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Fall Program Begins September 11 at Eckerd
College: Student Ambassadors and Russian Judges

The first meeting of the fall season will be a general meeting for all
members and friends of Russian Heritage at Eckerd College on Sunday,
September 11, at 4:00 pm. The meeting includes a ogram presented by our
student ambassadors who went to Russia this summer, partly sponsored by
Russian Heritage. They all visited St. Petersburg and Moscow, and one also
went to Novgorod, Suzdal, and Viadimir. We will also preview the events
being planned for this year, including the Old Russian New Year, our emphasis
on the Russian Language, and Pushkin’s Eugene Onegin (see inside), and the
possibility of arranging a cruise, as a fund raiser and an exciting get away.

One special feature of this September meeting is the chance to have dinner

same room where we will have our program. The judges deal with problems o o
vouthful offenders, district courts, and family and business law. Thecostofthe

meel is $15, and reservations for the meal need to be made by September 7 by
calling (727) 867-9148. It is possible to come for just the program at 4:60, but I
think you will want to meet the judges. The meeting is in the Pelican Room of
the CEC (Continuing Education Center), just to the left of the entrance, after
you pass the traffic circle at Eckerd Coliege.

“Russian Heritage” T-Shirts NUTSA in CONCERT
We are encouraging you to wear your (Nino Djemalovaa Shansbiashivil) e
Russian Heritage T-shirts on 9/11 to jazz and pop singer '

the meeting. Most of you received the )

shirts at last year's New Year’'s Ball. If For the first time »,
you want to buy a T-shirt, they will be in Central and Northem Flogida!
available at the meeting. The price for

members is $10; for non-members $12. August 28, 2005

see back page for details.



Eprennii Overur  Eugene Onegin
Anexcanap Cepreesia INymus Alexander Sergeyevich Pushkin

Alexander Pushkin is considered 1o be the greatest Russian writer of all time,
and he has been praised by his contemporaries, and by educators and simple
people in Tsarist, Soviet, and present-day Russia as the greatest master of the
Russian Janguage and Russian literature. The year 2006 will mark the 175"

Heritage to read (or re-read) this masterpiece, and o come together in 2006 to
discuss the work, to read parts of it aloud, to compare the Pushkin version to the
Tchaikovsky opera based on the same theme, and to view and discuss the film
starring Ralph Fiennes as Onegin,

One problem that Americans have in reading “Eugene Onegin” is that it is
extremely difficult to translate the Russian poetry into English. We will discuss
the problems and compare various transiations as part of our spring program.
lnthismwemgivingyouachancctoreadﬁ)eﬁrstfanmzasin
various translations. We encourage vou to choose one, and to find the work in
your local library, bookstore, or on line, 50 that you can read the entire novel in
verse for yourself. The consensus of most scholars is that the Falen translation
is the best poetic translation, but not all agree. You will notice that the novel is
made up of a series of 366 stanzas (cach a fourteen-line sonnet) divided into 8
chapters. The novel is both a moving narrative (Tchaikovsky’s opera follows
this plot line), but Pushkin also has many digressions on Russian culture,
literature, seasons, dancers, feet, etc. that add many dimensions to the story.

We hope that you will accept the challenge to get to know this masterpiece of
world literature and world culture during the coming year,
* = #* £ %

THE YEAR 2005 HAS BEEN DESIGNATED THE “YEAR OF FOREIGN
LANUGAGES” IN THE UNITED STATES. WATCH FOR INFORMATION
IN THE NEXT NEWSLETTER ABOUT OPPORTUNITIES TO EXPLORE
MORE FULLY THE RUSSIAN LANG UAGE.
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A. EUGENE ONEGIN

L1

"Now that he is in grave condirion,
My uncle, decorous old prune?

Has carned himself my recognicion;
What could have been more opportune?
May his idea inspirc others;

Bur what a bore, I ask you, brothers,
To tend a padient night and day

And venture not a step away:

Is there hypocrisy more glaring

Than to amuse one all bur dead,

Shake up the pillow for his head,

Dose him with melancholy bearing,
And think behind a scifled cough,
‘When will the Devil haul you off?"™

L2

Thus a young good-for-nothing muses,
Asmdxedusrh:scoachwhcclsspm,
By a decree of sovereign Zeus's

The extant heir to all his kin.

Friends of Ruslan and of Lyudmila!®
Allow me, with no cautious feeler

Or foreword, o present at once

The hero of my new romance:

Onegin, a dear friend of mine,

Born where Nevi flows, and where you,
I daresay, gentle reader, roo

Were born, or once were wonr o shine;
There I myself once used to be:

The North, though, disagrees with me?

L3

Fresh from a blameless state career,
His father lived on 10U,

He used to give three balls a year,
Upril he had no more to lose,

Fate treated young Onegin gently:
Madame first warched him competently,
From her Monsienr received the child;
The boy was likable, though wild.
Monsseur, a poor abbé from Paris,

To spare the youngster undue strain,
Would teach him in a playful vein,
With moral strictures rarely harass,
Reprove him mildly for each lark,
And walk him in the Summer Park.

I4

But wﬁn I ;
Broke in due course for young Eugene,
The age of hope and tender sorrow,
Monsiens was driven from the scene.
This lefc Eugene in free possession;
Clad in a London dandy's fashion,
With hair style of the latest cast,

He joined Society at last.

In writing and in conversation

His French was perfect, all allowed;
He danced Mazurkas well and bowed
Without constraint or affecration.
Enoungh! Society’s verdict ran:

A bright and very nice young man.

Translated by Walter Arndt, 1963, revised 1981.
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B.  EUGENE ONEGIN

CHAPTER ONE

1
“My uncle's acted very wisely,
to seek his bed when he's so sick;
his family's reacted nicely
and he's most happy with his trick.
He's set the world 2 good example,
which others really ought to sample,
but it’s a bore, when night and day
the sick man forces you to stay!

- To keep him sweet, s if he's dying,

give him his daily medicine

and make quite sure that it goes in,
adjust the pillows while one’s sighing:
‘Don't even think of getting well,

the devi) take you, go to hell” ™

2

Thus thought a ne’er-do-well and dandy
whom Zeus had made his ancle’s heir:
to him the money'd come in handy,
so coach and horses rashed him there.
For those who love my comic thrilley
of Ruslan and his dear Ludmilla,

Pl inoroduce without ado,

the hero of my tale to you:

Onegin, whom ['ve long befriended,
had grown up on the Neva's shore,
pethaps like you, dear reader. for

St. Petersburg is truly splendid

where once we wandered back and forth,

though now I really hate the N orth.

4

3

Completing service long and faithful,
his father ended his career

and left his son debts by the platefu]
from having given balls each year,
And yet my friend was saved from Hades
by his Madame, 2 Gallic lady;

and then Monsieur took on the lad,

a lively child but never bad.
Monsieur I'abbé, who hated Quarrels,
thought learning ought to be a joy,
tried not to overwhelm the boy.

*  Hedidn" bother him with morals,

and if annoyed, he didn’t bark,
but took Eugene 1o Letny Park.

4

When Eugene grew and first felt passion,
was plagued by love and hope and doub,
they did what's always been the fashion
and threw the wretched abbé oyt.

My friend was free from EVETY pressure,
could live and act as was his pleasure,

$0 he was always finely dressed

mn what was surely London's best.

He spoke and wrote French to perfection,
bowed constantly, his hair well curled,
and when he danced he turned and twirled,
his light Mazurka no exception,

He didn't have too long to wait

before the world thought he was great.

Translated by Tom Beck, 2004,
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& C. EUGENE ONEGIN

CHAPTER ONE

“My uncle’s a man of most honourable punciples; since he fel) ill
in carnest, he'’s made people respece him - he couldn’t have thought
of a berter way. His example’s a lesson to us all....

“But, God! — what a bore it js to sit by a sick man day and nighr,
never moving one step away! Whae low dishonesty to try o amuse
someone who's only half-alive, straighten his pillows, solemnly
bring him his medicine, sigh —and be thinking to oneself "Will che
Devil never carry you off’?”

?These were che reflections of a young good-for-nothing as he gal-
loped along post-haste in a cloud of dust, heir-apparent by God's
sovereign will to all his family’s wealth.

Friends of my Ruslin and Ludmila*, may I introduce to you
straight away, without preamble, the hero of my novel: Eugene
. Oncgin, a good friend of mine. He was born in St. Petershurg on
the banks of the Neva, where maybe you were born too, reader, or
made your name. I was our and about there myself once - bur the
North disagrees with me!*

3Eugene’s father, after an ‘honourable and distinguished' career in
the public service, lived on credit, held three balls a year, and final-
ly ruined himself. Fate preserved Eugene. At first a French gov-
erness looked after him; then a ‘monsienr’ teplaced “madame’. The
boy was mischievous, but sweet. The French monsienr (2 down-and-
out cleric), 5o as not to bore him, joked his way through every les-
son, spared him strict moral teaching, scolded him bur mildly for
his pranks, and took him for walks in the Summer Gardens.

4When the age of rebellious adolescence came — age of hopes and
gende moodiness — monsieur Was sent packing. Eugene was free! He
had his hair cut in the latest fashion; dressed like 2 London ‘dandy’;
and at last took a look at sociery. He spoke and wrore in perfect
French; he danced the mazurka with grace; and he bowed without
stiffness. What more could you want? Society decided he was
clever, and awfully nice.

& Translated by Roger Clarke, 1999.
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EUGENE ONEGIN

1

“My uncle has most honest principles:
when he was taken gravely ill,

he forced one to respect him

and nothing better could invent.

To others his example is a lesson;
but, good God, what a bore to sit

by a sick person day and night, not stirring
& step away!

What base perfidiousness

to entertaiu one half-alive,

adjust for him his pillows,

sadly serve him his medicine,
sigh-~and think inwardly

. when will the devil take you?"”

Thus a young scapegrace thought
as with post horses in the dust he flew,
by the most lofty will of Zeus

the heir of all his kin.

Friends of Lyudmila and Ruslan!
The hero of my novel,

without preambles, forthwith,

I'd like to have you meet:

Onegin, a good pal of mire,

was born upon the Neva's banks,
where maybe you were born,

or used to shine, my reader!

There formerly I too promenaded—
but harmful is the North to me.?

Translated by Viadimir Nabokov, 19649

v

AT

1894

Having served excellently, nobly,

his father lived by means of dabts;

gave three balls yearly

and squandered everything at last.

Fate guarded Eugene:

at lirst, Mademe looked after hiin;

later, Monsieur replaced her.

The child was boisterous but charming.
Monsieur ’Abbé, a poor wretch of a Frenchman,
not to wear out the infant,

taught him all things in play,

bothered him not with stern moralization,
scolded him slightly for his pranks,

and to the Letniy Sad took him for walks. ‘

1y

Then, when the season of tumultuous youth
for Eugene came,

season of hopes and tender melancholy,
Monsieur was ousted from the place.

Now my Onegin is at large:

hair cut after the latest fashion,

dressed like a London Dandy--*

and finally he saw the World.

In French impeccably

he could express himself and write,

danced the mazurka lightly, and

howed unconstrainedly —

what would you more? The World decided
that he was clever and most charming.




EBI'EHWH OHET'MH

I

«Mo# psias CaMBiXx YECTHLIX IPABHJ,
Koraéd we B wyTKy sasemor,

On ysaxérs cebst sactésun

H ayuwe BEAYMATE He MOT.

Erd npumép apyrim Hayka;

Ho, 66xe MO¥, kakdsn ckyka

C BONBHLIM CHASTH H ACHD H HOYb,
He orxonst wu wary npous!
Kaxde uH3koe KOBapcTBO
Toayxuedro 3a6aBasith,

EMY NOAYILKYE NONPasAfiTh,
IMeyS/ 61O OAHOCHTE AEKAPCTBO,
Banwixath 0 aymMarth npo cels:
Koraé e uépr Bo3pMET Te6A?»

T

Tak nyman mcroa6h noséca ',
Jlers B et Ha nouTOREIX °,
Beepsimsed s6aew 3eséca
Hacaéanux pcex cBOAX POAHBIX.
JApyassd Jlioamian ¥ Pycaanal
C repem moerd poméana

Bes npeancadsuii, ceft xe vac
[Hossdabre Nno3uakOMuTh BAC.
Onérnn, 266puift MOk npusitens,
Pomiisics Ha Gperax Hesul,
I'ne, moxer 6uiTh, POAHANCS By
Uik Gaucrany, MoK unTaTe b,
Tam wéxoraa ryasa u a:

« Ho spénen césep nas mens (') °

I

CayxiB oTafyHO-61aTOPOLHO ¥,
Hoardmu xkua eré oréu,

Jasdn Tpr 6daa exerdaHo

H npomordncs * nakonén,
Cyan04 Eprénus xpausiaa:
Cneppa Madame aa wum xonsina,
ITotém Monsieur ® eé cmensin.
PeGénok 6uiat pesos, HO Mu.
Monsieur I'Abbé, dpannys y66run,
Hr06 He H3MY4HAOCH AuTH,

Yusa erd scemy Ly T4,

He goxyuan mopaasio crpéro,
Crerxa 3a méaocru Gpawnsin

H B Jlétnnit can rynsits o,

famgrs -

v

Kornd xe ©HOCTH MATEXHOR
Iprwaa Esrémmo nopa,

Ilopa wanéxn u rpycTh RERNORM,
Monsieur npornéns co xsopa.

Bor moft Onérnn na csobbie;
Ocrpiixxen no nocaéanedt Moge;
Kak dandy (*) aénnoncksh onét —
W naxorén yeiinen ceer.

On no-ppannyscku cosepménno
Mor nabscrsitees B nucan;

Jlerkd masypry ranuesén

H xadnsiacs nenpruyxaénno;
Herd x sam G6abme? Ceer peunia,
Uro on ymén B Guens mua. .

AJIEKCAHJIP CEPTEEBHY ITYTIIKHMH (1823-1831)
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D. EUGENE ONEGIN

“My uncle’s shown his good intentions

By falling desperately ill;

His worth is proved; of all inventions
Where will you find one better still?

He's an example, I'm averring;

But, God, what boredom—there, unstrring,
By day, by night, thus to be bid

To sit beside an invalidl

Low cunning must assist devotion

To one who is but half-alive:

You puff his pillow and contrive
Amusement while you mix his potion;
You sigh, and think with furrowed brow—
‘Why can't the devil take you now?"™

I

"Tis thus the gay dog's thoughts are freighted,
As through the dust his horses fare,
Who by the high gods’ will is fated
To be his relative’s sole heir,

You knew Ruslan and fair Ludmila;
For this new heto prithee fecl a

Like fellowship, as I regale

You, readers, with anather tale:
Onegin, meet him, born and nourished
Where old Neva's gray waters flow,
‘Where you were born, or, as a beau,

It may be, in your glory flourished.

I moved there also for a while,

But find the North is not my style.

Translated by Babette Deutsch, 1936, revised 1964. @

D

11l

A man of rank, his worthy father

Would always give three balls 2 year;
He lived in deby, and did not bother

To keep his hopeless ledgers clear.

Fate guarded Eugene, our young waster;
While in due time Monsicur replaced her,
At first Madame controlled the child;
The charming lad was rather wild.
Monsicur I Abbé, a Frenchman, seedy,
Thought sermons fashioned to annoy;
He spared the rod to spoil the boy,

And in a voice polite g:t reedy

Would chide him, would forgive him soon,
And walk him in the afternoon.

v

When Eugene reached the restless season
Of seething hopes and giddy play,

And meclancholy minus reason,
Monsieur was sent upon his way.

Now my Onegin, keen as brandy,
Went forth, in dress—a London dandy,
His hair cut in the latest mode;

He dined, he danced, he fenced, he rode.
In French he could converse policcly,

As well as write; and how he bowed!

In the mazurka, "twas allowed,

No partner ever was so sprightly.

What more is asked? The world is warm
In praise of so much wit and charm,




E.  EVGENY ONEGIN

i
‘When Uncle, in good carnest, sickened
(His principles were always high),
My own respect for him was quickened ;
This was his happiest thought,’ said |.
He was a pattern edifying ;

~—Yet, heavens! how boring, and how trying,

To tend a patient night and day

And never move a step away !

And then—how low the craft and gross is I—
I must amuse a man half-dead,

Arrange the pillows for his head,

And bring, with a long face, the doses

And sigh, and wonder inwardly,

‘ When will the Devil come Jor theet’

i
Such were a young scamp's meditations,
Posting through dusty roads ; for he
Was left sole heir to his relations
By Jupiter's supreme decree.
Without rmore words—my tale this minute
Begins, and has a hero in it.
Friends of Lyudmila and Ruslan,
Let me acquaint you with the man:—
Norw, my good friend Onegin started
His life on Neva's shores, where you,
Perchance, my reader, were barn too,
A shining light. In days departed
I also there would ramble free ;
But baneful is the North to me . . 1}

i
His sire had done good seruice, living,
Like any gentleman, on debt ;
And so, three balls per annum giving,
By ruin was at last beset.
By fate Evgeny was befriended:
First by a Madame he was tended :
Nezxt came a Monsieur. But the child,
Though nice, was gay and rather wild ;
And therefore, not to overwork him,
Monsieur 1'abbé, a needy Gaul,
With pleasant jesting, taught him all,
Nor would with moral strictures irk him,
But to the Summer Garden took
The tricksy lad, with mild rebuke.

v
But when Evgeny was attaining
The age of youth and turbulence,
The age of hope and soft complaining,
They packed the Monsieur off ; and hence
Onzgin was no more imprisoned,
But like a London dandy dizened,
And cropt most fashionably, too ;
And so0, at last the world he knew.
He could express himself completely
In French, and write it, and could prance
So light in the mazurka-dance ;
Could bow so easily and neatly.
Enough ; the world decides at once
He is a dear, and not a dunce.

Translated by Oliver Elton, 1937.



F.  EUGENE ONEGIN

1

‘My uncle, man of firm convictions* . .
By falling gravely ill, he’s won

A due respect for his aMlictions—

The only clever thing he’s done.

May his example profit others:

But God, what deadly boredom, brothers,
To tend 2 sick man night and day,

Not daring once to steal away!

And, oh, how base to pamper grossly
And entertain the nearly dead,

To fuff the pillows for his head,

And pass him medicines morosely—
While thinking under every sigh:

The devil ke you, Unele. Diel”

2

Just so a youthful rake reflected,

As through the dust by post he flew,
By mighty Zeus’s will elected

Sole heir to all the kin he knew.
Ludmila’s and Ruslin’s adherents!*
Without a foreword’s interference,
May I present, as we set sail,

The hero of my current wle:
Onégin, my good friend and brother,
Was born beside the Neva’s span,
Where maybe, reader, you began,
Or sparkled in one way or other.

I too there used to saunter forth,
But found it noxious in the north.*

'l;ranslated by James E. Falen, 1990. ®

3

An honest man who'd served sincerely,
His father ran up debes galore;

He gave a ball some three times yearly,
Until he had no means for more.

Fate watched Eugene in his dependence;
At first Madame was in attendance;
And then Monsieur took on the child,

A charming lad, though somewhat wild,
Monsieur I'Abbé, a needy fellow,

To spare his charge excessive pain,
Kept lessons light and rather plain;

His views on morals ever mellow,

He seldom punished any lark,

And walked the boy in Letmy Park.*

4

But whcntbeagcot’redessmmhgs
Became in time our young man’s fate,
The age of hopes and tender yearnings,
Monsieur I'Abbé was shown the gate.
And here’s Onegin—Iiberated,

To fad and fashion newly mated;

A London dandy, hair all curled,

At last he's ready for the world!

In French he could and did acurely
Express himself and even write;

In dancing oo his step was lighs,

And bows he’d mastered absolutely.
Who'd ask for more? The world could tell
That he had wit and charm as well.




G. EUGENE ONEGIN

1

“My uncle — high ideals inspire him;
but when past joking he fell sick,

he really forced one to admire him —
and never played a shrewder trick.

Let others learn from his example!
But God, how deadly dull to sample
sickroom attendance night and day
and never stir a foot away !

And the sly baseness, fit to throttle,
of entertaining the half-dead:

one smoothes the pillows down in bed,
and glumly serves the medicine bottle,
and sighs, and asks oneself all through:
‘When will the devil come for you?™

I

Such were a young rake’s meditations —
by will of Zeus, the high and just,

the legatee of his relations —

as horses whirled him through the dust.
Friends of my Ruslan and Lyudmila,
without preliminary feeler

let me acquaint you on the nail

with this the hero of my tale:

Onegin, my good friend, was littered
and bred upon the Neva’s brink,

where you were born as well, I think,

reader, or where you've shone and glittered!

There once I too strolled back and forth:
but I'm allergic to the North. .

111

After a fine career, his father

had only debts on which to live,

He gave three balls a year, and rather
promptly had nothing left to give.
Fate saved Evgeny from perdition:
at first Madame gave him tuition,
from her Monsieur took on the child.
He was sweet-natured, and yet wild.
Monsicur I’Abbé, the mediocre,
reluctant to exhaust the boy,
treated his lessons as a ploy.

No moralising from this joker;

a mild rebuke was his worst mark,
and then a stroll in Letny Park.

v N

But when the hour of youthful passion
struck for Evgeny, with its play

of hope and gloom, romantic-fashion,
it was goodbye, Monsieur ’Abbé.
Eugene was free, and as a dresser
made London’s dandy his professor.
His hair was fashionably curled,

and now at last he saw the World.

In French Onegin had perfected
proficiency to speak and write,

m the mazurka he was light,

his bow was wholly unaffected.

The World found &’lis enough to treat

Eugene as clever, and quite sweet.

Translated by Charles Johnston, 1977, revised 1978.
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