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I. KPACHOJIAPCKUI KPAM

OﬂHa B CTEIIN JOPOXKEHbKA...
OpHa — BbETCS, HE KOHYAETCS.
Ofi, 1aJ1eKo 1o J1opore Toi

Oii, exaTH /ia Ka3aKy eMy JJOMOM.

OniHa B cTemnH JIopoXKeHbKa
HexoxxeHa — Henpoes»KeHa...
Oii, 10J1€er71a 10 CTENH KOBBLIb
O, myTaMu /1a HeT IyTH.
Oj1Ha JIEXKUT JIOPOXKEHbKA. ..
Cpenu MHOTHX 3aTepsiacs.
ITo 1ecam TOJILKO IeceH 3BOH,

Jla o siecam ocrasics...

Of, ymia cj1aBa /iefioBa,
HPI/IH_UII/I JIFOAU HOBBIE.

...Jlyma HeBecénasi...

Jlersia KOBBUIb Za myTaMHu...
Bes mpaBzpl HET My TH...
Jlopora 3aTepsijiacs...

Kaxk BepréTcs B crens Becna-Kpacha,
Maku paciBeraror,

Tax repoeB HOBbIX MaTh-3eMJIs HAPOJKAET.
Jla He CTPEHOXKUIIIb Ha CKAKy KOHS,

He mpukaskenib ACHY COKOJIY

Ilo HeGy He JeTars.

JloposKeHbKa BbETCS, HE KOHYAETCH. .

OnHa 10pO’KEHBKA MOHL...

Tlo¥imy-BBIi/ly Ha YJIMUILY a PA3bIrPAi0 B XOPOBO/...

I. KRASNODAR KRAI

One path lies in the steppe
One path — spinning without end.
Oh, it’s a long way down that path
For a Cossack riding home.

One path lies in the steppe
Untracked — untraveled...
Under a blanket of feather grass
Fettered, all ways obscured.
One path lies ahead...

Among many others, lost.

Only echoes of its song

Remain in the forests...

Ancestral glory is gone
New people are here.
...Not a pleasant thought...

Fettered by feather grass...
No path without truth...
Where have you gone?

As beautiful Spring returns to the steppe

And poppies bloom,

So Mother Earth bears ever newer heroes.

A galloping horse won’t be lassoed,

Nor a swift falcon ordered down from the sky.

Spinning without end...

One path, my path...
I'm going outside to dance khorovod...

II. AJITAMCKUM KPAU

O6s1ako JiekUT cyrpoboM Ha oTporax XaH-Asras,
A cHera C ero BepIIUHBI YIUIBIBAIOT B 06J1aKa.

S cyerky 3a MX UTPOIO, OTIYCTHB KOHIO IIOBOZIbS,
ITyctb GexuT, KyAia 3aXx04eT — MHe 0pora Jajeka.

Kax 1106110 51 3aTePATHCS B CHHEBE JAJIEKUX COIIOK,
T'Zie a/IMa3HOIO POCOIO TI0 yTpaM FOPHT Taira.

IlecHs COKOJIOM 3aBBETCH, BTOPHUT €M JIABUHBI POKOT,
A peka BOJIHOH, Kak B 6y0eH, ObET B KpyThie bepera.

ITomapu, Antaii, MHE roJIoc poMue PéBa KaMHeIasa,
Tumre ménora TyMmaHa,

3BOHUE YalK! B BBIIIKHE!

Kaxk B Taiire rysser 310,

Kax opJibl KJIEKOYYT B Ty4ax,

Tax 3eMJI1 MOel JIbIXaHbe OT3bIBAETCS BO MHE.

IT. ALTAI KRAI

Snowdrift clouds line the spurs of Han-Altai,

While the snows of its summit dissolve into sky.

1 watch this play, releasing the horse’s reins,

Let him run where he pleases — my journey is long.

How I love to lose myself in the blue of far-off hills,

In mornings when the taiga blazes with diamond dew.
The keening falcon’s song is echoed by the avalanche,
While the river beats its steep embankment like a drum.

Give me a voice, Altai, louder than the roaring rockfall,
Softer than the whispering fog,

Clearer than the highest-soaring gull!

As all this wanders the taiga,

As eagles cry out in clouds,

So the breath of my land is echoed in me.



III. IEPMCKUM KPAUI

Kax Ha peuxe ObLIO, HA peuke
Jla Ha KaMbIIIbIHKE...
Kak Tam KM — IIPOKUBATIA
Jla roiu cBoGoHbIE

KazaueHbKHU BOJIBCKUE /14 KQ3aKU JIOHCKUE. ..

¥V ka3akoB aTaMaH /ia aTaMaHyIIKa

Epmak Tumodenu!

Herpomxko peus roBopuia

HesBonka Tpyba.

Cam Epmaxk to Tumodenu 1a TumodeeBuy
CkasaJi a HEeTPOMKO:

V2k BBI cTyIIaiTe-Ka, pebsaTyIIKH,

Jlaiite yMyLIKy MHe II0/[yMaTh...

Bor npoiizér seto,

Jla J1eTO TeIrIeHbKOe IPOUZIET. ..
HacraHer 3uMa 12 X0JI0/{Has.

Vax U riie HaMm pebsTa ja 3MMOBAaTh?
Hawm Ha Bosire 6bITh 1 Ha Bosire GbITS...
Hawm na Bosre Bopamu Bce-TO CJIBITb.
Hawm Ha Bouire 6bITh 1 Ha Bosire GbITD,

Tam 3UMyIIKY 712 BCIO IPOXKUTb.

Ha fux unry Ham, Ha fAuK...

Ilepexo/ BEJIMK TaM, /1 IIEPEXO/I-TO TaM OH BeJIHK.

Ilox Kazanb Ham TaM,

T'ne ViBaH-11apb I'pO3HBIN CTOUT...
¥V Hero-To CHJIyLIKK MHOTO TOH —
CTO COPOK THIILL...

Ha Wpreiiie pedke Mbl BO3bMeM Topo/i To6obCK,
Topoy cTaBHBIM. ..

Ha Hptsinie peke Mbl BO3bMeM ropozi, To6os1bek
Tot camprit!

A xaK B3sIMIIH FOPOJ, Zia @ KaK B3AMIIH TOPOJ
To6onbek, ga ToOOIBCK. ..

VoK BbI cIymIaiiTe-Ka, pebsaTyIKy,

V2K BBI CIyIIaNTe, V3K BBI CIIyIIATE. .

A Kax B3AMIIIU TOPOJ,

MBI IOH/IEM K 1TapIo

U no6opemcs!

ITI. PERM KRAI

Once upon a time, on the river
Kamishinka...

There lived

Free people —

The Volga Cossacks and the Don Cossacks.

The Cossacks had a chief:
Yermak Timofeyevich!
Calling gently,

A horn heralded his voice
And great Timofeyevich
spoke, without force:
Listen here, my friends,

I have a thought...

Summer soon will end,

Warm summertime will be over

And a harsh cold will set in.

And where, my friends, are we to winter?
Shall we go to the Volga?

Shall we go to the Volga

Where we’ll be known as thieves,

And pass the winter there?

Shall we go to the Yaik*?
The portage is great there; the portage there is hard.

Shall we go by Kazan-city,

Where Czar Ivan the Terrible sits?
His forces are many —

Some one hundred forty thousand...

On the Irtysh River we’ll take the city of Tobolsk,
Alovely city...

On the Irtysh River we’ll take the city of Tobolsk,
That very one!

And once we take the city,

The city of Tobolsk,

Listen, my friends,

Listen, listen!

Once we take the city,

We'll go to the Czar

And battle!

*Before 1775 the Ural River was known as Yaik.

IV. CTABPOITOJIbCKUU
KPAU

Oi, 110 3eMJIH, 110 3€MJIM ITHPOKHUS,

T'ne myTu siexat fanékus 1a JaneKus,

Illnu 1a ¥ IPOUUTH, IPOLUIN TPU aHTeNa,
Tpu aHresa fa apxanresa.

Kax 1moBcTpevasiu OHU JIylly TPEIIHYIO,
IToBcTpevasnu AyIry Zia BCE BBICIIPAITHBAIIN:
A 1 gero ke THI Iyllla, K HAM y pail He 3a1uia,
Mumo paro 1ia jia He 3auuia?

Kax y HaIrem paio, /1a U KUTb BECEJIO,

Jla ¥ 2KUTb BecesIo TOJIbKO HEKOMY...

Y Hac pacTéT apeBo mocepén paio.

Ha ém JI1CTOYKY aT/I1acoBbIe,

A6109KK BCst MSI/IOBBIE. ..

Kax y HameM palo /ia ¥ )KUTb BeceJio,

J1a ¥ 5KUTH BECEJIO TOJIBKO HEKOMY...

(O#1, 10 3eMJTH 110 3€MJIH IIUPOKHA...)

37aToM-cepeGpoM...
31aTOM-cepebpoM JIM TIpeJIbCTHIIacs?
Jlackoi-ApyK00ii...

Jlackoi-npy:x60it Kecaps Bosropamacs?

Ofi, 110 3€MJIH 110 3€MJIH ITUPOKHUS

(Bcé 1o ckymocTH, fja ¥ [0 [JIYIIOCTH),
T'ze myTu sexkat Janékus, 1a JaIEKusa
(Tb1 3aKOH MPECTYIIII),

1Iiu 1a ¥ IPONUIH, IPOLIIN TPU aHTe A
([la b1 my1ty 3ary6u)

Tpwu anrena, fa apxaHrea...

IV. STAVROPOL KRAI

Oh, on the earth, on the wide earth,
Where journeys stretch far, very far,
Three angels strolled by —

Three archangels.

Along the way they met a sinful soul.
They met the soul and began asking:
Why, soul, are you not in heaven with us?
You walked past, but didn’t enter?

How joyous it is to live in our heaven,

So joyous a place, but nobody’s there...

In the middle of our heaven grows a beautiful tree
With satiny leaves

And honey-sweet apples!

How joyous it is, living in our heaven,

So joyous, but nobody’s there...

(Oh, on the earth, on the wide earth...)

Gold, silver...
Has gold and silver enticed you?
Affection, friendship...

Has the Czar’s affection made you prideful?

Oh, on the earth, on the wide earth...
(All for parsimony, all for a trifle...)
Where journeys stretch far, very far
(You overstepped the Law)

Three angels strolled by once

(And lost your soul)

Three archangels...



V. KPACHOSIPCKU KPAN

Crpuias Taiira, COTHH BEPCT HyTH...
3ameTéT mypra u JIOMOU He MK/U.

B crHeBe HOYHOI O/IVH 1 /1a MECAI] -
Moii cyzips.

Bparery Mecs1| — POKKU KPyThIe,

(Yespru mst, Focnozis, momutyii l'ocoss...)
OcBeTH OPOXKKU JIeCHbIe!

Houbio namsTh 0/1071€BaET,

O mportezeM HaIOMUHAET.

Mecs1i CBETOM B JIUIIO HIBBIPSIET,

W pacruiaToro yrposaer.

Kro ram...

...I'maza 37pIe...

KoJstb TBOpHII 110 ’KUBHH TPEXH 4,
970 2K o6l Ja ObUIH Takue!

I'zne BbI,

T'ne BBI cé71 OTHU

30JI0TbIE?

Crpulas Taiira, COTHH BEPCT IyTH...

V. KRASNOYARSK KRAI

Icy taiga, endless miles to go...

Once the blizzard picks up, don’t wait up at home.
In the blue night, I'm alone with the crescent moon -
My judge.

Brother crescent, with curling horns,
(Lord have mercy, hear my prayer...)
Light the forest paths!

By night memory overwhelms,
Bringing up the past.

Crescent blinds me with his light
And threatens retribution.

Who's there...

...Angry eyes...

If I sinned in life

Such were those years!
Where are you,

Blinking township lights?
Where are you, golden ones?

Icy taiga, endless miles to go...

VI. IPUMOPCKUM KPAU

Hamre mope — oxean!

Hawm 510 Bora BbIcOKO,
J10 MOCKBBI JaJIEKO.
JloxpuuaTbcs HeJIeTKO
C JlanbHero Bocroka.

Cka3ok HaM He TOBOPH,
MBI 1 TaK Bce 3HAaeM.
YepHOIT KOPKOi TUPOTH

Beuno 3aezaem!

Ha,ZLKI/I JECIIOTHI Ha BJIACTh,
A Hapoz Ha 4y/10.

Koutb siita 3aBpasiacs,
Lapcrsy GyzeT xyzo.

CMyTHO BpeMs Ha ZIBOpe
Cynsbamu urpaet.
Kasxapiii CenbKa 110 cebe
[llanky BhIOHpAET.

Ko 3akoH, a KTO aMBOH,
Kro noer OcaHHBI.
Kro-To BasuT 3a KOp/OH,

Kro-To B mapTusassl.

Yto6 nmoskapy 3amblLIaTh
XBaTHUT MaJIOH UCKPBI.
MO3KHO JI0/IT0 3aINpsATraTh,
A oexatb 6bICTpPO!

Boscusa

Muposet

Cser pasyma

Tebe BuzieH

¢ BBICOTBI BocToKa...

s

VI. PRIMORSKY KRAI

Our sea is the ocean!

God’s too high a reach for us,
Moscow far too distant.

It’s not easy to be heard

For the most Far Eastern.

Don't tell us your fairytales,
We've been there and seen them.
Our pierogies often burn

But don’t go uneaten!

Despots always fall for power,

Common folk for magic.
With each lie the elite spins
Kingdoms grow more tragic.

Restless are the times outside,
Lives are being toyed with.
Every Simon picks his hat,
Every man his own myth.

Some choose law, and some the church
Some just sing Hosannas.

Some head for the frontier-lands,
Some for the party congress.

Giant blazes can flare up
From a spark igniting.

You can harness like a sloth,
Then gallop like lightning!

Shine over the world
Light of wisdom
Revealing itself

To you

From the East...




VII. BABAMKAJIbCKUI
KPAW

Jlyiia Mos1 mperpeHas,

Yro He navenbes?

Te! taus, Aymra,

Poij1aii Beerza...

Tem yremmumbes.

He ycneems TbI Torza Iakary,
Korpma npuzer cMepTsb.

CKUHB 0/1€3K/1y ThI TPEXOBHYIO.
A He CKUHEIIb ThI TPEXU CBOU —
Afla He MUHeIlIb.

Jlyiia Mosi IperpemHsas....

VII. ZABAIKALSKY KRAI

My sinful soul,

Why don’t you cry?

You must cry,

Cry always

And be thus comforted.

It will be no time to cry,
When death comes.

Shed your sinful trappings.
For if you don’t throw off your sins
Hell will be eternal.

Oh, my sinful soul...

VIII. XABAPOBCKUW KPAM

Buus, BHUS...

BHU3 110 peKe CTPYTHU IUIBIBYT,

PyccKuX J1I0/1ed K MOPIO HECYT.

CosHIle B I71a33, a 32 KOPMOH

Ilnemer Amyp — YepHblii /[pakoH — 3KEITOH BOJHOM.

To1 Poccust, math Poccust, maTh Poccuiickas semuis!
MHoro rops Tbl, Poccus, MHOTO Hy’K/Ibl IPUHSATIA.

Paz-nBa, B3siin!
Hy-ka npysxHo!
Jla BceM MUPOM — HaBaJINCB!

Komy Tanan — cyiaBy HaiiTH,

KoMy — B Taiire CruHyTb i B IIyTH.

CosHIle B I71a33, a 32 KOPMOH

Ilnemer Amyp — YepHblii /[pakoH — 3KEITOH BOJHOM.

To1 Poccust, math Poccusi, maTh Poccuiickas semuis!
MHoro kpoBu TbI, Poccrst, MHOTO KPOBH IIPOJIHJIA.

BHU3 110 peKe CTPYTHU IUIBIBYT,
Pycckux siio/ieil K MOPIO HECyT.
CoJtHIle B I71a3a, a 32 KOPMOM

ITnemer Amyp — YepHslii JIpakoH — 3KEITON BOJTHOM.

Ts1 Poceust, math Poccust, Mmath Poccuiickast 3emits!

MHoro ci1aBbI-TO, Poccust, MHOTO XOAUT PO Tebs!

VIII. KHABAROVSK KRAI

Down, down...

Down the river go boats

Carrying Russian people to the sea.

Sun in my eyes, and past the helm

The Amur is churning — Black Dragon, Amber Wave.

Russia, Mother Russia, Russian Motherland!
Much grief, Russia, much need have you taken on.

One, two, heave!
Everyone together!
Everyone around — get at it!

Some are destined for fame,

Some will perish in the taiga.

Sun in my eyes, and past the helm

The Amur is churning — Black Dragon, Amber Wave.

Russia, Mother Russia, Russian Motherland!
Much blood, Russia, much blood have you spilled.

Down the river go boats

Carrying Russian people to the sea.

Sun in my eyes, and past the helm

The Amur is churning — Black Dragon, Amber Wave.

Russia, Mother Russia, Russian Motherland!
Much glory, Russia, much glory have you earned!



IX. KAMUATCKUM KPA

I'’ne y KpOMKH OKeaHa I'PO3HO 3aMepJIH BYJIKAHBI,
I'ne nepeBbsa-BeIMKaHBI IOAHAINCH BEJTHKAHBI,
Tloanupas He6O, onupas Hebeca...

MHoOro/JIMKue maMaHbl B PBIXKUX CIIOJIOXaX KOCTpa
B GyOHBI Ob0T 1 GapabaHBbl ¢ Beuepa 70 yTpa.
Taxk rysser npasgHuK X0JI0J10...

(Bbércst, BLETCS, HE KOHYAETCH...)
(OnHa Mos 3aTepsIacs IOPOXKKA...)
Kt0 3aK0H, a KTO aMBOH,

Kro nmoér OcaHHbI,

Kro-To BayuT 32 KOP/IOH,

Kro-To B maptusansi!

CMyTHO BpeMsi Ha JIBOpe
CyznpbaMu urpaer.

Kaxxzpiii CeHbKa 110 cebe,

10 cebe /1a BeIOHpaer!

He crpenoxuib Ha CKaKy KOHA,
¥ He NpUKasKelllb ACHY COKOJIy 110 Heby He JIeTaTh!

(JIrou BOJIBHBIE...)

TlecHst BbETCsI, yBJIEKas1, M JIETUT OT Kpasi K KParo.

MBI 3a Heil He ycleBaeM — Ha Kparo 3aMupaeM, IIpomibx

JIeT IIPUBBIYKYU KaH/JaJIaMU Ha HOTaX.

Illupoxka cTpaHa pofHAas, ¥ Yero B HeH TOJIbKO HeT!
Crenu /1a jieca 6e3 Kpast He O/IMH BOCIIeJI II03T,
TIpocnapisis 3eMIIIO TUKYIO:

Ter — obuipHas!
Ter — moryyas!
Tsl — GeccusbHast!

Marymxa Pycs!

IX. KAMCHATKA KRAI

Looming volcanoes guard the ocean’s edge,
Trees like giants rise,
Propping up the sky, propping up the heavens...

In red bursts of flame, shamans with many faces

Beat tambourines and drums from evening to morning.

It’s the festival Hololo...

(Spinning, spinning without end...)
(One path, my path, lost...)

Some choose law and some the church,
Some just sing Hosannas,

Some head for the frontier-lands,
Some for the party congress!

Restless are the times outside,

Lives are being toyed with.

Every Simon picks his hat,

Every man his own myth!

A galloping horse won’t be lassoed,
Nor a swift falcon ordered down from the sky!
(Free people...)

The song spins from Krai to Krai, calling us along.
But we are too slow, we freeze on the edge,
Our legs shackled with the habits of years gone by.

Vast is my homeland and in it is everything —
Steppe and forest without end!

Many a poet has sung its praises, lauding the wild land:

You are bountiful!
You are mighty!
You are powerless!
Mother Russia!
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