My self-made monument I’ve not by hand created;
The people’s path to it won’t be by weeds besieged.
My statue’s wayward head is proudly elevated
Where Alexander’s Column has not reached.

No, all of me won’t die, but in the lyre I cherish
My soul will cheat the rot and past the dust survive.
In the sublunar world, my greatness cannot perish
As long as one last poet is alive.

They’ll want to talk of me when lauding Russia’s greatness,
And every tongue she speaks will name me keeping step:
Proud Slavic grandsons, Finns, and Tunguses still tameless,
In line with Ka’lmyks, darlings of the steppe.

And long will people treat me kindly for the reason
That faithfully my lyre sought sympathy and grace,
That in my heartless age I called for sacred Freedom
And mercy on the fallen in disgrace.

Oh muse, remain alert to heed our Maker’s calling;
Claim not a glorious crown nor fear a ridicule;

Be equally unmoved by slandering or lauding,
And vie for nothing with a hopeless fool.



A namaTHUK cebe BO3aBUT HEPYKOTBOPHLIN,
K Hemy He 3apacTeT HapogHas Tpona,
Bo3sHeccs BbiLle OH rMaBo HEMOKOPHOM

AnekcaHgpuinckoro crtonna.

HeT, BeCb 51 He yMpy — AyLua B 3aBETHOM NiMpe
MoW npax nepexuBeT U TNeHbsA YOexuT —
W cnaseH 6yay 5, 4OKoOMb B NOASTYHHOM MUpe

v Gyaet XoTb 0AMH NUNAT.

Cniyx 060 mHe npownget no Bcen Pycn Bennkon,
M Ha30BET MEHS BCAK CYLLNN B HEW AA3bIK,
W ropabivi BHYK cnaBsiH, U (PUHH, Y HbIHE OUKON

TyHryc, n opyr ctenen KanvblK.

U nonro 6yay Tem nobeseH st Hapoay,
Uto uyBcTBa Aobpble A nnpon npobyxaarn,
YT0 B MOW XeCTokuI Bek Boccnasun s Ceoboay

M MnnocTb K nagwnm npuabiBarn.

BeneHbto 60xmto, 0 My3a, Byab NoCnyLUHa,
O6uabl He cTpaluacs, He Tpebys BeHLa,
XBany v KneeseTy Npuemnum paBHOAYLIHO

W He ocnopueai rnynua.



