sells his wares.

How carefully, carefully Katya trades
apportioning what soon is lost,

but then that care in kissing fades:
he bids her name her highest cost.

She only knows the night is deep,

and what there happened so befell

her where the springing rye would keep
her secret hidden, none to tell.

How easy now to bear the load,

the strap marks do not hurt the skin:
in all T offered her she showed

a preference for that turquoise ring
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So not the chintz or coloured scarf,
the shift, or any useful thing.

She wouldn’t wear for hay’s behalf
the girdle made for harvesting

It was the ring, for all I pressed
her, she’d have nothing of my fare.
'Why flaunt myself with all the rest
if one I want is nowhere there?"

So girls no better than they ought
will stoop to play their silly tricks:
I it was sweet vodka brought,

but she who still refused my gifts.

So you, unyielding one, now wait,
take all I promised, all my wealth,
flaunt the treasures that you hate.
I come to Pokrov, not in stealth,
but celebrate your soul's estate:
I'll lead you to the church myself.

But even this poem ends unhappily, with the pedlars being
murdered for their takings, and Nekrasov’s theme of
Russia’s suffering is again repeated.

Turgénev, Gonchardv and others had a sympathetic view of
the peasantry, but it was always from the outside, from the
land-owner’s or educated classes’ point of view. Nekrasov
identifies with the individual, often using their rough
language and common expressions. He was not a social
reformer, though he was critical of the 1861 Emancipation
of the Serfs, which, as he immediately noted, had not lifted
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their burden of suffering in the slightest. Expelled from the
land that no longer supported them, the serfs congregated
as the working poor in Russia’s fledgling industries and
factories, where, denied political expression, they embraced
ever more extremist political beliefs — beliefs that in the
1917 Revolution would finally undo the Tsarist state and
usher in the Soviet regime, just as repressive, and often
more so.
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Red-Nosed Frost: The Poem

Red Nosed Frost, published in 1863, was the first of
Nekrasov’'s undoubted masterpieces, and the first to be
translated into English. The poem is prefaced by a
dedication to Nekrdasov's sister, and then divided into two
parts. The first is entitled The Death of a Peasant, and
describes (with some flashbacks) the death and burial of
the peasant Prokel, his parents and wife Dar'ya attending.
The second is entitled Red-Nosed Frost, and describes the
death of Dar’ya, again with multiple flashbacks.

Nekrasov's constant theme was, as he put it, 'the suffering
of the Russian people.' {4} No doubt he sometimes

idealized the serfs, which could lead to sentimentality, and
that trait is not entirely missing from the Red-Nosed Frost:

95. Examples in odd places reach
a calm solemnity, serene

in strength and beauty, each

with looks and stature of a queen.

But here it is part of a conscious strategy, to give the life of
Dar'ya and Prokel a monumentality, an everyman status
among Russia’s peasantry. Red-Nosed Frost is the most
literary of Nekrasov’s works — in the Dedication, the
idealisation of Slav women, in the depiction of General
Frost and the elegiac sections that end the poem. {5}
Contrast these with harsh realism in opening sections, the
folkloric elements in Part Two, and the many vignettes of
peasant life, and Nekrasov’s strategy becomes clearer. It is
one of collage, of adding a thickness of narrative with
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varied themes and styles. Where Pushkin would have
seamlessly woven in the needed elements, Nekrasov
juxtaposes different styles and episodes, giving a cinematic
sharpness to the poem, as though the world is seen from
different perspectives, with some of the inconsequentiality
of real life.

Poetry ceased to be the primary literary expression of mid-
nineteenth century Russia, and the better poets, Tyutchey,
Fet and Nekrasov, were not part of an active community as
had been the poets of Pushkin’s time, the golden years of
Russian poetry. But nor were they wholly isolated. Pan-
Slavism, the belief that the Slav way of life was intrinsically
valuable, grew as a sustaining belief, whether that took on
a conservative (Tyutchev) or revolutionary (Nekrasov)
slant. Indeed a populist movement swept Russia, the
Narodniks, who pictured the Russian countryside through
short stories (Turgénev), civic poetry (Nekrasov) and genre
paintings (the Wanderers). There were also missions to
help the poor and oppressed classes. Much could be ill-
informed or utopian in these bourgeois enterprises, which
were not trusted by the peasants, incidentally, nor wanted
by landowners clinging to their old privileges, but they were
not steeped in the gloom and misery that Nekrasov
depicted with such vengeance. The missions had no official
backing in legislation, however, and Nekrasov was not the
only gloomy portraitist. Before him came the bleak scenes
of provincial life in Obldmov’s Dead Souls, and after him,
Bunin’s truly terrible view of serf life in The Village. {4-5}

But Nekrasov did break the old mould of poetry. The most
sympathetic picture of estate life is probably Turgénev’s
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Huntsman’s Sketches, where the peasants are seen in such
a kindly light that Alexander II resolved on emancipation.
But Turgénev’s portraits emerge out of a carefully selected
atmosphere and diction. That most famous Bezhin Lea
starts with: {8}

It was a beautiful July day, one of those days which come
only after a long spell of settled weather.

And continues for a page, to end with:

Towards evening these clouds vanish; the last of them,
darkish and smudged like smoke, lie in pink puffs against
the setting sun; over the place where it has set as calmly
as it rose into the sky, a scarlet radiance lingers for a short
time over the darkened earth and, flickering softly, like a
candle that is carried with great care, the evening star
twinkles faintly in the sky.’

Beautiful writing, but, more importantly, one that set the
tone for the story, bathing the characters with golden glow
of evening that predisposes the reader to accept this
sympathetic rendering. Nekrasov is very different:

A roan mare stuck there in the snow:
50. two pairs of feet in bast-cold shoes
and sled with cloth-wrapped coffin show
what wretched things she has to use.

The woman'’s old, large mittened, tries
to clamber down and urge on horse.
55. The icicles that rim her eyes
disclose that frost is out in force.
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Here is no larger-sensed and edifying reality, no elevated
tone or careful selection of words. The reader is plunged
into mundane facts, into the hard, everyday struggle for
survival that made a Russian peasant’s life. Happy scenes
occur only occasionally in the poem, and are overshadowed
by the early deaths of the two protagonists.

There was also the tawdry aspect of money, never far from
Nekrasov’s thoughts. Poetry paid in early nineteenth
century Russia, sometimes handsomely, and the author of
Dreams and Sounds was expecting a tidy return on his
juvenilia. He was disappointed, of course, and later chose
to buy up and destroy existing stocks, but the work wasn’t
as devoid of merit as Belinsky supposed. The volume,
which just bore the initials N.N., received some positive
reviews, and at least anticipated Nekrasov’s later themes.
{9 } But the intention was to make money, and money,
often in its most sordid aspects, continually appears in
Nekrasov’'s work. {10} As his characters say: ' Life, in my
opinion, is the art of making money. . . In the world, only
money is important. . . On Goncharov’s novels / One could
build a house.’

Nekrasov never forgot his early days of destitution, and
comments on man’s exploitation of man appear constantly:
as money-lending (Vlas), forced marriages (On the Road)
landowner indifference (A Dog Hunt), neglect of estates
(The Forgotten Village), arrogance of officialdom
(Reflections at the Grand Entrance), back-breaking labour
(On the Volga) or relations between the social classes (Who
Can Be Happy in Russia?). Even Katya in the poem above
bargains her affections for the pedlar’s trinkets. In Red-
Nosed Frost we have:
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Through winter after winter, summer’s heat,
By this we earn enough to eat.

So grant, good Lord, your mercy to the poor.
770. Each grosh or kopek we have earned

was got by labouring, labouring, more and more,
till what was gained to you returned!

To the genteel, book-buying public, Nekrasov’s harrowing
observations were not welcome, but he spoke the truth.
Growing commercialism and industrialisation were
destroying the Romantic attitudes of the land-owning
classes, and a new St. Petersburg society was happily
parading a wealth born of enterprise, profiteering and
speculation. Nekrasov’s business dealings could be
decidedly shabby, but in this he was merely following the
times, adopting attitudes that it would have been dishonest
not to portray in his work. Professional writers first
appeared in Russia of the 1840s, moreover, no doubt hacks
of the worst sort to the ‘superfluous classes’ of land-owning
aristocrats, but catering for a new readership of clerks,
minor officials and legions of the partially educated.
Nekrasov’s themes, and his rough-hewn style confronted
what his social betters had hitherto chosen to ignore. {10}

Nor was Nekrasov’s childhood gift for satire entirely left
behind. Mirsky saw The Thief as placing Nekrasov among
the greatest of satirists, and lines of biting scorn are apt to
appear in Nekrdsov’s narrative and even lyrical poems,
though not always appropriately. {5} In Red-Nosed Frost
there is the sly dig at the sexton’s monotonous reading:
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342. Behind the stove the listener’s heard
the cricket shrilly whistling too.

And the much darker recollection of Dar’ya’s:

716. But no, the village head will be

a thief in this, his joint decree.

He'll die for no one and for nothing won.
Stand up, stand up, good fellow, for your son

Even Nekrasov’s spasmodic narration is designed to present
existence as it appeared to his characters. The first part of
Red-Nosed Frost proceeds fairly smoothly, though with
reflections and flashbacks. But in the second part, poor
Dar’ya’s thoughts wander alarmingly, between the bleak
prospects now awaiting her, the hopes and happy life
before, and various dreams, premonitions and folklore tales
— thoughts as disjointed as ours are in our everyday lives.
How can this broken narrative be called lyrical?
contemporary readers asked, forgetting Evgény
Baratynski’s (1800-44) definition of lyrical poetry as ‘the
fullest awareness of the given moment.” Nekrasov’s world
is alive, in a painfully fragmented way.

Structure of Narrative

Nekrasov’s timeline in the poem is complicated, with
reflections and numerous flashbacks that add substance to
the narrative, but may thwart full understanding at first
reading. In detail, the sections are as follows:

129



Dedication: lines 1 to 48.

Part One: Death of a Peasant

Section I: Prokel’s mother is bringing Prokel’s body from
Dar'ya’s house to be dressed by his parents: lines 49 to 56.

Section II: Flashback to Prokel’s house, where Dar'ya is
sewing a shroud for the dead man laid out there: lines 57
to 68.

Sections III-IV: Digression extolling virtues of Slav women:
lines 69 to 166.

Section V: Reflection that Dar'ya was one such: lines 167 to
178.

Section VI: Church cemetery, where Prokel’s father is
digging the grave: lines 179 to 220.

Section VII: Prokel’s parents meet up and are accosted by
the village idiot Pakhom: lines 221 to 254.

Sections VIII-IX: Parents dress Prokel’s body and lament
their loss: lines 255 to 322.

Section X: Villagers pay last respects to Prokel: lines 323 to
343.

Section XI-XII: Morning of funeral and flashback to cause of
Prokel’s death: lines 344 to 393.

Section XII: Villager’s vain attempt to revive Prokel: lines
386 to 422.

Section XIII-XIV: Prokel’s funeral: lines 422 to 478.

Section XV: Dar’ya’s return to her house and decision to cut
more firewood in the forest: lines 479 to 490.
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Part Two: Red-Nosed Frost

Section XVI-XVII: Dar’ya’s drive to the forest and
description of scene: lines 491 to 526.

Section XVIII: Dar'ya cuts wood but starts to freeze: lines
527 to 550.

Section XIX: Flashback to Dar’ya’s first happiness with
Prokel: lines 551 to 565.

Section XX: Dar’ya muses on life without Prokel: lines 566
to 592.

Section XXI: Dar’ya recalls harvesting the rye: lines 593 to
615.

Section XXII: Dar'ya recalls her threatening dream: lines
616 to 674.

Section XXIII: Dar’ya muses on future wedding of her son:
lines 675 to 702.

Section XXIV: Dar’ya fears her son will be conscripted: lines
703 to 723.

Section XXV: Dar’ya remembers journey to fetch the
healing icon: lines 724 to 754.

Section XXV: Dar’ya contrasts the two lives, hers and
Prokel’s: lines 755 to 772.

Section XXVI: Dar'ya remembered journey continued: lines
773 to 799.

Section XXVII-XXVIII: Dar'ya remembers arriving at
nunnery and funeral in progress: lines 800 to 835.

Section XXIX: Return to present: Dar'ya exhausted from
chopping wood: lines 836 to 851.

Section XXX: Arrival of General Frost: lines 852 to 875.
Section XXXI: General Frost boasts of his powers: lines 876
to 919.
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Section XXXII: General Frost courts Dar‘ya: lines 920 to
948.

Section XXXIII-XXXIV: Dar'ya remembers happy times with
Prokel and family: lines 949 to 1016.

Section XXXIV: Dar’ya dies happily with her memories:
lines 1017 to 1032.

Section XXXV: Requiem for Dar’ya: lines 1033 to 1044.

Section XXXVI: Dar’ya freezes into enchanted dream: lines
1045 to 1063.

Critical Opinion

Nekrasov’s achievement was continually misunderstood by
his contemporaries. Some praised the verse but
complained that its themes were overly charged with
vengeance and doom. Others praised the fearless realism
but accepted that the verse was less than pleasing. Critics,
then and later, did not mince their words. Tchaikovsky
referred to Fet as one of the greatest lyricists, and
Nekrasov’s poetry as ‘crawling on the ground’. K. Ledntiev
was blunter: ‘Nekrasov was simply a scoundrel ... and his
work is tendentious, rude and of a deceitful insolence.’
Rézanov, recalling Nekrasov’s calls for young people to ‘die
without fail’, exclaimed sadly: ‘Oh, Nekrasov! Nekrasov

Il You walk ankle-deep in human blood!” And ' by what
miracle did Nekrasov get into the great poets?’ asked
Nikolay Kalyagin. {11}
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It was left to the Russian Formalists to look objectively at
Nekrasov’s poetry, to see that poetic speech should be an
end in itself, not a medium for conveying ideas and
emotions. {12} The Formalists made countless studies of
rhyme, metre, consonantal clusters, etc. of the Russian
classics and of poems by contemporaries. Claiming,
contrary to Symbolist assertions, that words and their
connotations are not the most important ingredient of
poetry, they replaced loose talk about inspiration and
verbal magic by ‘study of the laws of literary production’.

In essence, they were materialists and anti-traditionalists,
who tried to reach some rapprochement with social and
political concerns. At first their approach was somewhat
mechanical, treating literature simply as an assembly of
literary devices. Subsequently they investigated the
interrelated of parts, an ‘organic’ approach. {12} Finally, in
1928, Tynyanov and Jakobson recast literature as a system
where every component had a constructive function, just as
the social fabric was a ‘system of systems.” {13} But the
short period of comparative tolerance of the early twenties
changed as Stalinism tightened its grip, and the Formalists
were obliged to recant, turn to novel writing, or flee
abroad. That literature should not be subordinated to
narrow Marxist concerns was occasionally hinted at in the
succeeding thirty years, but an aesthetic divorced from
socialism remained a heresy in the Soviet Union.

Among the Formalists, Victor Erlich, for example, noted
that: {14}
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‘Nekrasov wrote “uncouth” poetry not because he was
unable to to compose smooth, mellifluous verse, emulating
the Pushkin-Lermontov pattern, but because he did not
want to do so. . . In order to give Russian poetic language a
new lease on life, Nekrasov had to push boldly beyond the
Romantic tradition. Out of an unorthodox mixture of certain
elements of Pushkin’s and Lermontov’s verse with motives
and rhythms of vaudeville, folk songs and pamphleteering,
he forged a new style which Turgenev, a Romantic
“epigone”, found much too spicy for his palate.’

K.I. Chukovsky saw Nekrasov as: {15}

‘He was a genius of despondency. A magnificent funeral
music sounded in his soul unceasingly, and to create meant
to him to listen to that music and convey it to the people . .
. The reason why Nekrasov’s lyrics are so irresistible is that
all his images . . . are permeated with the same emotions
that he himself experiences. ’

Marxist critics stressed the social purpose. A.V.
Lunacharsky wrote {16}

‘Nekrasov is a civic poet, but he is a civic poet, and therein
lies his strength . . .His lyricism is fervent, bitter, majestic
and profound. His is a beautiful sou/ . . . His poems are
equal to his ideas. Everybody understands them from the
very beginning, everybody sings them — even illiterate
peasants do. . . . Are Nekrasov’s verses not smooth
enough? But who has said that it is necessary to write in
smooth verses about the horrors of peasant life?’
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Critical opinion again changed with the fall of the Soviet
Union, and was less complimentary. Kalyagin: {11}

‘Nekrasov is studied at school today and is called a great
poet. In former Russia, as it was before the February
disaster, the writer Nekrasov was well known, but was not
considered a major poet. All understanding people in Russia

. . always understood that the writer Nekrasov, adored by
students and kursikhs, was not a poet at all.’

Even Dostoévsky, who had given a magnificent oration at
Nekrasov’s funeral, was dragged in:

‘Nekrasov did not have a vulgar passion for “gold, luxury,
pleasures,” Dostoevsky explains. "No, rather it was a
different character demon; it was the darkest and most
humiliating demon. It was a demon of pride, a thirst for
self-sufficiency, the need to protect oneself from people
with a solid wall . . . I think this demon stuck to the heart
of a child, a child of fifteen years old, who found himself on
the St. Petersburg bridge, almost running away from his
father... It was a thirst for a gloomy, gloomy, disconnected
self-sufficiency, so as not to depend on anyone else.”” {11}

In the Soviet period, Nekrasov had naturally been seen as
the herald of ‘revolutionary democracy’. He represented
‘the interests and aspirations of the working people’; he
was ‘the singer of the people's grief’; he represented
common ‘humanity’. Western critical theory has
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subsequently added its own insights. {17} The poem can
be analysed in Structuralist terms: Prokel’s coffin is
surrounded by snow, and Dar'ya wears a white kerchief,
etc. Or the plot can be seen as an unconventional love
triangle involving Dar’ya, her duties to husband Prokel and
her attachment to a Russia exemplified by General Frost.

Again, it may be that the Dedication affords the master
key, where mother is contrasted with father, and
Nekrasov’s sister is contrasted with her brother. From
there, via an excursion into classical mythology, various
polarities can be explored, which extend through all
characters and all settings in the poem. I myself doubt that
Nekrasov, with his narrow education, would have had such
intentions, but readers may like to revisit the poem from
these perspectives, which, like all academic criticism, add
an extra depth to our appreciation of literary matters. {17}

Nekrasov, as many have remarked, was an excellent critic
of others' work, but exhibited little capacity with respect to
his own. That he was not a conscientious craftsman can
hardly be denied, as the reader will see in looking through
the prosody pages. Some departures from a strict metre —
shown in brackets — serve the purpose of heightening the
narrative, but others seem more metrical carelessness. But
then, as always, Nekrasov had larger, more important aims
than readability.

So is critical opinion, probably as divided today as it was in
Nekrasov’s time. {18} But to his admirers, Nekrasov is
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incomparable, writing with intense humanity, often with
biting satire and savage invective. In addition, and
unappreciated at the time, he was also able to incorporate
colloquialisms and slang into his verse, compose in loose
ternary measures, and carry off such incongruous matters
quite naturally. Readers must therefore make up their own
minds. I've found Red-Nosed Frost does indeed live in the
memory and make its own existence. The verse has little of
the subtlety of Tyutchev and Fet, but no doubt
contemporaries of Wordsworth also missed the grace and
polish of Augustan verse. Readers today will also remember
Eliot's The Wasteland, which incorporated matter not
formerly the province of poetry. Indeed Eliot claimed, as a
consequence of his reading of Baudelaire and others, that
the Modernist way was to make poetry out of the hitherto
unpoetic. That in essence was Nekrasov’s achievement,
fifty years before Eliot's experiments.

Heritage of Nekrasov

Nekrasov had forerunners in poets like Ivan Aksakov
(1823-86) and Alexéy Mikhaylovich Zhemchuzhnikov
(1821-1908) but they are very tame beside Nekrasov
himself. His influence continued in poets like Semén
Yakovlevich Nadson (1862-87), Dmitry Nikolayevich
Sadovnikov (1843-83), Sergéi Eisenin (1895-1925) and
Pavel Vasiliev (1910-36), whom readers may like to look
up. But the bucolic joie de vivre of the later poets is far
from Nekrasov’s gloom:

Esenin: The Herd of Horse {19}
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On the green hills a herd of horses strays;

Their nostrils blow the gold dust from the days.
From the high hills to the blue water’s reach

They shake and drop their manes as black as pitch.

(First four lines. C.M. Bowra’s translation)
Vasiliev: Natalya {20}

Guitars at evening, an infernal noise,

but aren’t the tractor-drivers splendid boys --
washed, clean-shaven, with their caps askew?
Life is happiness, so do not linger,

take this ring, my love, from off my finger:
my wedding ring it is, and wrought for you.

(Verse ten: my translation)

Russian society also changed. The accession of the
domineering Alexander III after his father’s assassination,
unleashed a wave a reaction against all revolutionary
activities. Publications were shut down and activists found
themselves in the prison, exiled to Siberia, or abroad. When
poetry became important again, indeed very important in
Russia’s silver age of poetry (1890-1920), its themes once
again came from Europe, and echoed our own Modernism'’s
preoccupations with the unconscious and language itself:
Symbolism, Aceism, etc., often producing work more
extreme than anything in English.

Nekrasov’s work was therefore a development that went
largely nowhere. Silver age poetry was broadly cerebral
and anti-realist, as is our contemporary poetry today. There
was much new material in Soviet life, in its political
repression, collectivisation, the great famines and purges,
but criticism was unwise and sometimes fatal. The literary
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figures that disappeared in the Great Terror makes for
sobering reading.

Verse Matters

Red-Nosed Frost is written in ternary measures:
amphibrachic trimeters for the most part, but dactyllic
trimeters for a central section between lines 559 and 835
inclusive.

The amphibrachic trimeter scans u-u u-u u-u for lines
ending with a feminine rhyme (shown with an upper case
letter in the prosody section) and u-u u-u u- for lines
ending with a masculine rhyme (shown with a lower case
letter in the prosody section).

The dactyllic trimeter lines are not radically different, but
simply lose the initial unstressed syllable. The feminine
dactylic lines scan -u u-u u-u. The masculine lines scan -u
u-u u-

The many irregular lines not adhering to these patterns are
shown within brackets in the prosody pages.

Ternary rhythms pose several translation problems. Firstly,
while amphibrachic measures are common in Russian
poetry, they are decidedly uncommon in English. An
additional problem is the line length. Trimeters are very
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short and allow few of the circumlocution or word
rearrangement needed to meet end-rhyme requirements.
Those requirements become even more taxing with the
feminine rhyme, which generally looks a little mannered or
contrived in a language like English, poor in feminine
rhymes.

That is not to say that closely-rhymed ternary lines cannot
be reproduced in English, which the Ticknor publication (see
below) indeed achieved. But to make something observing
the graces of English poetry is exceedingly difficult. Here is
J. S. Phillimore’s translation of Nekrasov’s The Reaped Field
(second stanza) {22}

KarkeTcs, WeényyT Koaocba APYr APYryY:
"CKYUYHO HaM cnyLwaTb OCEHHIOW BbIOTY,
CKYYHO CKJIOHATbCSA 40 CAMOWN 3eMNn,
TyuHble 3épHa Kynas B Mnbinu!

Surely these cornstalks whisper one to another:
‘This Autumn wind, it has a weary sound:

And weary work it is to sink and smother
Good grain in dust by bending tops to ground.’

The rendering is pleasing, faithful, and even reproduces the
ternary metre of the original, but the lines are in the more
easily manipulated tetrameters. We should note how very
different are these slow rhythms to the ‘galloping’
renderings below, but also wonder whether a thousand
lines of such material would not be an intolerable burden on
translator and reader.

140



Previous Translations

There have been three previous translations, two complete
and one (Chandler and Dralyuk {21}) of only the famous
concluding section (much shortened, moreover: 218
original lines reduced to 96). All three are reasonably close
renderings, employ a ternary rhythm, and render the
feminine rhyme with a disyllable. One, the earliest,
anonymous Ticknor publication, rhymes on the disyllable;
the others do not. This first, duplicating the Russian rhyme
scheme, is tour de force, capturing the sense well but not
reading naturally as verse. The Soskine version is more free
running — easy to read, but now rather dated in diction.
The Chandler and Dralyuk rendering keeps less to an exact
ternary rhythm, but has a more contemporary diction and
some ingeniously deft rhyming.

For comparison purposes, we first glance at the prosody of
the section introducing King Frost. The verse is in
amphibrachic trimeters, though line 855 is a little irregular.

He BéTep 6ywiyeT Haa 66pom, 3A u-uu-uu-u
He c rop no6exanu pyubH, 3b u-uu-uu-
Mopd3-BoeBdaa n030poM 3A u-uu-uu-u
855. O6X0AUT BlaZeHbss CBOW. 3b (u-uu-u-)
FnaauT — xopowod nn MeTénu 3C u-uu-uu-u
JlecHble Tponbl 3aHecnn, 3d u-uu-uu-
N HeT nun rae TpEéwmHbl, Weénu, 3C u-uu-uu-u
N HeT nu rae rénon 3emnn? 3d u-uu-uu-
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A literal translation (a lightly-corrected machine code
version) is:

Not the wind raging over the forest,
Not from the mountains ran streams,
The Frost-governor patrol

855. Goes by his possessions.

Looks — well if blizzard

Forest trails blocked up,

And if there were any cracks, chinks,

And if there were any bare earth?

In order of publication, the three renderings are:

Anonymous Ticknor 2nd Edition Emended: 1887 {23}

Not wind in the firs is it, howling; 3A u-uu-uu-u
No brooks rushing down to the plain; 3b u-uu-uu-
The Frost-chief the region is prowling, 3A u-uu-uu-u
Inspecting his princely domain. 3b u-uu-uu-

He looks: have the snow-storms well covered 3C u-uu-uu-u

And blocked up each path with a drift? 3d u-uu-uu-
Does nowhere the earth lie uncovered, 3C u-uu-uu-u
Is nowhere a chink or a rift? 3d u-uu-uu-

Juliet M. Soskice: 1929 {24}

It is not the wind in the tree tops 3X uu-u-uu-u
Nor streams rushing down to the plain. 3a u-uu-uu-
King Frost from his fastness approaches 3X u-uu-uu-u
To visit his icy domains. 3a u-uu-uu-

He looks — are the forest paths hidden? 3X u-uu-uu-u

The snow — has it diligent been 3b u-uu-uu-
And is there no crack and no hollow 3X u-uu-uu-u
No bare patch of earth to be seen? 3b uu-u-uu-

142



Robert Chandler and Boris Dralyuk. 2018 {21}

Not the autumn wind in the forest, 3X uu-u-uu-u
not streams hurtling down to the plains - 3a u-uu-uu-
what we hear is Frost the Commander, 3X uu-u-uu-u
patrolling his far-flung domains. 3a u-uu-uu-
Has snow been swept by the blizzards 3X u-u-uu-u
over every pathway and track? 3b -uu-uu-
Is there any bare ground still showing, 3X uu-uu-u-u
any last brown fissure or crack? 3b -u-u-uu-

Present Version: 2020

No winds to howl through forest ways, 4a u-u-u-u-
no rivers sweep through mountain chains:  4b u-u-u-u-
our General Frost patrols: his gaze 4a u-u-u-u-
855. traverses wintry, vast domains. 4b u-u-u-u-
He checks that blizzards have concealed 4C u-u-u-u-
all trace of earlier forest trails, 4d u-u-u-u-
that every crack and chink is sealed, 4C u-u-u-u-
a thickly-covered earth prevails. 4d u-u-u-u-

The rendering emphasises the sense of the original, that it’s
the power and majesty of the Frost that suspends natural
processes. The rendering is also faithful to the English
verse tradition, with lines rhymed, properly paced and
rhythmically varied, but the ternary trimeters of the original
Russian have been replaced by English iambic tetrameters,
very different in style though similar in their number of
syllable. Nekrasov’s rhymes schemes and line length
changes have also closely followed, but the feminine rhyme
has been replaced by a masculine one throughout. The
rendering also echoes style changes in the Russian, but
does not register the change from amphibrachic to dactylic
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metre because neither is suitable for extended poems in
English.

There are reasons for these changes. As I see it, there
remain three problems with the previous versions,
accomplished though they are. One is that the ternary
metre in English is inappropriate to the subject matter,
imparting a rapid and inconsequential air to the narrative,
suitable for children’s verses but not for serious matters. It
is generally hard for such verse to rise to the occasion in
key sections:

The Ticknor publication: 1887

And nowhere so deep, unoppressed,
Restfully breathes the tired breast
And if we are ready to die,

No fairer place there is to lie.

Soskice: 1929

And nowhere so light is the burden
Of troubled and care-laden breast,
While if we are weary of living

No calmer abode is, of rest.

Present Version 2020

1041. Nowhere peace so generous,
to deeper breathe the weary breast:
if life has been enough for us,

no sweeter place to take our rest.
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The second is that, being written against the natural
cadence of English words, there is little marriage of verse
and content. The metre therefore seems something
extraneous, not varying in a pleasing manner because
linked to the sound and meaning of the words. The third
problem is that, having been manhandled into making
ternary rhythms (most obviously in Ticknor line 6, Soskice
line 8 and Chandler & Dralyuk line 8 in the King Frost
section), the words no longer offer the features that decent
verse exploits, those sonic textures that give needed
depths to meanings and make poetry out of ordinary
words.

There are arguments for and against all translation
approaches, but the crucial matter is the result, how the
rendering pleases or doesn’t please the reader. Since all
previous translations are available on the Internet, gratis,
readers can make their own choice.
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Appendix: Prosody

Amphibrachic Trimeter

Feminine rhyme shown with upper case letters, masculine
with lower case. Metres of lines ending with feminine rhyme
are u-uu-uu-u, masculine are -u-uu-uu-: all regular except
where indicated in brackets.

MNocBsaLwato Moén cectpé AHHe AnekcéeBHe.

Tbl ONATb YNPEKHYNA MEHS, 3a

YTO 9 C My30i MOEéI pasapyxuncs, 3B

YT1o 3a60TaM TEKYLEro AHS 3a

N 3a6aBam erd noguynmHUNCS. 3B

5. Ana XUTENCKNX PpacyETOB M Yap 3c

He pacctancs 6 s ¢ Mmy3oii Moéto, 3D

Ho 6or BecTb, He NOrac nn ToT Aap, 3c

Y10, 6bIBANO, APYXNN MEHS C HED? 3D (uu-uu-u--u)
Ho He 6paT ewé naam nolT, 3e

10. N TepHUcT erd nytb, n HenpodyeH,  3F

9 ymén|yMén He 60ATbCA KIEBET, 3e

Hé 6bin UMK 9 caM 03abdueH; 3F

Ho s 3Han, 4bé BO Mpake HOYHOM 3g
HaapbiBanocs cépaue ¢ neyanu, 3H
15. 1 Ha Yblo OHVM FpyAb ynaaanu cBUHUOM, 3g
N KOMY OHW XW3Hb OTpPaBAS/IN. 3H
N nyckai oHM MUMO NpoLunn, 3i

Hano MHO xoamBluMe rpd3bl 3]
3HAto A, YbM MOSINTBLI N CNE3bI 3]

20. PokoByto cTpeny oTBenNu... 3i

[a v Bpéms ywnod,— s ycrtan... 3k
MycTb 5 Hé 6bln 601LOM 6e3 yrnpéka, 3L

Ho a cunbl B ce6é co3HaBan, 3k

S BoO MHOroe Bépun rny6oko, 3l (uu-uu-uuu-)
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Appendix: Literal Translation

The literal rendering is a lightly-corrected machine
translation.

Dedication: To my sister Anna Alexeyevna.

You reproached me again,

That I have become friends with my Muse,
What concerns the current day

And to his amusements he obeyed.

5. For everyday calculations and charms

I would not part with my Muse,

But God knows, not extinguished whether the gift,
That I used to be friends with her?

But not his brother more people the poet,
10. And thorny his path, and fragile,

I knew how not to be afraid of slander,
They were not concerned about myself;

But I knew whose in the darkness of the night
Breaking my heart with sadness,

15. And on whose breast they fell like lead,
And who is poisoned.

And let them pass by,

Me went thunderstorms,

I know whose prayers and tears

20. The fatal arrow was withdrawn...

I'm tired...

Let me not be a fighter without reproach,
But I was aware of my strength,

I believed in many things deeply,
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Amphibrachic Trimeter

25. A Tenépb — MHe Nopa yMuUpaTb... 3m
He 3aTéM e nyckaTtbcs B oopory, 3N
YTo6bI B NK6SLWEM cépaLe onsaThb 3m
MpobyanTb POKOBYIO TPEBOTY... 3N
MpncMnpéBLLYO My3y MOK 30
30. 4 n cam HeoxOTHO flackato... 3P
S nocnéaHw NECHIO Nok 30
Ona 1e6a — n Teb6é nocBALAlo. 3P
Ho He 6yneT oHa Becenén, 3q
Byaet MHOro nevyanbHee NpéxHewn, 3R
35. MOTOMY UYTO Ha cépaLe TEMHEN 3q
N B rpaayweM elwé 6e3HanéxHen... 3R

Byps BOET B caay, 6ypsa nomMutcsa B Aom, 3s (-u-uu-u-uu-)

4 60tdcb, YTO6 OHA He cnoMuna 3T

CTtapbit Ay6, UTO MOCAXKEH OTLOM, 3s (-uu-u-uu-)
40. N Ty vBY, UTO MaTb Nocaauna, 3T

3Ty MBY, KOTOPYIO Thl 3u

C HAWen yyacTblo CTPAHHO cBsA3ana, 3V

Ha koTOpoii nobnéknm nucTsl 3u

B Houb, Kak 6éaHas MaTb ymMupana... 3V

45. W ApPOXWUT M NecTpPEEeT OKHO... 3w

Yy! Kak KpynHble rpaanHbl CKauyT! 3X

MuUnbliA Apyr, NOHSANA Tbl AAaBHO — 3w

48. 30ecb OAHW TOIBKO KAMHM He MauyT.. 3X (uu--u-uu-u)
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25. And now — me it is time die...
Not the same on the road,

In loving heart again

To awaken a fatal alarm...

Subdued my Muse

30. I'm reluctant to caress myself...
The last song I sing

For you — and you dedicate.

But it will not be more fun,

There will be a lot sadder still,

35. Because the heart is darker

And even more hopeless in the future...

Storm howls in the garden, storm breaks into the house,
I'm afraid it'll break

The old oak, that planted father,

40. And that willow my mother planted,

That willow you

With our fate strangely tied,
Where faded leaves

The night the poor mother died...

45. And shaking and street window...
Hark! as large hailstones jump!

Dear friend, I got you a long time —
48. Here alone only stones not crying...
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Amphibrachic Trimeter
YacTtb népeasi: CMEPTb KPECTbAHUHA

I

CaBpacka yB$A3 B NnonoBuHe cyrpéba, — 3Y

50. AiBe napbl NpOMEpP3bIX NanTén 3z (uu-u-uu-)
[a yron poréxen nokpbliToro rpo6a 3y (u-uu-uu-uuu-)
Top4aT 13 y6Orux ApoBHEN. 3z

Ctapyxa, B 6onblINX pyKaBuuax, 3A
CaBpacky colusia NoHYKaTb. 3b (u-uuuu-)
55. CocyNibKM Y HEN Ha pecHuuax, 3A

C MopO3y — A0J/IKHO nonaraTh. 3b

I1

MpuBbIYHAA AyMa Mo3Ta 3C

Bnepén 3ab6exaTtb el cnewmnT: 3d

Kak cdBaHoOM, CHérom oaéTa, 3C

60. N36yLiKka B AepEéBHE CTOUT, 3d

B n3byuwke — TeNEHOK B NOAKIETH, 3E

MepTBéLL Ha CKaMbé Yy OKH3; 3f

LLyMaT erd rnynble AéTu, 3E

TUxOHbKO PbIAAET XEHA. 3f

65. ClumBasa npoBOpHON UrdKomn 3G

Ha cdaBaH KyCcKW MonoTHa, 3h

Kak noxab, 3apsamBLlumii Haaonro, 3G
Herpdmko pbladeT oHa. 3h
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Part one: DEATH OF A PEASANT
I

Roan stuck in middle snowdrift —
50. Two pair of frozen bast shoes
Corner of mat covered coffin
stick out from poor sledge.

Old woman in big mittems
got down to urge savraska
55. Icicles on her eyelashes,
with frost should believe.

II

The poet's habitual thought
Forward to run her in a hurry:
As a shroud, snow dressed,
60. Hut in the village is,

In the hut — a calf in the basement,

The dead man on the bench by the window;
The noise of his stupid children,

Quietly sobbing wife.

65. Nimble needle stitching

On a shroud pieces of a cloth,
Like rain, charged for a long time,
She sobs softly.
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I1I

Tpu Taxkne adnn nména cyabba, 3i

70. N népBas aénsa: c paboM noBeHYATbCS, 3]
BTopas — 6bITb MaTepbio CblHa paba, 3i

A TpéTba — f0 rpoba paby nokopATbcs, 3]

N Bce 3Tn rpO3Hble AdNU nernu 3k

Ha »EéHLNHY pyCcCKO 3eMNN. 3k

75. Beka npoTekanu — BCe K CYACTbIO CTPEMMUNOCS, 3L
Bce B MMpe No HEeCKOJIbKY pas M3MeHWJ10Chb, 3L
OaHYy TONbKO 60r N3MEHUTHL 3abbiBan 3m (u--u-uu-uu-)
CypoByto A6Nt0 KPECTbSAHKMW. 3N

N BCE Mbl COrNACHbI, YTO TUM U3MESbYAN 3m
80. KpacmBoi n MmowHom cnaBssHku. 3N

CnyyanHas xépTBa cyabbbi! 30
Tbl rNyxo0, HE3PUMO CcTpaaana, 3P
Tbl CBETY KpOBABOW 60pb6bI 30
N xanob cBonx He BBEpSANa,— 3P
85. Ho MHe Tbl UX cKaxellb, MOl aApyr! 3q
Tbl ¢ A€TCTBA CO MHOIO 3HakOMa. 3R
Tbl BCA — BOMJIOLWEHHbIN Ucnyr, 3q
Tbl BCA — BekoBas ncroma! 3R
ToT cépaua B rpyav He HOCWU, 3s
90. KTo cnés Hap 106610 He nun! 3s
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ITI

Three plights had fate,

70. And first share: to marry slave,
Second is to be mother of slave's son,
And third — until coffin slave submit to,

And all these formidable shares fell
On woman of Russian earth.

75. Century has elapsed — towards wanted fortune,
Everything in world has changed several times,

One only God forgot to change
Harsh lot of peasant woman.

And all agree that type of decayed
80. Beautiful and powerful Slav.

Random victim of destiny!

You unheard, invisibly suffered,

You are light of bloody struggle

And your complaints not confided,—

85. But you will tell me, my friend!
You've known me since you were a child.
You're all embodied fear,

You're all-century fatigue!

He heart not worn
90. Who tears for you not shed,
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IV

OZHAKO Xe peydb 0 KpecTbsiHKe 3T
3aTésAnn Mbl, YTO6 CKa3aThb, 3u
UTo TN BENUYaBOM CNaBsAHKMU 3T
BO3MOXHO M HblHE CbICKATb. 3u

95. ECTb XEHLUWHbI B PYCCKUX CeNéHbax 3V

C cnokOHO BAXHOCTbIO NnL, 3w

C KpacuBOO CU/I0M B ABUXEHbBSAX, 3V

C noxdéakomn, co B3rns40M Lapuu,— 3w

Nx pasBe cnendn He 3aMéTuT, 3X

100. A 3pAYNIN O HUX TOBOPUT: 3y

«Mponaét — cnésHo conHue oceetut! 3y (u- -u-uuu-)
MocMOTpUT — py6bném nopgaput!» 3y

NayT oHW TOW e Aoporon, 3Z (u-u-uu-u)
Kakon Becb Hapoa Haw UAET, 3a

105. Ho rpsisb 06¢cTtaHéBKM y60Oroum 3Z

K HUM cnOBHO He nunHeT. LiBeTéT 3a
Kpacasuua, MUpy Ha AMBO, 3B

PyM$iHa, CTpOIiHA, BbICOKA, 3c

Bo BcsAkoM oaéxnae Kpacuea, 3B

110. Ko Bcsikoli paboTe noBKa. 3c

N rénop n xénoa BbIHOCUT, 3D

Bcerna Tepnennea, poBHa... 3e

S BMAbIBan, Kak oHa KOCUT 3D (u-uu-u-u)
YT1o B3Max — TO rotéBa KonHa! 3e
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IV

But it's about a peasant woman
We started to say,

What type of stately Slav
Perhaps and now find.

95. There are women in Russian villages
With calm solemnity of countenance,
With beautiful power in their movements,
With the gait, with look of queens,—

Blind man cannot see them,

100. Sighted of them says:

«Will pass-as if sun will illuminate!
Will look — ruble will bring!»

They walk the same way

What all people we are,

105. But mud of miserable situation
doesn’t seem to stick. Blooms

beauty, world wonder,
rosy, slender, tall,

In any clothes beautiful,
110. In everything skilful.

And hunger and cold endure,
Always patient, even...

I've seen her mow,

Sweep, the hay-cock ready!
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115. MnaTtok y Hen Ha yxo cbuncs,

Tord rnsam Kocbl NaayT.
Kakdii-To napHeK U3noB4YuCs
N kBépxy noabpocun mnx, wyT!

Tsxénble pycblie KOChI

120. Ynanu Ha cMyrnayw rpyab,
Mokpbln e HOXEHbKK 60CHI,
MeLwaT KpecTbAHKE B3rNsHYThb.

OHa oTBena ux pykamu,

Ha napHsa cepavTo rnaavT.

125. Jlnud BennuyaBo, Kak B pame,
CMyLLEHBEM U THEBOM FOpPMUT...

Mo 6yaHAM He ndéuT 6e3aénbs.
3aTo BaM eé He y3HaTh,

Kak croHuUT ynblbka Becénbs
130. C nnua TpyaoBYyto NeYaTh.

Takoéro cepaéyHoro cMéxa,

N nécHu, n NIAcku Takon

3a AéHbIM He KynuLlb. «YTéxa!»
TBEPAAT MYXUKM MexX cobou.

135. B urpé eé KOHHbIN He cnoBuUT,

B 6ené — He cpobéeT,— cnacér;
KOHA Ha CKaKy OCTaHOBMUT,
B ropsuyto 136y BonaéT!
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115. Handkerchief was in her ear,
That look braids will fall.

Some kid got away with it.

And threw them up, fool!

Heavy blond braids

120. Fell on her dark chest,
Covered her legs bare,
Prevent peasant seeing.

She brushed them away with her hands,
He glares at boy.

125. The face is stately, as in a frame,
Embarrassment and anger ablaze...

On weekdays, dislikes idleness.
But you won't recognize her,
How to drive a smile of fun
130. On face toil-pressed seal.

Such hearty laugh,

And songs, and dances such

Money can't buy. «Joy!»

Repeat peasants among themselves.

135. In game her horse does not catch,
In trouble — gails not, will rescue;

A galloping horse will stop,

Burning hut will enter!
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KpacuBble, pOBHble 3y6bl,

140. YTO KpYynHbIE NEPNbI, Y HEN,
Ho cTpdéro pyMsiHble rybbi
XpaHAT UX Kpacy oT noaén —

OHa ynblbaeTcs péako...

Eii HEKOrAa NACbI TOUUTD,

145. Y Hel He pelunTcs cocéaka
YXxBaTa, roplka nonpocuThb;

He »anok el HUWMn y6ornin —
BonbHO x 6e3 pabdThl rynathb!
JIexxvT Ha HeN AENbHOCTU CTPOromn
150. Wl BHYTpeHHeN cubl NeYyaTsb.

B Hel ICHO U KpE&nKo CO3HaHbe,
Y10 BCE MX crnacéHbe B TpYyAE,
N Tpya en HecéT Bo3JasHbe:
CeMéNncTBo He BbETCH B HYXAE,

155. Bceraa y HUx Ténnas XaTta,
Xneb BblneyeH, BKYCceH KBacok,
310pOBbI U CbITbl pebAaTa,

Ha npa3aHunK ecTb NULLIHUI KYCOK.

NoéT 3Ta 6aba kK o6éaHe

160. MNMpen Bcéto ceMbEl BRepeau:

CnanT, KaK Ha CTyne, ABYXNETHUN
Pe6EHOK Yy Hel Ha rpyau,

PaakOM WeCTUNETHEro cbiHa
HapaaHas MAaTka BeAOET...

165. U no cépauy 3Ta KapThHa
Bcem ndb6aWmMmM pycckunii Hapoa!
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Beautiful, even teeth,

140. Like large pearls she has,
But strictly red lips

Keep their beauty from people —

She rarely smiles...

She had no time to make jokes,
145. Of her a neighbor no mind
Grab onto pot to ask;

Not her wretched beggar poor —
Willingly do without work for walk!
Lying on her strong practicality
150. And domestic forces the seal.

It is clear and strong consciousness,
Everything of their salvation in work,
And work carries reward:

The family not struggling in poverty,

155. Always have them warm hut,
Bread, delicious kvas,

Healthy and fed children,

There's an extra slice for holiday.

This woman is going to mass
160. Before all family ahead:
Sits, as on chair, two-year
Child on her breast,

By side six-year-old son
Well dressed leads...

165. After heart this picture
All who love Russian people!
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Vv

N Tbl KpacoTO AMBUNA,

Bbina 1 NoBKa, N CUNbHA,

Ho rope 1ebs nccywunno,

170. YcHyBLwero MNpokna xeHa!

fopaa Tbl — Thbl NAAKaTb He XO4ellb,
Kpenunuwbcsi, HO XoncT rpoboBoin
Cne3amMu HeBOJIbHO Thbl MOYMULLb,
CwmBas NpoBOPHOMN UTNOA.

175. Cne3a 3a cne3om ynapaeTr
Ha 6bicTpble pyKu TBOW.

Tak kKOnoc 6e33By4YHO poHAET
Co3péBLune 3épHa CBOW...
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Vv

And you too with beauty astonished,
Were skilful and strong,

But grief has dried you up,

170. Dear Prokl’s wife!

Proud you do not want to cry,
You're strong, but the grave linen
You wet with involuntarily tears,
Stitching with rapid needle.

175. Tear after tear falls
fast on your hands.

So the spike silently drops
Its ripened grain ...
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VI

B cené, 3a yeTblpe BepCTbl’

180. Y uépkBu, raoe BETep LWIaTaeT

Nonbutble 6ypen KpecThl,
MecTéUuKo CcTapuk BbIOUpPAET;

YcTtan oH, pabdéta TpyaHa,
TyT TOXe CHOpOBKA HYXHa —

185. Y106 KpecT 6b1710 BUAHO C A0oporu,

Y106 CcONHLE Urpano Kpyrom.
B cHery 0o konéH erdé HOrum
B pykax erd 3actyn v now,

Bca B MHee wanka 6onbluas,
190. Ycbl, 6opoaa B cepebpé.
HeaBWXHO CTOUT, pa3MblLlLIAS,
CTapvk Ha BbICOKOM byrpé.

Pewwnncsa. Kpectom 0603Haumn,
[ne 6yaeTt Mormny KonaTb,

195. KpecTtOM oceHUnIca U Hadan
JlonaTtoto cHer pa3rpebaTs.

NHble Npuémbl TyT 6b1K,
Knaabéuue He To, 4Tto noéng

N3 CHéry KpecTbl BbIXOAWU,
200. KpecTtamu noxunacb 3eMns.
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VI

In village, four versts away,

180. At church, where wind shakes
storm felled crosses,

Place old man chooses;

He tired, work difficult,
Here, too, skill needed —

185. That cross was in sight from roads,
That sun may play around.

In snow up to his knees his legs,

In his hands spade and crowbar,

All in frost large cap,

190. Moustache, beard in silver.
Stands motionless, thinking,

An old man on high mound.

He has decided. With cross outlined,
Where to dig the grave,

195. He has crossed himself and begun
with spade to to shovel snow.

Other recipients there have been,
The graveyard is not like fields:
Crosses projected out of snow,
200. Crosses lay on the ground.
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CorHyB CBOHK CTapyto ClvHY,
OH aénro, NpunéxyHo konan,
N XENTYo MEP3NYIO MMNHY

TOTUac e cHexOK 3acTunan.

205. BopOHa Kk HeMy noaseTéna,
MNoTblkana HOCOM, NPOLUNACH:
3eMnAa Kak Xené3o 3BeHéNa —
BopOHa HU c yeM ybpanace...

Morvnna Ha cnasy rotoBa,—
210. «He MHe 6 3Ty siMy KonaTb!
(Y cTaporo BblpBanocb cidBo.)
He Mpokny 6bl B HEW NOYUBATD,

He Mpokny!..» CTapuk ocTynuncs,
N3 pyk erdé BbICKO/Ib3HY/ JIOM
215. U B 6ényto AMy ckaTuics,
Ctapuk erd BblHY/M C TPYAOM.

Mowén... no gopoére waraer...
HeT conHua, NyHA He B3oOLWnNaA...
Kak 6yATo BECb MUP YMUPAET:

220. 3aTULbe, CHEXOK, MOoyMrna...
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Bending his old back,

He dug long and hard,

And yellow frozen clay
Immediately snow covered.

205. Crow flew up to him,
Poked his nose, was off:

The earth rang like iron —
Crow got away with nothing...

Grave suitably ready,—

210. «Not for me this hole to dig!
(The old man uttered a word.)
Not Prokel should in it to rest,

Not Prokel!.."The old man stumbled,
The crowbar slipped from his hand
215. And in white hole rolled down,
The old man took it out with difficulty.

Gone... walking down the road...
No sun, no moon...

It's like whole world is dying:
220. Calm, snow, half-darkness..
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VII

B oBpare, y péuku Xentyxu,
CTtapuk cBoK 636y HarHan

N TUXO Cnpocun y CTapyxu:
«XopOLw nu rpobok-To nonan?»

225. YcTa eé uyTb npowenTanu
B oTB&T cTapuky: «Huuerd».
MoTdM oHM 66a Monyanu,

N npdBHU Tak TUXo0 6exanu,
Kak 6yato 6osnucek yero...

230. JepéBHs eLlé He OTKpblNach,
A 611M3KO — MeNbKAaeT OroHb.
CTapyxa KpecTtOM oCceHWnachb,
LLlapaxHynca B CTOPOHY KOHb,—

Be3 wanku, ¢ HordamMmm 60cbIMH,

235. C nbWNM 3a0CTPEHHBIM KOJIOM,
BHe3anHo npeacTtan népen HUMu
CTapWHHbIN 3HakOMel, Maxom,

MpUKpPbITbl Py6AaXor KEHCKOW,
3BEHENN BEPUTU HA HEM;

240. MocTykan aypak AepeBEHCKNIA
B Mopd3HYto 3éMN0 KoM,
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VII

In ravine by river Zeltukha,

old man caught up with his woman
And quietly asked old woman:

«Is coffin good one?»

225. Her lips barely whispered

In response to old man: «So0-s0.»
Then they both remained silent,
And wood-sledge so quietly fled,
As if afraid of something...

230. Village hasn't appeared yet,
And close-flashes fire.

The old woman made cross,

The horse shied away,—

Without hat, with bare legs,
235. With large pointed stake,
Suddenly appeared before them
old acquaintance Pakhom.

Covered with woman's shirt,
Rattled chains on him;

240. Knocked fool of village
on frosty land with stake,
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MoTdM nomblvan cepaobdnbHO,
B3noxHYyNn u ckaszan: «He 6ena!
Ha Bac oH pabdTtan AoBOMbHO,
245. N Bawa npuwna 4yepena!

MaTb CbIHY-TO rpo6 nokynana,
OTéu eMy My Konan,

XeHa eMy caBaH clwumBana —
BceMm pasom pabdéty Bam gan!..»

250. OnATb NoMblYan — n 6e3 uénu
B npocTpaHCTBO Aypak nobexan.
Bepyru yHbINO 3BEHENMN,

N rénble nkpbl 6necténu,

254. N n6Cox No CHéry yepkarn.
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Then grunted compassionate,

He sighed and said, «Never mind!
He worked for you enough,

245. And your turn has come!

Mother for son coffin had bought,
His father dug a hole for him,

His wife sewed his shroud —

All at once made you work!..»

250. Again, grunted, and without purpose
Into space fool ran.

Chains sadly rang,

Naked calves glistened,

254. And staff on snow scribbled.
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VIII

255. Y ndMa oCcTaBmnum Kpeolwy,
K cocénke cBenn Ho4YeBaTb
3a3a6HyBWMX Mawy u Mpuwy
N cTanun cbiHka 06psaXaThb.

MeannTenbHO, BaXHO, CypoOBO
260. MeyanbHoe Aéno Benocs:
He cka3aHo nuwHero cndBa
Hapyxy He BblaaHo Cnés

YcHyn, noTpyamswuiica B noTe!
YcHyn, nopaboTtas 3eMné!

265. JlexxnT, HENPUYACTHbIN 3a60Te,
Ha 6énoM cocHOBOM CTONE,

J1IeXXNT HENOABWXHbIN, CYypOBbIH,
C ropsLiei ceedyon B ronoBax,

B wunpdkon pybaxe xonwdsomn
270. 1 B N"MNOBbIX HOBbIX NanTsX.

Bonblune, ¢ MO30SISIMU PYKHK
MNoabaBLIMe MHOTO TpyAa,
KpacnBoe, uyxaoe MyKu

274. Nvnybé — u ao pyk 6opoaa...
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VIII

255. Against house left coffin lid,
To neighbor brought to spend night
Half frozen Masha and Grisha
Began to dress little son.

Slowly, gravely, sternly

260. Sad business was conducted:
Does not say extra words,
Outwardly not issued tears.

Asleep, toiling in sweat!

Fell asleep, having worked earth!
265. Lies, not sharing care,

On white pine table,

Lying motionless, stern,
With burning candle at head,
In wide linen shirt

270. In bast new shoes.

Large, calloused hands,

Having done much work,
Handsome, alien to pain

274. face, beard reaches to hands...
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IX

275. MNMoka mepTBeLa obpsixanu,
He Bblgann cndBoM TOCKMU

N TONbKko rnanétb nsberanm
Apyr Apyry B rnasa 6eaHsaku.

Ho BOT y>»é KOHUYeHO Aéno,

280. HeT HYy»Aabl 60pdTbCA C TOCKOW,
N yTO Ha AyLwWé HaKunNéno,

N3 ycT nonunnocsa pekoin.

He BéTep ryanT no KoBbINW,

He cBanebHbIn née3n rpeMuT,—
285. PoaHble no Mpokne 3aBblan,
Mo Mpokne ceMbsi FONOCUT:

«[0Ny6UYMK Tbl HALLl CU3OKPbIbINA!
Kyaa Tbl OT Hac yneTén?
MpuréxecTtBoM, pOCTOM U CUNOW
290. Tbl pdBHU B cené He UMEén,

PoanTtenam 6bin Tbl COBETHUK,
Pa6oTHMuek B néne Tbl 6bin,
FocTaM xnebocdn v NpUBETHUK,
XeHy n netén Tbl nobun...

295. Y10 X MAno rynsn Tbl No CBETY ?

3a YTO Hac NoKUHY, poaHon?
OayMan Tbl AYMYLIKY 3Ty,
OayMan c cbipOto 3eMNEN,—
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IX

275. While dead man was being dressed,
Not give longing word

And only look avoided,

Poor people, look each other in eye.

But now it's over,

280. There is no need to deal with grief,
And that heart boiled,

From mouth poured a river.

Not wind hums in the feather grass,
Not a wedding train rattles,—

285. Kindred of Prokel howled,

For Prokel family cry:

«Dear you our gray-winged!
Where did you go from us?
Beauty, stature and strength
290. You had no peer in village,

To parents were you counsellor,
You were field worker,

Guests welcome and welcome,
You loved your wife and children...

295. Why didn’t you walk in world enough?
Why did you leave us, dear?

Have you pondered this thought,

Have you thought in damp earth,—
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OanyMan — a HaM OCTaBaTbCH
300. Benén Bo Mupy; cupoTtam,
He cBéxelt BOAO YMbIBATbCS,
Cne3amu ropdummm Ham!

CTapyxa NOMpET CO KPY4WHbI,
He »uTb 1 OTUY TBOEMY,

305. epe3a B fiecy 6e3 BeplWNHbl —

Xo35ka 6e3 Myxa B AOMY.

E€ He »xanéewb Tbl, 6€aHON,
[NeTén He xxanéewb... BcTaBan!
C nonockn cBoén 3anoBéaHOM
310. Mo néty cbepellb ypoxan!

CnnecHn, HeEHArNAAHbINA, pyKamu,
CokdénbuM rnaskdm nocMoTpu,
TPAXHW WENKOBbIMU KYAPAMMU,
CaxapHbl ycTa pactsopu!

315. Ha panoctu Mbl 661 cBapum
N mény, n 6parn xmMenbHON,

3a cTton 6bl Te6S nocagnnmn —
MokyLwan, >XenaHHbI, poaAHON!

A camun HanpéTuB 6bl CcTaNN —
320. KopMuneu, Hagéxa cemMbu!—
Ouén bbl c Tebst He cnyckanu,
322. loBnnu 6bl péun TBOU...»
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Changed his mind — and us remain
300. told to the world; orphans,
Not to wash with fresh water,

With tears that burn us!

The old woman will die from sorrow,
Not to live too your father,

305. Birch in forest without tops —
Housewife without husband in house.

You do not pity her, poor,
children do not regret... Get up!
From strip of your reserve

310. You will take full harvest!

Claps hands, beloved one,
Look with hawk's eye,
Shake silk curls,

Open sweet lips!

315. For joy we would brew
mead and hop beer,

We'd put you at table —
Eat, welcome, dear!

And we would place opposite —
320. Provider, hope of family!—
Eyes would be on you,

322. Catching your words...»
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Ha 311 pbladHbs 1 cTOHbI
Cocéaun Banvunu rypbbon:

325. CBeuy NMonoXuB y NKOHBI,
TBOPW/IN 3€MHbIE MNOKIOHbI

N wnu mondyanneo AOMON.

Ha cMény Bxoannu apyrue.

Ho BOT yXx Tonna pasbpenacs,
330. MNoy>XXWHaTb CENN pOAHble —
Kanycta aa c xnébywkoM KBac.

Ctapuk 6ecnonésHoin KpyumHe
Cob6061 oBnaaétb He gaBan:
Moanaamewimnch 61MXe K Ny4YnHe,
335. OH nanoTb Xyao0m KOBbIpAN.

MPOTAXHO N rPOMKO B34bIXas,
CTapyxa Ha néuky nerna,

A [1apbs, BooBa Mononas,
MpoBénaTtb pebAToK NnoLna.

340. Bcto HOUEHbKY, CTOS Y CBEUKM,
YnuTan Haa yconwum aAbsydok,

N BTOpWUN €My 13-3a NMéUKM
MpOH3UTENBbHLIM CBUCTOM CBEPYOK.
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On these sobs and moans

The neighbors came in droves:
325. Putting a candle at icon,
Did prostrations

And walked silently home.

Others came in.

But now crowd dispersed,

330. Dinner sat down native —
cabbage, some bread kvass.

The old man useless grief
To take possession of him allowed not:
Approaching nearer torch,
335. He bast shoe plaited.

Long and loud sighing,

The old woman lay down above stove,
And Da’ya, widow young,

To check on boys went.

340. All night, standing by candle,
Read over deceased sexton,

And echoed him from behind stove
Shrill whistling cricket.
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XI

CypdBo MeTénnua Bblna

345. N cHérom Knaana B OKHO,
HeBéceno conHue BCXOANNO:
B To yTpO cBUAETENEM bbIO
NeyanbHOW KapTUHbI OHO.

CaBpacka, 3anpsiXXEHHbIN B CAHMU,
350. MoHypo cToAN Yy BOPOT;

Be3 nuwHux peyén, 6e3 pblaaHuin
MokdlHMKa BblHEC Hapoa.

— Hy, Tpdéran, caBpacywka! Tporai!

HaTtsarmBai kpénue ryxm!
355. CnyXun Tbl X03MHY MHOro,
B nocnéaHunin pasok nocnyxu!..

B Topréosom cené Ymcrononbe
Kynunn oH TebA COCyHKOM,
B3pactnn oH T€65s Ha npuBdNbe,
360. UV Bblwen Tbl AO06pPbIM KOHEM.

C XO35IMHOM APY>XHO CTapancs,
Ha 3umylwky xneb 3anacan,

Bo ctane pebéHky nasancs,
TpaBoOi Aa MAKWMHOMN NUTANCK,
365. A TéNno N3pAaHO AepXKan.
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XI

Severe blizzard howled

345. And snow knocked at window,
Sadly the sun rose:

That morning the witness was

sad picture it is.

A roan-drawn sleigh,

350. stood dejectedly at gate;

No more speeches, no more crying.
dead man was carried by people.

— Well, move, roan, move!

Pull tight traces!

355. You have served owner much,
Serve one last timel..

In market town Chistdpol

He bought you as suckling colt,

He raised you in abundance,

360. And you came out good horse.

Worked friendly with master,

with winter bread laid up,

To herd child was given,

On grass and chaff was fed,

365. And body kept in good condition.
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Koraa »ke pabdTbl KOHYANNCH 3Z
N ckdBbIBan 3émnto Mopos, 3a
C X035IMHOM Bbl OTMPaBAANMNCH 3Z
C npomawHero k6pMa B N3BO3. 3a
370. HeMano u TyT AOCTaBanoCb — 3B
Bo3nn Tbl TXENYO KNaab, 3c
B »xecTokyto 6ypto cny4yanocs, 3B
N3Myudacb, Aopory TepsaThb. 3c
BuaHa Ha 60kax TBOWX BRANbIX 3D (u-uu-u--u)
375. KHyTa He oa4Ha nosocy, 3e
3aTo Ha ABOPAX MOCTOASbIX 3D
MokyLwan Tbl BBOIO OBCA. 3e
Cnbixan Tbl B SHBAPCKNE HOUM 3F
MeTénu npoH3nUTENbHbI BOWN 39
380. /1 BONYBbK ropsumne o4u 3F
Buaan Ha onyLike necHon, 3g
MpoapoOrHelwb, HATEPNULLBLCA CTPAXY, 3H
A TaM — 1 oNATb HUYero! 3i
[a, BUAHO, XO3AMH Aan Maxy — 3H
385. 3uMa pokoHana ero!.. 3i
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When the work ended

And frost bound earth,

With the master you went
From home feed to haulage.

370. Much was your share —
you carried heavy load,

In violent storm it happened,
Exhausted, the road you lost.

Visible on your sunken flanks
375. not one lash of whip,
But in inns

You ate plenty of oats.

You heard on January nights
Blizzard piercing howl
380. And wolf's burning eyes
saw on edge of forest,

You'll get cold, will get scared,

And there — and again nothing!

Yes, apparently, the owner made mistake —
385. Winter has killed him!..
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386. Cnyunnocb B rny6okom cyrpdbe 3]

MoNCcyTOK €My NPOCTOATh, 3k
MoTdM TO B Xapy, TO B 03HObe 3]

Tpw AHSA 3@ NoABOAONM LWAraTh: 3k
390. NMokONHUK Ha CpOK TOpoNWUCS 3L
[o MécTa AOCTaBUTb TOBAP. 3m
[docTtasun, noMON BOpOTUICS — 3L
HeT rénocy, B Téne noxap! 3m
Crtapyxa erd okatuna 3N
395. Boaomn c neBSATU BEPETEH 30
N B xapkyto 6aHI0 cBOAMNA, 3N
[Ja HeT — He nonpasuncs oH! 30
Toraa BopoXxéek co3Banm — 3P
N néaT, v WénuyT, N TpyT — 3q
400. Bce xyno! Eré npoaesanu 3P
Tpu pasa ckBO3b NOTHbIA XOMYT, 3q
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386. It happened in deep snowdrift
Half day to him to stand,

Then in fever, then in chill

Three days to walk after cart:

390. Deceased on time hurried
To place to deliver goods.
Delivered, returned home —
There is no voice, body on fire!

Old woman doused him
395. Water from nine spindles
And to hot bath drove,
No: he did not recover!

Then soothsayers were summoned —
And drink, and whisper, and rub —
400. All bad! He was dragged

Three times through sweaty collar,
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Cnyckanun poammoro B nponyo6s, 3R

oA Kypu4nin KNanm HaceécrT... 3s

BceMy nokopsncs, kak ronybb,— 3R (u-uu-uuu-)
405. A nnéxo — He NbéT n He ecT! 3s

EWwé nonoxunTb noa Measéns, 3T

Y106 TOT eMy KOCTU pasmsan, 3u (u-u-uu-)
Xonébuwmk cepravyeBckuin deas — 3T
CnyymBLlmniica TyT — npeanaran. 3u

410. Ho Oapbs, xo3sika 6onbHOro, 3V

MporHana coBéTumka npoub; 3w (uu-u-uu-)
NcnpdboBaTb cpéactBa MHOMO 3V

3aaymana 6aba: n B HO4b 3w

Mowna B MOHACTbIPb OTAANEHHbIN 3X

415. (BépcTax B AeCATWN OT cena), 3y

[ne B HEKOI MKOHE SBNEHHOWN 3X

LlenébHas cmna 6bina. 3y

Mowna, BopoTniacbk ¢ NKOHON — 3Z
BonbHOM yx 6e3rnaceH nexan, 3a

420. OnéTbIl Kak B rpob, NpuUYaLLEHHbIN. 3Z
YBUAEN XeHy, NpocToHan 3a

422. N ymep... 3B (u-u)
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Lowered into ice hole,

Under the hen laid roost...

He submitted to everything like dove,—
405. And bad — does not drink or eat!

To put under the bear,

In order that his bones stretched,
Sergach peddler Fyodor —

What happened here, proposed.

410. But Dar'ja, the patient's wife,
Drove away adviser;

Try means different

Woman conceived: and at night

Went to monastery remote
415. (Ten versts from village),
Where certain icon is shown|
Healing power existed.

Went, came back with icon —

The patient already speechless,

420. Dressed as for coffin, received communion.
Looked at wife, moaned

422. And died...
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422. ...CaBpacyuwka, Tporan,
HaTtsarmeai kKpénue ryxm!

CNny>XWn Tbl XO3MHY MHOrO,

425. B nocnéaHunii pasok nocnyxm!

Yy! ABa noxopOHHbIX yaapa!
Monbl oXxuaarT — uaun!..
Y6utasa, ckdpbHasa napa,
LLnn MaTb 1 oTéL BNepeau.

430. PebaTa c nokOMHUKOM Oba
Cuaénn, He cMés pblaaTh,

N, npaBsa caBpackoin, y rpdba
C BOXOKaMU Ux 6éaHasa MaThb

lLlarana... Fnas3a eé snanu,
435. N 6bIn He 6enéi eé WeéK
HagéTblh Ha HEel B 3HAK NMevyanu
N3 6&noi XONCTUHbI NIATOK.

3a [apbeit — cocénei, cocénok
Mnenack Herycrtas Tonna,

440. Tonkys, uto MpokoBbIX AETOK
Tenépb He3aBWAHa cyabb3,

YT1o Aapbe pabdThl NpubyaerT,
Y10 XAOYT €€ UYépHble AHMW.
«Xanétb eé HéKkoMYy byneT»,—
445, COrnacHo pewmnnmn oHu...
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422. ...Good roan move on,
Pull tight traces!

You have served owner much,
425. Serve one last time!

Hark! two funeral bells!
Priests expecting - go!..
Overwhelmed, sorrowful couple,
Went mother and father ahead.

430. The children with dead man both
Sat, not daring to weep,

And, guiding roan, the coffin

With reins their poor mother

Walked... Her eyes sunken,

435. And was not whiter than her cheeks
Worn by her as sign of sorrow

white linen headscarf.

Behind Daria men-neighbors, women-neighbors
The crowd was thin,

440. Interpreting of Prokel’s children

Now the unenviable fate,

That Dar’ja's work will arrive,

dark days wait for her

«There will be no one to pity her»,—
445. According decided they...
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XIV

446. Kak BOAUTCS, B IMYy CNYCTUMU,
3ackinanu [lMpokna 3eMnén;
Monnakanu, rpdOMKO NoBbINK,
CeMbtO NMoXkanénu, nouyTunm

450. MokOMHMKa WEAPON XBanon.

Cam ctapocTta, Cuaop UBaHbIyY,
Bnonrénoca 6a6am noasbin

N «mup Te6é, Mpokn CeBacTbAHbIY!—
Ckaszan,— 6naroaylleH Tbl 6bi,

455, Xun 4écTHo, a rMaBHoOe: B CPOKM,
Y Kak Tebs 6or Bbipy4an,

Mnatvn rocnoanHy o6poku

N noaaTtb uaptd npeacrasnan!»

NcTpaTuB 3anac KpacHopeybs,
460. NMOYTEHHbIN MYXUK NOKPAXTEN:
«[1a, BOT OHA XU3Hb YenoBéubsa!»—
MpnbaBun — u WAanNkKy Haaén.
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XIV

446. As usual, in pit lowered,
Covered Prokel with earth;

Cried, loud howling,

The family wished to honor

450. deceased with generous praise.

Himself starost chief, Sidor Ivanovich,

In low voice to women lamented

And «Peace be with you, Prokel Sevastianych!—
Said, — kind you were,

455. Lived honestly, and importantly: in good time,
Oh how God helped you out,

Paid the lord's dues

And submitted to the landlord’s tax!»

Having spent stock of eloquence,
460. Worthy peasant grunted:
«Yes, this is human life!»—
Added — and put on his cap.
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«CBanwuncs... a T6-1o 6bin B cunel.. 3W
CBanuMcs... He MUHYTb M HaMm!..» 3y (-uuu-uu-)
465. EWE nokpecTunmcb Morune 3W

N c 66romM nowsn no AoMam. 3y
BbicOkuin, cendin, cyxonapsbin, 3Z
be3 Wwanku, HeaBMXHO-HEMON, 3a
Kak NamMATHUK, AéayliKa CTapbli 3Z
470. Ctosin Ha morune poaHon! 3a
MoTdM cTapuHa 60poaaThiit 3B
3aaBuUrancsa TMXo no Hew, 3c
PoBHAA 3eMNMLYy NONATOM 3B
Moa BONNM CTapyXxun CBOEN. 3c
475. Korpa »e, oCTaBMBLUM CblHa, 3D
OH c 636011 B fepéBHIO BXOAWIT: 3e
«KaK NbSAHbIX, WATAET Kpy4ymnHa! 3D
478. Tnaan-Tko!..» — Hapba roBopwu. 3e
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«He fell... and when he had strength!..
We shall fall... and as we must!..»
465. They crossed themselves at grave
And with God went on to homes

Tall, grey, gaunt,

Bareheaded, motionless and mute,
As monument, grandfather old
470. Stood at grave!

Then old bearded

Moved quietly on it,

Levelling the earth with shovel
With cries of old woman.

475. When, having left son,

He entered the village with woman:
«Like a drunk reeling grief!

478. Look!.." — people said..
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A Napbs aoméi BopoTMnach —

480. MNpnbpaTtbcs, AETEN HAKOPMUTD.

Ain-an! Kak n36a Hactyannaco!
TopdnuUTcsa neyb 3aToNUTb,

AH rnsab — HU NOJSIEHA ApPOBULLEK!
3aaymanacb 6éaHasa MaTh:

485. NMOKMHYTb €M Xanb pebsaATULLEK,
X0Ténocb 6bl UX NPUNACcKaThb,

[a BpéMeHU HETY Ha NAacKw,

K cocénke cBena nx BaoBa,

N TOTYAC Ha TOM XKe CaBpaCKe
490. MNMoéxana B nec, No ApoBa...
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And Dar’ja returned home —

480. to dress herself, feed children.
Ay-ay! How cold the hut has become;
she hastens to heat the stove.

But see, not log of firewood!
Thought poor mother:

485. She felt sorry for children,
Would like to caress them,

Yes, there is no time for caressing,
Their widow took them to neighbor,
And immediately on same roan

490. Went into woods for firewood...
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YacTb BTOpas: MOPO3, KPACHbI HOC

XVI

491. Mop063HO. PaBHWHbI 6enéoT noa cHéroM, 4L (u-uu-uu-uu-
u)

YepHéeTcs nec Bnepeau, 3m
CaBpacka NNeTércsa HU WAroM, HNU 6érom, 4L (u-uu-uu-u)
He BCTpETULLL AYLIN Ha NYyTU. 3m

495, Kak Tuxo! B nepésHe pasaaswmniica rénoc 4N (u-uu-uu-
uu-)

Kak 6yaTo y camoro yxa ryaeér, 30

O kOpeHb ApeBECHbIN 3anHyBWUKCcSA N6no3 4N (u-uu-uu-uu-
u)

CTy4u1T 1 BU3XWUT, 1 3a cépaue ckpebéT. 40 (u-uu-uu-uu-)

KpyroMm — nornsaéTtb HETY MouH, 4P (u-uu--uu-)
500. PaBHWHa B anMaszax 6n1ecTuT... 3q

Y Japbu cnesamm HandnHUNNUCL O4n — 4P (u-uu-uu-uu-
)

[0/1XHOG 6bITb, UX COMHLIE CNENWUT... 3q
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Part two: FROST, RED NOSE

XVI

491. Frosty. The plains white under snow,
Black forest ahead,

Roan crawls not walk not run,

Not meet souls on way.

495. How quiet! Voice from village

As if at very ear buzz,

About root wood sled runner

Knocks and squeals and grates at heart.

Around to look impossible,

500. Plain glitters with diamonds...
Dar’ja's eyes filled with tears —
Them sun must be blinding...
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XVII

503. B nonax 661510 TUXO, HO TULLE

B necy n kak 6yato cBeTnén.

505. Yem nane — nepéBbs BCE BbllUE,
A TEHWU ANVHHEN N OANUHHEN.

[epéBbs, U CONHUE, U TEHMN,

N MEPTBbIN, MOTU/bHbIN NOKOWA...

Ho — 4y! 3ayHbIBHblE NEHM,

510. FNyxoi, COKpYLWNTENbHbIN BOW!

Ocununo dapblowky répe,
N nec 6€3y4acTtHO BHUMAN,
Kak cTOHbl NTMNMCb Ha NPOCTOpE,
N rénoc pBanca v apoxan,

515. U conHue, Kpyrno un 6e3ayLuHo,
Kak »éntoe OKO COBbI,

Fnapéno c He6éc paBHOAYLIHO

Ha TsXKne MyKu BAOBBI.

N MHOro nun cTpyH o6opBanoch

520. Y 6éaHOI KpeCTbsHCKOW AyLINn,
HaBéKKn COKpbITO OCTANOCh

B necHOn HenoAMMONM FyLLN.

Benvkoe répe BooBuLbI

N MaTepwn Manbix cupoT

525. Moacnywanu BONbHbIE NTULbI,
Ho BblAaTb He CMénu B HapoOA...
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XVII

503. Fields were quiet, but quieter

in forest and as if brighter.

505. Than far — all trees were higher,
And shadows long and long.

Trees and sun and shadows,

And death-like, sepulchral peace...
But — Hark! mournful chidings,
510. dull, shattering howl!

Grief has mastered Dar'iiSka,
And forest listened impartially,
As moans poured on open space,
And voice was torn and trembled,

515. And the sun, round and soulless,
Like yellow eye of owl,

Looked down from heaven indifferently
Upon heavy pangs of widow.

And whether many strings broke
520. in poor peasant soul,
Forever have remained hid

In forest savage wilderness.

Great grief of widow

And mothers of small orphans
525. Overheard free birds,
But to tell people they have not dared...
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XVIII

527. He ncapb no ay6poésywke TpybuT,
ForéueT, copBUronoBa,—
HannakaBlwncb, KONeT n pyout

530. ApoBa mMonoaas BAOBA.

CpybuBLun, Ha apdBHK 6pocaeT —
HanonHuTb 6bl X NOCKOPEN,

N Bpaa nu cama 3aMeudaer,

YTO Cné3bl BCE NbIOT U3 OUEN:

535. NHasA ¢ pecHWLbl COpBETCS
N Ha cHer c pa3Maxy nagér —
[o camoin 3emnn pobepércs,
FNy60OKYy0 SSMKY MPOXXKET;

Apyryt Ha népeBo KUHET,

540. Ha nnawky,— 1 cMOTpULLb, OHA
XeMUYyXMHOM KPYMNHOW 3aCTblHET —
Benda, v Kpyrna, n nnoTHa.

A Ta Ha rnasy nobnucraer,

Ctpenom no wekeé nobexwur,

545. N cONHbIWKO B HEl NOUrpaeT...
YnpaButbcs Japbs CMeLwnT,

3Han, pybuT,— He YyBCTBYET CTYXMU,
He cnbiwnT, 4TO HOrM 3HOBMUT,

N, nénHasa MbICNbIO O MYXe,

550. 30BET erod, C HUM FroOBOPUT...
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XVIII

527. No huntsman through wood blows on horn,
Turning, daredevil,—

Having ceased to wail cuts and splits

530. Wood young widow.

Having cut wood on wood-sledge throws —
To fill it quickly,

And she unlikely to notice,

That tears all pour from eyes:

535. Some from eyelashes break
And on snow with force will fall —
Till ground will get,

Burn deep hole;

Another on wood drop,

540. On log — vyou see it
Pearl large petrified —

White, and round, and dense.

And that eye will glisten,

An arrow on cheek will run,

545. And the sun will play in it...
To manage Daria in hurry,

Know, cuts — not feeling cold,
Doesn’t hear feet cold,

And, full of thoughts of her husband,
550. Calls him, talking to him...
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«[onybumk! Kpacasuuy Hawy 3R
BecHéM B XopoBOAE OMNATh 3s
MoaXBATAT noapyXeHbkn Mawy 3R
N cTAHYT Ha pydkax KayaTtb! » 3s

Amphibrachic Dimeter

555.  CTaHyT Ka4aTb, 2T (-uu-)
KBépxy 6pocaTs, 2U (-uu-)
MakoBKOW 3BaThb, 2T (-uu-)
Mak oTpsixaTtb! 2U (-uu-)

Dactyllic Trimeter

(Feminine: -uu-uu-u Masculine:-uu-uu- Regular except
where indicated.)

Bcsa packpacHéeTtcsa Hala 3V i.e. (-uu-uu-u)
560. MakoBbIM LBETUKOM Malua 3V i.e. (-uu-uu-u)
C CMHMMUM rnaskamu, c pycon kocom! 3W i.e. (-uu-uu-u)

HoxkaMm 6UTb U CMEATLCS 3Xi.e. (-uu-uu-u)
ByaeT... a Mbl-TO Cc TO60M, 3w i.e. (-uu-uu-)
Mbl Ha Heé nb60oBATbLCA 3Xi.e. (-uu-uu-u)
565. byaeMm, xendHHbin Tbl MOM!.. » 3w i.e. (-uu-uu-)
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«Dear fellow! our beauty

in Spring in round dance again
Friends will catch up Masha
Begin in hands to toss!

555. Will begin to toss,
upwards to throw,
poppy heads to call,
poppy to shake out

All red will blush our
560. Masha as little poppy flower
With eyes blue, with blond braid!

Tap feet and laugh

She will... and we are with you,
We admire her

565. We will welcome you... »
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Dactyllic Trimeter
XX

YMep, He A0XWN Tbl BEKY,
YMep n B 3éMA0 3apbIT!
J11660 BeCcHO 4YenoBéky,
CONHbILWKO SIPKO FOPWUT.

570. CONHbIWKO BCE 0XUBWUIO,
BOXbW OTKPLINUCL Kpachl,
MNéne coxu 3anpocuno,
TpaByLWwKM NpOCAT KOChI,

PaHo 5, ropbkas, BcTana,

575. N6ma He ena, c cobon He 6pana,
Jlo HOYM NALLHIO Naxana,

Hoéubto a1 kb6cy knenana,

YTpOM KOCWUTb A mowna...

Kpénue Bbl, HOXXeHbKWK, CTONTE!
580. Bénble pykn, He HONTE!
Hano oaHoM nocneBaThb!

B ndéne ogHOM-TO HaACAAHO,
B ndéne oagHOM HENOBAAHO,
CTaHy 5 Munoro 3BaThb!

585. J1JAagHO Nu nawHwo BCcnaxana?
Bblan, poanMbliA, B3rnsaHu!

Cyxo nn céHo ybpana?

MpsiMO Nn cTorn cMeTana?..

A Ha rpabnax otabixana

590. Bcé ceHokOcHble AHU!

3Y (u-uu-u-u)
3z
3Y
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3E
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3G
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3i
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3H
3H (-u-uuu-u)
3i

Hékomy 646bto pabdTy nonpasuTb! 4] (-uu-uu-uu-u)
Hékomy 646y Ha pa3yM HacTtaBuTb. 4] (-uu-uu-uu-u)
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XX

Died, not lived to see your span,
Dead and in earth buried!
Pleasure in spring for man,

sun is shining brightly.

570. Sunshine revived,

God's revealed beauties,
Field plough requested,

Grass asks for scythe,

I in sadness got up,

575. At home did not eat with me did not take,
Till night plowed field plowed,

At night I riveted scythe,

In morning I went to mow...

Stronger stand your legs!
580. White hands don’t complain!
Must go alone!

In field alone tiresome,
In the field alone unpleasant,
I'll call dear one!

585. Have I ploughed well?
Come out, darling, look!

Have I got in hay dry?

Have I pile up haycock erect?..
I rested on rake

590. All hay making days!

No one to correct work by woman!
No one to instruct woman on reason.
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Dactyllic Trimeter

XXI

CTana CKOTMHYLWWKa B nec ybupartbcs, 4K (-uu-uu-uu-u)
CTtana poXb-MaTylKa B K6/1oc MeTatbes, 4K (-uu-uu-uu-u)

595. bBor HaM nocnan ypoxai! 3l

HbiHYe condMa no rpyab YenoBeéky, 3M

Bor Ham nocnan ypoxan! 3l

[a He npoanvn Te6é BEKY,— 3M (-uu-u--u)
Xouewb He xé4yewb, ogHa nocnesan!.. 4l (-uu-uu-uu-)
600. OBOA XYXOKUT U KYCaeT, 3N

CMépTHas »axaa TOMUT, 30

CONHbIWKO cepn HarpeBaeT, 3N
CONHbIWKO 04U CNEenwuT, 30

AOKET oHO rénosy, nnéun, 3P (-u- -uu-u)
605. HOXXEHbKWN, PYYEHBbKU XOKET, 3q

N30 pxun, cndBHO U3 Néuu, 3P

Toxe TennoM obaaérT, 3q

CnuHywwKa HOET C HaTyrK, 3R

Pyku n HOrmM 60n4T, 3s

610. KpacHble, XENTble Kpyru 3R

MNépen o4amm CToAT... 3s
XHn-poxnHAaM nockopée, 3T

Bunanwbe — 3epHO notekno... 3u

BmécTe 6bI féno cnopée, 3T

615. BMécTe noBaaHen 6ol wWno... 3u
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XXI

Little herd has begun to go to forest,
Mother rye has begun to devote herself to ear,

595. God has sent us abundant harvest!
Now straw to the chest of man,

God has sent us abundant harvest!

Yes, but not for you long life,—

Like it or not, alone hasten!..

600. Gadfly buzzes and bites,
Deadly thirst torments,

Sun heats sickle,

Sun is blinding eyes,

Burns head, shoulders,

605. Legs, hands burning,
Out of rye, as if from furnace,
Also is pouring heat,

Back aches with the strain,
Arms and legs hurt,

610. Red, yellow circles
Before eyes stand...

Finish harvest more quickly,

See — grain flowed...

Together would it go more quickly,

615. Together it would have gone more pleasant...
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Dactyllic Trimeter
XXII

CoH MoW 6bin B pyKy, poaHas!
CoH népen cnacoBbiM AHEM.

B ndne 3acHyna oaHa s
MNécne nonyaHsa, ¢ cepnom;

620. Buxxy — MeH$ ocTynaer
Cvna — HecMéTHas paTb,—
pO3HO pyKAaMW MaxaerT,
p&3HO OYAMU CBEPKAET.

Aymana s ybexarTs,

625. [la He nocnyLwanncb HOrm
CTtdna npocuTb 9 NOMOrH,
Ctana s rpOMKO KpU4YaTb.

Cnbllwy, 3eMN4a 3aapoxana —
MNépBas MaTb Nnpubexana,

630. TpaBYLUKK pBYTCH, WWYMAT —

JEéTKN K poanMON cnewar.

LLInbko 6e3 BETPY He MALLET
MénbHuUa B N6ne KpbiidM:
BpaTeu MaET Aa NpunsxerT,

635. CBEKOp NNETETCS LWaXKOM,
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XXII

My dream has come to pass, dear me!
Dream before Christ’s day.

I fell asleep alone in field

In afternoon, with sickle;

620. I see — surrounds me

a host, a numberless power,—
It waves his arms menacingly,
Menacing with eyes it glares.

I thought to run away,

625. But limbs did not obey.
I began to beg for help,

I began to cry aloud.

I hear ground tremble —

First mother came running,
630. Rye is broken, rustles —
Children to dear one hasten.

Quickly without wind waves not

Windmill in field arm:

Brother goes to lie down,

635. Father-in-law creeps with short step.
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Dactyllic Trimeter

Bcé npunbpenn, npmubexanu, 3E
TONbKO APYXKKA OAHOIO 3f

Oun Mon He BUAANMW... 3E
Ctana a knnkaTtb ero: 3f

640. «Bnauwb, MeHs ocTynaeTr 3G
Cvna — HecMéTHas paTb,— 3h
pO3HO pyKaMW MaxaerT, 3G
pO3HO OYAMU CBEPKAET: 3G

YTOo He MAEWb BbIpYYaTb?..» 3h

645. TyT 5 Kpyrom ornaaénacb — 31

F6cnoan! Yto kyaad aénock? 31 (-uu-u--u)
Y10 3TO 6bHINO CO MHON? 3j (u- -uu-)
PATW TYT HET HUKaKON! 3j

3To He NKAN Nnuxue, 3K

650. He 6ycypMaHcKkas paTb, 3l

3TO KONOCbS pXaHble, 3K
CnénbiM 3epHOM HanuTble, 3K
BblLwan co MHOM BoeBaThb! 3l
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All came slowly, quickly,
Only one friend

My eyes have not seen...
I began to call him:

640. «You see, surrounding me
power of great host,—

It beckons with arms menacingly,
Menacing its eyes glare:

Why aren't you helping out?..»

645. Then I looked around —
Lord! What happened?

What was wrong with me?
There no army here!

These no wicked people,
650. Not Muslim army,
This rye heads,

Ripe grain filled,

Come to fight with me!
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Dactyllic Trimeter

MawyT, WYyMAT; HACTYMNawT,

655. Pykun, nuud wekoTaT,

Camu condmy nop cepn HarnbarwT —
Bénble cTosiTb HE XOTAT!

XaTb npuHsAnach 9 nposdpHO,
XHy, a Ha Wéto MoK

660. CbIntoTCA KpYrHble 3épHa —
CndéBHO nop rpaioM cToo!

BbiTeueT, BbITEYET 332 HOUb
Bcs HAWa MaTyLliKa-poxb...
ae xe Tbl, MNpokn CeBacTbAHbIY?
665. YTo NocobnsTb HE MAELIBL?..

CoH Mo# 6bIn B pyKy, poaHas!
XaTb Tenépb 6yay oaHa 1.

CTaHy 6e3 MMNoro xaTb,
CHOMUKKN KPEnko BA3AThb,
670. B cHONWKKM CcNé3bl pOHATB!

Cné3sbl MOW HE XEMYYXHbI,
Cnésbl réptoliku-sadsbl,
YT0 e Bbl rOCNoay HYXHblI,
Yem emy Ao6poru BblI?..
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They wave, they rustle, beat against
655. hands and tickle face.
Themselves stalks under sickle bend
more do not want to stand!

Harvesting I begin quickly
I reap and on my neck
660. pour large grains

As if under hail I stood.

Will run out, run out for night,

all our mother rye.

Where are you Prokel Sevastianych
665. Why don’t you come to help?

The dream has come to pass, dear me,
I shall be the one to reap.

I shall without the dear one reap
Little sheaves shall bind
670. On the sheaves tears drop.

My tears are not pearls

tears of a sorrowing widow.
What does God need you for,
what value are you to him?
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Dactyllic Trimeter
XXIII

675. A6nrn Bbl, 3MMHME HOUYEHbKMU,
CKy4HO 6e3 MUIoro cnaThb,

JInwb 6bl HE NN1AKaNIN OYEHbKMU,
CtaHy nondTHa $ TKaTb.

MHOro HaTky s NondTeH,

680. TOHKNX AOBPOTHbLIX HOBUH,
BblpacTeT KpENok 1 NNOTEH,
BblpacTeT NAcKOBbI CbIH.

ByneT no HaweMmy MEcTy

OH XOTb KyAa XeHUXOM,

685. BbicBaTaTb NAPHIO HEBECTY
CBATOB HaAEXHbIX MOLUNEM...

Kyapw cama pacyecana a lpuue,

3W
3X
3W
3X

3Y
3z
3Y
3z

3A
3b
3A
3b

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

KpoBb C MO/TOKOM Halw cbiHOK-NépBeHel, 4d (-uu-uu- -u-)

KpoBb C MO/TOKOM U HeBécTa... Nan xe!

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

690. bnarocnosu Monoablx noa BeHéul!..4d (-uu-uu-uu-)

3TOro AHSA Mbl, KakK NpAasaHuKa, XA4anu,
MOMHULIB, Kak Ha4dan pullyxa XoanThb,

Liényto HOUEHbKY Mbl TOJIKOBANMU,
Kak er6 6ynem XeHuTb,

4E
4f
4E
4f (-u- -uu-)

695. CTann Ha cBaabby KONUTb NOHEMHOry... 4G

BoT — poxaanucb, cnasa 66ry!
Yy, 6ybeHubl roBopAT!
MNoe3n BepHYCca Ha3aa,

Bbian HaBCTpéuy npoBOpHO —

700. MaBa-HeBécTa, COKOMUK-XKEHUX!—

CbInNb Ha HUX X/1€BHblE 3EpHa,
XMénem ocbinb Monoabix!..
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XXIII

675. Long winter night
lonely without loved one
would eyes not weep

I will linen weave.

Much will I weave of linen
680. Good fine new cloth
will grow up fine and strong
will grow up loving son.

Will be for our place

He likely groom,

685. Get young man a bride

We’'ll send for trusty matchmakers.

I have combed Grisha’s curls

Blood with milk our firstborn son,
Blood and milk also bride... Go now!
690. Bless the young down the aisle!..

This day we, like holiday, waited,

Remember when Grisha started to walk,

Whole night we talked, how we shall marry him,
For wedding to save little by little...

695. Here what waited for, thank God!
Hark the little bells talking!

Procession has returned

Come out quickly to meet

The train came back,

700. Pea-hen bride, falcon bridegroom,
Scatter on them grain

With hope bestrew the young.
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Dactyllic Trimeter

XXIV

Ctano y nécy y TéMHoro 6péauT, 4K
JIblkn B necy nacTtywoHKe AepérT, 4
705. V13 necy cépblii BONUMLLE BbIXOAUT. 4K
Yblo OH OBLlY YHECET? 3l
YEpHas Tyya, rycras-rycras, 4M
MpAMO Haja HAWeWN AepEBHEN BUCUT, 4n
MpbICHET N3 Ty4n CTpena rpoMoBas, 4M
710. B yel oHA AOM CHOpPOBUT? 3n (-u-uuu-)
Béctn Henobpblie xO049T B Hapoae, 40
MapHAM Heaonro rynsTb Ha cBo6OAE, 40 (u-u-uu-uu-u)
CkOpo — peKpyTckuin Habop! 3p
Haw-To Mmondauunk B ceMbé oAMHOUKA, 4Q
715. Bcex y Hac aétok — Mpuwyxa aa aduka. 4Q
[a ronoBa y Hac Bop — 3p
CKaxeT: MMpcKOn npurosop! 3p
CrbHEeT HM 3a YTO HWU MpPO YTO AETUHA. 4R
BcTaHb, 3aCTynnchb 3a poaANMOro cbiHa! 4R
720. HeT! He 3acTynuiibcs Thbl!.. 3s
Bénble pykn TBOM ONYCTUTUCH, 4T
SlcHble 64N HaBéKU 3aKpbl/IUCH... 4T
FOpbkue Mbl CUPOTHI!.. 3s
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XXIV

Herd near dark forest roams,

Bast trees in forest shepherd pulls,
705. From forest grey wolf goes.
Whose sheep will it take?

Black cloud, thick-thick,

Directly over village hangs,

Will shoot from clouds thunder bolt,
710. At whose house will it aim?

News goes to people,
Young men not long walk in freedom,
Coming soon — recruitment!

Our youngster in family alone,

715. All of us children — Grisha and daughter.
But head is thief —

He will say communal judgement!

He will die for nothing fellow.
Stand up, stand up for your own son!

720. No! you will not intercede!..
White hands have let themselves fall,
Clear eyes forever have closed...
Bitter orphans we!..
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Dactyllic Trimeter

XXV

A nb He MonNWna uapuvuy HeBécHyto? 4U

725. 8 nv neHunBa 6b11a? 3v
Houbto 0AHA NO MKOHY YYyAECHYIO 4U

S He cpobéna — nowna. 3v

Bétep WyMnUT, HAMETAET Cyrpobsl. 4W
Mécsiua HeT — XOTb 6bl nyy! 3X

730. Ha HEBO rnaHewb — Kakne-To rpobel, 4w

Llénn na rupu BbIXOAAT U3 Tyu... 4X

9 nn o HEM He cTapanacb? 3Y

A nn xanéna 4dero6? 3z

A emy MONBUTL 6osinacs, 3Y

735. Kak a ntobuna ero! 3z
3BE3404KkKN 6YAYT Y HOUN, 3A

ByneTt nn HaMm-To cBETNéNn?.. 3b

349U CrpbIFrHYA U3-N04 HOUM, 3A (-u-uu-- u)
3aunHbka, cToin! He NocMén 3b

740. Nepebexatb MHe aopory! 3C

B nec ykatun, cnaea 66ry... 3C (-uu- -u-u)
K MoNHOYM CTANo CTpalluHén,— 3b

Cnblwy, He4YncTasa cuna 3E
3anoTowuna, 3asblna, 3E

745. 3aronocuna B necy. 3f

YTO MHE 10 CUJ1bl HEYNCTON? 3G

Yyp MeHsa! [éBe npedncTomn 3G (-u- -uu-u)
A npuHoweHbe Hecy! 3f

Cnblwy 5 KOHCKOE pXKaHbe, 3H

750. Cnbiwy BoskOB 3aBblBaHbE, 3H
Cnblwy NoroH 3a MHOW, — 3i
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XXV

Have I not prayed to Queen of heaven?
725. Was I lazy?

At night alone with icon wonderful

I did not fear, I went.

The wind howls, snow piles up.

No moon, not even ray!

730. At sky look — like coffins,

Chains and weights come out of clouds...

I didn't try?

Did I spare anything?

I was afraid to tell him,
735. How I loved him!

The stars are at night,

Will it be any brighter for us?..

The hare leaped from under hillock,
Little hare, stop! don't you dare

740. Cross my path!
Into woods it went, thank God...
By midnight it was scarier,—

I hear evil spirits
Began to rustle, to cry,
745. to howl in woods.

What do I care about power of evil?
Let me be. To Virgin
I'm bringing offering!

I hear horse neigh,

750. I hear wolves howling,
I hear chase after me ,—
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Dactyllic Trimeter

3Bepb Ha MeHA He kunaancsa! 3]

JInx yenoBéK He Kacalcs, 3]

Jopor Haw rpow TpyaoBoun! 3i

755. NéTo oH »un paboTatouu, 3K

31UMy He BUAEN AEeTEN, 3l

HOun 0 HEM noMmbIWNSAOUN, 3K (-uu-uuu-u)
S He cMbIKana oyén. 3l

EneT oH, 346HET... @ 9-TO, Ne4YanbHas, 4M (-uu-uu-uu-uu)

760. 13 BONNOKHUCTOrO NbHY, 3n

CndéBHO aopora erd vyxenanbHas, 4M (-uu-uu-uu-Uuu)
AONryt0 — HUTKY TSAHY. 3n

BepeTteHd MOE npblraeT, BEPTUTCS, 40 (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
B non ynapsetcs. 2p (-uu-uu)

765. Mpoknywka new naéTt, B pbITBUHE KPECTUTCH,
40 (-uu-uu- -uu-uu)
K B63y Ha ropoyke caM npunpsraeTcs.
4P (-uu-uu-uu-uu)

J1éTo 3a nétoMm, 3MMa 3a 3MMON, 4q
3TaK-TO Mbl pa3aobbliNCh KasHOM! 4q

MMNocTnB 6yamn K KpecTbAHUHY 6&aHOMY, 4R (-uuu-u-uu-uu)

770. Técnoaun! BCE oTHAéM, 3s
YTo no konénke, no rpOnKy MEAHOMY 4R (-uuu-u-uu-uu)
Mbl ckonoTunu Tpyaom!.. 3s
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Beast, don't attack me!
Wicked man don't touch,
Dear our hard-earned money!

755. Summer he lived laboriously,
In winter didn't see children,

By night about him thinking,

I didn't close my eyes.

He rides, gets cold... and I, sad,
760. Of fibrous flax,

As road is distant,

I draw out long thread.

The spindle springs, turns,

It hits floor.

765. Proslushka goes on foot, in ravine crosses himself,
To load on hill harnesses himself.

Summer after summer, winter after winter,
That's how we provided means!

Be merciful to poor peasant,

770. Lord! We will give all back,

Kopeck by kopeck, copper grosh by grosh
We laid up by labour!..
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Dactyllic Trimeter
XXVI

Bcs Tbl, TponunHa necHas!
KéHumnncs nec.

775. K yTpy 3B€344a 30/10Tas
C 60XXbnX HEBEC

Bapyr copBanacb — u ynana,
AyHyn rocndéab Ha Heé,
AporHyno cépaue Mogé:

780. Alymana s, BCMOMUHanNa —

YTo 6b1210 B MbICNSAX TOrAa,
Kak nokaTtunacb 3Be3aa?

BcndMHMNa! HOXXEHbKKU CTanu,
Cvniocb NATH, a Henay!

785. lymana s, 4Tto eABa nu
Mpok/ia B XUBbLIX A HaUAy...

3T
2u (-uu-)
3T
2u (-uu-)

3V
3w
3w
3V

3Xx (u-u-uu-)
3x

3Y
3z
3Y
3z

HeT! He nonycTuT uapuua HebécHasa! 4A (-uu-uu-uu-uu-uu)
4A (-uu-uu-uu-uu)

JacT ncuenéHbe nkoOHa yyaécHas!
S oceHMnacb KpecTom
790. N nobexana 6erom...

Cwvna-To B HEM boraTtblpckas,
MwunocTtmne 60r, He yMpeT...
BoT 1 cTeHa MoHacTblpckas!
TeHb Yy M0OS rosioBOM AOCTaéT
795. 10 MOHACTbIPCKUX BOPOT.

3b
3b

3C (-uu-uu-uu)
3d
3C (-uu-uu-uu)

4d (-uu-uu-uu-)

3d

S noknoHunacsa 3eMHbIM nNoknOHoM, 4E(-uu-uuu-u-u)

CTana Ha HOXeHbKU, rMaab —

BOpoH cuanT Ha KpecTé 30/104EHOM,

Apo6rHyno cépaue onsitb!
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XXVI

All you, forest path!

The forest ended.

775. Towards morning golden star
From God's heaven

Suddenly broke down — and fell,
God blew on it,

My heart trembled:

780. I thought, remembered —

What was in mind then,
How did the star start to fall?

I remember! legs stopped,

I try to walk, but I couldn’t!
785. I was thinking that hardly
I'd find Prokel alive...

No, Queen of heaven will not allow!
Miraculous icon will give healing!

I crossed myself

790. And began to run...

The power in him heroic,

God merciful, he will not die...
Here wall of monastery!

The shadow of my head arrives
795. at monastery gate.

I bowed to ground,

Stood on feet and see —
Raven sits on gilded cross,
Heart trembled again.
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Dactyllic Trimeter

XXVII

800. Abénro MeHs npoaepxanu — 3G
CXMMHUUY CECTpbI B TOT AeHb norpebanu. 4G
YTpeHs wna, 2i (-uu-)

TVUX0 NO LUEPKBU XOAWIN MOHALWKUHLI, 4] (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
B YEpHble pAChI HAPSIXXEHbI, 3] ( -uu-uu-uu)

805. Tonbko nokdmHMLa B 6énoM bbina: 4i

Cnut — Mosioaas, crnokomHas, 3K (-uu-uu-uu)
3HaeT, uTo 6yaeT B patd. 3l

MouenoBana v 9, HeaocToOMHas, 4K (-uu-uu-uu-uu)
Bényto pyuky TBOH! 3l

810. B nnunko aonro rnagéna sa: 3M (-uu-uu-uu)
Bcex Tbl MONoOXe, HapsaHen, MUnén, 4n (-uu-uu-uu-)
Tbl MeX cecTép cnéBHoO ropnnHka 6énas 4M (-uu- -u-uu-uu)
MpoMéxay CU3bIX, MPOCTbIX FONy6én. 4n (u-u-uu-uu-)
B pyukax YepHETCa YETKH, 30

815. TlncaHbIn BEHUMK Ha NbYy. 3p

YEpHbI NOKpOB Ha rpoby — 3p

3TaK-TO aHrénbl KpOTKK! 30 (-uu-u-u)

MOnBM, KacaTka Mo4, 3q

Bory cBATbIMKU yCTaMu, 3R

820. YTo6 He ocTanacs s 3q

FOpbKoli BAOBOM C cMpOTamu! 3R (-uu-uu-uu)
P06 Ha pyKax A0 MOrusbl CHECIH, 4s

C néHbeM N NNayYeM eé norpebnu. 4s
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XXVII

800. They kept me a long time —
Nun sisters buried that day.

Matins came,

Quietly in Church marched nuns,

In black cassocks dressed,

805. Only dead woman in white was:

Sleeping — young, sanguine,
Knows, that will in Paradise.
Even I, unworthy, kissed,
Your white hand!

810. I stared into face for long time:

All you younger, more colorful, neatest,
You're among sisters like white turtledove
Among the blue, common pigeons.

Black rosary beads in her hands,
815. Written halo on forehead.
Black cover on coffin —

Thus angels meek!

Speak my swift,

To God with holy lips,
820. So as I not am left
Bitter widow with orphans!

The coffin on their hands to grave was carried,
With singing and crying she was buried.

224



Dactyllic Trimeter

XXVIII

[BMHYNacb ¢ MUPOM MKOHA CBATAS,
825. C&ctpbl 3anénu, eé npoBoXas,
BCé npunnoXXunmcsa K Hen.

MHOro Bnaablumue 661710 NOYETY:
CTapbii U Manbln 6pocanu paboty,
N3 nepeBéHb LWNK 32 HEM.

830. K Helt BbIHOCUAM 60NbHBLIX N YBOruX...

3Hato, Bnaablunual 3Ha: y MHOrmx

Tbl ocylunna cnesy...
TONBLKO Thbl MUIOCTU K HaAM He aBua!

Fécnoan! ckdnbko A ApoB Hapybuna!
835. He yBe3éwb Ha BO3Y...»

End of Dactyllic section
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XXVIII

Moved in peace the holy icon,
825. Sisters sang as they escorted it,
All kissed it.

Much to Holy Virgin was honor:
Old and young quit work,
From villages came to her.

830. To it brought sick and poor...
I know, Holy Virgin, I know of many

you drained tears of...
Only to us you showed no mercy!

Lord! how much wood I chopped!
835. You will not carry in one load...»
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Amphibrachic Trimeter Resumed

(Feminine: u-uu-uu-u Masculine: -u-uu-uu- Regular

except where indicated.)

XXIX

OKOHYMB NpUBLIYHOE AENO,
Ha aApoBHM noknana ApoB3,
3a BOXXM B3AS1ACb M XOTéna
MycTuTbCsa B AopOry BAOBA.

840. [la BHOBb nopasaymanach, cTos,
Tondp MallMHANBHO B341a

N Tnxo, npepbIBUCTO BOS,

K BbICOKOW COCHEé nozaoLuna.

EnBa eé HOrM aepxanu,

845. lywa ncrommnacb TockoMn,
HacTtano 3atvwbe neyann —
HeBOMbHbIN N CTPALLHbIN MOKON!

CTOWUT NoA COCHOM YyTb XWUBAH,
Be3 aymbl, 6e3 cTOHa, 6e3 cnés.
850. B necy TMwWNHA rpoboBas —
[eHb cBéTen, Kpenyaet Mopos.
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XXIX

After finishing the usual business,

On the wood-sledge put them firewood,
For reins are starting and wanted
Embark on a journey widow.

840. Yes again reflecting standing,
Axe mechanically took

And quietly, intermittently howling,
To high pine has drawn.

Barely her legs held her,

845. Soul is weary with longing,
There was lull of sadness —
Involuntary and terrible peace.

Stands under a pine tree, barely alive,

Without thinking, without moaning, without tears.
850. In the forest silence a coffin —

The day bright, the frost grows stronger.
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XXX

He Bétep 6ywyet Hag 66pom,
He c rop nob6exanu pyuby,
Mop63-BoeBdaa A030poM

855. O6X0AUT BNaZieHbss CBOW.

FnaanT — xopowd N MeTénu
JlecHble Tponbl 3aHecny,

N HeT nu rae TpeLuHbI, Weénu,
N HeT nu raoe rénon 3emMnun?

860. MywuncTbl N1 COCEH BEPLLUWNHBI,
KpacuB nu y30p Ha ay6ax?

N kpénko nu ckéBaHbl NbANHbI

B BENUKUX N ManbiX BOAAX?

NaéT — no aepéBbaM LUAraeT,
865. TpelunT no 3aMEp3sion BOAE,
N apkoe coénHue urpaer

B kocmaTtomn erd 6opoaé.

[opdra Be3aé yaposaéto,

Yy! 6nmxe noaxoauT, ceaon.
870. N BApyr ouyTMNCsA Haa Héw,
Han camoit eé ronosom!

3abpaBLUNCh Ha COCHY 60/1bLUYHO,
Mo BéToukaM nanuuen 6bét

N cam npo cebsa yganyto,

875. XBacTtnMByto NMécHo MoéT:
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XXX

Not the wind raging over the forest,
Not from the mountains ran streams,
The Frost-governor patrol

855. Goes by his possessions.

Looks — well if blizzard

Forest trails blocked up,

And if there were any cracks, chinks,
And if there were any bare earth?

860. Fluffy are pine tops,

Is pattern on oaks beautiful?
Tight and constrained by ice floes
In great and small waters?

Goes — on tree walks,

865. Crackles on frozen water,
And bright sun plays

In his shaggy beard.

Way everywhere for sorcerer,

Hark! Coming closer, white-haired.
870. And suddenly he was above her,
Over her head!

Climbing a big pine,

On twigs with a mace beats
And himself bold,

875. Boastfully song sings:
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XXXI

«Brnaavncb, Monoanua, cMenée,
Kakos BoeB6aa Mopds!

HaBpsa Te6é napHs cunbHée

N kpawe BMAATb NpUBENOCH?

880. MeTénu, cHera v TyMaHhl
MokdpHbI MOPO3Y BCeraa,
MNonay Ha MOPA-OKUSIHbI —
MocTpdto ABOPLLI U30 NbAa.

3aaymato — pekun 6onblune
885. Hapgdénro ynpsauy noj rHéT,
MocTpdto MOCThLI NeasHble,
Kaknx He nocTpouT Hapoa.

[ne 6bicTpble, WYMHbIE BOAbI
HenaBHo cBo66AHO TEKNN —

890. CerdaHsa npownn newexonsb,
0663bl C TOBAPOM MPOLLIN.

Niobntd 5 B rny6oknx mornnax
[MOKOMHWUKOB B MHEWN PAANTb,

N KpoBb BbIMOPAXXWNBATb B XWax,
895. N Mo3r B ronoBé nefeHnTb.
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XXXI

«Look, young woman, courage,

What is governor Frost!

Can't you fellow stronger

And more handsome happened to see?

880. Blizzards, snow, and mists
Submissive to frost always,

I go to oceans —

I'll build palaces of ice.

Ponder — river large

885. Hide for long time under oppression,
Build bridges of ice,

What people will not build.

Where fast, noisy waters
Recently freely flowed —
890. Today passed pedestrians,
Carts with goods passed.

I love in deep graves

To dress the dead in frost,

And blood to freeze in the veins,
895. And brain in head to freeze.
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Ha rope Heao6pomy BOpY,
Ha cTpax cenoky un KoHH,
o610 9 B BEUYEépHIo Nopy
3aTéaTb B JIeCy TPECKOTHH.

900. Bab&éHkM, NeHAa Ha NeLWwunx,
AoMON yanpatoT CKOpEN.

A NMbSAHbIX, N KOHHbIX, N MéLKnxX
AypaunTb eweé Becenén.

Be3 Mény BClo BbIbento poxy
905. A HOC 3anblNaeT OrHém,

N 66poay Tak NpUMOPOXY

K BOX>XaM — X0Tb pybu Tornopom!

BoraT s, Ka3Hbl HEe CUYUTAlo,
A BCé He ckyaéet nobpo;
910. 4 uapcTBO MOE ybupato
B anmasbl, xémuyr, cepebpd.

Bolian B MO€ LApCTBO CO MHOLO
N 6yab Tbl LApULED B HEM!
MouapcTByEM CNABHO 3MMOLO,
915. A néToM rnyboKoO YCHEM,

Bonan! npurony6bnto, corpéto,
[ABopéL oTBeny ronyb6on...»

N cTtan BoeBOAa Hajd Hé
MaxaTb neasHon 6ynason.
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Woe to evil thief,

For dread rider and horse,
I love evening

Start chatter in the woods.

900. Young women blaming goblins,
Run home faster.

And drunken, and mounted, and walking
Fooling is more fun.

Without chalk whole face bleach,
905. And his nose alight with fire,
And beard I will freeze

To reins — just chop axe!

Rich I, do not think treasury,
And everything not diminished;
910. I dress my kingdom

In diamonds, pearls, silver.

Enter my kingdom with me

And if you were queen in it!

Let us reign gloriously in winter,

915. And in summer we'll sleep deep.

Come in! I'm going to caress, warm you,
I'll take the blue palace...»

And began governor over her

Swing ice mace.
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XXXII

920. «Tennd nun Te6é€, monoanLa?»
C BbICOKOW COCHbI eli KpUUMnT.

— Tenno!— oTBeyaeT BAOBMLA,
CamMa xonoaéet, APOXWUT.

MOpO3KO CNyCTUNICSA MOHUNXKE,

925. OnaTb noMaxan 6ynaBon

N weényeTt en nackoBen, TULWeE:
«Tennoé nn?..» — Tenno, 3010ToM!

Tenndé — a caMa KoyeHeéer.
MOpO3KO KOCHYNCSH eé:

930.B n1uo en abixaHnem BéeT
N vnrnbl|urnel konwuyne céet

C cenom 6opoabl Ha Heé.

N BOT népen Hel onycTmncs!

«Tennod nn?» — npoMONBUN ONATb,
935. M B Mpoknywky Bapyr obpaTtuncs,
N cTtan oH eé uenoBaTb.

B ycTa eé&, B UM n B nnéun

Cendii yaponén uenoBan

N Te xe el cnaakune péun,

940. YTto MMUNbIN 0 cBaAALOE, WenTan.

N Tdk — To nun nd60 e 6bin1o
BHMMATb eré cnaaknuMm pedam,
YT1o Japblowwika é4m 3aKkpbina,
Tondp ypoHMUNa K HOram,
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XXXII

920. «Are you warm, young lady?» —
From tall pines to her he cries.

— Warm! the widow replies,

Herself getting cold, shivers.

Frost came down lower,

925. He waved his mace again

And whispering to her tenderly, hush:
«Is it warm?.. » Warm, golden!

Heat — and she stiffens.
Frost touched her:

930. In her face breath blows
And needles prickly sow
From grey beard on her.

And now he had sunk before her!
«Warm? » he said again,

935. And to Prokel suddenly turned,
And he began to kiss her.

On mouth, on eyes and on shoulders

The white-haired wizard kissed

And to her same sweet voice,

940. What dear one at wedding, whispered.

And so — whether to her pleasure
To hear his sweet words,

That Dar’ja’s eyes closed,

She dropped axe at her feet,

236



Amphibrachic Trimeter

945, YnblbKa y ropbkoii BAOBULbI
NrpaeT Ha 6néaHbix rybax,
MywmncTbl u 6énbl pecHULbI,
Mopd3Hble Urbl B 6poBAX...
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945. Smile at sorrowing widow
Plays on pale lips,

Fluffy and white eyelashes,
Frost needles in eyebrows...
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XXXIII

B cBepkawowmin MHe oa€eTa,
950. CTouT, XON04é€EeT OHAa,
N cHUTCS el xapkoe NéTto —
He Bcs ewWweé poXb CBE3EHQ,

Ho cxata,— nonérye um crtano!
Bo31nKM CHOMbI MYXWKMU,

955. A [lapbs kapTodenb konana
C cocéaHux nonodc y peku.

CBekpOBb €€ TYT Xe, cTapyLika,
Tpyavnacb; Ha NOJIHOM MelkKe
KpacnBas Mawa — pe3ByllKa
960. Cuaéna c MOpKOBKOI B pyKé.

Tenéra, cKkpuns, NOAbE3XKAET, —
CaBpacka rnsanT Ha CBOUX,

N Mpoknywka KpynHo wwaraet
3a BO30M CHOMOB 30/10TbIX.

965. — Bor noMdéub! A rae e Mpuwiyxa?—
OTéu Mumoxda0M ckasarn.

«B rop6xax»,— ckasana crapyxa.

— puwyxa!— oTéu 3akpuyan,

Ha Hé60 B3rnsHyn:— Yai, He paHo?
970. UcnnTb 6bl...— Xo034alKa BCTaéT
N Mpokny n3 6énoro x6aHa
HannTbcsa KBacky noaaér.
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XXXIII

In glittering frost dressed,
950. she stands, getting cold,
And dreams of hot summer —
Not all rye got in yet,

But has been cut, easier for them has become!
Peasants have carried sheaves,

955. And Dar’ja was digging potatoes

From adjacent patches near river.

Her mother-in-law there too, old woman,
Working on full bag

Pretty Masha — frolicsome,

960. sat with carrot in hand.

Cart creaking approaches—
Roan looks at his,

And Prokelukha big steps
After load of golden sheaves.

965. — God help! Where is Grishukha?—
Father casually said.

«In peas, » said old woman.

— Grishukha! the father cried,

At sky looked: — Tea, not too soon?
970. To drink...— Mistress rises

And to Prokel in white jug

Gives kvas to drink.
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Fpuyxa MeX TeM OTO3BAJCS:
FfopOXoM onyTaH Kpyrom,

975. MpoBOpHbI Manbyyra kasancs

Berywmnm 3enéHbiM KyCTOM.

— bexuT!.. y!.. 6eXNT, NOCTPENEéHOK,

fopuT noa Horamu Tpaea!l—
Mpuwyxa Y€peH, Kak ranydHok,
980. bena nuwb oaHA ronoBa.

Kpuua, nogberaer Bnpucaaky
(Ha wée ropox xoMyToM).
MonoTyeBan 6ayLlKy, MATKY,
CecTpéHKYy — BEpPTUTCS BblOHOM!

985. OT MaTepu MonoaLy Nacka,
OTéu, ManbyyraHa WunHuyn;

MeX TeM He ApPeMan U caBpacka:

OH Weéto TAHYN Aa TAHYN,

[Jobpancsa,— ockanusluu 3y6bl,
990. NopOX AaNMNEeTUTHO XYET,

N B MArkne noé6psble ryooi
FPULWYXNHO yXO BepérT...
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Grisha meantime has responded:
Peas entangled about,

975. Prompt lad seemed
Running green bush.

— Runs!.. ah! Runs imp,
grass burns under feet!—
Grishukha black as jackdaw,
980. only head was white.

Runs up, squat

(On neck yoke of peas).
Delights grandmother, mother,
Sister, turning like eel!

985. Mother caress gives,

The boy's father pinched him;
Meanwhile, roan not asleep too:
Neck pulled yes pulled,

Reached— showing teeth

990. The peas are tasty chews,
And in good soft lips
Grishukha's ear seizes...
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XXXIV

MawyTKa oTUy 3akpu4ana: 3Z

— Bo3bMWM MeH$, TATbKa, ¢ coboM! 3a (u-u--uu-)
995, CnpbIrHyna ¢ Mmewka — n ynana, 3Z (u-uuu-uu-u)
OTéu eé noaHan. «He Bon! 3a (u-uuu-u-)
Yébnnacb — HeBa)kHoe Aéno!.. 3B

[JeBUydHOK He HAA06HO MHe, 3c

EWweé BOT Takoro nocrtpéna 3B

1000. Poxan MHe, x035MKa, K BECHE! 3¢ (u-uu-uuu-)
CMoTpm xel..» XXeHa 3acTblannach: 3D

— [oBdnbHO ¢ Tebs oaHord!— 3e

(A 3Hana nop cépauem yx 6mMnocb 3D
AnT4a...) «Hy! Mawyk, H1yero!» 3e

1005. U MpoknyLwka, cTaB Ha Teneéry, 3F
MawyTKy c co66i nocaaun. 3g
Bckounn u Mpuwyxa c pasbéry, 3F

N c rpOxoToM BO3 MoKaTui. 3g
BopobyLuKoB cTas cneténa 3H

110. C cHondB, Haa Tenéroi B3BMNACH. 3i

N ODapbtowka Ad6Nro cMoTpéna, 3H

OT cOnHua pyKOM 3acC/IOHSCb, 3i

Kak nétu c oTuoM npmbnmnxanuce 3]

K abiMALWLENCa pure cBoén, 3k

1015. U et 13 cHondB ynblbanuck 3]
PyMsiHble n1La AETEéN... 3k
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XXXIV

Masha cried to her father:

— Take me, daddy, with you!

995. Jumped out of sack, and fell,
Her father picked her up. « Don't cry

Killed yourself? — no matter!..
Girls T don't want,

Still, another such urchin

1000. Bear me, mistress, by spring!

See to it!l.. » The wife was ashamed:
— You've had enough!—

(And knew beneath heart struggled
Child...) «Come Mashuk, nothing!»

1005. And Préklushka, standing on cart,
seated Mashutka with him.

Grishukha with run jumped in,

With clatter cart rolled away.

A flock of sparrows flew

110. From sheaves, over the cart, soared.
And Dar’ja stared,

Hand shading herself from sun,

As children and their father approached
drying barn,

1015. And from sheaves on her smiled
Rosy children's faces...
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Yy, nécHs! 3HakOMble 3BYKM! 3L
Xopoéuw ronocodk y nesua... 3m
NocnéaHne Npu3Hakm MyKu 3L
1020. Y dapbun ncuésnu c nmua, 3m
Aywén ynetas 3a nécHen, 3N
OHa oTAanachb ei BMNOMHE... 30
HeT B MUpe Tol NéCHU NpenécTHen, 3N
KoTépyto cibllinM BO CHe! 30
1025. O yéM oHa — 6or eé 3HaeT! 3P (u-u-uuu-u)
Sl cnoB YyNoBUTb He YMérn, 3q

Ho cépaue oHa yTonser, 3P

B Helt AONbHEro cyacTbs npenén. 3q

B Helt KpOTKasa Nnacka ydacTbs, 3R
1030. O6éTbl nto6BM 6€3 KOHLA... 3s
Ynblbka A0BObCTBA U CUYACTbS 3R

Y Japbu He cxéauT c nnua. 3s
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Literal

Hear song! familiar sounds!

Good voice has singer...

The last vestiges of pain

1020. have disappeared from Dar’ja’s face,

The soul departing with the song,

She gave herself to it completely...
There is no prettier in world than song,
Than we hear in our dreams!

1025. God knows what it’s talking about.
I words to catch could not,

But it satisfies heart,

In earthly bound of happiness.

In it the gentle caress of fate,

1030. Vows of love without end...
Smile of contentment and happiness
disappears not from Dar’ja’s face.
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XXXV

Kakon 6bl LeHOW HU A0CTANnoch 3T
3abBEHbe KpeCcTbsiHKE MOEN, 3u
1035. Y10 Hy»xabl OHa ynbibanacs. 3T
Xanétb Mbl He 6yaeM O HeM. 3u
HeT rny6>ke, HeT cnauie nokos, 3V
Kakoy nocblnaeT Ham nec, 3w
HenswxHo, 6ecTpéneTHo cTos 3V
1040. MNMoa xénoaoM 3MMHUX Hebéc. 3w
Hurané tak rny6oko n BONIbHO 3X (u-uuu-u-u)
He AbllWKWT ycTanas rpyasb, 3y

N éxenun XXntb HaM A0BOIbHO, 3Z

Ham cnauie Huraé He ycHyTb! 3y
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XXXV

Whatever the price

My peasant woman'’s oblivion,

1035. What more is needed? She was smiling.
We will not pity her

No deeper, no sweeter peace,
Such as this forest sends us,

Standing motionless, fearless
1040. Under cold winter skies.

Nowhere so deeply and freely
breathes weary chest,

And if to live has been enough,
Nowhere sweeter than to sleep!
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1045. Hu 3Byka! Aywa ymupaer 3A
Ans ckdépbu, ans ctpactu. Ctonwb 3b
N yyBCTBYeELlb, KaK NOKOpSAET 3A
E€ 3Ta MEépTBas TUllb. 3b (uu-u-uu-)
Hu 3Byka! W BnauLLb Tbl CUHUNA 3C
1050. CBoa Héba, na conHue, aa nec, 3d
B cepébpsHO-MATOBbIN UHEN 3C
Haps>XeHHbIN, NOMHbIA Yyaéc, 3d
BnekyLwumn HeBEAOMON TANHOMN, 3E
Fny6okd 6eccTpacTHblii... Ho BOT 3f (uu-u-uu-)
1055. Mocnbiwancs wopox cnyyarHbin —3E
BepwwnHamn 6énka nagT. 3f
KoM CHéry oHa ypoHuna 3G
Ha [apbto, NpbIrHYB MO COCHE, 3h (u-u-uuu-)
A [1apbs cTosina v cTbina 3G
1060. B cBoéM 3akonadéBaHHOM cHe... 3h
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1045. Not a sound! Soul dies

To sorrow, to passion. You stand
And feel how conquering

This dead silence.

Not a sound! And you see blue

1050. Vault of sky, yes sun, yes wood,
In silver-matt frost

Dressed up, full of miracles,

The unknown mystery,

Profoundly dispassionate... But here
1055. There was a rustle. —

In tops squirrel goes.

Lunp of snow it dropped

On Dar’ja, jumping on pine,

And Dar’ja stood and froze
1060. In her enchanted dream...
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Recordings

1. Mopos, KpaCHbIVIU HOC aBTop Hukonam Hekpacos uuTaer
Bopuc NopbaTtos https://knigavuhe.org/book/moroz-
krasnyi-nos/

2. HekpacoB Hukonawn - Mopo3 KpacHbI HOC
https://teatr.audio/Nekrasov-nikolay-moroz-krasnyy-nos

3. Mopo3, KpacHbI HOCTekcT https://www.litres.ru/nikolay-
Nekrasov/moroz-krasnyy-nos/chitat-onlayn/
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