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MARINA TSVETAEVA (1892-1941)

The 8" of October marks 130 years since the birth of Marina
Ivanovna Tsvetaeva, a famous Russian poet, prose writer and
playwright. Her work is considered to be among some of the
greatest in Russian literature of the 20" century. Tsvetaeva lived
through, and wrote of, the 1917 Russian Revolution and the
Moscow famine that followed it. In an attempt to save her
daughter Irina from starvation, she placed her in a state
orphanage in 1919, where Irina died of hunger. Tsvetaeva left
Russia in 1922 and lived with her family in increasing poverty
in Paris, Berlin and Prague before returning to Moscow in
1939. Her husband Sergei Efronand their daughter
X Ariadna (Alya) were arrested on espionage charges in 1941,
soon after that her husband was executed. Tsvetaeva committed suicide in 1941. As a lyrical poet, her
passion and daring linguistic experimentation mark her out as a striking chronicler of her times and
the depths of the human condition. The work of Marina Tsvetaeva developed in line with the tradition
of Acmeism. Her lyrics are characterized by confession, emotional expression and hyperbolic
imagery. This is poetry not of experience, but of passion and its effects. The constant motifs of
loneliness, rejection and alienation, which had already appeared in the early lyrics, were reinforced by
the further circumstances of her life.

CamRuSS is a volunteer-run charity. Please support us by becoming a member, donating
or offering Gift Aid to help organise more events and community projects.

You may donate via bank transfer (BACS) to The Cambridge Russian-Speaking Society,
NatWest Bank, Sort Code 60-11-30, Account 25395637 or via PayPal to camruss@camruss.com.
Thank you for your support!
www.camruss.com
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PROGRAMME

Part I. Elena Toponogova, piano

Frederik Chopin, Nocturnes op.27 no 2 in D flat major
Frederik Chopin, Etude op.10 no 9 in F minor
Sergey Rachmaninov, Etudes-tableaux™® op.39 no 2 and 5
Sergey Rachmaninov, Musical moments op.16 in B minor and D flat major
Nikolai Medtner, Sonata-Reminiscenza™ op.38
Nikolai Medtner, Fairytale* in F' minor op.26 no 3

INTERMISSION - 10 minutes

Part II. Poetry Readings
Three actresses from the Xameleon Theatre, Maria Blatstein, Elena Knight and
Vlada Lemeshevska, will share their personal readings of Tsvetaeva’s poems with
a piano accompaniment by Maria Blatstein: three women, three destinies, three
perceptions of freedom and life seen through the prism of Marina Tsvetaeva’s
works from different periods, including excerpts from /nsomnia directed by
Dmitry Turchaninov. The full list of poems that will be read can be found at the
end of this programme leaflet.

Music recital by Alice Ruffle (violin) and Peter Hewitt (piano)
Igor Stravinsky, Suite Italienne (for violin and piano)

Poetry reading by Dmitry Turchaninov
Rainer Maria Rilke’s poetry in a translation by Boris Pasternak and Marina
Tsvetaeva. Please see the poems in Russian and English in this programme leaflet.

L

Please support our collective plea for peace.
Proceeds contribute to the CamRuSS for Ukraine Hardship Fund.
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THEATRE

XAMELEON THEATRE is a London based theatre company working with
artists originally from former Iron Curtain countries. Working with migrant

artists with an Eastern, Northern European, Russian or Central Asian
background, Xameleon Theatre draws its inspiration from the wvaried
theatrical traditions of these regions. Xameleon creates bold, contemporary

adaptations of classical texts. Find out more at xameleontheatre.com
VLADA LEMESHEVSKA is an actress and theatre maker originally from Riga, Latvia. She trained as an

actress in London at the East 15 Acting School and graduated with a Master of Fine
Arts in Acting. She participated in residencies at Shakespeare’s Globe and the
Russian Institute of Theatre Arts (GITIS, Moscow). In 2015, Vlada took part in the
Summer Theatre School in Moscow, where she worked with some of the most
prominent Russian theatre practitioners. Her acting credits include the roles of
Suzanne in The Marriage of Figaro, Nora in A Doll’s House, Antigone in ANTI-
GONE and various roles in Anna Karenina and Love in a Nutshell. Vlada is also a
producer and Artistic Director of the Xameleon Theatre.

MARIA BLATSTEIN is a London-based actress and

pianist. Maria was born in Mariupol, Ukraine, and graduated from Technion —
Israel Institute of Technology. She has been living in Britain since 2007 and
studied acting at the City Academy and Actors Studio in London. Maria has
performed in several musical, theatrical and film projects, including Love in a
Nutshell by the Xameleon Theatre and The Cry of the Queen by Orzu Arts. She is

also a permanent cast member of LiveWired, the improvisation comedy troupe.

LENA KNIGHT is a Russian-born British actress

based in London. Lena graduated from the Nizhny Novgorod Drama Academy
which is affiliated with Moscow Arts Theatre School in Russia and, since then, has
worked extensively as a stage actress. She has worked in the repertory theatres,
Kostroma State Drama Theatre and Pushkin Pskov Drama Theatre, playing various
roles including Irina in Three Sisters and Masha in The Seagull. She then moved to
Saint Petersburg, where she worked in the theatre, playing roles such as Catherine
the Great and Larisa in Ostrovky’s Without the Dowry. Since moving to London in
2000, Lena has been working as an actress, acting and movement teacher and a

theatre director.
DMITRY TURCHANINOYV is a London-based theatre director and actor. He
graduated as an actor from the Lithuanian Academy of Music and Theatre. He then

joined the Lithuanian Russian Theatre in Vilnius and played various roles, including
the leading roles in Vassa Zheleznova by Maxim Gorky, The Glass Menagerie by
Tennessee Williams and Wrongly Accused by Ostrovsky. Dmitry performed the main
role in the show Walking with Dinosaurs which was staged in Saint-Petersburg
(Russia) in association with BBC Worldwide. Dmitry also trained as a director,
graduating with an MA in directing from Moscow Arts Theatre School. He moved to
London in 2011, having previously directed plays in Vilnius and Saratov. He s an
adaptation of Chekhov’s short stories, Love in a Nutshell, Ibsen’s A Doll’s House
and Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina for the Xameleon Theatre.
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ELENA TOPONOGOVA is a concert pianist and chamber musician based in London. Her main interest is in
Russian music with a special focus on the music of Nikolai Medtner. In 2017, Elena
received a Master of Performance degree from the Royal College of Music, studying
under Norma Fisher. Her studies were generously supported by the Norah Seary
Trust, the Altrusa Careers Trust, the Future of Russia Foundation and the Tsukanov
Family Foundation. She also studied at the Academie de Musique Riviera in
Switzerland with Pavel Gililov thanks to the Help Musicians UK Fund grant. Elena
has taken part in many international festivals (Chichester Festival, Bloomsbury
~ Festival and the Timani Music Festival in Oslo, etc.). She has performed as a soloist
and chamber musician in the UK, Germany, Switzerland, Italy, Russia and has

appeared at the prestigious Rachmaninov Hall of the Moscow State Tchaikovsky
Conservatoire, Salzburg Wiener Saal, Amaryllis Fleming Hall, V&A Museum and St.Martin-in-the-Fields
among many others.

ALICE RUFFLE is a Cambridge-based violinist. She studied at Clare College,
Cambridge and the Royal Academy of Music. In recent months she has played with
the Musique Cordiale Festival Orchestra, East Anglia Chamber Orchestra and
Mitchison Ensemble and has led the Norfolk Symphony Orchestra and Elysian
Players. Alice teaches Latin, Italian and Classical Greek at the Perse Upper School,
where she also coaches chamber music, and is a big fan of Max Pimenov’s
‘Comprehensible Russian Podcast’.

PETER HEWITT is a pianist who devotes his time to solo piano playing, chamber
music and Lieder. Over the last 30 years he has [ :

built up many long term musical partnerships and
has given over a thousand concerts playing an average of 60 concerts each
season. His recital work regularly takes him all around the UK, America &
the Middle East. Peter has devoted a large proportion of his concert
playing to giving charity fundraising concerts. During the lockdown he
devised and recorded Beethoven piano sonatas for BBC Bitesize, which is
available on YouTube, where he talked about, and then played, single |

movements from Beethoven’s piano sonatas. Peter’s repertoire includes

mainstream works from Bach to Prokofiev, but he also has a strong interest in the works of contemporary
composers and has given many world premiere performances. He has recorded for BBC Radio and Television,
broadcast on Radio 3, Classic FM, Australian Broadcasting Company and New Zealand Radio and has also
made critically acclaimed commercial recordings for LITmus, Tremula and Meridian.

THE CAMBRIDGE RUSSIAN-SPEAKING SOCIETY (CAMRUSS)

CamRuSS unite people who speak or are learning the Russian language or are interested in Russian culture
and way of life; we support communication, cooperation and fun-sharing between these people. The purpose
of the CamRuSS is to further the understanding of Russian language and culture, and this extends equally to
all the countries for whom this is a shared heritage. In February, 2022, with the help of our volunteers we
launched the CamRuSS for Ukraine initiative, through which we offer support and essential up-to-date in-
formation to Ukrainian guests and their host families. www.camruss.com.
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* MARINA TSVETAEVA’S POEMS READ TODAY by Elena TOPONOGOVA

Ileoans

CKoJIb TPOH3UTENBHAS, CTOJb KE
CoaxuBaromias Jaib.

Jlonpllie — oabIIe — JIOIbIIe — JIOJbIIe!
DTO — mpaBas mnenab.

[Tocne )KM3HEHHBIX payIIni

B cMmepTh — 3aBEIOMO HE Kallb.
['myme — miyme — niymie — Iyne:
OT0 — n1eBas eAab.

[Tamsitu rypsammii Kurex —
[TpaBas! JleTelickux Bojg
Jleyto Oepu: TIyIIUTENb
Jnurens nepenoer.

OT y4acTKOBBIX, OT KacTo-

BBIX — ycTaBIas (3amMeTh!)
’Kv3Hb HE X0UeT KHTh. .. HO YacTO
CmepTh HEe XOYeT yMepeTh!

TpeOyet! 13 Bcex 0e3MsChIX
KiraBumeit, pa30UTBIX B psI.
(JIeBoro memaibio racsr,
[TpaBoto nenanbio JIAT. .. )

JIsazraer! Kak 3meit u3 danpim
KnaBumeit, pa30UTHIX B TYII. ..
Janpie, nanpiie, gaablie, Jajdblie
[IpaBoto nenanpio AryT!

Pedals
(before Rachmaninov, Etudes-tableaux, opus 39)

As the distance pierces, likewise
It the distance does caress.

Longer — longer — longer — longer!
The right pedal, this one is.

It's no pity to be dying

After seeing life in bliss.

Deafer — deafer — deafer — deafer:
The left pedal, this one is.

Memory's humming Kitezh -
Right! Lethean water's

Take the left: the deafener
Will out-sing the longerer.

From the plot ones, notice,

From the cast ones having tired,
Life doesn't want to live... but often
Death does not desire to die!

It demands! From all the meatless
Keys, all broken up in row.

(With left pedal they do deafen,
With right pedal they prolong...)

It clangs! Like snake out of the falseness
Of keys, broken up all the way...
Further, further, further, further,

With right pedal they do lie!

Translated by llya Shambat

Oobpeuennasn (OTPBHIBOK)

bnenHble pydKH KOCHYJIUCH POSUIS
MeyieHHO, CJIOBHO 0€3 CHIL.
3BYKH 3aIleJId, TOMJICHBEM IE€YaJIsl.
KTo TBOM mymMBI CMYyTHIL,

bnennas neByuika, Tam, y posiis?

Doomed. Excerpt (before Medtner s Sonata)

Grand piano was touched by pale hands,
Slowly, as if without strength.

Sounds began to sing with languor of sadness.
Who your thought has confused,

Pale girl at the grand piano?

Translated by Ilya Shambat




/Jlexabpvckan ckazka

MBI CITUTIIKOM MOJIOZBI, YTOOBI TPOCTUTH
Tomy, KTO B Hac pa3Besil Yaphl.

Ho, 4T006 0 HéM, ymieniieM, He TPyCTUTb,
Mpb1 cnuiikom ctapsi!

bb11 3aMOK pO30BBIH, KaKk 3UMHSIS 3aps,

Kak mup — 607bI110H, KaKk BeTep — JIPEBHUM.
Mp1 ObUTH TOY€pHU TOYTH LIAPA,

[loutn napeBHBL.

Oreln — BOJIICOHUK OBLI, CEION U 3JI0M;
Mel, paccepasich, €ro CKOBaJIU;

ITo Beuepam, CKIIOHSSACH HAJI 30J10M,

MBI KOJ1J10BaIH;

OmneHst OBICTPOrO U3 pora MUJIH KPOBb,
Cepaua pasnisiaplBaJIv B JYTIHL. ..

A TOT, KTO BEpUTH MOT, YTO €CTb JHO0OBb,
Kazancs rynsii.

OnHaxIbI BEYEPOM TPUIIET U3 THhMBI
[leyanbHBINM NPUHIL B OAEKIE CEPOM.
OH roBopui1 6e3 Bepsl, ax, a Mbl
Buumanu ¢ Bepoi.

PaccBeT nexaOpbCKuii TSI B OKHO,
Anenu poOKHM CBETOM JIaliu. . .

Emy cnanocs u 66110 BCE paBHO,

Urto MbI cTpaganu!

MBI CIHIIIKOM MOJIO/BI, YTOOBI 3a0BITH
Toro, KTO B Hac pa3BesiyT Yaphl.

Ho, 4T00 0OmsTh TaKk HEIKHO ITOJFOOUTE —
MBI CIUIIKOM CTaphbi!

December Tale (before Medtner’s Fairtale)
Him, who in us dispelled the spell,

We are too young to forgive.

But we're too old for him that's gone

Not to grieve!

Palace was pink, like winter dawn,

Like the wind — ancient, like the world — big.
We were almost empresses

Or nearly daughters of the king.

Father was mage, gray-haired and mean;
We, angry, bound him with a chain;
And often, bending over ash,

On evenings we did hex;

We drank from horn the deer's blood,
At hearts through lens we peered...
And he who believed there is love
Like fool appeared.

Once in the evening came from the dark

A mournful prince clothed all in gray. He spoke
without faith, and we

Could hear in faith.

December dawn in window peered,
Reddened with timid light afar...
He slept and he did not care

That we had suffered!

Him, who in us dispelled the spell,
We are too young to forgive.
But, we're too old once again

To tenderly love.
Translated by Ilya Shambat

Part 2. Poetry reading by Maria Blatstein, Elena Knight and Vlada Lemeshevska
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. Cao / Garden

. Bom onamw oxno / There is a light that shines

. O cae3vl na enazax / Tears in the eyes appear

. Kaxkoit hu6yos npeook moit 6vin ckpunau / Some ancestor of mine was a violinist
. Ilocne 6ecconnoii nouu / After a sleepless night my body grows weaker

. Bce noemopsato nepewtit cmux / The table has been set for six

. A 6b1 xomena yncumo ¢ eamu 6 maneHvkom 2opooe / I'd like to live with you

. B ocpomnom zopooe moem nousn / In my enormous city there is night




Bot onsaaTh 0KHO

Bort omnsTh OKHO,

I'ne omsiTe He cAT.
MoeT — BIOT BUHO,
MoxeT — Tak CUIAT.
Wnu npocto — pyk

He pazaumyTt nBoe.

B xaxxnom nome, npyr,
Ectb 0xHO Takoe.

He ot cBeu, oT 1aMn TEMHOTA 3aKI71aCh:
Ot GecCcoHHBIX T1a3!
Kpuk pasnyk u BcTpey —
TebI, OKHO B HOUH!
MokeT — COTHHU CBEY,
MokeT — Tpu CBeUH. ..
Her u HeT ymy

Moemy nokos.

U B moeMm nomy
3aBeaoch Takoe.

[Tomonuck, APYKOK, 32 OECCOHHBIN 10M,
3a okHO c oruem!

23 Oexabps 1916 2.

There is a light that shines

There is a light that shines
From behind a shade.
Maybe they drink wine,
Maybe they hold hands,
Maybe they just sit as
They please.

Every home has

A window just like this.
Burning lights are not from stars:
From restless eyes!
Screams of parting pain —
You’re the blaze that’s lit.
Maybe a hundred flames,
Maybe only three.

Lost my sleep and calm,
Ringing an alarm.

It’s my home light

Now burns all night.

Say a prayer, dear, for the sleepless plight,
For the home with the light.

23 December 1916. Translated by Irene Gersh

Kaxkoii-uu0yab npenok Moii 0b11 — cKpuUnay

Kakoli-uuOyap npeok Mot Obli1 — CKpHIay,

Hae3nnuk u Bop npu 3TOM.

He noromy i Moit HpaB Oposy

N Bonockl maxHyT BeTpom!

He on nu, cMymisii, kpaaér ¢ apobl
Pyxkoii moeit — aOpuKkocChI,
BuHOBHUK cTpacTHOM Moeii CynbOBbI,
KypuaBsriit 1 ropOOHOCHIH.

JluBsich Ha maxaps 3a COXOH,
Bepren mexy ry0 — IIUMOBHUK.
[Tnoxoii ToBapwIll OH ObLI, — JIUXOH
W nackoBblii ObUT TFOOOBHUK!
JIroGutens TpyOKH, JIyHHI U OyC,

N Bcex MOIIOZIBIX COCEOK. . .

Emé mue nymaercs, 4To — Tpyc
bbut MO KenToma3bii MpeaoK.

Some ancestor of mine

Some ancestor of mine was a violinist
and a thief into the bargain.

Does this explain my vagrant disposition
and hair that smells of the wind?

Dark, curly-haired, hook-nosed, he is

the one who steals apricots

from the cart, using my hand. Yes,

He is responsible for my fate.

Admiring the ploughman at his labour,
he used to twirl a dog rose

in his lips. He was always unreliable

as a friend, but a tender lover.

Fond of his pipe, the moon, beads, and all
the young women in the neighbourhood...
I think he may have also been a coward,
my yellow-eyed ancestor.




Uro, aymy 4é€pry npoaas 3a rpou,
OH B OJIHOYS HE MmIEN Kiagouiem!
Emé mMue nymaercs, 4to HOX

Hocun on 3a ronenumem.

UTo He oHaX bl U3-3a yIiia

OH mpbITan; — Kak KOIIKa — THOKUH. ..
N nouemy-To 5 moHsna,

Yto 0H — He urpain Ha CKpunke!

N 6b110 BCE emy HUMOYEM, —

Kak cuer nponutoronauii — nerom!
TakuMm Mo# TIpeIoK OBLT CKPUTTAYOM.
S cTtama — TakuM MO3TOM.

June 23, 1915

His soul was sold for a farthing,

so he did not walk at midnight

in the cemetery. He may have worn
a knife tucked in his boot.

Perhaps he pounced round corners
like a sinuous cat.

I wonder suddenly: did

he even play the violin?

I know nothing mattered to him
any more than last year’s snow.
That’s what he was like, my ancestor.
And that’s the kind of poet I am.

23 June 1915, translated by Elaine Feinstein

ITocJsie GeccoHHOI HOYM CJIA0€EET TEJI0

ITocne 6ecconHol HOUH cltabeeT TEIO,
MHUITBIM CTAaHOBUTCS M HE CBOUM,— HUYBUM,
B MenneHHBIX xunax emie 3aHbIBalOT CTPEIbL,
W ynei6aemnsest oM, Kak cepadum.
[Tocne GeccOHHON HOUHM CIIA0EIOT PYKH,

U riryOGoko paBHOIYIIIEH U Bpar U APYT.
Lenas pagyra B KaxJa0M CIy4ailHOM 3BYKE,
N Ha mopo3se drnopeHuuen naxHeT BApyT.
HexHo cBeTneroT ry0Obl, 1 TEHb 307104€
Bo3zse 3amaBmiux mia3. 9To HOUb 3aKIIIa
OTOT CBETIICHIITAM JTUK,— W OT TEMHOU HOYH
Tonbko OJHO TEMHEET y HAaC — Iviasa.

19 uronsa 1916 .

After a sleepless night my body grows weaker

After a sleepless night my body grows weaker,
Becomes sweet and no one’s — no longer mine.
In the slow veins the arrows still flicker,

And like a seraph, I smile at passers-by.

After a sleepless night my arms grow languid,
Friend or foe, my indifference is complete.

A full rainbow unfolds from a chance sound

And the scent of Florence stuns in a frozen street.
My lips lighten tenderly, shadows golden

Round my sunken eyes. It is the night that lit
This luminous face. And when the dark night’s over,
Only our eyes stay darkened, and that is it.

19 July 1916, translated by Nina Kossman

Bce noBTOpsI0 nepBbIi CTHX

Bce noBTopsito nepBhIil CTUX

U Bce nepenpasiisio cIoBo:
«S1 cTON HAKPBUT HA TIECTEPHIXY ...
Tb1 otHOTO 320BLT — CEBMOTO.

Hegeceno Bam Biectepom.
Ha nuuax — goxaeBsie cTpyH. ..
Kaxk mor TbI 32 TaKUM CTOJIOM

CenpMoro 1mo3adbITh — CEABMYIO. . .

The table has been set for six

One word. My lips can't help but fix

One word as I rehearse your verses.

“The table has been set for six...”

You've missed one more, the seventh person.

There is much sadness in all six.
Your faces are like rainy heavens...
How could you, to a feast like this,
Forget to summon her, the seventh ...




HeBeceno TBOUM TOCTSM,
besnelicTByer rpaduH XpycTaabHbIH.
ITeyanpHO — MM, TI€YaJIEH — CaM,
Heno3Bannas — Bcex neyaibLHEH.
Hegeceno u HecBeTIIO.

Ax! He equTe U HE TILETE.

— Kak Mor TbI 103a0BITh YHCIIO?

Kaxk Mor 16l ommubuThes B cuere?

Kak mor, kak cMel Thl HE MOHSATb,
Uro mecrepo (1Ba Opata, TpeTHt —
TbI caMm — ¢ )KE€HOM, OTeI] U MaTh)
Ectb cemepo — pa3 s Ha cBeTe!

ThI cTOJ HAKPBLT HA MIECTEPHIX,
Ho miectepbiMu MUp HE BBIMED.
YeM ImyrajaoM Cpev )KUBBIX —
BBITh IpH3pakoM X04y — ¢ TBOUMH,
(CBoummn)...Pobkas xak Bop,

O — Hu oywu He 3aneBas! —

3a HemOoCTaBJICHHBIN MPUOOP
Caxych He3BaHasl, ceibMasl.

Pa3! — onpokunyna crakan!

U Bce, 4TO *Kax1amo npoauThCs, —
Bcs conb u3 mias, Bcsd KpoBb U3 paH
—Co ckarepT — Ha TOJIOBUIIBI.

N — rpo6a uet! Pa3nyku — Her!
Cron packoiIoBaH, oM pa30yKeH.
Kak cmepTh — Ha cBaieOHBIH 00ex,
S — )Ku3HB, PUIIEIIAS HA Y)KUH.

...Hukro: He Opart, He ChIH, HE MYXK,

He npyr — u Bce xe ykopsito:

— T, cTON HAKPBIBIINIA HA MIECTb — OV,
MeHs He mocaguBIINN — C Kparo.

6 mapma 1941 2.

There is much sadness in your guests.
The crystalline carafe is idle.

You are heartbroken, they depressed,
Disconsolate — the Unentitled.

There is much grief and little light.

Ah! — food and drink — you'd do without.
How could you dare not get it right?
How could you err on this account?

How dared you never realise

That six (two brothers, then your parents,
Your wife and you yourself) give rise

To seven souls — for, I am there!

You've set the table for all six.

That doesn't set the rest a desert.
Than be a dread midst living things,
I want to be a ghost together

With your (hence also my) sextet.
Oh, timid like a thief, tonight at
The non-existing diner's set

I'll slip, the seventh, uninvited.

Whoops! — knocked a glass! And all that could
Be shed, that craved for spilling out:

Salt from the eyes, blood from the wounds,
Poured downward to the under-ground.

And — none is missing! none deceased!

The home awake, carafe enabled.

Like Death at an engagement feast,

I'm Life, at the remembrance table...

Son, brother, husband? — Not at all,

Nor friend — and nonetheless I'm charging:
“You set the table for six souls,

And didn't leave for me — a margin.”

6 March 1941, translated by Alexander Giventa, Elysee Wilson-Egolf

$1 ObI X0TeJ1a )KUTH ¢ BAMH B MaJIEHbKOM ropoage

...5] Ob1 xoTena xuth ¢ Bamu

B manenbkoM ropoze,

I’d like to live with you

I would like to live with you
in a one-horse town




I'ne Beunble cymepku

W BeuHble KOJIOKOMIA.

W B ManeHbKOH 1epEBEHCKOM TOCTHHHUIIE —
ToHkU 3BOH

CrapuHHBIX YaCOB — KaK KareJlbK1 BPEMEHHU.

W unorga, mo Beuepam, U3 KakoM-HUOYIh MaHCAPIbI —
dreiita,

W cam ¢uedTuCT B OKHE.

W GomnbIine TIOIbIIAHBI HA OKHAX.

W moxeT ObITh, BEI OBbI 1aske MEHS JTIOOUIIH. . .

k ok sk

[Tocpenu koMHATBI OTPOMHAs U3paA3I0Bas MEYKa,
Ha kaxxnom u3zpasiie — KapTUHKa:

Po3a — cepane — kopabib. —

A B €IMHCTBEHHOM OKHE —

CHer, CHer, CHeT.

Br1 Ob1 esxany — kakuM g Bac mr005110: I€HUBEIH,
PaBHOny1IHBIH, OECTICUHBI.

N3penka pe3kuii Tpeck

Crouuku.

[Tanupoca ropuT u racHer,

W nonro — nonro ApoxKUT Ha €€ Kparo

CepbIM KOPOTKHUM CTOJTOMKOM — TICTIEI.

Bam naxe jeHb ero cTpsixuBaTh —

U Bca narmupoca JCTUT B OrOHb.
10 oexabps 1916 2.

where it’s always dusk

and bells don’t stop chiming

and the pubs echo

with old clocks

time drizzling

and sometimes, at sundown, from an attic
a flute

and the player in the window

framed by big tulips

and if you didn’t love me, I wouldn’t care.
% sk o3k

In the centre of our room — a huge tiled oven
each tile branded with an image

—rose — heart — ship —

and in the single window

snow three times.

You would lie — I love you

like this: idle, indifferent, carefree.

Now and then, the fizz

of a struck match,

the roll-up glowing down

to a tremble of ash

suspended

and you too lazy to even flick it

and everything always on fire.

December 1916, Translated by Helen Mort

B orpomHOM ropoae Moém HOYb

B orpomHoM ropoge MOEM — HOYb.

W3 nomMa COHHOTO My — IPOYb

U mronu nymarot: xeHa, 104b, —

A s 3a110MHHUJIA OTHO: HOYb.
Nronbckuil BeTEp MHE METET — Iy Th,
W rne-To My3bIKa B OKHE — UyTb.

AX, HBIHYE BETpY 10 3apHu — AyTh
CKBO3b CTEHKH TOHKHE TPYIH — B IPY/b.
EcTp 4epHBIl TONONB, U B OKHE — CBET,
W 3BoH Ha OariHe, U B pyKe — 1IBET,

W miar BOT 3TOT — HUKOMY — BCHEN,

U TeHs BOT 3Ta, a MCHS — HET.

Orau — KaK HUTH 30JI0THIX OycC,

In my enormous city there is night

In my enormous city, there is night.

Away, from sleeping buildings, I take flight.
The passers-by all ponder: daughter, wife,-
But I remembered one thing only: night.
The mild July wind shows me where to go.
In someone’s house, music’s playing - low.
Until the sunrise, surely, winds will blow
And pass between my ribs and into — slow.
There’s a lit up window and a poplar tree,
A flower in my hand, a church-bell’s plea,
This path I take in no one’s footsteps - free,
And this lone shadow - there is no me.
Outside, the lamps, like golden beads, blaze,




HouHoro nucTuka Bo pTy — BKYC. And in my mouth, - this bitter leaf’s taste.

OcBo0OoIUTE OT THEBHBIX Y3, My friends, release me from the day’s maze.

Jpy3bs, HONMUTE, YTO 51 BaM — CHIOCh. You’re merely dreaming all of this, dazed.

17 uronsa 1916 2., Mockesa.

17 July 1916, Translated by A.S. Kline

O cJje3bl HA 1a3ax!

O cne3sl Ha 171a3ax!

ILna4y rueBa u a100BH!

O Yexus B cie3ax!
Wcnanus B kpou!

O ugepHas ropa,
3arMuBIIas — BeCh CBET!
[Topa — nopa — nopa
TBopily BepHYTH OMIICT.
OTKa3bIBaIOCh — OBITh.
B benname nemronei
OTKa3bBIBalOCHL — JKHUTh.
C Bonkamu Iiomiaaci
OTKa3bIBalOCh — BBITh.
C akynamu paBHUH
OTKa3BIBAIOCH IUIBITE —
BHH3 — 110 T€YEHBIO CIIHH.
He Hano mue HU ABIp
VIIIHBIX, HU BEIIUX I71a3.
Ha 1BOI1 Ge3yMHBIN MUp
OTBeT OIMH — OTKAa3.

15 mapma — 11 mas 1939

Tears in the eyes appear

Tears in the eyes appear!

The cry of love and pain!

O Czechia in tears!

O blood that mires Spain!

O mountain of grime, —

All colours rendered black!

O Lord, it's time — it's time —
To give your ticket back!
Refusing life — I'm done.

In Bedlam of non-men,

I choose not — to live on.
With wolves around the bend,
I'm choosing not — to howl.
With sharks that move in packs,
I will not swim or prowl

On top of people's backs.

No holes for ears, withhold
My eyes — they're of no use!
To such a crazy world,

One answer — I refuse!

Translated by Andrey Kneller

Can

3a 3TOoT af,

3a atot Open,
[Tomm Mue cag
Ha crapocTs ner.
Ha crapocts ner,
Ha crapocts 6en:
Pabouux — e,
T'opbatbix — ner. ..
Ha crapocts ner
Cobaubux — KJ1au:

I'opstunx ner —

Garden

After this hell

After this misery
Send me a garden
In my ageing years
For my ageing years
For my ageing cares
For years of slog
For crooked years
For my ageing years
A dog’s bone-stash




. For scorching years —
[IpoxnanHbi caf...

A breezy patch...
Jlnst Germnena

For me the outcast!
Meue can nouuiu:
Send down a garden:

That hasn’t a face
That hasn’t a soul!

Garden: no step-let

be3 un-nuna,
be3 Hu-gymmu!
Caz: Hy maka!

g:ﬁ; EE Ziaeg]f:a! Garden: no eyelet!
Ca: HU cBHCTKa! Garden: no glggle!
Be3 nu-yimka Gard'en‘: no whistle!
MEHe ca1 TOIUTH: Unwilling to hear
Send me a garden

That hasn’t a smell
That hasn’t a soul

be3 nu-oywxa!
be3 nu-nymu!

Ckaxwu: TOBOJIILHO MYKH — Ha )
. Tell me: the torture is over — yes
Caja — onMHOKMIA, KaK cama.
The garden — lonely as myself.
(Ho oxomo u Cam He cTaHBb!) ,
N (But don’t You dare come near me!)
— Cap, onuHOKHH, Kak Thl CaMm. ,
. The garden’s as lonely as You Yourself.
Takoil MHE caJl Ha CTapOCTh JIET. .. )
Such a garden for my ageing years...
— Tor cag? A mMoxer OBITh — TOT CBET? —
That garden! Or perhaps — that world? —
Ha crapocTts net Mmoux nouuiu — .
For my ageing years, bless me —
Ha ornymenune qymm.
A garden and free my soul.

1 oxmsabps 1934 .
Translated by Subhash Jaireth

Part 2. Poetrv readyving by D. Turchaninov

RAINER MARIA RILKE (1875-1926) IN TRANSLATION BY BORIS PASTERNAK AND MARINA TSVETAEVA

1. 3a knuzoit / Das Lesende / The Man Reading

2. Kmo nam ckazan, umo eéce ucuesnem? / Who says that all must vanish?
3. Padocmy - umo caxap / Joy like sugar

4. Opgpenr, Fspuouxa, I'epmec / Orpheus, Eurydice, Hermes

3a KHUTOM RAINER MARIA RILKE. Der Lesende (Original)
nepesod ¢ nemeykoeo b. [lacmepnaxa
The Man Reading (Translation from German)
S 3aumraincs. S yurain gaBHO.
C Tex nop, Kak J0KAb MOIIEN XJIeCTaTh B OKHO. I’ve read long now. Since this afternoon,
Bech ¢ ro10Bo0 B UTCHUE Vilns, with its rain rushing, lay against the windows.
HE CIIBIIIAI S JOXKIA. I’d become oblivious to the wind outside:
S BrsiABIBANICS B CTPOKH, KAK B MOPIITHHBEI my book was hard.
3alyMUMBOCTH, U Yachl OAPS]T I gazed into its lines as into faces
CTOSUTO BpEeMsI VITH TILJIO Ha3al. whose looks grow dark from deep reflection,
Kak BOpyT st BUXKY: Kpackoro KapMHUHHOMN and around my reading the hours built up.—
B HUX HaOpaHO: 3aKaT, 3aKar, 3aKar. Suddenly now brightness spills upon the pages,
Kak HUTKH okepenbs, CTPOKH PBYTCS and instead of the fearful word-confusion
1 OYKBBI KaTATCS KyJa XOTSIT. stands: evening, evening ... everywhere upon them.




4 3Haro, CONHIIE, TOKUAAs Call,
JIOJKHO ellé pa3 ObUIO OIISIHY THCSI
13-32 OXBaUYCHHBIX 3apéil orpa.
[epeBbs cKi1agkaMu KOpBI

Mse roBopsT 00 yparaHax,

U 51 ux cooOIIeHm CTPpaHHBIX

He B criax cibIaTh cpeb HeXTaHHBIX
Hegsron, B ckHTaHBSIX TOCTOSHHBIX,
Opun, 6€3 Apyra v CeCTPHI.

CKBO3b POIIy PBETCS HEIOTo/a,
CB03b H3TOPOIH U I0MA,

U BHOBB 0€3 Bo3pacTa mpupoa.

W guu, 1 Bem oouxona,

W mans mpocTpaHCTB — KaK CTUX TcaiMa.
Kak Menku ¢ )Ku3HBIO HAIllH CIIOPHI,
Kak kpyIHO TO, 4TO IPOTHB HAC.
Korna 6 MBI moianich Harmopy
Cruxun, umrymei npocropa,

MeI1 BeIpOCITH OBI BO CTO pas.

Bce, uTo MBI IOOEXKIaEM, - MAJIOCTh.
Hac yHmkaer Ham ycnex.
HeoObiuaitHOCTh, HEOBIBATIOCTh
3oBeT GOPIIOB COBCEM HE TEX.

Tax Anren Berxoro 3aBera

Harmren comnepanka mox cTars.

Kax apdy, on cxxumann ariera,
Kotoporo ntobas xuna

CrpyHOI0 AHTeny CITy)XKHia,

Urto0 cxBaTKOW THMH Ha HEM CBHITPaTh.
Koro tot Anren mobemumi,

Tot npaBeIM, HE TOPASCH COOOIO,
Brmxoaut m3 Takoro 0os

B co3nanbu 1 pacusere cui.

He craneT oH nckatb mobes.

OH xzeT, 4To0 BEICIIEEe HAYaII0

Ero Bce yame nobexaaio,

YToOBI pacTH eMy B OTBET.

I keep my eyes fixed, and yet the long lines

tear apart, and the words roll away

from their threads, to wherever they will

Then I know: over the overfull

glittering gardens the skies are vast;

the sun was to have broken through once more.—
And now summer night sets in, as far as one can see:
what’s dispersed collects into a few groups,
darkly, on long paths, people wander,

and strangely far-off, as if it meant more,

one hears the little that still transpires.

And when now I lift my eyes from the book,
nothing will seem alien, everything great.

Here outside exists, what here inside I live,

and here and there the whole of things is boundless;
Save that [ weave myself still more with it

when my gaze shapes itself to objects

and to the grave simplicity of masses,—

then the earth grows out beyond itself.

It seems to encompass the entire night sky:

the first star is like the last house.

Translated by Unknown

Krto nam CKa3aJjl, UTO BCE€ UCUE3HET

Kto Ham cka3zai, uTo Bcé ncue3aer?
[ITHia, KOTopy¥o THI PaHWUIL,

Kro 3Haer? — He ocTaHeTcs U €€ MmoET?
U, MoxeT ObITh, CTEON OOBATHIA
[lepexuBaroT Hac, CBOIO MOYBY.

JlmaTces He KecrT,

Ho xect obOiexaeT Bac B JaThI,

30J10ThI€ — OT TPYIH 0 KOJIEH.

U Tak ymncra Obla OUTBA,

Yro aHren HECET e€ B Clel.

nepegoo ¢ gpanyysckoeo Mapunut Lleemaesotui

Who says that all must vanish?

Who says that all must vanish?
Who knows, perhaps the flight
of the bird you wound remains,
and perhaps flowers survive
caresses in us, in their ground.
It isn’t the gesture that lasts,
but it dresses you again in gold
armor —from breast to knees—
and the battle was so purean
Angel wears it after you.

Translated by A. Poulin




Pagoctb -- uTo caxap

Panocts -- uTo0 caxap,
Hety -- u oxaemis,

A 3aBesncs Kak --
Yepes yacouek:
Cnanaxo, 1a TouiHo!

Tope 18I roOpeE, -- conenoe mope!
Tl 1 HAKOPMUIIID,

Thrl 1 HaTIOUIIIb,

ThI 1 3aKpyKuLIb,

ThI ¥ OTCITY>KHIIIB!

nepesoo ¢ panyyzckoco Mapunwt I{gemaesoul

Joy - like sugar

Joy - like sugar,
Not - and groan.
And I wound up -
Through the hours
Sweet but nauseous!

Woe you woe - sunny sea!
And you will feed,

And you will get drunk,
And you will whirl,

And you will serve!

Translated by Unknown

..Opdeii, IBpuanka, I'epmec

[Tpu4ynnyBbEIe KaTaKOMOBI JTyIIL.

Kak Tuxue npoxuiku cepedpa,

OHHM 3MEHIINCH B TeMHOTE. 1 KpOBB,

U3-1I0JL KOPHEH CTPYSACH, 1U1a JaNbILIE K JIHOIIM,
¢ mopdupom cxoxa. borbIre KpacHBIN IIBET
3[1€Ch HE BCTPEUAIICSL.

CkaJel HaBHCAIH,

Y WTIO30PHBIH Jiec, MOCTBI HaJl TyCTOTOM,
U TPy, OTPOMHBIH, CEphIi U CIemnoH,
BHCEI HaJ COOCTBEHHBIM JAJIEKHM THOM,
KaK JIMBHEBOC HE0O HaJ JaHaIadToM.

U nponerna B [OATOTEPIICHBE KPOTKOM
MIOJIOCKA BBILIBETIIECH TOPOTH, KakK
OTOEINBAEMBIN U JUIMHHBIA XOJICT.

U o nopore 3T0i UK OHU.

My k4rHa CTPOHHBIN B roOTyOOM IUIaIie
IS Tiepes COO0M HEeTepIIeNnuBoO.

W noxupanu, He Kys, KyCKaMH,

€ro IIaru JIOPOTy; TSIKEIIO0

W OTPELICHHO CBENINBAINCH PYKH

BJIOJIb CKJIAJIOK, 1103a0BIB O JIETKOM JHpe,
YTO C JIEBOIO PYKOI cpociack, Kak OynTo
C CYKOM CJIMBBI BBIOILASICS pO3a.
Kazanocsk, ayBcTBa pa3qBOMINCH B HEM:
B3IJIsL yOerai Bce BpeMsi, Kak cobaka,

Y BO3BPAILAJICS, U 32 TOBOPOTOM

CTOSII 1 TIO[KUIAI €TO, - & CIYX,

KaK HIOX, BCE BpeMsI IIACTal MO3a/IH.

W nHOTIa eMy Ka3aJocCh: CIIyX
YJIaBJIMBAET IIYM IIaroB JIBOUX,

YTO CJI/IOBATh JIOJDKHBI 32 HUM HaBEpX.
IToroMm cBOEit XOIBOBI OH CIIBIIIAT OT3BYK,
1 BETp ILJIalla B3yBaJICA 3a CIIMHOM.

OH roBopui cebe: OHU HIYT;

1, 3aMUPAIOILNN, CBOH CJIBILIAI TOJIOC.
[a, 1um oHHM, HO IIJIM OHA, YBEI,

y’kacHO Me[uIeHHO. 11 oGepHHCH

OH HEHapOKoM (eciii OBl TOTYAC

HE PyXHYJI 3aMbIcel1, 00 3Ty TIopy
CBEPIIAOIIUIICS), OH ObI MOT YBHETH,
Kak 00a MOJT4a 1IIA BOCJIE/ 33 HUM:
60T-BECTHHK, IIPOBOXATHIH, B KAITIOIIOHE

Orpheus, Eurydice, Hermes

This was the eerie mine of souls.

Like silent silver-ore

they veined its darkness. Between roots

the blood that flows off into humans welled up,
looking dense as porphyry in the dark.
Otherwise, there was no red.

There were cliffs

and unreal forests. Bridges spanning emptiness
and that huge gray blind pool

hanging above its distant floor

like a stormy sky over a landscape.

And between still gentle fields

a pale strip of road unwound.

They came along this road.

In front the slender man in the blue cloak,

mute, impatient, looking straight ahead.

Without chewing, his footsteps ate the road

in big bites; and both his hands hung

heavy and clenched by the pour of his garment

and forgot all about the light lyre,

become like a part of his left hand,

rose tendrils strung in the limbs of an olive.

His mind like two minds.

While his gaze ran ahead, like a dog,

turned, and always came back from the distance

to wait at the next bend—

his hearing stayed close, like a scent.

At times it seemed to reach all the way back

to the movements of the two others

who ought to be following the whole way up.

And sometimes it seemed there was nothing behind him
but the echo of his own steps, the small wind

made by his cloak. And yet

he told himself: they were coming, once;

said it out loud, heard it die away . . .

They were coming. Only they were two

who moved with terrible stillness. Had he been allowed
to turn around just once (wouldn't that look back

mean the disintegration of this whole work,

still to be accomplished) of course he would have seen them,
two dim figures walking silently behind:

the god of journeys and secret tidings,




HaJl CBETJIBIMU TJIa3aMH, KE3JI0M B IPaBoit
Y BBITSHYTOM YyTh BICPEIU PYKE;
TpeNnenynue KpbUlbs Ha JIOIbDKKAX;

U B JICBOH, KaK Ha MOBOJIKE, - OHA.

Uz-3a Hee, moOMMoii, yOuBasich,

BCEX TUTaKaJIBIIHII IIepephliaia Jupa,

W COTBOPHJICS MUP U3 TIa4a, TC

BCE TIOBTOPSJIOCH CHOBA: U Jieca,

Y JI0JIbI, U IOPOTH, U CETICHbS,

MOJISL ¥ PEKH, IITUIII U 3BEPHE;

HaJ I1a4eM-MHUPOM, KaK BOKPYT JAPYTon
3eMJIH, XOJIUJIO COJIHIIE, HE0O, 3BE3/bI, -
TUTad - He0O B 3Be3/1aX, NCKaKEHHBIX MYKOH, -
n3-3a Hee, TF00NMOIA.

JHepxach 3a pyKy Oora, 1uia oHa,
3aIyTHIBAsICH B IIOTPEOANBHBIX JICHTAX, -
CMUPEHHA, TepIIEINBa U KPOTKA.

Kaxk Oynymas mMars, ynuia B ceos,

0e3 ayM 0 My>Ke, IIeIIeM BIepe/y,

U 0 10pore, YBOASUIEH B KU3Hb.

Vina B ce6s. 11 uHOOBITHE

ee TePEeTIoHsIIO.

Kak miom v ¢1agocThio B TEMHOTOM,
OHa OBLIA TI0JTHA OTPOMHOMN CMEPTEIO,
CTOJIb HETIOHATHOW HOBU3HOM CBOCH.
OHa ObLTa KaK B IEBCTBEHHOCTH HOBOW,
U B JIOHO KEHCKOE OBLIT BXOJ] 3aKPBIT,
KaK MOJIO/ION IIBETOK IMEepe]l 3aKaToM,

W TaXKe PyKH OT MPUKOCHOBEHUH
OTBEIKJIM TaK, YTO NPHKacaHke Oora,
CTOJIb THXO€, KaK y TTOBOJBIPS,
MYYHUTETBHBIM, KaK OJH30CTh, MHIIIOCH €H.

VBBI, OHa OBLIA yXKE HE Ta,

0 KOM CaMO03a0BEHHO M MOAT, -

He apomar u ocTpoBOK moCTeNH,

HE MPUHAUISKHOCTh MYXKa, HAKOHEII.

Pacnymiena, kak aiMHHas Koca,
OT/IaBIIAsICS, KaK yNaBIINI JOXINK,

W po3JiaHa CTOKPAaTHO, Kak 3amac, -

OHa ObLJIa JIMIIB KOPHEM.

U xorpma 60r cTHCHYN pyKy el U 3aKkpHya,
ot 0o 3apokas: 'OH obepHyJcs!',
OHa CKa3aia, Kak crpocoHok: 'Kro?'

A Bpazeke, e 3a3UsIT IPOCBET,
BUJIHEJICSI HEKTO TEMHBIH, Yb€ JIUIIO0
HUKTO ObI He y3Ha1. CTOsII, CMOTpeE,
KaK Ha I0JIOCKE JIYTOBOH TPONMHKH
0OTr-BECTHHK MOJIYa TOBEPHYJICS, YTOOBI
MPOCJIE/IOBATh B CJ€3aX 32 TUXOW TEHBIO,
YTO IIJIa Ha3aJ| [0 TOM JKe J0pore,
3aIyTHIBAsICh B MOTPeOaNbHBIX JICHTAX, -
CMHpPEHHA, TEPIIEINBA U KPOTKa.

nepesod bopuca I[lacmepnaka

shining eyes inside the traveler's hood,

the slender wand held out in front of him,

and wings beating in his ankles;

and his left hand held out to: her.

This woman who was loved so much, that from one lyre
more mourning came than from women in mourning;
that a whole world was made from mourning, where
everything was present once again: forest and valley
and road and village, field, river and animal;

and that around this mourning-world, just as

around the other earth, a sun

and a silent star-filled sky wheeled,

a mourning-sky with displaced constellations—:

this woman who was loved so much

But she walked alone, holding the god's hand,

her footsteps hindered by her long graveclothes,
faltering, gentle, and without impatience.

She was inside herself, like a great hope,

and never thought of the man who walked ahead

or the road that climbed back toward life.

She was inside herself. And her being dead

filled her like tremendous depth.

As a fruit is filled with its sweetness and darkness
she was filled with her big death, still so new

that it hadn't been fathomed.

She found herself in a resurrected

virginity; her sex closed

like a young flower at nightfall.

And her hands were so weaned from marriage

that she suffered from the light

god's endlessly still guiding touch

as from too great an intimacy.

She was no longer the blond woman

who sometimes echoed in the poet's songs,

no longer the fragrance, the island of their wide bed,
and no longer the man's to possess.

She was already loosened like long hair

and surrendered like the rain

and issued like massive provisions.

She was already root.

And when all at once the god stopped

her, and with pain in his voice

spoke the words: he has turned around—,

she couldn't grasp this and quietly said: who?

But far off, in front of the bright door

stood someone whose face

had grown unrecognizable. He just stood and watched,
how on this strip of road through the field

the god of secret tidings, with a heartbroken expression,
silently turned to follow the form

already starting back along the same road,

footsteps hindered by long graveclothes,

faltering, gentle, and without impatience.

Translated from German by Franz Wright




We invite you to our future events!
Please join us this autumn.

:

Mushroom Walk and BBQ, 9 October (tomorrow)

Looking forward to seeing you on Sunday, 9 October, for a &N
morning mushroom walk in the Thetford Forest followed by BBQ

(14:00 to 18:00). Please bring food to BBQ and share. Details,
directions and the maps are on our website.

Life Along the Russia-China border, 25 November
We will be joined on 25 November at 18:00 by Professor Dame

Caroline Humphrey for a talk about her *
—— book On the Edge: Life Along the
Caroline Humphrey Russia-China Border, a pioneering g
examination of history, current affairs,
™ and daily life along the Russia—China border, one of the world’s
. least understood and most politically charged frontiers. This
book was shortlisted for the Pushkin House Book Prize this
year.
Details to follow.

We need vour hel

We are looking for a volunteer to
provide web administration
support to our team managing
the current website and its migration to a new platform.
Knowledge of WordPress and MODx would be beneficial.
Please email us to express your interest:

camruss1999(@gmail.com.

CamRuSS for Ukraine

Our CamRuSS for Ukraine initiative volunteer group will meet online (Zoom)
on Saturday, 15 October at 17:00. Please see our website for details.

CamRusSS is a volunteer-run charity. Please support us by becoming a member, donating
or offering Gift Aid to help organise more events and community projects.
You may donate via bank transfer (BACS) to The Cambridge Russian-Speaking Society,
NatWest Bank, Sort Code 60-11-30, Account 25395637 or via PayPal to camruss(@camruss.com.
Thank you for your support!

www.camruss.com



http://www.camruss.com/
mailto:camruss1999@gmail.com
https://camruss.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=588ab11fb5d5caedbfb093925&id=6ffeaf63f6&e=e3f7eee3b4
https://camruss.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=588ab11fb5d5caedbfb093925&id=4082a4af6d&e=e3f7eee3b4

	​ Pedals (before Rachmaninov, Etudes-tableaux, opus 39)
	​ As the distance pierces, likewise It the distance does caress. Longer – longer – longer – longer! The right pedal, this one is. It's no pity to be dying 
After seeing life in bliss. 
Deafer – deafer – deafer – deafer: 
The left pedal, this one is. 

Memory's humming Kitezh - Right! Lethean water's 
Take the left: the deafener 
Will out-sing the longerer. 

From the plot ones, notice, 
From the cast ones having tired, 
Life doesn't want to live... but often Death does not desire to die! It demands! From all the meatless Keys, all broken up in row. (With left pedal they do deafen, With right pedal they prolong...) It clangs! Like snake out of the falseness Of keys, broken up all the way... Further, further, further, further, With right pedal they do lie!
	​ Translated by Ilya Shambat
	​
	​ Doomed. Excerpt (before Medtner’s Sonata) Grand piano was touched by pale hands, Slowly, as if without strength. Sounds began to sing with languor of sadness. Who your thought has confused, Pale girl at the grand piano? Translated by Ilya Shambat
	​ December Tale (before Medtner’s Fairtale) Him, who in us dispelled the spell, We are too young to forgive. But we're too old for him that's gone Not to grieve! Palace was pink, like winter dawn, Like the wind – ancient, like the world – big. We were almost empresses Or nearly daughters of the king. Father was mage, gray-haired and mean; We, angry, bound him with a chain; And often, bending over ash, On evenings we did hex; We drank from horn the deer's blood, 
At hearts through lens we peered... 
And he who believed there is love 
Like fool appeared. 

Once in the evening came from the dark 
A mournful prince clothed all in gray. He spoke without faith, and we 
Could hear in faith. 

December dawn in window peered, 
Reddened with timid light afar... 
He slept and he did not care 
That we had suffered! 

Him, who in us dispelled the spell, 
We are too young to forgive. 
But, we're too old once again To tenderly love. Translated by Ilya Shambat
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