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1.  ëÚ‡ÌÓ˜ÂÍ (Ì‡Ó‰Ì‡fl)

ëÚ‡ÌÓ˜ÂÍ ÏÓÈ, ëÚ‡ÌÓ˜ÂÍ,
é ˜ÂÏ ÔÓÂ¯¸?
í‡ÍËı, Í‡Í ÏÓÈ ‰ÛÊÓ˜ÂÍ
ìÊ ÌÂ Ì‡È‰Â¯¸.

ÑÂÎÓ ·˚ÎÓ Ì‡ Á‡‚Ó‰Â,
ì Ôfl‰ËÎ¸ÌÓ„Ó ÒÚ‡ÌÍ‡
É‰Â ÔÓÒÚÛ˛ ÔÂÒÌ¸ Á‡‚Ó‰flÚ
ÑÓ ÔËÁ˚‚ÌÓ„Ó „Û‰Í‡.

èÓ‰ ¯ÛÏfl˘ËÂ ÍÓÎÂÒ‡
ç‡¯‡ ÔÂÒÌfl „Ófl˜‡
á‰ÂÒ¸ Î˛·ËÚ¸ ÏÌÂ ‰Ó‚ÂÎÓÒfl
ê‡Á‚ÂÒÂÎÓ„Ó ÚÍ‡˜‡

ü ‡·ÓÚ‡˛ Ì‡ ÔflÊÂ
óÛÚ¸ ‰ÓÊ‡˘Â˛ ÛÍÓÈ
ê‡ÁÎ˛·ËÎ ÌÂ ‚ÒÔÓÏÌËÎ ‰‡ÊÂ
éÚ ÏÂÌfl Û¯ÂÎ Í ‰Û„ÓÈ.

ÑÂÌ¸ ‡·Ó˜ËÈ Ì‡ ËÒıÓ‰Â
ê‡Á‰‡ÂÚÒfl ÁÓ‚ „Û‰Í‡
ÑÂÎÓ ·˚ÎÓ Ì‡ Á‡‚Ó‰Â
ì Ôfl‰ËÎ¸ÌÓ„Ó ÒÚ‡ÌÍ‡

1.  My Little Loom  (folk song)

Oh my loom, my little loom,
What do you sing about?
Something as sweet as my little friend was
Nowadays can't be found.

It all happened at the weavery
Where the loom works up and down
Where a simple song goes on
Til the factory whistle sounds.

To the sound of spinning wheels,
Our song is full of passion,
Here I chanced to love
A merry weaver.

Here I stand now by my loom,
My hands slightly shaking
He's forgotten me completely
For someone else -- forsaken.

Another working day is ending,
The whistle makes its daily sound,
It all happened at the weavery
Where the loom works up and down,
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2. ÉÂÚÛ‰‡�

Ç ËÔ‡Ú¸Â‚ÒÍÓÈ ÒÎÓ·Ó‰Â
èÓ ÛÎËˆ‡Ï ‚Ó‰flÚ ÍÓÌfl
ç‡ ÛÎËˆ‡ı Ô¸flÌ˚È ·‡‰‡Í
ç‡ ÛÎËˆ‡ı ÔÓÎÌ˚È ÔË‚ÂÚ
Ä Ì‡ ÌfiÏ ÛÁ‰‡ ËÁ Î¸‰‡
ç‡ ÌfiÏ ‚ÂÌÂˆ ËÁ Ó„Ìfl
éÌ ÏÓ„ ·˚ ÒÔ‡ÎËÚ¸ ˝ÚÓÚ „ÓÓ‰
çÓ „ÓÓ‰‡ ‚ ÒÛ˘ÌÓÒÚË ÌÂÚ

äÓ„‰‡-ÚÓ ÓÌ  ·˚Î ‰Û„ËÏ
éÌ ·˚Î ÊÂÌ˘ËÌÓÈ Ò ÛÁÍËÏ ÎËˆÓÏ
ç‡ ÌfiÏ ·˚Î ˜fiÌ˚È ÍÓÒ‡Ê
Ä ‚ ÍÓÒ‡ÊÂÒÔflÚ‡Ì ÍËÌÊ‡Î
à ÍÓ„‰‡ ‚ÓÍÛ„ ÎËÎ‡Ò¸ ÍÓ‚¸
ä ÌÂÏÛ ‚ ÓÍÌÓ ÔË¯fiÎ „ÓÒÚ¸
äÓ„‰‡ ˝ÚÓÚ „ÓÒÚ¸ ·˚Î ‚ÌÛÚË
éÌ ÚËıÓ ÒÔÓÍÓÈÌÓ ÒÍ‡Á‡Î:

çÂ ÔÂÈ ‚ËÌ‡ ÉÂÚÛ‰‡
è¸flÌÒÚ‚Ó ÌÂ Í‡ÒËÚ ‰‡Ï
ç‡Êfi¯¸Òfl ‚ ıÎ‡Ï
à ÒÚ‡ÌÂÚ ÔÓÚË‚ÌÓ
ëÓ‡ÚÌËÍ‡Ï Ë ‰ÛÁ¸flÏ
ÑÂÊËÒ¸ ÒËÎ¸ÌÂÈ Á‡ flÍÓ¸
üÍÓ¸ ÌÂ ÔÓ‰‚Â‰fiÚ
Ä ÂÊÂÎË ÔÓÈÏfi¯¸,
óÚÓ Ò‡ÌÒ‡‡ - ÌË‚‡Ì‡
íÓ ‚ÒflÍ‡ ÔÂ˜‡Î¸ ÔÓÈ‰fiÚ

èÛÒÍ‡È ÔÓıÓ‰flÚ ‚ÂÍ‡
èÓ ÌÂ·Û Â‰ÂÚ ÂÍ‡
à ‚ÒÂÏ ÍÚÓ ÔÓ‰ÌËÏÂÚ „Î‡Á‡
àÁ ÎÓ‰Ó˜ÍË Ï‡¯ÂÚ ÛÍ‡
èÛÒÍ‡È Ì‡ ÒÂ‰ˆÂ ‡Á·Ó‰
çÓ ‚ÒÂÏ ÍÚÓ ıÓ˜ÂÚ Ë Ê‰fiÚ
ÑÓÒÚ‡ÚÓ˜ÌÓ ·ÓÒËÚ¸ Ë„‡Ú¸
à ÒÂ‰ˆÂ Ò ÛÎ˚·ÍÓÈ ÒÔÓfiÚ:

çÂ ÔÂÈ ‚ËÌ‡ ÉÂÚÛ‰‡
è¸flÌÒÚ‚Ó ÌÂ Í‡ÒËÚ ‰‡Ï
ç‡Êfi¯¸Òfl ‚ ıÎ‡Ï
à ÒÚ‡ÌÂÚ ÔÓÚË‚ÌÓ
ëÓ‡ÚÌËÍ‡Ï Ë ‰ÛÁ¸flÏ
ÑÂÊËÒ¸ ÒËÎ¸ÌÂÈ Á‡ flÍÓ¸
üÍÓ¸ ÌÂ ÔÓ‰‚Â‰fiÚ
Ä ÂÊÂÎË ÔÓÈÏfi¯¸,
óÚÓ Ò‡ÌÒ‡‡ - ÌË‚‡Ì‡
íÓ ‚ÒflÍ‡ ÔÂ˜‡Î¸ ÔÓÈ‰fiÚ
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2.  Gertruda

In the little town of Ipatiev,
A horse is led through the streets,
There's a drunken fest in the place
Total bedlam all around.
On the horse there's a muzzle of ice,
On the horse there's a fiery wreath,
He could easily burn up this town
But this town is not even a town.

Once he was somebody else --
A woman whose face was quite thin,
He then wore a black corsage,
The corsage has a dagger within.
And when there was blood all around,
A guest arrived through the window
When that guest was safely inside,
He calmly and quitely said:

"Oh, don't drink wine Gertruda,
A drunken lady won't do.
You'll just get yourself
Totally blasted
Embarrass your friends -- colleagues too.
Hold on tight to the anchor,
The anchor will not let you down,
And when you first realize:
Sansara's Nirvana -
Then all of this sadness is gone."

So let the centuries pass;
There's a river that runs through the sky,
And to all who raise up their eyes,
A hand waves as the boat passes by.
So let the heart be confused,
For all who want and have waited a while,
It's enough to stop all these games,
And the heart will say with a smile:

"Oh, don't drink wine Gertruda,
A drunken lady won't do.
You'll just get yourself
Totally blasted
Embarrass your friends -- colleagues too.
Hold on tight to the anchor,
The anchor will not let you down,
And when you first realize:
Sansara's Nirvana -
Then all of this sadness is gone."
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3. çËÍËÚ‡ êflÁ‡ÌÒÍËÈ

çËÍËÚ‡ êflÁ‡ÌÒÍËÈ
ëÚÓËÎ „ÓÓ‰, Ë ÂÏÛ ÌÂ ı‚‡ÚËÎÓ „‚ÓÁ‰fl.
çËÍËÚ‡ êflÁ‡ÌÒÍËÈ
èÓÚflÌÛÎ Î‡‰ÓÌË Ë Û‚Ë‰ÂÎ ‚ ÌËı Í‡ÔÎË ‰ÓÊ‰fl;
çËÍËÚ‡ êflÁ‡ÌÒÍËÈ
éÒÚ‡‚ËÎ „ÓÓ‰ Ë ‚˚¯ÂÎ ‚ Ò‡‰.
çËÍËÚ‡ êflÁ‡ÌÒÍËÈ
éÒÚ‡‚Î¸ ÒÚ‡ˆÂ Ë Û˜‡¯Â ÍÚÓ ÏÎ‡‰.

ë‚flÚ‡fl ëÓÙËfl
ìÁÌ‡‚ Ó ÌÂÏ, ÔË¯Î‡ Í ÌÂÏÛ ‚ ‰ÓÏ;
ë‚flÚ‡fl ëÓÙËfl
àÒÍ‡Î‡ Â„Ó Ë Ì‡¯Î‡ Â„Ó ÔÓ‰ ÍÛÒÚÓÏ;
éÌ‡ ÍÂÒÚËÎ‡ Â„Ó
ëÓÎÂÌ˚Ï ıÎÂ·ÓÏ Ë „Ó¸ÍËÏ ‚ËÌÓÏ.
à ÓÌË ÏÓÎËÎËÒ¸ Ë ÒÏÂflÎËÒ¸ ‚‰‚ÓÂÏ.

ëÏÓÚË, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë:
äÂÔÓÒÚ¸, Ë ÓÚ ÍÂÔÓÒÚË -- ÒÚ‡ı,
à Ï˚, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë, ‰ÂÚË Û íÂ·fl ‚ ÛÍ‡ı,
ç‡Û˜Ë Ì‡‰ ‚Ë‰ÂÚ¸ íÂ·fl
á‡ Í‡Ê‰ÓÈ ·Â‰ÓÈ.
èËÏË, ÉÓÒÔo‰Ë, ˝ÚÓÚ ıÎÂ· Ë ‚ËÌÓ,
ëÏÓÚË, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë, -- ‚ÓÚ Ï˚ ÛıÓ‰ËÏ Ì‡ ‰ÌÓ;
ç‡Û˜Ë Ì‡Ò ‰˚¯‡Ú¸ ÔÓ‰ ‚Ó‰ÓÈ.

ÑÂ‚flÚ¸ Ú˚˜fl˜ ˆÂÍ‚ÂÈ
Ü‰ÛÚ Ö„Ó, ÔÓÚÓÏÛ ˜ÚÓ éÌ ‰ÓÎÊÂÌ ÒÔ‡ÒÚË;
ÑÂ‚flÚ¸ Ú˚˜fl˜ ˆÂÍ‚ÂÈ
à˘ÛÚ Â„Ó, Ë ÌÂ ÏÓ„ÛÚ Â„Ó Ì‡ÈÚË;
Ä ÌÓ˜¸˛ ÓÔflÚ¸ ·˚Î ‰ÓÊ‰¸,
à ÔÓÊ‡ ‰Ó„ÓÂÎ, Ì‡Ï ÓÒÚ‡ÎÒfl ÎË¯¸ ‰˚Ï;
çÓ „ÓÓ‰ ÒÔ‡ÒÂÚÒfl,
èÓÍ ÚÓÂ ËÁ Ì‡Ò
èÓ‰ÓÎÊ‡˛Ú „Ó‚ÓËÚ¸ Ò çËÏ:

ëÏÓÚË, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë:
äÂÔÓÒÚ¸, Ë ÓÚ ÍÂÔÓÒÚË -- ÒÚ‡ı,
à Ï˚, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë, ‰ÂÚË Û íÂ·fl ‚ ÛÍ‡ı,
ç‡Û˜Ë Ì‡‰ ‚Ë‰ÂÚ¸ íÂ·fl
á‡ Í‡Ê‰ÓÈ ·Â‰ÓÈ.
èËÏË, ÉÓÒÔo‰Ë, ˝ÚÓÚ ıÎÂ· Ë ‚ËÌÓ,
ëÏÓÚË, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë, -- ‚ÛÚ Ï˚ ÛıÓ‰ËÏ Ì‡ ‰ÌÓ;
ç‡Û˜Ë Ì‡Ò ‰˚¯‡Ú¸ ÔÓ‰ ‚Ó‰ÓÈ.

3. Nikita of Riazan

Nikita of Riazan
Was building a town but was one nail short,
Nikita of Riazan
Stretched out his palms and saw raindrops he caught,
Nikita of Riazan
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Left the town and went out into the garden,
Nikita of Riazan
Left the old and started teaching the young..

Saint Sophia
Heard tell of him and went to his home,
Saint Sophia
Sought him out and found him under a bush,
She baptized him
With salt bread and bitter wine
And they prayed and laughed as two friends fine.

See my Lord --
How power and strength breed fear.
And we, my Lord, we're just children that you hold dear.
Teach us how to see you
Behind every slaughter,
Accept, my Lord, this bread and wine,
Look at us,  Lord, as we go down -
And teach us to breath under water.

Nine thousand churches
Await Him, for everyone knows -- he saves.
Nine thousand churches
Seek Him but can find him nowhere.
It rained again last night
And the fire burned on, we were left with only smoke,
But the city will be saved
While three of us continue to speak with Him.

Look my Lord --
A fortress, and in the fortress fear stands.
And we my Lord are just children in your hands.
Teach us how to see you
Behind every slaughter,
Accept, my Lord, this bread and wine,
Look at us,  Lord, as we go down -
And teach us to breath under water.

4. äËÚ‡È� (Ä. ÇÂÚËÌÒÍËÈ, ç. ÉÛÏËÎÂ‚)

à ‚ÓÚ ÏÌÂ ÔËÒÌËÎÓÒ¸, ˜ÚÓ ÒÂ‰ˆÂ ÏÓÂ ÌÂ ·ÓÎËÚ
éÌÓ ÍÓÎÓÍÓÎ¸˜ËÍ Ù‡ÙÓÓ‚˚È ‚ ÊÂÎÚÓÏ äËÚ‡Â
ç‡ Ô‡„Ó‰Â ÔÂÒÚÓÈ ‚ËÒËÚ Ë ÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ Á‚ÂÌËÚ
Ç ˝Ï‡ÎÂ‚ÓÏ ÌÂ·Â ‰‡ÁÌfl ÊÛ‡‚ÎËÌ˚Â ÒÚ‡Ë

à ÍÓÚÍ‡fl ‰Â‚Û¯Í‡ ‚ ÔÎ‡Ú¸Â ËÁ Í‡ÒÌ˚ı ¯ÂÎÍÓ‚
É‰Â ÁÓÎÓÚÓÏ ‚˚¯ËÚ˚ ÓÒ˚, ˆ‚ÂÚ˚ Ë ‰‡ÍÓÌ˚
ë ÔÓ‰Ê‡Ú˚ÏË ÌÓÊÍ‡ÏË ÚËıÓ ·ÂÒ Ï˚ÒÎË, ·ÂÁ ÒÎÓ‚
ÇÌËÏ‡ÚÂÎ¸ÌÓ ÒÎÛ¯‡ÂÚ ÚËıËÂ-ÚËıËÂ Á‚ÓÌ˚

4. China (A. Vertinsky, N. Gumilev)

This was my dream  -- that my heart no longer ached
It's a porcelain bell in yellow china
It hangs above the bright pagoda and simply entones
Teasing the flocks of cranes in the enamel sky
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And a gentle maiden in her dress of red silk
Embroidered with golden dragons and flowers
With her legs tucked beneath her, quietly, with no thought and no words
Attentively listens to those soft soft tones.

5. íË ÒÂÒÚ˚

óÚÓ Ú˚ ÒÏÓÚË¯¸ ÒÓ‚ÓÈ,  ‰˚¯Ë¯¸ - ÒÎÓ‚ÌÓ ÛıÌÛÎ Ò ‰Û·‡?
èÓÒÏÓÚË Ì‡ ÒÂ·fl -- ı‚ÓÒÚ ÚÓ˜ÍÓÏ, „Î‡Á‡ ‚ÓÒÚ˚.
ùÚÓ ‚ÒÂ ÔÛÒÚflÍË; ‚ ÊËÁÌË ‚ÒÂ ÎÂ„ÍÓ Ë Î˛·Ó,
èÓÍ‡ ‚‰Û„ Û ÚÂ·fl Ì‡ ÔÛÚË  ÌÂ ‚ÓÁÌËÍÌÛÚ ÚË ÒÂÒÚ˚.

ì ÌËı ÍÛ‰Ë, Í‡Í ¯ÂÎÍ, ‡ „Î‡Á‡ -- Í‡Í ˜‡ÈÌ˚ ·Î˛‰ˆ˚;
ì ÌËı ÒÂÏ¸ Ú˚Ò˜ ÎÂÚ ·ÂÁ Ô‡‰ÓÌÓ‚ ·ÂÁ ÏÂÒË.
ì ÌËı ‚ ÒÂ‰ˆÂ Ó„ÓÌ¸; ÓÌË ÔÎ‡˜ÛÚ Ë ÒÏÂ˛ÚÒfl;
á‡„ÎflÌË Ëı ‚ Á‡˜ÍË -- Ë ÒÍ‡ÊË ÔÓ˘‡È-ÔÓÒÚË.

íË ÒÂÒÚ˚, ÚË ÒÂÒÚ˚
óÂÌÓ-·ÂÎÓ-˚ÊÂÈ Ï‡ÒÚË
Ç ÚÓÏ ‰‡ÎÂÍÓÏ Í‡˛, „‰Â ÌÂ ıÓ‰flÚ ÔÓÂÁ‰‡;
íË ÒÂÒÚ˚, ÚË ÒÂÒÚ˚
ê‡ÁÓ‚ÛÚ ÚÂ·fl Ì‡ ˜‡ÒÚË:
ëÂ‰ˆÂ ‚‚Âı, ÌÓ„Ë ‚ÌËÁ,
éÒÚ‡Î¸ÌÓÂ ˜ÚÓ ÍÛ‰‡.

Ä ‚ Ò‡‰Û ·Î‡„Ó‰‡Ú¸, Ô‡ıÌÂÚ ÏÂ‰ÓÏ Ë ÒËÂÌ¸˛.
ç‡‚ÒÂ„‰‡, Ì‡‚ÒÂ„‰‡, Ì‡‚ÒÂ„‰‡-- fl ¯ÂÔ˜Û: èË‰Ë, ÔË‰Ë!
äÚÓ Á‡ÊÂ„ ‚ ÚÂ·Â Ò‚ÂÚ, Ó·ÂÌÂÚÒfl Ú‚ÓÂÈ ÚÂÌ¸˛,
à ‚ ÌÓ˜ÌÓÈ ÚË¯ËÌÂ ‚˚‚ÂÚ ÒÂ‰ˆÂ ËÁ „Û‰Ë.

íË ÒÂÒÚ˚, ÚË ÒÂÒÚ˚
óÂÌÓ-·ÂÎÓ-˚ÊÂÈ Ï‡ÒÚË
Ç ÚÓÏ ‰‡ÎÂÍÓÏ Í‡˛, „‰Â ÌÂ ıÓ‰flÚ ÔÓÂÁ‰‡;
íË ÒÂÒÚ˚, ÚË ÒÂÒÚ˚
ê‡ÁÓ‚ÛÚ ÚÂ·fl Ì‡ ˜‡ÒÚË:
ëÂ‰ˆÂ ‚‚Âı, ÌÓ„Ë ‚ÌËÁ,
éÒÚ‡Î¸ÌÓÂ ˜ÚÓ ÍÛ‰‡.

5. Three Sisters

Why do you stare like an owl, breathing like you just fell from the heavens?
Take a look at yourself, your tail erect, your eyes can see;
All these things don't count, all in life is light and easy
Until they appear right in your path -- these sisters three.

Their hair's of purest silk, their eyes as wide as saucers
They're seven thousand years with no pardons, no merci.
They've got fire in their hearts, they're both crying and they're laughing,
Take a look right in their eyes, and say goodbye to all you knew.

Sisters three, sisters three,
With their black and gold and red manes,
In that far distant land, where the trains never run
Sisters three, sisters three,
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They will tear you into pieces:
Heart goes up, feet go down -
You were lucky you're the one.

There's a hush in the garden, smells of honey and of lilac
Forever and forever and forever, I whisper - Come to me, don't be apart!
Who lit the light within you, will turn out to be your shadow,
And in the quiet of the night - will tear out your heart
Sisters three, sisters three
With their black and gold and red manes
In that far distant land, where the trains never run
Sisters three, sisters three
They will tear you into pieces
Your heart up, your feet down,
You were lucky you're the one.

6. ã‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡

è˚„, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, Ô˚„, ÔÓ ·ÂÎÓÈ ÒÚÂÌÂ.
è˚„, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, Ô˚„, ÔflÏÓ ÍÓ ÏÌÂ;
ëÓÎÌˆÂ ‚ÁÓ¯ÎÓ--‚Ë‰ÌÓ ‚ÂÏfl ÔË¯ÎÓ.
è˚„, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, Ô˚„ --  ‡ ‰ÂÎÓ Í ‚ÓÈÌÂ.

è˚„, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, Ô˚„, ÔflÏÓ Ì‡ ‰‚Ó;
è˚„, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, Ô˚„, ‚ Î‡ÔÍ‡ı ÚÓÔÓ.
ë Ó‰ÌÓÈ ÒÚÓÓÌ˚ Ò‚ÂÚ; ‡ ‰Û„ÓÈ ÒÚÓÓÌ˚ ÌÂÚ.
áÌ‡˜ËÚ, ‚ Ì‡¯ÂÏ ‰ÓÏÛ ÒÔflÚ‡ÎÒfl ‚Ó.

ÜËÁÌ¸ Í‡ÌÂÚ, Í‡Í Í‡ÏÂÌ¸, ‚ ÌÂ·Â ÍÛ„Ë.
è˚„, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, Ô˚„ --  ‚Ò˛‰Û ‚‡„Ë.
ç‡ ·ËÚ‚Û ÒÓ ÁÎÓÏ ‚Á‚ÂÈÒfl ÒÓÍÓÎ, ÍÓÁÎÓÏ,
Ä Ú˚, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, ÔÓÈ, ‡ ‚ÒÎÂ‰ ÌÂ ·Â„Ë.

èÓÈ, Î‡ÒÚÓ˜Í‡, ÔÓÈ -- ‡ Ï˚ ·¸ÂÏ ‚ Ú‡ÏÚ‡Ï.
üÒÌ˚ ÒÓÍÓÎ˚ Á‰ÂÒ¸, flÒÌ˚ ÒÓÍÓÎ˚ Ú‡Ï.
ëÓÍÓÎ ÎÂÚËÚ, ‡ ·‡·‡ Ó‰ËÚ;
áÌ‡˜ËÚ ‚ÒÂ Í‡Í ‚ÒÂ„‰‡ Ë ‚ÒÂ ÔÓ ÏÂÒÚ‡Ï

6. Little Swallow

Jump, little swallow, jump, in the white snow
Jump, little swallow jump -- right up to me;
The sun has risen, seems the time it has come
Jump, little swallow jump, it's looking like war.

Jump, little swallow, jump, into the yard
Jump, little swallow, jump, an axe in the hand
On one side there's light,  and there's no other side
So it means that a thief has hidden in our yard.

Life will sink like a stone, send ripples through the skies
Jump, little swallow, jump -- the enemy's all around
Do the battle with evil, falcon, rise and fly as an ass
And you, little swallow, sing, and just let them pass.
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Sing, little swallow, sing -- and we'll beat the drum
Proud falcons on our side, proud falcons on their side
The falcon flies high, and the woman gives birth
Which means: all's as it always was and everything's fine.

7. ÉÓÒÛ‰‡˚Ìfl

ÉÓÒÛ‰‡˚Ìfl,
èÓÏÌË¯¸ ÎË, Í‡Í ÒÚÓËÎË ‰ÓÏ --
ÇÒÂÏ ÓÌ ·˚Î ıÓÓ¯, ‰‡ ÔÛÒÚÓÈ;
ëÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ÎÂÚ
òËÎË ÔÓ ÒÌÂ„Û ÒÂÂ·ÓÏ,
ÅÓflÎËÒ¸ ÔËÍÓÒÌÛÚ¸ ÍËÒÎÓÚÓÈ;
ëÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ÎÂÚ
èÂÎË ‰Ó ÒÂ‰¸Ï˚ı ÔÂÚÛıÓ‚,
èÂÎË, ÌÓ ·ÓflÎËÒ¸ ÒÍ‡Á‡Ú¸.
ÉÓÒÛ‰‡˚Ìfl,
ÇÂ‰¸ ÂÒÎË Ú˚ ıÓÚÂÎ ‚‡„Ó‚,
äÚÓ ÊÂ ÚÂ·Â ÒÏÂÎ ÓÚÍ‡Á‡Ú¸?

í‡Í ˜ÚÓ ÊÂ Ï˚
ÑÓ ÒËı ÔÓ ‚ÒÂ Ô¸ÂÏ ˝ÚÛ ‰‡Ì¸,
ñ‡Ô‡ÂÏ ˜ÂÚÂÈ Á‡ ·ÓÍ‡?
ç‡Ï ÊÂ ÒÍ‡Á‡ÌÓ,
óÚÓ ÛÚÓ ÌÂ ‚ÓÁ¸ÏÂÚ Ò‚Ó˛ ‰‡Ì¸,
é·Â˘‡ÌÓ, ˜ÚÓ ÌÓ¯‡ ÎÂ„Í‡;
í‡Í ÔÓÎÌÓ, Áfl ÎË Ï˚
ëÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ÎÂÚ ‚ÒÂ ÒÚÓËÎË ‰ÓÏ--
ç‡¯‡ ÎË ‚ËÌ‡, ˜ÚÓ ÔÛÒÚÓÈ?
á‡ÚÓ ÚÂÔÂ¸,
å˚ ÁÌ‡ÂÏ, Í‡ÍÓ‚Ó Ò ÒÂÂ·ÓÏ;
èÓÒÏÓÚËÏ, Í‡ÍÓ‚Ó Ò ÍËÒÎÓÚÓÈ...

7. My Lady (Gosudaryna)

Gosudaryna,
Remember we were building that house,
Fine it was, but empty inside
So many years
We embroidered snow with silver
But were scared to touch it with acid
So many years
Sang til the first light of dawn
Sang but were afraid to speak
Gosudaryna
If enemies were what you craved --
Who would ever dare to say 'No'?

So why is it
We still can't stop drinking this swill,
Can't stop daring this dare
Though we were told
Morning would not take its toll
We were promised that our burden would be light
Maybe it was not in vain --
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So many years building this house
Even if it's empty inside --
Because of it
Now we know what it's like with silver
Let's see
What it will be like with acid.

8. êÊ‡‚˚È Ê·‡Ì ÒÛ‰¸·˚

á‡·Û‰¸ Ò‚ÓË „ÂıË -- ÓÌ‡ ÒÍ‡Á‡Î‡ ÚËıÓ
çË˜ÂÏ ÌÂÎ¸Áfl ‚Î‡‰ÂÚ¸ ÔÓ ˝ÚÛ ÒÚÓÓÌÛ ‰Ìfl
àÌ‡˜Â -- ÚË ÒÂÒÚ˚ Ë ·‡·‡ ·Ó·ÓËı‡
í‡Í ·ÓÒ¸ ‰ÓÏÍ‡Ú ÏÂ˜Ú˚ Ë ·ÂÈÒfl Î¸·ÓÏ ‚ ÏÂÌfl.

èÂ‚ˆ‡ ÔÓÒÚÓÈ Î˛·‚Ë ‰‡‚ÌÓ Á‡Í˚ÎË ‚ ÍÎÛÏ·Û
Ç Î˛‰ÒÍÓÈ ‰‡˛Ú ÍÓÁÛ Á‡·˚‚ ÔÂÍ‡ÒÌ˚ı ‰‡Ï
èËÒÎÛ„‡ ÔÓ‰‡Î‡Ò¸ Ì‡ ÍÓ‡·ÎË Í äÓÎÛÏ·Û
çÂ ‚˚‰ÂÊ‡‚ ÒÚ‡ÒÚÂÈ, ÔËÒÛ˘Ëı „ÓÒÔÓ‰‡Ï

çÂ ·ÛË‰ÂÚ ‰ÂÌ¸, ÍÓ„‰‡ ËÏ ‚ÒÂÏ Ó‰ÌÓ ÔËÒÌËÚÒfl
çË ÒÎÓ‚Ó, ÌË „Î‡„ÓÎ, ÌÂ ‚˚ÎÂÚflÚ ËÁ ÛÒÚ
äÚÓ ÛıÌÂÚ, Í‡Í ÒÚÓflÎ, ‡ ÍÚÓ ‚ÁÎÂÚËÚ Í‡Í ÔÚËˆ‡,
à Ê‡‚˚È Ê·‡Ì ÒÛ‰¸·˚ Ì‡‚ÂÍË ÒÚ‡ÌÂÚ ÔÛÒÚ.

á‡ „‡Ì¸˛ Ú‡ÍËı ÒÙÂ, Ì‡ÒÍ‚ÓÁ¸ ÚÓ„Ó, ˜ÚÓ ‚ ÏËÂ
ãÂÊËÚ ÏÓÈ ‰Ë‚Ì˚È Ò‡‰, Ë ‚ıÓ‰ Û‚ËÚ ÔÎ˛˘ÂÏ
à˘Ë ÏÂÌfl Ë ÁÌ‡È, ˜ÚÓ ÚË ‚ÒÂ„‰‡ ˜ÂÚ˚Â
äÓ„‰‡ Ú˚ ÒÚ‡ÌÂ¯¸ ˆÂÎ, Ï˚ ‚ÒÚÂÚËÏÒfl Â˘Â.

8. Fate's Rusty Pail

Forsake now all your sins, she quietly entoned
There's nothing to be had on this side of the day
Or else it's three sisters and the wicked witch
Toss the crowbar of your dreams and pound your forehead into mine.

The bard of simple love was long since buried in the flower bed
Those now milking goats have forgotten their lovely dames
The servants all applied for a boat run by Columbus
They couldn't cope with the passions of their lords.

But there will be a day where they all will have the same dream
Not a word, not a verb will come out of their mouths
Some will fall right where they stood, and others will soar up high like birds
And the rusty pail of fate will be empty for all time.

Beyond the lofty spheres, right through what's in this world
There lies my magic garden, its entry covered all in ivy
Look for me there and know, that three is always four
And when you become whole, we will meet again.
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9. Ç‡Ì¸Í‡ åÓÓÁÓ‚
(ÅÛÎ‡Ú éÍÛ‰Ê‡‚‡)

        á‡ ˜ÚÓ Ê ‚˚ Ç‡Ì¸ÍÛ-ÚÓ åÓÓÁÓ‚‡?
        ÇÂ‰¸ ÓÌ ÌË ‚ ˜ÂÏ ÌÂ ‚ËÌÓ‚‡Ú.
        éÌ‡ Ò‡Ï‡ Â„Ó ÏÓÓ˜ËÎ‡,
        ‡ ÓÌ ÌË ‚ ˜ÂÏ ÌÂ ‚ËÌÓ‚‡Ú.

        éÌ ‚ ÒÚ‡˚È ˆËÍ ıÓ‰ËÎ Ì‡ ÔÎÓ˘‡‰Ë
        Ë Ú‡Ï ˆËÍ‡˜ÍÛ ÔÓÎ˛·ËÎ.
        ÖÏÛ ˜Â„Ó-ÌË·Û‰¸ ÔÓÔÓ˘Â ·˚,
        ‡ ÓÌ ˆËÍ‡˜ÍÛ ÔÓÎ˛·ËÎ.

        éÌ‡ ÔÓ ÔÓ‚ÓÎÍÂ ıÓ‰ËÎ‡,
        Ï‡ı‡Î‡ ·ÂÎÓ˛ ÛÍÓÈ,
        Ë ÒÚ‡ÒÚ¸ åÓÓÁÓ‚‡ Òı‚‡ÚËÎ‡
        Ò‚ÓÂÈ ÏÓÁÓÎËÒÚÓÈ ÛÍÓÈ.

        Ä ÓÌ ¯‚˚flÎ�‚ "èÂÍËÌÂ"�ÒÓÚÌË:
        ÂÏÛ-ÚÓ ·˚ÎÓ ‚ÒÂ ‡‚ÌÓ.
        Ä ÔÓ ÌÂÏÛ å‡ÛÒfl ÒÓıÌÂÚ,
        Ë�˝ÚÓ ÂÈ ÌÂ ‚ÒÂ ‡‚ÌÓ.

        Ä ÓÌ ÏÂ‰ÛÁ‡ÏË ÔËÚ‡ÎÒfl,
        ˆËÍ‡˜ÍÂ ˜ÚÓ·˚ Û„Ó‰ËÚ¸,
        Ë ÒÓ·Î‡ÁÌËÚ¸ ÂÂ Ô˚Ú‡ÎÒfl,
        ˜ÚÓ· ÂÈ, ÍÓÌÂ˜ÌÓ, Û„Ó‰ËÚ¸.

        çÂ ‰ÛÏ‡Î, ˜ÚÓ ÓÌ‡ Ó·Ï‡ÌÂÚ:
        ‚Â‰¸ ÓÚ Î˛·‚Ë ·Â‰˚ ÌÂ Ê‰Â¯¸...
        Äı, Ç‡Ìfl, Ç‡Ìfl, ˜ÚÓ Ê Ú˚, Ç‡Ìfl?
        ÇÂ‰¸ Ò‡Ï ÔÓ ÔÓ‚ÓÎÍÂ Ë‰Â¯¸!

9.  Vanka Morozov

Why do you blame poor Vanka Morozov
After all it's not his fault
She is the one who tortured him
And it surely's not his fault

He went to the old circus on the square
And fell in love with a circus girl
He could have gone for something simpler
But he fell in love with the circus girl

She walked the tightrope high above
And waved with her white hand
Morozov was snatched
By passion's blistered hand

And he spent hundreds at "Peking"
He didn't care about a thing
And Marusya pined away for him
Oh how she cared for him



-11-

So he ate nothing but medusas
Just to please the circus girl
And he tried to seduce her
Just to please the circus girl

He didn't think she would deceive him
For when in love, you never expect trouble
Ach, Vanya Vanya, what have you done Vanya
Now you're walking the tightrope yourself

10. ë‡Ï˚È ·˚ÒÚ˚È Ò‡ÏÓÎÂÚ

çÂ ÛÒÔÂÎË ‚ÒÂ ‡ÁÎËÚ¸, ‡ ÔÓÎÊËÁÌË Á‡ ÍÓÏÓ˛,
à ÌË Ò ÎÛÔÓÈ, ÌË Ò ÛÊ¸ÂÏ ÌÂ Ì‡ÈÚË ÂÂ ÒÎÂ‰˚;
ë‡Ï˚È ·˚ÒÚ˚È Ò‡ÏÓÎÂÚ ÌÂ ÔÓÒÔÂÂÚ Á‡ ÚÓ·Ó˛,
Ä ÍÛ‰‡ ‰Â‚‡Ú¸Òfl ÏÌÂ -- fl Î˛·Î˛ ·˚Ú¸ Ú‡Ï, „‰Â Ú˚.

ÇÓ‰Â „ÎÛÔÓ Ú‡Í ÒÚÓflÚ¸, ‰‡ ÌÂ Í ÏÂÒÚÛ ˆÂÎÓ‚‡Ú¸Òfl;
ÅÂÎ˚Ï „ÓÎÛ·˚Ï ‚ÁÎÂÚÂÚ¸ -- ÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ Ì‡ ÌÂ·Â ÚÂÏÌÓ;
éÒÚ‡ÂÚÒfl ÎË¯¸ Ó‰ÌÓ -- ÔËÚú ‚ËÌÓ ‰‡ Î˛·Ó‚‡Ú¸Òfl;
ÖÒÎË  ÌÂ ·˚ÎÓ ÚÂ·fl, fl · Û¯ÂÎ ‰‡‚Ì˚Ï-‰‡‚ÌÓ.

ÇÒÂ, ˜ÚÓ ÏÓÊÌÓ ÔÓÊÂÎ‡Ú¸, ‚ÒÂ ‰‡‚Ì˚Ï-‰‡‚ÌÓ Ò·˚ÎÓÒfl,
ü Û¯ÂÎ ·˚ ‚ ÚÂÏÌ˚È ÎÂÒ, ‰‡ ÌÂÎ¸Áfl Ò‚ÂÌÛÚú Ò ÚÓÔ˚;
éı, fl ÁÌ‡˛, ÓÚ˜Â„Ó ÏÌÂ ÒÂ„Ó‰Ìfl ÌÂ ÒÔ‡ÎÓfl --
ÇË‰ÌÓ „‰Â-ÚÓ fl‰ÓÏ Ú˚, ‰‡ „Î‡Á‡ ÏÓË ÒÎÂÔ˚.

í‡Í ˜ÚÓ ı‚‡ÚËÚ Ò‡Ôfl„‡Ú¸, ı‚‡ÚËÚ „Ì‡Ú¸Òfl Á‡ ÒÛ‰¸·Ó˛,
ï‚‡ÚËÚ ÔÓÔÛÒÚÛ „ÓÌflÚ¸ ‚ ˜ËÒÚÓÏ ÏÓÂ ÍÓ‡·ÎË;
ë‡Ï˚È ·˚ÒÚ˚È Ò‡ÏÓÎÂÚ ÌÂ ÔÓÒÔÂÂÚ Á‡ ÚÓ·ÓÈ --
çÓ, ÍÓ„‰‡ Ú˚ ÔËÎÂÚË¯¸, fl Ï‡ıÌÛ ÚÂ·Â Ò ÁÂÏÎË.

10. The Fastest Plane on Earth

Just sat down to have a drink - and life is halfway gone;
Not a trace of it is left, just dissolved into the blue.
The fastest plane on earth couldn't get to you in time
Tell me - what am I to do, for I love to be with you.

Stupid - standing here like this, yet the time's not right for kissing;
I should soar up like a dove - but the sky is ripe with storm...
Only one thing left to do - sit and drink and gaze on you;
For, were it not for you, I would long since have been gone.

Everything I longed for, every wish has been fulfilled, love;
I would have gone to forests deep, there's no other path to find.
Oh, I know exactly why I couldn't sleep last night, love -
It means you're some place near...but I can't see, my eyes are blind.

So, enough of all these saddles, fate is not here to be hunted,
And enough of sending ships, roaming oceans wide and blue;
The fastest plane on earth couldn't get to you in time,
But wherever you may land - I'll be waiting there for you.

The fastest plane on earth couldn't get to you in time,
But wherever you may land - I'll be waiting there for you.
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11. í‡ÛÒ‡
         1970

(ç. á‡·ÓÎÓˆÍËÈ)

ñÂÎ˚È ‰ÂÌ¸ ÒÚË‡ÂÚ Ô‡˜Í‡,
åÛÊ ÔÓ¯ÂÎ Á‡ ‚Ó‰ÍÓÈ.
ç‡ Í˚Î¸ˆÂ ÒË‰ËÚ ÒÓ·‡˜Í‡
ë Ï‡ÎÂÌ¸ÍÓÈ ·ÓÓ‰ÍÓÈ.

        ñÂÎ˚È ‰ÂÌ¸ ÓÌ‡ Ú‡‡˘ËÚ
        ìÏÌ˚Â „Î‡ÁÂÌÍË,
        ÖÒÎË ‰ÓÏ‡ ÍÚÓ Á‡ÔÎ‡˜ÂÚ,
        á‡„ÛÒÚËÚ ‚ ÒÚÓÓÌÍÂ.

        Ä ÍÓÏÛ ÒÂ„Ó‰Ìfl ÔÎ‡Í‡Ú¸
        Ç „ÓÓ‰Â í‡ÛÒÂ?
        ÖÒÚ¸ ÍÓÏÛ ‚ í‡ÛÒÂ ÔÎ‡Í‡Ú¸ -
        ÑÂ‚Ó˜ÍÂ å‡ÛÒÂ.

        éÔÓÒÚ˚ÎÂÎË å‡ÛÒÂ
        èÂÚÛıË ‰‡ „ÛÒË.
        ëÍÓÎ¸ÍÓ ıÓ‰ËÚ Ëı ‚ T‡ÛÒÂ,
        ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë àÒÛÒÂ!

        "ÇÓÚ ·˚ ÏÌÂ Ú‡ÍËÂ ÔÂ¸fl
        Ñ‡ Ú‡ÍËÂ Í˚Î¸fl!
        ìÎÂÚÂÎ‡ · ÔflÏÓ ‚ ‰‚Â¸ fl,
        ÅÓÒËÎ‡Ò¸ · ‚ ÍÓ‚˚Î¸ fl!

        óÚÓ· „Î‡Á‡ ÏÓË Ì‡ Ò‚ÂÚÂ
        ÅÓÎ¸¯Â ÌÂ „Îfl‰ÂÎË,
        èÂÚÛıË ‰‡ „ÛÒË ˝ÚË
        ÅÓÎ¸¯Â ÌÂ „‡Î‰ÂÎË!"

 �������éÔÓÒÚ˚ÎÂÎË å‡ÛÒÂ
        èÂÚÛıË�‰‡ „ÛÒË,
        ëÍÓÎ¸ÍÓ Ëı ·Ó‰ËÚ ÔÓ í‡ÛÒÂ,
        ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë àÒÛÒÂ!

11. Tarusa (N. Zabolotsky)

All day long she does the washing
As the husband went for vodka
A dog sits on the porch
With her lovely little beard.

All day long she stares out
With her clever little eyes
If at home there's someone crying
She will howl on the side.
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So who will shed tears today
In the little town Tarusa?
There is someone to cry there
The little girl Marusa.

'Cause Marusa's sick to death
Of the roosters and the geese
There's so many of them in Tarusa
Oh Jesus oh my lord.

"If I only had such feathers,
If I only had such wings,
I would fly right out the door
To throw myself into tall grasses.

Oh, would that these eyes of mine
Could never see again,
Would that the roosters and the geese
Never made this noise again."

Oh, Marusa is sick to death
Of the roosters and the geese
There's so many of them in Tarusa
Oh Jesus oh my lord.

12.  ÑÛ·Ó‚ÒÍËÈ

äÓ„‰‡ ‚ ÎËıËÂ „Ó‰‡
è‡ıÌÂÚ Ì‡Ó‰Ì˚È ·Â‰ÓÈ,
íÓ„‰‡ ‚ ÔÓÎÛ˜Ì˚È ˜‡Ò,
íËıËÈ, ÌÂ·ÓÒÍËÈ,
àÁ ÎÂÒÛ ‚˚ıÓ‰ËÚ ÒÚ‡ËÍ --
Ä „Îfl‰Ë¯¸ -- ÓÌ ÒÓ‚ÒÂÏ ÌÂ ÒÚ‡ËÍ,
Ä Ì‡ÔÓÚË‚ -- ÒÓ‚ÒÂÏ ÏÓÎÓ‰ÓÈ
ä‡Ò‡‚Âˆ ÑÛ·Ó‚ÒÍËÈ;

èÓÒÌËÒ¸, ÏÓfl äÓÒÚÓÏ‡,
çÂ ÒÔË, ë‡‡ÚÓ‚ Ë í‚Â¸;
çÂ ‚ÂÍ ÊÂ Ì‡Ï Ï˚Í‡Ú¸ ·Â‰Û,
à ÔÎ‡Í‡Ú¸ Ó ıÎÂ·Â --
ÑÛ·Ó‚ÒÍËÈ ·ÂÂÚ ÂÓÔÎ‡Ì,
ÑÛ·Ó‚ÒÍËÈ ‚ÁÎÂÚ‡ÂÚ Ì‡‚·Âı,
à ÎÂÚ‡ÂÚ Ì‡‰ „Â¯ÌÓÈ ÁÂÏÎÂÈ,
à ÔË¯ÂÚ Ì‡ ÌÂ·Â:

çÂ ÔÎ‡˜¸, å‡¯‡, fl Á‰ÂÒ¸,
çÂ ÔÎ‡˜¸, ÒÓÎÌˆÂ ‚ÁÓÈ‰ÂÚ;
çÂ Ô‡˜¸ ÓÚ ÅÓ„‡ „Î‡Á‡,
Ä ÚÓ Í‡Í ÓÌ Ì‡È‰ÂÚ Ì‡Ò?
çÂ·ÂˆÌ˚È „‡‰ àÂÛÒ‡ÎËÏ
ÉÓËÚ ÒÍ‚ÓÁ¸ ıÓÎÓ‰ Ë ÎÂ‰,
à ‚ÓÚ ÓÌ ÒÚ„ÓËÚ ‚ÓÍÛ„ Ì‡Ò,
à Ê‰ÂÚ Ì‡Ò, Ë Ê‰ÂÚ Ì‡Ò...
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éÌ ·ÓÒËÎ Ò‚ÓÈ ÏÂ˜ Ë Ò‚ÓÈ ˘ËÚ,
ò‚˚ÌÛÎ ‚ Í‡Ì‡‚Û Ì‡„‡Ì;
éÌ ÔÓÌflÎ, ˜ÚÓ ÌÂÍÓÏÛ ÏÒÚËÚ¸ --
à ‡‰ÓÒÚÌÓ ‰˚¯ËÚ;
Ç ÚflÊÂÎ˚È ‰Îfl Ó‰ËÌ˚ ˜‡Ò
ç‡‰ Ì‡ÏË ÎÂÚËÚ Â„Ó ‡˝ÓÔÎ‡Ì,
ä‡ÒË‚˚È, Í‡Í ËÍÓÌÓÒÚ‡Ò --
à ÔË¯ÂÚ, Ë ÔË¯ÂÚ:

çÂ ÔÎ‡˜¸, å‡¯‡, fl Á‰ÂÒ¸,
çÂ ÔÎ‡˜¸, ÒÓÎÌˆÂ ‚ÁÓÈ‰ÂÚ;
çÂ Ô‡˜¸ ÓÚ ÅÓ„‡ „Î‡Á‡,
Ä ÚÓ Í‡Í ÓÌ Ì‡È‰ÂÚ Ì‡Ò?
çÂ·ÂˆÌ˚È „‡‰ àÂÛÒ‡ÎËÏ
ÉÓËÚ ÒÍ‚ÓÁ¸ ıÓÎÓ‰ Ë ÎÂ‰,
à ‚ÓÚ ÓÌ ÒÚÓËÚ ‚ÓÍÛ„ Ì‡Ò,
à Ê‰ÂÚ Ì‡Ò, Ë Ê‰ÂÚ Ì‡Ò...

12. Dubrovsky

When the hardest of times gets us down,
And the people's woes waft through the air,
Just then, at the midnight hour,
So softly, so calmly --
An old man comes out of the woods,
Take a look and he's not quite so old,
In fact he's a dashing young man
The handsome Dubrovsky.

So wake up my dear Kostroma,
Don't sleep now Saratov and Tver'.
We can't live like this forever,
And cry about the bread.
His aeroplane lifting him high
Dubrovsky heads up in the sky
And flies above our earth of sin
And writes in the heavens:

"Don't cry, Masha, I'm here.
Don't cry, the sun will come up.
Don't hide your eyes from the Lord,
Or how will he find us?
Jerusalem, celestial town
Shines forth through the cold and the ice,
And see how it stands all around
And awaits us, awaits us."

He threw down his sword and his shield,
Tossed his gun into the ditch.
He realized there's no one to fight --
See him joyfully breathing.
In this difficult time for our land,
Above us his aeroplane flies,
As beautiful as any icon,
And writes in the skies:
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"Don't cry, Masha, I'm here.
Don't cry, the sun will come up.
Don't hide your eyes from the Lord,
Or how will he find us?
Jerusalem, celestial town
Burns forth through the cold and the ice,
And see how it stands all around
And awaits us, awaits us."

13.  äÓÌË ·ÂÁÔÂ‰ÂÎa

Öı‡ÎË, Ï˚ Âı‡ÎË Ò „ÓÍË Ì‡ „ÓÍÛ,
Ñ‡ ÔÓÚÂflÎË ÓÒ¸ ÓÚ ÍÓÎÂÒ‡.
Ç˚¯ÎË Ï˚ ‚ÔËÒfl‰ÍÛ, ÏÛÌ‰Ë˚ ‚ Ó·ÓÍÛ;
ëÓÎ‰‡ÚËÍË Î˛·‚Ë--ÒËÌËÂ „Î‡Á‡.

ä‡Í ‚ÁflÎË--ÔÓ‚ÂÎË Ì‡Ò ‰ÓÓ„‡ÏË ÒÚ‡ÌÌ˚ÏË;
ÇÂÎË -- ‰‡ ÔË‚ÂÎË, Í‡Í fl ÔÓ„ÎflÊÛ;
ëË‰ËÚ ÔÚËˆ‡ ·ÎÂ‰Ì‡fl Ò „Î‡Á‡ÏË ÓÍ‡flÌÌ˚ÏË;
óÚÓ ÊÂ, ÒÔÓÈ ÏÌÂ, ÔÚËˆ‡--ÏÓÊÂÚ, fl ÔÓÔÎfl¯Û.

ëÔÓÈ ÏÌÂ, ÔÚËˆ‡, ÒÎ‡‰ÍÓ ÎË ‰Û¯Â ·ÂÁ ÚÂÎ‡?
ãÂ„ÍÓ ÎË ·˚Ú¸ ÔÚËˆÂÈ -- ‰‡ Ú‡Í, ˜ÚÓ· ÌÂ ÔÂÚ¸?
á‡Ôfl„‡È ÏÌÂ, ÉÓÒÔÓ‰Ë, ÍÓÌÂÈ ·ÂÒÔÂ‰ÂÎ‡;
ü ıÓÚÂÎ ÔÂ¯ÍÓÏ, ‰‡ ‚Ë‰ÌÓ, ÏÌÂ ÌÂ ÛÒÔÂÚ¸.

Ä ˜ÂÏ Ëı ÔÓÍÓÏËÚ¸, ÂÒÎË ÍÓÌË ÌÂ Ò˚Ú˚?
äÍ Ëı Ì‡ÔÓËÚ¸? -- ÓÌË ÌÂ Ô¸˛Ú ‚Ó‰˚.
òÂÎÍÓ‚˚Â „Ë‚˚ Ì‡‰Û¯ÂÌ˚, Á‡ÎËÚ˚;
éÒÚ˚Â ÍÓÔ˚Ú‡, ‡Î˚Â ÒÎÂ‰˚.

Ä ‚ÓÚ Ë ‚ÒÂ ÏÓË ÚÓ‚‡Ë˘Ë--‚Ó‰Í‡ ·ÂÁ ıÎÂ·‡,
é‰ËÌ ·‡Ú ëËËÌ, ‡ ‰Û„ÓÈ ·‡Ú ëÔ‡Ò.
Ä ÚÂÚËÈ ıÓÚÂÎ ‰ÓÈÚË ÌÓ„‡ÏË ‰Ó ÌÂ·‡,
çÓ ‚˚ÔËÎ, Û‰ÓÎ·‡ÎÒfl--‚ÓÚ Ë ‚ÂÒ¸ ÒÍ‡Á.

ùı, ‚˚ÎÂÚÂÎ‡ ÔÚ‡¯Í‡--‰‡ ÌÂ ‰ÓÎÂÚÂÎ‡;
á‡ÍÎÂ‚‡Î ÍÓ¯ÛÌ--‰‡ „ÓÎÛ·fl.
á‡Ôfl„ÎË, ‚ÁÌÛÁ‰‡ÎË ÏÌÂ ÍÓÌÂÈ ·ÂÒÔÂ‰ÂÎ‡,
Ä ÍÓÌË ÔÓÌÂÒÎË--‰‡ ‚ÒÂ ÔÓ˜¸ ÓÚ ÚÂ·fl...

åÂÚËÎËÒ¸ Ï˚ ‚ ‰‡ÏÍË, ‰‡ Ï‡ÒÚ¸ Û¯Î‡ ÏËÏÓ;
ÇÒÂ ÍÓÁ˚Ë ‚ „flÁË, Í‡Í ÌÂ ÍÛÚË.
éÚ˜Â ÏÓÈ ëÂ„ËÂ, ÓÚ˜Â ëÂ‡ÙËÏÂ!
á‚ÂÁ‰˚ -- Ì‡‚ÂıÛ, ‡ Ï˚ Á‰ÂÒ¸-- Ì‡ ÔÛÚË...

13.  The Mares of Reckless Abandon

How we rode, how we rode, from hilltop onto hilltop,
We somehow lost the axle, right off of the wheel,
Squatted in a dance pose, uniforms with lacy frills,
Little soldiers of love, with eyes as blue as steel.
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How they took us then and led us on, along such strange roads,
Took us and brought us there, as if in a trance,
There sat a pale bird with cursed eyes,
Come on, bird, and sing to me, maybe I will start to dance.

Sing to me of how a soul feels without its body,
Is it easy to be a bird, but not allowed to sing?
Saddle me, my Lord, the mares of abandon,
I would have simply walked, but I've got no time for it.

But what am I to feed them, if the mares are feeling hungry?
How to quench their thirst, if water's just no use?
Their silk manes, all puffed up and shining
The scarlet tracks left by their sharpened hooves.

And here are all my comrades, vodka without bread
One brother -- Sirin, the other brother -- Spas*
The third one simply wanted to walk all the way to heaven
But had a drink, got wasted, and that's the way it was.

The bird took off in flight, but never really made it
The pigeon's torn apart -- that's what vultures do
They saddled up the stirrups on the mares of abandon
And the mares took off apace, but far away from you.

We went for the top but somehow missed the boat,
All the cards are in the dirt, no matter what you say
Oh my Father Sergie, Father Seraphim
The stars shine bright above, and we are here on the way.

*Sirin=magical bird
  Spas=Christ the Savior

14.  É‡ÒÓÌ # 2

É‡ÒÓÌ # 2, É‡ÒÓÌ # 2,
ç‡ Ì‡¯Ëı ‚ÂÚ‚flı ÔÓÊÛıÎ‡ ÎËÒÚ‚‡;
à, ÏÓÊÂÚ, Ô‡‚‡ Î˛‰ÒÍ‡fl ÏÓÎ‚‡,
à ‚ÒÂ -- ÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ÒÓÌ, É‡ÒÓÌ #2.

ÇÓÚ ÒÚÓÎ, „‰Â fl ÔËÎ; ‚ÓÚ ‚ËÒÍË ÒÓ Î¸‰ÓÏ;
ç‡ÔËÚÓÍ ÒÚ‡Î Ô˚Î¸, ÒÚÓÎ Ò‰‡ÎË ‚ ÏÛÁÂÈ.
Ä ‚ÓÚ -- Á‡ ÒÚÂÍÎÓÏ, --
åÛÏËË ‚ÒÂı ÏÓËı ·ÎËÁÍËı ‰ÛÁÂÈ; Ä fl ÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ‚ÒÚ‡Î Ì‡ ÔflÚ¸ ÏËÌÛÚ -- ÍÛÔËÚ¸ ÒË„‡ÂÚ.
ü ‚˚¯ÂÎ ÔÓÈÚËÒ¸ ‚ ã‡ÚËÌÒÍËÌ ä‚‡Ú‡Î,
ë‚ÂÌÛÎ Ò Ì‡ çÂ‚ÒÍËÈ Ò í‚ÂÒÍÓÈ;
ü ‚˚¯ÂÎ -- ‰ÛıÓ‚Ì˚È, ‡‚ÂÌÛÎÒfl -- ÏËÒÍÓÈ,
çÓ ÏÓ„ ·˚ ÔÓÔ‡ÒÚ¸, ‡ ÌÂÚ, ÌÂ ÔÓÔ‡Î.

í‡Í É‡ÒÓÌ # 2, É‡ÒÓÌ # 2
íÓ ‡ÁÛÏ „ÓËÚ, ‡ ÚÓ ·ÂÁÊËÚ Â‰‚‡;
çÓ Ï˚ÒÎ¸ ÏÂÚ‚‡, ‡‰ÓÒÚ¸ ÏÓfl, ‡ ÊËÁÌ¸ -- ÊË‚‡,
à ‚ÒÂ -- ÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ÒÓÌ, É‡ÒÓÌ # 2.
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Ä ÍÓÎÓÍÓÎ¸Ì˚È Á‚ÓÌ ÚÂ˜ÂÚ, Í‡Í ÂÎÂÈ;
éı, ÏÓfl ‰Û¯‡, ‚ÒÚ‡Ì¸, ÔÓÏÓÎËÒ¸ --
çÛ ˜ÚÓ Ê Ú˚ ÒÔÂ¯Ë¯¸?
Ä Á‰ÂÒ¸ ÚË¯ËÌ‡, ËÍÓÌ˚ ·ËÚÎÓ‚, Î‡‰‡Ì-„‡¯Ë¯;
Ä ÏÌÂ ‚ÒÂ ‡‚ÌÓ -- ÎË¯¸ ·˚ ÚÂ·Â ·˚ÎÓ Ò‚ÂÚÎÂÈ.

í‡Í É‡ÒÓÌ # 2, É‡ÒÓÌ # 2,
ç‡ ÍÎ‡‰·Ë˘Â -- ÚË¯¸;
ç‡ Ì‡¯Ëı „Ó·‡ı, ˆ‚ÂÚ˚ ‰‡ Ú‡‚‡,
à, ÔÓıÓÊÂ, Ô‡‚‡ Î˛‰ÒÍ‡fl ÏÓÎ‚‡,
à ‚ÒÂ -- ÚÓÎ¸ÍÓ ÒÓÌ, É‡ÒÓÌ # 2;
Ä ‡Á ˝ÚÓ ÒÓÌ -- ˜ÚÓ Ê Ú˚ ÒÚÓË¯¸, É‡ÒÓÌ #2?!

14.  Garçon Number 2

Garçon Number 2, Garçon Number 2
The leaves have dried up in our branches
Perhaps what people say is true
And this is all just a dream, Garçon Number 2

Here's the table where I drank; the whiskey on ice --
The drink has turned to dust, the table's in the museum,
And here, behind glass, so nice,
Mummies of all my dearest friends,
And I just got up for 5 minutes to buy some cigs.
I went out to walk through the Latin Quarter,
Turned from Camden Lock onto Nevsky and Tverskaya,
When I left I was spiritual, but came back a worldly boy,
Could have burned out, but hey, look, I'm still alive.

So Garçon Number 2, Garçon Number 2,
Either our reason burns bright, or just glimmers through,
Reason is long dead, my joy, but life's alive and new,
And it's all just a dream, Garçon Number 2.

The sound of the bell flows like holy oil might,
Oh my soul, get up and pray,
What's your hurry, please say!
And here it's quiet, Beatles icons, incense and hashish --
I couldn't care less, just want you to live in the light.

So Garçon Number 2, Garçon Number 2,
The graveyard is quiet and bare,
Our coffins covered with grass, -- flowers too --
It seems what the people said was true.
And this is all just a dream, Garçon Number 2;
But if it's a dream, why do you stand there, Garçon Number 2?
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15.� êÛÒÒÍ‡fl çË‚‡Ìa

ç‡ ˜ÂÏ Ú˚ ÏÂ‰ËÚËÛÂ¯¸, ÔÓ‰Û„‡ Ò‚ÂÚÎ˚ı ‰ÌÂÈ?
ä‡ÍÛ˛ Ï‡ÌÚÛ ‰‡¯¸ ‰Û¯Â ËÁÏÛ˜ÂÌÌÓÈ ÏÓÂÈ?
ÉÓflÚ ÍÂÒÚ˚ „Ófl˜ËÂ Ì‡ ÍÛÔÓÎ‡ı ˆÂÍ‚ÂÈ--
à Ò ÌËÏË Ï˚ ‚ ÒÓ„Î‡ÒËË, ‚ÌÂ‰flfl ‚ ÊËÁÌ¸ ì ÇÂÈ.

ë‡È ê‡Ï, ÓÚÂˆ Ì‡¯ ·‡Ú˛¯Í‡; ä‡Ï‡Ô‡ -- Ò‚ÂÚ ‰Û¯Ë;
éÈ, Î‡Ï˚ ÎËÌËË ä‡„¸˛--‰Ó ˜Â„Ó Ê ‚˚ ıÓÓ¯Ë!
ü Òfl‰Û ‚ ÎÓÚÓÒ ÔÓÛÚÛ ÔÓÒÂÂ‰Ë äÂÏÎfl
à ‚Á‰Ó„ÌÂÚ ÔÓÒ‚ÚÂÎÂÌÌ‡fl Ò˚‡fl Ï‡Ú¸-ÁÂÏÎfl.

ç‡ ˜ÚÓ ÏÌÂ ÊÂÏ˜Û„ Ò ÁÓÎÓÚÓÏ, Ì‡ ˜ÚÓ ÏÌÂ art nouveau
åÌÂ ÍÓÏÂ ÔÓÒ‚ÂÚÎÂÌËfl ÌÂ ÌÛÊÌÓ ÌË˜Â„Ó.
å‡Ì‰‡Î‡ Ò Ï‡ı‡ÏÛ‰Ó˛ ÏÌÂ Ò‚ÂÚËÚ Ò‚˚ÒÓÍ‡--
éÈ, ÇÓÎ„‡, ÇÓÎ„‡-Ï‡ÚÛ¯Í‡, ·Û‰‰ËÈÒÍ‡fl ÂÍ‡!

15. Russian Nirvana

What do you meditate on, young maiden of enlightened days?
What mantra will you give to my much-tortured soul?
The burning crosses burn on the domes of all the churches
And we agree with them, bringing Non-Doing into daily life.

Sai Ram - our Father, Carmapa - light shining from afar;
Oh Lamas of the Kagyu lineage, how wonderful you are!
I'll take the lotus position in the middle of the Kremlin
And our damp mother earth will shudder with enlightenment

I don't need pearls of gold, I don't need Art Nouveau!
Except for some enlightenment, there's nothing that I need
Mandala and Mahamudra shine on me from above
Oh, Volga, Mother Volga, the river of Buddha's love.


