THE COUNTRY

Written in Mikhailovsky, this poem reflects the beautiful landscape of Pushkin’s country cstate.
The fundamental idea of the necessity of abolishing serfdom was one of Pushkin’s primary
convictions. It joined him to the ideology of the young officers who, in 1825, led the inept and
quickly aborted December Revolution that resulted in the execution of five of the leaders and
the lifetime banishment of others to Siberia. When Tsar Aleksandr I learned of the circulation
of forbidden poems by Pushkin, he ordered him to send a copy of this poem. Still playing with
the idea of ending serfdom, Aleksandr ordered “Pushkin be thanked for his good thoughts.”

JEPEBHA

[MpuBeTcTBYIO TEOS, MYCTHIHHDBIH YIOJIOK,
[TpUIOT CIIOKOWCTBUA, TPYAOB U BIOXHOBEHD,
e npeTcst AHEH MOMX HEBUAMMbIH MOTOK
Ha noHe cyacThs U 3a0BEHBA.
$1 TBOIA: 51 MPOMEHSLT MOPOYHBIN ABOP LIMpLIEH,
PocKollHbIe MUPBI, 3a6aBbl, 3a0TyXAE€HbS
Ha MUpHBbIii 11yM 1y6poB, Ha THLIHHY nmoJiei,
Ha npa3aHocTb BOJIbHYIO, TIOIPYTY pa3MbILLJIEHBS.

] TROI: MOGTIO ceii TeMHbIA call
C ero npoxJaoi 1 UBETaMH,
Ceii J1yr, YCTABJIEHHBIH OYIIHCTBIMH CKUpIIaMH,
[ne cBeT/ble pyYbH B KYCTapHHKaX IYyMAT.
Besne repeao MHOH MOJABUXHBIA KapTHUHBL:
31ech BUXKY ABYX 03€p Jla3ypHble paBHHHEL,
[ne napyc pbibaps 6eneeT HHOTA,
3a HUMM psiJl XOIMOB U HUBBI I10JIOCATHI,
Bnaanu paccblllaHHBIE XaThl,
Ha BnaxHbIXx b6eperax dpoasuiye cTaaa,
OBHHBI AbIMHBIE W MeJIbHUIIBI KPHUJIAThI;
Be3se ciebl 10BOJIBCTBA U TPYAA.

S 3mechb, OT CYeTHBIX OKOB OCBOOOX/IEHHBIH,
Vyych B HCTHHE D1aXXEHCTBO HAXOIUTD,
CBOGOIHOIO AYLIOH 32aKOH OOIrOTBOPHUTD,
PonTaHblO He BHUMATh TOJIIBI HEITPOCBELIEHHOM,
VyacTbeM OTBeY4Th 3aCTEHYMBOH MOJIbOE
M He 3aBHA0BaTh Cyab0eE
3n0aes Wib [yNLUA B BEIMYHU HETIPABOM.

Opakysibl BEKOB, 31€Ch BOTIPOLIAl0 Bac!
B venuHeHbe BETHYABOM
CibllIHee Ball OTPaaHbIH 1J1ac;
OH rOHHT JICHU COH YIPIOMBIH,
K TpyaaM poxaaer xap BO MHe,
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M paulH TBOpPYECKHE NYMBI
B nylieBHOM 3pe1oT rnybuHe.

Ho MBICIb yKacHas 31eCh AyLYy OMpayaer:
Cpeayt UBCTYIIMX HUB H TOP

yr 4enoBevecTsa reyanbHO aarvieqaeT

pexxecTBa yOMHACTBEHHBIH TTO30D.

He BuI cjie3, HE BHEMJIA CTOHA,

Ha nary6y nofeii n3opaHHoe cynb0oH,

3nech 6apcTBO OUKOE, O€3 HYBCTBA, Oe3 3aKOHa,

pucsouto cede HACWILCTBEHHOMH JIO301

U tpya, H COGCTBEHHOCTb, H BPEMS 3eMJICIE/IbLA.

CKJIOHACH Ha UYXKIbIi TIJIYT, MTOKOPCTBYA ouyam,

3xech pabCTBO TOLIEE BJAYUTCS MO Opasnam

HeymosnuMoro Biaaenbla.
3nech TATOCTHBI sIpeM JI0 rpoba BCe BIIEKYT,
Hamexxn ¥ CKJIOHHOCTEH B Ayllie ITUTaTh HC CMéS,
31ech IeBbI OHBIE LIBETYT
Jiig puXoTH 6ecYyBCTBEHHOM 3J10M€s.

Onopa Munas cTaperouMx OTLOB,

Munaznpie CbIHOBbSI, TOBApUIIUA TPYAOB,

M3 xXXuHBI poaHON UOYT COO0H YMHOXHUTD

J1BOpOBEIE TOMTIBI H3MYYEHHBIX PAOOB.

O, ecnu 6 royioc Mot yMen cepala TPeBOXHUTE!

[TouTto B rpyau Moeif ropHT GeCIUIORHEII Xap

1 He nan MHe cynp6oii BATHIACTBA IPO3HBIIT 1ap?

VBUXY JIb, O IpY3bsi! HAPOJ HEYTHETCHHBIIA

1 pabeTso, namiuee o MaHuio Lapsl,

W Hax oteyecTBOM CBOGOMBI IPOCBEIEHHO]

B3olineT 11 HakoHel pekpacHas 3aps?

Ap

Besne HE
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The Country

I greet thee, deserted cranny,

Refuge of quietude, of toils and inspiration,

Where flows the invisible current of my days
In the lap of happiness and oblivion.

I am yours—I have exchanged the depraved court of Circes,

The luxurious feasts, amusements, dissipations,

FFor the peaceful rustle of oak groves, for the quiet of fields,
For free idleness, the friend of reflection.

I am yours—1 love this dark garden
With its cool and flowers,
This meadow, studded with fragrant hay-ricks,
Where bright streams murmur in the bushes.
Everywhere before me are lively pictures:
Here I see the azure expanses of two lakes,
Where the sail of a fisherman shines white at times,
Behind them a row of hills and striped cornfields,
In the distance scattered huts,
Wandering cattle on the moist banks,
Smoky drying-sheds and winged windmills;
Everywhere traces of contentment and toil.

Here 1, freed from the bonds of daily vanities,
Am learning to find bliss truly,
With a free soul to worship law,
Take no note of the unenlightened crowd’s mutter,
With sympathy to answer shy entreaty
And not to envy the fate
Of malefactor or of fool—in their unlawful grandeur.

Oracle of the ages, here | question you!
In majestic isolation
More audible is your comforting voice.
It chases away the sullen sleep of indolence,
To labors stirs hot zeal in me,
And thy creative thoughts
Ripen in the soul’s depth.

But a terrifying thought here darkens the soul:
Amid blossoming crops and mountains
The friend of humanity sadly observes
Everywhere the murderous shame of ignorance.
Not seeing tears, not hearing groans,
By destiny selected for men’s undoing,
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-re a savage gentry, without feeling, without law,

Has arrogated to itself with a violent rod

The labor, property, and time of the tiller of the soil.

Bent over alien plough, humbled to whips,

Here an exhausted slavedom plods along the furrows
Of the implacable proprietor.

Here all drag the ponderous yoke to the grave,

Not daring to nurse in their soul hopes or inclinations,
Here youthful maidens blossom

For the caprice of an unfeeling scoundrel.
The dear support of aging fathers,

Young sons, companions of their labors,
From the native cabin go themselves to swell the numbers

Of the manor-house throng of exhausted slaves.

Oh, if my voice but knew how to alarm hearts!

Why in my breast does there burn a barren glow, |
And there was not given to me by fate rhetoric’s dreaded gift?
Shall 1 see, oh friends, a nation unoppressed

And slavery fallen by a tsar’s wave of thf: hand,
And above a fatherland of enlightened liberty

Will there arise at last 2 beautiful dawn?

Translated by Albert C. Todd
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