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1. Cranouek (HapojHasi)

Cranouek Mo, CTaHOUEK,
O uem noeltn?

Takux, Kak MO# Ipy>KOUYEK
Y X He Haligenb.

Heno Obu10 Ha 3aBofiE,

Y NpsAMIIBHOrO CTaHKa

I'me mpocTyro necHb 3aBOJAT
J1o mpu3bIBHOTO I'yJIKa.

IMop mymsiiue Koseca

Harma necHst ropsiua

3pech MOOUTHL MHE TIOBEJIOCS
PasBecenoro tkaua

s pabotato Ha npsike

YyTs iposKaliero pykoii
Paznto6usn He BCmOMHMIT laxke
Ot MeH4 y1ues K Apyroii.

Henb pabounii Ha ucxope
Pa3znaeTcs 30B ryjika
Ieno ObLIO Ha 3aBOjC

Y npsiIUIbHOrO CTaHKa

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 | chanced to love

A merry weaver.

Here | 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,



2. Teptpyna

B nnatweBckoit ciiodose

[To ynuuam BopAT KOHS

Ha ynviuax nesHbI1 Oappak

Ha ynuyax nossbsi npuseT

A Ha HEM y3Ja U3 JIbja

Ha ném BeHen U3 orus

OH Mor Obl cHAJIUTB 3TOT FOPOJ
Ho ropopa B cymHocT# HeT

Korpa-To oH ObuI ipyrum

OH ObLT XEHUIMHOI C Y3KUM JIMLIOM
Ha ném 6bu1 4€pHbIl KOpcax

A B KOpcaxkecnpsiTaH KUHXKaJl

U korpa BoKpyr auiiack KpoBb

K Hemy B OKHO MpHILEN TOCTh
Korpa atot rocts 0bu1 BHYTpH

OH THXO CITOKOMHO cKa3aJ:

He neit Buna I'epTpyna
[TbstHCTBO HE KpacuT 1am
Haxpémbcsa B xnam

U craner npoTuBHO
CopaTHuKaMm 1 Ipy3bsM
Jlep>Xuceb cubHEN 3a IKOpb
Axopp He noaBEnET

A exenu nNonMENIL,

Yro caHcapa - HUpBaHa

To Bcsika neyasnb NpoiaeT

ITyckaii mpoxopaT Beka

I1o HeOy enet peka

W BceM KTO NOTHMMET IJia3a
M3 nopouku MateT pyka
ITyckaii Ha ceppiue pa3opon
Ho BceM KTO XO4eT u XAET
HocTaToyHo OpOCHUTBH UTPaTh
U ceppue ¢ yibIOKO# CIOET:

He neit Buna 'epTpyna
ITesHCTBO HE KpacuT fam
Haxpéunbces B xnam

U cranet npoTuBHO
CopaTHuKaM ¥ Ipy3bsM
JlepKHCh CUTIBHEN 3a SIKOPb
Axopb He MoABENET

A exXenn MONMENTD,

Yro caHcapa - HUpBaHa

To Bcsika nevanb npoieT



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."



3. Hukura Psazanckun

Huxura Pa3zanckui

Crpoui ropoji, U eMy He XBaTHJIO TBO3IS.
Huxkwura Psa3zanckui

[TpoTsiHyn agoHu U yBUAIEN B HUX KAIIU JOXK/IST;
Hwukwnra Ps3anckuit

OcraBu ropoyi ¥ BbILLIEN B Cajl.

Huxwura Pa3zanckui

OcraBnb cTapie 1 yJaiie KTo MJajl.

Caaras Codus

Y3HaB 0 HEM, NPUIILIA K HEMY B JIOM;
Cssitas Codus

Hckana ero u Haluia ero noj KycTom;
Omna kpecTuia ero

ConeHbIM X71€00M U TOPbKUM BUHOM.
W oHn MOMMIuCh U CMESTIUCH BBOEM.

Cwmortpu, 'ocnopu:

Kpenocts, 1 oT Kpenocrtu -- cTpax,

N mb1, 'ocniogu, netn y Tebs B pykax,
Hayuu nap Busiets TeOs

3a Kaxxpoin 6enoi.

ITpumu, 'ocnopu, 3TOT X71€6 U BUHO,
Cwmortpu, ['ocriogu, -- BOT MbI YXO[MM Ha JTHO;
Hayuu Hac pnuaTe noj BOJOii.

JIeBSTh ThIUSY LEPKBEi

Knyt Ero, noromy uto OH JJOJIKEH CacTu;
JleBSTh ThIUAY LEPKBE

Myt ero, u He MOTYT €ro HalTH;

A HOYBIO OISTHL ObLI JOXK/Ib,

M noxap poropes, HaM OCTaJCs JIMILLIb JIbIM;
Ho ropon cnacercs,

ITok Tpoe u3 Hac

ITpononzkarot ropoputh ¢ Hum:

Cwmotpu, I'ocnopu:

Kpenocts, 1 0T Kpenocrtu -- cTpax,

N mb1, 'ocnogu, netn y Teos B pykax,
Hayuu Hap Busiets TeOst

3a Kaxpon 6enoi.

ITpumu, 'ocnopu, 3TOT X71€6 U BUHO,
Cwmortpu, I'ocniosiy, -- ByT Mbl YXO[UM Ha JTHO;
Hayuu Hac piuaTh noj BOJOii.

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. Kuraii (A. Beprunckuii, H. Tymusnes)

W BOT MHE NPUCHUIIOCH, YTO CEPALIE MOE HE OONIUT
OHo konokoapuuk papdoposslii B >kentom Kurae
Ha narope necTpoil BUCUT ¥ TOJIBKO 3BEHUT
B smaneBom HeOe pa3Hs KypaBJIMHBIE CTau

U kpoTkas feBylilika B MaThe U3 KPACHBIX IIEJIKOB
I'ie 30J10TOM BBILLIUATBI OChI, UBETHI U JPAKOHbI

C nomKaTbIMA HOXKKAMH THXO O0eC MBICIIH, 63 CJIOB
BuumarenabHO CIyIHa€T TUXUEC-TUXUE 3BOHDbI

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



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. Tpu cectpbl

YTO ThI CMOTPHIIIL COBOM, JIBIIINIIE - CJIOBHO PYXHYJI C iy6a?
ITocmoTpm Ha ceds -- XBOCT TOPYKOM, IJ1a3a BOCTPHI.

OTO BCe NMYCTAKU; B XXU3HU BCE JIETKO U JIF000,

IToka Bapyr y TeOst Ha yTH HE BO3HUKHYT TPH CECTPBL.

Y HuUX KyfipH, KaK 1IeJK, a IJ1a3a -- Kak YailHbl OJIFOJUbL;
Y HHX ceMb ThICY JIET 0€3 MapIOHOB O€3 MEPCH.

Y HUX B cepjilie OrOHb; OHU TJIAYyT U CMEIOTCH,
3arsisiHu UX B 3payky -- M CKaXKyl MPOILAR-TIPOCTH.

Tpu cecTpsl, Tpu cecTpbl
YepHo-0en0-pbrKei MacTi

B ToM panekom Kpato, rje He XOfsT 10e3/a;
Tpu cecTpsl, Tpu cecTpsbl

PazopsyT Te0s Ha yacTu:

Cepaue BBEPX, HOT'M BHU3,

OcranbHOE 4TO Kyja.

A B cajty 6iarofaTh, axXHeT MEJIOM U CUPEHBIO.
Hagcerna, HaBceryja, HaBceryia-- s memdy: [pumy, mpupm!
KTo 3axer B TeOe cBeT, OOEpHETCSI TBOEW TEHBIO,

W B HOYHOII THUIIMHE BBIPBET CEPJLE U3 TPY/IU.

Tpu cectpsl, Tpu cecTpsbl
YepHo-0es10-pbKeN MacTu

B Tom pganekom Kpato, rjje He XOfAT Moe3/a;
Tpu cectpsl, Tpu cecTpbl

PazopByT Te0s Ha yacTu:

Cepaue BBEPX, HOT'M BHU3,

OcranbHoe 4TO Kyja.

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,



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, | 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. Jlacrouka

[IpeIr, macTouka, npeIr, 1o OEJO CTEHE.
[IpeIr, nacTouka, MpeIr, TPSIMO KO MHE;
CoutHiie B30IIO--BUIHO BPEMSI TIPUIILIO.
IIpeIr, nacTouka, NpbIr -- a JEJ0 K BOWHE.

[IpbIr, nacTouka, NpeIr, NPSIMO HA JIBOP;

[IpbIr, nacTouka, NpbIr, B Jankax TOHOP.

C OfiHO¥ CTOPOHBI CBET; a PYroii CTOPOHbBI HET.
3HauuT, B HAlLIEM JIOMY CIIPSTAJICS BOP.

Ku3Hb KaHeT, Kak KaMeHb, B HeOe KpyTH.
[IpbIr, nacToyka, NpbIr -- BCIOAY Bparu.
Ha 6utBy co 3710M B3BENCSI COKOJI, KO3JIOM,
A TbI, TaCcTOYKA, NIOH, a BCJIEN He Oeru.

Iloi1, macTouka, 1o -- a MbI Ob€M B TaMTaM.
SICHBI COKOJIBI 3[E€CH, ICHBI COKOJIbI TaM.
Cokon netur, a 6aba poauT;

3HauYnT BCe KaK Bcerja 1 Bce Mo MecTaM

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. Tocynapbins

I'ocynapeins,

IToMHMIIb 711, KAK CTPOWUIIH JIOM --
Bcewm onH ObUT XOpo11l, 1a MyCTON;
Cronbko ner

v no cHery cepeOpom,
Bostnmuce MpuKOCHYTh KUCIIOTOW;
Crounbko et

[Tenu no cenbMbIX METYXOB,
Ilenun, HO OOSMMCH CKA3aTh.
T'ocynapeins,

Benp ecam TBI XOTEN Bparos,
Kro xe Tebe cmen oTKa3aTh?

Tak 4TO Xe MbI

1o cux mop Bce NMbeM 3Ty JpaHb,
Llamaem yepreit 3a Goka?

Hawm xe ckazano,

YTo yTpo HE BO3BMET CBOIO JIaHb,
O6e111aHO, YTO HOIIA JIeTKA;

Tak nosHo, 3ps 1 Mbl

CTONBKO JIET BCE CTPOUIIHU JIOM--
Hama nm Buna, uto mycroit?

3aTo Teneps,

MpI 3HaeM, KakoBO C cepedpoMm;
[TocmoTpuM, KaKOBO C KUCJIOTOVA. ..

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'?

Sowhy 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 --



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. PxkaBb1il )K0aH CyAbOBI

3alysib CBOM I'PEXU -- OHA CKa3aja TUXO

Huuem Henb3s BiaeTh MO 3Ty CTOPOHY JIHS
HMuaye -- Tpu cectpbl n 6aba 6000puxa

Tak Opock TOMKpaT MeUThI U O€iCst TbOOM B MEHS.

[1eBua npocToii 1H00BY IABHO 3aKPbLIK B KITyMOY
B mronckoii naroT K03y 3a0bIB NPEKPACHBIX 1aM
ITpucnyra noganacek Ha Kopadmu Kk Konym0Oy

He Bbiiep:kaB cTpacTeii, MpUCYIMX TOCIOIaM

He Oywnpet ieHb, Koraa umM BCeEM OJTHO IPUCHUTCS
Hu cnoBo, Hu ra1arod, He BbUIETST U3 YCT

KTO pyxHeT, KaK CTOsJ1, a KTO B3JIETUT KaK NTHULA,
N pxkaBblil )K0aH CyjbObl HABEKH CTAHET IyCT.

3a rpaHbto Takux cep, HACKBO3b TOT0, UTO B MUpE
JIexxuT MO JIUBHBII CaJl, U BXOJ] YBUT IUTIOIIEM
Wi MeHs u 3Hai, YTO TpU BCET/a YeThIpe

Korpa TbI cTaHelb 1esl, Mbl BCTPETUMCSI eIIle.

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.



9. Banska Mopo3oB
(Bynat OkypkaBa)

3a yto X Bbl Banbky-T0 Mopo3oBa?

BGIII) OH HU B YEM HEC BMHOBAT.
Omna cama ero Mopo4unJia,
d OH HM B YEM HC BMHOBAT.

OH B cTapblil UUPK XOAWUI HA TUIOLIAU

Y TaM LUPKAYKy MOJIFOOUII.
Emy yero-an0ypp nonpoite Obl,
a OH UUPKAYKy MOITIO0MJI.

OHa 1o npoBoJIKe Xoua,
Maxasa OeJIor pyKoid,

u cTpacTb Mopo3oBa cxBaTuiia
CBOEH MO30JIUCTON PYKOM.

A oH mBbIpsin B "[lekune" coTHu:
€MY-TO ObIJIO BCE PABHO.

A no HeMy Mapycsl COXHET,

1 3TO €1l HE BCE PaBHO.

A OH Mefly3aMu IATAJICS,
UUPKayYKe YTOObI YyTOUTb,
1 cOOJIa3HUTD €€ MbITAJIC,
4yTOO €1, KOHEYHO, YTOJUTb.

He nyman, yto ona oOMaHer:

BeNb OT JIIOOBU OeMbI He KIIEIIb...
Ax, Bans, Bans, 4to x Tb1, Baua?
Benpb cam o npoBolike ujielib!

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
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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
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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. Camblii GbICTPHII CAMOJIET

He ycnenu Bce pa3nuth, a NOJIXKU3HU 3a KOPMOIO,

W Hu ¢ nynoit, HY ¢ py>KbEM HE HAWTHU €€ CIIENBL;
Camblii ObICTPBIN CaMOJIET HE TIOCTIEET 3a TOOOKO,

A Kyjia IeBaTbCsl MHE -- S JIFOOJIO ObITh TaM, T7IE ThI.

Bpope riyno Tak cTosiTh, a HE K MECTY LI€JI0BaThCS;
benbiv ronyObIM B3JIETETH -- TOJIBKO Ha HEOE TEMHO;
OcraeTcs IMiIb OJHO -- MUTD BUHO f1a M000BaTHC;
Ecnu He Ob110 TEO4, 1 O ylIes TaBHLIM-JIaBHO.

Bce, yTO MOXXHO NnOKeJaTh, BCE JABHbIM-ABHO CObLIOCH,
51 yuien Obl B TEMHBIIA JIEC, 1a HEJb3s1 CBEPHYTD C Tponbl,
Ox, 51 3Hat0, OTYErO MHE CETOJHS HE CHaJOos --
BupHO rie-To psijioM Thl, 1a TJ1a3a MOU CJIETIBI.

Tak 4TO XBaTUT canpsiraTh, XBaTUT THATHCS 3a CYILOOIO,
XBaTUT NOMYCTY FOHSITh B YACTOM MOpPE KOpadIu;
Camblii ObICTpPBI CaMOJIET HE NOCHEET 32 TOOOI --
Ho, xorpa ThI npuneTuilib, 1 MaxHy TeOe ¢ 3eMJIN.

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 | to do, for I love to be with you.

Stupid - standing here like this, yet the time's not right for kissing;
| 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, | would long since have been gone.

Everything I longed for, every wish has been fulfilled, love;

| would have gone to forests deep, there's no other path to find.

Oh, I know exactly why | couldn't sleep last night, love -

It means you're some place near...but | 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.



11. Tapyca
1970
(H. 3abooukwuii)

Llenbni neHb cTUpaeT npadka,
My nmowes 3a BOIKOM.

Ha kpbuibe cugut cobauka
C maneHbKoy 0OpOAKOii.

Llenblit IeHb OHA TapalyT
YMHBIE TITa3eHKH,

Ecmm noma KTo 3amnader,
3arpycTuT B CTOPOHKE.

A KoMy cerojiHs njakaThb

B ropope Tapyce?

Ectp komy B Tapyce nnakarsb -
HeBouke Mapyce.

Onocteuienu Mapyce
ITetyxu pa rycu.

Cxkoubko xomuT ux B Tapyce,
T'ocriomm Hcyce!

"BoT 6b1 MHE TaKue nepbst
Jla Takue Kpbuibsi!

Ynerena 6 npsiMo B JIBEPS 5,
Bpocunace 6 B KOBbLIB 5!

YTo006 ri1a3za Mou Ha CBETE
Boibiie He raggeny,
ITeTyxu ga rycu atu
Boibiie ve ranmenn!"

Onocteenn Mapyce

Iletyxu pa rycu,

Ckonbko ux 6poput no Tapyce,
T'ocnogu Ucyce!

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.



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,

| 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. JdyopoBckuii

Korma B nuxue roga

[TaxueT HapomHbI 6enoii,

Torna B nony4Hblii yac,

Tuxwit, HeOpocKwit,

N3 necy BBIXOUT CTapUK --

A TisiquiIb -- OH COBCEM HE CTapuK,
A HanpoTHB -- COBCEM MOJIOAON
Kpacagen [IyOpoBckuii;

ITpochucek, Mmosi KocTpoma,

He cnu, Caparos u Tseps;

He Bek ke Ham MbIKaTh Oefny,
N nnakats o xneode --
JlyOpoBcKkuit OepeT eporniaH,
JlyOpoBCKMii B3lIeTaeT HaBOEPX,
N neraet Haji rpemiHon 3emiiei,
N nuier Ha HeOe:

He mnaus, Maiia, s 31ech,
He nnaup, connie B30MeT;
He npaus ot bora rnasa,

A TO KaK OH HaijieT Hac?
HeGeunsrii rpag Uepycanim
T'oput ckBO3b X0J1071 U NEx,
M BOT OH cTrOUT BOKPYT HAC,
W xpet nac, u XXAeT Hac...

-13-
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OH Opocun cBOW MeY 1 CBOH LIUT,
IIBbIpHYJ B KaHABY HaraH;

OH NoHs11, YTO HEKOMY MCTUTD --
M pajocTHO IbIINT;

B Tskenblit 1yist pogquHbI yac

Hap Hamu etut ero asporuias,
Kpacusblii, Kak MIKOHOCTAC --

W muuer, u nuieT:

He mnaus, Maiia, s 31ech,
He nnaup, connie B30MaeT;
He npaus ot bora rnasa,

A TO KaK OH HaijieT Hac?
HeGeunsrii rpag Uepycanim
T'oput ckBO3b X0J1071 U Nex,
M BOT OH cTOUT BOKPYT HAC,
W xpet nac, u XXAeT Hac...

12. Dubrovsky

When the hardest of times gets us down,
And the people's woes walft 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. Konn 6e3mpenena

Exainu, MbI €xaiii ¢ TOpKU Ha TOPKY,

Jla morepsinm och OT KoJieca.

By MbI BOPUCSAKY, MYHAUPBI B OOOPKY;
Conparuky no0BU--CHHKE TJ1a3a.

Kak B3s5m--noesm Hac JOporamMu CTpaHHbIMU,
Beuu -- na npuBesnu, Kax s NOTJISXKY;

Cumut nTrna 6eHas C rila3aMyi OKassHHLIMU;
Yro xe, crnoi MHE, NTALA--MOXKET, S MOMNJISLIY.

Crioit MHe, ITHILIA, CITAJIKO JIU Aylie 6e3 Tera?
JIerko jm ObITH NTHLIEH -- []a TAK, YTOO HE NETh?
3anpsrait mae, ['ocniogu, KoHel Oecripesiena;

51 xoTesn nemKkoM, jia BUTHO, MHE HE YCTIETh.

A 4YeM HX TIOKOPMUTh, €CII KOHH HE ChIThI?
Kk ux Hanouts? -- OHU HE TMLIOT BOJBI.
[llesnikoBBIE TPUBBI HAIYLLIEHDI, 3aJIUTHI;
OcTpble KOMbITa, ajble CAe/bl.

A BOT ¥ BCE€ MO TOBapHILM--BOjIKa 0e3 xiieda,
Opnun Opat CupuH, a gpyroit Opat Cnac.

A TpeTtwuii XOTen I0UTH HOoraMu JI0 HeOa,

Ho Bbimu, ygonbasncs--BOT U BeCh CKa3.

39X, BbUIETEIA NTAIKa--/1a HE JoJeTena;
3akJieBast KOpIIyH--Jia TOTyOsl.

3anpsrnu, B3HY3a1 MHE KOHeli Oecnipeyiena,
A KOHM NOHECN--/Ia BCe MPOUb OT Teos...

MeTunuch Mbl B JaMKH, J]Ja MacThb YIILIa MUMO;
Bce ko3bIpu B rpssu, Kak He KPYTH.

Ortue moit Ceprue, orae Cepacpume!

3Be3/Ibl -- HABEPXY, & MbI 3[IcCh-- Ha MyTH...

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 | 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,

| would have simply walked, but I've got no time for it.

But what am | 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. Tapcon # 2

I"apcon # 2, I'apcon # 2,

Ha naimx BeTBSIX MOXKYyXJIa JIMCTBA;
N, moxer, mpaBa JtojcKasi MOJIBa,
U Bce -- Tonbko coH, ['apcon #2.

Bor cromn, rae s muit; BOT BUCKU CO JIBJIOM;

HanuTok ctait nbuib, CTOJ caiu B My3€eil.

A BOT -- 3a CTEKJIOM, --

MymMun Bcex MOuX OJIU3KUX JIpy3eit; A 51 TOJIIBKO BCTaJl HA NSATh MUHYT -- KYIUTb CUrapeT.
A Bbuen npoiituck B Jlatnackun KBaprai,

Cgepnya ¢ Ha HeBckwii ¢ TBepckoit;

A BbILLIET -- TyXOBHBII, aBEPHYJICA -- MUPCKO,

Ho mor OblI npomnacts, a HET, He NponaJl.

Tak 'apcow # 2, 'apcon # 2

To pa3ym ropur, a To Ope3KHT €/1Ba;

Ho MbIcib MepTBa, pajiocTb MOsI, a XKU3Hb -- >KIBA,
U Bce -- Tonbko coH, 'apcon # 2.
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A KOIIOKOJIbHBIN 3BOH TEYET, KaK eJIe;

Ox, Mo iyn1a, BCTaHb, TIOMOJIUCH --

Hy 4ro X TbI cnemmiib?

A 311ech THILNHA, UKOHBI OUTIIOB, JIaJJaH-TallIUILI;
A MHe Bce paBHO -- JulIb Obl T€OE ObLIO CBETIIEN.

Tak I'apcon # 2, I'apcon # 2,

Ha xnapbuine -- Tvms;

Ha naumx rpo6ax, 1BeTbI Jja TpaBa,

N, noxoxe, npasa JtofcKasi MOJIBa,

U Bce -- Tonbko coH, ['apcon # 2;

A pa3 3TO COH -- 9TO X ThI CTOMIIL, ["apcon #27!

14. Garcon Number 2

Garcon Number 2, Gargcon Number 2

The leaves have dried up in our branches
Perhaps what people say is true

And this is all just a dream, Garcon Number 2

Here's the table where | 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 | just got up for 5 minutes to buy some cigs.

| went out to walk through the Latin Quarter,

Turned from Camden Lock onto Nevsky and Tverskaya,
When | left | was spiritual, but came back a worldly boy,
Could have burned out, but hey, look, I'm still alive.

So Garcon Number 2, Garcon 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, Garcon 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 --
| couldn't care less, just want you to live in the light.

So Gargon Number 2, Garcon 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, Gar¢gon Number 2;

But if it's a dream, why do you stand there, Garcon Number 2?
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15. Pycckas HupBana

Ha uyem TbI MeuTUpYeILIb, OAPYra CBETIbIX JHEN ?
Kakyro MaHTpy jatiib yiie u3MydeHHOM Moei?
I'opsT KpecTbl ropsiune Ha KynoJiax UEPKBe--
W c HumMm MBI B coryiacum, BHEIpsAsS B XKU3Hb Y Beii.

Caii Pam, oren Ham OaTromika; Kapmana -- cBeT qymm;
Oi1, namb1 MK Karbro--0 4ero  Bbl Xopoimm!

A cany B 1oToc noytpy nocepenu Kpemnst

M B3/1pOrHET MPOCBTEJIEHHAS ChIpasi MaTb-3€MJISI.

Ha uyTo MHe skeM4Yyr ¢ 30JI0TOM, Ha YTO MHE art nouveau
MHe KpoMe TIPOCBETJICHUST He HY3KHO HUYETO.

Mamnpana ¢ MaxaMyJpOrO MHE CBETUT CBBICOKA--

Oi1, Bonra, Bonra-maryiika, 6yuiickast peka!

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

| don't need pearls of gold, | don't need Art Nouveau!
Except for some enlightenment, there's nothing that | need
Mandala and Mahamudra shine on me from above

Oh, Volga, Mother Volga, the river of Buddha's love.



