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Opus 3 no.1

Y Bpat o6uTenu CBATOM
(M. JlepmOHTOB)
Y Bpar o6uTtenu CBITOMI
Crosi mpocamuii mofastHbs
Bennak nccoxmmii, 4y Th XKUBOM.

Ot rafa Xaxpl ¥ CTPAiaHbs.

Kycka mums xme6a oH mpocwu,
W B3Iz ABIISII XKUBYIO MyKY,
U KTO-TO KaMeHB IIOJIOKUII
B ero mpoTaHyTyIO PyKy.

Taxk 1 Moy TBOe# MIO6BU
C cyre3aMu TOPBKHMH, C TOCKOIO;
Tax uycTBa myyimue Mou
O6MaHyTHI HaBeK TO6OIO.

Opus 3 no.1

At the gates of the holy cloister
(M. Lermontov/A. Bespalov-R. Stam)
At the gates of the holy cloister
stood a beggar,
exhausted, pale and destitute
of hunger, thirst and suffering

Just one piece of bread he asked,
and his look reflected the torments of his life
and someone had laid down a stone

in his extended hand

Likewise I begged your kindness
with bitter tears and melancholy heart
Likewise my better feelings
you betrayed forever!

Opus 3 no. 2

51 mepexxuiI CBOM JKeJlaHbsA
(A. TTymxus)
A IIepeXnJjI CBOU JKeJIaHbi,
51 pasno6u CBOM MeUTHI;
Ocranuche MHe OJHH CTpaZlaHbs,
IImops! cepeuHOl ITyCTOTHI.

ITox 6ypamu cyAbObI XKeCTOKOH
VB nBeTymui MOH BeHel —
)KHBy mevyajabHbIN, OTUHOKOM,

W xpy: mpuzneT 1u MO KOHelr?

Taxk, mo3gHUM XJIaOM TTOPaXKeHHBIH,
Kaxk 6ypu cislileH 3MMHUI CBUCT,
OpuH — Ha BeTKe 0OHAXKEeHHOMI
Tpemnemer 3amo3pgansiit auct!..

Opus 3 no.2

I've lived to see desire vanish
(A. Pushkin)

I've lived to see desire vanish,
With hope I've slowly come to part,
And I am left with only anguish,
The fruit of emptiness at heart.

Under the storms of merciless fate,
My worn and withered garland lies--
In sadness, lonesome, I await:
How far away is my demise?

Thus, conquered by a tardy frost,
Through gale’s whistling and shimmer,
Late, on a naked limb exposed
A lonesome leaf is left to quiver!...

1
96056 Medtner



BRH&%@A

CLASSICS
Opus 3 no. 3 Opus 3 no. 3
Ha osepe On the Lake
(A.B T'ete/A. Per)

W cuny B rpynp, U CBeXeCThb B KPOBb
JlsIxaHBEM BOJIBHBIM JIBIO.
Kax crmagko, MaTe-TIpuposia, BHOBb

YnacTs Ha TpyZb TBOIO!

Bosna razgpio B pa3Mep Becia
Kauaer u Hecér,
W BpIuramx rop ceipas Mria

Hascrpeuy Ham IIBIBET.

B3op moit, B30p, — 3a4eM CKJIOHATHCA?
I/IJII/I CHBI 3JI1aThIE CHHTBCH?
IIpous THI, COH, XOTH 30JI0TOH, —

3mech 1I000BE U XXKU3Hb CO MHOI!

Ha BomHax cBepkaroT
Tricaun 3BE37, COTpeCEHHBIX;
B grimuOM Hebe TaioT

[Tpuspaxu rop oTAaNEHHEIX;

Berepoxk cTpyuThCa
Haz paBrmHOIO BOZ,
W B 3a7uB TS AUTHCS
Jo3speBaromuii oz,

(J.W. Goethe/A. Fet)

I drink fresh nourishment, new blood
From out this world more free;
The Nature is so kind and good
That to her breast clasps me!

The billows toss our bark on high,
And with our oars keep time,
While cloudy mountains tow'rd the sky

Before our progress climb.

Say, mine eye, why sink'st thou down?
Golden visions, are ye flown?
Hence, thou dream, tho' golden-twin'd;
Here, too, love and life I find.

Over the waters are blinking
Many a thousand fair star;
Gentle mists are drinking
Round the horizon afar.

Round the shady creek lightly
Morning zephyrs awake,
And the ripen'd fruit brightly

Mirrors itself in the lake.

Opus 13 no.1

3umHwMit Beuep
(A. TTymxus)

Byps mrioro He60 Kpoer,

Buxpu cHeXHBIE KPYTS;
To, Kak 3Beps, OHA 3aBOET,

To 3ammager, KaK TuTs,

To mo xposie o6BeTIIANON

Brpyr comomoii 3aurymur,
To, Kak IIyTHUK 3aI1037aIbIH,

K HaM B OKOIIKO 3aCTy4HT.

Hamra BeTxas magysxka
W mevanbHa U TeMHa.
Yro »xe THI, MOS CTAPYyIIKa,
ITpuymonxka y okna?
Vinu 6ypu 3aBbIBaHBEM
Ts1, MoOi1 ApyT, yTOMIIEHA,
Wnu ppemitemns 1oz, sxysxKaHbeM

Csoero BepeTeHa?

Opus 13 no.1

Winter evening
(A. Pushkin)
The storm wind covers the sky
Whirling the fleecy snow drifts,
Now it howls like a wolf,
Now it is crying, like a lost child,
Now rustling the decayed thatch
On our tumbledown roof,
Now, like a delayed traveller,
Knocking on our window pane.

Our wretched little cottage
Is gloomy and dark.
Why do you sit all silent
Hugging the window, old gran?
Has the howling of the storm
Wearied you, at last, dear friend?
Or are you dozing fitfully
Under the spinning wheel's humming?

Let us drink, dearest friend

2
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Beinsem, mo6pas mopyskKa
bexnoit roHOCTH MOEI,
BrimbeM c Tops; rae e KpyxKKka?
Cepauy Gyzer Beceeii.
Croii MHe IIeCHIO, KaK CUHHUIIA
Tuxo 3a MopeM XIa;
Croit MHe ITeCHIO, KaK JeBUIla
3a Bozo#1 moyTpy Iia.

Byps mrioio He60 Kpoer,
Buxpu cHexHbIe KPYTH;

To, xax 3Beph, OHa 3aBOET,
To samraver, Kak AUTS.
Brmmbem, mo6pas mogpyskKa
bennoit roHOCTH MOEI,
BrimeeMm c rops: Te e Kpyxka?
Cepauy Gyzer Beceeii.

To my poor wasted youth.

Let us drink from grief - Where's the glass?
Our hearts at least will be lightened.
Sing me a song of how the bluetit
Quietly lives across the sea.

Sing me a song of how the young girl
Went to fetch water in the morning.

The storm wind covers the sky
Whirling the fleecy snow drifts
Now it howls like a wolf,
Now it is crying, like a lost child.
Let us drink, dearest friend
To my poor wasted youth.
Let us drink from grief - Where's the glass?
Our hearts at least will be lightened.

Opus 13 no. 2

Onuradus
(A. Besmsrit)

3omoToMy 6JIeCKy BEpHLI,
A yMep OT COTHEYHBIX CTpeJL.
Jymoii Beka uaMepui,
A XU3HB IIPOXUTD He CyMeJL.

He cmefiTecs HaZ MEPTBBIM ITO3TOM:
CHecuTe eMy IIBETOK.
Ha xpecTe u 3umoii 1 1eToM
Moit papdopoBsrit GreTCST BEHOK.

IIBeTHI Ha HEM ITOOUTHI.
O6pa3sox moTuHAL.
Tsoxesbie IIIUTHL.

Kny, 4T06 ux KTO-HUOYAB CHAIL

JI106MII TOJIBKO 3BOH KOJIOKOJIBHBIH
U zaxkar.
Oruero MHe Tak 60JIbHO, 60IHHO!
/1 He BuHOBAT.

IToxxanmetite, mpuzmure;
HascTpeuy BeHKOM MeTHYCB.
O, mobure MeHs, noTIOOHTE -
S, 6BITH MOXeT, He yMep, ObITh MOXET,
Bepnycs.
IIpocuycs...

Opus 13 no. 2
Epitaph
(A. Bely/M.Konecny)
Golden splendor did he pursue
And thus he succumbed to the sun’s arrows.
He determined the thoughts of his era,

But outlive it he could not.

Do not laugh at the deceased poet:
Bring him a flower.
My wreath of porcelain will

pelt my cross in winter and summer.

Its flowers crushed
The image faded
The bricks heavy

I'm waiting for someone to get rid of them.

I just cherished the ringing bells

3
96056 Medtner




d

v,

\J

CL /\\Ei SI (vC

And the sunset.
Why all this agony, this agony?

I am not guilty of anything.

Have pity on me, come here:
Towards the wreath I'll hasten.
Oh, love me, give me your love -
Maybe, I may not be dead after all

Maybe, I'll come back.

Wake up....
Opus 24 no.1 Opus 24 no.1
Jens u HOYB Day and night

(®.1. TioTues)

Ha Mup TaMHCTBEHHBIH TyXOB,
Hap sToit Ge3gHoil 6e3pIMAHHOM,
IToxpoB HaGpoLIEeH 3/1aTOTKAHBII

BsIcokoii Bojieio Goros.

JleHs — ceit 6ncTaTeIBHBIN ITOKPOB
JleHb, 3e MHOPOIHBIX OXKUBJIEHbBE,
Ay Gongimeil ucueneHbe,
Jpyr genoBexoB u 60ros!

Ho mepxHeT meHb — HacTasa HOYb;
IIpumra — u, ¢ MEpa POKOBOTO
Txanp 651arofaTHyIO IOKPOBa
CopgaB, 0TOpachIBaeT MpoYb...
U GesmHa Ham oOHaXXKeHa
C cBoMMH cTpaxaMu U MIJIaMU,
W Her nperpap Mex eit 1 HAMU —
Bor oryero Ham HOUB cTpanrHal

(F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)
On to the secret world of spirits,
across this nameless chasm,
a cloth of gold has been draped
by the high will of the gods.
This glittering cover is day,
day, which enlivens the earth-born,
heals the suffering soul,
friend of gods and man!

Day will fade. Night has come.
It’s here, and from the fated world
it rips the cover of plenty
and tosses it aside,
revealing the abyss
with all its mists and fearsome sights.
No wall divides us from them,
which is why we’re afraid of the night!

Opus 24 no. 2

YTO THI KJIOHUIIB HAaZ BOAAMH...
(®.1. TioTues)
YTO THI KIOHHIIG HAaZ, BOZAMH,
Wsa, Ma{Kyme CBOIO
W mpoxamumu 1ucTaMu,
CJIOBHO XaJHBIMU YCTaMH,

Opus 24 no. 2

Willow, why do you lower
(F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)
Willow, why do you lower
your head to the river,
letting, like hungry mouths,
your leaves a-quiver

4
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JloBuurs Germyio cTpyio?..

XoTh TOMUTCSH, XOTh TpenemeT
Kaxxmsrit 1UCT TBOH HaZ CTPyeH...
Ho ctpys 6exxuT u mielert,
Y, Ha conHIle HexXacsk, OieleT,
W cmeetcs Hag TOOOIA. ..

try to catch the fleeing stream?

All the longing, all the shuddering
of every leaf above the stream!
Still the river runs and glistens,

basking in the sun and splashing,
flowing by and mocking you.

Opus 24 no. 3

Jlyma 3a mymoii, BOJTHA 33 BOJHOM...
(®.1. TroTues)
Jyma 3a mymo#i, BOJTHA 3a BOJTHOM —
JlBa TIpOsIBIIEHbsA CTUXUH O HOI:

B cepaue nu TecHOM, B 6e30pesKHOM JI MODE,

3mech — B 3aKJII0YeHUH, TaM — Ha IIPOCTOpe, —
Tot >xe Bcé BewHsI# IIpr6OIt U 0TGOA,
Tot xe Bcé mpu3pak TPeBOXHO-IIyCTOH.

Opus 24 no. 3

The wave and the thought
(F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)
Thoughts and the smooth ebb and flow of the
tides
are simply one element having two sides.
In the cramped heart, in the breadth of the
ocean,
in here they are captives, out there in free
motion..
Always the same flow and ebb of the seas,
always that spectre of empty unease...

Opus 24 no. 4 Opus 24 no. 4
Cymepku Twilight
(®.U. TioTues) (F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)

Tenu cusbie cMeCHINCE,
IIBer mob1exHy1, 3BYyK yCHYJI —
7KusHs, IBIKeHbE pa3pelInIuch
B cympax 3510KUiA, B JATBHBIH T'YIL...
MorpLIbKa IOJIeT He3pUMBIH
CrpllIeH B BO3LyXe HOYHOM...
Yac Tocku HeBbIpa3UMOH!..

Bcé Bo MHe, u g Bo BceMm!..

CyMpax Tuxuii, CyMpaK COHHBIH,
Jletics B rry6p Moelt mymy,
Tuxwuii, TeMHBI, 671aTOBOHHBIH,
Bcé saeit u yrummn.
YyscTBa MIIOH CaM03a6BeHbA
Ilepemonum yepes xpaiil..
Jlaif BKyCHUTB YHUYTOXKEHBS,

C MupOM ZpeMIIIONUM CMeIaii!

Blue-grey mingling, Colour darkening-
Silence possesses sound.
Life and movement have drowned
in the rippling unrealness of dusk, in a distant
hum.
Unseen in the night, a moth sings.
Longing seeks words. Anguish comes.
Everything is me. I am everything.

Quiet twilight, sleeping twilight,
pour into my being.
Silent, aromatic languor,
take the world, flowing,
bring peace, bring still.

Oblivion, haze.
Sensation, take me, overfill my soul,
give me void.

In the world’s sleep
pour me, fold me,
let me be destroyed!

Opus 24 no. 5

Opus 24 no. 5

5
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S morpsAcéH, Korja Kpyrom
(A. Der)
S moTpscéH, Korma Kpyrom
I'ynar meca, rpoxoder rpom
U B 61eck orHeii IILDKY A CHHUBY,

Korpa, ucryrom o6yss,
Ha cxaner MmeveT okean
TBoto cepebpsaHyIo pusy.

Ho mpocseTnéHusIil 1 HEMOIH,
OBsesaH BIACTHIO HE3€MHOM
CTOIO He B 3TOT MUT TXKEIIBIH,
A B yac, Korza, Kak 651 BO CHe,
TBoi#t cBeT/IBII aHTE IeITYeT MHE
Heuspeuénnsie riaaromst.

4 zaroparocs u ropio,
51 mopeIBatOCk U MapIo
B ToMsIeHBAX KpaliHETO yCHUIIbS
U Bepio cepzieM, 9TO pacTyT
U toruac B He6O yHeCyT
MeHs pacKMHYyTBIe KPBLIBA.

I am dumbstruck
(A. Fet/M. Konecny)

I am dumbstruck when around me
Forests rumble, thunder rolls
And in a flash of lightning I look up
As the ocean waves shudder
And crash upon the cliffs
Your silvery robe.

But however enlightened and speechless I am
Dazed by these unearthy forces
The gravity of the moment doesn’t weigh me
down
And at that hour when, as if in a dream,
Your fiery angel whispers
Unpronounceable words.

I light up in ardor,
I endeavour to soar
Languishing in fierce attampt
And in my heart I believe that they are growing
I will soon take to the heavens
On spread wings.

Opus 24 no. 6

TonbKO BCTpedy YIBIOKY TBOIO
(A. Der)

Tonpko BeTpeuy yasIOKy TBOIO,

Wnu B3raap ynosiio TBOI oTpafHOM, —

He tebe mecHs 1106BU 1 11010,
A TBOe#t KpacoTe HeHATALHOM.

ITpo meBua 1o 3apsaM roBOPAT,
BynTo posy B106718HHOIO TPeIBIo
BocxBanaTe HEyMOJIIHO OH paj,
Hap myurucroit eé xonsibemnsio.

Ho 663MOJIBCTBY€T, IIBIITHO 4YHNCTa,

Mosopas BrafbIania caja:
Toxpko ImecHe Hy»Ha Kpacora,
Kpacore xe u mmeceH He Hazo.

Opus 24 no. 6

Should a smile gently brighten your face
(A. Fet/A. Pokidov)

Should a smile gently brighten your face,
Not to you I am paying my duty,
Not to you my sweet song and my praise
But to your soul-enravishing beauty.

So a warbler, exerting his skill
And inspired by the dawn’s early radiance
, Glorifles with an amorous trill
Gorgeousness of the rose and her fragrance.

But the garden’s young mistress is dumb,
And the minstrel’s high note is not heeded —
Ah, a song needs both beauty and charm,
And for beauty no minstrelsy’s needed!

Opus 24 no. 7

IITénot, pobkoe AbIxaHbe
(A. ®er)

[ITénor, po6Koe AbIXaHbE,
Tpenu conoBs4,
Cepebpo U KOJIBIXaHbE
CoHHOrO pyub4,

CBeT HOYHO#1, HOYHbIE TE€HH,

Opus 24 no. 7

Tender whisper, timid breathing
(A. Fet/A. Pokidov)
Tender whisper, timid breathing,
Trills of nightingale,
Silv’ry brook, its gentle heaving
In a peaceful vale,

Lights’ nocturnal fluctuations,

6
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Tenu 6e3 KoHiIa,
Pan BonmeOHBIX U3MeHEHUH
Munoro nua,
B ZBIMHBIX Ty4Kax IypILyp PO3HL,
Ot6reck sHTApS,
W no63aHus, u céssl,
W 3aps, 3apsl..

Shadows’ flimsy grace,
Many wondrous alterations
Of the dear face,

Purple of rose in distant spheres,
Amber undertone,
Honey’d kisses, sweetest tears,
And the dawn, the dawn!..

Opus 24 no. 8

S npumen k TeGe c mpuBeTOM
(A. Der)

A npuen x TeGe ¢ IPUBETOM,
Pacckasars, 4TO COMHIlE BCTATIO,
YTO OHO rOpSIYUM CBETOM
ITo nucTam 3aTpenerano;

Paccxkasars, uTo s1ec mpocHyIICs,
Becs mmpocHyIICs, BETKOM KaXKIOM,
Kaxzoit nTuueil Bcrpenenyics
W BecenHe mMOIOH XXaXKIOM;

PaccxasaTs, 4TO ¢ TOII Xe CTpacThio,
Kax Buepa, mpumres g CHOBa,
Yro myura Bcé Tak ke CIACTHIO
W Tebe cry>XHUTb TOTOBA;

Pacckasars, 4TO OTOBCIOZY
Ha mens BecesnseM Beer,
Yro He 3HAIO caM, UTO Gyy
IleTs, — HO TOJBKO IECHS 3peeT.

Opus 24 no. 8

I have come to you, delighted
(A. Fet/Y.Bonver)

I have come to you, delighted,
To tell you that sun has risen,
That its light has warmly started
To fulfil on leaves its dancing;

To tell you that wood’s awaken

In its every branch and leafage,

And with every bird is shaken,
Thirsty of the springy image;

To tell you that I've come now,
As before, with former passion,
That my soul again is bound
To serve you and your elation;

That the charming breath of gladness
Came to me from all-all places,
I don’t know what I'll sing, else,
But my song’s coming to readiness.

Opus 28 no. 1 Opus 28 no. 1
Hexpauusrii 1oxmn Unexpected Rain
(A. @er) (A. Fet/M. Konecny)

Bcé Tyuku, Ty4KH, a Kpyrom
Bcé coxoxeHo, Bcé ymupaer.
Kaxkoit apxaHres ux KpsLIOM
Ko mue Ha HuBHI HaBeBaeT?

IoBucHyI LOXAB, KAK JIETKUI JBIM,
HamnpacHo cTemp KpyroMm ajnkaina,
W Hazmo MHOIO UG OHUM
3apelo pazyra CTosIa.

CMupuCh, MATYIUHCA TIO3T, -
C Hebec HUCXOJUT KU3Hb Bara,
Yero THI XIellb, TOTO U HET,
Jluurs He3acIyXeHHOe - 61aro.

Nothing but clouds all around me
Everything scorched, everything perished.
On the wings of which archangel
Am I carried out to the fields?

The drizzle hung like light smoke,
The steppe idly craving,
And above me,
Only a rainbow dawned.

Humble yourself, troubled poet, —
From the heavens descends the dew of life,
Stop waiting for it to happen,

True blessings are undeserved.

7
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A - auyero g He Mory;
OZuH TULTs MOXET, KTO, MOTY4HIA,
Bozgsur npospaunyio gyry
W x1BOHOCHBIE LIJIET TyYH.

Me, I can’t do anything about it;
Only One is mighty enough
To contruct the crystalline arc
And send life-giving clouds.

Opus 28 no. 2

He mory s csImaTh 5TOH ITHYKH
(A. ®er)

He mory s cpIuraTh STOM ITHYKH,
YTo6sI TOTYAC CepAleM He BCIOPXHYTh;
He mory, HamlepeKop IIpUBEIUKe,

Kax Botifiens,- XOTh MOI4a He B3LOXHYTh.

Tsr1 me BCIIBIXHEIB, ThI HE I'[O6JIe,Z[Hee].HB,
BSOPBI IIOJIHBI TUXOTO OI'HA;
BoabHo BHUETh MHE, KaK Thl yMeeIlb
He BUOATHh U HE CJIBIXAaTh MEHA.

51 Tebs1 HEBOIBHO GECIIOKOIO,
TopxecTBO JOKHA THI UCKYTIUTE:
Ha 3ape 6e3 Ty4 Heb3s TaKOIO
Monopoit u my4ue3apHOIi ObITB!

Opus 28 no. 2

I can’t listen to this birdsong
(A. Fet/M. Konecny)

I can’t listen to this birdsong
Without my heart fluttering at once
Contrary to habit I can’t even
Breathe silently when you enter.

You neither blush, nore do you pale,
Your eyes are full of quiet fire;
It hurts me to see how you are capable
Of not seeing or hearing me!

I can’t help but disturb you
Take your due victory as recompense:
On a cloudless morning
Such youth and radiance just cannot be!

Opus 28 no. 3

Ba6ouka
(A. Der)
Ts1 mpaB. OgHUM BO3IYIIHBIM OYepTaHbEM
A tax mua.
Becs 6apxaT MOif C €r0 XUBBIM MUTAaHBEM -
JIumrs 1Ba KphLIa.
He cmpamuBaii: OTKyja TOABUIIACH!
Kyna cmenry?
3Iech Ha I[BETOK f JIETKUI OIIyCTUIACh
W Bot - gprry.
Haposro nu, Ges menu, 6e3 ycuiiss,
JsimaTs xoqy?
Bot-BOT ceifyac, CBEpKHYB, PACKHHY KPBLIbs
U yneuy.

Opus 28 no. 3

Butterfly
(A. Fet/A.Pokidov)
Yes, right you are! - Alone for outlines airy
I am so fine.
All velvet mine with all its twinkle merry—
Two wings of mine.
O, never ask me, wherefrom I appear
Or whither flit!
Upon a flow’r I have alighted here
To breathe and sit.
How long, without an effort, aim or worry
Am I to stay?
Just see, now I will flash my spread wings glory
And fly away.

Opus 28 no. 4

Tsoxena, GecBeTHa U IycTa
(B.Bprocos)
Tsoxena, GeciBeTHa U mycTa
HagmorunpHas mimTa.

Wwms cTepTo, maske peDKHUE MOX
WcxpuBniics u 3acox.

Opus 28 no. 4

Heavy, dark and faded
(V. Brussow/M. Konecny)
Heavy, dark and faded
Is the tombstone.

The name is has been erased, even the red moss
Is curled up and dry.

96056 Medtner




™

P

xﬁ

A
/ﬁ\\\A

RIS

\C/ Hﬁzﬁ‘ /@ ‘

NT

CS

O

Mapraputky 6e1eHbKHIt I[BETOK
JloxuBaeT KpaTKU CPOK.

ViBa HakJIOHMJIA HA CKaMBbIO
TeHp ApoXKalnyIo CBOIO,

IMlenecTom crapaercs cKas3aTh
ITpoxopamemy; «IIpucagp!»

Braexe, 3a cepeOpoM pakur,
Cepebpo pexu G1ecTur.

Csazu — cTapoii IjepKBU BBIIINHA,
B 3emuro Bpocmras creHa.

Hap TpaBoii HeMeIOmUX MOT I
Berep Bess, 1 3aCThLIL

3acThIBasd, MPOIIEIITal B TeHH:
«bsimu 6ypu. Cox Hacran. YcHu!»

The white flowered daisies
Live their short lives.

The willow casts a trembling
Shadow on a park bench

Its rustling beckons
The passer-by to sit down.

In the distance, behind a silver wreath garland
The Silver river glitters gleams.

Behind the old church - the high wall
Has grown into the earth.

The blowing wind has frozen the waving grass
That covers the numb graves

Frozen, it whispers between the shadow cast:
“Dreams overtook us. Fall asleep!”

Opus 28 no. 5

Becennee Ycnokoenue
(®.1. TioTues)

O, He KIagUTE MEHA
B semurio cripyio:
Ckpoiire, 3apoiiTe MeHs
B rpaBy rycrytol..

Ilyckait mpIxaHbe BeTepKa
IMeBenuT TpaBoo —
CBupess noeT usgaexa,
Caets0 11 THXO 00JIaKa
ILneIByT Halo MHOIO. ..

Opus 28 no. 5

Peace in springtime
(F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)
Oh, do not bury me
in the damp earth.
Cover me, hide me
in the thick grass!

Let breezes breathe
and rustle in the grass,
let a distant pipe play songs,
let bright, quiet clouds
sail above me!

Opus 28 no. 6

CiKy 3a[yMYHB M OFHH....
(®.1. Trorues)
CipKy 3aZyMYuB U OZIVH,
Ha noryxaromuii kaMuH
CKBO3b CJIe3 IILIKY...

C TOCKOI0 MBICTIO O GBLIOM
U c0oB B yHBIHUY MOEM
He maxoxy.

Bsimoe — 65110 11 Korpa?
Yro uBIHE — GyZeT Ju Bcerga’..
Omo npoiizer —

IIpoiizeT oHO, Kak BCé IpOILIO,

Opus 28 no. 6

I sit deep in thought and alone
(F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)
I sit deep in thought and alone,
gazing at dying coals
by tears blurred.
Sadly thinking of past days,
I look for ways to speak my gloom.
I find no words.

The past - well, has there been a past?
What’s now - will that forever last?
It will go by.

It will go by as everything will pass.
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U xaHeT B TeMHO€ JXepJIO
3a rogom rog.

3a romoMm roj, 3a BEKOM BEK...
Yr0 X HEromyer YesnoBex,

Drowning in time’s dark morass,
each year will fly.

Year after year, age on age!
Why does man presume to rage?

Ceit 3mak 3emHoOi!.. Such chaff is man!

He’ll wither very quickly too.
Each summer, blossom, chaff anew
is nature’s plan.

OH 65ICTpO, GBICTPO BIHET — TaK,
Ho ¢ HOBBIM J1eTOM HOBBII 3JIaK
W nuct uHOM.

W cuoBa GyzeT BCé, 4TO eCTh, All that we knew once more we’ll know.
U cHoBa po3sl GyAyT LBECTH,

W TepHBI TOK...

Once again will roses grow.
Thorns will too.
But you, my flower, pale, forlorn,
in summer you won’t be reborn.
Life’s not for you.

Ho T51, Mmo#t GeHbIi, G THEBIH IBET,
Tebe y>x BO3pOXKAEHBS HET,
He pacusetemns!

Ter copsan GBLT MOeit PyKoii, The hand that plucked you was my own.
The bliss, the grief I felt is known
only on high.

Stay, then, upon my breast until
all breath of love in it is stilled,
the final sigh.

C xakuM 6JIaKEHCTBOM U TOCKOH,
To 3uaet 6or!..
Ocranscs X Ha TPySU MO€H,
IToxa m:06BU He 3aMep B HeH
ITocnemuuii B3MOX.

Opus 28 no. 7 Opus 28 no. 7

IMomnu, rocoAs, CBOIO OTPaAYy...
(®.1. TioTues)
[Mouwty, rocronb, CBOIO OTpagy

Lord, send your comfort
(F. Tyutchev/F. Jude)
Lord, send your comfort
to him who, during summer’s scorching heat,
like some poor beggar past a garden,
along a hot road drags his weary feet,

ToMy, KTO B IeTHUI XKap U 3HOH
Kax GemHbIil HUIIMIT MUMO Camy
Bpezer 1o >xapkoif MOCTOBOI1;

KTo cMOTpHT BCKOMIB3E Uepes orpazmy

who gazes in passing across a fence
Ha teHs IepeBbeB, 37IaK JIOINH,

at the shades of trees, at valleys’ golden grain
and at the inaccessible coolness
of softly bright, luxuriant plains.

Ha memocTynHyto mpoxansy
Pockonrsrx, cBeTIBIX JIYTOBUH.

He g Hero rocrenmpunMHON
JlepeBps CeHBIO Pa3pOCIIHUCE,
He mya Hero, Kak 06JIaK IBIMHBIH,
®onTaH Ha BO3ZyXeE MOBUC.

Not for him have forests woven
a welcome with their boughts and fronds;
not for him have fountains scattered
a misty haze above their ponds.

JlasypHbIii IpoOT, KaK U3 TyMaHa,
Hamnpacso B3op ero maHuTt,
W meurps pocucras GpoHTaHA
I'aBBI eTO HEe OCBEXUT.

A being made of mist, an azure grotto
tries vain enticement at his gaze;
his head cannot be cooled and freshened
by the fountain’s dewy haze.

[Momty, rocmob, CBOIO OTPaLy

Lord, send your blessing
Tomy, xTO XM3HEHHOH TpomOi

to him who, trailing through life’s heat,
like some poor beggar past a garden,
along a dry road drags his blistered feet.

Kak 6GepHbII HUIIMI MUMO cazy
bpeger no 3HOItHOI MOCTOBO1.
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Opus 29 no. 1 Opus 29 no. 1
Mysza Muse
(A. TTymxus) (A. Pushkin/Y .Bonver)

B MiIazeH4uecTBe MOEM OHA MeHs JTI06MIIa
W ceMuCTBONIBHYIO IIeBHUILY MHE BPY4ILIa.
Omna BHEMaJa MHe C yIBIOKOI — U CJIerka,

o 3BOHKMM CKBa)XMHAaM IIyCTOTO TPOCTHHUKA,
Y3Ke HauUTPBHIBAI A CIaOBIMH IT€PCTAMU
Wl ruMHBI BaXXHBIe, BHYIIEHHbIe 60raMu,
W mecHu MupHBIe QPUTHICKUX IACTYXOB.
C yrpa fo Beuepa B HeMOI1 TeHU LyOOB
ITpunexHO A BHIMAJ ypOKaM JeBBI TaliHOM,

W, pagysa meHs Harpazomo CIyJaiHOH,
OTKMHYB JIOKOHBI OT MUJIOTO JeJa,

CaMma 13 pyk MOHUX CBUpeJIb OHa Opara.

TpocTHUK GbLI 0XKUBJIEH GOXKECTBEHHBIM [bIXaHbeM

W cepae HaONTHAT CBATHIM OYapPOBAHBEM.

In my youth's years, she loved me, I am sure.

The flute of seven pipes she gave in my tenure
And harked to me with smile -- without speed,

The peaceful songs of Phrygian village singers,
And the important hymns, that gods to mortals

Rewarding me, by chance, for any good decision,

The reed became alive in consecrated breathing

Along the ringing holes of the reed,
I got to play with my non-artful fingers

bade.
From morn till night in oaks' silent shade
I diligently harked to the mysterious virgin;

And taking locks aside of the enchanting face,
She sometimes took from me the flute, such

commonplace.

And filled the heart with holiness unceasing.

Opus 29 no. 2 Opus 29 no. 2
ITeser, The Singer
(A. TTymxun) (A. Pushkin/Y. Bonver)
Did you attend? He sang by grove ripe -

CrpIxasu Jib BBI 32 POILEei IJ1ac HOYHOH
Tlesa 1106BH, IeBIA CBOEH mmeYasn?
Korza moss B yac yTpeHHHUI MOJTYasIy,
CBupeinu 3BYK YHBUIBIH U IIPOCTOH
CopIxau b BbI?

BceTpeyanu i BBEI B Iy CTBIHHOM ThMe JIeCHOM
Tlesa 1106BH, meBIA CBOEH mmevan?
Cregns! u ciies, yabIOKy JIb 3aMedaiy,
Wb Tuxuit B30op, UCIOTHEHHBIH TOCKOH,
Berpeuanu BeI?

BS,Z[OXHY.TII/I JIb BbI, BHUMAs THUXUH TJ1aC
Tlesa 1106BH, meBIA CBOEH mevasn?
KOT,Z[a B jieCaxX BbI IOHOH.[y BU AU,
Bcerpeuas B30p ero noTyxurux rias,
Bagoxuynu b BbI?

The bard of love, the singer of his mourning.

When fields were silent by the early morning,

To sad and simple sounds of a pipe
Did you attend?

Did you behold in dark of forest leaf
The bard of love, the singer of his sadness?
The trace of tears, the smile, the utter paleness,
The quiet look, full of eternal grief,
Did you behold?

Then did you sigh when hearing how cries
The bard of love, the singer of his dole?
When in the woods you saw the young man, sole,
And met the look of his extinguished eyes,
Then did you sigh?

Opus 29 no. 3

CTuxu, COYMHeHHBIe HOYBIO BO BpeMA 6eCCOHHHIIB
(A. TTymxun)
MHe He ciMTCS, HET OTHSA,
Bcrony Mpak u COH JOKYYHBIN.
Xo/ 4acoB UL OTHO3BY YHBIH
Pasmaércs 6;1u3 meHs,

Opus 29 no. 3

Night Piece
(A. Pushkin)
I can't sleep, and there's no light,
Mirk all round and restless slumber,
Tickings near me without number,
Monotonous clock measuring night!

ITapxu 6abbe seneranse,

O you Fates with old wives' chatter,

11
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Crfuieit HOYU TpelleTaHbe,
Kuzuuy Mebg 6Gerorss. ..
YTO TPEBOXKUILD THI MEHA?
Yro THI 3HAUUING, CKYYHBII MIEIOT?
YKopu3Ha, WK POIIOT
MHoii yTpayeHHOrO AHA?
OT MeHS 9ero ThI XOYelrb?
TBI 30BENIH MJIM TPOPOYUIIE?
51 nmonATs TE6A X0y,
TemHBIN TBOH A3BIK Y4y ...

Sleepy night so softly swaying,
Life with mouselike pitter-patter,
Why vex me, what are you saying?
Boring whispers what implying?
Do you murmur or complain?
Can't you tell me what you're seeking,
Calling me or Prophesying?

Oh for someone to explain
That dark language you are speaking!

Opus 29 no. 4 Opus 29 no. 4
KOHb
(A. ITymxun) The Horse

“Yro THI pxKellb, MO KOHb PETHUBBIH,
YTo THI 1I€IO Oy CTHII,
He moTpsaxwuBaemnrs rpuBoit,
He rpsisems cBoux yaun?
An g Te6s He X007
Atz emrs 0BCa He BBOJIIO?
Anu cOpys He KpacHa?
AJTh TIOBOZ S He IIEIKOBBI,
He cepeGpsHBI TOSKOBSL,
He 3nmauens: crpemena?®

OTBevaeT KOHB NTeYaIbHBIM:
“Orroro s mpucmuper,
Yro 5 CIIBINY TOIOT HANBHBIH,
TpyOHBIi 3ByK U IIeHbE CTpe;
Ortroro g pxy, 4TO B IIOJIe
Yk He [0JITO MHe T'yJIATS,
ITpoxxuBate B Kpace U B XOJIe,
Caet10ii cOpyeil eTroIAT;
Yro yx CKOpO Bpar CypOBBIi
Copyto BCIO MOIO BO3BMET

W cepe6GpsHbI HOAKOBBI
C 5eTKuX HOT MOMX CZeperT;
Ortroro Mot Iyx u HoeT,
YTo HamMeCTO YeIlrpaka
Kokeit on TBO€# TOKpoeT
Mee BcioreBumne Goka“.

(A. Pushkin/D. Smirnov-Sadovsky)
"My ardent horse, why are you neighing?
Why are you hanging your neck?
Why do you not shake you mane,
Not nibble your bit?
Do I not care for you?
Or don't you eat enough oats?
Is your harness not beautiful?
Is your rein made not of silk?
Are your shoes not of silver?
Are your stirrups not of gilt?"

The sad horse answers:
"I am so quiet because
I hear the distant trample,
Sound of trumpet and arrow's song;
I am neighing because there is not
Time left for me to walk in the fields,
To live in glory and care
And show my bright harness;
Because soon the cruel enemy
Will take all my harness,
And will tear my silver shoes away
From my weightless feet;
My soul moans because
Instead of the horse-cloth
He will cover my sweaty sides
With your own skin."

Opus 29 no. 5 Opus 29 no. 5
Derus Elegy
51 mepexuII CBOM JKeIaHbs I've lived to see desire vanish
(A. ITymxun) (A. Pushkin)

see opus 3 no. 2

see opus 3 no. 2

Opus 29 no. 6

Opus 29 no. 6
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Poza
(A. ITymxus)
T'me mama posa,
Jpy3ssa mou?
YBsama posa,
Juta zapu.
He rosopu:
Taxk BsaaeT MmamocTs!
He rosopu:

Bor xusuu pagocTs!
IIBeTky cKaxu:
IIpocrn, xaneso!
W na nunero

The Rose
(A. Pushkin/E. Levental)
Where is our rose,
My friends?
The rose, the child of dawn
has faded,
Do not say:
That’s how youth fades!
Do not say:

That’s how joy of life fades!
Rather say to a flower:
Forgive me, farewell!
And point us

Ham yxaxu. To the lily.
Opus 29 no. 7 Opus 29 no. 7
3axJIMHaHUE Incantation

(A. ITymxwm) (A. Pushkin/ M. Konecny)

O, eciu mpasza, 4TO B HOYH,
Korza mokosTcs xuBsie,

U c zeba myHHbBIE TyIU
CKOIB3ST Ha KAMHHU IPOOOBEIE,
O, eciu mpasza, 4To TOrAA
ITycretoT TuX1Me MOTHIIBI, —
51 TeHb 308y, g xAy Jlensr:
Ko mHue, Moii gpyT, cioza, crozal

SIBucs, Bo3m06IeHHAS TEHD,
Kax 51 GbL1a ITepes; pasiyKoii,

Brnemna, xy1agHa, Kak 3SMUMHUEA T€Hb,

Wcxaxxena nociesnHeit MyKoi.
ITpupu, xax JanbHAA 3B€37a,
Kax yrerkoii 3ByK MJIb ZyHOBEHBE,
Wb xak y>xacHOe BUZIeHbe,
MEHe Bce paBHO, cioga!l crozal..

30By Tebs He 1JIA TOTO,
Yro6 yKOpsTH N0z, 4bs 371062
Y6ua apyra moero,

Wb uT06 M3BesaTh TAMHEI Ipoba,
He gya Toro, uto uHorIa
CoMHEeHBEM MYUYCh... HO, TOCKYS,
Xo9y cKa3aTh, YTO BCe JIIOOIIIO 4,
Yro Bce s TBOI: croma, cioza!

Oh, if it's true that at night-time
When all living creatures rest,
And moonbeams from the sky

Slide over the tombstones,
Oh, if it's true then
That the graves lie silent, -
I call on the shadow, I wait for Leila:
Come to me, my friend, appear, appear!

Come, beloved shadow,

As you were before we separated,
Pale, cold, like a winter’s day,
Contorted by your final distress.
Come like a distant star,

Like a gentle sound or a gust of wind,
Or like a terrible vision,

I don’t care: appear, appear!..

I am not calling on you
So that I can rebuke the people,
Whose malice killed my friend,

Or to uncover what lies beyond the grave,
Nor because sometimes I'm torn apart
By doubt...No, but because I languish

I want to tell her that I love her,
I am all yours: appear, appear!
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