


Contents

Introduction 5
Parasha and Other Poems 1
PARASHA 3
ANDREI 53
PART ONE 55
PART TWO 91

A CONVERSATION 127
THE LANDOWNER 169
THE VILLAGE PRIEST 205
Note on the Text 229
Notes 229
Extra Material 233
Tvan Turgenev’s Life 235
lvan Turgenev’s Works 245

Select Bibliography 257



Other books by IVAN TURGENEV
published by Alma Classics
(translated by Michael Pursglove)

A Nest of the Gentry
The Diary of a Superfluous Man
Fathers and Children
Faust
Memoirs of a Hunter
On the Eve
Rudin
Smoke

Virgin Soil



Parasha
and
Other Poems






PARASHA

A STORY IN VERSE

By chance we fall in love, by chance we also hate.

Lermontov*



I
YuraTtesib, 6b10 CMUPEHHO BaM Y€JIOM.
CMoOTpuTe: Iepej, BaMU JIyT IPOCTOPHBIH,
3a JlyroM peuka, a 3a peyKou J10M,
CTapuHHBIN ,0M, HAXMypPEHHBIN U YePHBIH,
PackpallleHHbIHd TPUXO0JCKUM MaJIsIPpOM...
[[lupoKUii, HU3KUH, C Kpbllllel 6e306pa3HOH,
[ToanepTo#l psi/IoM XXUAEHbKUX KOJIOHH...
CBupeTesib OyHHOM XXHU3HY, JIEHU TPA3LHOM
JIByX WJIU Tpex MOMeIINYbHX MJIEMEH.
3a JoMOM caj: B caZly CTOSIT PsAZaMHU
Bcé s16/10HH, TOKPBITHIE IJIOJAMH...
W3BecTHO: HalllK 0OPbIE OTIbI
JIro6uu 610K — Jja OTYPLbI.

2
He pas6epewuib — rje caj, rae oropoz?
B cazy > 6b1J1 TPOT (HEBUHHAas 3aTes!)
U ¢ KaXXAbIM YTPOM B 3TOT TEMHBIN TPOT
(4 npuctynato K feny, He pobes)
OHa — mpeJMeT U B3JJ0XOB U 3a60T,
[IpegMeT CTHXOB MOUX JJOBOJIbHO CMeEJIBIX,
OHa siB/Isl1Iach — B IJIaThHULle IPOCTOM,
U ¢ KHMXKKOIO B HEMHOXKKO 3aropeviblx,
Ho Muibix pydkax... Ha ckaMbio motom
OHa caguiack... ntoMHUTe TaTbsAHY?
Ho c Hell ee 1 cpaBHUBATD He CTaHY;
Borocb — pyKo# yuTaTesd MaXxHyT
U aToi cka3Ku BOBCe He MPOUTYT.



I
I humbly bow my head before you, reader.
Before you lies a big wide meadow. Look!
A house, a river, both beyond the meadow.
The house is venerable, both grim and black,
And painted by a local decorator,
Both low and broad, and with a hideous roof
Propped up by columns, most of them askew.
It saw the idleness and life uncouth
Of owners one, or maybe two, or three.
Beyond the house, an orchard where there stood
Long lines of apple trees bedecked with fruit.
Our ancestors give many good examples
Of how they loved both cucumbers and apples.

2
A kitchen garden? Orchard? Who could tell?
A grotto stood there, innocent construction!
And every morning came to this dark dell
(I broach the subject quite without compunction)
My verses’ theme, a well-known local belle,
A girl who wore a plain and simple dress,
Whose hands, though by the sun made slightly brown,
Were very good to look at nonetheless,
Who on a bench to read a book sat down —
Does this Tatyana* call at all to mind?
I similarities with her can’t find,
And fear that readers will not pay due heed
And to the end my story will not read.
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Ho xTo oHa? u KTO ee oTen?

Ee oTer; — noMenuk 6e33a60THBIN
CrniepBa C/1y»KWJI, ¥ 10JIT0; HAKOHEL,

B oTcTaBKy BbllIes U CyNpyrod NJI0THOM
063aBeJicsi; Tenepb OOJIBIIOH Jeer!
2KuBert B 1aly ¢ CBOUMU MYKUYKAMH...
OH o4eHb 106D U OYEHD IJIYTOBAT,
TopryeTcsi ¥ IbeT Yaek ¢ KyniamHu.
Kak BoguTce, ero cynpyra — KJaaz;

O! cymui knaa! v yMHULA Takas!

A xeHIuHa oHa Gblya pocTas,

C Jiu10M, BeCbMa MIOX0XKHUM Ha ITUPOT;
Ee cynpyr 10611 KaK TOJbKO MOT.

4

Y HUX o/iHA JIMLIb J0Yb Obla... MbI ¢ Hel
Y3k mo3HaKOMUJIKCh. HUKTO KpacoTkou
Ee 6 He Ha3Bau, IpaB/ia; HO, el-eH

(Ee nBa 6paTa yMmepJid 4ax0TKOH), —

A neBylIKU He BU/IbIBAJ CTPOMHEMN.

OHa 6blj1a Jierka — X0/uJia IJIaBHO;

Ee Hora, npekpacHas HOTa,

Bcerza 6b11a 06yTa Tak UCIPABHO;
HeMHOXKO BeJiMKa GbLIa pyKa;

Ho masibiibl 6611 TOHKU U TPO3PAYHBbL...
U naxe 51, 4yyAaK JOBOJIBLHO MPAvYHbIH,
Ha aTy pyky riszs, uHorga

XoTeJr... I 3abosTasicd, rocnoja.

5

Ee JiM1l0 MHE HPABUJIOCh... OHO
3a[yMYUBOI0 TPYCTHUIO JbIILIAJIO;

Bcerzia kazanochb MHe: el CyX/ieHO
CTpaZilaHU ¥ B )KM3HU UCIIBITATh HEMAJIO...
U 4TO0 %? MHe 6bLJIO 60JIbHO U CMEILLHO;
Be/b B HalllM JIHU CHIACUTEJIBHO CTPa/IaHbeE...
OHa 6blJ1a TaK JJeTCKU Becea,

XoT# 4 3Ha/1a, YTO Ha UCIIbITAaHbE

OHa uzeT, — HO 1JIa, CHOKOMHO 1IJA...
OHaX/Ibl 1, C HEBOJIbHOIO MeYaJiblo,

Ee cpaBHUJI ¥ ¢ 6apXaTOM U C CTAJIbIO...
Ho kTo B ee ryiaza B3rJsiHyJ1 XOTb pa3 —
ToT He 3a0bLJI ee BOJIIIEOHbIX I/1a3.
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But who is she? Who can her father be?

A landlord with a comfortable life,

He served the government for long, then he
Retired and found himself a well-off wife.
Now of big business he’s a devotee!

He lives in harmony with all his peasants...
He’s very kind, but sly beyond all measure.
He does some trading and drinks tea with merchants.
As often is the case, he’d wed a treasure —

A treasure, and considerable brain!

And yet his wife was homely, simple, plain.
Her face was reminiscent of a pie.

Her spouse loved her as much as he could try.

They had a single daughter, whom we’ve met,
But as for her, I cannot but admit

To call her beautiful would bend the truth.
(TB dispatched two brothers in their youth.)
But on such grace my eyes I’ve never set.

Her gait was easy, and she seemed to cruise
On pretty feet, and set a fine example

By wearing the most elegant of shoes.

It may be thought her hands were rather ample —
Her fingers, though, were delicate and slim.
And even I, eccentric, somewhat grim,

On seeing this, would sometimes have a yen...
But I have talked too freely, gentlemen.

Her face attracted me, being with a sort

Of pensive melancholia suffused;

It always seemed to me it was her lot

To suffer in this life and be ill-used.

All this both pained me and amused. So what?
Such suffering is salutary today.

Her joy so childish was, so innocent,
Although she knew that trials lay in her way,
She on and on without complaining went.
Whoever met but one sole time her gaze

Did not forget the magic of her eyes.
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6
B3risi; 9THX r1a3 6bLJ1 MATOK U MOTYY,
Ho He 6JiecTes OH 6J16CKOM TOPOIJIUBbBIM;
To 6bLI OH siceH, KaK BeCEHHUH JIyY,
To X0J10/10M IPOHUKHYT rOp/Ie/IUBbIM,
To yyThb Mepuas, Kak Mecsl U3-3a TyY.
Ho B3rJisiz ee 3a;yMYMBO-CIIOKOHHBIH
{1 6oJibllle BCEX JIOOUJI: 1 BUZEJ B HEM
B03M0HOCTB CTPACTU TOPECTHOUN U 3HOMHOH,
3aJsior fyuy, TI06UMOU 60XKECTBOM.
Ho, npu3Hatoch, s rOBOPHUJI ZI0BOJIBHO
06 3TOM B3TJIsA/le: MHE IOAyMaTb 60JIbHO,
YTO — MOXKeT ObITb — YHUTAKLMHK HAPOJ
Bcé aTo HeecTeCTBEHHBIM HaUIEeT.

7

OHa B JilepeBHe BbIpPOCJIa... A BbI,

YuTaTesib MOU, — CJIbIXaJIU Bbl, HABEPHO,
YTo GaphllHU ye3/Hble (VBbI!).

BhIBalOT MHOT/]a CMEIIHBI 6€3MEPHO.
HecnpaBea/iMBOCTb BETPEHOU MOJIBbI
M3BecTHa MHe; HO CO3HAIOCh C CMUPEHbEM,
YTO HaJ, MOEH CTEIMHAYKOMN HHOTra

Bbl 6 mocMesiivch: HaJl ee BOJIHEHbEM

B BoCKpecHbBIH JleHb — 3a 3aBTPaKoM, Korza
Cbe3xaslich rOCTH, — HaJl ee MOJIYaHbeM,
U B30XaMu, U pOGKHUM TPeleTaHbEM...

Ho 1 ona nmogyac 6biBaJjia 31a

W xanuTtbca ymesa, Kak myeJsia.

8
1 He 106,110 BOCTOPXKEHHBIX JI€BUIL..
I[lo fepeBHAM BCcTpeyaellb UX HEPeaKo;
1 He 106110 UX TOJICTBIX, 6JI€JHBIX JIUL,
Wnas xe — nomuyit bor — noaTka.
BceM BOCXMILAIOTCA: U IIEHbeM ITHULI,
BocxozioM couHIla, HEGOM U JIYHOIO...
OXOTHHULBI 0 CJ1aJIeHbKUX CTULIKOB,
W n1064T NeTh U NJ1aKaTh... 2 BECHOIO
YKpaJKo# XOAAT CJyIIATh COJI0BbEB.
OT4assHHO Bce BJ/IIOGJIEHB] B IPUPOJY...
Ho GapblIiiHs Mos pyroro poay;
OHa 6blJ1a HACMEIJIUBA, FOP/Aa,
A ropaocTb — 06pojieTeNb, FOCIoAA.
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Her look was one of gentleness and might,
But with no transient sparkle did it glow:
One moment it was clear as spring sunlight,
The next, with haughtiness shot through and through,
Then glimmered like the clouded moon at night.
Of all her looks, her look of calm and thought
I loved the most of all. In it I'd see
The hint of passions searing, burning hot,
A pledge of soul loved by the deity.
But I admit I’ve had enough to tell
About these looks. It makes me feel unwell
That you may possibly, my gentle reader,
AlIT have said unnatural consider.

She grew up in the countryside. And you,
My gentle reader, doubtless will have heard
Provincial girls — I fear it’s all too true —

Are sometimes quite excessively absurd.
That rumour is unjust I always knew —

With due humility I have to own

That my steppe girl you’d with derision treat
On Sundays, for the agitation shown

When guests would come to have a bite to eat.
You’d mock her for her taciturnity,

Her sighs and tremulous timidity...

But when aggrieved, or angry, sometimes she
Knew how to sting as well as any bee.

8
I do not like emotional young maids...
To meet such in the country is not rare;
I do not like their faces, plump and fading;
Some may be poetesses, God us spare!
They take delight in all: the song of birds,
The rising of the sun, the moon, the sky...
Enthusiasts for sentimental poets,
They love to sing and weep, and on the sly,
To listen to the nightingales’ sweet notes.
They are in love with all by Nature wrought...
But my young lady was a different sort:
Yes, she was full of pride, contemptuous,
But, gentlemen, such pride is virtuous.
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OHa yuTasa XaAHo... © PaBHO
MapsuHckoro u [lymkuHa aro6uia

(A co3Haloch B ee MPOCTYNKAX)... HO

He Bocknnana: «Ax, Kak 3ToO MUJIO!»

A nro6oBasack MoJtda. Bam cmeriHo?

He BepuTe BbI B pyCCKy10 CJIOBECHOCTb —
U 51 He Beplo TOXKe, XOTb ¥ HAC

BecbMa Jierko npuo6pecTy U3BECTHOCTb...
Poccuiickue cTuxu, poccuicKui KBac
OfHy 4 Ty e y4acCTb pas/iessioT:

B nopsiIouHbIX JoMax UX He YUTAIOT

A KBac He NMbIOT... HO 6J1arojapeH s
TakuM uTeLaM, KaKk GapbILIHSA MOSL.

I0
Jlng HUX nymy... Ho moJiHo. Kax bl 1eHb —
f BaM ckasaJs — oHa B CaZly CKUTaJach.
Ona siro6usia ropAbli LIyM U TEHb
CTapuHHBIX JIMIl — U THUXO NOTpyKajach
B oTpazsHyto, 3a6bIBUUBYIO JIEHD.
Taxk BeceJsio kauanucs 6epessl,
061U ThbIe CBEPKAIOLUM JYYOM...
U no mekaM ee KaTUJIHCh CJie3bl
Tak megneHHo — bor BefjaeT o yeM.
To, nofoiias k yboromy 3a6opy,
OHa cToOs1J/1a 110 YacaM... U B30py
Torja gaBaJjia BOJIIO... HO TVIA/IUT,
BriBasio, BCE Ha GJIeJHBIN Psij] PAKUT.

II
TaM, — yepes poBHBIM JIYT — OT UX cesa
BepcTax B nTH, — Aopora 11a 60bLIas;
Y, xak 3Mes, cBUBaJIach U NoJI3J1a
U, nanpHuil ec ykpajkoit o6rubas,
Ee Bclo fymty 3a co6o# Beka.
Os3apeHa KakUM-TO 6J1eCKOM JUBHBIM,
3eMJiq yy»Kad BAPYT ABJAJIACH €M...
W KTO-TO MUJIBIH r0JI0COM NPU3BIBHBIM
Tak 4y/iHO neJ1 U TOBOPHUJI O HEM.
TanHCcTBEeHHOU UCTIONIHEHHBIE MYKHY,
Hap Hell, 3BeHS1, HOCUJIUCh 3TH 3BYKH...
UM BOoT — uckas ee MO B30p
Jpyrux He6ec, BBICOKUX, IBILIHBIX TOP...

I0
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She read as much as possible, and put
Marlinsky’s works* and Pushkin’s on a par
(I readily admit her lapses)... but

She did not cry “How nice these authors are!”,
But silently admired. Is that so odd?

In Russian literature you don’t believe,

And nor do I, although I find with us
Celebrity is easy to achieve.

Both Russian poetry and Russian kvass
Have run into a serious reverse.

In decent circles they don’t favour verse

And don’t drink kvass, but first I must begin
By thanking readers like my heroine.

I0
I write for them. Enough. For days and days,
I’ve told you — in the garden she would roam.
She loved the shade and sound of ancient trees;
Among the limes oblivion would come;
Beneath them she would sink in leisured ease.
The swaying of the birches brought much cheer,
Irradiated with a glowing ray,
And down her cheeks would roll tear after tear
So slowly... no one knew the reason why.
One moment she approached a broken fence
And stood for hours, giving every chance
To eyes that wished to see — but all she saw
Was nothing but pale willows in a row.

IT
Across a meadow, from her village distant
About three miles, there ran the great high road,
Which twisted round, contorted like a serpent,
And clipped the edges of a distant wood,
And to it made her inner soul subservient.
With wondrous beams of light illuminated,
A world unknown now started to appear,
A voice which called, with kindness permeated,
So wonderfully sang and spoke to her.
And, overfilled with some mysterious pain,
There rang above her head the same refrain...
She sought to find with her beseeching eyes
The peaks of lush green hills, and other skies...

IT
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