I[MIYIIKNHCKHUE SITUT'PA®EI, 1 [ PUSHKINIAN EPIGRAPHS, I]

Cnou mHe necHio, Kak CUHUYA
Tuxo 3d mopem dncuna...
“Sumnuii euep” ok oox

[Touemy, ckaxxu, cecTpula,
He u3 00bero Kosla,

A W3 Hamero HaImuThCA
3axorena Thl, ayIia’?

YenoBeueckoe TEJI0
Henanexnoe xunbe,

TeI BII€TEIA CIIUIIIKOM CMEIIO
B ceparue TecHoe moe.

Teno MokeT HCTOMUTHCH,
Sy HeB3HA4ail TIIOTHY Th,
N notsHemnbcs, Kak ITUIA,
Ot MeHst B 0OpaTHBIN MyTh.

Ho xorpa TbI 0T3BIBaIach
Ha npu3sbiBbl ObITHS,
HenocunwHol MHE Ka3ajach
Homa 6emnas Mos, -

Tell me, please, my little maiden,
Why you wished to quench your thirst
Not from God-our-maker's ladle,

But at home, my soul, on Earth.

Dwelling-wise, the human body
Is a questionable place.

You were bold to nestle, birdie,
In my bosom's modest space.

Bodies may become exhausted,
Swallow poison by mistake,

And you will take off, my ghostess,
Back for your salvation's sake.

But each time when you attended
To a real-world affair,

Soul, your gravity transcended
My capacity to bear.



MoxeT OBbITh, ¥ TaK CITy4UTCH,
YT0, 3aKOHYMB NIEPETIET,

bynems 6uthes, OUTHCS, OUTHCA -
W HE OTOMKHYT BOPOT.

[Toi1 0 TOM, KaK Thl 36MHYIO
bouib, ¥ comb, U KETYb MUA,
Kak Bxoauia B mJIOTh KUBYIO
CmepToHOCHAs ura,

IToit, Oponskka, 1OM, CHHHUIIA,
JInst KOTOpOM KOpMa HET,

IToi1, kak caBaHOM JIOKUTCS
CHer Ha S0JIOHEBEIN 1IBET,

Kaxk Bo3BBICHIACH MILIEHUIIA,
Jla moOw1 mimeHuIty rpa...
[Tow, XOTb BpeMsi ITpeKpaTuTcs,
IToi1, Ha TO THI M NEeBUIIA,

[Toi, nymia, TeOst TPOCTHT.

[Toi, x0Tk BpemMs mpEKpaTUTCH,
IIoii, Ha TO ThI U TIEBUIIA,

IToi, Opoaskka, IMoM, cecTpHIla,
[Toi, nyia, Te0st MPOCTHT.
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Maybe this can also happen:

After finishing your flight

You'll be knocking, banging, flapping,
But will not be let inside.

Sing, my soul, how you were made to
Drink travail, and bile, and ail,

How live flesh was penetrated

With a blunted lethal nail,

Sing, my wanderer, my awesome
Singing bird that has no claws,
Sing how snow on apple blossom
Slowly falls by winding cloths,

How the crops arose in spring, and
Were destroyed by hail in fall...

Sing — though time won't always linger,
Sing, my soul, you are a singer,

Sing, you won't be held at fault.

Sing — though time won't always linger,
Sing, my soul, you are a singer,

Sing in fall, and sing in spring, for

You will not be held at fault.

Music: P. Starchik / Singing, guitar: M. Krivosheev



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5DoLbrQpE3I#t=4m30s

