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MYASKOVSKY’S SONGS FOR BARITONE
by Patrick Zuk

Recent years have seen a resurgence of interest in the music of Nikolay Myaskovsky
(1881-1950), an older contemporary of Prokofiev and Shostakovich who was
regarded during his lifetime as one of the most significant Russian composers of
his era. The neglect into which it fell after his death, even in his native country, was
largely due to unpropitious circumstances and the cloud of ideological opprobrium
with which it was surrounded by Soviet commentators, who repeatedly criticised
his compositions for their failure to conform sufficiently to the doctrines of Socialist
Realism. The predominantly serious, introspective tone of Myaskovskys work
presented a further hindrance: its eschewal of brilliant effects and obvious surface
appeal made it unattractive to Soviet star performers and concert promoters, and
prevented it from gaining a place in the regular repertoire. Outside the Soviet Union,
his compositions were championed by leading conductors such as Leopold Stokowski
and Frederick Stock in the 1920s and 1930s, but with the advent of the Cold War they
all but disappeared from western concert programmes. A more extensive rediscovery
of Myaskovsky’s output is long overdue: at its best, his music evinces a consummate
craftsmanship and is imbued with a powerful authenticity of feeling.

In common with a number of his Russian predecessors (amongst them, Borodin,
Rimsky-Korsakov and Tchaikovsky), Myaskovsky’s early musical education was
haphazard and he was in his twenties before he acquired a solid grounding in the
composer’s craft. Destined by family tradition for a career as a military engineer, he
resigned his commission at the age of 25 and enrolled on the composition diploma
course at the St Petersburg Conservatoire in 1906. He came to wider attention with
the performances of the symphonic poem Silence, Op. 9, in Moscow in 1911 and his
Second Symphony, Op. 11, the following year. Contemporary reviewers hailed the
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appearance of a promising new talent, but Myaskovsky’s efforts to establish himself in
his new profession were frustrated by the outbreak of the First World War. As a former
officer, he was legally obliged to serve in the militia: he was called up immediately and
soon dispatched to the western front in Galicia, territories straddling modern-day
Poland and Ukraine. The region witnessed some of the fiercest fighting of the war:
Myaskovsky’s unit was constantly close to the front lines, and he was fortunate to escape
death or serious injury. Reassigned to a Russian naval fortress in Reval (the old name for
Tallinn) in late 1915, he would remain in the armed forces not only for the remainder
of the war, but for several years thereafter: his hopes of a swift return to civilian life
after the October Revolution and Russia’s ensuing withdrawal from the conflict were
rendered infeasible by the collapse of the economy and the outbreak of civil strife.
In 1921, a few months after his 40th birthday, he was appointed to a teaching post
at the Moscow Conservatoire, and could at last devote himself to music once more.

Although he chose to remain in Russia after the Revolution rather than live abroad,
unlike Prokofiev, Rachmaninov and Stravinsky, Myaskovsky’s private attitudes to the
Bolshevik regime were anything but enthusiastic. Like many other members of the
intelligentsia, he survived by adopting a strategy of ‘inner emigration’ A shy, retiring
man who had few close personal relationships, he maintained a low public profile and
held himself aloof from politics. When Soviet artists came under pressure from the
late 1920s onwards to subordinate their creativity to political ends, he compromised
only to the extent that was absolutely necessary for professional self-preservation.
Crass propagandistic scores are conspicuously absent from his catalogue of works: his
compositions on overtly ideological themes amount merely to two short cantatas and
a dozen or so songs and choral pieces for amateurs. In contrast to the outputs of his
contemporaries, which are generally much more varied, most of Myaskovsky’s ceuvre
comprises ‘abstract’ instrumental works in the small number of genres that remained
firmly at the centre of his creative preoccupations: the piano sonata, the string quartet
and, above all, the symphony. Aside from the piano miniature, the only other genre
that engaged Myaskovsky’s attention with any regularity was the romans, the Russian
equivalent of the French meélodie or German Lied. Over the course of his career,
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he composed more than 120 songs. Roughly half are early works, written between 1901
and 1914, and a further seventeen (comprising Opp. 20, 21 and 22) were completed
between 1920 and 1925. He did not return to the genre until 1935 and contributed to it
only occasionally thereafter.

The Six Poems of Alexander Blok, Op. 20 [1]-[6], were written in 1920 during the
Civil War - a grim chapter in Russian history during which millions perished as a result
of state repression, violent conflict, malnourishment and epidemics of cholera and
other deadly diseases. This phase of Myaskovsky’s life is sparsely documented, but it
is evident that he experienced his share of the widespread hardship caused by the dire
shortages of food, fuel and other basic necessities. Concert life was severely disrupted,
and only the musical evenings held in the apartments of his friends Pavel Lamm and
Maxim Gube afforded occasional respite from his demanding administrative duties at
the Naval General Staff and the harsh conditions of everyday life. Gube, an economist
by profession, was a fine amateur baritone and was often partnered in performances
of German Lieder and Russian song repertoire by Lamm, a highly regarded chamber
musician and accompanist.

The Blok settings were composed as an expression of gratitude for these gatherings,
which Myaskovsky described as a ‘spiritual oasis’ in a touching letter to Gube, the
dedicatee.! His decision to set texts by a contemporary poet was unsurprising, given
his long-standing interest in Zinaida Hippius, Konstantin Balmont and other Silver
Age writers. The six poems that he selected were all written between 1898 and 1902,
during the earliest phase of Blok’s mature creativity. These exquisitely wrought lyrics
were eminently amenable to musical elaboration, and Myaskovsky’s settings are finely
attuned to their atmospheric evocations of nature and explorations of psychological
states ranging from sombre foreboding to spiritual exaltation. In spite of their intimacy
of expression, the songs are in no way redolent of the salon: the treatment of the
texts is notable for its understated restraint and avoidance of the obvious, despite the
comparative simplicity of the compositional means employed.

! Unpublished letter from Myaskovsky to Maxim Gube, dated 16 July 1920 and preserved in the Russian State Archive of Literature
and Art (RGALI), Moscow, f. 2012, op. 2, yed. khr. 208, 1. 2.
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At the Decline of Day, Op. 21 [7]-[9], was completed in April 1922 as an Easter gift for
another singer of the composer’s acquaintance, Yekaterina Koposova-Derzhanovskaya.
She had been one of Myaskovsky’s earliest supporters and performed his songs before
the war in concerts organised by her husband, the music critic Vladimir Derzhanovsky.
The set comprises three settings of lyrics by Fyodor Tyutchev (1803-73), a professional
diplomat who had received little recognition as a creative writer during his lifetime, but
came to be regarded after his death as one of the finest Russian poets of his era. These
highly compressed, terse poems all date from the late 1860s, a period when Tyutchev was
preoccupied with sombre reflections on transience, mortality and loss. Such themes had
a heightened resonance for Myaskovsky, who had been deeply affected by recent events.
His father died in tragic circumstances in 1918, apparently as a result of mob violence.
The loss three years later of his father’s sister, who had helped to raise the composer and
his siblings after their mother’s early death, came as another heavy blow. Myaskovsky’s
musical responses to Tyutchev’s poems memorably captures their bleak atmosphere:
although the dynamic throughout all three songs never rises above piano, their densely
dissonant harmonic idiom and closely worked contrapuntal textures imbue them with a
smouldering intensity of expression.

With the progressive tightening of state controls on artistic production from the late
1920s onwards, music evocative of darker states of mind was increasingly condemned
as a manifestation of ‘bourgeois individualism’ and ‘decadent’ foreign influences.
Myaskovsky steadfastly ignored exhortations that composers should concentrate on
writing tuneful operas and other text-based works on officially reccommended themes
such as the ‘building of socialism’. Nonetheless, he had little choice but to make at least
occasional shows of conformity to the Marxist-Leninist creative aesthetic of Socialist
Realism after its introduction in 1932.

His decision in 1938 to set verse by Stepan Shchipachyov (1898-1980) and Lev
Kvitko (1890-1952), contemporary poets regarded as notable exponents of the
doctrine, was largely dictated by circumstances. The choice of poems for the Three
Sketches, Op. 45 [10]-[i2, was suggested by the bass-baritone Alexander Okayomov




(1905-43), a well-known singer of the period, who invited Myaskovsky to compose
songs for him. Myaskovsky told his student Dmitry Kabalevsky that he thought the
texts ‘dreadful’? but he persevered with the task. In the tense prevailing climate caused
by the escalation of state terror, which claimed several of his colleagues and students
amongst its victims, Myaskovsky, like other composers, sought to minimise his potential
exposure to risk by fulfilling safe commissions of this kind. In common with much
Socialist Realist literature, Shchipachyov’s and Kvitko’s verses are didactic in intent and
rehearse well-worn themes — Soviet resilience and heroism, the benefits of agricultural
collectivisation, and the drive of the state to dominate nature. Both writers would have
been considered thoroughly orthodox and unlikely to arouse objections on ideological
grounds - a highly important consideration.

In 1940, Myaskovsky produced another group of songs for Okayomov, From the Lyric
Poetry of Stepan Shchipachyov, Op. 52[13]-[22]. The poems featured here explore a somewhat
wider range of subject matter, including experiences of a more personal nature such as the
loss of love and growing old. Even so, Socialist Realist tropes also make their appearance:
‘Mount Elbrus and the Aeroplane’ 20} for example, echoes official propaganda about the
boundless opportunities for self-realisation that the new classless society supposedly
opened up for its citizens, no matter how humble their origins. Umar, a Caucasian
shepherd boy, becomes a Soviet airman who can fly his plane over Mount Elbrus (in the
western Caucasus and the highest peak in Russia and Europe), where he had formerly led
his flock to pasture. Although Shchipachyov’s wooden verses might seem unlikely to elicit
music of much distinction, Myaskovsky’s settings display considerable resourcefulness
and skill even within the stylistic constraints imposed by the commission.

The last years of Myaskovsky’s life were clouded by his public condemnation,
together with Shostakovich, Prokofiev and other notable composers, in a notorious
Central Committee edict on music promulgated in 1948. Myaskovsky bore his ordeal
with dignity and, unlike the other proscribed composers, refused to make a public
apology, despite being placed under considerable pressure to do so. His health, already

? Unpublished letter from Myaskovsky to Kabalevsky, dated 24 June 1938 and held in RGALL f. 2017, op. 1, yed. khr. 91, 1. 4.
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delicate, deteriorated further, and in the spring of 1950 he was discovered to be suffering
from advanced stomach cancer, a diagnosis that was concealed from him. Feeling too
ill to undertake any new creative tasks, he sought to distract himself by revising his
juvenilia and various unpublished works. Songs of Many Years, Op. 87, comprises fifteen
solo vocal compositions with piano accompaniment - ten from the period 1901-9 and
the remainder from 1933-36. Four are featured here, starting with Myaskovsky’s earliest
known song ‘Thus yearns the soul’ [23], a setting of a lyric by Pushkin’s contemporary
Aleksey Koltsov (1809-42). The evocation of a young persons ardent longing for
freedom was highly relevant to Myaskovsky’s personal circumstances at the time of its
composition, when he felt trapped in a military career that he found wholly uncongenial.
The remaining three songs, which respectively date from 1906, 1908 and 1909, show
the emergence of a more individual compositional voice and an extension of expressive
range. The haunting ‘Song of the Collectors’ [24] is notable for its exploration of modal
harmonies, and ‘In the struggle with a heavy fate’ 25], with its declamatory vocal lines and
turbulent accompaniment figurations, evinces a keen dramatic sense. Most impressive of
all, perhaps, is the misleadingly entitled ‘Sonnet of Michelangelo’ [26] - the text of which is
not a sonnet, but Michelangelo’s celebrated epigram about his sculpture ‘Night’ (‘Caro me
’l sonno, e piu lesser di sasso”), translated by Tyutchev. Myaskovsky’s setting eloquently
captures its despairing mood, rising to an impassioned culmination before subsiding into
a brief keyboard postlude that dies away inconclusively on an unresolved dissonance.

The Two Songs of Polar Explorers (1939) are amongst Myaskovsky’s rare contributions
to the genre of the Soviet ‘mass song’ - simple vocal compositions on edifying political
or ideological themes intended for widespread dissemination and designed for
performance by amateurs. The texts were typically strophic with a recurrent refrain.
The subject matter of the two songs featured here was highly topical at the period - the
daring feats of Soviet adventurers and explorers in the remoter and more inhospitable
regions of the country. The text of the first 27], by the prominent poet and playwright
Mikhail Svetlov (1903-64), was also set by a number of other composers, including

* ‘Dear is sleep to me, and even more so, my being of stone’




Prokofiev in the third of his Seven Songs, Op. 79. ‘Song of the Polar Sailors’ [28] is a
more conventional representative of the genre, with its stirring chorus portraying Soviet
heroism and indomitability. Even here, however, Myaskovsky cannot entirely suppress
his creative individuality, and the foursquare predictability of the march is offset by
unexpected metrical displacements and quirky melodic turns of phrase.

None of Myaskovsky’s mass songs ever became popular — which would not have
surprised him. “The requirements that they are now imposing in regard of “music for
the masses” don’t attract me very much;, he wrote to his colleague Maximillian Steinberg
in 1936: T cannot write “happy music” and have absolutely no feeling for it* Tellingly,
Myaskovsky did not assign opus numbers to any of these efforts — a clear indication that
he did not regard them as forming part of his ‘real’ output.

Patrick Zuk is Professor of Russian Cultural Studies and Music at Durham University. His publications
include Nikolay Myaskovsky: A Composer and His Times (Boydell Press, 2021).

The baritone Ilya Kuzmin was born in 1972 in Moscow.
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State Opera and Ballet Theatre and the Perm Opera and
Ballet Theatre. In 2010 he was nominated for the Russian
National Theatre ‘Golden Mask’ award for the role of Gianni

* Unpublished letter of Myaskovsky to Steinberg, dated 19 March 1936, preserved in the Russian Institute for Art History in
St Petersburg (KR RIIL, f. 28, op. 1, yed. khr. 487, 1. 1150b.).
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Schicchi in Puccini’s opera, a production that was also awarded the Special Prize of the Musical
Theatre Jury. He has worked with many orchestras, including the Evgeny Svetlanov Russian
State Symphony Orchestra, the Novaya Russia State Symphony Orchestra and the Musica
Viva Chamber Orchestra in Moscow. He also presents song recitals. In 2011 he was awarded
the Commendation of the Minister of Culture of Russia, and in 2017 the Commendation for
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The baritone Dzambolat Dulaev was born in 1992 in the
city of Vladikavkaz in the Republic of North Ossetia-Alania
in Russia. In 2018 he graduated from the Russian Institute
of Theatre Arts (GITIS) from the class of Olga Fyodorovna
Mironova. Since 2023 he has been a soloist of the Chamber
Stage of the Bolshoi Theatre of Russia. He has received first
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the Elena Obraztsova International Competition for Young
Opera Singers in St Petersburg in 2019 and the Muslim
Magomayev International Vocal Competition in Moscow
in 2021. In 2022 he was awarded the Certificate of Honour
of North Ossetia for fruitful work in the art of music. He
has taken operatic roles on the stages of many opera houses in Russia, including the historical
stage of the Mariinsky Theatre in St Petersburg, the Vladikavkaz branch of the Mariinsky
Theatre, Helikon Opera in Moscow and Novaya Opera in Moscow. A production of Gian Carlo
Menotti’s opera Martin’s Lie by the Amadeus Musical Theatre, with Dzambolat Dulaev in one of
the main roles, was nominated in 2020 for the Russian National Theatre ‘Golden Mask’ Award.
He also presents song recitals.
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Texts and Translations

Illecmv cmuxomeopenuii A. bnoxa, co4. 20

ITonnpIit MecAL BCTANl HaJ| TyTOM
ITomublit MecsL BCTa HaJ| TyTOM
HensmeHHBIM IVBHBIM KPYTOM,
CBeTUT U MOJTYHNT.

BriefHbIiL, O/1e[{HbII JTYT LBETYILINIT,
Mpakx HOYHOI%, IO HeM HOJI3YILMit,
OTjpIxaeT, CIINT.

JKyTko BBIITH Ha OpOTY:
HemnonaTHas TpeBora

ITop mynoit napurt.

XOoTb 1 3HaEIIb: yTPOM PaHO
CornHIe BHIIET U3 TYMaHa,

Ilone osapur,

W rorpa noitpéip TpONMHKOIL,

e 1o KaXK1010 GbIIMHKOI
JKusHb Kunut.

Y3KkaceH XO/IOf, BEYepoB ...
Y>KaceH X0710f; Be4epoB,

Vix BeTep, ObIOIMIICA B TPEBOTE,
HecyuiecTByomux maros
TpeBOXXHBI IOPOX Ha lopore

XonopHas yepTa 3apu —

Kak mamaTh 67msKolo Hefryra

VI BepHblit 3HAK, YTO Mbl BHY TP
Hepasmbikaemoro kpyra.

Six Poems of Alexander Blok, Op. 20

[7] A full moon has risen over the meadow
A full moon has risen over the meadow -
An unchanging wondrous circle,

It shines and is silent.

Pale, pale is the blossoming meadow,

The gloom of the night, creeping oer it,
Rests, sleeps.

It is terrifying to set out on the road:

A strange disquiet

Reigns under the moon.

Though you know: early in the morning
The sun will emerge from the mist,

Light up the field,

And then you will take a path

Where life surges

Under every blade of grass.

The evenings’ chill is dreadful
The evenings’ chill is dreadful,

Their wind, flailing in alarm,

The disquieting scuffle

Of non-existent footsteps on the road.

The cold streak of dawn

Is like the memory of a familiar malaise
And a sure sign that we are inside

An unbreakable circle.




Munbrii gpyr!

Mt gpyr! Thl I0HOIO IO
Tak uncra!

Crnt roka! [lyma Most ¢ To6010,
Kpacora!

Tbl mpocHENILCsA, Gy/IeT HOYb U BbIoTa
XosnopHa.

TeI TOTAA C MyMION HafEKHOM IpyTa
He omna.

ITycTp BOKPYT 3MMa 11 BeTep BOET —
A ¢ To6oit!

JIpyr Te6s OT 3UMHUX O6YpPb YKpOeT
Bceit gymori!

MennuTenbHOI Yperoii HUCXOAWUT IeHb

OCeHHUI

MepnTenbHOI Ypefoil HUCXOUT JIeHb
OCEHHMUIA,

MepnTenbHO KPyTUTCA XKENTHIN NTUCT,

W nenp mpo3pavHo CBEX,

M BO3JYX IMBHO YMCT —

Jlymia He M36€XXUT HEBUAVMMOTO T/ICHbA.

Tax, KaXblil IeHb CTapeeTcs OHa,

VI Ka>KbIii TOTI, KaK SKENMTDII IMCT KPY>KUTCA,

Bcé kaxkeTcst, 1 TIOMHUTCS, I MHUTCS,

Y10 OCeHb NPOIUIBIX /IeT ObI/Ia He TaK
IpyCTHa.

Dear friend!

Dear friend! In your young heart you are
So pure!

Sleep awhile! My heart is with you,
Beauty!

You will awake, there will be night and a
blizzard
Cold.

You are then with the faithful heart of a friend —
Not alone.

Let the winter and the wind howl around -
I am with you!

A friend will shield you from winter’s blasts
With all his heart!

The autumn day declines on its slow
course

The autumn day declines on its slow course,
The yellow leaf slowly spins,

And the day is limpidly fresh,

the air wondrously pure —

The heart cannot escape invisible decay.

So each day it ages,

And each year, like the yellow leaf, it eddies;
It always seems, and is recalled, and imagined
That in previous years autumn was not so sad.




[5] Bcrany s B yTpo TymaHHOe...
Bcrany s B yTpo TyMaHHOe,
ConHIie yapuT B IUILIO.

Tol 1u, TOIpYyTa >KenmaHHas,
Bexommib Ko MHe Ha KPbUIbIIO?

Hacrexn Bopora TsKénble!
Berpom maxmymo B OKHO!
Ilecnu Taxue Becénnie

He paspmaBamucs aBHO!

C HUMM 1 B yTPO TYMaHHOE
ConHile 1 BeTep B 10!

C HuMM IofIpyTa YKeTaHHasA
Bexoaut Ko MHe Ha KpbIIbLIO!

[6]B noub MomTHaTUBYIO

B HOYb MOTYAIMBYIO Uy/ieCeH

MHe npencTonT TBOJ CBET/IbIIA /IUK.
OuyapoBaHbs CTAPBIX NIECEH
OO6DbeMIIOT Y1y B 9TOT MUT.

CBoeit 1oporoit rony6o
TIpoXOnMILb MeJIeHHEe ThI,
W oThpIXaroT Haj TO600
[IBe HETOABIDKHBIE 3BE3TIBL.
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I will arise in the foggy morning...

I will arise in the foggy morning,

The sun strikes me in the face.

My longed-for love,

Are you climbing the steps to my porch?

The heavy gates are wide open!

A gust of wind came through the window!
Such merry songs

Have not resounded for a long time!

With them in the foggy morning
The sun and wind in the face!
With them my longed-for love
Climbs the steps to my porch!

[6] In the silent night
Wondrous in the silent night

Your radiant countenance appears before me.

The enchantments of old songs
Embrace the soul in this moment.

On your azure path
You pass more slowly,
And above you rest
Two motionless stars.




Ha cxnone ous (Tpu nabpocka na cnosa
®. Tiomuesa), cou. 21

Hawm He 1aHo mpeTyTagaTh
HaM He /1aHO TIpefyTajiarh,
Kak ¢/10BO Halre 0T30BETCH, —
V1 HaMm couyBCTBUE AAETCH,
Kak HaM 7aéTcs 61aroars...

Hert 60mme MCKp KMBBIX

Het 6071e MCKp )XMBBIX Ha TOTIOC TBO
NIPUBETHBIN —

Bo mHe riryxas HOUb, 1 HET /IS Helt yTpa.

W ckopo ynetut — BO MpaKe He3aMeTHbIN —

Tocnenumii, CKyJHbII IHIM C HOTYXILETO
KOCTpa.

[o] Kak nu Ts1:x€1 mocneumii vac...
Kak HU TsKET mocnmeHuit yac —

Ta HemoHATHASA /14 HAC

VIcToMa cMepTHOrO CTpajiaHbs, —
Ho pna pymm emé crpamnei
CrnenuTb, KaK BBIMUPAIOT B Heil

Bce nyqume BOCIIOMMHAHDbA...

At the Decline of Day: Three Sketches
to Words by Fyodor Tyutchev, Op. 21

It is not given to us to tell
It is not given us to tell

How our words will resonate —
And sympathy is given us

As grace is given us...

Your friendly voice prompts no living
spark...

Your friendly voice can prompt no living spark —

Dead night in me reigns, and no hope of
dawn...

And the last wisp of smoke from the quenched
fire

Will soon disperse unseen in the dark.

[9]However distressing the final hour...
However distressing the final hour -
And incomprehensible to us

That agonised weariness unto death —
For the soul it is even more dreadful

To witness the expiration

Of all her happiest memories...




Tpu nabpocka, cou. 45

O uBeTke
Cnosa C. [unauesa

bBrlma Heonroit Xu3Hb IBETKA...
3uma. Merenuiia MeTéT,

BypaH BreTaet B ceHI.

Ho apomar 1BeTka >KuBét

B cyxoM KOITX03HOM ceHe,

B cTpye maproro monoxa
3BEHNT CTEIHAs )XI3HD [[BETKa,
W ecnu necHs xopouia,

JTro6yt0 TPOHB CTPOKY —

ITycTb BBIOIM BCe 3amopoIar —
V1 B IecHe XUTb IIBETKY.

bepéska

Cnosa C. [[unauesa

E€ x semite crubaer mBeHb,
TIOYTH HATYI0, a OHA

PBaHETCA, T/IAHET MOTYATNBO —
U MOX/Ib YIMETCS Y OKHA.

VI B HEPOTI/IANHDI 3SUMHMIT Bedep,
B 106e/y Bepst HaIepéx,

eé 6ypan 6epér 3a meun,

3a pyku Geble 6epét.

Ho, Tonkyto, eé nomas,

u3 cubl BeIObeTCA...OHa,
BUJIATD, XapaKTepOM IpsAMa,
KOMY-TO TPETbeMy BepHa.

Three Sketches, Op. 45

The Flower
Words by Stepan Shchipachyov

The flower’s life was not long...
Winter. The blizzard rages,

The snowstorm flies into the porch.
But the flower’s scent lives on

In the dry collective-farm hay,

In the stream of steaming milk

The flower’s steppe life tinkles,
And if the song is good

No matter what line you touch —
Even if blizzards powder everything —
The flower will still live in the song.

[17] The Little Birch Tree
Words by Stepan Shchipachyov

The downpour bends her to the ground,
almost naked, but she

springs up, glances silently —

and the rain eases off on the window.

And on a pitch-dark winter evening,
confident of victory beforehand,

the snowstorm seizes her by the shoulders,
seizes her by her white hands.

But slender though she is,

It wears itself out breaking her...
She clearly has an upright character,
And remains faithful to another.




Pasrosop
Cnosa JI. Keumxko

Tak 1y6 ckasan:

- 51 OT BepIIMHBI IO KOpHeIt
Bcex Bpile, Kpemye u CUIbHEN.
Ho s meuraio 06 ogHOM —
CraTh OBICTPOHOIM CKaKyHOM.
Torza yBUXy s MpOCTOPBI —
Jleca, myTa, TIOJIA ¥ TOPBL

A KoHD cKasam:

- Korpa Ha Borte 4 ckauy,

MHe Ka)keTcs, 4TO 5 JIedy.

Ho s meuraio 06 ogHOM —

CraTh NTHUILEIT — COKOZIOM, OPJIOM,
YBueTh H0f cO60it IPOCTOPLI —
Jleca, myra, TOJIS ¥ TOPBL.

Opén cxasam:

— 51 BBIO THE3/IO B YILe/IbAX CKATl
V1 rzie st TOTIBKO HU JIETAIL.

Ho a 3aBupyio Tomy,

Kro - genosek. Ero ymy.

Emy nofBnacTHbI Bce TPOCTOPBI —
Jleca, myTa, TIOJIA ¥ TOPBL

A Conversation
Words by Lev Kvitko

Thus said the oak tree:

‘From my crown to my roots

I am taller, sturdier, and stronger than all.
But I dream of only one thing -

Of being a fleet-footed racehorse.

Then I would see the vast open spaces -
Forests, meadows, fields, and mountains.

And the horse said:

‘When I gallop in the wild

I feel as though I am flying.

But I only dream of one thing —

Of being a bird - a falcon, an eagle,

Of seeing vast open spaces underneath me —
Forests, meadows, fields and mountains.

The eagle said:

‘I build a nest in the mountain gorges,

And wherever I have flown.

But I envy him

Who is a man. His mind.

All the vast open spaces are subject to him -
Forests, meadows, fields, and mountains.




U3 nupuxku Cmenana Ilfunauésa, cou. 52

Pycpiit BeTep

Pycplit BeTep, KaKoit Thl CYaCTAMBBII!
OX THI, BeTpeHa ronona!

Y tebst i1 6epé3ku, A1 UBBI
OJIMHAKOBO HEXKHBI C/I0BA.

Pycblit BeTep, KaKoil Thl CHUaCTINBbII!
A BOT £, CJIOBHO KTO IIPMKOBAJI,

06 oHOI, 0 JaNEKOIA, KpacuBoIi,
CTOJIBKO JIET TOCKOBaTI!

V pomanxka

OT yHbI 6€710 B CTenu.

B THIINHE POAHYK 3BYYNT,
¥ HaJl CaMbIM POJTHUKOM

B CBET/IOM Hebe Ha ITenn
KOBIII CepeGpSAHbIiT BUCUT.

Berpowm, TpaBamn fipimars,
CITylIaTh, KaK 3B€HUT BOJIa,
XOpOLIO B TUIIN TaKOIA.
TornbKo IIbI0 He 113 KOBIIIA:
He IOTAHEIIbCA PYKOIA.

MHe Ka’>KeTcsl IOpOii...

MHe KaXkeTcst TOpOif, 4To st

BOT Tak 1 6Y/Iy KUTb I XUTb Ha CBeTe!
Kax TpoHeT cMepTb,

KOT/Ia KPYTOM — /IDY3bs,

KOT/[a TpaBa, 1 obaKa, u Betep —

BCE /IO TIBUTIMHKM — 3TO SKI3Hb MOSI?

From the Lyric Poetry of Stepan
Shchipachyov, Op. 52

Fair-haired wind

Fair-haired wind, how happy you are!
Oh, you feather-brained wind!

For the birch, for the willow

You have the same tender words.

Fair-haired wind, how happy you are!
And here am I, like one chained

to her, to the distant and beautiful one,
For whom I have pined for so many years!

At the Spring

It is white on the steppe from the moon.
The spring ripples in the silence,

and above the stream itself

on a chain in the bright heavens

a silver dipper' hangs.

To scent the wind, the grasses,

to listen to the rippling water

is good in such stillness.

Except I do not drink from the dipper:
you can’t reach it with your hand.

It sometimes seems to me...

It sometimes seems to me

that I shall live and live just like this on the earth!
How can death touch me,

when friends are all round,

when there’s grass, and clouds, and wind -
does my life all come to dust?

! The constellation known as “The Plough’ in Britain is called “The Big Dipper’ (Bonpmoit Kosur) in Russia, as in the United States.




Topcomnyx
IMoxconnyxy oT MMBHA

He ckpbITbCsl HUKY7A:

B rpsasu yBasmu Hory,

Mesx rpagKamm Boja.
Becnyuryarselit ¥ peKuii,
Crour oH B KapTyse.

3ayeM COEXUT OH C TPAAKH,
Korpa on pap rpose.

IIpumeTnt
B onHoit pybarike gpoxb 6epéT.

CIIbIXaII, IIpuMeTa €CTb B HapoJe€:

KOrja yepémyxa LBeTET,
XOJIOf{HBIIT BeTep Ha CBOOO/IE.

ITopa omoit. Ho B sicHblii Beuep
HaM XOPOIIO CUJETb OHVM.

O, aT1 XyAeHbKMe T/Iedn

TIOJ] CUHUM MHKAKOM MOVIM!

TTopm, 1 3B€3/bI TOHUMAIOT,
YTO HAC 000UX APOKD Oeper...
Ho Tax Bcerjia 6biBaeT B Mae,
KOrja yepémMyxa IBETET.

The Sunflower

The sunflower from the downpour

Has nowhere to hide:

His feet are struck in the mud,

There’s water between the vegetable patches.

Freckled and red-haired,

He stands in his peaked cap.

Why would he run away from the vegetable
patch

When he is delighted with the storm?

Superstitions

Youd get a fit of the shivers wearing just a
shirt.

I've heard that there’s a folk superstition:

when the bird-cherry blossoms

there’s a cold wind on the loose.

Time to go home. But on a bright evening
we like sitting on our own.

Oh, those slender shoulders

under my navy-blue jacket!

I dare say that the stars understand too
why we've both got a fit of the shivers...
But that always happens in May
when the bird-cherry blossoms.




Te6e

JIBe MUIIBI Y OKHA.

OHu popunuch BMecTe
TI07] TETIIBIM BETEPKOM,

U TIOZIBIMATIMCh BMECTe,

U CTAPATCA PATKOM —

U CYACTIMBBI OHM!

Ho passe snaroT nusr,
KaK C4acTbeM JJOPOKUTD!
Cxaxut, Hy KaK MOII Obl
MBI APYT 6e3 Apyra XUTb?
V1 B mpomioe 1nopoit

MHe CTPALIHO OIIAHY ThCA:
pocra ThI Ja/ieKo -

U B )KU3HM TaK JIETKO
MOTTIM MbI Pa3MUHYThCA.

JIerko, mro6mmast, ¢ To60I

B cuery sakarsb! n neca.
VI conpb 3emMu Ha BO/ocax.

TBOJI TEMHBIIT TIOKOH CTaJI CEMIbIM.

Jlerko Ha 7bDKaxX MOJIOJIBIM,
Jlerko, mo6umast, ¢ T060it

bexxaTb BOT, Tak OfjHOI TPOIOIA.

ITycTb Ha Gery 3axBaTuT yx
Y 3Bé3j1, y MUpa Ha BULY.
Jlerko, mo6umasi, ¢ TO6OIL.

To you

Two linden trees by the window.

They were born together

under the warm breeze,

and rose together

and are growing old next to each other —
and they are happy!

But do lindens really know

how to value happiness!

Tell me, how could we really

live without one another?

And I'm sometimes afraid

to look back at the past:

you grew up far away —

and in life we could so easily

have passed one another without meeting.

It’s easy, my love, with you

Sunsets and forests in the snow.

And salt of the earth in the hair.

Your dark curl has turned grey.

It’s easy for a young couple to ski.

It’s easy, my love, with you

To glide as on one track.

Let our flight take the stars” breath away
In full view of the world.

It’s easy, my love, with you.




Anb6pyc u camonér

Oit, BBICOK Ke ThI, DIBOPYC,
Cunnit nén!

Tonbko BbImIe IpoONTETENT
Camornér.

BocukoMm y HOT TBOMX,
Kus3p kHs3eit,

ITac oBer; 9yab6au

Ymap 1o poce.

Oit, BBICOK Ke ThI, DIBOPYC,
Cunnit nén!

Ho Ymap Benér y sBésp
Camornér.

B3rnsanys Ha KapTOUKy

Tebe mokaxkeTcs - JOTIA

JT1060Bb Cropera, OIycTeno ums,

W BApYT HaJl TUIIMHON CTO/A

OHa, 3a6bITas1, I71a3a MOJbIMET.

VI BcrioMHUIIB BCE 10 Meovent:
AnpenbCcKuit OjeHb, BETKY HaJ| TPOIIOK0,
CkaMeiiKy BCTIOMHUIID 1 PyYeri,

U B HEM OKYpPOK, 6pOILIeHHbIIT TO6OIO,

W xaK BI0OIEHHBIE I/Ta3a

Y caMBbIX I71a3 TBOMX B C/le3aX O/1eCTesi. .
Ho mno3a6eiTe! afipeca,

JJaBHO JIMCTKYU B OIOKHOTE

TIO>KE/ITENN.

Mount Elbrus and the Aeroplane
Oh, how tall you are, Elbrus,

Dark blue ice!

Only an airplane

Flew higher.

Barefoot at your feet,

Prince of Princes,

The herdsman Umar

brought his sheep to pasture in the dew.
Oh, how tall you are, Elbrus,

Dark blue ice!

But Umar pilots his airplane

By the stars.

After glancing at a card

It will seem to you that love

Has burned to ashes, the name - a void,

And suddenly over the silence of the table

She, forgotten, will raise her eyes.

And you will remember it all down to the last
detail:

An April afternoon, branches over the path,

You will remember the bench and the stream,

And the cigarette butt that you threw into it,

And how the loving eyes glistened with tears

Just in front of your own eyes...

But the addresses are forgotten,

And the notebook’s small pages

turned yellow long ago.




VY mopa

3Halo A, KaK BOJTHBI C KAMHEM CIIOPAT.
Mex CBIPBIX TOTy60BATBIX CKall
TIOBCTPEYAsT 5 IeBYIIKY ¥ MOPSL.

- Xopolo 371ech! — TONbKO U CKa3asl.
Jlonro MeI Ha 6epery CTosIn.

ITop Beuep OHa OIATH MpPUIILIA.
Kpyrmo6okmit KOMbIXascs sUINK,

Ha IIeCKe JIe)Xa/II TPYU Becria.

VI nerko HaM 6BIIIO B pas3roBope,
C/I0B 0COOEHHBIX 51 He MCKaJL.
Cmyriible, 3a0pbI3raHHbIE MOPEM,
MaJjleHbK1e PYKM LieloBaJl,

VI ceromus — HeT eé Muee,

TaK >Ke BCe JIa[IOHb eé TelrIa.

ITycTb TBepAAT, YTO M MOPSI MENEIOT,
51 He Bepro, 4T00 11060Bb IpoLUIa.

V13 cobpanus necen 3a mHozue 200vi, co4. 87

No. 1: Tak n pérca gyma
Cnosa A. Konvyosa

Tax u pBéTca myma

W3 rpynu monopoi!
XoueT BOM OHa,
IIpocut >xusuu gpyroii!

To nu geno — BABOEM
Hap pekoro cupers,
Ha senényro cremnb,
Ha uBeroukn riusmeTs!
To nu geno — BABOEM

By the Sea

I know how the waves quarrel with the stone.

Between damp blueish rocks

I met a girl by the sea.

I simply said: It’s nice here!’

We stood on the shore for a long time.

She came again towards evening.

The round-sided skiff rocked,

three oars lay on the sand.

And it was easy for us to talk,

I didn't try to find any particular words.

I kissed those dusky

Sea-spattered little hands,

And today - there is no-one dearer,

And her palm is all warm.

Let them keep saying that the seas become
shallow,

I do not believe that love has passed.

From Songs of Many Years, Op. 87

No. 1: Thus yearns the soul
Words by Aleksey Koltsov

Thus yearns the soul

In the young breast!

It wants freedom,

It asks for a different life!

How much better - to sit
Together on the riverbank,

To look at the verdant steppe,
And the little flowers!

How much better - to while away

23




3MMHIO HOYb KOPOTaTh,
Jlpyra >kapKoii pyKoi
Ko rpynn npmxumarb;

IToyTpy, Ha 3ape,
OO6HNMaTh-IPOBOXKATB,
BeuepkoM y BopoT

Ero BHOBb ITOKumaTh!

No. 6: ITecns c60punKoB
Cnosa B. Bprocosa

TToxeprByiite, Graroperen,
Ha HoBbII1 KONTOKOT,

I'mac Tocmionexs.

3BOH KOJIOKO/IHHBIN

C HameBOM aHTeTbCKUM
IIMBHO CXOJIEH.

CBsATbIE OTILETBHUKN
B Bupienbsx ciplianmn
JIuk HebecHbII;
CBsTbI€ OTIIETBHUKI
BepHo 3anomumnm,
Hespeurane nmecHn.

Hamu sBon npaBociaBHbIi
Hamnesom anrenbckum

TToét u Tpy6uT.
IToxxepTBYJiTe, IpaBOCTaBHBIE,
Ha noBb1it K0nOKOI,

Yro munocts 6yanT.

Bac Bor ne 3abyzer.

The winter night,
To clasp a friend to one’s breast
With a warm hand;

Early in the morning, at dawn
To embrace and part,

In the evening by the gates

To await him once more!

No. 6: Song of the Collectors
Words by Valeriy Bryusov

Donate, benefactors,
For a new bell,

The voice of the Lord.
The peal of the bell

Is wondrously like
Angelic chant.

Holy hermits
Heard in visions
The heavenly host;
Holy hermits
Faithfully recalled
Unearthly songs.

Our Orthodox chime

Sings and trumpets

Angelic chant.

Give generously, benefactors,
For a new bell,

Which awakes God’s grace.
God will not forget you.




No. 7: B 60pb6e ¢ TKENT0I0 CyaBO0IT
Cnosa E. bapamvickozo

B 60pbbe ¢ TAXRENO0 CYABOOIT

51 TONBKO 1€/ MOU IIeYaI:
CT1XU XOTOHBIE AbILIATN

Jly1y Xo/ogHO0 TOCKOIL.

Korpa 6 Torma BbI MHe IIpeCTaIN,
BrITh MOXeT, IPyCTHBII MOJi yHIemn
Bor o6nerunnu 6. Her! enBa !
Ho 5 6b1 1ameHHee T1e71.

No. 10: Coner Mukenanmxeno
Crnosa Muxenanosxeno byonapommu,
nepesod O. Tromuesa

Mon4u, npouiy, He cMeit MeHA OyUTb.
O, B 3TOT BEK NPECTYIHBDIIl 1 MOCTbIHBII

He >xutb, He 4yBCTBOBATD — y/Ie/ 3aBU/HBIIA...

OrpagHo craTh,
OTpajiHell KAMHeM ObITb.

llee necnu noNAPHUKOB

Tecns

Cnosa M. Ceemnosa

Hap mo/sipHbIM MopeM Heba He BUJATh,
Hay o/IApHBIM MOpPEM IITHIIBI He C/IBIXATD.
Ho B Ho/LIpHOIL HOUM

IYAUTCSA BO MITIE

Pycckast 6epésa Ha 60/IBLION 3eMIIe...

No. 7: In the struggle with a heavy fate
Words by Yevgeniy Baratinskiy

In the struggle with a heavy fate

I only sang of my sorrows:

Cold verses expressed

The heart’s sad longing.

Had you appeared to me then

Perhaps you could have alleviated

My sad destiny. No! I think not!

But I would have sung all the more ardently.

No. 10: Sonnet of Michelangelo
Words by Michelangelo Buonarroti,
translated into Russian by Fyodor Tyutchev

Be silent, I pray, do not dare to wake me.
O, in this evil and shameful age

Not to live, not to feel is an enviable lot.
*Tis a comfort to sleep,

and greater comfort being stone.

Two Songs of Polar Explorers

Song
Words by Mikhail Svetloy

On the polar sea you can't see the sky,
On the polar sea you can’t hear birds.
But in the polar night you fancy

you can see in the gloom

A Russian birch tree on the mainland...




3a Gepésoit Geroit B gamu roay6oit
TIpOTSAHY/NCH JIEHTBI IIO CTPAHEe POJHOIL
MooxeT 6BITb, Ja/IéKO B 3TOT CAMBIIT 4ac
Tuxme ceMeliCTBa BCIOMUHAIOT HAC...

Ham B nonsapHoit HOUM 9yAATCA BO MITIE
MarieHbKue JieTu Ha 60JIbILoN 3eMie.

VI moHOCKT BeTep C 10KHOI CTOPOHBI
Ténnoe fpIxaHue COMHEYHOI CTPAHBDL...

Hap monsipasiM MopeM Heba He BUATb,
Hap o/ pHBIM MOpeM IITULIBL He C/IBIXATh.
Pycckas 6epésa uypnrcs

BO MIVIe,

JT106AT HAC ¥ IOMHAT Ha GOJIBIION 3eMII. .

IlecHsl MOPAKOB-TIONPHUKOB.
Cnosa IO. 3enveenckozo

MbI B IOIAPHBIX MOPSIX YMHOXKaeM

Harueit Ponusbl ciaBy 1 4ecTb.

Ha npukaspr cTpanbl OTBeYaeM

Hammm GroTckum pocaBeHHbIM «eCThb!»
He crparat Hac cefible TyMaHbl,

Betpa cBuCT 1 6e3MOJIBIIE TBIOB,

Boesbie BelyT KanmMTaHbI

KapaBaHbl cOBETCKMX CY/IOB.

Behind the white birch in the azure distance
Train tracks stretch out across our native land.
Perhaps far away at this very hour

Our nearest and dearest are thinking of us.

In the polar night we fancy we can see in the
gloom

Little children on the mainland.

And the wind from the southern quarter

Brings the warm breath of our sunny land.

On the polar sea you can’t see the sky,

On the polar sea you can’t hear the birds.

We fancy we can see a Russian birch tree

in the gloom,

They love us and remember us on the
mainland.

Song of the Polar Sailors
Words by Yuly Zelvensky

In the polar seas we multiply

The glory and honour of our Motherland.

We answer our country’s orders

With our renowned naval ‘Aye, aye!’

We are undaunted by the grey fogs,

The howling of the wind and the silence of
the ice,

Our captains feistily lead

Convoys of Soviet ships.




[[Tpures]

Jlazexo OT 3eM/u Mbl BeiéM Kopabiii,
HaMm nonsipHoe cBeTUT CHsAHbBeE,

W mpimaet Haj HUM, HAJO JIBJOM rony6hIM
Haeit Poguusr anoe 3Hams!

JT1061M MBI JIefisiHbIEe IPOCTOPEI,
A BOEHHbIE TPAHYT TOf1a,

VI moiinyT Kpevicepa U TMHKOPBI
Mumo KpoMKU MOIAPHOTO JIbjia,
Mumo [lukcona, MuMo IyKoTKU.
He crpamrna Hukakas mypra!
IToBenéM MbI OZIBOJIHBIE TIOAKM
Ha sckappsr mo6oro Bpara.

[Chorus]

Far from the land we steer ships,

The polar light shines on us,

And above it, above the blue ice,

Flutters the scarlet banner of our Motherland!

We love the icy expanses,

And when the years of combat break out
Our cruisers and battleships will sail
Past the rim of the polar ice,

Past Dikson and Chukotka.

No blizzard daunts us!

We sail submarines

Towards the fleets of any enemy.

—English translations by Patrick Zuk

2 Dikson, which is named after the Swedish Arctic pioneer Oscar Dickson (1823-97), is a port on Russia’s Arctic Ocean coast, and
one of the world’s northernmost settlements. The Chukotka Peninsula in Siberia is the easternmost territory in Asia: its tip lies only

37 miles from the coast of Alaska.
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