ADAHACUU OET

SIX LYRICS BY AFANASY FET*

[TewanpHas Gepesa
Y Moero okHa,

U npuxoTpro MOpo3a
PazyOpana ona.

Kak rpo3naps BuHOrpaza,
BerBeit KOHIIBI BUCAT,—
N papocren i B3risiaa
Becy TpaypHslii Hapsa.

JIro0mr0 Urpy 1€HHHIIBI
41 3amedaTh Ha HEH,

U xanp MHe, €CJIi NTHLIBI
CTpsxHYT Kpacy BETBEH.

<1842> (p.150%)

! Anafasy Fet (1820-1892) was one of Russia’s most beloved lyric poets of the 19" century. His delicate,

sometimes impressionistic, romantic poems were set to music ins popular settings by composers such as
Tchaikovsky and Rimsky-Korsakov.

2 Page numbers refer to Adanacuii @kt Cmuxomesopenu, Mocksa: Jxkemo, 2010 [Afanasy Fet, Poems,

Moscow: Eksmo Publisher, 2010].
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Untitled

At my window pane
A somber birch tree

Is newly adorned

By the frost’s whimsy.

It’s like bunches of grapes
That hang from branch tips—
And the mournful shapes

Are a joy to contemplate.

| watch the daylight spread

To play along the branches;

But when birds alight I’m sad
When they shake adornments loose.

<1842>
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Byps Ha HéOe BeuepHeM,
Mops cepauToro mryM—
Bbyps Ha Mope u AyMHl,
MHOro My4HuTEIbHBIX JyM—
Byps Ha Mope U qyMsl,

X0p BO3pacTaOIuX 1yM—
UYepHas Ty4a 3a Ty4en,
Mopsi cepauTOoro myM.

<1842> (p.174)
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Untitled

Storms in the evening skies,

The din of a sea gone mad

Storms on the sea and broodings,
Heavy the pain as | brood—

Storms on the sea and broodings,
Whose chorus broods and grows loud—
Black cloud rears from black cloud,

The din of a sea gone mad. (b)

<1842>
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JIronu coAT; MO APYT, MONUIEM B TEHUCTBIN Call.
JIroau cosT; OAHM JIMIIb 3BE3/bl K HAM TJISIAT.
Jla ¥ Te He BUZAT HAC Cpeay BETBEU

W He caplaT—CapIINAT TOJIBKO COJIOBEH . . .
Jla ¥ TOT He CIBIIIUT,—IIECHb €0 I'POMKA;
PasBe capmar TonbKo cpeaue aa pyka:
Capluut cepte, CKOJIbKO pagocTei 3eMilH,
CKOJIBKO cUacTus CI/1a Mbl IPUHECIIH;

Ja pyka, ycinbliia, cepaiy rOBOpHUT,

Uto uyxas B HEH MbLIAET U JPOKHUT,

YTo U €l OT 3TOU IPOXKHU TOPAUO,

UYTo K miieyy HEBOJBHO KJIOHUTCS IUIEYO . . .

<1853> (p.316)
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Untitled

As people sleep, my dear, let’s go to the shady garden.
As people sleep, only on us the stars are gazing.

But they can neither see us under the branching trees
Nor hear us—only the single nightingale hears . . .
But even he doesn’t hear—his song’s too loud;

The only things that hear are the heart and the hand:
The heart hears how much of earthly happiness

We have brought here as we silently rejoice;

And the hand, hearing this also, explains to the heart,
That something strangely flares and shivers in it

So that its fervent trembling extends involuntarily

Its shoulder toward another’s shoulder . . . slightly . . .

<1853>
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CTEIIb BEHEPOM

Kny0Osites Tyun, mies B 6J1ecKe ajom,
XOTAT B poce MOHEKUTHCS OIS,

B nocnennmii pas, 3a TpeThbHM IIEpEBAIOM,
[Tponan SMIIUK, 3BEHS ¥ HE TBLIS.

Hurne xwibs He BUJHO Ha IIPOCTOPE.

Branu orust uinp neCHU—H He K/1eUlb!

Bce crens na crens. be3OpexHas, kak Mope,
Bonnyercs 1 HAIMBAET pOXKb.

3a 00J1aKOM /10 TIOJIOBUHBI CKPBITA,

JIyHa CBETHUTH €11l HE CMEET JHEM.

Bor xyk B3iteTen u npoxKy»KxKan CepauTo,
BoT s1yHb npoIIIBLI, HE IIEBENS KPBUIOM.

[TokpbUTHCH HUBBI CETHIO 30JI0TUCTOM,
TaMm nepenen OTKIMKHYJICS BN,

WU capiny s1, B U3JI05)KUHE POCUCTOU
Brnononoca CKpbIST KOPOCTENH.

VYK cyMpakoM IBITIUBBIN B30p 0OMaHYT.
Cpenu Temuia npoxJagou cTaiao 1yTh.
JIyna uucra. Bor ¢ HeOa 3Be3/bl TIISHYT,

W, xak peka, 3acsetut Muteursiit I1yTs.

<1854> (p.251)
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THE STEPPE AT EVENING

The roiling clouds were thrilling in the scarlet luster,
The evening fields were luxuriant and moist,

And for the last time, at the third pass the driver
Disappeared, the team raising no dust.

No habitations were seen in the broad view.

Hearth and song far off —no surprise!

All was steppe. More steppe. Boundless as the sea
With rolling waves of ripening rye.

Half of it hidden behind a lowering cloud
The moon did not show itself by day.

A bug took flight and angrily buzzed,

A harrier hawk floated motionless in the sky.

The fields were covered in nets of glinting gold,
Somewhere in the distance a quail called,

And from the dewy underbrush I heard

The hushed krik-krik of a corn crake sound.

At twilight tricks are played on the curious eye.
Coolness drifts through the warm evening air.

The moon is chaste. And the luster of stars in the sky
In the light of the Milky Way is like a river.

<1854>
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ITEPBBI JIAH/IbIII

O nepssbiit napapi! M3-noj cuera
ThI IpOCHIIIL COJTHEUHBIX JTyUECH;
Kakas nescrBeHHas Hera

B nymucroii uucrore TBoOEi!

Kak nepBblii 1yd BeCeHHUM SIPOK!
Kakue B HeM HUCXOAST CHBI!

Kak TbI muieHuTeNneH, nogapok
Bocnnamenstonieit BecHbi!

Tak nesa B IEpBBIN pa3 B3/AbIXaCT—
O yeM—HesICHO el caMou,—

W pobxuii B310X Gs1aroyxaer
N36BITKOM JKU3HU MOJIOAOM.

<1854> (p.121)
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The First Lily of the Valley

Oh see the first lily of the valley!
From under the snow it asks only for
The sun’s beams; virgin luxury

In your fresh and fragrant pure odor!

Bright as the first ray of spring!
What dreams descend upon it!
How enchantingly you betoken
How wildly spring will soon erupt!

For this a maiden sighs her first sigh—
But why—to her it is not clear,—

This timid sigh is but the overflow
Of young life’s sweetness and ardor.

<1854>
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BEYEP

IIpo3By4asio Haz SICHOU PEKOIO,
IIpo3BeHeNno B MOMEPKILIEM JIYTY,
IIpokatunocs Hajx polel HEMOIO,
3acBeTHWIIOCh HA TOM Oepery.

Jlaneko, B moayMpake, JTyKaMu
VYo6eraet Ha 3amaj peka.
[ToropeB 30710ThIMU KaiiMaMu,
Paznerenuce, Kak abIM, 0OIaKa.

Ha mpuropxke 1o cbIpo, TO KapkKo,
B3noxu fHs €cTh B AbIXaHbE HOUHOM,
Ho 3apHuna yx reniaurcs sspko

FOJ’IY6HM U 3CJICHBIM OI'HCEM.

<1855> (p.253)
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Evening

It sounded above the clear river,
It rang out in the fading meadow,
It swept above the silent grove,

It lit up the opposite shore.

Into the distant twilight

The river wound to the west.

Clouds, losing their gold hems,

Drifted like billows of smoke.

From the hillock—first damp then hot—
Sighs spread through the night air,

But summer lightning glimmers

With bright blue-green fire.

<1855>
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