Sergei V. Rachmaninoff (1873-1943) Five Songs

Lilacs (1902)
On a poem by Ekaterina Andreyevna Krasnova (1855-1892)

[To yTpy, Ha 3ape,

[lo pocucrto¥ Tpase,

A noiy cBeKMM yTpOM AblliaTh; U B yHIIHUCTYIO TEHB,
['ie TECHUTCA CUpPEHD,

A moiy CBO€ cyacThe UCKATh...

B »kH3HM cyacTbe O HO MHe HaUTH CyXX€eHo,

W To cyacTbe B cupeHH KUBET; Ha 3e/1EHBIX BETBAX,
Ha aymucThbIx KUCTSAX
Moé 6emHO€E cYacThe I[BETET...

In the morning, at daybreak,

over the dewy grass,

[ will go to breathe the crisp dawn; and in the fragrant shade,
where the lilac crowds,

[ will go to seek my happiness...

In life, only one happiness

it was fated for me to discover,

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

my poor happiness blossoms...

Yesterday we met (1906)
On a poem by Yakov Petrovich Polonsky (1819-1898)

Buepa Mbl BCTPETHJIMCh: -- OHA OCTAaHOBUJIACH -- §l TaKXKe -- Mbl B IJ1a3a Jpyr Apyry
nocMmoTpesu. O boxe, Kak OHa € TeX NOp NepeMeHUJIaCh,
B rs1azax noTyx OroHb, ¥ KU MO6JIEJHEIU.

W poJiro Ha Heé rsAzes 1 MoJi4a CTPOTO -- MHe pyKy NPOTSHYB, 6eHIXKKa
yJAbIOHYJ1ACh; Il TOBOPUTH XOTEJ -- OHA e pajau bora Besiesia MHe MoJ14aTh, U TYT Ke
OTBepHYJ1ach, 1 6POBU CABHHYJIA, U BbIJEpPHYJIA PYKY,

U mosiBusa: «IlpowmaiTe, 0 CBUAAHBA.»

A 51 xoTen ckasaTh: «Ha Beunyto passyky [Ipoiiaii, morubiiee, Ho MUJI0€ CO3/JaHbE.

Yesterday we met... she halted...

and so did I... We looked each other in the eyes.

0, God! How she had changed with all that time,

The fire in her eyes extinguished, her cheeks grown pale. And for a long time I stared at



her, silently, severely...

My hand stretched out, the poor little soul smiled;

[ wanted to speak; but she, for the sake of God,

ordered me to remain silent, and there and then turned away, and knitted her brows,
and pulled away her hand,

and spoke: “Farewell, goodbye!”/

While I wanted to say: “Forever separated,

'H

farewell, ruined, but sweet creature

Do you remember?
on a poem by count Leo Tolstoy (1817-1875)

Tl HOMHUILIBb JIX Beuep, Kak MOpe 1yMeJio, B lIMIoOBHUKE MeJ COJI0BEH,
JlyuivcTbie BeTKU akaluy 6esioit Kayasnuch Ha 1isinie TBOe?

Mexx kaMHeM, 06pOoCIINX I'YCThIM BUHOTPaAoM, Jlopora 6bljia TaK Y3Ka;
B MoJsi4yaHbe Hag MOpeM MBI exasiy pAgoM, C pyKoro CX0AUJIach pyKa.
Tbl NIOMHUIIBb JIU PEB JI0X/1€BOTO MOTOKA Y eHy U GPbI3TU KPYroM;

M HaM Hallle rope KasaJioch Aajiéko, U kak Mbl 3a06b1J1M 0 HEM!

Do you remember the evening, as the sea was turbulent In the dogrose sang the
nightingale

The sweet-scented branches of the acacia swayed on your hat?

Dense grapevines grew rank between the stones The road was so narrow

Silently, above the sea we rode side by side Your hand lay in mine!

Do you remember the roar of the rain-swollen stream and foam, and spatter all round?
And to us our sorrows seemed far away O, how we forgot them!

The night is sad
on a poem by Ivan A. Bunin (1870-1953)

Houb nevasibHa, Kak MeuThl MOU... [lajieko, B IJIyX0u cTeny WIMPOKoH, OrOHeK MeplaeT
OJMTHOKHH...
B cepAiie MHOTO TPYCTH U JIIOOBU.

Ho KoMy U kak pa3ckakelllb Thl,
YTto 30BET Tebs, ueM cep/lie noaHo? [IyTh Aajek, riayxas cTenb 6e3MosiBHa, Houb
revyasjabHa, Kak MOU MEYThI.

The night is sad, like my dreams... Far away, in the broad remote steppe, A solitary light
flickers...
My heart is full of sadness and love.

But to whom and how could you tell
what beckons you, what fills your heart?
Long is the road, indifferent is the silent steppe, the night is sad, like my dreams.



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

He Bepb MHe ApyT, Kor/ia B U36bITKe rops, I roBopto, YTO pas itobuJ Teb,
B oTsinBa yac He Bepb U3MeEHE MOpH,

OHO K 3eMJie BOPOTHUTCS, JIOO.

YK 51 TOCKY10, IpeXXHel CTPaCTH MOJIHbIH, [Moro]2
3

CcB060/1y BHOBb TeOE OT/1aM,

U yx 6eryT [c 06paTHbIM]” HIyMOM BOJIHbI M3/jasieka K it06MMBbIM 6eperam!

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 [ will yield to you my
freedom.

And once again, the loud waves rush back

From far away to their beloved shores.



