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(Epitaph)

Opus 1 bis

Amnren
(M. JIepmorTOB)
ITo HeGy mosyHOYU aHTeI JIeTel
U trxyio mecHIo OH IIe;
W mecam, u 3Be31bI, ¥ TYYU TONIIOH
Buumanu To# mecHe CBATOM.

OH nex o 61aKeHCTBe Ge3TPEelIHbIX TyXOB
IToz xymamu paiicKux cafos;
O Gore BeTMKOM OH IIeJI, X XBaja
Ero HempuTBOpHa 6BLIA.

O= gymy Miazyio B 0O6BATHIX HeC
[l Mupa nevasy u cies,

U 3ByK ero mecHu B Jylle MOJIOZOM

Ocracsa — 6e3 €10B, HO KHBOH.

W mosro Ha cBeTe TOMHJIACH OHA,
}KeHaHI/IeM ‘-IY,ZLHBIM IIOJIHA;
U 3ByKOB Hebec 3aMEHUTH HE MOTIU
Eit ckyuHbIe mecHU 3eMJIH.

Opus 1 bis

The Angel
(M. Lermontov)
At midnight an Angel flew over the sky,
and softly was singing a song;
the clouds and the moon and the planets on high
were listening all the night long.

He sings of the souls that are free of all the wrong,
in Paradise blest and secure;
of God in His Heaven he sings, and his song
is noble and simple and pure.

He bears a young soul in his arms thru the skies,
away from this Valley of Tears;
his song, although ended as onward he flies,
the soul that he carries still hears.

And vainly on earth did this young spirit long
for music as lovely as this,
but found it at last in the Angel’s sweet song
of heavenly beauty and bliss.

Opus 52 no. 1

Oxno
(A. TTymmxum)
I'me Mup, ogHOM MeuTe ITOCTYIIHBIH?
MHe HacTosmuii omycren!
Ha Bcé B3uparo paBHOIYIIHO,
JIpIITaTh YHBIHBEM MO yer;

Hampacso snerHero mopozo
JI;060BHYK POIIHI] U JTyTOB
Kosprrer po3oii mosesoro,
Jlers c TeHUCTHIX OeperoB.

Hampacao nosgaas sapauIa

Opus 52 no. 1

The Window
(A. Pushkin)

Where is the world that harks to fancy?
The one I know is bleak and bare.
My fate it is to breathe in boredom,
and nothing matters, naught I care.

What matters that the wind, in summer,
delights to play among trees,
to sway the grain and meadows flowers,
where buzz the busy honey-bees?

What matters, that the summer lightning




Mepuaer B TeMHOTe HOYHOH,
Wis B 326KMuX 06aKax JeHHUIA
Pasnura nmiamMeHHOI pexoii.

Wne meHs GarpsHbIil Beyepeer.
U tuxo TyckHer Heba CBOJ,
U xnen Ha Mecaiie Geieer,

CxJoHACh Ha Geper CUHUX BOJ,.

Buepa BeuepHeii TeMHOTOIO,
Korpa mycTsiaHas xyHa
Texa TyMaHHOIO cTe3elo,
S Bupmen — meBa y okHa

OpHa 3amyMYnBO cuzena,
JsImasa B TallHOM CcTpaxe TPy Zb.
OHa ¢ BosIHeHHEM TJIgaena
Ha TemHBIi IO XOTIMaMU Iy Th.

“f1 3mecp!» — MmenHyIN TOPOILINBO.
W nesa TpeneTHoi pyKkoit
OxHO OTKpbLIa GOSA3IHBO. ..
JlyHa IOKpBLIaCch TEMHOTO.

“CuactiuBel; — MOJIBUIIL I C TOCKOIO, —
Te6st Becenbe XKAET OFHO.
Korpa x BeuepHelo mopoio
Y mue oTkpoeTcs okHO?”

is flaring high and ever higher?
or that the setting sun is bursting
thru rifts of cloud in stream of fire?

or when, in purple ev'ning shadows,
the sleeping world grows gently dim?
or when the flooding moon-light blanches
the maples at the water’s brim.

Last ev’ning, as the twilight faded,
with misty moon-light all about,
I saw a maiden at her window,
in silent waiting, looking out.

Her bosom heaved in secret anguish,
she watched and watched, intent and still,
the little path that passed her doorway
from over yonder down the hill.

“Tis I!” There is a hurried whisper;
I see a figure there, and soon,
it moves! The window softly opens!
A cloud comes by and hides the moon.

“How lucky!” thought I, sadly musing,
“How happy one indeed can be!”
Alas — will ever, some still ev'ning,

a window open thus for me?

Opus 52 no. 2

Bopon
(A. ITymxwum)

Bopox x Bopony seTHr,
BopoH BopoHy KpUYHUT:
“BopoH, rze 6 HaM oTo6enaTs?
Kax 651 Ham 0 ToM mpoBezaTs?”

Bopox BopoHY B OTBeT:
«
3Hato, OyzeT HaM obex;
B uncrom mosre mog, paKuTOM
BoraTsIpb 1eXHUT yOUTHIH.

Kem y6ur u oruero,
3HaeT COKOJI JIUIIb €ro,
[la xo6pLIKa BOpOHas,
Ja xo3aitka Mmoomas’.

Opus 52 no. 2

The Ravens
(A. Pushkin)

Ravens high aloft are soaring,
keen-eyed, all below exploring:
“Raven, what good dinner spy you?
tasty food to satisfy you?”

Says the second raven: “Yea,
I know where we dine today.
In the field to which we’re flying,
I can see a warrior lying.

How he died and who his foe,
that his hawk alone can know,
and the steed who bore him there,
and the maid he thought so fair.




Coxko B poury yierer,
Ha xo65LnKy HeZpyT cer,
A x03s1iiKa XI,eT MIJIOTO,

He y6uroro, >xusoro.

Swiftly flew the hawk away,
horse and gear were victor’s prey;
she who should be faithful to him,
welcomes him who fought and slew him.”

Opus 52 no. 3

Onmerusa
(A. TTymkun)

Be3symHusbIX JIeT yracuiee Becenbe
MHe TsDKeI10, KaK CMyTHOE IIOXMeJIbe.
Ho, xak BUHO — meyaTb MUHYBIIUX THeH
B moeit mymre uem cTape, TeM CHUIBHEH.
Moii myTs yubUL. CyIUT MHE TPYZ, U TOpe
I'papymero BoxHyeMOe Mope.

Ho ne xou4y, o gpyru, ymupars;

S >KuTh X04y, YTOG MBICTUTH U CTPAZaTh;
U Bepato, MHe OYZyT HaCTXKAEHbSI
Mex ropecreii, 3a60T ¥ TPEBOTHEHDS:
ITopoit onsTs rapMOHMEHN YIIBIOC,
Hag BeiMBICIOM CiI€3aMU 060IBIOCH,

W mo>eT GBITh — Ha MOM 3aKaT IeJaabHbIiA
biecueT 1106085 YIBIOKOIO IPOLIATBHOM.

Opus 52 no. 3

Elegy
(A. Pushkin)

The fire of youth is gone, its madness jaded,
the bloom of life is dull, its brightness faded;
like wine, the sorrows of a bygone day
grow strong with age, in secret hid away.
My path is sad, and offers naught but sorrow,
a sea of doubt, a dreary, bleak tomorrow.

But, O my friends, I do not want to die,
I want to live, to ponder and to sigh.

I know that joys at times will come to bless me
amid the countless worries that distress me.
My soul will thrill with music’s sweet delight,
or bathe in tears at fancied lover’s plight;
and best of all, as sunset draws yet nearer,
they whom I love will love me dearer.

Opus 52 no. 4

IIpumers!
(A. TTymkun)
S exan x BaM: XUBBIE CHBI
3a MHOI BIJIMCBH TOJIIIOH UTPUBOH,
Y mecan, ¢ mpaBoii CTOPOHBI
CompoBoXxza Moit 6er peTUBBIH.

Sl exay IpoYb: MHBIE CHBL..
Jyire Bro61eHHOM IPyCTHO OBLIO,
W mecsar ¢ meBoii CTOPOHEI
ComnpoBosxza MeHs yHBLIO.

MeuTaHbio BEIHOMY B THIIH

Opus 52 no. 4

Visions
(A. Pushkin)
I ride to you, and happy dreams
in eager throng pursue me lightly;
the moon, with fair and friendly beams,
upon my right is shining brightly.

‘When I return, -ah, all too soon, -

ill-omened visions rise to taunt me,

while on my left the dreary moon,
portending sorrow, seems to haunt me.

For thus it is the poet’s role,




Tax mpemaemMcs MbI, ITOSTBI;
Tak cyeBepHbIe IPUMETHI
CoracHsI € YyBCTBAMH JyIIU.

ever pursued by endless dreaming,
sifting the visions, vague and teeming,
to plumb the secrets of the soul.

Opus 52 no. 5

Wcnanckuii pomanc
(A. TTymkun)

IIpep, cmauHKo 61arOpPOLHOMN
[IBoe prImapeii CTOAT.
O6a cmeso 1 cBOGOITHO
B ouu mpsamo et rasagT.

BremyT 06a kpacotoro,
O6a cepauem ropsymy,
O6a MOIHOIO PYyKOIO

Omnepircs Ha Mevn.

Kuznu um ona mopoxe
W, xak ciaBa, UM MIIa;
Ho oxun et mui1 — xoro xe
Jesa cepruem n36pazna?

“Kro, pemn, 106umM T06010?” —

O6a feBe TOBOPAT
W ¢ Hagexmoit MOI01010
B oun mpamo efi raamAT.

Opus 52 no. 5

Spanish Romance
(A. Pushkin)
To the noble senorita,
came two knights in courtly guise.
Bold and free in turn they greet her;
both look straight into her eyes.

Both are clad in shining armor,
both lean heavy on their swords;
(not that either one would harm her,
both are brave and noble lords.)

She is dear to them as glory,
rather life than her they’d lose;
one she loves, (so runs the story,)
which one did the maiden choose?

“Which of us shall be your lover?
which of us shall win the prize?”
And, with knightly optimism,
both look straight into her eyes.




Opus 52 no. 6

Cepenaga
(A. TTymkun)

S smecs, UHesunps,
Sl 3meck moJ, OKHOM.
O6bsara CeBuibst
W MpakoMm 1 CHOM.

HcmnonneH oTBaroi,
OxkyTaH 1wramom,
C rurapoii u nrmaroi
S 3meck Moz, OKHOM.

Tsr cimms tu? I'urapoit
Te6sa pasbyxy.
ITpocuércsa mu cTapsri,
MeuoM ynI0XKy.

[[TesnkoBbIe TTETIN
K oxomky npusecs...
Yro memtumis?.. YK HET JIu
ComnepHuKa 371€ech?..

A 3mecs, Une3unss,
S 3mecs oz OKHOM.
O65psara CeBunbs
W mMpakxoMm 1 CHOM.

Opus 52 no. 6

Serenade
(A. Pushkin)

I come, Inesilla,
my sweetest and best,
in silent Sevilla,
where all are the rest.

My mantle around me,
with sword and guitar,
I fear no opponents,
whoever they are.

‘What matters the old man
asleep there by you?
If he should awaken,
I'll cut him in two!

Your long silken ladder
will reach to the ground.
Why wait you?
Perhaps there’s a rival around?

I come, Inesilla,
my sweetest and best,
in silent Sevilla,
where all are the rest.

Opus 52 no. 7

V3uux
(A. ITymxwum)

Crxy 3a peleTKOH B TEMHUIIE CBIPOH.
BcxopmiieHHBIH B HeBOJIe OpeJsl MOJIOZO,
Moii TpyCTHSBII TOBapHIlL, Maxasd KPBLIOM,

KpoBaByio muiry KIioeT oz OKHOM,
Kitoet, 1 6pocaeT, 1 CMOTPUT B OKHO,
Kax 6yzTo co MHOIO 3azyMast OZHO.

3oBeT MeHs B3[JIAOM U KPUKOM CBOUM
W BeimonButs xo4et: “/laBail ymerum!
M5! BosIBHBIE IITUIIBL; TIOPA, Opart, mopal
Tyza, rme 3a Tyueit Geneer ropa,
Tyza, Tme cuHeIOT MOpPCKHe Kpad,
Tyna, rie ryaseM JuLIb BeTep... Aa 4l...

»

Opus 52 no. 7

The Prisoner
(A. Pushkin)

Alone by the bars at the window I lay,
Below a young eagle was tearing his prey.
Bold emblem of freedom, he spreads out his wings,
his blood-spattered booty away from him flings,
looks up at the window where shackled I lie,
and seems to be thinking the same thought as I.

He calls to me sadly, as if he would say:
“Come fly with me, brother, come fly far away.
For us who love freedom, ‘tis high time to go;
see there where the mountain-tops shimmer with snow!
High over the blue of the sea let us fly,
where free as the winds and the waters am I.”




3 Heomy6mkoBaHHbIE IIECHU

MosnuTBa
(M. JIepmoHTOB)

S, MaTepb GOXIsI, HBIHE C MOJIUTBOIO
ITpern TBOMM 06pasoM, SPKUM CUSIHUEM,
He o cacenuu, e neper, 6UTBOIO,
He c 6arojapHOCTBIO UIIh IOKAsSHUEM,

He 3a cBo10 MOJIIO AyLIy IyCTHIHHYIO,
3a fyury CTpaHHUKA B CBeTe 6e3pOHOro, —
Ho st Bpy4uTs X04y AeBy HEBUHHYIO
Tem10#1 3aCTynmHMUIIe MHPA XOJIOLHOTO.

Oxpyxu cuacTueM LyLry JOCTOHHYIO,
[lait eif COIyTHIKOB, IIOTHBIX BHUMAHMUS,
MomnozmocTs CBeTIyIo, CTapoCTh HOKOWHYIO,
Cepaiy He37T0OHOMY MUp YIOBaHUA.

Cpox su MpuOIM3NUTCA Jacy IPOIATEHOMY
B yTpo 11 mrymMHOe, B HOYb T Ge3IJIACHYI0 —
TBI BOCIIpUATE MONILIK K JIOXY IIeYaJlbHOMY
Jlyumero aHresa gyury IpeKpacHyIo.

3 Unpublished Songs

Prayer
(M. Lermontov/ Martha G. Dickinson Bianchi)
Faithful before thee, Mother of God, now kneeling,
Image miraculous and merciful - of thee
Not for my soul's health nor battles waged, beseeching,
Nor yet with thanks or penitence o'erwhelming me!

Not for myself, - my heart with guilt o'erflowing -
Who in my home land e'er a stranger has remained,
No, a sinless child upon thy mercy throwing,
That thou protect her innocence unstained!

Worthy the highest bliss, with happiness O bless her!
Grant her a friend to stand unchanging at her side,
A youth of sunshine and an old age tranquil,

A spirit where together peace and hope abide.

Then, when strikes the hour her way from earth for
wending,
Let her heart break at dawning or at dead of night --
From out thy highest heaven, thy fairest angel sending
The fairest of all souls sustain in heavenward flight!

3 Heomy0OnmkoBaHHEIE IIECHU

Snwuradus op. 13a
(A. Bessrit)
B npemcMepTHOM X0JI0/€ 3aCTHLIO
Moe nupo.
Boxpyr cxuMaeTcs YHBLIO
Teneit Koap110.
JlaBHO TTOYMII AYLIOIO IOHOI
B crpane Teneii.
Pripaiite, copBaHHBIE CTPYHBI

3 Unpublished Songs

Epitaph op. 13a
(A. Bely/M.Konecny)
Frozen in the dying cold
My face.
Around me sadly shrinks
A shadow ring.
It’s been long since a young soul
Has rested in the land of shadows.
Weep, torn strings

Jymu moett! Of my soul!
3 Heomy6mkoBaHHBIE IECHU 3 Unpublished Songs
IIcamom Psalm

Pagu numenu TBoero

FOCHO,ILI/I IIPOCTU COTpEUIeHUI MO 160 BeJIUKU OHH.

SABu mue N'ociogu munocts TBOIO
u criacenve TBoe mapyit MHe.
TF'ociogy mpocru.

For the sake of your name,
Lord, forgive my sins, for they are great.
Show me your mercy oh Lord
and grant me your salvation.
Lord forgive me.







