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B3rnAHu, nog oTAaNEHHBIM CBOAOM
Text by Aleksandr Pushkin (AnekcaHap MywkuH)

B3rnsaHu: noa oTAaNEéHHbIM CBOAOM
rynAeT BOJIbHasA JIyHa;

Ha BCIO NPUPOoAY MUMOXOLOM
PaBHO CMAHbE NbET OHa.

KTo B HEBE MecTo el yKaxer,
NPOMONBA: TaM OCTAHOBUCb!
KTo cepaly toHOM AeBbl CKaXKeT:
nobu ogHO, He U3MeHMUCDb!

KTo B HEGE MecCTo ell yKaKerT,
NPOMONBA: TaM OCTAHOBUCb!
KTO cepgLy IOHOM AEeBbl CKAXKET:
He U3MEHWUCb, Nt0bu ogHo!

LlapckocenbcKas cTatya
Text by Aleksandr Pushkin (AnekcaHap NywkuH)

Look, Beneath the Distant Sky
Trans. Lyle Neff

Look: beneath the distant vault [of heaven]
strolls the free moon;

upon all nature, as [it] passes,

it pours [its] radiance equally.

Who will point out a place to it in the sky,
saying: "stop there!"

Who will say to the heart of a young maiden:
"love one; do not change!"

Who will point out a place to it in the sky,
saying: "stop there!"

Who will say to the heart of a young maiden:
"do not change; love one!"

The Statue at Tsarskoe Selo
Trans. Lyle Neff

Having dropped an urn of water, the maiden broke it on the cliff.
The maiden sits, sadly, while holding a broken piece of the pottery.
A miracle! The water does not dry up, as it pours from the broken urn:

YpHy ¢ Bogon ypoHus, ob yTéc eé aesa pasbuna.
[leBa neyanbHO CUAMWT, NPa3AHbIN AeprKa Yepenok.
Yyao! He cAKHeT BoAa, U3MBasACh U3 YpHbI pa3buToil;

[esa, Haf Be4HOM CTPYyE, BEYHO nevasibHa CUANT.

CupeHb
Text by Ekaterina Beketova (EkaTepuHa bekeToBa)

Mo yTpy, Ha 3ape,

Mo pocucToii Tpase,

fl nonay ceeXmMm yTpom AplwaTh;
M B AYWINCTYIO TEHD,

[oe TecHUTCA cUpeHb,

Al noay cBOE cyacTbe UCKaTb...

B »KM3HM cyacTbe 0gHO

MHe HaliTU CcyKaeHo,

M TO cyacTbe B CUPEHMU KUBET;
Ha 3enéHbix BeTBAX,

Ha aywmncTbix KUcTax

Moé beaHoe cyacTbe LBETET...

The maiden, above the eternal stream, sits, forever sad.

Lilacs
Trans. Anton Bespalov & Rianne Stam

In the morning, at daybreak,

over the dewy grass,

| will go to breathe the crisp dawn;
and in the fragrant shade,

where the lilac crowds,

| will go to seek my happiness...

In life, only one happiness

it was fated for me to discover,

and that happiness lives in the lilacs;
in the green boughs,

in the fragrant bunches,

my poor happiness blossoms...



3aecb xopoluo
Text by Glafira Adol'fovna Galina (Tnapupa AgonbdosHa MannHa)

34ecb xopowo...

B3rnaHu, sBganun

OrHém ropuT peka;

LLBeTHbIM KOBPOM nyra nernu,
Benetot ob6naka.

3aecb HeT fitogen...

34ecb TUWKHA...

3pecb TonbKo bor aa A.
LiBeTbl, Aa cTapas COCHa,

[Ja Tbl, meuTa mos!

He noi, Kpacasuua, npu mHe
Text by Aleksandr Pushkin (AnekcaHgp MyLwKuH)

He noi1, kpacasuua, npu mHe

Tbl neceH py3nn NnevyanoHoW;
HanomuHatoT mHe [oHe]l
Lpyryto }usHb 1 beper ganabHui.

YBbl, HANOMWHAIOT MHe

TBOW }KECTOoKMe Hanesbl

M cTenb, U HOYb, U NpU NyHe
YepTbl ganekoin, 6eaHolt aesbl!

A1 [npm3pak]2 muablii, poKoBONA,
Tebs yBuaes, 3abbiBato;

Ho Tbl Noéwb, 1 Npego MHoM
Ero s BHOBb BOObGparkato.

He noW, kpacasuua, Npu MHe

Tbl neceH Mpy3nm neyanbHoOM;
HanomuHawT mHe [oHe]l
Lpyryto *usHb 1 6eper ganbHui.

How Fair This Spot
Trans. Emily Ezust

How nice it is here...

Look - far away,

The river is a blaze of fire;

The meadows lie like carpets of colour
The clouds are white.

Here there is no one...

Here it is silent...

Here is only God and |,

The flowers, the old pine tree,

And you, my dream!

Do Not Sing, My Beauty, To Me
Trans. Anton Bespalov & Rianne Stam

Do not sing, my beauty, to me
your sad songs of Georgia;

they remind me

of that other life and distant shore.

Alas, They remind me,

your cruel melodies,

of the steppe, the night and moonlit
features of a poor, distant maiden!

That sweet and fateful apparition
| forget when you appear;

but you sing, and before me

| picture that image anew.

Do not sing, my beauty, to me
your sad songs of Georgia;

they remind me

of that other life and distant shore.



[aBHo-nb, Mo apyr

Text by Arseny Golenishchev-Kutuzov (Apcennit foneHnwes-Kytysos)

[aBHO-N1b, MOV ApYr, TBOW B30pP NevasibHbIN
Al B paccTaBaHbA CMYTHbI MUT NOBUA.

Y106 Nyy ero npoLLanbHbIn

Hagonro B Aywy MHe MPOHUK.

JaBHO-nb, 61y»KA3aA OAMHOKO,
B To/iNe TecHALWEN n Yy»Kol

K Tebe »kenaHHOM U ganeKkon
Al MYanca rpycTHO MeuToM.

enaHba racnu... Cepaue Hblfo...
Croano spemsa... YM monyan...
[aBHO-Nb 3aTULWbe 3TO 6bIN107?
Ho Buxpb cBMAAHbA HabeKan...

MbI BMecTe BHOBb, U IHN HecyTcs,
Kak B mope BOJIH IeTy4MX CTPOUA,
M MbIC/Ib KUMUT, U NECHU NbIOTCA
M3 cepaua, nosHoro Toboit!

Mapraputku

Text by Igor Vasil'yevich Lotaryov (Mropb Bacunbesuy Jlotapés)

O, nocMoTpu! Kak MHOFO MaprapuToKk —
N Ttam, n TyT...

OHM UBETYT; UX MHOTO; UX U3ObITOK;
OHun uBeTyT.

X nenectkun TPEXrpaHHble — KaK KPbl/bs,
Kak 6enblit WESK...

[Bbl — neta molub! Bbl — pagoctb M306uabal
Bbl — cBeTablit nonk!]l

[0TOBb, 3€M/IA, LBETAM M3 POC HANWUTOK,
[ai cok ctebnio...

O, pesywku! o, 3se3apl maprapmtok!

A Bac nobnto...

Long Ago, My Friend
Trans. Jennifer Gliere

Has it been so long, my friend, since | caught
your sad gaze at our farewell moment?

The ray of that farewell

penetrated my soul.

Has it been so long, my friend, since, blundering alone

in a constricting and strange crowd,
| rushed to you, distant beloved,
In a sad dream?

My desires faded... my heart ached...

Time stopped... my mind was numb...

Has it been so long ago, this calm?

But a whirlwind of reunion came rushing...

We are together anew, and the days rush along
As in a flying sea of waves,

And thoughts boil

And songs pour forth from my heart

Brimming over with thoughts of you!

Daisies
Trans. Elizabeth Wiles

Oh, see how many daisies,

Here and there,

They blossom; they are plentiful; they are abundant.
They blossom.

Their petals are three-edged, like wings,

Like white silk;

[You are the summer's might! You are abundant joy,
You are radiant multitude!]1

Earth prepares to flower with the dew’s draught,
Giving sap to the stalks.

Oh maidens, Oh daisy stars,

| love you!



Warum sind denn die Rosen so bla3?
Text by Heinrich Heine

Warum sind denn die Rosen so blal?
O sprich mein Lieb warum?

Warum sind denn im griinen Gras
Die blauen Veilchen so stumm?

Warum singt denn mit so klaglichem Laut,
Die Lerche in der Luft?
Warum steigt denn aus dem Balsamkraut
Verwelkter Blutenduft?

Warum scheint denn die Sonn' auf die Au,
So kalt und verdrieBlich herab?

Warum ist denn die Erde so grau,

Und 6de wie ein Grab?

Warum bin ich selbst so krank und so triib?
Mein liebes Liebchen sprich

O sprich mein herzallerliebstes Lieb,
Warum verlieBest du mich?

Otuyero?
Trans. Lev Mey (/leB Meit)

Otyero nobneaHena BecHoM
NbIWHOLBETHAs po3a cama?
OTyero nog 3enéHon TpaBow
ronybas ¢puanka Hema?

OTuero Tak nevyanbHO 3BY4YUT
necHA NTUYKK, HecAcb B Hebeca?
OTyero Hag, Nyramu BUCUT
norpebanbHbIM NOKPOBOM poca?

Otuero B Hebe conHUe ¢ yTpa
XOJIOAHO U TEMHO, KaK 3UMOI?
OT4ero u 3emns BcA cbipa

W yrproMmelt Morusbl Camom?

OTyero A 1 cam Bce rpycTHeM

1 6onesHeHHen AeHb OTO AHA?
OTyero, 0, CKaXkn MHe CKopeli Thbl,
NMOKWHYB, 3abblna meHn?

Why?
Trans. Emily Ezust

Why are the roses so pale?

o speak, my love, why?

Why in the green grass

are the blue violets so silent?

Why with such a lamenting voice

does the lark sing in the sky?

Why from the balsam weed does there rise
the scent of wilting blossoms?

Why does the sun shine down on the meadow,
so coldly and morosely?

Why is the earth so gray

and desolate like a grave?

Why am | myself so ill and dull?

My lovely darling speak,

O speak, my heart's most beloved love,
why have you abandoned me?



3a6bITb TaK CKOPO
Text by Aleksei Apukhtin (Anekceit AnyxTuH)

3abbITb TaK CKopo, boxke moi,

BCé cuyacTbe KM3HM NpoXKuUToi!

Bce Hawwm BcTpeuu, pasrosopbl,
3abbITb Tak cKOpO, 3abbITb Tak ckopo!

3abbITb BONHEHBA NEPBbIX AHEN,
CBMAaHbA Yac B TEHU BeTBEN,

Oueit Hemble pasroBopbl,

3abbITb Tak CKOPO, 3a6bITb TaK ckopo!

3abbITb, Kak NOHAA yHa

Ha Hac magena n3 okHa,

Kak KonbIxanacb TMXO WTOPA...
3abbITb TaK CKOPO, 3a6bITb TaK CKopo!

3a6bITb Nt060Bb, 3a6bITb MeuUThI,

3abbITb T€ KNATBbI -- NOMHULLb TbI? --

B HOUYHYIO NacmypHyto nopy?

3abbITb Tak CKOpO, Tak ckopo! boxke moli!

B monuyaHbu HOUM TaliHOM
Text by Afanasy Fet (Adanacuin PeT)

O, ponro byay A, B MONYaHbW HOYM TANHOW,
KoBapHbIl nenet TBoM, ynblOKy, B30p C/yYaliHbIi,
Mepctam nocaywHyto [Bonoc]l ryctyto npaap,

M3 mblcnein U3roHaTb, U CHOBa NpPU3bIBaTb;

LLlentaTb 1 NOMNpPaBAATb Bbl/ible BblpaxKeHbs
Peyelt Monx ¢ TO6OM, UCMONHEHHbIX CMYLLEHbS,
M B onbAHEHUK, HanepeKop ymy,

3aBETHbIM MMEHeM ByauTb HOYHYO [Mry]

To Forget So Soon
Trans. Sofia Peycheva

To forget so soon, oh, God!
all the happiness we had together!
All our meetings, our talks!
To forget so soon, so soon!

To forget the excitements of our first days together,
Our meetings in the shadow of branches,

Mute talks between our eyes!

To forget so soon! So soon!

To forget how the full moon

Was looking at us through the window,
How the curtains fluttered -

To forget so soon! To forget so soon!

To forget our love, our dreams,

Our vows! Do you remember?

The ones we said during the dark and cloudy night?
To forget so soon! To forget so soon! Oh, God!

In the Silent Secretive Night
Trans. Sergey Rybin

Oh, for a long while, in the silence of the mysterious night,

Your beguiling murmur, smile, fleeting glance,
A luscious strand of your hair, obedient to my fingers,
Will I banish from my thoughts - but then recall again;

Whisper and reconsider the phrases

Of my embarrassed conversations with you,

And, as if intoxicated, against all reason,

With your cherished name awaken the nightly [haze]



Ay!
Text by Konstantin Bal'mont (KoHcTaHTMH BanbmoHT)

TBOW HEXHbIN CMeX Obl/1 CKa3KO U3MEHUYMBOIO,
OH 3Ban Kak B COH 30BET CBMPE/IbHbIN 3BOH.

M BOT BEHKOM, CTUXOM Tebs yBEHUMBAIO.
Yiiaém, 6exxnm BABOEM HA TOPHbIA CKIOH.

Ho roe xe TbI?

JIwb 3BOH BEPLUMH NO3BaHWBaET

LiBeTKy LBETOK Cpeab AHSA 3aer cBevy.

M yein-To cmex Bce B r1yOb MeHA 3aMaHMBaeT.

Moto, nwy,
Ay!

Ay!

Kpuuy.

Au!
Trans. Laura Claycomb & Peter Grunberg

Your tender laughter was a fickle fairytale,

It calls me out of the dream on pipe chimes.

Now my garland of poetry crowns you.

Let's go, let's run, both of us, to the mountainside!

But where are you?

Only the pipes from the top chime...

One flower to another flower light the candle of midday.
And someone's laughter calls to me from the depths.

| sing, | search,
"A-oo!"
"A-oo!"

| cry.



