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baGymxa 1 BHy4uex

IToa OKHOM 4yAOK CTapyIlKa
Bsi>xeT B KOMHaTe yIOTHOIA,

1 B ouku cBou 6oabIIIVIE
CMOTpPHUT B yT0A IIOMUHYTHO.

A B yIay KyApsIBBIIT MaAb4MK
Moaua K CTeHKe IIPUCAOHUACS.
Ha aue ero 3abora,

Bsrasga Ha 9TO-TO yCTpeMmACs.

Yto cuauimb Bcé 40Ma, BHy4YeK?

II1éa 651 B caa, Konaa GBI IPAAKU
Man kankHy2 GBI CECTPEHKY,
[Tourpaa Obl ¢ Hell B A0IIAAKIL.

IToaoméa k crapyike BHyYeK

W roa0BK010 KypuaBoii K Hell puIiaa.
OH M0OA4UT, Taa3a 0OABIIVIE

Ha neé rasaar aykaso...

3HaTh, TOCTUHILY 3aXOT€A0CH?
T'oBopwuT emy crapymika,
BUHHEBIX 5ITO4, BUHOTPaay,
Vs Tebe Hy>XHa UrpyImka?

Her, roctunmes MHe He Haao!
Y MeHs urpyuiek MHOTO.
CyMKy TBI KyII Aa B IIKOAY
ITokaxku-ka MHe 40pory.

Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev

IITtuuaka

[Ttruka 601 IPOCHYAACs C 3apelo,

A yX maxaps 3acTaja 3a COXOIO;

IToaeTuT oHa K Aa3ypHbIM HeOecaM

W, uTo BUAUT B ceaax, Bcé pacCKakeT TaM.

CkaxeT ITuyka 0ory, 4ro 6eAHsK CTpajaer,
YTo KpOBaBBIM ITOTOM HIBY OpPOIIIA€eT;

Granny and Grandson

An old woman knits a sock

By a window in a cozy room,

And through her large glasses
Looks into the corner every minute.

And in the corner a curly-haired boy
Silently leans against the wall.

There is a concern on his face,

His gaze is fixed on something.

“Why are you always sitting at home, dear
grandson?

Maybe go to the garden to dig patches,

Or call your sister,

And play at horses with her.”

The grandson came up to the old woman
And pressed his curly head to her.

He is silent; with big eyes

He looks at her slyly.

“I guess you want some sweets?”
Says the old woman to him,
“Figs, grapes,

Or do you need a toy?”

“No! I don’t need sweets!

I already have many toys.

Buy me a bag

And show me the way to school!”

Little Bird

A little bird of God woke with the dawn,

And found the plowman already at work.

It will fly to the azure skies,

And will tell God about everything it sees in
the villages.

The bird will tell God that a poor man suffers,
That he waters the fields with his sweat and
blood;



He Mmaa, kak ITiuKe, ITaxapio BecHa,
He necet c cobo10 pagocreii oHa...

Berperna Obl OH coAHIIe IIECEHKOT! Beceaois,

Aa MOAYaTh 3aCTaBUT I'HET HY>KAbI TSKEAOI.

Ha ceparie 3a00ThI KaK CBMHEI] A€XKar,
TToHeBoae 11€CHSI HE IOIIAET Ha AaJ,.

Cxkasxer nTmdka 60ry, 9T00 ero pyka
IToaaep>xaza B ropbKoit 404€e OeaHAKa.
UT00 eMy HeCcT CBOII KPeCT 40CTaA0 CUABL,

Yt006 Ge3 porora 400pea OH A0 MOTUABI. ..

Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev
Based on a text in Polish (Polski) by Ludvik
Kondratowicz

Becna: Tpaska 3eaeHeeT

Tpaska 3eaeHeer,
COAHBIIIKO 0AECTUT,
/lacTouka ¢ BECHOIO
B cenn x Ham aeTur.

C Helo coaHIIe sIpue
1 BecHa Muaeii...
ITpomeGeus ¢ goporu
Ham npuset cxoperi.

Jam Tebe 5 3epeH,

A TBI IIECHIO CIION,
UTto 13 cTpaH Jaaexux
[Tpuuecaa c cobori...

TpaBKa 3eJeHeeT...

Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev
Based on an anonymous Polish text

The spring is not dear to the plowman, as it is
to the bird,
Spring does not bring joys with it.

He would like to have sung a merry song to
the dawn,

But heavy need forces him to be silent.

Worries lie on his heart like lead,

Inevitably the song does not go tunefully.

The bird will say to God: may His hand

Support the poor man in his bitter lot.

So that he has enough strength to bear his
Cross,

And can reach the grave without too much
suffering...

Spring: The Grass Grows Green

The grass grows green,

The sun is shining,

A swallow flies into our porch
In spring.

With it the sun is brighter,

And the spring lovelier...

After your long journey,

Greet us quickly with your chirping!

I will give you grain,

And in exchange you sing us a song,
That you brought here

From distant lands...

The grass grows green...



Moii caauk

Kak mori1 caguk cexx u 3eaeH!
Pacrrycriaacs B HEM CHpeHb;
Ot uepémyxn AyIIICTON

V1 oT AWII KyAPSIBBIX TEH...

ITpasaa, HeT B HEM DA€ AHBIX AMAWIA,
lF'opaeausrix reoprus,

W anmp nécrpoie roA0BKU
BosBriiaer Mmak oauH,

/Ja MOACOAHEYHIIK y BXOAa,
C20BHO BepHBII 4aCOBOTA,
Cropoxut cebe AOpOKKY,
Bcio mopocmyio Tpasoii...

Ho 2106410 5 caguIk CKpOMHBIIL:
On gymie Moeit Muaeit
T'OpOACKIX CAAO0B YHBLABIX,

C ceThIO MPaBUABHBIX aAA€I.

W Bech AeHB, B TpaBe BBEICOKON
/léxa, caymars OFI 5 pag,
Kak 3aboTransbie 1m4éant
Bxpyr gepémyxu Ky>KKarT.

Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev

/lereHaa

bria y Xpucra-maagenna cag,

U mHOTrO pO3 B3pacTia OH B HEM;
OH TpI>KABL B A€Hb UX IIOAMBAA,
YT006 criaecTs BEHOK ceDe IIOTOM.

Koraa >xe possr pacisean,
ZleTeli eBpericKIX cO3Ba OH;
Onu copsaan 1o 1IBETKY,

W cag 6b14 Bech OIyCTOIIEH.

«Kax TpI crraerens Terepb BEHOK?
B TBOEM casy HeT Goabire pos!»

-- «BpI 103a0B1AM, YTO IIINIIBI
Ocraances MHe», - ckazaa Xpucroc.

My Little Garden

How fresh and green is my garden!
The lilacs have bloomed in it;

From the fragrant bird cherry tree
And from the curly lindens there is a shade...

It’s true, there aren’t any pale lilies there,
I have no proud dahlias,

And only the poppies

Raise their colorful heads,

And a sunflower at the entrance,
Like a faithful sentry,

Guards calmly the path,

All overgrown with grass...

But I like my modest little garden;
It is dearer to me

Than boring urban gardens,

With their network of orderly rows.

And lying in high grass all day long,
I am happy to listen,

To the industrious bees

Buzzing around the bird cherry tree.

Legend

When Christ was a boy, he had a garden

And he grew many roses in it.

Three times a day he watered them

So that later he could weave a wreath for
himself.

When the roses started to bloom,
He called the Jewish children
Each one picked a flower,

And the garden was all stripped.

“How will you weave a wreath now?
There are no more roses in your garden!”
“You forgot that the thorns

Are left for me,” said Christ.



W u3 mmuros oHu criaean
BeHOK KOAIO4MII 4451 HETO,
U xarnam KpoBu BMecTO po3
UYeao ykpacuan ero.

Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev
Based on "Roses and thorns" by Richard
Henry Stoddard

Kyxymxa

«Tp1 mpuaeTea U3 ropoaa, -

KaKue, CKa>kl, TaM CAyXM HOCSTCS O Hac?»

(CkBopI1a KyKyIllKa CIIpalinBaja pas).

«YTO KUTEAU TOAKYIOT TOPOACKME XOTh

HaIIpUMep, O MeCHSIX COAOBbS?

VuTepecyioch TUM OYeHb 51.»

«Becb ropoa oH IPUBOAUT B BOCXUINIEHEE,

KOTJa B caly €ro pa3Aacrcs Tpeab.»

«A >KaBpOHOK?»

«V1 >xaBOpOHKa ITeHbe ILAeHIeT OYeHb
MHOTUX.»

«Hey>xeap? Hy, a KakoB 11X OT3BIB O 4p034e?»

«,Zl,a XBadAiAT U €ro, XOTh He Be3Je.»

«E11é xouy cripocuTs 1, - MOXKeT CTaThCs,
1 000 MHE THI CABIIIIAA KOE-UTO?»

«BoT mpo Tebs1, cecTpulia, TaK MPU3HATHC,
He TOBOPUT PeIINUTEABHO HUKTO!»

«Al ecan TaK, - KyKyIllKa BO30IIIAA, -

TO 0 cebe, UTO AI0ASIM OTOMETUTH,

caMa Bech BeK, ITOKYAa XBaTUT CUADI,

He 11epecTaHy s TBePpAUTD:

KYKY, KYKY, KyKY, KyKY, KyKy...!»

Aleksey Nikolayevich Pleshcheyev
Based on a text in German by Christian
Fiirchtegott Gellert

And from the thorns they weaved

A prickly wreath for him,

And drops of blood, instead of roses,
Adorned his brow.

The Cuckoo

“You flew here from the city —

Tell me, what do people say about us there?”

(The cuckoo asked the starling once.)

“What do the city folk say,

For instance, about the nightingale’s songs?

I'm very interested in this matter.”

“The whole city admires him,

When he starts trilling in a garden.”

“And the lark?”

“And the lark’s singing captivates very
many.”

“Really? Well, and what is their reaction to
the thrush?”

“He is also praised, although not
everywhere.”

“Also, I want to ask, if by any chance,

Have you heard anything about me?”

“Now, I must admit sister,

That absolutely no one talks about you

“Ah! If that is so,” the cuckoo yelled,

“Then about myself, in order to get revenge,

1

As long as I have strength for the rest of my
life,

I will not cease to repeat:

Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo...!”

Translations by Kirill Kuzmin



C astHemM

Pacckaky MHe, HAHIOIIKa, pacCKakKyl MHe,
MuAasi,
ITpo Toro npo 6yKy cTpaIHoro:
Kak ToT 6yxa 1o aecam 6poana,
Kak ToT 6yKa B 2€c aeTeit HOCIA

W kaxk rpe13 oH mx 6eaple KOCTOUKIY,
W xak getn Te Kpuyaam, riakaan!
Hamomxka! Beas saTo ux, geteii-to, 6yka cbea,

UTto 00MAeAM HAHIO CTapYIO,
[Tary ¢ MaMOJ1 He TTOCAyIIIAAIL.
Beap 3aT0 OH Chea MX, HAHIOIIKA?

Man ot uto: Pacckasky MHe Ayd1iie IIpo apst
C mapumen,

UTto 3a MOpeM XMAW B TepeMy OOraTOM.

Emé naps Bcé Ha HOTy XpoMaa,

Kak cnoTkBETC, Tak rpub BEIpaCTeT,

Y mapuiisl To Bcé HaCMOPK Ob14,
Kaxk unxuér, crexaa B gpebesru!

3HaeIlb, HIHIOIIKA:

To1 mpo 6yKy TO y>K He pacckasbisait! Bor ¢
HIUM, ¢ OyKort!

Paccka>xu MHe, HSHSI, ThI, CMELIHYIO-TO!

B yray

AX TBI TpOKa3HUK!
Kaybok pasmoTaa, MpyTKM pacTepsia,

Ax Th1! Bce meTan crrycrua!

Uyaok Bech 3a0ppI3raa yepHuAammn!
B yroa! B yroa!

[Tomiéa B yroa!

ITpoxasHux!

51 Hyrgero He caeaa, HAHIOIIKA,
Sl yya0uek He Tpora, HAHIONIKA!

Kay6ouek pasmoraa KOTéHOUEK

U npyrouxu pazdpocaa KOTEHOYEK,

With Nanny
Tell me, Nanny, tell me, my dear,

About that terrible wolf:

How that wolf wandered in the woods,

How that wolf carried children into the
woods

And how he gnawed on their white bones,

And how the children screamed, cried!

Nanny! So was it the case that, those children
the wolf ate,

They offended their old nurses,

Not even listening to their Papa and Mama?

So is that why he ate them, Nanny?

Or how about this: Tell me instead about the
Tsar and Tsarina,

Who lived by the sea in a fine palace.

The same Tsar who walked with a limp,

How whenever he stumbled, a mushroom
would spring up,

About the Tsarina who had such a runny nose

That she sneezed the window glass into
smithereens!

You know, Nanny:

Don'’t tell me any more about the wolf! God
bless him, peace be with the wolf!

Tell me another story, nurse, something
funny!

In the Corner

Oh, you mischief-maker!

The skein of wool has been unwound,
knitting needles lost,

Oh, you! The stitches have been dropped!

The stocking is all splashed with ink!

In the corner! In the corner!

Go stand in the corner!

Prankster!

I didn’t do anything, Nanny,

I didn’t touch your knitting, Nanny!

The wool stocking was unwound by the little
kitten,

And the needles were lost by that kitty,



A Murienbka ObLA ITaMHbKA,

MuiienpKa Ob14 yMHUIIA.

A HAHA 3223, cTapasd,

Y HSIHU HOCUK TO 3arladKaHHBIL.

Muina 4mcTeHbKIII, IpUYeCaHHbI,

A y HHI YeIT4uK Ha OOKy.

Hans Muimensky obugeaa,

HaIIpacHO B yIro I0CTaB1Aa

Muiira 6o4blte He OyaeT AI0OUTH CBOIO
HSHIOIIKY, BOT 4TO!

Kyxk

Hstnst, vsiaommkal

9TO CAYYNAOCH, HSH AyIeHbKa!

51 urpaa TaM Ha IIECOUKe,

3a Geceaxoit, rae Oepésku,

CTpona 40MUK M3 AyIMHOYEK KAEHOBBIX,
Tex, 4yTO MHE MaMa, CaMa MaMa Hallerraa.

JOMUK y>X COBCEM IIOCTPONA,

/OMUK C KPBIIIIKO, HAaCTOSIIINIA AOMMUK,
BApyT!

Ho camori xppinike JXyK cuaUT,

OrpoMHBI¥1, Y€ pHBII, TOACTYI TaKOi,

ycaMM IIeBeAUT CTPAIIHO Tak,

M nipsiMo Ha MeHs1 BCé cMOTpuUT!

Uenyraacs s1! A 5XyK TyAUT, 3AUTCS,

KppLabst pacTOnbeIpia, CXBaTUTL MEHs XO4eT! . .

W naaetea, B Bucouek MeHs yaapua!

Sl mpuTanacs, HAHIONIKA,

nprce, G0IOCH IIOIIEeBeABHYThCs!
ToAbKO raa30K OAMH YyTh-4yTh OTKPbLA,
M uro-xe, mocay1aii, HAHIOIIKA:

JKyK 2€>KIT, CAOKMBIIN AAIIKM,

KBEpPXy HOCHKOM, Ha CIIMHKE,

M y>x He 3aMUTCs, 11 ycaMU He ITIeBeANT,

W He ryAUT y>K, TOABKO KPBLABIIIKI APOXaT.

Yr0-X, OH yMep, NAb IIPUTBOPUACA?

UYro-x 9T0, 4TO-3Ke, CKa>kyt MHe, HiHs,

C >XyKoM-TO cTaaoch? Mens yaapua, a cam
cpaanacs!

YTO->X BTO C HUM CTaA0Ch, C KYKOM-TO!

But Mikey was a good boy,

Mikey was a clever boy.

But Nanny is angry, old,

and her nose is dirty.

Mikey is clean, well-combed,

But Nanny’s cap is crooked.

Nanny hurt Mikey’s feelings,

and now he has to stand in the corner.

Mikey doesn't love Nanny anymore, so there!

The Beetle

Nurse, Nanny!

what happened, dear Nurse!

I was playing over there in the sand,

near the gazebo, by the birch trees,

I'd built a house of the finest maple pieces,

Those, that my own Mama herself cut out for
me.

The little house was finished being built,

A little house with a roof, a proper little
house, when all of a sudden...

Onto the same roof, a beetle lands,

Huge, black, so fat,

wiggling his moustache in such a scary way,

And right at me, he was looking!

I was frightened! But the beetle is buzzing,
angrily,

His wings spread, he wants to grab me! . ..

And he flew, and right here in the temple, he
hit me!

I crouched down, Nanny,

sat down, afraid to move!

Only one of my eyes opened a bit,

And what’s more, look, Nanny:

The beetle is lying there, with folded legs,

his nose in the air, on his back,

And it’s not at all angry, and his moustache
doesn’t move,

And he’s definitely not buzzing, only the
wings are trembling.

So? He died? Or he was pretending?

What was it, what, tell me, Nurse,

What happened to the beetle? He hit me, and
he fell!

What happened to him, that beetle?



C xykaoi

Tsmna, 6ait, 6ai1, Tsma, ey, ycHu,
Yromon tebst Bo3pmu! Tsirra! Criats Haao!

Tsamna, crin, ycunm, Tsmy 6yka cbecr,
Cepblii BOAK BO3bMET, B TEMHBIN A€C CHECET.

Tsamna, crin, ycunm!

UT0 BO CHE YBUAUIIL, MHE IIPO TO
PpaccKasKeIs:

ITpo ocTpoB Yy AHEIN, TAe HU SKHYT HU CEIOT,

I'ae mBETYT 1 3peIOT TPYIIN HaAMBHEIE,
ZleHb 1 HOUb TTOIOT IITUYKY 30A0ThIe!
Baii, 6ai1, 0aro 0ai1, Gait, Oait, Tsra!

Ha con rpsaymymit

,Jocrioau TOMMAY¥i naiy u Mamy

u criacu ux, l'ocrmoan!

TF'ocrioau nommayi 6pariia BaceHpky

u 6parija MuiireHpKy!

T'ocrioau moMmAayit 6abyIKy cTapeHbKYIO,
[Momram TeI €it 406poe 340poBLULIE,
babyrike 400peHbKOIA,

0aOymike crapenskoit, [ocmoan!

W crtacu, boxke Hain, Tétro Katio,

tétio Haramy, Tétio Mamry, tério ITaparry,

Téreir A106y, Bapio, u Camy,

u Oaro, n Tanio, u Haago,

Asiaent [etio n Koaro, asiaeit Boaoaio
u I'punry, n Camry, 1 Becex nx,
l'ocrioan, cnacu 1 moMmAayit,

u ®uaro, u Banio, 1 MuTio, u I'letio,
u Aamry, Iamnty, Conio, AyHIOIIKYy. . .
Hamns! a, pans! Kak gaapine, Hsmst?”

,,BUIIIB THI, TpOKa3HMITa KaKast!

YK CKOABKO pas3 yurmaa:

l'ocroayu momuayii u MeHs rpemsyio!”
, T OCIIO AV TIOMILAYT1 1 MEHsI TPelHyIo!
Tak, uaaomka?”

With the Doll

Tyapa, bye, bye, Tyapa, bye, bye,

Calm yourself down! Tyapa! You need to
sleep!

Tyapa, sleep, sleep, Tyapa, or the boogeyman
will come

a big wolf will come, and carry you into the
dark forest.

Tyapa, sleep, go to sleep!

What you see in your dreams, tell me about it:

About a wonderful island, where you don’t
need to reap nor sow,

Where pear trees bloom and ripen,

Day and night golden birds sing!

Bye, bye, hushabye, bye, bye, Tyapa!

At Bedtime

“Lord have mercy on Papa and Mama

and save them, Lord!

Lord have mercy on my little brother Vasya

and my brother Misha!

Lord have mercy on my old grandmother,

Give her good health,

Grandma’s so good,

Grandma’s so old, Lord!

And save, our God, Auntie Katya,

auntie Natasha, auntie Masha, auntie
Parasha,

Aunties Lyuba, Varya, and Sasha,

and Olya, and Tanya, and Nadya,

Uncles Petya and Kolya, uncles Volodya

and Grisha, and Sasha, and everybody else,

Lord, save and have mercy on

Filya, and Vanya, and Mitya, and Petya,

and Dasha, Pasha, Sonya, Dunyushka...

Nurse! Hey, nurse! What else, Nurse?”

“You see, how naughty you are!
How many times do I really need to repeat:
'Lord have mercy and protect me!"”

“Lord have mercy and protect me!
That's it, Nanny?”



IToexaa Ha maao4yke

,Teit! I'om, ror! I'eit, moau! T'ei! T'eix!
Ta, ..., Ta, rein! Ta, ..., Ta, moan!
Trpy! . .. croi! Bacs, a Bacs!
Caymaii, Ipuxoau UrpaTh ceroAHs!
Toabko He 103aHO!

Hy 51, ront! I'ont! ITpormait, Bacs!

51 B IOkku roexaa...

Toabko K Beuepy HelrpeMeHHO 0yAy,

MpkI Beab paHoO, O4€Hb PaHO CIIaTh AOKMUMCH...

[Tpuxoau, cmoTpu!

Ta, ... Ta, ren! Ta, ..., Ta, moau!

Tomn! T'eit, moawn! I'ent, reir moan! Teii, revi!
Pazaasaio!

Oi1, 60apH0! O11, HOTy! O71, 60.4BHO! O7¥f,

”

HOTY.

,»,MIABIN MOJ1, MOV MaAb4MK, 4TO 3a Tope?
Hy, noano naakats!

[Tpoiiaér, moit apyr!

ITocroii-Ka, BcTaHb Ha HOXKKI IIPSIMO:

Bor rax, autsa! [TocmoTpy, Kakast mpeaecTs!
Buaus?

B kycrax naaeso! Ax, 4TO 3a ITMYKa AMBHAs!

Yro 3a népprmkn!
Buaums? ... Hy uro? ITpomiao?”

,I1pomao! 5 B IOkkm cre3ana, mamal
Temneps A0MOIT TOPOIINUTHCS HAAQ ...
T'omt! F'omt! Toctu 6yayr... Fom!

”

Topormrecs Hago!...

Modest Petrovich Mussorgsky

Stick Horse Ride

“Hey! Trot, trot! Hey, giddyap! Hey! Hey!

Ta, ta, hey! Ta, ta, giddyap!

Whoa! Stop! Vasya, Vasya!

Listen, come over to play today!

Only ... it's late!

Well, you trot on! Trot! Bye, Vasya!

I went to Yukki...

But I'll get there before night falls,

We're put to bed early, extremely early...

Come, see!

Ta, ... ta, hey! Ta, .., ta, let’s go!

Trot! Hey, giddyap! Hey, hey, let’s go! Hey,
hey! Crushed!

O, it hurts! Oh, my leg!”

“My dear, little boy, what's wrong?

Well, enough to make you cry!

Come, my friend!

Hang on, stand on the right foot:

There, child! Look, how lovely!

Do you see?

In the bushes to your left! Ah, what a divine
bird!

What plumage!

Do you see? ... Over there? It's gone?”

“It's gone! I rode to Yukki, Mama!
Now we need to hurry home ...

Trot! Trot! Guests are coming ... Trot!
We need to hurry! ...”

Translations © 2016 by Laura Prichard, reprinted
with permission from the LiederNet Archive



Mopckast 1fapeBHa

[Tpman xo MHe HOYHOI ITOPOIA,
O IIyTHUK MOA0AO!

34ech 1104 BOAOM

U IIPOXAaAa, U TIOKOA.

TsI 34€CHh OTAOXHEIIB,

THI CAAAKO 3aCHEIIID,
KayasiCh, Ha 3bIOKMX BOJAX,
IAe, HEeIr' IMoAHa,

AUIIb ApeMaeT BOAHA

B ITyCTBIHHBIX Oeperax.

ITo 3p16M MOpPCKOIT

cama 3a TO0O

IlapeBHa MOpCKasl IABIBET!
Ona MaHUT, OHA IIOET,

K ceDe TeOs 30BET. ..

Aleksandr Borodin

Mope

Mope 6ypHO HIyMuT,
BOHBI CeAble KaTuUT.
ITo MOpIO eaeT TLA0BeI] MOAOAOVL I OTBA KHBIIA,

BE3ET OH ¢ CODOIO TOBAap AOPOIOIL,
HEITPO A KHBII.
A BeTep M BOAHEI HaBCTpedy OeryT

U TI€HO XOA0AHOI I1A0BIIa 004aI0T.

C 200p19er OoraTo OH eAeT A0MOIL:

C KaMHsMJ IJBETHEIMY, C TTapyoii A0POTroIo,
C >KeMJyTOM KPYIIHBIM, C Ka3HOI 3010TO,
C >KeHOU MOA0AOIO.

3aBuAHas BhIIIada MOAOALLY AOAS:

200bIua OoraTtast, BOAbHAsI BOAS

Y HESKHBIE AaCKU YK€HbI MOAOAOIA...

Mope 6ypHO nIymur,
BOJHBI Ceable KaTuT.
Bopertcst ¢ MOpeM I110Bel] yaaa0ii, He pobeer;

The Sea Princess

Come to me at night,
O youthful traveler!
Here under the water
It is cool and calm.

You will rest here

And find sweet sleep,
Rocked by the rippling water,
Where, full of ease,

The waves slumber

On the abandoned shores.

In the ripples of the sea,
after you herself

Swims the Sea-Princess!
She beckons and sings;
To herself she calls you...

Translation copyright © by Emily Ezust, from the
LiederNet Archive -- https:/[wwuw.lieder.net/

The Sea

The sea tempestuously blusters,

It rolls gray-haired waves.

On the sea travels a seafarer, young and
brave,

He carries a precious, priceless cargo.

Meanwhile the wind and the waves run
head-on
And splash the seafarer with cold foam.

He travels home with rich spoils:

With precious stones, fine fabrics

With large pearls, a golden treasure,

With a young wife.

He truly received an enviable fortune:

Rich treasure, and ultimate freedom,

And the tender caresses of his young wife...

The sea tempestuously blusters,

It rolls gray-haired waves.

The dashing seafarer struggles with the sea,
but does not fade;



Ka3aJA0Ch, OH CIIPaBUTCA ¢ OyPHOIT BOAHOI,
0J0/€eT.

Ho Berep u BoAHBI HaBcTpedy GeryT

U 104Ky OT Oepera AaAbIlie HeCyT.

OH cuapl yABONA, Ha BecAa HaA€r,

HO C MOPEM YIIPSIMBIM OH CAaAWUTh HE MOT.
/loaxa BC€ aaabliie 1 AaAbIIe TIABIBET,
0Ky BOAHOIO B MOp€ HeCeT.

Tawm, rae HegaBHO A0AKa I1AbIAA,

AUIID BeTep IyAsa Aa ceAas BOAHA.

Aleksandr Borodin

Yy aubii caa

UyaHbIV cag, TEMHBIN IIAPK,

HODTIUIECKIUII 3aMOK, AOCTOVHBI KOPOAEet,
BOAIIEOHBIN pail 3eMHOI;

T4e aaaey, CMeHVB TPOIIMHKI,

B apOMaTHBbIE Yallli BeAyT,

K TPOCTHMKaM, IIOAHBIM THE3A,.

O, KaK cyacTAMBHI BBI C BaIlIe

BAACTUTEABHULIEN,
SKEHIIVHON 00Ot AyIy,
KOTOPOJI CAaBHBIII Tep0d 1300paskéH
Ha CTpOroM (p)pOHTOHE ABOpIIa.

Aleksandr Borodin
Based on a text in French by Georges Collin

TFagxmii yréHOK

Kak xopor1ro 65110 B gepeBHe!
CoaHnIle Beceao CUs10, POKb 30A0TIAACE,

Aymcroe ceHo AeXaaAo0 B CTOTax.

B 3eaenom yroke, cpeau A0IyXos,

YTKa cugeaa Ha sIAIax.

Eif 65110 CKy4HO, OHa yTOMIAACh OT A0ATOTO
CUAGHUS.

It appeared that he would overcome the
storm waves, and conquer.

But the wind and the waves run head-on

And carry the boat further from shore.

He doubled his efforts, strained at the oars,

But could not overcome the stubborn sea.

The boat goes still further and further,

The waves carry the boat to the open sea.

There, where just now the boat was,

Only the wind roams, and the grey-haired
waves.

Translated by Kirill Kuzmin

The Wondrous Garden

A wondrous garden, a shadowy park,
A poetic castle, worthy of kings,

A magic paradise on earth;

Where alleys and paths lead,

into fragrant groves,

To reeds full of bird nests.

Oh, how happy you are with your lady,

A woman of a kind soul,
Whose glorious emblem
Is painted on the chaste gable of the palace.

Translated by Kirill Kuzmin

The Ugly Duckling

It was lovely in the country!

The sun shone gaily, the rye glistened like
gold,

the fragrant hay lay in stacks.

In a green nook, surrounded by reeds,

a duck was sitting on her eggs.

She was bored and weary from sitting so
long.

(The text continues on the following page. Please turn the page quietly.)



Hakonern, 3aTperiaan cKkopAyInku oAHa 3a
APYTOIL.
YTsTa BbIA€3A1 Ha CBET.

Kak Beank 60xmit mup! Kak Beank 60xxmit
mup!

IMocaeanwit yTéHOK OBIA OYeHb HEKpPaCuB,

bes nepres, Ha AAVHHBIX HOTaX.

VK He MHAIOMIOHOK An?! -
Menyraaacs coceaka-yTka.
[Toméa yTuHbIi1 BBIBOAOK Ha ITUYMIL ABOP.

Jep>Xxurecs, AeTH, IPsIMO, AalIKU BPO3b.

IToxaonUTECH HU3KO TOM CTapPO YTKE,
Omna 1crnaHcKoi ITIOPOABL.

Buaure y neit Ha Aare KpacHyIO TeCeMKy?
DTO BBICIINIA 3HAK OTAMYMS A48 yTKu!

YTsTa HU3KO KAAHSAVCH UCITAaHCKOI yTKe

W cxopo ocsBomanch co BceM HaceAeHIeM
ITrrasero gsopa. [1aoxo nmpuiraocs
Toabko HeaHOMY HEKpacUBOMY YTEHKY.

Hag HVM Bce cMesA1ICh, THAAY €TO OTOBCIOAY,
Keaaau, yToOBI KOIIIKa Chela CKOpee ero.
Kyps! kaeBaau ero, yTku mmuraamu,

/110411 TOAKAAM HOTOM, a MHAGVICKMIA TIeTYX,
Haaysmmics, kak kopabab Ha mapycax,
Hackouna Ha HecyacTHOTO yTéHKa!

YT1éHOK coOpaa Bce CBOM CHABL U IIepeaeTea
yepes 3a60p.

ITTruky, cuAesIye B KyCTaX, BCIIOPXHY AN C
VICITYTY.

Y1éHOK 1TogyMaA: DTO OTTOIO, UTO 51 TAKO
TaAKUIA...

OH 3aKpbla r1a3a, HO BCe >Ke IIPoJ0AXKal
0Oe>xaTh,

IToxa He goctur 60a0ta. Tam AuKue yTKu

Haxnnyancs na gero: Ter uTo 3a rituna?!

YT1éHOK 1T0OBOpauMBaACs Ha BCe CTOPOHBIL.

To1 y>xacHo ragox!

Finally, the shells began to crack, one after
another.

The newly hatched ducklings emerged into
the world.

"How large God’s earth is!”

The last duckling was very ugly,
without feathers, and long legs.

"Could he perhaps be a baby turkey?!"

asked the frightened neighbor duck.

The new brood of ducklings paraded into the
barnyard

"Stand up straight, children, and keep your
feet apart.

Bow low to the old duck.

Her lineage is Spanish!

Do you see that red scarf around her foot?

It is a distinction very rare among the ducks."

The little ones bowed low before the Spanish
duck

and quickly adapted to all the birds

of the barnyard. It went poorly, however,

only for the poor ugly duckling.

Everyone, everywhere, laughed at him and
drove him away.

They even said they hoped the cat would eat
him quickly!

The chickens pecked him, and the ducks
nipped,

People kicked at him, and the Indian rooster,

inflating himself like the sails on a ship,

Leapt onto the unfortunate duckling!

The duckling gathered all his strength and
flew over the fence.

Birds quickly flew away when he
approached.

The duckling thought, "It's because I so
ugly..."

He closed his eyes and kept running until he
reached the swamp.

There, wild ducks pounced on him:

"What kind of a bird are you?!"

The duckling glanced frantically all around.

"You are hideously ugly!!"



YTEHOK KAAHSACS KaK TOABKO MOT HIIKE.

He B3ay™mait >keHnThCSI Ha KOM-HMOYADb U3 Hac!
Mor an nnogymaTb 06 9TOM yTEHOK!

Tak HayaAMCh €r0 CTPaHCTBOBAHMASL.
Uero TOABKO He BBITEpIIEA OH 3a BTy
CTpAIIHYIO OCeHb!

VHoraa on yacamu crgea B KaMblIIax,

3amupasi OT cTpaxa, Apo>Ka OT UCIIyTa,

A BLICTpEALI OXOTHIXOB pa3AaBa/H/ICI) 110
BCeMy Aecy.

Crpanisas macts codaky 3ms1a Haj ero
TOAOBOIA.

CranoB1na0ch X0a04Heit. O3epo nocrerneHHo
3aTsTMBAAOCh AbAOM.

YTEHOK 404keH OblA BCce BpeMs I11aBaTh, 4YTOO
BOJa He 3aMep3Ja.

BB110 6 CAMIIIKOM TPYCTHO pacCKa3bIBaTh

O Tex AnIIeHbSX, KaKye BEIHEC OH B 9Ty 3umy!

OaHa>XAbI COAHBIIIKO IIPUTPEAO 3eMAI0
CBOMMM TeILABIMU AyYaMIu,

JKapopoHnku 3arrean, KyCThI 3aLIBeA -
MpUIILAa BecHa.

Beceao B3mMaxHya yTEHOK KPbLAbAMIU.

3a 3MMy OHU yCITeAM BBIPACTH.

INoansaacsa Ha KpBLABAX YTEHOK
U npuaerea B 60ABIIION I[BETYIINIA Ca .
Tam 6p110 Tak Xopo1o!

Bapyr 13 yaimy TpOCTHUKOB HOABUAUCH

Tpu npexpacHbix 2e6e4s1.

HemnonsTHas cnaa npuBaekasa yTéHKa K 5TUM
LIapCTBEHHBIM IITUITAM.

Ecau on mpubAM3UTCS K HUM, OHM, KOHEJHO,
€ero yObIOT,

IToTromy 4TO OH TaKO¥ TaAKMUIA. ..

The duckling bowed as low as he possibly
could.

"Don't even dream of marrying one of us!!"

As if the duckling could even think of such a
thing!

Thus began his wanderings.
He endured so many things during that
terrible autumn!

Sometimes he would sit for hours in the
reeds,

dying of terror, trembling in fright,

And the shots of hunters could be heard
through the entire forest.

The terrifying jaws of a dog gaped just over
his head.

It was getting colder. Little by little ice
covered the lake.

The duckling had to swim constantly to keep
a corner open.

It would be just too sad to tell all the

sufferings he experienced during the terrible
icy winter.

Finally the sun warmed the earth with its
warm rays.

The larks began to sing, and the bushes
bloomed. Spring had come!

The duck happily beat his wings.

They had grown considerably during the
winter.

The duckling rose up on his wings

and flew to a large flowering garden.

How lovely it was there!

Suddenly, from a thicket of rushes,

There appeared three lovely swans.

Some unknown force attracted him to the
proud and noble birds.

Yet if he approached them certainly he would
be killed,

because he was so ugly...

(The text continues on the following page. Please turn the page quietly.)



Ho ayumie ymepers oT ux yaapos,

UeMm TepIIeTh BCe, UTO BHICTPajal OH B
MIPOAOAKEHNIe DTOV 3UMBI!

Yberite MeHs1... cKazaa YTEHOK

W omyctia roaoBy, 0Xuaas CMEpTIHL.

Ho urto on yBugea B uncroi soge? Csoe
oTpa’keHbe!

Ho on 6514 Temieps He ragKoii cepoit ITHIe,
A mpexpacHBIM aebeaeM.

He 6eaa B rHe3ge yTMHOM pOAUTECH,

Br1a0 6 sto aedeaunoe!

CoaHITe 2acKaa0 ero, CpeHb CKAOH:1Aach
IpeJ, HuM,

/lebeay He>KHO ero 1eaoBaan!

Mor Ay OH MedTaTh O TAKOM CYACThE,

Koraa 6514 ragxum yTéHKOM?
Nina Alexeyevna Krivosheina

Based on a text in Danish by Hans Christian
Andersen

But better to be killed by these beautiful
swans,

than to endure again the misfortunes he

suffered through the winter.

"All right, kill me!" said the duckling,

and lowered his head, waiting for death.

But what did he glimpse in the clear water?
His own reflection!

But now he was no ugly duckling,
but a lovely swan!

What did it matter that he was born in a duck
nest,

as long as the egg was that of a swan!

The sun caressed him, the lilac bushes bent
over him,

and the other swans gave him tender kisses.

Could he ever have dreamed of such
happiness

while he was an ugly duckling?

Translation © by Laurence Richter, reprinted with
permission
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