Reading: IAMATHUK 21 aseycma 1836 MONUMENT August 21, 1836

S maMATHUK ce6e BO3IBUT

HEpPYKOTBOPHBDIII,

K Hemy He 3apocTeT HapofHasA

Tporma,

Bosneccs Bblllle OH ITTaBOIO

HEIOKOPHOI1
AJIeKCaHJpUIICKOTO CTOIIA.

Her, Bech a1 He ymMpy — AylIa B
3aBeTHOI Inpe
Moii mpax nepe>KxuBeT U TIEHbs
yoexur —
W cnaBeH Oyny s, JOKONIb B
MOJ/TyHHOM MUpe

JKuB 6yner X0Th OIVH IMUUT.

Ciryx 060 MHe IIpOJieT IO BCeil
Pycu Benukoit,

1 HasoBeT MeH:A BCAK CyIINii B
Hel A3BIK,
W roppplit BHYK claBsH, U GUHH, U
HbIHE TUKOM

TyHrys, u gpyr cremneit KaaMbIK.

W ponro 6yny TeM mo6eseH s
Hapopy,
Yto yyBCTBa KOOpBIE 5 TUPOIT
npooy>xaa,
Yro B MOJI )KeCTOKOI BeK
Boccinasua 1 Ceobony

VI MunocTh K nagiummm
IPU3BIBAL

Benenbio 60xuio, 0 My3a, 6yib
MOCTIYIIHA,
OO6uppI He CTpalIach, He TPeOys
BEHIIa,
XBay u K1eBeTy IpueMIn
PaBHOJYILIHO,

W He ocniopuBaii rynua.

I’ve built myself a monument mere hands
can’t topple.

The people’s path to it won’t be oergrown
with grass.

For it has raised itself above the crown
unconquered

Where Alexander’s column stands.

No, I won't fully die: my soul, in sacred lyre,
Will yet survive my dust, and, despite
with’ring, thrive:

I’ll glorious be as long’s in moonlit world
entire

One single bard is still alive.

Word about me will pass through all of
Russia mighty.

My name in every one of her tongues will be
penned:

By Slav’s proud grandson, and by Finn, by
savage, flighty

Tungus, and Kalmyk, of steppes the friend.

And many years will I be favored with the
people

For waking up good feelings by my lyre’s
thrall,

Because in my cruel age I praised and
glorified Freedom,

For mercy to the fallen called.

Be to the Lord’s command, oh Muse, forever
heedful,

Fear not offense and shame, care not for
glory’s rule,

Take praise and calumny indifferently, not
needful -

And never argue with a fool.
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- Translations by Julian Henry Lowenfeld except as noted

Reading: 3SUMHEE YTPO

Mopos3 u conHIie; IeHDb Yy eCHbIN!

E1e Th1 ApeMienib, Jpyr NpenecTHRIN -
ITopa, KpacaBuua, NPOCHNUCH:

OTKpOJi COMKHYTBI HETOI B30PbI
HascTpeuy ceBepHOIT ABpOpBI,
3Be3/1010 ceBepa sABUCH!

Beqop, ThI IOMHMUIIIb, BbIOI'a 3/IN/IACh,
Ha MyTHOM Hebe MI/Ta HOCHIAaCh;
JIyHa, Kak 61emHOe IATHO,

CKBO3b Ty4u MpayHbIe JKe/lTena,

U TbI mevyanbHaAA cugena —

A HBIHYe... IOTISAN B OKHO:

ITop romy6piMu He6ecamu
BenmukonemapiMu KOoBpamm,
bnects Ha comHIle, CHET JIEXKNUT;
IIpo3pauHblii 1ec OOUH YepHeeT,
W enb cKkBO3b UHeEI 3€/IeHEeeT,

U peuxka nopo npjoM GrrecTur.

Bcsa xoMHaTa AHTApHBIM 6/1€CKOM
Osapena. Becenbim Tpeckom
TpemmuT 3aToIIeHHAA II€Yb.
HPI/IHTHO AyMaTh y IE€KaHKI.

Ho 3naemb: He BeneTh 1 B CAHKHU
Ko6s1Ky 6ypylo 3anpeun?

CKonb3s1 110 YTPEHHEMY CHETY,
Jpyr Muiblii, npegagumcs Gery
Hertepniennsoro ko

W HaBecTMM MOJIA IyCThIE,
Jleca, HeTaBHO CTOJb I'yCThIE,

W 6eper, MubIii 115t MEHsI.

A WINTER MORNING

It’s frost and sunshine - wondrous morning!
My lovely friend, and you're still snoring.
It’s time, my beauty, open eyes!

Ope wide your bliss enveloped gazing,

And to the North’s Aurora blazing,

As the North Star come froth, arise!

Last night, remember snowstorm’s raging?
In murky skies that gloom rampaging?

The moon was but a faint, pale stain.
Through gloomy clouds it yellowed, flitting.
And, oh, how sadly you were sitting!

And now - look out our windowpane!

‘Neath blue cerulean heavens’ gleaming,
In wondrous carpets, softly keening,

In sunlight sparkling, the snow lies.
Transparent woods are all that darkens.
The fir greens oer the frost and harkens,
The river shines beneath the ice.

And our whole room, with amber sparkling,
Gleams in the dawn. With merry gargling
The hearth-stove crackles, wood piled high.
It’s pleasant lying in bed thinking.

But say, thought, shouldn’t we be ringing

To yoke the brown mare to the sleigh?s

As we on morning snow go sliding,

My darling, feeling the full riding,

As your horse runs impatiently,

We'll see the fields, their barren bleakness,
The woods, which recently were leafy,

The lakeshore, that’s so dear to me.
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| Song: K ***

IRECALL A WONDROUS MOMENT

51 moMHI0 YygHOE MTHOBEHbE:
Ilepemo MHOII ABUIACH ThI,
Kak MmumoneTHoe Bugenbe,
Kaxk reHumit 4mcToit KpacoTsl.

B TomeHbsIX rpycTH G€3Hae)KHOIT,
B TpeBorax mymMHOI CyeTbl,
3By4al MHe JO/ITO TO/I0C HeXKHBIN
W cHunch Muible 4epThl.

Ilnu roppl. Bypb MOPBIB MATEKHbII
Paccesan npexaue MeyTsl,

V1 51 32011 TBOJ TOTOC HEXKHBII,
TBou HeGeCHbIE YePTHI.

B r1ymu, Bo Mpake 3aTO4€Hbs
TAHYINCH TUXO THU MOM

Bes 60xecTBa, 6€3 BHOXHOBEHbS,
Bes cnes, 6e3 xxu3Hu, 6€3 100BI.

Iyure HacTano mpoOyxeHbe:
V1 BOT ONATH ABMIACH THI,
Kak MmumoneTHoe Bugenbe,
Kaxk reHumit 4mcToit KpacoTsl.

W ceppayje 6beTcs B ynoeHbe,

W piis Hero BocKpecnu BHOBb
U 605xecTBO, U BIOXHOBEHDE,
V1 >xu3Hb, U ci1e3bl, U T1000Bb.

A wondrous moment I remember:
Before me once you did appear;

A fleeting vision you resembled
Of beauty’s genius pure and clear.

By grief and languor hopeless rendered,
Beset by noise vanity,

Long time in me your voice rang tender,
Of your dear features were my dreams.

Years passed. Rebellious storm winds sundered
And scattered hopes that used to be,

And I forgot your voice so tender,

Your features dear and heavenly.

In gloom of backwoods’ isolation,
My days dragged by, a silent drudge.
Without God’s spark or inspiration,
Or tears, or any life, or love.

My soul awoke in precognition:
And once again you did appear,
Resembling a fleeting vision

Of beauty’s genius pure and clear.

And how the heart beats in elation!
And resurrected soar above

The spark of God, and inspiration,
And life, and tears at last, and love

| Song: IIAPCKOCEJ/IbCKAA CTATYA

A STATUE IN TSARSKOYE SELO |

YpHy ¢ Bopoil ypoHuB, 00 yTec ee eBa

pasbuna.

JleBa me4aJIbHO CUNT, IIPa3IHbII
JeprKa Yepenok.
Yynmo! He cAKHET BOJIa, U3TUBAACH U3
YPHBI pa3ouToit;

JeBa, HaJl BEYHOM CTpyell, BEYHO
neyanabHa CUINT.

Dropping a water-filled urn from a cliff,
A young maiden did smash it.

Sadly that maiden now sits,

holding the useless shard still.

Marvel! That water still flows:

From the urn that was smashed it’s still streaming,

And, as its gush never ends,
sadly that maiden still sits.

Song: HA XO/JIMAX I'PY3UM ON THE HILLS OF GEORGIA

Ha xonmax Ipysun ne;xut HouHas Upon the Georgian hills there lies the haze
MIJIa; of night.

IIymuT Aparsa npemo MHOIO. Aragyva’s river foams beside me.

MHe IpyCTHO M JIETKO; ITe4a/Ib MO I feel sad and at ease; my melancholy’s
CBeTIIa; bright;

ITevanp Mos monHa T06010, My melancholy’s full entirely

To60it, omHOI TO6OIL... YHBIHBS Of you and just of you... This gloominess of
MO€ro mine

HudTo He My4YHnT, He TPEBOXKUT, Nothing’s tormenting, nothing’s moving.
U ceppiie BHOBD TOPUT U TIOOUT — My heart again burns up with loving,
OTTOTO, because - why?

Yro He MIOOUTH OHO He MOXKET. It simply cannot not be loving.

Song: HE IOV, KPACABUIIA, TIPYI MHE... OH BEAUTY, DO NOT SING TO ME...***

He noi1, kpacaBuia, npu MHe

Tol necen Ipy3uu nevanbHOIL:
HanmomunaroT MHe oHe

I pyryto »u3Hb 1 6eper JaabHBbIIi.

Oh beauty, do not sing to me

More songs of melancholy Georgia.
For they bring up, evoke in me
Another life, a distant shoreline.

VBbI! HAIOMMHAIOT MHE
TBou >kecToKMe HaTEBBI
W ctenb, 1 HOYb — U IPU TyHE
YepThl faneKoit, 6eXHOI eBBI.

Alas!You call forth in your tune,

In your cruel melody’s refraining,

The steppe, the night, and ‘neath the moon
The face of a poor, distant maiden.

S mpuspaxk MUIbLA, POKOBOI,
Te6s yBupeB, 3a0bIBaI0;

Ho Tb1 moemp — u npego MHOM
Ero 51 BHOBB BOOOpaXkaro.

That darling fateful spectre - when
I see you - I’'m forgetting.

But then you sing, and, once again,
Before my eyes it is engendered.

He noi1, kpacaBuia, npu MHe

Tol necen Ipy3uu nevanbHOI:
Hanmomunarot MHe oHe

I pyryto »u3Hb 1 6eper JaabHBbIIi.

Oh beauty, do not sing to me

More songs of melancholy Georgia.
For they bring up, evoke in me
Another life, a distant shoreline.

*** There are countless romances and songs set to Pushkin poems. This poem is actually a rare case of the
reverse. It was written by special request as the lyrical accompaniment to a Georgian melody impro-

vised by Pushkin’s friend Alexander Griboyedov, the poet, playwright, diplomat and composer, during a
musical “salon” evening with the composer Mikhail Glinka. In turn, this poem was set again to hauntingly
beautiful music by Rachmaninoff.
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Reading: BECHA, BECHA...

BecHa, BecHa, mopa nmw 68,
Kak Tskko MHe TBO€ sIBI€HbE,
Kakoe ToMHO€e BOTHEHbE

B moeii gyuie, B Moeil KpOBH. ..

Kak 4y»/o ceppuy Hacnax/jeHbe. ..

Bcé, yto nukyet u 6mecTur,
HaBoput cKyKy 1 TOM/IeHbe.

OtpaiiTe MHe MeTenb ¥ BBIOTY
W 3uMHMI [ONITUI MpaK HOYell.

OH SPRING...

Oh spring, oh spring, oh time of love,
How cruel and heavy is your coming!
What lang’rous worry and what longing
Are in my soul, are in my blood!

My heart’s estranged to pleasure wholly.
All that exults and, sparkling, shines,
Leaves me but cold and melancholy...

Give back my blizzards, snowstorms bleak,
And long dark gloom of winter nights!

| Song:  IIBETOK

THE FLOWER

IIBeToK 3acoximit, 6e3yXaHHBIIT,
3a0bIThIN B KHUTE BIDKY 5;

V BOT y>ke Me4TOI0 CTPAaHHOI
Jy1ia HamomTHUIACh MOS:

I'me uBen? Kkorma? Kakoi BECHOIO?
W ponro nb uBen? u coOpBaH KeM,
UYy>xkoit, 3HAKOMOII 1 PYKOI0?

M monoxeH croma sauem?

Ha naMATh HEXKHOTO JIb CBUIAHbA,
Vinu pasnyku poKoBoii,

Vb OgyIHOKOTO T'y/IAHbSA

B Tuinm moneit, B TeHU JIECHO?

W >xuB 11 TOT, ¥ Ta JKMBa In?
VI HpIHYe Te UX YTOTOK?
Vnu yxe oHM yBsn,

Kaxk ceit HeBeJOMBIIT IIBETOK?

A dried-out flower, without fragrance,
Forgotten in a book I see;

My soul’s somehow already racing,
And fills with a strange reverie.

Where did it bloom? In which spring? When?
Did it bloom long? Who picked it then?

Was it a stranger or a friend?

Who put it here and to what end?

In memory of tender trysting?

Or else of fateful parting day?

Or else perhaps of lone walk wistful
In silent fields and wooded shade?

Do he and she still live, I wonder?
And where now is their little nook?
Or have they faded, lost their luster,
Like this small flower in this book?

Reading: K***

Her, Het, He O/DKEH 5, HE CMEI0, He
Mory

BonHeHnusim 110681 6e3yMHO
IIpeaBaThCs;

CrokoiicTB1e Moe s CTporo Gepery

U ceppuy He mato mbUIaTh u 3a0bIBaTHCS;

Her, monHo MHe TI00MTb; HO ITOYEMY K
Topoit

He nmorpy>xycs A B MMIHYTHOe Me4YTaHbe,
Korga HeyasgHHO IIpoiifieT nepeso MHOI
Mnapoe, 4ncToe, HebecHOe CO3JaHbe,

ITpoiigeT u ckpoeTcA?.. Ykenb He
MO>KHO MHe,

JT106ysCh IeBOIO B II€YaTbBHOM
CIIaloCTPacTbhe,

Inasamu cemoBaTh 3a Hell M B TULINHE
bnarocnosnaTh ee Ha pagoCTh M Ha
cYacThe,

U ceppueMm eit >xenath Bce Omara >KM3HI
cell,

Becernpiit Mmup gymm, 6ecredHsre
BOCYTH,

Bcé — gake cuacTie TOro, KTO M36paH
e,

Krto Mmuoii qeBe mact Ha3BaHUe
CyNpyTH.

TOX-**

No, no, it isn’t right, I cannot, I don’t dare
Give myself madly up to love’s worry and
anguish;

My peace of mind I strictly guard with care,
And don’t permit my heart to blaze with
searing passion.

No, no more love for me!... Although, why
not, bedtimes,

Just daydream, for a minute’s contempla-
tion,

When just by chance, before my very eyes,
A young and pure and heavenly creation

Passes and disappears? Am I really forbid,
Charmed by a maid, with passionate sweet
sadness,

To follow, watch her with my eyes, and
when all’s still,

To bless her, wish her joy, just wish her
gladness?

Wish her, with all my heart, all blessings in
this life:

Happiness in her soul, carefree leisures
abundant,

All! - Even joy to him she chose, who'll call
her wife,

Who'll give that maiden fair a brand new
name - as husband.



A RUSSIAN MUSIC SALON Lyrics, Poems - continued

Reading: TYYA

Iocnenusas Tyya paccessHHOI Oypu!
OpHa ThI HecelbCs 10 ACHOI Tasypu,
OHHa ThI HABOJVIID YHBITYIO TE€Hb,

OpHa ThI eYanuuIb TUKYIOUII JeHb.

Tsl He60 HeaBHO KPyroM obneraina,
VI MmonHus rposHo Te6:1 06BMBaIa;
W ThI N31aBazIa TANHCTBEHHBIN TPOM
W anyny1o 3eM/II0 IONWIA TOKIEM.

ITocnennss Tyya paccessHHOI 6ypu!
OpHa ThI HecelllbCsA 10 ACHOI T1asypu,
OpHa TbI HABOAMIID YHBUTYIO TE€HD,

OpHa ThI TeYa/INIIb TNKYIOIINI JeHb.

Tsi He60 HeaBHO KPyroM obneraina,
W MonHust rpo3Ho Tebst 06BUBaa;
U b1 M3KaBaTa TAMHCTBEHHBII TPOM
U araHyo 3eMIII0 IOMIa OKAEM.

JoBonbHO, cokpoiica! [Topa
MIHOBA/IaCh,

3eM1s1 OCBEXXMIACh, U Oyps
IIPOMYanach,

W BeTtep, mackas TUCTOYKM JIpEBEC,
Te6s1 ¢ ycIIOKOEHHBIX TOHUT Hebec.

CLOUD

O very last cloud of the storm that has scattered!

Alone, you are borne off along the clear azure,
Alone, you are casting a bleak shadow grey,
Alone, you bring sadness to joy felt by day.

Just recently you had all heaven surrounded,
And lightning and thunder all round you
resounded.

O very last cloud of the storm that has scattered!

Alone, you are borne off along the clear azure,
Alone, you are casting a bleak shadow grey,
Alone, you bring sadness to joy felt by day.

Just recently you had all heaven surrounded,
And lightning and thunder all round you
resounded.

Mysterious rumbling from your billows came,
And then the parched earth you did slake with
your rain.

Enough, though, be hidden! That storm now is
chastened,

The earth has been freshened, the squall has
passed, racing,

The wind, now caressing the tips of the trees,
From skies that are calm now does chase your
with ease.

Song: S IEPE)XKVIJI CBOVI )KEJTAHBAL. ..

I HAVE OUTGROWN MY ASPIRATIONS...

51 mepexxuiI CBOU >KeNlaHb4,

51 pasmo6MI CBOM MEYTHI;
Ocranicy MHe OHN CTPaaHbs,
IInoppl cepae4HON MyCTOTHI.

ITop 6ypsaMu cyabOBI XKeCTOKOI
VBs1 1BeTyLINIT MOJI BeHel, —
JKuBy nevanbHbIN, OMMHOKOIL,
W >xpy: npupmet mu Mol KOHeI?

Tak, TO3gHNM X/TaJOM HOPa’KeHHBII,
Kaxk 6ypu ciplieH 3SUMHUIT CBUCT,
OnuH — Ha BeTKe 0OHaKEHHOM
Tpenemer 3ano3manpiit muct!..

I have outgrown my aspirations,
No longer do I love my dreams.

I’m left with suffering in patience
My heart’s own emptiness, it seems.

In Fate’s cruel storms and pointless roamings,
My flowering laurel wreathe did fade.

And so I live in sadness, lonely,

And wait: is my end of its way?

Just so, by fall’s last chills defeated,

When first cold winter snowstorms shriek,
Alone, on the bare branch depleted,
Trembles the long-delayed last leaf.

Song: K MEYTATE/IFO

TO THE DREAMER

TbI B CTpacTy TOPeCTHOI HAXOA Vb
HAaCIaKIeHbE;

Te6Ge MpUATHO Cr1e3bl TUTH,
HaHpaCHhIM IIaMe€HEM TOMUTH
BOOOpakeHbe

W1 B ceppuie THXO€ YHBIHNE TAUTh.
IToBepb, He MTIOOGUIID T, HEOIBITHBI
MeuTaTenb.

O ecimi 6b1 Te6:1, YHBUIBIX YYBCTB
MCKAaTellb,

ITocturno crpanrHoe 6esymue m06Bm;
Korpga 6 Bech A7 ee KnIen B TBOE
KpOBU;

Korpga 6p1 B onrue 4acbl 6eCCOHHOM
HOYM,

Ha nosxe, MefyieHHO Tep3aeMblil
TOCKOJA,

Tb1 3Ban1 0OMaH4YMBBII IIOKOJ,

Boriie cMbIKast CKOpOHBI 04,
ITokpoBsI sxapKue, ppigasi, 0OHIMMATT
W coxHyn B 6enieHCcTBe 6eCIIOTHOTO
JKeTaHbs, —

IToBeps, Torga 6 T He MUTAIT
He6narogapHoro meytaHbs!

Her, Het! B crie3ax ynas K HOram
CBoei1 11060BHUIBI HAIMEHHOI,

[ po>kanuii, 6/1eHbIi, UCCTYIUIEHHBII,
Torga 6 BOCKIMKHYI ThI K 60oram:
«Ortpaiire, 60ru, MHe pacCymoK
OMpa4eHHbIIT,

BospmuTe OoT MeHs ceit 06pa3 pokoBoii!
J0BOIBHO A MIOOU/; OTHAITE MHE
MOKOI1!»

Ho mMpauHnas 1106085 1 06pas
He3a0BeHHbII

Ocranmices Be4HO 6bI ¢ TOOOIT.

You find delight in sorrowful passion,

To you, the flow of tears is pleasant,

You weary your imagination with useless
ardour,

And in the heart quiet despondency is
concealed.

Believe, you do not love, inexperienced
dreamer!

Oh, if you, the seeker of sad feelings,
Understood the terrible folly of love,
When its full poison boiled in your blood.
If in the long hours of a sleepless night
Abed, slowly tormented by melancholy,
You called on deceptive rest,

Vainly pressing closed your sorrowful eyes.
Covers hot, sobbing, you embraced

And dried the frenzy of futile wishing -
Believe, it was then that you starved

The thankless dreaming. No, no!

In tears after falling to the feet

Of the haughty mistress,

Trembling, pale, frenzied,

It was then you exclaimed to the gods:
‘Restore, gods, my darkened reason,

Take from me this fateful pattern!

I’ve loved enough; return me to peace!’
But gloomy love and unforgettable images
Would remain eternally with you.



Song: O3POXXJJEHVE

REBIRTH

Song: 3IMHVIT BEYEP

A WINTER EVENING ***

XygoXKHUK-BapBap KUCTBIO COHHOI
KapTtuny renns yepHut

W cBoit prcyHOK 6e33aKOHHBIN
Hap Heit 6eccMBICIEHHO YepTHT.

Ho xpacku uyxpple, ¢ 1eTamu,
CriafjafoT BeTXOIll yenryers;
CosfaHbe reHus npef HaMn
Bprxoput ¢ mpe>xHeii KpacoToii.

Tak ncye3aroT 3a6My>KAeHbA

C U3My4eHHOI Lymmu Moeri,

1 Bo3HUKAIOT B Hell BUJEHbsT
IlepBoHayanbHBIX, YNCTHIX JHEIL.

A savage artist, brushstrokes sleepy,
The painting of a genius mars,
With sacrilegious scrawl unseemly
A senseless mess on it he tars.

But as the years pass, colors foreign
Fall off, like snakeskin’s ancient flakes,
What genius wrought once gets reborn
Again, and former beauty takes.

Just so, my erring ways do vanish,

And in my wracked soul leave no trace,
Then visions rise up with a flourish
From pure and innocent first days.

Song: FOHOIIY, TOPbKO PBIJJA4...

BITTERLY SOBBING

IOHouIY, ropbKO phIfast, peBHUBAsA
feBa OpaHMIa;

K Heill Ha 7Ie40 NMpeK/I0OHeH, I0HOIIA
BIPYT 3afipeMal.
JleBa TOTYaC YMOJIK/IA, COH €ro JIETKUII
nenes,

W ynsibanace emy, TUXME ClIe3bl
.

Weeping bitterly, a jealous maiden re-
proached a young man.

The lad suddenly fell asleep, leaning
against her shoulder.
The maid fell silent at once, cherishing his
ethereal sleep,

And she smiled at him, shedding quiet
tears.

Translation: Unknown

Byps Mmoo He60 Kpoer,
Buxpu cHexXHbIe KPYTs;

To, KaK 3Bepb, OHa 3aBOeT,
To sanmmaueT, Kak muTH,

To o xpoBite 06BeTIIANION
Bapyr conomoiit samrymur,
To, Kak NyTHNK 3aMO3/IAIbIIL,
K HaM B OKOIIKO 3aCTY4UT.

Hamnra Berxas magy>xka

U meyanpHa U TeMHa.

Yro Ke ThbI, MO CTAPYILKA,
ITpuymonkna y okHa?

Byps Mmoo He60 KpoerT,
Buxpu cHexXHbIe KPYTs;

To, xak 3Bepb, OHa 3aBOeT,
To sanmnmaueT, Kak muTH,

To o xpoBite 06BeTIIANON
Bnpyr conomoiit samrymur,
To, Kak NyTHNK 3aIO3/IAIbIIL,
K HaM B OKOIIKO 3aCTY4UT.

Hamnra Berxas magy>xka
 neyanbHa 1 TeMHa.

Yro Ke ThbI, MO CTAPYILKA,
ITpuymonkna y okHa?

Vinu 6ypu 3aBpIBaHbEM

Tb1, MoI1 APYT, yTOM/IEHA,

Vinu gpemmelns 1oy, sKy*oKaHbeM
Cpoero BepereHa?

Brinbewm, mobpast mogpyxka
benmnoii 1oHOCTH MOe€Ii,

BoimbeM c rops; rae ke Kpy»Kka?
Ceppuy 6yneT Beceneit.

Croii MHe IIeCHIO, KaK CMHNIIA
Tuxo 3a MopeM xua;

Croii MHe MeCHIO, KaK JIeBuIia
3a BoOl1 MOYTPY LIIA.

Snowstorm, gloom-filled, heavens drowning,
Wild the snowy whirlwind flies:

Sometimes, like a beast, it’s howling,
Sometimes, like a child, it cries,

Sometimes, on our roof’s frayed border
With a gust the straw resounds;

Sometimes, like a lost late wanderer,

On our little window pounds.

Our ramshackle hut, half-ruined,
Feels so dark, by sadness crushed,
Why do you, my dear old woman,
By the window sit so hushed?

Snowstorm, gloom-filled, heavens drowning,
Wild the snowy whirlwind flies:

Sometimes, like a beast, it’s howling,
Sometimes, like a child, it cries,

Sometimes, on our roof’s frayed border
With a gust the straw resounds;

Sometimes, like a lost late wanderer,

On our little window pounds.

Our ramshackle hut, half-ruined,

Feels so dark, by sadness crushed,

Why do you, my dear old woman,

By the window sit so hushed?

Say, my friend, has the storm’s muttering
Worn you out, brought you to heel?

Or are you just somewhat slumbering,
As you click your spinning wheel?

Let’s just drink, my dear old friend

(even since when I was a poor, small boy);
Where’s your mug now? Drink from grieving,
And the heart will feel more joy.

Sing for me your song, how bluebird

Lived in peace beyond the sea.

Sing how one morning a girl heard,

As to fetch water went she...

*** Pushkin dedicated this poem to Arina Rodionovna (1758-1828) who was his nanny and also the entire
family’s maid, and later in life - a close confidant of the poet. This poem was written when in exile in
Mikhailovskoe village which Arina shared with Pushkin. During this time, Arina shared multiple folk tales
and songs which Pushkin carefully documented and used in his works. She also became a prototype of some
of the beloved female characters in Pushkin’s works such as the nanny in “Eugene Onegin.” TH)
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A RUSSIAN MUSIC SALON Lyrics, Poems - continued

Reading: ITIPOPOK

JIyXOBHOI1 Ka)K[I0I0 TOMUM,

B mycThIHE MpaYHOIT 4 BIaYWICA, —
W mecTukpsiibii cepapum

Ha nepenytbe MHe ABUICA.
ITepcramu nerkumMu Kak coH

Moux 3eHu1] KOCHYIICS OH.

OTBep3nuch Bellyie 3eHNIIbI,
Kak y ucryransoit opaniisl.

Moux y1eit KOCHYICS OH, —
VI ¥X HamomHMI IIyM ¥ 3BOH:

W BHsn 51 Heba coporaHbe,

VI ropHmMit aHTEIOB MOJIET,

W rapg MOpCKMX TTOBOTHBIIN X0,
W ponbHelt 10351 Ipo3sibaHbe.

W oH K ycTaM MOUM NPUHIUK,

V1 BpIpBaI IrpelHblil MO A3BIK,
VI mpa3gHOCTIOBHBIIT 1 TyKaBblii,
W xano myapbig 3Men

B ycra samepine Mmou

Broxun gecHuIiero KpoBaBoii.

W oH MHe Ipyab paccek MeYoM,
W ceppiie TpeneTHOE BBIHYIL,

W yri1b, npUIaronyit orueM,

Bo rpyab oTBEpPCTYIO BOIBUHYIL.
Kak Tpyn B IyCTBIHE 5 TeXall,
W 60ra rmac Ko MHe BO33BaL:
«BoccTaHb, IPOPOK, U BIDKAD, U
BHEMJIN,

VcnionHuCh BOIEO MOEIT,

W, 06xops Mmops u 3emu,
I'maronom >xru ceppuia moger».

THE PROPHET

With thirsting soul wracked, worn and thin,
I marched through bleakest desert onwards,
And a six-winged Seraphim

Appeared to me upon a crossroads.

With fingers light as sleep then he

But grazed my eyes most gracefully,
And my foreseeing eyelids started,

Like a young frightened eaglet, startled.

And to my ears then he reached out,
And filled them with a ringing shout:
To Heaven’s shuddering I hearkened,
And to the lofty angels’ flight,

To slithering things in deep seas’ night,
To valley grapes grown dull, cold, hardened.
And then upon my lips he clung,

And then tore out my sinner’s tongue,
That babbles, idle, cunning, moody.

In my mouth, numb now to all things,
He placed the sharp wise serpent’s sting,
He placed it with his right hand bloody,
Took sword, in my breast cut a hole,
Took out my feeble heart a-quaking,
Then, while it blazed, put in a coal,

The gap in gaping breast replacing.

In desert sand I corpse-like lay.
To me then God’s voice called, to say:

“Arise, thou Prophet, see and hearken,
By my will let your soul be stirred,
And, wandering by lands and waters,
Burn people’s hearts up with my word.”

Reading: MOJI TAJINICMAH

XpaHU MeHs, MOJI TallCMaH,
XpaHU MeHs BO JHU TOHEHbS,
Bo gHu packasHbs, BOTHEHb:
XpaHU MeHs, MOJI TalCMaH.

Korma mogpiMeT oKeaH
Bokpyr MeH: Ba/Ibl peBydn,
Korpa rpo3oro rpsaHyT Ty4H,
XpaHU MeHs, MOJI TalCMaH.

B yenuHeHbe 9y>KbIX CTPaH,
Ha none cky4HOTro nokos.

B TpeBore mrameHHoro 60s
XpaHU MeHs, MOJI TalMCMaH.

CBsAIEHHDIN CIaJJOCTHBI 06MaH,
Iy Bonuie6Hoe CBETHIIO. ..
OHO COKPBITTOCH, USMEHUIIO. ..
XpaHu MeH:, MO TaJIMCMaH.

ITyckaii >ke BBEK CepAeYHbIX paH
He pactpaBut BocnoMuHaHbe.
IIpomaii, HageXXa; CIIy, YKeTaHbe;
XpaHU MeHs, MOJI TallCMaH.

MY TALISMAN
Deliver me, my talisman.
Deliver me from fear and fleeing,
Days of remorse and worry healing:
Deliver me, my talisman.

When rising by the ocean strand
The waves around me crash in pounding,

And when with lightning clouds are sounding,

Deliver me, my talisman.

Lost in seclusion, in strange lands,
In boredom ‘s lull my bosom taming,
In the alarm of battle flaming,
Deliver me, my talisman.

You are my soul’s own magic lamp,
You sweet and sacred trickery,

When you drop down, are flickering!
Deliver me, my talisman.

Wounds of the heart help me withstand
Forever; bad memories burn with fire!
Farewell, fond Hope; and sleep, Desire
Deliver me, my talisman.



