Pyotr I. Tchaikovsky (1840-1893) Five Songs

Do not believe it, my friend
on a poem by count Leo Tolstoy (1817-1875)

He Bepb MHe fpyr, Korjia B U36bITKe rops, {1 roBopIo, 4To pasiro6u Tebs],
B oT/ivBa 4ac He Bepb U3MeEHE MOpH,
OHO K 3eMJ1e BOPOTUTCS, JIHOOSI.

YK 1 TOCKYI0, IpeXHeH CTpacTy MoJiHbIH, [Mo]’ cBo60y BHOBb Te6e 0T/AaM,
U yx 6eryT [c o6paTHBIM]’ iyMoM BoJIHBI M3/ja/1eka K JIl06UMbIM Geperam!

Do not believe it, my friend, when in bitter torment

[ say that I do not love you any more!

Do not believe the deception of the sea as it ebbs away, It will return to the land, loving once
again.

[ long for you once more, full of my former passion, And again I will yield to you my freedom.
And once again, the loud waves rush back
From far away to their beloved shores.

Why?
On a poem by Lev Aleksandrovich Mey (1822-1862)

OTuero no6Jie/He/1a BECHOM NbILTHOLBETHAs po3a cama? OTuyero no/, 3eJ1€HOM TpaBou roayodas
¢duanka Hema?

OTdero Tak nevyaJbHO 3BY4YHUT IeCHS ITUYKH, HecsICh B He6eca? OT4ero Ha/J| IyraMu BUCHUT
norpe6aJibHBIM IOKPOBOM poca?

OTdero B HeGe COJIHIIE C yTPa XOJOAHO U TEMHO, Kak 3uMoi? OT4Uero u 3eMJisl BC CbhIpa
Y YTpIOMeN MOTHUJIBI CaMOM?

OT4ero 1 1 caM Bce TPyCTHe:
1 60J1e3HEHHEH JIeHb 0To JHA? OTUero, 0, CKaKM MHe CKOpeH Thl, TOKMHYB, 3a0blj1a MeHs?

Why has the sumptuous rose Grown pale in spring?
Why is the blue violet so mute

Under the green grass?

Why does the little bird’s song
Sound so sad as it rises up to heaven? Why does the dew hang over the meadows Like a
mourning veil?

Why is the morning sun in the sky Cold and dark, as in winter?
Why is the earth so damp
And gloomier than the grave itself?

Why do [ grow sadder
And sicker each day?
Why, oh tell me why, did you leave me And forget me?



None but the lonely heart
On a poem by Lev Aleksandrovich Mey (1822-1862)

Het, TonbKO TOT, KTO 3HaJ CBUAaHbA xkax Ay, [IoMMET, Kak A cTpaja
U kak 4 ctpaxnay.

DKy 9 BOasb... HET CUJl, TyCKHEeT OKO...
AX, KTO MeHs JII0OUJI
U 3Han, ganéxo!

AX, TOJIBKO TOT, KTO 3HaJl... CBUZiaHbsA xKax Ay, [IoMET, Kak g cTpajga
U kak 4 ctpaxnay.

Bca rpyZib rOpHUT... KTO 3HaJL... CBUAAHBSA XKAKAY,
[ToliMET, Kak s cTpajan
U kak 4 ctpaxnay.

No, only one who has known What it is to long for one’s beloved Can know how I have suffered
And how I suffer still.

[ gaze into the distant - but my strength fails me, My sight grows dim...
Ah, the one who loved me
And knew me is far away now!

My breast is all aflame - whoever has known What it is to long for one’s beloved
Can know how I have suffered
And how I suffer still.

Amid the din of the ball
on a poem by Leo Tolstoy (1817-1875)

Cpenpb mymMmHoro 6asa, cjiydyaiiHo, B TpeBore MUpcKou cyeThl,
Te6s s1 yBUAEJ, HO TaliHa
TBoM nokpkiBaia YePTHI.

JIMIIb 04YW eYasIbHO TJISIIesH, A FOJIOC TaK JUBHO 3ByYal,
Kak 3BoH oTaanénHo#i cBupesy, Kak Mops [urparomuii]’ BaJ.

MHe cTaH TBOW NOHpPaBWJICI TOHKWM U Becb TBOW 3alyMYNBbIN BUJ,
A cMex TBOM, U TPYCTHBIN, ¥ 3BOHKUH, C Tex MOp B MOEM CepAlie 3By4MT.

B gachl ofuHOKKE HOYH JII06JII0 1, yCTa/IbI|, TpUJiedb; Sl BIKY nedasibHbIe 04,
A capiy Becesyto peyb,

U rpycTHO £, TPyCTHO TakK 3ackinaio, U B rpésax HeBeOMbIX CIIIO... JII06JI10 J1K Tebs, 51 He 3HaI,
Ho kaxketcs1 MHe, 4TO J1106110!

Amidst the din of the ball, by chance, In the commotion of worldly vanity, [ glimpsed you, but
mystery
Covered your features.



Only your eyes looked sad,
But the divine sound of your voice Was like the of far-off pipes,
Or the dancing waves of the sea.

[ fell for your delicate form,
And all of your pensiveness,
And your laughter, both sad and sonorous, Still rings in my heart.

In the lonely hours of night, I love to lie down, tired;
[ see your sad eyes,
[ hear your joyful words.

And wistful, so wistfully falling asleep, I drift into mysterious dreams...

[ don’t know whether I love you, But I think I probably do!

Again, as before, alone
On a poem by Daniil M. Rathaus

CHOBaQ, Kak npexe, oauH, CHoBa 00'bAT 1 TOCKOH CMOTPUTCS TONOJIb B OKHO, Bech 03apéHHbII
JiyHOM CMOTPHUTCS TONOJb B OKHO lllenyyT 0 4eM TO JIMCThI

B 3Be3sjax ropaTt Hebeca ['7ie Tenepb, MuJiad, Thl? Bcé, 4To TBOpUTCS co MHOH, f mepeaaTh He
6epyce. [lpyr! momMoJsvch 3a MeHs,

{1 3a Te6 YK MOJIIOCH!

Again, as before, I am alone,
Melancholy once again holds me in its embrace. Through the window I can see a poplar
Standing in the light of the moon.

Through the window I can see the poplar, Its leaves whisper about something,
The sky is aflame, full of stars,
Why are you now, my beloved?

[ cannot begin to convey All that is happening to me. My friend! Pray for me,
As I already pray for you!



