Sung Texts

Nikolai Medtner (1880-1951)
Sleeplessness

Complete Songs, volume 2

English translations by Henry S. Drinker

Opus 32 no.1 Opus 32 no.1
Jx0 The Echo
(A. ITymxun) (A. Pushkin)

Pesér 1 3Beps B secy riayxom,
Tpy6ur nu por, TpeMUT JIX TPOM,
IloéT 1u meBa 3a XOaIMOM —
Ha Bcakwuii sByk
CBOit OTKJIMK B BO3/LyXe ITyCTOM
Popums 11 BAPYT.

T5I BHEMJIELIb TPOXOTY I'POMOB,
U riacy 6ypu u Bajos,
W xpuxy ceIpCKUX MACTyXOB —
W mnéms orser;
Te6e x Her oT3bIBa... TakoB

Tho be it cry of baying hounds,
or hunting horn that ringing sounds,
or maiden’s voice that gay resounds
behind the hill,
to each your answer quick rebounds,
and all is still.

You hear the thunder’s rolling roar,
the voice of breakers on the shore;
the shepherds calling clear and true,
you answer too.

To you none answers more.

O poet, such are you.

W 751, moaT!
Opus 32 no. 2 Opus 32 no.2
BocnmomMuuanue Retrospect
(A. TTymxwm) (A. Pushkin)
Korga g1 cMepTHOTO yMOJIKHET ITyMHBIH JeHb, When thru the world at last there comes
the close of day,

W Ha HeMBIe CTOTHSBI Tpasa
ITonympospayuHas HajxgoXKeT HOYU TeHb
W con, nHeBHBIX TPYOB Harpaza,
B To Bpems 111 MeHA BavyaTcs B THIIMHE
Yacsl TOMHTEIBHOTO OIeHbA:

B GespeficTBUM HOYHOM >KUBeH TOPAT BO MHE
3Meu cepleYHOM YTPHI3eHb;
MevuTs!I KUTIAT; B yMe, ITO/IaBI€HHOM TOCKOM,
TecHUTCA TAXKKUX IyM U30BITOK;
Bocnmomunanue 6e3M0OJIBHO IIpezio MHO#
CBoi#i ATMHHBIN Pa3BUBAET CBUTOK;

W c oTBpamenueM yuTad KU3Hb MOIO,

A Tpemenry u npoxiIMHaI0,

W roprko xaryrock, ¥ TOPbKO CIE35I JIBIO,
Ho cTpox mevanpHBIX He CMBIBAIO.

and streets are still for night’s duration,
to man and beast comes sleep, to wait us far away,
for daily toil the compensation.
To me the silent hours move with feet of lead,
an endless time of weary waiting;
the serpent whispers to me words of doubt
and dread,
that sting with burning unabating.
My fancies boil, illusions fill my saddened brain,
with dismal thoughts all too abundant;
and memory unrolls its endless scroll again,
with faults and futile deeds redundant.
And as I read of my mistakes, I am aghast,
at dreary life and how to face it;
but this I know full well, that what has
passed it past,
nor can I change it, or erase it.




Opus 32 no. 3

IToxopownas mecua Makunda MarnaHosmaa

(A. TTymxum)

C 6orom, B fanbHIOI0 gopory!
[Tyrs Hafipéurs T8I, c1aBa Gory.
CBerut MecsI]; HOYb ACHA;
Yapka BBITIUTA [0 JHA.

ITynsa nerde nuxopanku;
Bosen ymep THI, KaK XU
Bpar TBo# Muascs 6e3 OTIALKY;
Ho TBOI! CBIH ero y6mI

Bcmmomunaii Hac 3a MOTHIIOH,

Koins coiizérech kak-HUOYb;

Ot MeH1 OTIy, 6paT MUJIBIH,
IMoxnouuThCs He 320y Ib!

TsI ckaxu eMy, 4TO paHa
Y MeHS yXX 3aXKUIa;
A 3mopoB, — u cerHa AHa
Ms=e xo3siika poguia.

Jeny B uecTh OH HasBaH fHoM;
YMHBIF MaTBUUK Yy MEHS;
YK BiajzieeT aTaraHOM
W cTpenseT us pyxb4.

Jous Mos xuset B Jlusrope;
C my>xeM el He CKYIHO TaM.
TBapx yluesn ZaBHO YK B MOpe;

Opus 32 no. 3

Message
(A. Pushkin)

Far from home are you, my brother,
there with God you find another.
Bright the moon had waxed and waned,;
To the dregs the cup is drained.

Better thus than from a fever;
Free you lived, and free you died.
Slain your foe, - your son pursued him,
as he fled in wanton pride.

Do not let your heart forget us,
brother dear, beloved and brave.
Give our father all our greetings,
there with you beyond the grave.

Tell him all my wounds are mended,
I am sound in ev’ry limb.
I've a son, his name is Ivan,
so called, tell him, after him.

He will be, I'm sure, delighted,
proud to hear of this my son.
He can wield a sword already,

shoot an arrow or a gun.

Tho my daughter lives in Lisgov,
she is happy with her man.
Tvark’s a sailor, dead or living,




7KuB mnp Her, — y3Haeus caMm.

C 6orom, B JaIbHION0 ZOpOry!
[TyTs Hafiméurs THI, c1aBa Gory.
CBeTHT Mecsll; HOYb sCHa;

Yapxka BeIIUTA JO JHA.

Opus 32 no. 4

You will know if any can.

Far from home are you, my brother,

there with God you find another.
Bright the moon had waxed and waned;
To the dregs the cup is drained.

A Bac mo6mr
(A. TTymxum)
51 Bac m006uMII: 1I060BS elle, OBIThH MOXKET,
B nmyme moeii yracia He coBcem;
Ho mycrs ona Bac 6osiblire He TPEBOXKHUT;
S He x04y IeYaNUTH BaC HUYEM.
51 Bac mr06mII 6€3MOJIBHO, Oe3HaLeKHO,
To po6ocThiO, TO pEBHOCTHIO TOMUM;
A Bac r0GHIT TaK MCKPEHHO, TaK HEXHO,

Kax mait Bam 6or 11061MO#1 OBITH APYTUM

Opus 32 no. 5

Opus 32 no.4

Iloved You Well
(A. Pushkin)

I loved you well, and still I think I love you,
a latent spark yet smould’ring in my heart.
Let not, however, this be on your conscience,
to mar your peace, Or cause you any smart.
My love for you was silent, yes, was hopeless,
With torture racked, now jealous and now shy.
But yet I doubt if God in Heav'n will send you

another love as pure and true as .

Mory 76 3a6BITH TO C/IAZIKOE MTHOBEHBE
(A. JemsBur)
Mory 716 3a6GBITh TO C/IaIKOE MTHOBEHBE,
Korma st Bamu Xvi1 1 BTN TOJIBKO Bac,
Y Banbca B GelleHOM Kpy>KeHbe

3aBuzoBas CBOOOE TEeP3KUX T1as?

A yMOJIAI: IOCTOH YyecHOe MIHOBeHbe!
Besu, 94T06 GBICTPEHIH BaJIbC BEPTEJICI HE BePTICH,
YT006 5 He OIyCKAJI C IIpeIeCTHON BeYHO IJIa3

W 4706 326BeHUE KPHLJIOM OfI€JI0 HaC...

Opus 32 no.5

Waltz
(A. Delvig)
O moment of rapt’rous bliss!
Can [ forget it?
I live alone for you, you only, only you!
We two together, madly whirling,
your bold, inviting eyes, that pierced me through!
Let it not pass, but keep us dancing forever!
We two together, ever faster, whirling on,
my eyes mirrored in yours,

in magic rapture thus,

until oblivion enfold and cover us.
Opus 32 no. 6 Opus 32 no. 6
MeuTtaresio To a Dreamer




(A. TTymxw)

Ter B CTpacCTu FOPECTHOﬁ HaXOOWIIb HAC/IAXKIEHbE,

Te6e mpuATHO C/I€3BI TUTB,
HanpacusimM mmaMmeHeM TOMUTD BOOOpaXKeHbe
U B cepAle THXOe YHBIHHUE TAHTh.

IToBeps, He TIOOUIIE ThI, HEOIIBITHBIM MEYTATEb.

O ecu ObI T€6s, yHBLIBIX YYBCTB HCKATENb,
INocrurio crpaursoe 6e3ymue T00BY;
Korza 6 Becs sz €€ xumes B TBOEH KPOBH;
Korza 651 B gorue yacsl 6eCCOHHOM HOYMH,
Ha moxe, MesjieHHO Tep3aeMBbIi TOCKOH,
Ts1 3BaJ1 0OOMAaHYUBEIN IOKOIA,
BoTuie cMbIKas CKOpOHBI 04,
IToxpoBs! xapkue, peiias, 0GHUMAI

W coxmyi B GeneHCTBe OECILIOLHOTO XKeIaHbs, —

IToseps, Torma 6 THI He TUTAT
Heb6marogapuoro meuraubs!

Her, mer! B cie3ax ymaB k Horam
CBoeii JI060BHUIBI HATMEHHOM,
Jpoxanruit, GJIe THBIH, HUCCTYIUIEHHBIH,
Torza 6 BOCKJIMKHYJI ThI K Goram:
«Orpaiite, 60rH, MHE pacCyIOK OMpadeHHBbI,
Bossmure oT MeH: ceil 06pa3 poKoBoii!
JoBOMBHO 51 MI0GMIT; OTHATe MHE TTOKO!»
Ho mpaunas 1106086 11 06pa3 He3a6BeHHBIH
Ocranuce Be4Ho 651 ¢ TOOOM.

(A. Pushkin)

To surge in passion’s mighty throes is your enjoyment,
with bitter tears to moan your plight,
imagined ecstasy your favorite employment,
to nurse despondency is your supreme delight.
Believe me, you indeed are but an idle dreamer,
you who but toy with loving are a mere blasphemer;
if love itself should ever chance to seize your soul,
to coil about your heart with pow’r beyond control,
if once its venom in your blood and veins were
seething,
if you yourself should ever truly feel its might,
and lie and yearn the whole long night,
with sleepless eyes and fevered breathing,
if you should come to know the agony of love,
and from your eyes the scalding tears were
really streaming,
believe me, you would have an end of make-believe and
idle dreaming.

Then, humble, meekly suppliant, and shorn
of all your tinsel armor,
you’d kneel before your haughty charmer,
and pray to all the gods above:

“Ye gods, I pray you give me back my reason,
that I no longer do or say I know not what.
Have mercy on me, pity my unhappy lot.”

And yet, though love may be forgotten for a season,
‘t will never really be forgot.

Opus 36 no. 1

Awnren
(A. TTymxwuH)
B mBepsax spema aHTeT HEXXHBIH
['maBoit MOHUKIIIEIO CHUSII,
A eMOH MpayuHBIH U MATEXHBLI
Hapg azpckoit Ge3mHOIO jTeTat.

Jyx OTpHIIaHBSA, TyX COMHEHbA
Ha myxa gucroro Bsupan
W >xap HeBONBHBIHM YMUTIEHbBS
Bnepsrie cmyTHO nOo3HaBaI.

«[IpocTu, — OH pek, — Tebs 5 BuUzeT,
W 181 HejapOoM MHe CHAT:
He Bcé g B HeGe HeHaBUE,
He Bcé s B Mupe mpesupar».

Opus 36 no. 1

The Angel
(A. Pushkin)
At Heaven’s gate there stood an Angel;
about her head a halo glowed.
A demon, filled with wrath and hatred,
flew over the gulf of Hell’s abode.

Then he who scoffed at truth and beauty,
looked up and saw the Angle fair,
and in his heart for once was kindled
a Spark of Light that smouldered there.

“Not all in vain have I beheld thee,
and seen the Truth that glorifies!
Not all in Heav’n to me is hateful,

not all on earth do I despise.”




Opus 36 no. 2

ITBeTok
(A. TTymxwm)
IIBeTOK 3acoxImui, 6e3yxaHH1>1ﬁ,
3a6BITHIN B KHUTE BIDKY 5;
W BoT y>ke MeuTOIO CTpPaHHOI
Jy1a HaTloTHUIACh MOS:

I'me usen? xorza? Kakoi BeCHOIO?
W posnro np uBen? 1 COpBaH KeM,
Yyxo0ii, 3HAaKOMO 11 pyKOIO?
U monoxeH ciozna 3auem?

Ha mamsaTh HEXXHOTO /b CBUAAHBS,
Wu pasmyku pokoBoii,
Vs 0ZMHOKOTO Iy ISHBI
B Tunmm mosei, B TeHU JI€CHOM?

W >xuB 11 TOT, ¥ Ta >KMBa K’
W Hr1HYe rae ux yroiaox?
Wnu yxe onu ysanu,
Kaxk ceit HeBeZOMBI IIBETOK?

Opus 36 no. 2

The Faded Flower
(A. Pushkin)

A faded flower, dried and scentless,
forgotten in this book I see,
and lo, already, fancies thronging,
and musings strange come over me.

And when, and where and in what springtime
did you first bloom?- beneath what sky?
and who is was that stooped to pluck you?
and whose the hand that placed you there,

and why?

In mem’ry of a tender meeting?
or of a parting, fraught with pain?
or of an afternoon together,
in silent wood, of shady lane?

Are He and She among the living?
and where their little nook or bow’r?
or are they also dust and ashes,
forgotten like this faded flow’r?

Opus 36 no. 3

“Jlums po3sl yBAAAIOT...”
(A. TTIymxus)
Jlyms po3s! YBAZAIOT,
AwmBpo3ueii gpima,

B Dnuzmit yneraer
Vx nerxas myma.

W tam, rae BOJIHBI COHHBI
3abBeHue HeCYT,
Wx Tenu 61aroBOHHBL
Hag Jletoro mBeTyT.

Opus 36 no. 3

‘When Roses Fade
(A. Pushkin)

When roses are about to fade,
ambrosia fills the air;
their souls float to Elysium,
in peace forever there.

The drowsy waves roll onward,
far on thru Lethe’s gloom,
to find in Paradise
all the roses again in bloom.




Opus 36 no. 4

WUcnauckuit Pomanc
(A. ITymxun)

Houwnoii 3edup
Crpyur adup.
Tymur,
Bexur
I'BapanxBuUBHp.

Bor B3oma syHa 371artasd,

Tumre... 9y... TUTapHI 3BOH...

Bor ncmanka mosomas
Ormepracs Ha GagKOH.

Hounotii 3edup
Crpyur adup.
Tymur,
bexxur
I'BapankBUBHp.

CKMHBb MaHTHJIBIO, aHTeJI MUJIBIH,

W aBucek Kak SpKuii 1eHb!
CKBO3b YyI'yHHBIE IIE€PHIIBI
Hoxxky muBHYyIO IIpozeHs!

Hounoii 3edpup
Crpyur adup.
Tymur,
bexwur
I'sajanxBuBup.

Opus 36 no. 4

Spanish Romance
(A. Pushkin)

The night is still, a soft breeze blows.
by field and hill the river flows.

Bright the moon, with golden aura.
Silence! Hark! Guitars I hear!
See the lovely young senora
On her balcony appear.

The night is still, a soft breeze blows.
by field and hill the river flows.

Doff your gay mantilla; veiling
Beauty fair as fairest rose;
thru the latticed iron railing
let there peep your little toes.

The night is still, a soft breeze blows.
by field and hill the river flows.




Opus 36 no. 5 Opus 36 no. 5
Hous Night
(A. TTymxwm) (A. Pushkin)
For you my voice is filled tonight with love
Moii rosoc A TebsA U TACKOBBIM U TOMHBIH and longing;
TpeBoxuT 11034HOE MOTIaHbE HOYM TEMHOMA. the melody I sing disturbs the starry stillness;
Biu3 oxxa Moero mevasibHas cBeya alone by dreary candlelight I lie and yearn for you.
l'opurt; Mou CTHXH, CIUBAACH U JKypUa, My song is all of you, with tender fervor glowing,
TexyT, pyusu MI06BH, TEKYT, ITOIHEL TOGOIO. a stream of love, to you, devoted flowing.
Bo TeMe TBOU r1a3a GIHCTAIOT IIPEZO MHOIO, From out the dark your radiant eyes look
Mse ynpI6aioTcss, ¥ 3ByKH CIIBIILY S down upon me;
Moit ApyT, MO HEXHBIH APYT... TIOGJIO... TBOA... TBOA!.. they seem to smile at me as here I lie alone.
My dear, my dearest dear, my heart is all your own.
Opus 36 no. 6 Opus 36 no. 6
Apvon Arion
(A. TTymkwm) (A. Pushkin)
Hac 65110 MHOTO Ha 4eiHe; Ah, there were many of us there;
Wurie mapyc Hanmpsaramiu, the sailors heaving at the halyards,
Jpyrue opyKHO ynupamu the oarsmen pulling all together,
B ry6p MomHsI Becysl. B THmnHe lustily rowing!
Ha pynp CKIOHACH, HAll KOPMITMK YMHBIH Not a sound the helmsman uttered, as with
B mMosTyaHbe paBUII IPY3HBIH YEITH; sure hand he steered the heavy boat along,
A 5 — GecmeuHO1 BephI MOJIH, — while, free of care and full of hope, to them I sang.
IInoBuam g mei... Bopyr 1oHO BotH Swift came the storm, and fierce the tempest
Wsman ¢ HameTy BUXOPh IIYMHBIH. .. blared and bellowed.
IToru6 1 KOpMIIUK U ILIOBEL — They perished, all that motley crew.
JIue A, TaAMHCTBeHHBIH IIeBell, But I alone am cast ashore, alone and saved,
Ha 6Geper BrIGpo1IeH rpo3oio, mysterious singer.
A ruMHEI IpeXxHUe 1010 Care- free I sing my song again.
Y pusy BraxHyI0 MOIO I dry my clothes beneath the rock,
Cyury Ha COsHIIE 110, CKaJIOIO. and lie and sing there in the sunshine.




Opus 37 no. 1

Becconuumna
(®.1. Trorues)

YacoB oaHO06pasHsIi 6011,
ToMmutenpHas HOYM MOBECTH!
SI3BIK A9 BCeX PaBHO 4YXKOH

W BHATHBIN KaXX0MY, KaK COBECTb!

Kro 6e3 Tocku BHUMAJ U3 HaC,
Cpezu BCeMUPHOTO MOJTYaHBA,
I'myxue BpeMeHU CTeHaHBb4,
ITpopoyecku-npoImanbHEI rxac?

Ham MHUTCA: MUp OCHpPOTeJIBIi
Heotrpasumsrit Pox Hactur —
W wms1, B 60pnbe, mpupomoii meoit
IToxuHyTBI Ha HAC cCaMuX.

W mama XM3HB CTOUT IIpeJ; HAMH,
Kaxk mpuspaxk Ha xparo 3emn,
W ¢ HammmM BeKOM U ApPy3bAIMU
brepneer B cympauHoii ganm. ..

Y HOBOE, MyIazoe miems
Me>x TeM Ha COJIHIIE PacIiBeo,
A Hac, 1pysss, 1 Hallle BpeMs
JlaBHO 3a6BeHBEM 3aHECIIO!

Jlye uspeska, 06pAL, IIeYaIbHbLH
CsepIas B IOJTYHOYHEIH 4ac,
Mertasa ronoc morpe6GaabHbINH
ITopoit omnakuBaeT Hac!

Opus 37 no. 1

Sleepless
(F. Tyutchev)
Monotonous the hours toll,
a weary tale for all who read it:
like conscience, clear to ev’ry soul,
yet strange to them who fail to heed it.

Who is there of us has not heard
its voice, thru endless hours of waiting,
in silence, tense and suffocating,
the moan of Time’s prophetic word?

One well might think that orphaned nature
beneath resistless fate were prone,
and we, at war with all creation,
deserted, have been left alone.

And all our life is clear before us,
a ghost upon the brink of space,
and with our age and our companions,
is vanishing, to leave no trace.

A new young tribe, in vigour growing,
has meanwhile blossomed in the sun,
while we, our time, our friends and neighbours,
are swallowed in oblivion.

With weary repetition rolling,
the hours sound their dreary knell,
a melancholy cadence tolling
for us and ours a sad fare-well.

Opus 37 no. 2

Cnésnr
(®.1. Trorues)

C1é38I TI0ICKHE, O CJIE3BI IIONCKHE,
JIpérecs BBI paHHEH U IIO3JHEH IIOPOH. ..
JIbéTech Ge3BecTHEIE, IHETECH HE3PUMEIE,
Hewncromumeie, HEMCYUCIUMEIE, —
JIbéTech, Kak JIBIOTCA CTPYU JOXKAEBBIE
B ocens riryxyio mopoo HOYHOM.

Opus 37 no. 2

Tears
(F. Tyutchev)

Tears never ending, forever descending,
fall from the eyes of the mortals who mourn;
of sorrow portending, sad and heartrending,
vast inexhaustible deluge, from eyes forlorn,

fall like the torrents before ‘tis light,

late in the autumn, in dead of the night.




Opus 37 no. 3

Moero ToT 6e3yMcTBa Xeal...
(A. Qer)

Moero ToT Ge3ymcTBa XeJa, KTO CMeXaJl
DToi1 PO3bI 3aBOH, U GJIECTKU, U POCHL;
Moero ToT Ge3yMCTBa xeJIaj, KTO CBUBAJI
OTH TSDKKUM y3JI0M Habe)XaBIIue KOCHI.

3J1as1 CTapOCTh XOTsI OBI BCIO PAJIOCTH B3I,

A nmyura MOS Tak )Xe IIpeJ, CaMbIM 3aKaTOM

ITpuserena 6 co CTOHOM CIOZa, KaK ITYesa,
OxmeJieTs, YIIUBAsCh TAKUM apOMATOM.

W, cosHaHMe cuacThs Ha cepjlie XpaHd,
Crany OyiicTBa 5 )KU3HU )KUBBIM OTTOJIOCKOM.
OTOT ME7, 6JIaTOBOHHBIN - OH MOM, JJIS MEHH,

IIycts ApyruM OH OCTaHeTCA TOHKUM JIHIIb BOCKOM!

Opus 37 no. 3

Impromptu
(A. Fet)

He would have me go mad who invented this rose,
with its petals and stem and aroma so fragrant.
He would have me go mad who has woven
those braids,
so enchantingly rich, and the little curls vagrant.

So before my old age has descended on me,
and converted me into a hideous spectre,
I have flown over here with a buzz like a bee,
to get drunk on this fragrant and honeysweet nectar.

And the thought of this day, from all worriment free,
in my heart will preserve it perpetually sunny.
What for others is nothing but wax will for me

in my memory ever be sweet-scented honey.

Opus 37 no. 4

Bansc
(A. @er)

JlaBHO JIb IOZ, BoIIIEOHBIE 3BYKH
Hocunuce mo 3ase Mbl ¢ Hei?
Ternisr ObLIN HEXHBIE PYKH,

Temnnbl GbLIN 3BE34BI OYEIA.

Buepa nenu necHs norpebeHss,
Be3 kpsimu rpoGHuUIia GhLIa;
3axpsIBUIK IJ1a3a, €3 IBIDKEHbA,
Omna nog, mapuoro crasna.

4 cmast... Haf MOCTEIBIO MOEIO
Crostia IyHa MEpPTBEIOM.
Iop wymHbIE 3BYKH MEI C HEIO
Hocunuce mmo 3aie BABOEM.

Opus 37 no. 4

Waltz
(A. Fet)

So lithe and so dainty and slender,
around with me whirling she flies;
so warm are her hands and so tender,
so warm are the stars in her eyes.

And yesterday noon ah, I saw her,
with her red cheeks all ashen and grey;
asleep and enshrouded in velvet
they took her and bore her away.
Ah! Ah!

High above thru my window,
pale like a ghost looks the moon.

I dream that we two are still dancing;
ah, how could it happen so soon?




Opus 37 no. 5

O u4éwM THI Boelllb, BeTp HOYHOIH?..
(A. Qer)

O uéwMm THI Boellb, BeTp HOYHOII?
O uéM Tak ceTyelrs 6e3yMHO?..
YTo 3HAYNT CTPAHHBIH I'OJIOC TBOH,
To rayxo xano6GHBIH, TO IIyMHBII?
[ToHATHBIM CepZILY S3BIKOM
TBepauLIb O HEIOHATHOHN MyKe —
W HOews u B3phIBaeLb B HEM
ITopoit HeucToBBIe 3BYKHL..

O! crpamHsIx ImeceH cux He 10ii!
ITpo mpeBHUit Xaoc, IPO POAUMBIN
Kax >xazmHO Mup Aymy HOYHOMH
Buumaer moBectu n06uMoii!

W3 cmepTHO# pBETCSA OH IPYIH,

U c GecnipeieTbHBIM XaXAET CIUTHCA!..
O! 6yps 3acHyBIIUX He Oygu —
ITox Humu xaoc meBexuTcsl..

Opus 37 no. 5

Night Winds
(F. Tyutchev)

And why your moaning, winds of night?
Of what do you complain so madly?
What means your eerie voice of fright?
that cries now harsh and now so sadly?

In words that speak to heart and soul
you tell of suffering unending;
again, with blast beyond control,
you groan and wail with voice heart-rending.

O sing you not such direful songs,
of worlds in ferment at creation!

How hungrily the dark soul longs
to hear these tales of desolation.

It yearns to leave this mortal breast,
with all the Infinite uniting.
Wake not the storms, but let them rest,
beneath is Chaos, dire and blighting!

Opus 45 no. 1 Opus 45 no. 1
Direrus Elegy
(A. TTymkwm) (A. Pushkin)

Jlr06:110 Ball CyMpaK HEU3BECTHBII
W Bamw TaitHbIe 1BETHI,
W BbI, m033uu IIpesecTHOR
brarocnoBenHbIe MeuTsI!
Ber Hac yBepuiIH, IOSTHL,
YTo TeHM JIeTKOIO TOJIIIOH
Ort Geperos xomoxHo# JleTsr
Crerarorcs Ha Oper 3eMHOIt
W HeBMAMMO HaBEIIAOT
Mecra, rae 65110 BCé MuIIel,
W B cHOBHIeHBAX yTeUIaloT
Cepz1ra MOKUHYTEIX py3els;
OHu, 6eccmeprue BKyIIad,
Vx momxumaoT B Dausei,
Kaxk >xzéT Ha mp cembs pogHas
CBoux 3aMeJIMBIINX TOCTEH. ..

Ho, moxeT GbITh, MEUTSHI ITyCThIE —
brITh MOXeET, C pu30# rpo6GOBOH
Bce ayBcTBa Gpoury s 3eMHSIe,

W gyxz MHe OyzeT MUp 3eMHOM;

I love your secret hidden flowers,
your twilight that so mystic gleams,

O poetry, thou gift of Heaven,
well-beloved child of blessed dreams.
You poets tell us that the shadows,
pellucid band from Lethe’s firth,
descend again to seek the places
which were most dear to them on earth.
Unseen they visit haunts belov-ed,

a sleeping loved one each attends,
and in a vision thus appearing,
they comfort their deserted friends.
They wait, these loved ones in Elysium,
these shades with life immortal blest,
as mortals at a fam’ly banquet
await a tardy, welcome guest.

But yet, mayhap, this, too, is dreaming;
perhaps, when in my burial shroud,
I will forget all earthy feelings,
and all of which I am so proud.




BrITh MOXeT, TaM, e BCé GInucTaeT
Hernennoii ciaBoit 1 Kpacow,
I'me wucThIH MIIaMeHD IOXXKUpAeT
HecogepirercTBo 6511,
MUHYTHBIX XXU3HU BIIeYaTIeHUH
He coxpanur gymra mos,

He 6yny BemaTs coxaneHui,

Tocky m106Bu 386y 7y 1...

Perhaps, where all is clothed in glory,
in beauty that cannot decay,
the sacred flame that shines eternal
will burn the thought of earth away,

my soul will lose life’s transient image,
‘mid all the beauty there above,

know not regret, nor joy, nor yearning,
forget the bitter pangs of love.

Opus 45 no. 2

Tenera xxusHu
(A. ITymxwm)

XOoTb TsDKEJIo moYac B Helt Gpems,
Tesnera Ha xoxmy jerka;
Avmuk muxoit, cemoe BpeMms,
Besér, He cieser c oGrydKa.

C yrpa capumcs MBI B TeJIeTy;
M5!I TOTOHIEM C AMITIKOM
W, mpe3upas seHs U HETy,
Kpuamm: "Basnait mo Bcem 1o tpém!"

Ho B moszens HeT yx TOM OTBary;
IMopacTpscio Hac; HaMm CTpanrHei
WM xocorops! u oBpary;
Kpuuuwm: “Tlonerue, gypaeii!”

Karur nmo-mmpe>xxaeMy Tesera;
ITon Beuep MBI IPUBBIKJIN K Hel
W, npemins, enem 1o HOWIera —

A BpeMs rOHUT Jiomazei.

Opus 45 no. 2

The Coach of Life
(A. Pushkin)

Although at times the load is heavy,
ever the coach is on the go;
without a halt it hastens forward,
enmeshed in Time’s eternal flow.

At early dawn we urge the driver
to spur the horses, fast and free;
with ardor fired, we scorn to loiter,
and shout: “The whip for them, all three!”

But when ‘tis noon, harassed and shaken,
our fiery spirits grow more cool;
we fear the curves and dread the ditches,
and call: “Go easy there, you fool!”

Yet all the while the coach rolls onward,
and when our journey’s end is nigh,
we sit and doze, contented waiting,

but faster yet the horses fly!

Opus 45 no. 3

ITecurr HOUM
(®.1. Trorues)

Kaxk oxean o6beMiIeT Iap 3eMHOM,
3eMHast )XU3Hb KPYTOM 00BATa CHAMUY;
HacraneT HOYS - ¥ 3ByYHBIMY BOTHAMHU
Cruxus 6per o 6eper CBOIL.

To rac eé; oH HyJUT HaC U IPOCHUT...
V3K B IPUCTaHY BOJILIEOHBIH OXKIII 4ETTH;
ITpunuB pacTér u GBICTPO HAC YHOCUT
B HeusmMepuMOCTh TEMHBIX BOJIH.

Opus 45 no. 3

Song of Night
(F. Tyutchev)
Around the globe the mighty seas extend,
so thus is life engulfed in seas of dreaming.
The night comes on, imagination teeming,
the flooding tides of life ascend.

Night calls us forth, with voice insistent urging,
the magic bark is waiting at the shore;

on somber waves, with swelling tide up-surging,
the great unknown our dreams explore.




He6ecHsrit cBOZ, ropsInuii C1aBOi 3BE3LHOIA,
TaI/IHCTBEHHO TIAOUT U3 I'JIY6I/IHI>I,—
W MBI IUIBIBEM, IIBLIAOLIEIO Oe3THOM
Co Bcex CTOpOH OKPY>KeHBI.

The vast abyss, the firmament unbounded,
with myriad stars reflected in its face,
looks up to where we float, our bark surrounded
by boundless void of flaming space.

Opus 45 no. 4

Ham Bex
(®.1. Tiorues)
He m0TH, a AyX pacT/IMIICA B HAIIYU JHHU,
W genoBek OTYagAHHO TOCKYeT...
OH K cBeTy pBeTCA U3 HOYHOU TeHU
Y, cBer obpeTiy, pomuieT 1 GyHTYeT.

Bessepuem nanum u nccyméH,
HEBI)IHOCI/IMOE OH JHECh BBIHOCHUT...
W cosHaéT cBo0 morubess OH,
W xaxxgeT Bepsl... HO O Heil He ITPOCHT...

He cxaxxeTt BBek, ¢ MOJIMTBOM U CJI€301,
Kak HY ckOpOUT Npes 3aMKHYTOIO JIBEPBIO:
«Bryctu mens! - f Bepro, 60xe moii!
ITpuzu Ha MOMOIIE MOEMY HeBephio!..»

Opus 45 no. 4

Our Time
(F. Tyutchev)

‘Tis not our flesh that now-a-days is weak;
the soul is soft, man desperately yearning.
He craves the light, and for the light would seek,
but finding it, rejects it undiscerning.

His lack of faith has scorched and dried his soul;
unending woe he bears in desolation.
He senses doom with faith the longed-for goal,
for which je will not pray in supplication.

And never will he say, in prayer and tears,
no matter how he mourns out-side the portal:
“I do believe! O help my faith in Thee
to open wide the gate to life immortal! O let me in!”




