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Russia’s rich tradition of art song was rooted in the genteel drawing-room

and salon culture of the early 19th century. Gradually these modest lyrical
“romances” set their sights higher to embrace dramatic and philosophical
themes, but never lost their infimacy and their ties to the treasured lines of
favourite poets. This selection explores some fascinating, but less-frodden

paths through this repertoire, inspired principally by the theme of distant lands.
Dreams of travel, romantic landscapes, love and loss, and ruminations on

life and death — these motifs appeared at the height of Imperial Russia, and
their appeal endured even amidst the paroxysms of Stalin’s rule. In this recital,
Alexander Borodin (1833-1887), a celebrated chemistry professor and part-time
composer from St Petersburg meets Sergei Taneyev (1856-1915), a formidable
Moscow professor of composition from the next generation; Dmitry Shostakovich
(1906-1975) stands alongside another major symphonist, his Moscow colleague
Nikolai Myaskovsky (1881-1950), and Shostakovich's student Boris Tchaikovsky
(1925-1996), a prodigy widely known for his film music, passes the baton to Elena
Firsova, a post-Soviet émigré to England and a distinctive lyrical voice of today.

Boris Tchaikovsky's two romances From Kipling (1994) are among his last pieces
- he had planned a full song cycle but did not live to complete the project. The
texts may be humorous, but Tchaikovsky's settings lend them a thoughtful and
melancholy colouring, prompting us to look for other possible meanings. The text
of the The Distant Amazon was already well known to the Soviet public thanks to
Samuil Marshak’s catchy translation which had been set as a jolly little ditty with
great popular appeal. The ditty appealed to the keen thirst for travel to distant
lands prevalent among Soviet citizens, even if the prospects of quenching that
thirst were zero for most of them, and so the poem had already acquired a
bitter-sweet flavour. In Tchaikovsky's affecting duet between the voice and solo
viola we may also sense the narrowing of options as we move towards the end
of our lives. The song Homer has an even more personal ring to it as it describes
a poet (or the composer) who can only retell old tales, but manages to do



SO in an amusing manner, so much so that the public is content. Transparent
harmonics in the viola are used to evoke a mysterious and distant past, while
also inviting us to take the song in earnest, perhaps even as an artistic credo.

Dmitri Shostakovich's music of the early 1950s divides sharply into public and
private works: in those dark, paranoid years of late Stalinism it was prudent to
release only those pieces that were optimistic and easy on the ear. These two
settings of texts by Lermontov belonged emphatically to the “private” category.
In both songs Shostakovich engages with the traditions of 19th century art song
on his own terms. The general shapes of musical phrases and textures may look
reassuringly familiar on the page - like the piano accompaniment in the Ballad
which seems to depict the waves — but the harmony is elusive and ever-shifting,
while the atmosphere is decidedly morose. Morning in the Caucasus is a shade
brighter, but it refuses to setftle on the main major chord for more than a fleeting
moment. If Shostakovich had given these songs a premiere at the time, the
critics would have castigated him for indulging again in artistic “formalism”.

In the event, the songs were left unpublished until they were found among
Shostakovich's papers after his death.

These two songs by Alexander Borodin became instant Russian musical classics
as soon as he had written them. The prolific critic Vladimir Stasov steered the
“Mighty Handful” group of composers towards original national art, and he

was wildly enthusiastic on hearing these songs. Borodin's admiration for Robert
Schumann can be detected in both, but he has absorbed and personalised

the older composer’s language. The bitterness of Heine's text elicits a striking
harmonic turn in the middle of My Songs are Full of Poison (1868), a pivot which
abruptly removes the song from the genre of Russian domestic or salon songs. In
For the Distant Shores (1881), a Pushkin sefting, Borodin masterfully conveys the
poem'’s burning sense of loss. The vocal line is austere at fimes, as if choking back
tears, but the piano colours it with myriad shades of emotion subtly implying what
we are not explicitly told in the words.



Sergei Taneyev belongs to the following generation of Russian composers and
takes the art of Russian song to a further level of sophistication. Yakov Polonsky’s
poem A Night in the Scottish Highlands portrays an enigmatic landscape full of
mysterious echoes, echoes which Taneyev enhances with vivid word painting.
The piano imitates the sweet plucking of a lute, or the brazen vigour of a

horn call, and in one passage it even manages to convey the image of rocks
tumbling over a precipice. Beyond these vivid pictorial elements, the music,
striving and nearly ecstatic, is powerfully persuasive on its own terms. By confrast,
the grief of Stalactites seems to take Borodin’s “Distant Shores” a step further.
The stalactites, symbolising eternal “frozen’” tears, are represented in the piano
part through a repeated chordal figure, ever present and always gently falling.
The vocal part presents a contrasting melody and at times both the musicians
fall into the gravitational pull of one recurring motive. The ever-changing
combinations of melodic elements remind us that Taneyev was the foremost
master of counterpoint in his time, and he could work out these complexities
with the art that conceals art.

We return to Boris Tchaikovsky, and a selection of his Lermontov settings.
Tchaikovsky approaches this poet in a vastly different manner to Shostakovich,
and he sets the words in a fluent, melodic manner that reflects the sing-song
style of the verses, particularly in Autumn. These songs are the work of a young
prodigy still searching for a personal voice at the age of fifteen. The Pine is one
of Lermontov’'s most celebrated poems and it had been set by many composers
in the past. This daunting artistic precedent spurred Tchaikovsky to bolder
invention, and he plays deftly with shifting musical metres, producing a song
that is both distinctive and delightful, earning a secure place among the other
settings of the poem.



Nikolai Myaskovsky's Albatross comes from his youthful collection of songs on the
words by Konstantin Balmont. Balmont was a Symbolist poet, but he held back
from the more extreme opacity of the movement. This made him a Symbolist
congenial to composers, who could approach his imagery with confidence.
Myaskovsky captures the rhythm of the gently rocking ocean waves in the piano
part, while the albatross soars and glides in the rising phrases of the voice. It

is a mesmerising landscape, unveiled through hauntingly gloomy harmonies.

But change is afoot: as the poet finds power and freedom in solitude, the

mood brightens and intensifies. It is tempting to see the song as a reflection of
Myaskovsky's own doleful and hermetic character.

If Shostakovich’s Spanish Songs seem to lack any of the composer’s
characteristics, there is a simple reason for that: they are essentially
arrangements of Spanish melodies he was given by the contralto Zara
Dolukhanova. She had recently been one of the performers in the premiere
of Shostakovich's From Jewish Folk Poefry, and she most likely expected the
composer to do something equally idiosyncratic with the Spanish material.
But his treatment of the songs was self-effacing, with a lightly scored and
sympathetic piano accompaniment. Dolukhanova premiered them with
Shostakovich, but lost interest in them afterwards. Many other singers, however,
were delighted with the songs and the Soviet critics where pleased that
Shostakovich had produced such simple and accessible “people’s music”. If
anything, we can detect Shostakovich in the economy of the writing, where
other composers preferred to treat Spanish themes in a lush and extravagant
manner.

The next two songs by Shostakovich were only discovered recently. These were
off cuts from the score for the film Belinsky (1950) by the distinguished director
Grigory Kozintsev. A Pointless Gift is a pastiche of early 19th century drawing-
room songs, while Desdemona’s Romance is more individual (and quite possibly



stemmed from an abandoned project of incidental music for Othello). It is hard
to imagine that anyone could deride this song as “formalist gimmickry”, but
that was the phrase used when the materials for the film were presented to the
Ministry of Cinematography. At this point, Shostakovich was still under the cloud
of being denounced for the complexity of his music two years earlier, so such a
complaint meant that the composer was in no position to defend the song, and
it was cut.

Elena Firsova made her name in the closing years of the Soviet Union, but she
has lived and worked in Britain since the early 1990s. She is represented here by
her settings of two contrasting poems by Boris Pasternak. The first of these, The
Wind comes from the novel Doctor Zhivago, where it appears as if it is the work
of the protagonist. It is a greeting to the beloved from beyond the grave, simple
and stark, and Firsova responds to this simplicity by using that fraditional musical
symbol of death, the medieval chant Dies irae. Twilight comes from 1909, at the
beginning of Pasternak’s career, and it belongs firmly to the Symbolist movement
that dominated Russian literature at the time. Its meaning is quite opaque,
although some medieval references may remind us of scenes from a pre-
Raphaelite painting, and the poem’s beauty lies in the music of its alliterations.
To match these delicate word patterns, Firsova provides equally enticing and
refined harmonies and has the singer deliver the lines in a declamatory fashion,
closely following their shiftfing poetic rhythms and matching the intensity of the
music to the poetic images.

Balmont’s poem Sphinx, set by Myaskovsky, takes a Symbolist theme from
ancient Egypt but concentrates concretely on the grandiosity of the immense
sculpture and the cruel treatment of the slaves who toiled to build if, leaving a
record of their suffering that has endured for over four thousand years. The song
starts with enigmatic music drawn from Russian portrayals of the supernatural
and continues as a darkly dramatic monologue.



The final track is Firsova’s Winter Elegy (for countertenor and string trio), a song
bordering on a solo cantata. It is a setting of one of Pushkin’'s most famous
poems, loved by generations of Russians for its mixture of philosophy and lyricism,
with a touch of wry humour. Firsova's deft word-painting follows the progress of
the poem sympathetically, resolving in the sweetly pained ethereal sounds that
seem to grant the poet his desire to escape.

Professor Marina Frolova-Walker FBA

Hamish MclLaren

Countertenor

Hamish studied history at St. John's College, Cambridge, where he also sang

as a choral scholar. From 2016 to 2019 he studied vocal performance at the
Royal Academy of Music in London. Hamish developed a passion for Russian
culture as a teenager and studied Russian while at school. One of his first opera
roles at university was — incongruously enough — as the petulant social climbing
Vava in Shostakovich's hilarious operetta Cheryomushki Moskva. While at music
college Hamish was fortunate enough to be taught Russian song by Ludmilla
Andrew, and it was in the library of the Royal Academy of Music that Hamish
first encountered the songs of Taneyev, Myaskovsky, and Firsova. Exhilarated
by these songs, Hamish travelled to Russia in the summer of 2018, and there he
combed through music shops from St Petersburg, to Moscow, and onto remote
Irkutsk in Siberia. Many of the songs featured on this CD were brought back from
this trip, including the two hitherto unrecorded film songs by Shostakovich.

Upon graduating from the Royal Academy of Music Hamish has launched a
career as a freelance singer. He has toured South America, Europe and Russia
with the Monteverdi Choir under the baton of John Eliot Gardiner, and he has
performed on stage for British Youth Opera, the Royal Academy of Opera
and Hampstead Garden Opera amongst others. Future engagements include
performances for Opera Settecento and English Touring Opera.
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Matthew Jorysz

Piano

Matthew Jorysz studied at Clare College, Cambridge, where he read music and
held the Organ Scholarship. After graduating, he moved to London where he has
held the post of Assistant Organist at Westminster Abbey since 2016. His work as
an organist has seen tours of Europe and the USA, broadcasts on BBC Radio and
television and several recordings, most notably of Duruflé’s Requiem with Neal
Davies and Jennifer Johnston.

Alongside this, he works as a pianist and chamber musician, chiefly collaborating
with singers. Recent projects have included performances of Schubert’s Die
schéne Mdllerin, Messiaen’s Poemes pour Mi, Schumann's Dichterliebe, Britten's
Winter Words and a series of Britten’s Canficles performed at Westminster Abbey.

Nathalie Green-Buckley

Viola

Nathalie, 25, gained her Masters with DipRAM from the Royal Academy of Music

in July 2018 where she studied the viola with Martin Outram. Having been principal
viola of the National Youth Orchestra, Nathalie went on to pursue further orchestral
playing whilst she read Music at the University of Cambridge and was a player

on the London Symphony Orchestra String Experience Scheme, performing

with the orchestra a number of times. Nathalie also spent two months with the
Glyndebourne Tour Orchestra in the 2018 season as part of its ‘Pit Perfect’ Scheme.
In 2018 Nathalie performed Mozart’s Sinfonia Concertante with the Magna Sinfonia.

Chamber music is another passion; as a member of the Halcyon Quartet, formed in
2012 by four students at the Royal Academy of Music, Nathalie has performed with
the quartet twice at St. Peter’s Eaton Square, at the Royal Opera House and in the
2018 Bermuda Music Festival. The quartet is currently the ensemble-in-residence at
Holy Sepulchre London and recently launched an online concert series.



1. From Kipling: The distant Amazon (1994)

Ha aAanékon AMasoHke I've never been.
He 6bIBAA 1 HUKOTAQ. To the distant Amazon
TOABKO (AOH» U (MaraaAmHQ)) - Only the Don and the Magdaling,
bbICTpOXOAHbIE CYAQ, - Fast cutters,
TOABKO (AOH» 1 «MArAQAMHO) Only the Don and the Magdalina
XOAST MO MOPIO TYAQ. Go there, across the sea.
M3 AMBEPMYABCKOM FOBAHMU From the Port of Liverpool
Bceraa no yetsepram Every Thursday
CyAQ yXOAST B MAQBOHbE The ships set sail
K AGAEKMM Beperam. For distant shores.
[AbIBYT OHM B bpasuaumio, They sail to Brazil,
bpasunamio, Brazil,
bpasunanio, Brazil,
N g xouy B bpasmamio, Well I'd like to go to Brazil,
K AaAéknm Beperaml To distant shores!
Hukoraa Bbl HE HOMAETE You'll never discover
B HALLMX CEBEPHbBIX AECAX In our northern forests
AAVMHHOXBOCTbIX 4ryapOB, Long-tailed jaguars
BpOHEHOCHbIX Yepenax. And armadillo turtles.
Ho B COAHEYHOM Bpa3nAmK, But in sunny Brazil,
BpasmAmm moen, My Brazil,
Takoe uzobuame There's such a wealth
HeBmAOQHHbIX 3Bepem! Of unknown animals!
YBUXXY AW bpasmamio, Will | get to see Brazil,
Bpasuaumio, Brazil,
Bpasmamio? Brazile
YBUMXY AW Bpasnamio Will | see Brazil
AO CTOPOCTH MOoeM?e Before | grow old?

Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936): ‘I've never sailed the Amazon’ (in the Just So Stories, published 1902),
translated into Russian by Samuil Marshak (1887-1964).
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2. From Kipling: Homer (1994)

[OMeEP BCE AEreHAbl HO CBETE 3HAA,
1 BCE NoAxoAdLLEE U3 CTAPDS

OH, HE LEPEMOHICH, NEPEHMMAA,
Ho c BAECKOM, - U TOK XKE AEAQIO 4.

A AEBKM C BA30PA AQ AIOA NPOCTOM
M BCE 3HATOKM M3 MOPCKOM BPATBbI
CMEKAAU: HOBMHKM-TO C BOPOAOH, -
HO CAYLLIOAM TUXO - TOK Xe, KOK Bbl.

romep ObIA YBEPEH: HE MOMNPEKHYT
3a 31O NpPU BCTPEYE BO3AE KOPYMBI,
A PA3BE YTO APYXKECKMU MOAMMIHYT,
N OH MOAMMIHET - HY TOK XK€, KOK Abl.

Homer knew all the legends around,
And all the useful flotsam

He grabbed without much ado,

But with a twinkle - just like me.

And the girls from the bazaar, simple people

And all the connoisseurs among the sea folk
Redalised: here was some sort of novelty-in-a-beard, -
But they listened quietly, just like you did.

Homer was sure: he wouldn't be chided for this
At his meeting by the tavern,

And was that a friendly wink,

For he did wink - well, just like us.

Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936): ‘Homer' (in the Just So Stories, published 1902), translated into Russian

by Alexander Shcherbakov (1932-1994).

3. Two Romances to Poems by Lermontov: Morning in the Caucasus, Op.84 No.2 (1950)

¥YTpo Ha Kaskase

CeTaeT — BbETCSH AMKOM NEAEHOM
BOKpyr AECUCTbIX FTOP TYMAOH HOYHOM;
ELié y Hor KaBka3a TULLMHQ;

MOAYUT TABYH, PeKA XYPUUT OAHQ.
BOT HO CKOAE HOBOPOXAEHHbIM AYY

3APAEACSH BAPYT, MPOPE3CBLLMCH MEX TyM,

M pO30BbIM MO PEYKE M LLUATPAM
Pa3AMACS BAECK, U CBETUT TAM UM TAM:
TaK AEBYLLIKM, KyrnagCs B TEHM,

Koraga yBMAAT IOHOLLIY OHMU,

KpacHeloT BCe, K 3eMAE CKAOHSIOT B30P:

Ho kak 6exaTtb, KOAb BAM3IOK MMABIM BOP!..

Lermontov (written 1830, published 1889)

Morning in the Caucasus

It is growing light - the night fog threads

A wild veil around the wooded mountains.

It is still silent at the foot of the Caucasus;

The herd is quiet, only a river murmurs.

Here on the cliff a fresh ray cuts through the clouds,
Blushing all of a sudden,

And pink light spills across the river and the tents,

It shines here and there.

It's just like when girls bathing in the shade

See a young man.

They all blush and look fo the ground,

But how to run away, when a gentle thief’s close by!
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4. Two Romances to Poems by Lermontov: Ballad, Op.84 No.1 (1950)

baanaaa

HaA mopem KpaCaBULLO-AEBA CUAMT;
M, K APYTry AQCKQSCS, TOK FTOBOPMT:

«AOCTAHb OXXepeAbe, CNyCTUCH HA AHO;
CeroAHs B Ny4MHy ynaAo oHo!

Tbl 3TUM AOKOXKELLIb CBOIO MHE AIODOBbB!)
BCKMNEAQ AMXAS Y IOHOLLIM KPOBb,

N yM €ro oOHSA HEBOAbHbIM HEAYT,
OH B NeHHYI0 BE3AHY KMAOETCA BAPYT.

13 Be3aHbl NEPAOBBIE BPLI3MM AETAT,
N BOAHbBI TECHSTCA, M MYOATCA HO3CA,

N CHOBA MPUXOAST M O Beper BbioT,
BOT MMAOIO APYra OHU MPUHECYT.

O cHacTbe! OH XKMB, OH CKAAY YXBATUA,
B pyke oxepeAbe, HO MPAYEH KOK ObIA.

OH BEPUTb BOUTCH YCTAABIM HOTAOM,
N BACXKHbIE KYAPWM BETYT MO MAEYAM...

(CKOXM, HE AIODAIO MAb AIODAIO 5 TEDS,
AAS MEPAOB MNPEKPACHOM U XXM3Hb HE LLIASY,

[TO CAOBY CMYCTMACSH HA YHEPHOE AHO,
B KOPAAAOBOM rPOTE AEXAAO OHO.

Bo3bMMIy — 1 MEYAABHbIM OH B30P YCTREMMA
Ha 10, 4TO AOPOXKE OH XKM3HU AIOOUA.

OTtBeT ObIA: «O MUAbIM, O OHOLLIC MOM!
AOCTOHb, ECAM AIOOULLIb, KOPAAA AOPOrOM.

C AyLLIOM BE3HAAEXKHOM MACAOK YAQAEL,

MPELIFHYA, 4TO6 HAMTU UAb KOPOAA, MAb KOHELL.

N3 Be3aHbl NEPAOBLIE BPLI3MM AETAT,
N BOAHbI TECHSTCS, M MYATCA HO3QA,

N CHOBAO MPUXOAAT 1 O Beper BbloT,
HO MMAOIO APYra OHW HE HECYT.

Ballad

A beautiful maiden sits by the seq,

And says o her friend, tenderly:

“Fetch my necklace, go down to the bottom;
It fell into the abyss today!

Thus will you prove your love to mel”

The youth's valiant blood boiled;

His mind was touched by an unwitting sickness
And he suddenly dived into the foamy depths.
From the abyss pearly spray flies,

And the waves cluster and race back,

And return and beat against the shore.

Then they bring back the dear friend.

Ohjoy! He's dlive, he's caught hold of the cliff,
The necklace in his hand, but how gloomy he is.
He's afraid to frust his exhausted legs,

And his wet locks run down his shoulders...

“Tell me if | love you or not,

For didn’t I risk my life for these fine pearls?

At your word | dived to the dark sea bed;

In a coral grotto they were lying.

Take them!” And sorrowfully he laid eyes

Upon her whom he loved more than his life.
The answer was: “Oh my dear, oh my young one!
If you love me, fetch the precious coral”.

With a hopeless soul, the young hero

Dives to find either coral or his end.

From the abyss pearly spray flies,

And the waves cluster and race back.

They return and beat against the shore,

But the dear friend they do not bring.

Lermontov, translated in 1829 from Schiller's Der Taucher (The Diver) and Der Handschuh

(The Glove), both written in 1797.
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5. My songs are full of poison (composed 1868, published 1870)

OTpaBOM MOAHbBI MOM MECHM -
N MOXET AU MHQAYE OblaTb?

Tbl, MMAQS, TMOEABHBIM SAOM
CyMEAT MHE XM3Hb OTPCABMUTH.

OTpaBOM MNOAHbI MOM NECHMU -

N MOXET AU MHaYE BbITbe
HeMAAO 3Mel B CEPALLE HOLLLY 4
N AOAXKEH TEDS B HEM HOCUTB!

My songs are full of poison -

And how could it be otherwise?

You, my sweet, with deadly venom
Have succeeded in poisoning my life.

My songs are full of poison -

And how could it be otherwise?

| carry a lot of snakes in my heart
And | have to carry you in it!

Translated by L. A. Mei (1858), after Heine's Vergiftet sind meine Lieder...

6. For the distant shores of your native country
(composed 1881, on the death of Mussorgsky)

AN ©eperoB OT4M3HbI AQABHOM
Tbl MOKMAQAQ KPQAM HY>KOK;

B yaoc He3a6BeHHbIM, B YOC NEYOAbHbIM

A AOATO MAQKQOA Npea TOOOM.

Mou xaaaetoLLme pyku

Te®s CTAPAAUCH YAEPXKAT;
TOMAEHBS CTPRALLIHOIO PA3AYKM
Mol CTOH MOAMA HE NPEPLIBATH.

HO Tbl OT rOpbKOro AOBG3aHbS
CBOM YCTO OTOPBAAQ;

3 KPOS MPAYHOTO M3rHAHbBA
Tbl B KPOM MHOM MEHS 3BAAQ.

Tbl FOBOPUAQ: «B A€Hb CBMAQHbS,
MNoa HEBGOM BEYHO FOAYDbIM,

B TeHM OAMB AKOOBM AOD3AHBS

Mbl BHOBb, MOM APYT, COEAMHUM N

Bound for the distant shores of your native
country,

You left this foreign land;

At that unforgettable hour, that miserable hour,
| wept before you for a long fime.

Growing ever colder, my hands tried
To hold you back,

My groans begged you not to interrupt
My yearning at this terrible separation.

But you tore your lips free

From that bitter kiss;

From a land of gloomy exile

You called me towards a different realm.

You said "On the day we meet,

Under an eternally blue sky

In the shade of the olive trees, with a loving
embrace

We'll be reunited once again.”
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Ho Tam, yBbI, rA€ HEBO CBOAbI
CusatoT B OAeCKe TOAYOOM,

[A€ MOA CKOAOMM APEMAIOT BOAbI,
3ACHYAQ Tbl MOCAEAHUM CHOM.

TBOS KpACA, TBOM CTPAAQHbS
Mcyesam B ypHe rpoboBou,
Mcyes m NoLLEAYM CBUAOHDS. ..

Ho XAy ero: oH 3a Tobowum!

Pushkin (written 1830, published 1841)

But there, alas, where the vaulting heaven
Shines a deep blue,

Where beneath the rocks the waters doze,
You drift info your final sleep.

All your beauty, your sufferings

Have gone into the funeral urn

Together with that farewell kiss...

But | am still waiting for it. You owe it to me!

7. 5 Romances to poems by Y. Polonsky: A Night in the Scottish Highlands,
Op.33 No.1 (composed 1911, published 1912)

CnuLLb AU Tbl, BPAT MOM?
Y>K HO4b OCTbIAQ;

B XOAOAHbIW,
CepebpsHbli Baeck
[MOTOHYAM BEPLLIMHBI
[OOMAAHbBIX

CurHeloLmMx rop.

N TUX0O, 1 9CHO,

M CABILLHO, KOK C I'YAOM
KaTtutcsa B 6e3AHY
OTOPBAHHBIM KOMEHD.
N BMAHO, KOK XOAMT
MNoa 06AQKOMM

Ha oTAGAEHHOM

foAnOM yTECE

AVKNA KO3AEHOK.

Can you redlly be sleeping, my brother?
The night is already chilled.

In a cold,

Silvery glow

The tops of the huge,

Blue mountains

Are smothered.

Quietly and clearly,

A rumbling is heard,

As a sheered-off rock
Rolls into the abyss.

And beneath the clouds
Can be seen walking
On a bare,

Remote cliff,

A wild goat.
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CnuLb AU Tbl, BPAT MOIN?
lNywe mryLie

CTOHOBMTCS LIBET MOAYHOYHOTO HEDQ;

dpye u dpye

[OpaT NAQHETHI -
[PO3HO

CBepKaeT BO MPAKe
Mey OpuroHa.

BctaHb, 6par!

M3 3amKa

HEBUMAMMOMN AKOTHU
Bo3AyLLHOE NeHbe

MNMPUHEC 1 YHEC CBEXMM BETEP.

BctaHb, 6par!

OTBETHbIN,
MPOH3UTEABHO-PE3KMIN

3BYK MEAHOrO pora

TpW>KAbl B TOPAX PA3ACBAACH,

N ToMXKAbI

OpAbl MPOCLINAAMCH HO THE3ACKX.

TpWXKAbI OPAbI MPOCHINAAMCH HO THE3ACKX.

OpAbl MPOCHINAAMCH HO THE3ACKX.

Are you asleep, my brothere
The colour of the midnight sky
Is becoming ever richer.

The planets burn

Ever brighter.

Menacingly,

Gleams in the darkness

The Sword of Orion.

Get up, brother!

From a castle

The sounds of etherial singing

And an unseen lute

Are carried here and there by the fresh breeze.

Get up, brother!

The answering,

Piercing, bright

Sound of a copper horn

Has echoed across the mountains thrice,
And thrice

The eagles in their nests have woken.
Thrice the eagles in their nests have woken.
The eagles in their nests have woken.

Yakov Polonsky (1819-1898): A Night in the Scottish Highlands (published 1844).
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8. 10 poems from Ellis’ collection ‘Immortals’: Stalactites, Op.26 No.é

(composed 1908, published 1911)

CTAAQKTUTBI

MHe AOPOT rPOT, TA€ AbIMHBIM CBETOM

Mom dbakeA cympak 6arpaHmT,
[A€ 3XO rPYCTHOE 3BYYMT
Ha B3AOX HEBOAbHbIM MO OTBETOM;

MHe AOPOT rPOT, TA€ CTAACQKTMUTD,
KaK ropbkux CAE3 3AMEP3LLIMI PSA,
Ha cBOAOX KOMEHHbIX BUCHT,

FA€ KANAM NAAQIOT HA MAMTBI.

MyCTb BEHHO B CYMPAKE MEYAABHOM
LL.apuT TOp>XECTBEHHbIM MOKOM,

N CTAOAQKTUTBI MPEAO MHOM

Bucat ybopom NorpebaAAbHbIM...

¥YBbl! AtOOBM MOEM AQBHO
3AMEP3AM TOPECTHbIE CAE3bI,
Ho BCE e cepaLy CYy>XAEHO
PblAQTb 1 B 3MMHME MOPO3bI.

Stalactites

How dear to me is the grotto, where, with
smoky light,

My torch paints the twilight red,

Where a sad echo sounds

In answer to my involuntary sigh;

How dear to me is the grotto, where stalactites,
Like a row of bitter tears, frozen,

Hang from stone vaults,

Where drops fall on slabs.

May solemn peace reign forever

In the melancholy twilight,

And may the stalactites hang in front of me,
As a funeral drape...

Alas! The bitter tears of my love
Have long since become frozen,
Yet still, the heart is destined

To keep sobbing in the winter frosts.

Translation info Russian by Lev Lvovich Kobylinsky (1889-1947) ‘Ellis’, from the album The Immortals
(Moscow, 1904). Based on Les stalactites from Les solitudes by René-Francois Sully-Prudhomme

(1839-1907).
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9. Two Poems by Mikhail Lermontov: Autumn (composed 1940)

OceHb Autumn

AUNCTbA B MOAE MOXEATEAH, The leaves in the field have turned yellow
N Kpy>XATCS U AETHT; And they whirl and fly;

AULLIb B ©OPY NOHMKLLIM EAU While in the forest drooping spruces
3eAeHb MPAYHYIO XPAHAT. Keep their sombre green.

MoA HAOBUCLLIEID CKAAOIO, Beneath the overhanging cliff,

YXX HE AOOUT, MEX LLBETOB, Among the flowers, the ploughman
Maxapb OTALIXOTb MOPOIO No longer enjoys an occasional rest

OT NOAYAEHHbIX TPYAOB. From midday work.

3BEPb OTBAXKHbIM MOHEBOAE A plucky beast reluctantly

CKpbITbCH TAE-HUOYAb CReLLnT. Hurries to find a hiding place.

HO4bIO MECALL TYCKA, M NMOAE At night the moon is dim, and through the fog
CKBO3b TYMAOH AULLIL CepebpuT. The field is scarcely silvered.

Lermontov (written 1828).

10. Two Poems by Mikhail Lermontov: The Pine (composed 1940)

Ha cesepe AMKOM CTOUT OAMHOKO In the wild north, a lone pine

Ha roaon BepLUMHE COCHA Stands on a bare peak.

N APEMAET, KOHOACh, U CHETOM ChIMy4MM It slumbers and sways, dressed with snow -
OaAeTq, KAk pr30Kn, OHA. Like arobe.

N CHUTCS er BCE, 4TO B MYCTbIHE AQAEKON, It dreams all the while that in a far-off desert
B TOM KpQe, rae COAHLLO BOCXOA, In the land where the sun rises,

OAHQ M1 TPYCTHA, HO YTECE ropoYem Sad and alone, on a scorching cliff,
MNpekpacHad NaAbMA PACTET. A beautiful palm tree grows.

Lermontov (written 1841, published 1842), after Heine's Ein Fichtenbaum steht einsam
(written 1822, published 1823).
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11. Twelve Songs by Bal’'mont: The Albatross, Op.2 No.8 (composed 1903-6, revised 1945)

AabBaTpoc

Haa nyCTbIHEN HOYHOKO MOPEN AABDATPOC
OAMHOKMIA,

Pa3pe3asn yAapamMM KPbIALER COAEHBIM TYMOH,
AOBOBAACH, KOK LLIOPCTBOM CBOMM, 3TOM OE3AHOM
LLIMPOKOM,

M, €ABA KOABIXQOSCh, KAHAACS MOA HUM OKECH.

N nopor oMpadaich, AGAEKO, HO HEDE BbICOKOM,
OAMHOKO MABIAQ, OAMHOKO ropeAd AyHa.

O, BAOXKEHCTBO ObITb CHUABHBIM U TOPABIM 1 BEYHO
CBODOAHBIM!

OamHodecTso! Mup 1ebel Mope, NoKor, TULLIMHA

The Albatross

Over the empty sea at night, a single albatross
Cuts the salty mist with the beating of its wings
And admires this vast abyss as its kihngdom,
And the ocean, barely swaying, rocks
beneath it.

And sometimes, darkening in the deep sky
far away,

The lonely moon drifts and burns alone.
Oh, what biliss to be strong and proud and
eternally free!

Solitude! Peace to you! Seq, calm, quiet!

Constantin Dmitrievich Bal’'mont (written 1899, published 1900).

12-17. Spanish Songs, Op.100 (composed 1956, published 1960)

Cycle from Spanish songs and texts given to the composer by the mezzo soprano Zara
Dolukhanova, who heard a Spanish singer living in Moscow sing them.

12. Npouwaun, 'peHaaa!l

MpoLuaon, NpeHaAa, mos IpeHaAQ,

C 10601 HOBEKM MHE PACCTATLCA HAAO!
MNpoLuar, ABUMbIN KPpAM, O4EM YCACAQ,
Hasek mpouluam! Ax!

byaeT namate o Tebe moem
EAMHCTBEHHOM OTPAAOM

Mom AIOBUMbBIN, MO POAMMBIN KPaM!

HaBek MmHe cepaALLe TOCKA NPOH3UAQ,
[MTormMbAo BCE, 4TO B XKM3HM ObIAO MUMAO,
Mos AoBOBb YLLIAC BO MPAOK MOTUAbI,
N >un3Hb yLuaal Ax!

Farewell, Granada!

Farewell, Granada, my Granada,

| must part from you for everl!

Farewell, beloved land, delight of my eyes,
Farewell for ever! Ah!

Memories of you will be

My only joy,

My beloved, my native land!

My heart will be forever pierced with sorrow;
All that was dear to me in life has perished:
My love has gone into the gloom of the grave
And my life has gone too! Ahl
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1 BOKPYr MHe BC& MOCTbIAO,
KUTb KAK MPEXAE, HET Y>K CUADI
TOM ra€ IOHOCTb TAK ObIAC CBETAQ!

Around me all is hateful
And | haven't the strength to live as before,
There, where my youth was so bright!

Russian text by Samuil Borisovich Bolotin (1901-1970), based on Mi ultimo adios by José Rizal (1861-18%6).

13. 3B€3A04KHU

MoA KMNAPUCAMM CTAPLIMM
Cepebpmrtca NPUBPEXHAN TAQAb.
K MMAOM MAY 9 C TMTAPOIO,

H10Obl NECHAOM €€ OBYy4aTb.

HO y4nTb 6€CNMAATHO MHE HET OXOTb!:
9 6epy C He€ NoLeAyM 3a HOTY.
CTPQHHO, 4TO OHA K YTPY Y3HQET,
Bcé kpome HoTl

XKaAb, 4TO HOYOTb CHOBG MO3AHO!
KaAb, YTO y>Xe CBETEA BO3AYX!

KAAb, YTO U AHEM HE APOXKAT MYrAMBO
Haa 30AMBOM 3BE3ABI...

B 38€3A04KOX HEOO BeckpanHee,
MMM 3HOMHQAS MOAHOYb MOAHQ.
MUAOM MOEM HO3bIBALO 4

Bcex BeCYMCAEHHBIX 3BE3A MMEHQ.

A NO3HAHBAMM AOCPOXKY CBOMMM

N Bepy C HEE NOoLLEeAYM 30 MMA.
CTPAHHO, 4TO YPOK KAXKETCS €M NPOCT -
Bcé kpome 3BE3a!

KAAb, 4TO HOYATb CHOBA MNO3AHO!
KAAb, 4TO y>Ke CBETEA BO3AYX!

KAAb, 4YTO M AHEM HE APOXAT MYTrAMBO
HaA 30AMBOM 3BE3ABI...

The little stars

Below old cypress frees

The shore is silvered.

| come to my beloved with my guitar,
To teach her songs.

But feaching for free is not for me:

| take a kiss from her for each note...

It's strange that in the morning she recalls
Everything except the notes!

A shame it's too late to start again!

A shame that the sky is already pale!

A shame that in the day the stars above the bay
No longer shake timidly...

The boundless sky is covered in stars,
The balmy midnight is full of them.
To my beloved | call out

The names of all the countless stars.

| freasure my knowledge

And take a kiss from her for each name.

It's sfrange that the lesson seems simple to her -
But not the stars!

A shame it's too late to start again!

A shame that the sky is already pale!

A shame that in the daytime the stars above the bay
No longer shake timidly...

Based on a Spanish text, translated into Russian by Samuil Borisovich Bolotin (1901-1970).
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14. NepBas BcTpeya

Tbl Y pY4bs BOABI MHE AOAQ KOTAQTO,
CBeXXel BOAbI, XOAOAHOM,

KOK CHET B YSEAbAX CUHMX rOp.

Houu TemHeN TROM B30P,

B KOCOX OPOMOT AEMNECTKOB AMKOM MSTbI...

BuAMLLb, ONSITb KPY>XXUT XOPOBOA,
By©eH rpemuT, 3BeHUT 1 NOET.
KaxKAbIM TAHLOP NOAPYXKKY BEAET,
CMOTPUT HA HUX, AIOBYACh, HOPOA.

ben, mon BybeH 6en, rpemm, OYATO rpoml

C MMUAOIO MOEM Mbl TOHLLYEM BABOEM.

AeHTa Ha Tebe Hebec roaybem!

ben, mon BybeH, 6enl bybeH, 6ei! bybeH Gel!

MHe He 3a6bITb BOBEK 3TOM NEPBOM BCTPEYM,
AQCKOBbIX CAOB 1 CMYTAOM PYKM,

N ©BAECKA YEPHbIX TAQS...

MoHsaA 9 B 3TOT HaC,

Y10 TEDS AIODAID 1 ALOOUTL OYAY BEYHO!

BuAMLLIb, ONSTb KPY>XXMUT XOPOBOA,
by©eH rpemuT, 3BEHUT 1 NOET.
Ka>KAbIM TAHLLOP MOARYXKY BEAET,
CMOTPUT HA HUX, AODYACh, HOPOA.

ben, mon BybeH 6en, rpemm, OYATO rpoml

C MMAOIO MOEN Mbl TOHLLYEM BABOEM.

AeHTa Ha Tebe Hebec roanybem!

ben, mon BybeH, 6enl bybeH, 6ei! bybeH el

The first meeting

You gave me water from a stream once,
Fresh water, cold as the snow

From blue mountain ravines.

Your gaze was darker than the night,

And from your hair came the scent of petals
of wild mint...

See, the round-dance turns once more,
The tambourine roars, rings and sings.
Each dancer brings his partner;

People watch them in admiration.

Beat, my tambourine, beat, roar like thunder!
Me and my sweetheart are dancing together.
She has a ribbon, bluer than the sky!

Beat, my tambourine, beat! Tambourine, beat!
Tambourine, beat!

I'll never ever forget that first meeting,

Your tender words and dark arms,

And the gleam of your dark eyes...

| knew at that moment

That | loved you and would love you forever!

See, the round-dance is turning again,
The tambourine roars, rings and sings
Each dancer brings his partner;
People watch them in admiration.

Beat, my tambourine, beat, roar like thunder!
Me and my sweetheart are dancing together.
She has a ribbon, bluer than the sky!

Beat, my tambourine, beat! Tambourine,
beat! Tambourine, beat!

Based on a Spanish text, franslated into Russian by Samuil Borisovich Bolotin (1901-1970).
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15. PoHAQ

LLIYMUT XOPOBOA Y HOLLIMX ABEPEMN,
BECEAbS MOPA HACTAAQ.

MAM TOHLEBATb CO MHOK CKOPEMN,
FBO3AMKM LIBETOYEK AAbIM!

B AYHOM TULLIMHE CABILLEH 3BOH PYY4bA...
AQM PYKY MHE, AEBYYKA MOH,
[BO3AMKM LIBETOYEK AAbIM!

YAMLQ CAOBHO SpPKM CAA.

LLIyTKM 3BEHAT, TAQ3Q OAECTAT.

PoHAQ KPY>XUTCH 1 NOET,

CBeTtnTCS 3BE3AHBIM Cepebpom HEBOCBOA,
MyaTtcs BeCcéAable napeil...

370 POAOCTHbIM MPA3AHMK NEPBbLIK LLBETOB,
OTO MPA3AHUK HALLEM AtOOBMU!

MroaioT B Ay4€ AyHbl HO OKHE
AepeBbeB MMHAOABHbIX TEHM. ..

Koraa >e CtoAd Tbl BBIMAELLb KO MHE,
MOM HEXHbIN LIBETOK BECEHHMING
BeTky MUHAQAS C AEPEBA COPBMK,

E€ MHe AQM B 3HOK TBOEM AIOOBM,
MOoWM HEXHbIN LIBETOK BECEHHbIM!

YAMLQ CAOBHO SpPKM CAA.

LLIyTKM 3BEHST, TAQ3Q BAECTAT.

PoHAQ KPY>XUTCH 1 NOET,

CBeTUTCH 3BE3AHBIM CEPEDBPOM HEDOCBOA,
MyaTtcs Becénable napeil...

370 POAOCTHbIM MPA3AHMK MEPBbLIK LLBETOB,
3OTO NPA3AHUK HALLEM AtOOBM!

Ronda

The round dance at our door rings out,
The time for merry-making has come.
Quick, come and dance with me,
Little scarlet carnation-flower!

In the quiet moonlight the sound of a stream
can be heard...

Give me your hand, my girl,
Little scarlet carnation-flower!

The street is like a briliant garden

Jokes ring out and eyes flash.

Ronda furns and sings,

Starlight silvers the sky,

Merry couples whirl...

It's the joyful celebration of the first flowers,
It's the celebration of our lovel

By the window, shadows of almond trees
Play in the moonbeam:s...

When will you come here to me,

My tender spring flower?e

Grab a branch from the almond tree,
Give it fo me as a token of your love,

My tender spring flower.

The street is like a briliant garden

Jokes ring out and eyes flash.

Ronda turns and sings,

Starlight silvers the sky,

Merry couples whirl...

It's the joyful celebration of the first flowers,
It's the celebration of our lovel

Based on a Spanish text, translated into Russian by Tatyana Sergeyevna Sikorskaya (1901-1984).



16. YepHookas

MaTb AQAC TEDE O4M 3BE3ADI,
He>XHbIM LLBET TBOMX CMYTAbIX LLLEK,
Muaas mos!

C BOAbIO B CEPALLE HOYBIO MO3AHEMN
be3 1eb64 1 6pOXKY, OAMHOK,

Mwuaas mos!

AX 30 4TO 9 HOKO3AH ObIA CyAbOOM?
AX, 3a4eM MOBCTPEYAACH 9 C TOOOM?S
A yMpY OT AtoOBM BE3YMHOM,

ECAM Tbl HE MOAIOBULLIL MEHS,

Mwuaas mos!

MaTb AaAG TEDE CTAH BbICOKMM,
HépHbI BAECK HEMOKOPHLIX KYAPEMN,
Muaasg mos!

MPOKAMHAIO POK XXECTOKMM,

BOAb 1 MYKM AYLLIM MOEMN.

Muaas mos!

O, 3a4em Xe Tebe CbIMEATO MATb
MHe HO3A0 KpACOTY TAKYIO AQTb?
9 yMpy OT AoOBK BE3YMHOM,
ECAM Tbl HE MOAIOBULLIL MEHS,
Muaas mos!

The dark-eyed girl

Your mother gave you eyes of stars,

And the tender colour of your dusk-like cheeks,
My darling!

With a pain in my heart, late at night

| wander without you, alone,

My darling!

Ah! Why have | been punished by fate?
Ah! Why did | meet you?

I'll die, demented through love,

If you don't love me,

My darling!

Your mother gave you your tall figure,
And the black shine of your unruly curls,
My darling!

| curse my cruel fate,

And the pain and forment of my heart,
My darling!

Oh why did your mother manage to give you
Such beauty to hurt me?

| will die, demented through love

If you don’t love me,

My darling!

Based on a Spanish text, translated into Russian by Tatyana Sergeyevna Sikorskaya (1901-1984).



17. CoH

He 3Hat0, 4TO 3TO 3HAYMT...

COH YyAECHbIM MPUCHUACST MHE,
Kak ByATO B AOAKE PbIOaYbEN

S NAbIBY MO OYPHOM BOAHE.

HEAH Be3 BECEA, 9 MX BOPOCHA...

BOAHbI MEHATCS, 3AITCSA U TOMIT MOM YEAH,

HO OTBAXKHO MYYCb 9 CPEAM TEMHDIX,
Cpeab OrPOMHBIX BOAH,

OTT0rO, 4TO B PLIBAYEM BTOM AOAKE
Mo MOPCKOM HEMOKOPHOM FAYOU
MyYmLLIbCA Tbl, MO TOPAQOS,

MyumLucsa BmecTe Co MHOM.

N MeHs Tbl BYATO TOXE AIOOULLIB!

O mog roayokal NMocmoTtpm xe,

Kak HeCETCs B CBOEM AOAOHKE XPYMNKOM
Mo mopto BeAHbIM NAPEHD,

HTO TAK KPEnKOo AoOUT Tebs!

Dream (Barcarolle)

| don't know what it means...

| had a magical dream that

| was in a fishing boat

And sailing on stormy waves.

My boat had no oars, | had thrown them away...
The waves foamed, raged and drenched my craft,
But | sped on bravely through the dark,
Through massive waves,

for to me on this fishing boat

On the sea’s unruly depths

You seemed to be hurrying too, my proud one,
Hurrying to be together with me.

You seemed to love me!

O my dove! Just look

How in his fragile little boat

The poor fellow who loves you so strongly
Is carried through the seal

Based on a Spanish text, franslated info Russian by Samuil Borisovich Bolotin (1201-1970) and

Tatyana Sergeyevna Sikorskaya (1901-1984).
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18. Desdemona’s Romance (Willow Song) (composed ¢.1950)

B pasaymbe BEAHIKKA MOA TEHbBIO NYCTOO
CuAEAQ, B3AbIXQAS, KPYLLIMAA TOCKOLO:
Bbl nOMTE MHE UBY, 3€AEHYIO MBY!

OHAQ CBOIO PYKY HA FPYAb MOAOXMAQ

M rTOAOBY TUXO K KOAEHSIM CKAOHMAQ

O 1BA Thbl, MBA, 3€AEHAS MBA!

CTYAEHbIE BOAHbI, LLIYMS, TOM BEXAAM, -
N CTOH €€ >XXAAKMM TE€ BOAHbBI POMTAAM:
O 1BA Thbl, MBA, 3€AEHAS MBA!

Foptodme CAE3bI KATUAMCH PYYbIMM,

N AMKME KOMHU CMATHOAMCh CAE3AMM.
O 1BA Tbl, MBA, 3E€AEHOS MBA!

3eAEHAas MBA MHE BYAET BEHKOM!

In thought, the poor thing under a thick shadow
Sat, sighing, with a crushing longing:

You sing to me willow, green willow!

She laid her hand on her chest

And quietly bowed her head to her knees:

Oh willow, willow, green willow!

lcy waves, noisy, fled there, -

And her pathetic groan those waves murmured:
Oh willow, willow, green willow!

Burning tears rolled down in streams

And the wild stones were softened by tears.
Oh willow, willow, green willow!

Green willow will be a wreath for me!

From Shakespeare's Othello Act 4/3, translated into Russian (1830) by Ivan Kozlov (1779-1840).
Probably composed for, though not used in, Kozintsev's film Belinsky (1951).

19. A pointless gift, a chance gift (composed ¢.1951)

AQp HOMPACHLIM, AGP CAYHAMHbIM,
XW3Hb, 3a4€M Tbl MHE AQHO?

MAb 3a4em CyAbBOIO TAMHOM

Tbl HO KQ3Hb OCY>XXAEHAO?

KTo meHs BpaxxaebHOM BAACTbIO
M3 HUYTOXECTBA BO33BAA,

AyLLlY MHE HOMOAHMA CTRACTLIO,
YM COMHEHbBEM B3BOAHOBOA®C...

LleAn HET NepeAOd MHOIO:
CepaALe NycTo, NPA3AEH YM,
N TOMMUT MEHS TOCKOIO
OAHO3BYYHbIM XXM3HU LLIYM.

A pointless gift, a chance gift,
Life, why were you given to me?
And why by some secret fate
Were you condemned to die?

Who with a hostile power

Brought me out of nothingness?
Who has filled my soul with passion,
And filled my mind with doubt?...

No godal lies before me,

My heart is empty, my mind idle,
And | am wearied with melancholy
By life's monoftonous noise.

Pushkin (written March 26, 1828). Probably composed for, though not used in,

Kozintsev's film Belinsky (1951).
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20. Two Songs to Poems by Boris Pasternak: The Wind (1966-67)

BeTep

A KOHYMACS, A Tbl XKMBA.

N BETEP, XXAAYACH 1 NAQYQ,
PackaymBaeT AeC 1 AQ4y.

He KOXXAYIO COCHY OTAEABHO,
A MOAHOCTbIO BCE AEPEBA

Co BCE AQALIO BE3NPEAEABHOM,
Kak napyCHKMKOB Ky30BQ

Ha raaam ByxTbl KOPAOEABHOM.
N 310 HE 13 YAOABLCTBA

AU 13 apOCTN BE3LLEABHOM,

A 4TO0 B TOCKE HOMTK CAOBC
Tebe AAd NECHU KOABIBEABHON.

The Wind

| am no more, but you live.
And the wind, complaining and weeping,
Rocks both forest and dacha.
Not each pine separately,
But absolutely all the frees
Into the far distance,

Like yacht hulks

In a smooth harbour.

And this is not through daring
Or through aimless fury,

But in longing to find words
For you for a lullaby.

Boris Pasternak: Doctor Zhivago Ch. XVII: Poems by Yuri Zhivago (1953).

21 Two Songs to Poems by Boris Pasternak: Twilight (1966-67)

Cymepku... CAOBHO OPY>XKEHOCLLbI PO3,
Ha KOTOpPbIX MX KOMbS M LLUAPObI.

AU CYMEPKM MX MEHECTPEAbD, H4TO BPOC
C nAeYammM B MEYTAb CBOIO Apdoy.

CyMepkM OpYy>KEHOCLLbI PO3
MOBTOPST NyTEM KX U3BMBbI

A, 4yTb OMO3ACB, OTKAOHAT OTKOC
30 PLILAPCKO AAbMABMBOM.

ABYX MHOXOALLEB CMEHHbIN YEPEA,
Ha 0AHOM TOABKO BEYEP PbIHEN.
ToT 1 Apyron. Mx cobepert

Ho4b B CBOM TYCKAbIE TKAHM.

Twilight... Like Knights of the Rose,
With their sashes and spears.

Or twilight, their grief-stricken minstrel,
Arms slumped around his harp

Twilight - Knights of the Rose
Track their twists and furns
And, rather late,

Parry Knight Aimaviva's dip.

On one particular evening

The two pacers exchange more zealously.
One and the other. The night gathers them
In its dull cloth.
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ToT m Apyrom. Ton4yT MOAbIHb
BCMbILLIKKM KOMbIT MOPbIKEABIX.
FAYGXe BO MTAY. TYLLIMT MOAbIHb
CepauebueHue Tea mx.

One and the other. They frample wormwood,
With a flash of bronzed hooves.

Deeper into darkness. Wormwood stifles

Their body's beating heart.

Boris Pasternak (probably written 1909, published 1913).

22. Twelve Songs by Bal’'mont: The Sphinx, Op.2 No.11

(composed 1903-06, revised 1945)

CdomHKC

Cpeam NecKoB MyCTbIHKM BEKOBOM,

be3moABHbIM COUHKC LAPUT HO JOOHE HOUM,

B Ay4ax AyHbl TMTAHTCKOM FTOAOBOM
BCTOET, PACTET,- TAIAAT, HE BMAS, O4M.

C OT4OSIHbEM XMBOTO MEPTBELLQ,
BockpeclLLero B 6€3BpEMEHHOM MOTUAE,
3AeCb OUACH Pab, TOMMACS BE3 KOHLA,-
PaBbl KOLLIMAP B TPAHMUTE BOMAOTUAM.

N 30MbICEA HYAOBULLLHOM MEYTHI,

Cpeab BeyHoCTH, BCErAQ OAHOODPA3HOM,
BoccTaA KaK Bpar 0Obl4HOM KPACOThI,

Kak COH, cAenom, HeMon, 1 6e3006pa3HbIN.

CpeAl/I MEeCKOB MYyCTbIHM BEKOBOM,

be3moABHbIM COUHKC LAPUT HO GOOHE HOUM.

Constantin Bal'mont (published 1897).

Sphinx

Amidst the sands of the age-old desert
The silent Sphinx reigns against the dark night,
In the moonlight, with its collosal head,
It wakes and grows; its unseeing eyes gaze out.

With the despair of a living corpse,
Resurrected in a premature grave,

A slave hammered and suffered endlessly here;
Slaves realised the nightmare in granite.

And an idea from tortured sleep,

Within Eternity, always the same,

Arose, as an enemy of conventional beauty,
Dream-like, blind, mute and terrible.

Amidst the sands of the age-old desert
The silent Sphinx reigns against the dark night.
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23. Winter Elegy, Op.?1 (composed 1999)
Mopa, mon Apyr, nopal MoKos cepaLe NPOCUT —
AETAT 30 AHIMM AHU, U KODKABIM A€Hb YHOCHT
HacTnyky ObITis, A Mbl C TOBOM BABOEM
MPeANOAOrAEM XMUTb, U TAFAb — KOK PO3 YMPEM.
Ha ceeTte cHaCTbd HET, HO €CTb MOKOM M BOAS.
AQBHO 30BMAHOS MEHTAETCSH MHE AOAS —

AQBHO, YCTAAbIM PAB, 30MbBICAMA g Nober

B 0BUTEAb AQABHYIO TPYAOB M YUCTbIX HET.

Pushkin (written 1834, published 1886).

Tis time, my friend, tis fime! The heart begs
for peace.

The days fly by, and each one carries off
A grain of life, and you and | both
Contemplate living. Yet we die in a wink.
There's no happiness on Earth, but there is
peace and freedom.

For a long time an enviable fate has been
my dream.

For along time, a tired slave, I've planned
fo escape

To a distant realm of work and simple pleasures.
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