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The Lessons of French 
(Unknown Translations by Fyodor Sologub and the Formation of Russian Decadence)*
 Fyodor Sologub’s way to becoming a writer in his own right, as well as the sources that have influenced the poetics of his creative works are indisputably among the most studied aspects of his creative biography. Already his contemporaries realized how difficult it was, to trace back the genesis of “mature” Sologub’s creative style. In particular, Vladislav Khodasevich noted: “… how and when Sologub came together as a writer, we do not know. We find him already established, and this is how he would stay to the end.”[footnoteRef:2] Critics have unanimously agreed on the “decadence” being among the most outstanding features of his style, in that it seems unrelated to anything external, but rather “bred in the bone” ever since the first appearance of Sologub’s poetic and prosaic works in print and through to his apogee as a writer. A.G. Gornfeld had a rather expressive opinion in this respect: “In contrast to Merezhkovsky and Minsky, decadents at face value, who have incorporated the new school’s themes and moods into their old-fashioned poetry, Sologub’s decadence was primal and idiosyncratic. <…> Decadence was chiefly a school: it had a canon and sought its embodiment, ‘looked for a natural prototype’. Sologub showed no signs of belonging to a school, whether that of decadence or otherwise <…> He turned up a ready-made decadent, and it seems at times that he would have been a decadent even if there had been neither decadence, nor literature and if the world had not known either Edgar Poe, or Richard Wagner, or Verlaine, or Mallarmé; if there had been no one in the world but Fyodor Sologub.”[footnoteRef:3]  [2: *The study was carried out with support of the Russian Science Foundation (Project 14-18-01970: International scientific information portal "Documentary heritage of the Russian literature: sources and researches").
 Khodasevich V. Sologub // Khodasevich V. Collected Works in 4 vols. Noscow, 1997. Vol. 4. P. 112. ]  [3:  Gornfeld A. Fyodor Sologub // Russkaia literature XX veka (1890-1910) / Ed. By prof. S.A. Vengerov. Moscow, 1915. Vol. 2. Pt. 1. Pp. 14-15.] 

However, already the reviews of Sologub’s first poetic and prosaic collections pointed out the effect of European literature of the last third of the nineteenth century on the “decadent” features coming through in his creative work. For example, a critic Pl. Krasnov singled out Sologub, along with K. Balmont, as “sincere followers of the new western school,” rather than as “emulators” turned to decadence “on a whim.”[footnoteRef:4] [4:  Krasnov Pl. Neoromanticheskaia i misticheskaia poeziia: K. Balmont. Pod severnym nebom. 1893. V bezbrezhnosti. 1895. Fyodor Sologub. Stikhi. Kniga pervaia. 1896. Kniga vtoraia. 1896 // Knizhki nedeli. 1897. № 11. P. 140.] 

The organic nature of decadent features in Sologub’s creative work notwithstanding, their appearance and evolutions were undoubtedly caused by the writers’ deep and keen interest in the latest offers of European literature.[footnoteRef:5] Studying Sologub’s archive allows us to circumscribe a range of specific sources that have given him an opportunity, as early as in the early 1890s, to get an idea of European modernism of the last third of the nineteenth century. [5:  On the impact of French modernism, particularly of J.-K. Huysmans, on Sologub’s early writings, see Selegen’ G. “Prekhitraia vyaz’” (Simvolizm v russkoi proze: “Melkii bes” Fyodora Sologuba), Washington, 1986; Pavlova M.M. 1) Preodolevayushchii Zola-izm, ili Russkoe otrazhenie francuzskogo simvolizma // Russkaia literature. 2002. № 1. Pp. 211-220; 2) Fyodor Sologub i ego dekadentstvo (Po povodu statí “Ne stydno li byt’dekadentom”) //Toronto Slavic Quarterly. 2004 (www.utoronto.ca/slavic/tsq/05/index05.html); 3) Pisatel’-Inspektor. Fyodor Sologub i F.K. Teternikov. Moscow, 2007. Pp. 47-109.  ] 

Among the materials in Sologub’s workbooks from the 1890-91,[footnoteRef:6] we find copies of poetic texts in French written out in his own hand. According to Sologub’s bibliographical references, these were culled from a French periodical La Lecture: Magazine littéraire bi-mensuel: Romans, contes, nouvelles, poésie, voyages, sciences, art militaire, vie champêtre, beaux-arts, critique, etc. etc. (Reading : A Literary Bi-Weekly Magazine : Novels, Tales, Short Stories, Poetry, Travel, Sciences, Military Art, Country Life, Fine Arts, Critique, etc., 1887-1901). This periodical published authors of a great variety of esthetic views and ideologies representing naturalism, as well as modernist and decadent tendencies.  For instance, the issues from 1891, which Sologub seems to have perused with greatest attention, contained novels, short stories, notes, travel sketches, and poems by Émile Zola, Alphonse Daudet, Guy de Maupassant, Paul Bourget, Maurice Barrès, Jules Lemaître, Pierre Loti, Anatole France, Nadar, Octave Mirbeau, Édouard Rod, Marcel Prévost, Alexandre Dumas-fils, Jules Simon, Édouard Drumont, François Fabié, Émile Goudeau, Georges Rodenbach, François Coppée, Sully Prudhomme, Jean Richepin, Paul Verlaine, Maurice Rollinat, Jean Moréas, and others. Curiously, in the same year, La Lecture also published L.N. Tolstoy’s  Sevastopol Sketches in the French translation and his essay Why Do People Stupefy Themselves about wine-drinking and tobacco-smoking (Russian version 1891). [6:  IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10.] 

Evidently, the magazine was known in Russia and fairly popular with Russian educated readership. For instance, the library of the Institute of Russian Literature (the Pushkin House), Russian Academy of Sciences, has a series of the magazine issues with a stamp attesting to their belonging to O.M. Oblomievskaia, wife of the astronomer and land surveyor, Professor of the Military Academy of the General Staff of the Armed Forces of Russia D.D. Oblomievsky (1833-1897). The magazine may well have also been part of the extensive personal library of A.V. Durnovo (assistant chief of the Vytegorsky transportation circuit), which Sologub had at his disposal while serving as a teacher in Vytegra.[footnoteRef:7]    [7:  For more on Sologub’s acquaintance with Durnovo, see Pis’ma F. Sologuba k O.K. Teternikovoi / Ed. by T.V. Minsikevich // Ezhegodnik Rukopisnogo otdela Pushkinskogo Doma na 1998-99 gody. Saint-Petersburg, 2003. P. 233; Minsikevich T.V. Data kak kliuch k istorii teksta (po materialam k opisaniu rabochikh tetradei fyodora Sologuba) // Ezhegodnik Rukopisnogo otdela Pushkinskogo Doma na 2013 god. Saint-Petersburg, 2014. Pp. 693-706. ] 

Most of the poems Sologub translated were copied from a memoir Ten Years In the Boheme (Dix ans de bohème).[footnoteRef:8] This detailed sketch written in a lively and captivating language undoubtedly contained new and interesting information on the little known and, for the most part, completely unknown in Russian European writers. It could very well have served for Sologub as a sort of vademecum to the poetry of French decadence and substantially impacted his own poetic agenda.  [8:  See: La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 5. № 89. Pp. 449-465; № 90. Pp. 567-585; Vol. 16. №91. Pp. 62-74; № 92. P. 178-203; № 93. Pp. 278-309; № 94. Pp. 429-448; № 95. Pp. 533-54. Earlier, the sketch had been published as a standalone book: Goudeau É. Dix ans de bohème. Paris, 1888.] 

The author of the sketch —Émile Goudeau (1849-1906) was a poet, critic, employee of the Ministry of Finances. On 11 October 1878 Goudeau fouded a literary club: Les Hydropathes. The club existed until 1881; the hydropaths used to gather in one of the coffee houses of the Quartier Latin located at the Quai Saint Michel. Among the club members were poets, writers, playwrights, painters, actors. During meetings, club members recited poetry or read their sketches and challenged each other to verbal disputes. As for hydropathy (water treatment), this term implied the use of strong drinks, primarily absinthe. Max Nordau’s book Degeneration gives club patrons the following ironic description:  “while drinking beer, smoking and quibbling late into the night, or early hours of the morning, abused in a scurrilous manner the well-known and successful authors of the day, while boasting of their own capacity, as yet unrevealed to the world.” <…> They called themselves the 'Hydropaths,' an entirely meaningless word, which evidently arose out of an indistinct reminiscence of both 'hydrotherapy' and 'neuropaths' and which was probably intended, in the characteristic vagueness of the mystic thought of the weak-minded, to express only the general idea of people whose health is not satisfactory, who are ailing and under treatment. In any case there is, in the self-chosen name, a suggestion of shattered nervous vitality vaguely felt and admitted.”[footnoteRef:9]  [9:  Nordau M. Vyrozhdenie (Entartung; Psikhopaticheskie iavleniia v oblasti sovremennoi literatury I iskusstva) / Translation from German under the editorship and with a preface by R.I. Sementkovsky. Saint-Petersburg, 1896. P. 100. ] 


 Goudeau’s sketch could have furnished Sologub with some information about the creative work of those poets who had captivated his attention. However, the piece mainly talks about the life and lifestyle of the literary and near-literary Paris bohème of the late 1870s– early 1880s, mentions various literary unions, circles, and assemblies, frequently even shorter-lasting and less notable than the hydropaths; Goudeau had no idea that only the symbolists he had mentioned in passing would go down in history (Jean Moréas, Paul Verlaine, Arthur Rimbaud, Stéphane Mallarmé)[footnoteRef:10]. Besides, the sketch quotes from Emile Blémont, Victor Hugo, Raoul Ponchon, René Ghil, Leon Valade, Jean Richepin, Paul Bourget, François Coppée,   Sully Prudhomme, Léon Cladel, Georges Rodenbach, Jean Lorrain, Maurice Rollinat, and many others. [10:  See, e.g., Goudeau É. Dix ans de bohème // La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 95. Pp. 546-49.] 


It is only natural, then, that Sologub, who was in the process of growing as a poet and finding his way in literature, was fascinated with the poems of young trailblazers of the French poetry: Charles Cros, André Gill, Félicien Champsaur, Paul Marrot, Fernand Icres. Sologub’s interest as translator was in this case likely due to an aspiration to gain an insider’s understanding of the nuts and bolts of the poetic system of his elder European contemporaries whose spirit and creative attitudes he shared. 

However, Sologub’s first translation of the poems published on the pages of La Lecture magazine had a different source of inspiration: the poem that had captured the poet’s attention was part of a short story Fictitious Marriage (Mariage blanc).[footnoteRef:11] Its author was François-Élie-Jules Lemaître (1853-1914) — a French critic, playwright, poet, and fiction writer, member of the French Academy, head of the “impressionist school.”  It was, perhaps, no accident that Sologub turned to Lemaître’s text first. By 1891, the name of the French man of letters had already become familiar to the Russian reader: in 1888, a Russian translation of Paul Bourget’s Essays in Contemporary Psychology (the book included essays on Ch. Bodelaire, E. Renan, G. Flaubert, H. Taine, Stendahl, Dumas-fils, Leconte de Lisle, J. and E. de Goncourt, I.S. Tourgenev, H.-F. Amiel) had Lemaître’s article appended;[footnoteRef:12] in 1891, Lemaître’s critical studies of contemporaneous writers (Contemporains, 1886-89) in the Russian translation were published as an appendix to the journal Panteon literatury, starting from the June issue.[footnoteRef:13] [11:  Lemaître J. Mariage blanc // La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 91. Pp. 29-34. ]  [12:  See: Bourget P. Ocherki sovremennoi psikhologii. Etudy o vydaiushchikhsia pisateliakh nashego vremeni, s prilozheniem statí o P. Burzhe Zhulia Lemetra / Transl. by E.K. Vatson. Saint-Petersburg, 1888. Pp. 9-27.  ]  [13:  See : Lemaître J. Sovremennye pisateli / Transl. by D-a. Saint-Petersburg : Izdanie zhurnala Panteon literatury, 1891. The book included studies of Jean Richepin, Paul Bourget, Sully-Prudhomme, Franςois Coppée, É mile Zola, Maupassant, J.-K. Huysmans; see also a review: Andreyev A. Lemetr I ego sovremenniki // Severnyi vestnik. 1892. № 5. Pp. 223-38.] 


The poem of a (likely fictitious) “young poet” René Vinci represents an esthetic culmination of the story with a typical romantic and decadent plot: the protagonist, Jacques de  Tibvre, feels pity for a sickly dying girl and offers her his heart and hand in marriage, so that, in her last moments, she would remember the few instances of having been happy. The last sentences of the story are just as paradigmatic as the rest: “Jacques a beaucoup vieilli depuis cette aventure. C’est qu’il a connu, pour la première fois, dans leur plénitude, l’amour et la douleur.”[footnoteRef:14]  The poem briefly summarizes the storyline and furnishes it with an added lyricism. [14:  Lemaître J. Mariage blanc. P. 34.  “Jacques has grown much older after this incident, all because it was the first time in his life that encountered the fullness of love and suffering” (French. Tranlsation mine — E.L.) One cannot rule out the possibility that the poet René Vinci was fashioned after a protagonist of Paul Bourget’s novel A Living Lie  (Mensonges, 1887; in the Russian translation, Paul Bourget. 1) V setiakh lzhi // Nabliudatel’. 1888. №№ 1-3; 2) Lozh’ / Trans. by A.N. Pleshcheyev // Severnyi vestnik. 1888. №№ 1-5)), a young writer named René Vincy (pointed out by A.O. Dyomin and D.V. Tokarev).] 


The text of the translation, dated 28 July 1891, is extant in a handwritten clean draft with minor corrections in the author’s hand and an authorized typewritten copy.[footnoteRef:15]  The text recorded in the typescript corresponds to the upper layer of the autograph. Both the autograph and the typescript bear the title “Sonet (Iz René Vinci) (Sonnet: From René Vinci).” On a separate page in the notebook is an excerpt from the original text, entitled Un sonnet, with a reference to its source: “La lecture. 91. XVI. 91. 10 avril.”[footnoteRef:16]   [15:  See: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 64-64ob (autograph); № 36. L. 77-78 (typescript).]  [16:  See: Ibid. № 10. L. 63-63ob.] 


	Translation
	Original

	Literal Translation

	Ditya, ty tak tonka, chto kazhesh’sia mechtoi.
Tikhon’ko govori, ne rastochai dykhania!
Tvoei nezrimoi dramy blizko okonchanie,
Davno uzh tochit smert’taikom tvoi stan bol’noi.

Ne budem plakat’! Gost’ obiteli zemnoi,
Ty uletish’domoi, nesia s soboiu znanie
Svoistv cheloveka luchshikh, chistykh: sostradaná,
I neporochnosti, i nezhnosti sviatoi.


Ischeznesh’ty, kak ischezaet zapakh rozy.
Bezvestnymi tebe ostanutsia ugrozy
Semeinykh gor’kikh bed i khmuroi zhizni styd.

Ne oskorbim tebia pechaliu nashei mrachnoi,
No vsiak, kto znal tebia, naveki sokhranit
Vospominan’e teni lyogkoi i prozrachnoi.[footnoteRef:17] [17:  Reproduced from the typescript: Ibid. № 36. L. 77-78.] 

	Frêle enfant, doux fantôme au contour délié,
Oh! parle bas, et sois de ton
souffle économe!
Le drame inaperçu 
lentement se consomme;
La mort ronge en secret ton corps émacié.

Faut-il pleurer ? Pourqnoi? 
Cher ange fourvoyé,
Tu partiras bientôt,
Ayant connu de l'homme'
Ce qu'il à de plus pur 
et de meilleur en somme:
La chaste sympathie
et la sainte pitié.

Tu t’évanouiras comme l'âme des roses.
Tu n'auras pas connu l'affront des ans moroses
Et la maternité ne te flétrira pas.

Mais tu laisseras, pur de tout regret profane, 
Au cœur de ceux qui t'ont rencontrée ici-bas,
Le souvenir léger d'une ombre
diaphane.
	Fragile child, a gentle ghost with fine contours,
Oh, speak softly, spare your breath!
Unnoticed drama slowly takes place / completes;
Death secretly gnaws away on your emaciated body.


Is it worth crying? What for? Dear angel who has lost her way,
You will soon fly away, having known about man
That, which is purest and best,
A chaste/unblemished sympathy and the sacred compassion.


You will vanish like the soul of a rose.
You will never know the disgrace of troubled years, and motherhood will never make you shrivel.


But you will leave, unblemished by the ignorant regrets/ sorrow
In the hearts of those who met you in this life,
A vague / light memory of a diaphanous shadow.



Let us examine Sologub’s translation experiment in terms of M.L. Gasparov’s method,[footnoteRef:18] that is, let us evaluate how “precise” or “nonliteral” it is based on the number of meaningful words related to the various types of word-for-word correspondences between the literal translation and the final rendition. Altogether, there are 56 meaningful words in the literal translation. Twenty-six are still present in the final version: child, ghost, thin, speak, softly, breath, dramas, death, secretly, gnaws at, body, <to> cry, <you will> fly away, about man, pure, best, sacred, compassion, <you will> disappear, roses, unknown, regret, light, memory, diaphanous, shadow. Three words were replaced with cognate synonyms: completes (exchanged for “completion”), having known (“bearing knowledge”), unblemished (“no blemishes”). Eleven words were substituted with synonyms of different etymological origin: spare (with “do not waste”), unnoticed (“invisible”), emaciated (“sick”), angel (“guest”), disgrace of troubled years (“shame of the gruesome life”), ignorant (“grim”), chaste (“we will not violate”), met (“knew”), <you will leave> (“will keep”). Sixteen words were omitted: fragile, gentle, slowly, is it worth it, why, dear, lost, her way, soon, sympathy, soul, motherhood, will make shrivel, in the hearts, in this world, vague. Fifteen new words were introduced: <you> seem, close by, long ago, abode, earthly, home, qualities, tenderness, smell, threats, bitter family troubles, forever, light. In all, the translation contains 58 meaningful words. Thus, Sologub’s indicator of exactitude is 46,4%,  whereas the degree, to which his translation strays from the literal word-for-word translation, is 25,9%. [18:  See: Gasparov M.L. Briusov I podstrochnik. Popytka izmereniia // Gasparov M.L. Izbrannye trudy. Moscow, 1997. Vol. 2: O stikhakh. Pp. 130-40.] 


In terms of Sologub’s writing style acquiring its individuality, this translation of a decadently gentle poem by a fictitious poet was of considerable help. The peculiarities of mature Sologub’s poetics become quite tangible in this Russian version of the French poem. There is no doubt that in its contents and imagery, the poem was dear to Sologub and its sentiments struck a familiar cord in him. The image of the narrator’s “sickly,” “meek,” “about-to-die” companion (who matches his appearance and emotions) started to take shape already in his earliest poetic attempts, which is why this translation, in terms of artistic quality, turned out to be seamless and quite expressive. 

A rather high degree of precision in this translation was no accident: this may well have been the first original poetic text in a foreign language that the poet worked with, which would explain why he strove to preserve its lexical and stylistic peculiarities and imagery. Sologub’s earlier poetic works recorded in his own bibliographic indices, autographs, and authorized typewritten copies as translations, were most likely liberal paraphrases of the earlier published translations by other authors. In this case, however, Sologub put together his own literal translation for the future rendition: his calligraphically written out excerpt from the original is marked all over with variant translations for individual words: frêle — “fragile, breakable, weak,” doux — “soft, meek, gentle, agreeable, sweet,” fantôme — “phantom, shadow, dream, ghost,” contour — “outline, contour, silhouette,” délié — “thin,” inaperςu — “unremarkable,” consommé — “completes, ends,” ronge — “eats away, erodes, bites at, gnaws away, grinds,” cher — “courteous, lovely, dear,” fourvoyé — “lost on the way, gone astray,” partiras — “you will fly away, you will take off,” ayant — “having known, experienced,” en somme —  “in sum, altogether, finally, in a word,” pitié — “pity, commiseration,” t’évanouiras —“you will disappear, vanish,” l’âme — “spirit, soul,” n’auras — “you will not find out,” l’affront — “shame, disgrace, offence,” moroses — “sombre,” flétrira — “to make overshadow, weaken, shrivel, enfeeble, tone down,” laisseras — “bequeath, leave,” pur — “pure,” regret — “grievance, complaint, sorrow,” profane — “violator, profane,” léger — “pleasant, light,” diaphane — “transparent.”[footnoteRef:19]  Apparently, the poet (who has not yet mastered the French language to a sufficient degree) appreciated the fullest spectrum of meanings of a word in order to be able to choose the one best reflecting his perception and understanding of the original. The author’s vacillations are visible in the earliest variants recorded in the autograph (line 1: “Ditya, ty tak khrupka, chto kazhesh’sia mechtoi,” line 4: “Davno uzh tochit smert’ v tishi tvoi stan bol’noi,” line 5: Ne plach’te! Milyi gost’obiteli zemnoi,” line 8: “I neporochnosti, i zhalosti sviatoi,” line 11: “Skorbei semeistvennykh I khmuroi zhizni styd”). [19:  IRLI. F. 289. № 10. L. 65-65ob.] 


Deviations from the original, inevitable in a translation, generally reflect the peculiarities of Sologub’s imagery and style. Thus, the poet reduces the number of epithets: in line 1, a descriptive construction with three epithets — “fragile,” “gentle,” “thin” — is replaced with a construction without a verb: “ty tak tonka”; the epithets “dear,” “chaste,” “vague” are omitted altogether. Striking is the loss of a specific and most expressive, but overall foreign to Sologub image of the “draining motherhood,” which “does not threaten” a dying sick girl.

Having translated the poetic fragment of Lemaître’s short story, Sologub anticipated other Russian translators,’ attuned to the novelties of European literature, interest in this work (and its dramatic rendering).[footnoteRef:20]  It is important that in Russia, Lemaître’s story was perceived precisely as a phenomenon of the new, “decadent” culture. In this sense, a commentary by one of the translators, V.P. Gorlenko, is remarkable: “the present study by a renowned French critic and fiction writer resembles in its theme Tourgenev’s short story Uezdnyi lekar’, with a reverse character disposition. But the transformation of an odd whim into a feeling as traced by Lemaître is far from an outburst of feelings on the death bed as described in terms so simple and soulful by the great Russian writer. The French author presents the generation of the fin-de-siècle and is a truthful painter of his time and race.”[footnoteRef:21]   [20:  See: Lemaître J. 1) Fiktivnyi brak // Novyi russkii bazaar. 1892. № 5; 2)Strannyi brak / Trans. by V. Gorlenko // Russkoe obozrenie. 1894. № 11. Pp. 372-78; 3) Prizrachnyi brak (Myortvaia nevesta). Drama in 3 acts / Transl. by M.V. Karneyev. Moscow, 1894.]  [21:  Russkoe obozrenie. 1894. № 11. Pp. 378, 372.] 


Such a commentary confirms that Sologub, who was intuitively looking for a foothold in his creative pursuits, chose the right source, which undoubtedly gave the novice author another push towards evolution in line with the newest tendencies in literature. Apart from an experience in translation, Lemaître’s text provided Sologub with a basis for an original piece of work. Clearly dependent on the earlier translation, Sologub’s poem Sick wife (6 December 1896) echoes Lemaître’s storyline and reproduces its imagery:

Ty bol’na, no vsia prekrasna, kak mechta
Ty sviatoiu tishinoiu povita.

Net ognia v tvoikh potuplennykh ochakh,
Net lobzanii i ulybok na ustakh.

Mne ne sniat’s tebia venchal’nyi tvoi ubor,
Ne zazhech’stydom mne tvoi nevinnyi vzor.

Net, moi drug, ty budesh mirno pochivat’, —
Stanu ya tvoi chutkii son oberegat’.

Liudi zly, i nas s toboiu osmeiut.
My ne pustim ikh v nash radostnyi priiut.[footnoteRef:22] [22:  Sologub F. Complete Works in 3 vols. Saint-Petersburg, 2014. Vol.2. Bk. 1: Stikhotvoreniia i poemy 1893-1899 gg. / Edition prepared by T.V. Misnikevich. P. 374. Cf.:  “On (Jacques. — V.B., T.M.) zanialsia otdelkoi buduschego zhilia. Steny spal’ni on velel obtianut’rozovatoiu shelkovoiu materiei, pokrytoi sverkhu myagkim indiiskim muslinom. <…> Tuda, posle brachnoo obriada, privez on Lius, bole blednuiu, chem eio podvenechnoe plat’e I venchal’nye tsvety, I uzhe pochti umiraiushchuiu, — tak velika byla eie radost’. <…> I, chuvstvuia bliz sebia eto malen’koe telo, stol’liogkoe, gibkoe, v kotorom bylo tak malo materii, telo, kotoroe ne imelo uzhe vremeni greshit’I kotorogo stol’chistaia obolochka dolzhna skoro ischeznut’ kak videnie, on otdalsia chuvstvu beskonechnoi zhalosti. <…> On proviol noch’, sidia vozle neio i derzha eio za ruku” (Lemetr Zh. Strannyi brak. Pp. 377-78). ] 


Later on, upon reaching creative maturity, Sologub confirmed that this translation of the poetic fragment of Lemaître’s story had been for him an important creative experience, rather than a simple “exercise,” when he published it almost ten years later, in 1900, in the Novyi zhurnal inostrannoi literatury, iskusstva i nauki.[footnoteRef:23]   [23:  See: Novyi zhurnal inostrannoi literatury, iskusstva I nauki. 1900. № 7. P. 74; with a variant of line 1: “Ditya, ty tak tonka — ty kazhesh’sia mechtoi.”] 


Among the French poems Sologub selected for translation, two other texts thematically join Lemaître’s. One of them was excerpted from Goudeau’s memoirs.[footnoteRef:24] This is a sonnet by a French poet, prose writer, journalist and critic Félicien Champsaur (1858-1934). Champsaur’s protagonist is a meek lover of the narrator who accepts death as liberation from the sufferings of earthly life; her passing becomes a source of creative inspiration: [24:  La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 93. P. 298.] 


	Original
	Literal Translation

	Quand celle qu’il aimait, après avoir, six mois,
Sans se plaindre, souffert, avec douceur fut morte,
Comme mourait l’avril, — il ferma bien sa porte
Et revint près du lit, sans raison et sans voix.

Sentant peser sur lui les implacables lois,
Il ne pleura pas, mais rêveur d’étrange sorte,
Près du cadavre blanc, paré pour qu’on l’emporte,
Il écrivit des vers, les yeux fixes parfois.

Dans ces vers, il cela son âme, l’être même ;
Pour la femme adorée, il fit un long poème,
Douloureux et poignant, un monde… un univers…

C’était un pur chef-d’œuvre, élégie immortelle,
Dans le cercueil béant, lui, muet, mit ses vers,
Pour qu’ils ne fussent lus de personne autre qu’elle.
	When <she> died quietly, having spent six months
Without complaints and moaning, she, whom he loved,

Like April died, he firmly locked the door,
So as to stay alone next to her bed, silent and mindless.

With bitterness submitting to the inexorable laws,
He did not weep, a dreamer like no other,
But, eyes glued to the pale corpse
Dressed up for the final journey, he wrote verses.

In these verses he was her soul, her very being;
For the adored woman he composed a long poem,
Sorrowful and poignant, one that contained the whole world, the entire universe.
It was a true masterpiece, an immortal elegy.
He placed his verses into the gaping coffin,
So that no one but her could enjoy reading them.  



This fragment, just like the one from Lemaître’s story, includes selected variants of translation for individual words: souffert — “having experienced, endured, suffered,” avec douceur — “with meekness,” bien — “firmly,” implacable — “inexorable,” pare — “dressed up, prepared, adorned,” l’emporte — “they have carried away,” fixes — “immutable,” parfois — “sometimes,” céla — “concealed,” douloureux — “morbid, sorrowful,” poignant — “prickly, piercing,” cercueil  — “coffin,” béant — “gaping,” lui — “he.”[footnoteRef:25] The translation of Champsaur, that Sologub must have been planning on, does not seem to have been realized; it is missing from the author’s bibliographic card indices (the index of translations and the chronological card index). [25:  IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 67ob.  ] 


The poet’s attention was also drawn to a poem by the Parnassian François Coppée’s (1842-1908) poem Winter (Hiver), published in the La Lecture magazine separately. The text of the translation has not been preserved; it is recorded in the author’s bibliographic card indices, the index of translation and the chronological card index, with a date “No later than 24 October 1891” and a note on submission for publication: “Sever. 24 October 1891.”[footnoteRef:26]  [26:  See: Ibid. №№ 543, 545. For the original text, see: La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 87. P. 285.] 


In Coppée’s poem, a lover’s image is projected onto that of a migrating bird going through a sequence of experiences: from exaltation to the joy of life, cold, suffering, and death. 

	Original

	Literal Translation

	Songes-tu parfois, bien-aimée,
Assise près du foyer clair,
Lorsque sous la porte fermée
Gémit la bise de l’hiver,
Qu’après cette automne clémente,
Les oiseaux, cher peuple étourdi,
Trop tard, par un jour de tourmente,
Ont pris leur vol vers le Midi;
Que leurs ailes, blanches de givre,
Sont lasses d’avoir voyagé ;
Que sur le long chemin à suivre
Il a neigé, neigé, neigé ;
Et que, perdus dans la rafale,
Ils sont là, transis et sans voix,
Eux dont la chanson triomphale
Charmait nos courses dans les bois ?
Hélas ! comme il faut qu’il en meure
De ces émigrés grelottants !
Y songes-tu ? Moi, je les pleure,
Nos chanteurs du dernier printemps.
Tu parles, ce soir où tu m’aimes,
Des oiseaux du prochain Avril ;
Mais ce ne seront plus les mêmes,
Et ton amour attendra-t-il ?
	Imagine sometimes, my beloved,
While sitting before a burning fireplace
While northern wind howls
Outside the closed door,

That after a mild autumn birds,
These sweet feathered travelers,
Have waited too long to fly South
On a stormy day.  

That their wings, white from the frost,
Are drooping from the flight;
That on this long journey
They will be accompanied by snow, snow, snow;

And that, exhausted by the gusts of wind,
They are before you, voiceless and numb,
The same ones whose triumphant trills
Delighted us so on our walks in the woods.


Alas! They are doomed to die,
These ice-covered pilgrims!
Can you imagine? As for me, I mourn
The singers of our last spring. 

You talked, on the evening when you loved me,
About the birds of April to come;
But they will not be the same,
And is it worth hoping for your love? 



The next group of translations is based on the excerpts from Goudeau’s memoirs. The first one, Le Pact, belongs to Fernand Icres (1855-1888) — a poet, novelist, playwright. Icres published with the Lemerre publishers under the pen name of Fernand Crézy; he enjoyed the patronage of Léon Cladel; sided with the decadent group of the Zutists (Cercle des poètes Zutiques); read his poetry in the cabaret Chat noir; suffered from a severe form of tuberculosis. In Goudeau’s testimony, Icres had the courage to declare the hydropaths’ esthetic principles in his own name.[footnoteRef:27]  [27:  La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 93. P. 293.] 


The text of the translation, dated August 1, 1891, is extant in a clean autograph of the first draft with many layers of corrections, and an authorized typewritten copy.[footnoteRef:28] The text recorded in the typescript matches the upper layer of the autograph. Both the autograph and the typescript bear a title: Dogovor (Iz Fernanda Ikresa) (A Pact: From Fernand Icres) (in the autograph, the name of the French poet is written in Latin letters). An excerpt from the original is preserved on a separate page in the notebook, with the source indicated as “La lecture. 1891. 10 mai. XVI. 93:”[footnoteRef:29] [28:  See: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 66 (autograph); № 36. L. 90-93 (typescript).]  [29:  Ibid. № 10. L. 67. In Goudeau’s sketch, the poem was printed with a dedication “To Émile Goudeau” (La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 93. P. 297).] 


	Translation
	Original
	Literal Translation

	V vechernii chas mudrets ot chten’ia otorvalsia.
On slyshal u okna, kak veter zavyval,
Smotrl, kak savan tuch na nebe kolykhalsia,
I s veroi v nebesa nadezhdu on terial.



Vnezapno rezkii krik otkuda-nj primchalsia,
Kak budto volk v lesu golodnyi prostonal.
S gremiashchei burei krik uzhasnyi ne meshalsia.
Vdrug vspykhnuli ogni, — i Satana predstal.

Ty videl, Satana, kogda s pera stekala
Krov’ Fausta struei, ruka ego drozhala,
I Faust polon byl i strakhom, i toskoi.



A ya... za noch’odnu liubvi i naslazhden’ia,
Nesi mne, Satana, pergament rokovoi, —
Ne gliadia podpishu bez strakha i somnen’ia.[footnoteRef:30]  [30:  After the text in the typescript: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 36. L. 90-93.] 

	Un soir, Faust, délaissant grimoires et cornues,
Écoutait les vents froids gémir sur la forêt ;
Il regardait flotter les blancs linceuls des nues,
Et, sentant le grand ciel vide, il désespérait.

Alors, soudain, des voix on ne sait d’où venues,
Comme des cris aigus d’un loup qui hurlerait,
Jettent à ses côtés des notes inconnues…
La salle s’illumine et Satan apparaît.


Satan ! quand, à l’appel sombre du vieil athée,
Tu vins ainsi, tu vis la plume ensanglantée
Frissonner sous l’effroi dont hésitait sa main.

Eh bien ! pour une nuit d’amour et de délire ;
Méphisto ! donne-moi le fatal parchemin,
Et je le signerai sans trembler, — et sans lire.
	One evening Faust, abandoning his grimoirs/spellbooks and retorts,
Was listening to the icy winds groaning/moaning in the forest;
He watched the white shrouds of clouds floating by
And grew despondent upon sensing the emptiness of the great sky.

Then, suddenly, some voices coming from some place unknown,
Like the piercing howling of a baying wolf,
Direct unfathomable sounds towards him…
The hall is filled with light, and Satan appears.

O Satan! When you came, summoned by an old and somber atheist, you saw the bloodied quill
Tremble in terror in a hand shaking in hesitation.

So what! For a night of love and madness,
Mephisto! Give me the fateful parchment,
And I will sign it without flinching, — or even reading. 
 



The total number of meaningful words in the literal translation is 66. Of these, 27 are reproduced in the final version: was listening to, winds, groaning, watched, float by, shrouds, clouds, sky, grew despondent, suddenly, some place unknown, the howling of a baying wolf, Satan (twice), appears, saw, quill, tremble, in terror, night, love, fatal parchment, I will sign. Two words were replaced with cognate synonyms: evening as a noun (with “evening” as an adjective), bloodied (with “blood”). Eighteen words were substituted with those of a different etymology: one <evening> (with “one <evening> hour”), Faust (with “wise man”), grimoirs/spellbooks (with “reading”), abandoning (with “leaving for a while”), coming (with “come rushing up”), directed towards him (with “did not mix”), unfathomable sounds (with “terrible shrieking”), is filled with light (with “the lights came up”), atheist (with “Faust”), madness (with “pleasure”), give (with “bring”), Mephisto (with “Satan”), without flinching, reading (with “with no fear or doubt”). Nineteen words were omitted: retorts, icy, in the forest, voices, white, sensing, emptiness, great, then, unfathomable, piercing, sounds, hall, summoned, somber, old, came, shaking in hesitation. Eight new words were introduced: by the window, in the sky, with faith, sharp, in the forest, was filled, yearning. All in all, there are 63 meaningful words in the final version. The indicator of faithfulness to the literal rendition is 40,9%; the degree, to which the translation strays from the literal match, is 12,7%. 

Sologub managed to reproduce Icres’ mediocre poem with its multiple commonplaces absolutely adequately, preserving both the banalities and the mediocrity. Moreover, the poem benefits from being translated, because the second quatrain feels so much like a parody that the entire poem may be perceived as one. Besides, Sologub introduced the second character —a wise man who compares himself to Faust and to an extent opposes him.  

Here, again, Sologub put together a literal translation by noting down translation variants for a significant number of words in the original: délaissant — “yielding, giving away, leaving,” grimoires — “pell-mell, black magic,” cornues — “retorts,” écoutait — “listened to,” gémir — “to groan, moan,” forêt — “forest, oak grove,” regardait — “examined, glimpsed, watched,” flotter — “to flap about, float, swim, flutter,” linceuls — “shrouds,” des nues — “clouds,” sentant — “knowing, sensing, feeling,” ciel — “sky,” vide — “empty, void,” désespérait — “despaired, grew despondent,” aigus — “sharp, piercing,” hurlerait — “would have howled,” jettent — “to throw, cast, fling,” sombre —“sad, somber, glum,” athée — “atheist, a godless man,” ensanglantée — “bloodied,” frissonner — “to shake, tremble,” l’effroi — “fear, terror,” hésitait — “to hesitate, to be engaged,” eh bien — “so what,” parchemin — “parchment.” The author’s vacillations regarding the choice of meaning for one or another word of the original are reflected in variant translations for one or another verse.[footnoteRef:31]  [31:  Initial variants of line 1: “V vechernii chas ot knig volshebnik otorvalsia,” lines 5–7: “Vdrug krik tainstvennyi otkuda-to razdalsia, / Kak budto by v lesu volk zlobno zarychal; / Ot prezhnikh golosov on stranno otlichalsia,” lines 9–12: “Kogda otchaian’e ego tebia prizvalo, / Ty videl, Satana, pero ego drozhalo, / On strakhom byl obiiat I polon byl toskoi. / Nu chto zh! Za noch’ odnu liubvi I naslazhden’a” (IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 66). ] 


This translation of Icres’ poem may have motivated Sologub to create original texts about man’s dialogue with the Devil:
Pril’nuv ko mne, sheptal bagrovymi gubami
Smushchaiushchii menia, lukavyi, staryi bes:
— Idyot istoriia nespeshnymi stopami,
Pechal’no-medlenno svershaetsia progress.

—Tak medlenno, chto vy, sogretye luchami,
Zmei, tsariashchei I goriashchei sred’nebes,
Uzhe providite dukhovnymi ochami
V epokhu slavnuiu predskazannykh chudes,

— Kak smert’ zatmit navek nadmennoe svetilo. —
Vdrug zloba iarkaia mne serdce opalila.
Prerval ia besheno besovskii shepot zloi

I kriknul staromu: — O glupyi chort, komu zhe
Nevedomo, chto mir mechty besplodnoi khuzhe!
No miortvaia mechta sotriot li mir zhivoi! —
4 August 1891, 9 August 1893[footnoteRef:32] [32:  Sologub F. Poln. sobr. stikhotvorenii i poem. Vol. 2. Bk. 1. P. 47. On the connection between the poem’s creative backround with a translation from Fernand Icres see: Misnikevich T.V. Data kak kliuch k istorii teksta. Pp. 693-706. ] 


Slovami gor’kimi nadmennykh otritsanii
Ia vyzval Satanu. On stal peredo mnoi
Ne v mrachnom torzhestve prokliatykh obaianii, —
Yavilsia on, kak dym, klubiashchiisia, gustoi.

Ya prodolzhal slova besstrashnykh zaklinanii, —
I v dyme otrok stal, porekrasnyi i nagoi,
S gubami iarkimi i polnymi lobzanii,
S glazami, temnymi prizyvnoiu toskoi.

No krasota iego vnushala otvrashchen’e,
Kak grob raskrashennyi, soyuznik zlogo tlen’a,
I nagota iego sverkala, kak pozor.

Glaza polnochnye mne vyzov zloi metali,
I prinyal vyzov ya, — I vot, borius’ s tekh por
S tsaryom somneniia I plamennoi pechali.
27 September 1891[footnoteRef:33] [33:  Sologub F. Poln. sobr. stikhotvorenii i poem. Vol. 1: Stikhotvoreniia i poemy 1877-1892 / Edition prepared by M.M. Pavlova. P. 587.] 


The next poem Sologub translated belonged to Paul Marrot (1850-1909), French poet and journalist. In Goudeau’s sketch Marrot is characterized as a pohilosopher-humourist.[footnoteRef:34] [34:  La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 95. P. 551.] 


The text of the translation, dated August 3, 1891,  exists in two autographs: a clean copy with minor corrections in line 13 and a clean copy with significant corrections bringing the text to the final redaction, — as well as a typescript corresponding to the upper layer of the autograph 2.[footnoteRef:35] The autographs and the typescript bear a title: Ulichnaia kartinka (A Street Sketch). A handwritten copy from the La Lecture magazine has not survived. The poem was published in the Novyi zhurnal dlia vsekh on the basis of the typescript.[footnoteRef:36] [35:  See: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 72 (autograph 1), 71, 73 (autograph 2); № 36. L. 110-113 (typescript).]  [36:  See: Novyi zhurnal dlia vsekh. 1912. № 8. Cols. 29-30 (matches the typescript; no division into quatrains).] 


	Translation

	Original
	Literal Translation

	Ya vizhy: slabyi I khudoi,
Kak chornyi fakel pogrebal’nyi,
Kaleka zhalkii I pechal’nyi
S trudom bredet po mostovoi.


Poka protyagivaet ruki
On za podachkami, zhena,
Odeta v rubishche, bledna,
Vedyot smychok, I liutsia zvuki.


Na perekryostki I dvory
Ego vlechyot, vlechyot ustalost’.
On v nas takuiu budit zhalost’,
Chto my prishchaem fal’sh igry.


Da, pritupilis’ nashi chuvstva.
Pomoch’ li darom bednyakam?
Pust’ prezhde poigrayut nam,
Khotya b i vovse bez iskusstva.  
	Je vis, traînant sur le pavé,
Un cul-de-jatte lamentable ;
Il était haut comme une table,
Triste comme un tambour crevé.


À ses côtés, sa femme maigre
Demandait des sous aux passants,
En tirant des bruits languissants
Des boyaux d’un violon aigre.


L’estropié faisait pitié,
Son état, qui portait aux larmes,
Ajoutait je ne sais quels charmes
Au violon de sa moitié.


Race humaine, race ironique,
Pour secouer ton embonpoint.
La misère ne suffit point,
Il y faut un peu de musique.[footnoteRef:37] [37:  After: La Lecture. Vol. 16. № 93. P. 295.] 

	I saw a miserable cripple,
Dragging himself along the pavement;
Spindly, like a plank of wood,
And lifeless, like a punctured drum.

Next to him, his lanky wife
Begged passersby for a penny,
By drawing lackluster sounds
From the strings of an out of tune violin.

The invalid aroused pity,
His state, impossible to see without tears,
Somewhat dignified
His wife’s violin playing.

Human race, the ironic race,
To stir up your fullness/ appearances,
Poverty/destitution is not at all sufficient,
There should be a little music.


 
The total number of meaningful words in the literal translation is 42. Of them, eleven remained in the final redaction: saw a miserable cripple, dragging himself along the pavement, lifeless, wife, sounds, aroused pity, playing. One word was swapped out for a cognate synonym: poverty (for “a pauper”). Thirteen words were substituted with synonyms of different etymology: spindly (“thin”), lanky (“pale”), begged for a penny (“extends hands,” “for pittance”), drawing from (“<they> flow from”), state (“weariness”), impossible to see without tears (“aroused pity”), dignified (“we forgive”), there should be a little music (“let them play”). Seventeen words were omitted: a plank,  punctured, drum, passersby, lackluster, from the strings of an out of tune violin, invalid, violin, wife’s, race (twice), human, ironic, stir up, not sufficient, a little. Twenty new words were added: weak, black funerary torch, with effort, dressed in rags, draws the bow across, to the crossroads and courtyards, is being dragged (twice), falsehood, became dull, senses, whether to help for nothing, before, without art. The total number of meaningful words in the final rendition is 41. Thus, the indicator of the translation’s exactitude is 26,2%; the degree, to which it strays from the literary translation, is 48,8%.

On the whole, this translation of Marrot’s poem conveys an impression of the original, even though it contains a number of unfortunate phrases or lines (the second and the third lines of the second quatrain; the second and the fourth of the third). The poet clearly attempted to disengage from the original and create his own variation on Marrot’s theme, as both the subject matter and the imagery were very dear to him (a “humiliated and insulted” person is one of Sologub’s favourite protagonists in his early poetry and prose). Remarkably, the initial redaction of the translation was considerably closer to the original:

Ya vizhu: slabyi I khudoi,
Kak staryi fakel pogrebal’nyi,
Kaleka zhalkii I pechal’nyi
Yedva bredyot po mostovoi.

Poka protyagivaet ruki
On za kopeikami, zhena,
Kak on, ugriuma I bledna,
Pilit smychkom — I liutsia zvuki.

Dostoin zhalosti urod!
Yego plachevno sostoyan’e:
Ono ne malo obaian’a
Nesnosnoi skripke pridayot.

Akh! Chtob v tebe prosnulos’ chuvstvo,
Vesyolyi, krotkii nash narod,
Odnoi bedy nedostayot,
Net, nado prilozhit’ iskusstva.[footnoteRef:38] [38:  After: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 72.] 


The next poem selected for translation from Goudeau’s sketch was composed by André Gill (real name Luis-Alexandre Gosset de Guines; 1840–1885) — a French painter, caricaturist, and chansonnier. In the 1870s, Gill became close to the Parisian bohemian circles; he performed as a singer in the Cabaret des Assassins; he died from a serious mental illness. Among all the poets Sologub chose for publication, Gill’s is the name Goudeau mentions most often. However, these mentions of the “great caricaturist” endowed with a twofold talent, a delightful poet and an eloquent speaker, a good guy and a social climber, rarely have to do with his creative work. They mostly relate the details and minute particulars of the hydropaths’ meetings and parties.[footnoteRef:39]   [39:  La Lecture. 1891. Vo. 16. № 92. P. 200.] 


The text of the translation of Gill’s poem L’Horoscope (dated August 3, 1891) is represented by a clean autograph with corrections.[footnoteRef:40] The autograph bears a title, Goroskop (Iz André Gill’ia) (Horoscope (From André Gill)). The poem was published in the journal Zhivopisnoe obozreniie based on the text of the autograph’s upper layer (with a variance in line 2).[footnoteRef:41] A copy of the original is present on a separate page of the poet’s notebook, with the source indicated as “La lecture, 1891, XVI, 93, 10 mai”: [40:  See: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 70.]  [41:  Zhivopisnoe obozreniie. 1898. 25 January. № 4. P. 70; the variant of line 2: “Ty ne slushai I dal’she idi.”] 


	Translation

	Original
	Literal Translation

	«Воротися!» – мать молит, рыдая, –
Ты не слушай, ты дальше иди, –
Бьется смелое сердце в груди,
Не страшна тебе злоба людская.

Исполняй свой обет! Не щади
Своей жизни; восторгом пылая
И борьбой свои дни наполняя,
Прямо в очи несчастью гляди.

Бейся! мысли! страдай, одинокий!
Даст судьба тебе жребий высокий:
Сердце чистое, радостный взор,

К торжествующей силе презренье,
Всякой лжи – величавый укор,
Всякой скорби – слова утешенья.[footnoteRef:42] [42:  After the upper layer of the autograph: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 70.] 

	Malgré les larmes de ta mère,
Ardent jeune homme, tu le veux,
Ton coeur est neuf, ton bras nerveux
Viens lutter contre la chimère !
Use ta vie, use tes voeux
Dans l'enthousiasme éphémère,
Bois jusqu'au fond la coupe amère,
Regarde blanchir tes cheveux.
Isolé, combats, souffre, pense ;
Le sort te garde en récompense
Le dédain du sot triomphant,
La barbe auguste des apôtres, 
Un coeur pur, et des yeux d'enfants
Pour sourire aux enfants des autres.

	In spite of your mother’s tears,
Spirited youngster, you want this,
Your heart is new, your hand energetic,
Go fight the chimera.
Waste your life, waste your hopes/vows
In the ephemeral enthusiasm,
Drink up the bitter cup
And watch / see your hair turn gray.

Though lonely, fight! Suffer! Think!
The fate is saving a consolation for you,
The disdain of a triumphant fool,

A majestic beard of the apostles,
A pure heart and the look of a child,
To smile other children. 



The total number of meaningful words in the literal translation is 44.  Of these, eighteen were kept: mother’s, heart, life, vows, enthusiasm, watch,  lonely, fight, suffer, think, consolation, fate, disdain, triumphant, pure, heart, look, majestic. Synonyms replaced six words: tears (replaced with “weeping”), new (“courageous”), waste (“use, do not spare”), saves (“gives”), fool (“power”). Twenty words were omitted: spirited, youngster, want, hand, energetic, go, fight, with a chimera, in the ephemeral, drink up the bitter cup, turn gray, hair, beard, of the apostles, of a child, smile, to the children. Twenty-four new words were added: return, begs, do not listen, ahead, go, beats, in the chest, is not scary, rage, people’s, blazing, the struggle, days, filling, directly, in the eyes, to the misery, a lofty fate, of lie, reproach, grief, words. Altogether, there are 48 meaningful words in the final translation. The degree of exactitude is 40,9%; the degree of deviation from literal translation is 50%.

Sologub’s translation of a mediocre poem by an inferior poet is unequivocally unsuccessful. It contains trite commonplaces absent from the original: “B‎yotsia smeloe serdce v grudi;” “Ne strashna tebe zloba liudskaia”; “vostorgom pylaia”; “Dast sud’ba tebe zhrebii vysokii”; “Priamo v ochi neschastiu gliadi.” At the same time, the unexpected unconventional finale is weakened and the few phrases, which shoud have created certain lyrical tension — “lutter contre la chimère”; “le dédain du sot triumphant,” — are omitted. Sologub strays significantly from the text of the original; the translation has a tangibly “freestyle” character. The poet did not seem to ever wish to reproduce Gill’s text adequately: he noted dictionary meanings for just three words: neuf — “inexperienced,” nerveux — “strong,” use — “spend, exhaust.” Based one the key original motif of struggle and rebellion, Sologub fashioned the poem after the “narodniks” style typical of his early poetry. In particular, his original compositions of about the same time display similar lexico-stylistic features: “Zhertvui liudiam, no ne zhdi, / Chtob khvala tebia venchala, — / Net, osmeiannyi, idi” (Polon ty zhelan’em dela, 2 August 1891); “Opasen put’, taitsia tam chimera. / Na bitvu groznuiu tebe nuzhna / Vsia moshch’, liubov’, nadezhda vsia i vera” (Uslyshish’ ty vokrug sebia shipen’e…, 4 August 1891); “Kogda dlia bitvy net oruzhiia i sily. / Ustalogo raba nichto ne ustrashit, — / Ni kholod zhizni zloi, ni kholod zloi mogily” (Vlechiotsia zlaia zhizn’! Ni schast’a, ni svobody… 7 August 1891). Sologub completely ignored Gill’s ironic and skeptical tone, which makes fun of the over-the-top enthusiasm for struggle. 

The author of the last poem Sologub translated was Charles Cros (1842-1888) — a poet, fiction writer, inventor, one of the founders of the hydropaths’ circle, as well as the Chat Noir cabaret, and friend of Maurice Rollinat.  Cros was one of those poets who contributed to France’s glory. Goudeau wrote about him: “It was hard to imagine a more gifted person.”[footnoteRef:43] From Goudeau’s sketch, Sologub could learn about the sad irony of this subtle and profound lyricist’s poetry, and its soulful impressionism could teach the beginner symbolist poet a thing or two.[footnoteRef:44] An attempt at translating Cros’ remarkable poem Avec les Fleurs, avec les Femmes… must certainly have been an excellent way for Sologub to learn writer’s craft.  [43:  La Lecture. 1891. Vol. 16. № 92. P. 193. ]  [44:  Ibid. № 95. P. 443.] 


The text of the translation (dated 25 October 1891) exists in a clean copy in Sologub’s own hand with many layers of corrections, a typescript matching the upper layer of the autograph, and a typescript with the author’s corrections.[footnoteRef:45] The autograph and both typescripts bear a title Iz Sharlia Kro (From Charles Cros). The original poem is copied from the La Lecture onto a separate page, with a note reading “La lecture 91. XVI. 92. 25 avril.”[footnoteRef:46]  [45:  See: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 10. L. 95-95ob. (autograph); № 36. Fols. 87-99 (typescript 1), 101 (typescript 2), with variants of line 6: “Kak vanna vecherkom,” line 13: “Tsvety moei krasotki.”]  [46:  Ibid. № 10. L. 96.] 


	Translation
	Original
	Literal Translation

	V zhiteiskoi drame rol’
S tsvetami I s krasotkoi,
K kaminu sevshi s vodkoi,
Sygrat’mne mudreno l’? 

Dushe besputnoi vodka,
Chto ban’ka vecherkom;
Pod svezhen’kim venkom
Mila moia krasotka!

Nas gody okhladiat,
Nachnutsia sliozy, sceny;
Vzaimnye izmeny
Razluku oblegchat.



Tsvety svoei krasotki
I pis’ma ia sozhgu,
I tol’ko sberegu
Polshtof polynnoi vodki.

Portretov milykh net, 
Drozhat ot pianstva ruki, —
I ya bez dolgoi muki
Ostavliu skuchnyi svet.[footnoteRef:47] [47:  Reproduced after typescript 1: Ibid. № 36. L. 97-9.] 

	Avec les fleurs, avec les femmes, 
Avec l'absinthe, avec le feu, 
On peut se divertir un peu, 
Jouer son rôle en quelque drame.

L'absinthe bue un soir d'hiver 
Éclaire en vert l'âme enfumée, 
Et les fleurs, sur la bien-aimée 
Embaument devant le feu clair.

Puis les baisers perdent leurs charmes, 
Ayant duré quelques saisons. 
Les réciproques trahisons 
Font qu'on se quitte un jour, sans larmes.

On brûle lettres et bouquets 
Et le feu se met à l'alcôve, 
Et, si la triste vie est sauve, 
Restent l'absinthe et ses hoquets.

Les portraits sont mangés des flammes ; 
Les doigts crispés sont tremblotants... 
On meurt d'avoir dormi longtemps 
Avec les fleurs, avec les femmes.
	With flowers, with women,
With absinthe and a hearth
One can amuse oneself a little,
Play one’s role in a drama.

The absinthe consumed on a winter evening
Sheds green light on a bleary soul,
And flowers on a lover’s head
Smell sweetly in front of the pure flames.
Then, after a few years, 
Kisses lose their charms.
Mutual betrayals lead to
People breaking up one day, without tears.

The letters and bouquets are burnt,
And the fire moves on to the alcove,
And, if the sad life is saved,
The absinthe and hiccoughs remain.

Portraits are devoured by the flames;
Fingers shake convulsively…
You die after a long time in  a drowsy half-sleep
With flowers and women.



The total number of meaningful words in the literal translation is 66. Twelve remained in the final translation: with flowers, to play, a role, in a drama, on a night, soul, mutual betrayals, letters are burnt, portraits, shake. Synonyms of a different etymology have replaced nineteen words: with women (became “with a pretty woman”), with absinthe (thrice, “vodka”), with a hearth (“with a fireplace”), bleary (“wayward”), flowers on the head (“with a “wreath”), lover (“my beauty”), a few years (“years”), lose their charms (“will cool down”), lead to (“make easier”), breaking up (“separation”), bouquets (“flowers”), saved (“will spare”), are devoured (“there are no”), fingers (“hands”), you die (I will leave this world). Thirty-five word have been omitted: one can amuse oneself a little, consumed, winter, sheds green light, bleary, smell sweetly in front of the pure flames, then, kisses, after, people, one day, the fire moves on to the alcove, a sad life, remain, hiccoughs, flames, convulsively, after a long time in a drowsy half-sleep with flowers and women. Seventeen new words have been introduced: earthly, having sat down, too hard, a bath, fresh, lovely, will begin, scenes, pretty woman, half a Stof, wormwood, dear, from drinking, without protracted suffering,  boring. Altogether, there are  47 meaningful words in the final translation.  The degree of translation’s exactitude is 18,2%; the degree of deviation from literal translation is 34%.

Although in many ways inferior to the original, Sologub’s loose translation may on the whole be considered successful in that it preserves some peculiarities of Cros’ style and poetics. Most noticeable is the translator’s decision not to reproduce repetitions, thanks to which the first quatrain sets the dynamic tone for the rest of the poem. According to the rules of a closed-in construction, two of these serve as a final line (“Avec les Fleurs, avec les Femmes”). The translator ignores that, too. The final line (that is, the emphasized portion of the text) is replaced with a banal “Ostavliu skuchnyi svet,” justified in this case only because it gives a sad and ironic conclusion both to the poem and to the protagonist’s life.

Sologub deviated from the original consciously and consistently: we know that from the variants recorded in the autograph. For example, the initial variant of line 3: “Dushe kopchenoi vodka” (one of the variant translations for the word enfumée  is “smoky, sooty”) is replaced in the final version with “Dushe besputnoi vodka.” The original epithet “smoked,” describing the protagonist’s state as hazy, immersed in absinthe-induced dreams, is exchanged for a neutral and rather commonplace one. The initial variant of line 16, “Buket polynnoi vodka,” becomes “Polshtof polynnoi vodka.” Moreover, Sologub introduces the first-person narrator, absent from Cros’ original. Thus the original text loses its generalized philosophical meaning and acquires the character of a light genre scene. The original undergoes ostensible Russification (“polynnaia vodka,” “shtof,” “ban’ka vecherkom”) and a shift in tone: Sologub’s poem describes a dreary life of a backwoodsman, whereas the French text opposes the high life to a sleepy wretched existence. Lost are the notable, real-life details of the bohemian lifestyle — the “hiccoughs” after the absinthe and the “alcove.” It is important that Sologub’s turning to Cros’ poem depicting a somewhat unreal world was, in part at least, caused by the poet’s desire to use his creativity as a means to resist the realities of his life: the autograph of the translation bears a note, “Vytegra. Uch<itel’skaia> Sem<inaria>. Sovet Nechestivykh” (Vytegra. Teachers’ Seminary. Counsel of the Wicked).

***

Let us draw some conclusions. The analysis of Sologub’s translations from the French poets representing different aspects of the decadent culture allows us to name the year 1891 a very important milestone in the poet’s creative biography. It was probably the first time that Sologub began translating poetic texts from French in earnest (translations “from the French” stemming from 1889 and earlier have no documented original sources and most likely were adaptations of the earlier published Russian translations by other authors). Sologub’s translation experiments of 1891  demonstrate the essential tendencies of his future mature work with texts in foreign languages: from the subtle transmission of the many-layered features of the original to free variations in poems loosely based on the original and interpreting it in the manner of the poet’s choice.  Besides, one can quite clearly see that the translated text becomes a natural part of Sologub’s poetic system, is absorbed by this system and starts sprouting various “branches.”[footnoteRef:48] [48:  On the mechanics of how Sologub’s poetic system “absorbed” translated texts, see: Nivye materialy iz poeticheskogo arkhiva Fyodora Sologuba: Pervaia rabochaia tetrad’. Neizvestnye stikhotvoreniia 1877-1890 godov / Ed. by M.M. Pavlova // Ezhegodnik Rukopisnogo otdela Pushkinskogo Doman a 2009-2010 gody. Saint-Petersburg, 2011. Pp. 447-48; Misnikevich T.V. “Na motiv Verlena”: perevod vs. original // Tekstologicheskii vremennik: Russkaia literature XX veka: Voprosy tekstologii I istochnikovedeniia. Moscow, 2012. Issue 2. P. 241-61.   ] 


Remarkably, the would-be Russian poet did not choose for translation works by the major French poets published in the same magazine, such as the Parnassian Leconte de Lisle, the symbolists Jean Moréas and Maurice Rollinat, but most importantly, Paul Verlaine,  who years later charmed the Russian public primarily thanks to Sologub’s translations. Sologub’s choice must have been determined by the degree of the original’s correspondence to his own mood and imagery of the period, as well as his interest in mastering a new strophic form (four out of six French poets’ works are sonnets; Sologub noted down the schemes of sonnet rhymes on his copies of poems from the La Lecture magazine: “1221 2112 334 545”).  Sologub, who was increasingly distancing himself from the tradition of the Narodniks’ rhetoric, was undoubtedly attracted by the impressionist nature of the texts by French poets, which helped him find his footing in his own creative quest. 

Translation work allowed the poet to hone his literary craft. In his article Ne postydno li byt’ dekadentom (Is it a shame to be a decadent) (1896-99), as one of the accomplishments of decadent writers Sologub pointed out, in particular, their search for the right words: “Words are placed into new and precise arrangements, unfamiliar to the ear <…> An everyday idiom with its dull, worn out and imprecise expressions becomes insufficient: there appears a need to look for fresh words — and these are found in the language of the long dead ancestors <…>. Every great nation’s native tongue has accumulated a great many words — and that provides an opportunity to replace foreign words, dead to one’s soul, with the words of one’s own language <…> And vice versa, foreign languages, through science bringing nations together, give native tongue their truly irreplaceable and thus strong and vivid words. Thus, like any other fresh literary movement, before everything else the so-called decadence engenders the concern about the purification and improvement of speech, about its precision and power.”[footnoteRef:49] [49:  See: IRLI. F. 289. Op. 1. № 376. Quoted from: Pavlova M. Pisatel’-Inspektor: Fyodor Sologub i F.K. Teternikov. P. 500.  ] 


Therefore, one can somewhat correct the terminus a quo by dating the beginning of Sologub’s purposeful acquaintance with the latest trends of European literature to the time before he moved to Saint-Petersburg and entered the circle of writers for the Severnyi vestnik magazine, before the publication of Zinaida Vengerova’s informative articles about the western modernism and before the beginning of popular discussions about its influence on the Russian literature of late nineteenth century.[footnoteRef:50]  [50:  The first in this series was Zinaida Vengerova’s article, Poety-simvolisty vo Frantsii (Vestnik Evropy. 1892. № 9. Pp. 115-43). Russian authors’ publications about the European modernism started to appear in press in 1891. For instance, a literary critic and journalist F.I. Bulgakov reasoned in his article Smert’ naturalizma i nervoznaia poeziia: “But the question is, whether, upon the naturalism’s demise, the group of writers, who under the moniker of ‘decadents’ and ‘symbolists’ are beginning so strongly to preoccupy the critics, not only in France, but all over Europe, would prevail in literature” (Novoe vremia. 1891. 18 (30) July. № 5525. P. 2). While noting the “decadents’” predisposition towards artificiality, the mystical, “the infinite and monstrous,” Bulgakov nevertheless gave them credit: “But who does not go overboard. This is the fate of every reaction, every struggle, and the decadent symbolists have to struggle not just against naturalism and the so-called scientific methods in art <…>, but also against the limitations on the forms of French poetry. <…> The Parnassians under the leadership of Leconte de Lisle, who have so far prevailed in the French poetry, have been much too focused on the precision of the rhyme and brought about a dry artificiality of the form. Verlaine, Stéphane Mallarmé, Henri de Régnier with his distinctive attenuated sensitivity, Jean Moréas, Arthur Rimbaud — a poet who has forever been wandering the world and has completely given up the meter and the ordinary rhyme in his Illuminations, which Verlaine calls ‘a true masterpiece, fire and crystal, streams and blooms, the golden voices,’ all these poets have extricated themselves from the traditional fetters of versification <…> Thus from the distaste for the much too artificial verses, ‘much too precise, too well documented, too rhymed,’ was born this poetry, declared by the critics to be nocturnal and hazy. And it really is hazy, like any true poetry, which cannot be conveyed by regular speech” (Ibid).] 

Keeping up with the times, Sologub creatively appropriated the germane literary material, which helped him work out and establish his own poetic style that from the outset distinguished him from the contemporaries and eventually ensured their acknowledgement. For example, a critic S. Adrianov in his review of the first volume of Sologub’s Collected Works singled out the poet’s early poems, which had made up his first published collection: “This is a typical modernist soul, which started to speak when modernism had not only not gained literary positions, but had not even taken off. In the eighties, this tone of poetry was a unique and incomprehensible phenomenon, and since the warlike, challenging notes of the young Dobrolyubov, Briusov, Balmont were completely foreign to the young Sologub, he debuts simply went unnoticed. To begin with, one could not at the time appreciate the singular and subtle and, in a manner of speaking, pallid musicality of Sologub’s verses, the gentle ligatures from which they are woven — the ornament of sounds, words, images. This is something sophisticated and also, if you wish, poignant in its alluring tardiness.”[footnoteRef:51]    [51:  Vestnik Evropy. 1910. № 4. P. 386.] 


Sologub found his own voice in the literature of the period and the “gentle ligatures” of his verses after a long and complex process of artistic explorations, whose success had in many ways been predetermined by the poet’s ability, akin to that of a camertone, to discern a “foreign,” yet congenial sound and make it his own. 
