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Ilecau u nasickn cmepT  Songs of Dances and Death
Modest Mussorgsky
Text by Arseny Golenishchev-Kutuzov

I. Koabi0eabHast

Croner pe6€nok. Ceua, Haropas,
Tyckiio MepLaer Kpyrom.

[enyto HOUB, KONBIOETBKY Kauasi,

Marsb He 3a0bL1acsl CHOM.

PanpiM paHEXOHBKO B IBEPH OCTOPOKHO
CwMmepTth ceprobobpHast CTykK!

B3apornyna Marh, ONISIHYJIACH TPEBOXKHO.

,,110JIHO myrarecs, Mol Apyr!

bnenHoe yTpo y>K CMOTPUT B OKOIIIKO.
[Tnaga, Tockys, 1005,

Tel yTOMuUIach. B3IpeMHHI-Ka HEMHOKKO,
S mocmxy 3a TeOs1.

YTOMOHUTH THI AUTS HE CyMENa;

Cnare Te04 5 croro.”

,, Tuie! pe0EHoK Mot MeueTcst, ObETcs,
Hyury tep3as moro!”

»,,HY, 1a CO MHOIO OH CKOpPO YUMETCH.
Baromiku, 6aro, 6aro.”

,,LL[éuku OeqHeroT, cradeeT AbIXaHbe. ..
Ja 3amoiuu e, Mmosto!”

,»,J100p0oe 3HaMEeHbe: CTUXHET CTpaJaHbe,
Baromiku, 6aro, 6aro.”

,,1Ipoub ThI, MPOKJIsiTas!

Jlackoii cBO€rO CryOHIIIb ThI paiocTh Moto!”

Het, MuUpHBI COH g MJIaJIEHIY HABEIO.
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Baromiku, 6aro, 6aro.”

,,CoKaJIbCsl, TTOKIM JOIIEBATh XOTh

MIrHOBeHbe CTpalllHy10 NECHIO TBOKO!”
Buauiiib, yCHYII OH II0J] TUXOE IIEHLE.
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Baromiku, 6ato, 6aro.”

I1. Cepenana
Hera Bomme6nast, Houb Toy0as,
TpenerHbI CyMpak BECHHBI. ..

BremIieT, MOHUKHYB TOJIOBKOU, OOJIBHAS. . .

II€noT HOYHOM THIIUHEI.

COH He CMBIKAeT OJEeCTAIINE OYH,
JKu3Hb K HaCHaXICHBIO 30BET;

A 11071, OKOIIIKOM B MOJTYaHbE IMOJTHOYU
CwmepTh cepeHay MoeErT:

,,B MpaKe HEBOJIU CYpPOBOM U TECHOU
MoI1010CTh BSHET TBOSI;

Poilaps HEBEIOMBIN, CUIION YyIE€CHOMU
OcB0oOOXKY st TEOsI.

I. Lullaby

A Child moans. A candle burning down

Dimly flickers all around

Rocking a cradle the entire night

A mother did not fall asleep

Very early in the morning on the door cautiously
The compassionate death knocked!

The mother flinched, looked around in a alarm.
“Enough being frightened, my friend!

The pale morning already looks through the window.
Crying, grieving, loving,

You have grown weary. Sleep a bit

And I will look after the child for you.

You could not calm the baby.

Sweeter than you I will sing.”

“Quiet! My baby tosses about, stirs,

My soul tears!”

“Well, - with me he quickly will calm down.
Lullaby, bye, bye.”

“Little cheeks grow pale, weakens the breathing...
Oh, be silent already, I beg you!”

“A good sign: the suffering will quiet down.
Lullaby, bye, bye.”

“Away with you, accursed one!

You will kill my child with your caresses!

“No, I will bring to the infant peaceful sleep.
Lullaby, bye, bye.”

“Have mercy, wait to finish singing at least

for a moment, your terrifying song!”

“See, he has fallen asleep to the soft singing.
Lullaby, bye, bye.”

I1. Serenade

Bliss magical, blue night,

Trembling twilight of spring...

A sick girl listens with her lovely head bent down...
Whispering of nocturnal silence.

Sleep does not close the shining eyes,

Life to delight calls;

And under the window in the silence of midnight
Death sings a serenade;

“In the darkness of stern and tight confinement
Your youth withers;

A knight mysterious, with power wondrous

I will free you.



Bcranb, mocMoTpu Ha cebst: KpacoToro
JIuk TBO¥ po3payHbIii OJIeCTHT,

[I{€xu pyMsIHBI, BOJIHUCTON KOCOIO
CraH TBOIA, KaK Tyuei, OOBUT.
[TpucTanbHBIX 17143 TOIY00€ CHSIHbE
SIpue Hebec u OTHS.

3HOEM MOJTyICHHBIM BEET JbIXaHbeE. ..
Te1 o0onBCTHIIA MEHS.

Cnyx TBOM IUIEHUJICS MOEH cepeHa1oi,
Poimapst w€nor tBOM 3BaI.

Peiniape npuién 3a nmociaeaHew Harpaaou,
Yac ynoeHbs HacTall.

HesxeH TBOH cTaH, YIIOUTENEH TPEIIET.
O, 3aaynry st Te0s1 B Kpenkux oObsAThAX;
mo0oBHBIN Mol erer Crymait!...
Momuu!... Ter Mosi!”

I11. Tpenaxk

Jlec na momnsiHbI, OE3TOEE KPYTOM.

Brrora u nmnadeT, ¥ CTOHET;

UYyercs, OynTo BO Mpake HOYHOM

31as1, KOro-TO XOpPOHHT.

I'msinpb, Tak u ecth! B TeMHOTE My»KuKa
CMepTh OOHMMAET, JIACKAET,

C npsSHEHBKMM IUISIIET BABOEM TpEIaKa,
Ha yxo necHb HamneBaer:

,,Ol, My>KHUYOK, CTApUIOK YOOTOiA,

[Ibs1H HanuIICs!, MOTUIEIICS TOPOTOM,

A MsATENb-TO, BEbMA, TOIHAIACH, B3bITPAIa,
C nons B 1ec ApeMy4Hii HeB3Hayall 3arsana.
T'opeM, TOCKOM f1a HYKI0M TOMUMBIH,

Jlar, npukopHU Aa yCHU, pOAUMBII !

S 1e0s1, royOUUK MO, CHEXKKOM COTPEI0,
Bkpyr Te0st BeIHKyI0 UTPY 3aTelo.

B30eii-ka mocTenb, Thl, MATEIb, 1e0&aKka!
I'eii, HaumHal, 3ameBai, morogka!

Cka3ky /1a Takylo, 4To0 BCIO HOUb TSAHYJAcCh,
Yro0 nbsiHUyTe KPEIKO MO He€ 3aCHYIOCH.
Oii BB, Jieca, HeOeca J1a Ty4H,

Temb, BETEPOK J1a CHEXKOK JIETYy4Hd,
CgeliTech NEIEHOI0, CHEXKHOM, ITyXOBOIO;
Ero, kak MiazieHIa, cTapuika NpUKporo.
Crin, MO# ApYy’KOK, MYy>KMUOK CUACTIIUBBIH,
Jleto npunuio, pacuseno!

Hanx HMBOM COJIHBIIIKO CMEETCS Jja CEPIIbI TYIISIIOT;

[Tecenka Hecércs, TomyOKH JIETAOT...”

Arise, look at yourself:

Your translucent face shines with beauty.
Cheeks are rosy, With the wavy tresses
Your waist is entwined like a cloud.

Of the gazing blue eyes shining

Is brighter than skies and fire.

With heat of noon wafts your breath...
You have seduced me.

Your hearing is captivated by my serenade,
Your whisper was calling a knight.

The knight has come for the final reward,
The hour of rapture has arrived.

Your body is tender, your trembling is intoxicating.
Oh, I will suffocate you in fast embraces;
To my confession of love Listen...

Be silent...You are mine!”

III. Trepak

Forest and meadows, absence of people everywhere.
A blizzard weeps and moans;

It seems that in the darkness of night

The evil one performs a funeral ritual for someone.
Look! so it is! In the darkness a peasant man

Is embraced by death, caressed,

Together with the drunk one dances the trepak,
Into the ear a song sings:

“Oh, dear peasant, dear old miserable man,

Drunk you have become, trudged along a road,
And the blizzard, witch, sprung up, swelled, from the
field into the thick forest by chance has driven you.
By sorrow, grief, and poverty oppressed,

Lie down, curl up and fall asleep, my dear!

I will warm you, darling, with my snow,

Around you a great play will begin.

Fluff up the bed, you, storm, she-swan!

Hey, begin, start singing, weather!

A fairytale that would last all night,

So that the drunkard will deeply fall asleep to it.
Oh you, forests, skies, and storm clouds,

Darkness, wind, and flying snow,

Weave a snowy shroud as soft as down,;

With it, like a baby, I will cover the old man.
Sleep, my friend, dear happy peasant

Summer has come, has bloomed!

Over the field the sun laughs and scythes swing;

A song is heard, doves fly...”



IV. IlonxoBoaen

I'poxoder 6uTBa, OnenryT OpoHH,
Opynps skaHBIE PEBYT,

beryT nonku, HeCcyTcs KOHY,

W pexn KpacHbIE TEKYT.

[IpInaeT monaeHs, JTH0AU ObIOTCS!
CKJIOHHIIOCH COJIHIIE, OOI CHIIbHEH!
3akar OnexHeer, HO JiepyTcsa Bparu

BCE SIPOCTHEN U 371€H!

U1 nana HOub Ha 1OJIE OpaHu.

Jlpy’KUHBI B MpaKe pa3oluInCh...

Bc€ ctuxio, 1 B HOUHOM TyMaHe
Crenanbs K HeOy TIOHSIIHCE.

Tornma, o3apeHa J1yHOIO,

Ha 60eBoM cBOEM KoHE,

Kocreii cBepkas OenuzHoro,

SIBunace cMepTh.

U B THILNHE, BHUMas BOIIJIM U MOJIUTBBI,
JloBOJILCTBA rOPAOTO MOJIHA,

Kaxk moaxoBoel, MecTo OUTBEI

Kpyrom o0bexana oHa.

Ha xonm noaHsBmMCh, ONISHY/IACh,
OcTtaHoBUIIACH, YABIOHYIACK...

W nax paBHUHOI 60€BOM

Paznancs romoc pokoBoii:

,,KoHueHa OutBa! s Bcex mobeaual

Bce npeno MHOI BBl CMUPHITUCH, OOMIIBI!
2Ku3np Bac moccopuia, s noMupuial
JIpy’kHO BCTaBaiiTe Ha CMOTpP, MEpTBELb!!

Mapiiem TOp:KECTBEHHBIM MUMO IIPOMIUTE,

Bolicko MO€ s X04y COCUUTATh.

B 3emu1to moToM CBOU KOCTH CIOXKHTE,
Crnaako OT )KM3HU B 3€MJI€ OT/bIXATh!
l'oxpr HE3pUMO TPOUAYT 3a rOIAMM,

B nronax vcue3HeT U naMsTh O Bac.

51 He 3a0yny! ¥ TPOMKO HaJ BaMU

[Tup OGyny npaBUTH B OJTYHOUHBIH yac!
[IacKOM TSKENOK0 3€MITIO CBIPYIO

51 mpuromnyy, 4TOOBI CEHb I'POOOBYIO
KocTu noknHyTh BOBEK HE MOIJIH,
Uro6 HUKOTIa BaM HE BCTaTh U3 3eMiu!”

IV. Field Marshal

The battle thunders, body armor glistens,
bronze cannons roar,

Troops run, horses rush,

and rivers flow red.

Noon blazes, people are fighting!

The sun has lowered, the fight is stronger!
Dusk fades, but the adversaries are fighting
Ever fiercer and more ferociously!

And night fell over the battlefield.

The armies in the darkness walked apart...
Everything has grown quiet, and in the nocturnal mist
Mournings to heaven rose.

Then, lit by the moon,

on her warhorse,

With her glistening white bones,

Death appeared.

And in the silence, listening to the cries and prayers
Full of proud satisfaction

Like a field marshal,

she rode around

Onto a hill ascended, looked around,
Stopped, smiled...

And over the valley of battle

sounded the fateful voice:

“The battle is over! I have vanquished all!
You yielded all before me, warriors!

Life put you at odds, but I made you reconcile!
Together arise for the parade, dead men!

In a solemn march walk past,

I want to count my army.

Then, lay your bones in the earth,

Sweet it is to rest from life in the earth!
Years after years will unnoticeably pass,
Even the memory of you in people will vanish.
I will not forget! and loudly above you

I will conduct a feast at the midnight hour!
With a heavy dance, the earth damp

I will tamp down, so that your bones

Will never be able to leave the grave.

So that you may never rise from the earth!”
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