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ALEXANDER TCHEREPNIN My Flowering Staff

A Volume of Poems by Sergei Gorodetsky
Set to Music in a Cycle of 36 Songs for Voice and Piano

Epigraph (Op. 17, No. 1)

| 0 God of days, do not release your violins (Op. 15, No. 3)
Il If only I could hear (Op. 15, No. 4)

& | contemplated you, O Andromeda

\Y How damned is my beloved life (Op. 15, No. 2)
[BRY The millstones have cooled (Op. 15, No. 5)

\ | love the feminine water

Vi Forgive me the enticing mist

B VIl Farewell, night! (Op. 15, No. 6)

IX The struggle to voice words (Op. 15, No. 1)

X In agitation, as | touch the morning lyre (Op. 16, No. 2)
Xl | am dreaming of the country (Op. 16, No. 5)
Xl In the wild forest (Op. 17, No. 2)

Xl My soul is happy to hear

XIV  Some of the songs in my soul

XV Perhaps life is broken in half (Op. 17, No. 3)

XVI In the evening quiet hour

XVl I know only one thing about God (Op. 17, No. 5)
XVIll  Lost souls! (Op. 17, No. 9)

BI XIX My endless grief (Op. 16, No. 8)

XX The happy laughter (Op. 17, No. 8)

Ed XXI  With tormented spirit (Op. 16, No. 4)

XXlla (piano solo)

B4 XXIIb O angry idle voice

B3 XXIII  Improbable sunsets

g XXIV | do not know how to be cruel

B XXV The arrogant silence of evening rivers (Op. 17, No. 7)
XXVI  If you want, take from the universe (Op. 16, No. 6)
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B XXVII | beg, I sing, | adjure (Op. 17, No. 6)

Ed XXVIII For more than ten centuries

XXIX  The flags were waved (Op. 17, No. 4)

Ed XXX  To sit endlessly and weave (Op. 16, No. 3)
XXXII' The solemn dance

B4 XXXIII Again, | have a desire (Op. 16, No. 7)

B XXXV Melancholia of the winter day

B XXXVI My covenant with the almighty (Op. 16, No. 1)
Epilogue (Op. 17, No. 10)
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THE REDISCOVERY OF A MAJOR RUSSIAN
SONG-CYCLE

by Benjamin Folkman

IBeryumit ITocox (‘My Flowering Stick’ or ‘My Flowering Staff’) is a collection of
lyrics written by the poet Sergei Mitrofanovich Gorodetsky (1884-1967) in 1912 and
1913 and published in 1914. It consists of 37 untitled eight-line poems (numbered
I to XXXVII), prefaced by a dedicatory verse epigraph printed in italics, also eight
lines in length. The young St Petersburg-born composer Alexander Tcherepnin
(1899-1977) turned to this collection around 1920 in Tiflis (Tbilisi), Georgia (having
fled revolutionary turmoil in his native city), and his engagement with ITserymimit
ITocox can only be termed an obsession; for he became embroiled in what was
evidently a plan to set its full text to music, in a voluminous cycle of 38 songs. This
pre-occupation seems all the more remarkable because Tcherepnin had previously
given scant attention to the composition of songs, devoting his energies largely to
solo piano music.

Gorodetsky had begun his career earlier in the century as a symbolist, with ties
to Alexander Blok and Vyacheslav Ivanov, but soon began aiming at more simplicity
of expression, forming the Guild of Poets in 1912 with Nikolai Gumilov, which
advocated a style termed Acmeism. Acmeists rejected ‘intimation through symbols,
seeking instead ‘direct expression through images;' with an emphasis on Apollonian
balance. Major poets in this movement included Osip Mandelstam and Anna
Akhmatova. I]serymuit ITocox was one of Gorodetsky’s first Acmeist efforts, as the
extreme pithiness and brevity of its lyrics indicate.

Tcherepnin neatly penned the manuscripts of many of these songs into a green-
covered notebook, which now resides in the Tcherepnin archive at the Sacher

! Mark Willhardt and Alan Michael Parker (eds.), Whos Who in Twentieth Century World Poetry, Routledge, Abingdon, 2001, p. 8.
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Foundation in Basel. That collection is prefaced by the following dedication to the
composer’s mother, whom he described as a ‘soprano domestica’

To my adored Mammotchka
so that this little gift may serve her as a reminder of a great musical vocation.
And that these songs may be performed to the accompaniment of her loving son
Alexander
November 8/21, 1921

The songs reflect Tcherepnin’s adolescent penchant for producing compositions as
private personal gifts to loved ones. When conferring such birthday or holiday pieces,
Tcherepnin as a boy had not always given an actual score, but sometimes presented a
hand-drawn ‘voucher’, to be redeemed when the recipient chose. As late as his 24th year,
the composer gave his mother just such a voucher for IIseryupmuit Ilocox No. XXXVI,
which is reproduced here:
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Voucher for 1 one Romance
to No. 36 (Flowering Staff)
Payment will be made right after the collaboration
Place of sealed collection
(stamp-seal) Director/manager ~ Touschkan
Local Committee Alexander
22 July-4 August 1923
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Redemption of the voucher is attested to by ‘signatures’ on the right of Director
Manager Touschkan (the family dog) and Alexander on behalf of the Local Committee.
Nor does this absurd coupon represent a mere momentary reversion to a puerile game,
for at least one additional voucher for a song from the collection exists: a simpler
instrument that does not evoke canine authority. Psychobiographical speculation
about a link between the composer’s relationship with his mother — which he himself
confessed could be uncomfortably close — and the phallic nature of the ‘flowering staft’
as an image of creativity may not be wholly unwarranted.
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Voucher for 1 (one) romance from Flowering Staff
payable a partir du 1 décembre 1923
(right after the concert with Herbeg)’

Tcherepnin occasionally introduced minor changes in Gorodetsky’s wording - as
is often the case with composers of songs. His precocious mastery as a miniaturist and
his devotion to a stripped-down modernism purged of Romantic excess (much akin to
Acmeism) are reflected in the absence, in these works, of the word- and phrase-repetitions
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that had been a frequent feature of the traditional art-song. The young composer was
already involved here in the experimentation with synthetic scale-formation that
would mark so much of his later work; specifically, he employs a six-step scale built on
the regular alternation of intervals of semitones and minor thirds (half-step and step-
and-a-half), as in Ex. 1. These alternating six-step-scale intervals recur frequently,
endowing the music with a characteristic piquancy that serves as a unifying element
in the cycle.
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Ex. 1

By the end of 1921, Tcherepnin had all but completed this ambitious traversal
of My Flowering Staff: the epigraph and the first 30 poems had been set, as well as
Nos. 32, 33, 35 and 36. But at this point he put the project aside, never to return to
the three remaining lyrics (indeed, he would never undertake another vocal collection
remotely like this one). He had now been living in Paris for almost half a year, and
there, through the good offices of his celebrated piano-teacher at the Conservatoire,
Isidor Philipp, he found publishers for many of the hundreds of scores he had brought
with him to the west, some of which dated back to his early teens (the overwhelming
majority of these were for solo piano). Within three or four years Tcherepnin would have
more than twenty publications to his credit, including piano suites with as many as ten
movements, a piano concerto and a sonata for violin and piano. His Opp. 1 to 11 were
all compositions for solo piano, but the firm of Heugel, which acquired Tcherepnin’s
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soon-to-be famous Bagatelles, Op. 5,? also took an interest in the Gorodetsky songs.
Hardly surprisingly, the publishers chose not to issue the 35 completed settings as an
integral cycle: a vocal piece more than a hundred pages long by an unknown composer
would have made for a dauntingly expensive volume. The real surprise is that they
accepted so generous a selection of them: about two-thirds of the series, issuing
them in three separate folios containing 24 songs. Clearly Heugel deemed the songs
commercially viable, even given the additional expense of having the texts translated
from Russian into French.

It is not known how and by whom the 24 published songs were winnowed from
the original 35, although it seems likely that Philipp, identified as editor of the printed
versions, played a role in selecting, grouping and ordering them, and may even have
made those decisions with minimal input from the composer. (One peculiarity of the
set was eliminated: the appearance, in the midst of a soprano cycle, of a song for bass:
the church evocation of No. XVI [17], which also called for an optional male chorus.)
The songs reached print — with the texts appearing only in French translation —
as Tcherepnin’s Six Mélodies, Op. 15 (1925), Huit Mélodies, Op. 16 (1925), and Haltes,
Op. 17 (1926).

Nothing about these publications indicated that the three albums were related to
one another; indeed, the three covers were very different in visual styles, as one would
expect from disparate publications. The six songs of Op. 15 were drawn from the first
nine poems in Gorodetsky’s collection. Op. 16 begins at the opposite end of the poetic
cycle with No. XXXVI, but then continues where Op. 15 had left off, with poems X
and XI 12} (It was published with a dedication to Mary Garden, a friend of Tcherepnin’s
future first wife.)

In marked contrast to the generic designations of Opp. 15 and 16, the French title
Haltes (‘Stopovers’) of Op. 17 is suggestive of a song-cycle. The name Haltes, apparently
prompted by the dedicatory lines ‘My flowering staffl / I travel with you, was the
conceit of the translator, Léon Guillot de Saix, who saw the ten poems as points of rest

? 'The Bagatelles rapidly gained currency as teaching pieces, with pirated editions appearing in England and the United States within
a few years.

9




on a journey, and added subtitles to the songs - ‘Woodland Stopover’ (Halfe forestiére [21]),
‘Dreaming Stopover’ (Halte réveuse [16]), ‘War Stopover’ (Halte guerriére) [31]) — that
emphasise this interpretation. For the composer’s own recording as pianist of Op. 17
with the legendary tenor Nicolai Gedda, made in December 1973 for EMI, the booklet
materials preserved the title Haltes over the printed French text sung by Gedda, but also
included Gorodetsky’s original Russian poems prefaced by the title ITserymmit [Tocox,
along with an English version entitled My Flowering Stick. In effect, Op. 17 was thus
identified as a mini-version of the Gorodetsky cycle and, indeed, not only opens with
the poet’s dedicatory epigraph, but also closes with an epilogue that bids farewell to the
collection by using a text that does not appear in IIBeryumit Ilocox: an unidentified six-
line lyric that may not even be by Gorodetsky.

These publications must be judged a success: although the songs never became
repertory standards, neither did they fall into complete obscurity, thanks to a small but
persistent public demand that kept many of them available. Still, Heugel’s method of
presenting the group - as two unrelated song miscellanies and one modest cycle — was
unfortunate in one respect: it had the effect of concealing the full scope and ambition of
Tcherepnin’s project from the public, and even from experts: nowhere in the Tcherepnin
literature is the original grandiose intent so much as hinted at. Indeed, the composer’s
first Russian-language biographer, Lyudmila Korabelnikova, did not realise that the
Gorodetsky poems all came from a single book, and misidentified a group of reprint
collections as Tcherepnin’s sources.

Another problem with Heugel’s publications, more widely recognised, is that the
full aesthetic power of art-songs — their genre being marked by the most intimate
interaction of music and text - is inevitably compromised when they are performed in
translation. It was this latter problem that first suggested to the Tcherepnin Society that
the Gorodetsky songs required some attention — an impulse that led to this recording.
That they could be performed only in French served, in one sense, to keep them partly
hidden from listeners; and the Society deemed it imperative to reveal them by making
the original Russian lyrics available. The composer had, in fact, made some attempts
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to address this language issue. Added Russian text — entered either by the composer or
under his supervision — appears on printed copies of Opp. 15 and 17 in the library of the
Tcherepnin Society (typewritten in the former case, by pen in the latter). Unfortunately,
it was not possible to use these scores as the basis for accurate Russian restorations of the
songs because they contained too many ambiguities; nor was such an annotated version
of Op. 16 available. (No record exists of any performances using these modified scores.)

A different approach was required, and so in 2014 the Tcherepnin Society sent
Tatyana Kebuladze (soon to join the Tcherepnin Society Board of Directors) to the
Paul Sacher Stiftung in Basel to consult the composer’s original manuscripts, with
the aim of preparing bilingual study scores of Opp. 15, 16 and 17. In Basel, though,
Ms Kebuladze discovered something quite unexpected: that along with the original
Russian manuscripts of the 24 published songs, another dozen Gorodetsky songs of
comparable quality existed that had never been issued. It became evident that what had
seemed like three essentially unrelated collections were all fragments drawn from a
single major effort far larger than anyone had suspected: a virtually complete setting of
Gorodetsky’s ITserymuit ITocox. As a result, the Tcherepnin Society’s modest project of
text restoration proved only the first phase of a considerably more ambitious initiative:
the unearthing of one of the most extensive song-cycles in musical history.

The initial stage, the production of Russian-text versions of the published songs, was
completed in the autumn of 2014. In performances accompanied by Tatyana Kebuladze,
Op. 15 (with the mezzo-soprano Gulnara Mitzanova) and Op. 17 (with the soprano
Elmira Mitzanova, Gulnara’s sister) received what were apparently their Russian-
language premieres, on 10 January 2015 at Montclair State University in New Jersey. On
15 November 2015, the soprano Inna Dukach, again with Tatyana Kebuladze, gave the
Russian-language premiere of Op. 16 at a concert at Rutgers University in New Jersey,
during which they also performed the songs of Opp. 15 and 17. They then recorded the
published songs in June 2017.

By that time, phase two of the project was already underway: the Sacher Foundation
had provided photocopies of the unpublished songs as performance materials. Study of
these pieces alongside those published indicated that Tcherepnin originally designed
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all the songs to be heard in the order Gorodetsky had numbered them; in truth, it does
not appear that any presentation reflecting the very different published order would
increase their effectiveness. Inna Dukach and Tatyana Kebuladze gave eleven of the
twelve unpublished songs their first performances on 2 December 2018 at the New
York Russian Orthodox Church Baker Mansion in New York. The performance of
No. XVI by the bass Paul Whelan, again with Tatyana Kebuladze, on this recording
is its world premiere; indeed, it is only on this album that it has become possible to
hear Alexander Tcherepnin’s cycle IIBerymmit ITocox as he initially conceived it: a
series that captures Gorodetsky’s poetic work virtually whole. This 36-song cycle is
concluded by the same epilogue that Tcherepnin used for the much abbreviated cycle
presented in Op. 17. Although the text of this song does not appear in Gorodetsky’s
collection, as has been seen, its theme is similar to that of the poet’s closing

No. XXXVII (not set by Tcherepnin).
kJ' -

The Flowering Staff:
an illustration that appeared in early editions of Gorodetsky’s Collection
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This unusual collection reveals a totally unexpected dimension of a composer
primarily celebrated for an output highlighted by four symphonies, six piano concertos,
concertante works for cello and for harmonica (!), two operas, numerous ballets and a
remarkable body of piano music.

Although the songs of My Flowering Staff do not ‘tell a story, recurring poetic
preoccupations (natural phenomena and aberrations thereof, eroticism as a blessed
trap, a world that provokes a yearning for transcendence) give the cycle an indefinable
yet unmistakable coherence. A gradual evolution of the poet’s world-view also occurs.
Inward questions of potency dominate the early stages of the poet’s journey. Beginning
in poem No. XI the poet engages with varied landscapes in the natural world. After a
central prayer in the cycle (No. XVI), the poet emerges on a new, more sophisticated
footing with both interior thoughts and external surroundings, the social order
later comes into view, and the journey closes by soaring aloft. Tcherepnin’s flair
for polished miniature expression that marks so many sparkling piano pieces in
collections such as his Bagatelles, Op. 5, Piéces sans titres, Op. 7, and Feuilles libres,
Op. 10, is fully evident in these songs, which make their points with economy and
a total lack of pretension.

In the compact ‘Epigraph’[1], a doughty striding rhythm and stark vocal declamation
establish the attribute of the flowering staff as a walking stick sturdy enough to
support the poet’s arduous spiritual trek in the songs to come. Very different is the
gentle melodising of No. I [2], underpinned by sinuous ‘violin’ thirds and voluptuous
textural echoes of Late Romanticism that embody the too easily embraceable emotional
deceptions of the world. Without disrupting the flowing lyricism of No. II[3], Tcherepnin
dramatises the closing confession of helplessness with a remarkable modulation in
the keyboard coda. No. III [4] is best understood as a chastened reaction, whereas the
vaulting melody of No. IV [5] celebrates ecstasy in damnation, its urgent vocal leaps
enhanced by underlying keyboard figuration built upon the six-step-scale intervals that
will appear so often in the cycle. Indeed, Nos. V [6] and VI[7] are designed as a six-step
pair: the latter (Ex. 2(b)) not only inverts interval structure of the former (Ex. 2 (a))
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but it contradicts its emotional stance as, midway through, the singer introduces
importunities very unlike the expressive quiescence that had marked the melodising of
V throughout.

Ex. 2
(a)
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The chromaticism of the purling accompanimental figures in VII [8]present a subtle
counterbalance to the frequent semitonal motion of the supple vocal melody. A sunburst
suggested through instrumental virtuosity buoys the rapturous soprano outbursts of
VIII [9], and euphoria carries on into the affectionate song of IX [10], with only a hint of
shadows appearing before an exultant close.

Nervous agitation envelops the very concept of music in X [i1], through tonal
unsettlement generated by the characteristic six-step-scale intervals in both the
disquieted vocal line and the obsessive underlying keyboard figurations; an enervated
conclusion results. Pastoral peace, by contrast, marks XI [12], through a melody
of folk-like simplicity, before a final evaporation of instrumental texture reveals
that the poet’s mood stems from the word, rather than any physical surroundings.
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As the cycle continues its progress in XII [13] through natural landscapes, winter chill
prompts keyboard mischief and the ensuing snow flurries portrayed in rapid six-step-
scale figurations amplify the delight, bringing a final vocal jest. The steadily falling
harmonies of a flowing melody (which rides upon purling figuration often built upon
six-step-scale intervals) emphasise the strangeness of the alienating swamp imagery of
XIII [14]. Dolour in the first half of XIV [15 veers off into increasingly realised promises
of consolation. Taking stock of life in XV [16] commences in stark sobriety but the hint
of future light unleashes sonorities that grow steadily more sensuous, with the voice
mounting to a conclusion of quiet rapture.

XVI [17] brings the reader/listener into a church for a confession: a hymn-like
melody designed to sound familiar presented in celestial keyboard colours is taken up
by the poet’s basso voice, later supported by choral chants of the utmost simplicity. The
whirling thoughts of XVII [1g] present themselves in a startlingly disjunct succession
of musical phrases, with declamatory vocal outbursts gradually subsiding into tender
song. In XVIII [i9], a rapt, undulating soprano melody floats upon slow, wide-spaced
piano arpeggiation suggesting forest-glade darkness. This quietude is disrupted by a
fretful vocal outburst that is goaded to hysteria by jittery keyboard figuration, before
the song closes with yearning for the original darkness. XIX [20] is a quiet, eloquent
paean to grief that grows impassioned in both its central portion and the keyboard
coda that follows the final hushed vocal utterance. In XX [21], colours of moonlight and
waters emerge from a nocturnal landscape beneath song that begins in conversational
informality but is prompted to lilting eloquence by the unexpected appearance of rapid
keyboard descents. XXI [22] is an exercise in sepulchral grimness and agitated terror,
this atmosphere carried forward in a huge piano prelude to No. XXII [23] that alternates
menacing dissonant rumbles with frenzied virtuoso outbursts; whereupon a song of
oracular grievance (XXIIb [24)) radiates an angered conviction of wrong, underlined by
a piano coda of swelling intensity. This angst persists into XXIII [28], daringly rhythmless
and built almost entirely on a single chord, with a jagged four-note piano theme first
rebuked by a smoother vocal version. After the song rises to a climax, however, the
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voice takes up the original version in hushed resignation. The mood lightens in XXIV
thanks in considerable measure to ultra-simple keyboard textures in support of a
melody at once plaintive and guileless. Sparse accompaniment also marks the opening
of XXV [27], which seems to begin as valedictory and reprises the characteristic six-step-
scale intervals of V and VT; but after piano scales erupt, the vocal line soars, bringing a
triumphant concluding piano postlude.

Six-step-scale intervals persist into the vocal melody of XXVI 28], here portraying
the hollowing-out of human experience to leave a residue of haunting eroticism.
Through vocal melody of oratorical severity (not, however, without a passing central
hint of charm), XXVII [29] suggests a growing desperation in confronting the implacable,
‘like Russia immense and dreadful’ A sonorous descending four-note proclamation
dominates No. XXVIII [30], further emphasising the intractability at the core of Russian
nationhood. This attitude is immediately mocked as risible, however, in XXIX [31] by a
jolly, chirping gopak. The only result is a pyrrhic victory in the ceaseless trill of the grim
No. XXX [32, mourned in a lengthy keyboard epilogue.

Although XXXII with its sermon-like melody of growing fervour, nominally
retreats to concentration on the core of the artist’s experience, one banality it explodes is
a residue of the previous songs: the myth of a ‘glorious national future. Fervour persists,
waxing to grandeur in XXXIII [34] as the poet’s perspective grows from the personal to the
global, the increasingly magisterial vocal proclamations culminating in a final high B flat.

Chill winter luminosity of a four-note keyboard figure in No. XXXV [35] leads to
flickers of seemingly unrelated thoughts from singer and keyboard, as gradually
evocations of a deathbed atmosphere swell to horror. By contrast, peaceful reconciliation
is the watchword of XXXVI [3¢], with artlessly conversational melody unfolding over a
simple, transparent accompaniment. In the Epilogue [37], luminous keyboard figuration
and a vaulting vocal line ascend ever higher into ‘bright paradise’

Benjamin Folkman is President of The Tcherepnin Society and the author-compiler of the unpublished
600-page Alexander Tcherepnin: A Compendium, which combines biographical and analytical
studies with copious commentary from the composer’s own published and unpublished writings.
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Russian-American soprano Inna Dukach has been praised as ‘a
fine actress’ (Opera News), ‘stunning’ (BBC Music Magazine),
‘exceptionally sensitive’ (MusicWeb International.com) and
‘golden-toned’” (Opera News), with ‘a spell binding pianissimo’
(MusicOMH.com), ‘considerable power’ (Opera News),
‘appealing emotional vulnerability’ (NY Sun) and ‘warm corners
to a voice that moved smoothly up and down the staff and was
enlisted in the service of the acting’ (The New York Times). In
2018 she made her Metropolitan Opera debut in the title role
of Madama Butterfly, and in 2010 she made her debut with the
Royal Opera House, Covent Garden, as Musetta in La bohéme
(a performance that can be seen on an Opus Arte DVD).

Internationally, Inna Dukach has performed leading
roles with the Netherlands Radio Philharmonic Orchestra at
the Concertgebouw in Amsterdam, Israeli Opera, Savonlinna
Opera Festival, Opéra Lyra Ottawa, Opera de Oviedo, Theater Pforzheim, Opera Hong Kong,
Croatian National Opera and Kaohsiung Symphony Orchestra. Regionally in the USA, she
has appeared with many companies, including the New York City Opera, San Diego Opera,
the American Symphony Orchestra at Alice Tully Hall, Opera Colorado, Florentine Opera,
Kentucky Opera, Hawaii Opera Theatre, Anchorage Opera, Opera Omaha, Arizona Opera,
Orlando Opera, Portland Symphony, Hartford Symphony and Rochester Philharmonic. Her
most frequently performed roles include Cio-Cio San in Madama Butterfly, Mimi in La bohéme,
Tatiana in Eugene Onegin, Violetta in La traviata, Amelia in Simon Boccanegra, Antonia/
Giulietta in Les contes d’Hoffman, Rosalinde in Die Fledermaus, Nedda in Pagliacci, Contessa
in Le nozze di Figaro, Donna Anna in Don Giovanni, Lilt in Turandot and Marguerite in Faust.

Known also for her interpretations of Russian art-song, Inna Dukach has appeared with
the Russian Chamber Arts Society, and she has presented a recital of Pushkin in song in New
York City, Boston and Washington, D.C.

Born in Moscow, Inna Dukach was raised in New York, earning an undergraduate degree
in Psychology from Smith College in Massachusetts, and her Masters in Vocal Performance
at Mannes College of Music in New York. In 2003 she was a New England regional finalist
in the Metropolitan Opera National Council Auditions and went on to win the Dutka Arts
Foundation Competition in 2004. After winning the 2005 Liederkranz Competition, she joined
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the roster of New York City Opera and sang Mimi in La bohéme there for two consecutive
seasons in 2006 and 2007.
This album marks her recording debut.

A native of Kyiv, Ukraine, the pianist Tatyana Kebuladze
studied with Tamia Kozlova, and graduated from the Gliere
State Music College in her home town, the alma mater
of Vladimir Horowitz. Arriving in America in 1998, she
continued her studies at Montclair State University in New
Jersey, graduating with honours and winning the School of
the Arts Talent Award. She then continued earning a Master
of Music degree at Rutgers University in New Jersey, where
she now serves on the piano faculty. For four years, she
was the accompanist for the New Jersey Children’s Choir,
performing throughout the United States and Canada.
She has also performed as guest artist with the New Jersey
Chamber Music Society.

Her appearances as a soloist and accompanist have
included concerts at the Kosciuszko Foundation, Carnegie
Weill Recital Hall, 92nd Street Y and St Bartholomew’s
Church in New York, a lecture-recital at Columbia University Teachers’ College, also in New
York, the New Jersey Performing Art Center and the Cathedral Basilica of the Sacred Heart in
Newark, New Jersey. She was a guest pianist at the Niagara Falls International Summer Festival,
Ontario, in 2000. More recently, she presented a piano master-class and evening recital at Agder
University in Kristiansand, Norway.

In 2014 Tatyana Kebuladze received a grant from The Tcherepnin Society to conduct
research at the Paul Sacher Stiftung Archiv und Forschungszentrum fiir die Musik des 20. und
21. Jahrhunderts, Basel, and in 2018 she joined the Tcherepnin Society Board of Directors,
where she serves as Artist Laureate. In March of that year she was awarded the prestigious
Genia Robinor Pedagogy Teaching Excellence Award presented by the Piano Teachers Society of
America in the Weill Recital Hall at Carnegie Hall, New York. Later that spring she accepted an
invitation from the Conservatorio Giuseppe Verdi in Milan to give a lecture and demonstration
on different approaches to teaching secondary piano.
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Text and Translations

Snurpad

Ilocox moit uBeTymit,
JIpyr nevanbHbIX THET,
Bpanb na ceer Bepymmit
Beynbix 3Be3s BepHeit!

Tel oMOUeH B pocax,
ThI IPUBBIK K TPYAY.
Moit yBeTymmit mocox!
S ¢ To6oit upy.

I

Tocriopm puedt, ynepxu CBoy CKpUIIKY,

B Mupe BCTpeBOXXEHHOM ITylle phifjaii!
Pa3yM MOJ CO3HaHHBIIL,049ePK MO 3BIOKMIT
Ha pacuennenbe Bo TbMy He OTfalk

Bce nb cosepiry, uto Bo MHe Thl 3aTes.
A-nmb yTalo X0Th HeCYNHKY 6peMeH?
Tonbko 4T06 BUXOPH 10 CPOKA He B3BeAI
TecHblit u MUIBITL, 3€MHOIT STOT COH.

II

Ecnu 6 st MOT JIeBCTBEHHBIM CIIBIXMBAII
CITyXoM,

OKOM HeCTepTHIM KPYTH 03UpaJ,

SIcHBIM M7IaJIeHYeCKH TO/TybeM-[yXoM

Tomy 3aunnanuit TBoux oberan,-

TpoMOB cubHee ¥ MOJIHNIIL CBeT/Iee
3naxu TBou 661N 6 PafOCTHBI MHE.

Ho Benb 6bUIMHKM OCeHHell cnabee
YyTKnit mpezen Moii, MCT/IEBLINIA B OTHE.
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Epigraph

My flowering staff,

Friend of my sad days,

Leading me to the distant light,
More faithful than the eternal stars!

You are damp with dew.
You get used to hard work,
My flowering staff!

I travel with you.

O God of days, do not release your violins,

To sob more hollowly in a disturbed world!

Do not allow the darkness to split my
conscious mind from my unsteady image!

Will I accomplish all you intended for me?

Will I evade even a speck of the burdens?

I wish only that the vortex may not
prematurely disperse

This narrow and dear earth dream.

If only I could hear with my virgin ear,
And see with my open eyes,

And fly like an infantile dove-spirit

All over the multitude of your undertaking,

Louder than thunder, brighter than lightning

Your signs would then gladden me.

But now, alas, weaker than an autumnal blade
of grass,

You see my clear limitations, reduced to ash.




[ 111

S cosepran Tebs, TYMaHHOCTD AHAPOMEIBI, —
ITpomonroBarslil cCBeT BOKPYT IEPBOSALpA,

VI Mupa fanbpHero sayaras urpa

Bbita BelaHueM HEBEOMOIT TTOGEIBL.

TBopsiLelt paffocTit BOCTOPT B cebe Tas,
3arefimBocTy boXKbel OTCBET B CyMpaK ces,
MeHs yuna Thl BOTbHEN 11 Beceree

Hocutb mopBIDKHBIE OKOBBI OBITIA

v

Kaxk xusHb mobumMast MpoK/IATa,
Kakoe roppkoe BIHO

MHe B yalile KOBAHHOTO 3/1aTa
Pyxoii mpexpacHolo fano!

Ho nbio, He Bemas cobmasHa:
Y>kenu 3Bepb HEOBITUS
ITpoTsaHeT mamnoit 6e306pasHoI
MHe KOBII Me[TOBOTO MUTHS?

Ev

X1e6 11epeMoIoTh, KepPHOBA OCTHUIN,
VI MeNbHMK TUXO IpeMIET Y ABepeit.
W anresnpl p>aHble B la/ib YI/IbIIA
He6ecHbIX, OTHE/BINIAIIIINX MOPEIL.

OnyrakaBIIy UCTEP3aHHbIE 3€PHA

VI BCXO7IBI HOBBIE O/TarOC/IOBUB,
Ydych 51 X1U3HU, KPOTKO U YIOPHO,
Y marepeit CMUPEHHO-MYZIPBIX, HUB.

I contemplated you, O Andromeda nebula, -
The oblong light around the first nucleus,
The conceived game from a far-distant world
Was an omen of mysterious victory.

Through begetting the delight of creative joy

And pulverising the reflection of God’s
ingenuity,

You taught me to bear gaily and in freedom

The mobile fetters of existence.

How damned is my beloved life!
How bitter is the wine

In the forged golden cup

Given to me by a beautiful hand!

But I drink unaware of the temptation:

That it is the beast of nonexistence

Who would offer me a ladle of honeyed drink
With his ugly paw?

The millstones have cooled; they cannot grind
the bread,

And the miller is dozing quietly at the doors.

And the rye angels swam far away

To the distance of skyfire’s spitting seas.

Mourning over the mutilated grains

And blessing the new shoots,

I learn meekly and steadily from life

And from humbly wise mothers - fields of grain.




VI

JI06110 51 )KEHCTBEHHYIO BOJY,
Oronb, KaK I0HOIIIA, XMUBO,
Kamueit HaiMeHHYI0 TIOPOTY
VI 3eM1TI0 ¢ HEXXHOIO TPaBO

JTro67110 pa 3ry/ IpOCTPAHCTBA MPAYHBbIIL,
W 3Be3aHbBIX BUXPENT TOPIKECTBO,

Ho Bo3pyx Hal, 3eMHOI, TPO3paYyHbIi
JTro6o 51 6071ee Bcero.

VII

ITpocTu, nyIeHNTeNbHASA BIara

W neppospanus Tyman!

B npospaunom Betpe 6onble 61ara
/151 COTBOPEHHBIX K KM3HM CTPaH,

WM3caxma cBATO KPOBb POXKIEHbDS,
VI Myfpo CTBIHET BT yTPOO,

VI B CTPOIIHOI IJIOTH BOIUIOLIEHbSA
JlocTur KocMartblit 3Bepb 4aIo6

B v

Houb, npomait! 5 nens cBoit Bcrperu,
ToMy posiHyIO pasmo6u.

Yro y3Has B ee OTBeTe,

Eit B Momyanbe BO3BpaTuiI.

ITycTb XpaHuT, ITycKaii KOMbIIIET
Bormnbl 371070 BEOBCTBA.
Bosnmyx scen. [lyx Moii apiier.
IpoceernatoTcs cnosa.

I love the feminine water,

And fire, lively like a young man,
I love the arrogance of rocks

And the soil bearing humble grass

I love the sombre raging of space,
And the triumph of stars’ vortices,
But our transparent terrestrial air
I'love most of all.

Forgive me the enticing mist

Of the world’s beginning!

Were that wind transparent it would confer
a far larger blessing

Upon countries created to live,

As the holy blood of birth dries up,

The fervour of the womb wisely cools,
And the shaggy beast reaches the thicket
In the slender flesh of incarnation.

Farewell, night! I have met my day.
I'love no more my native darkness.
What I learned from her answer
In darkness, I silently returned.

Let her keep and stir up

The waves of wicked knowledge.

The air is clear. My spirit is breathing.
My words are becoming lucid.




IX

HeBbIpasnMbIX CIOB BIDKEHDE
JlbIxaHne cTecHAET MHe.

51 KM3HM 9yBCTBYIO BONHEHDE
VI B 671e1HOI MEpPTBEHHO BECHe.

Haner neynosumoit Houw,

JIByX 30pb TaMHCTBEHHASA CTPACTb
MHe nByeHbII I/IEH IPOPOYNT,
A MYy3bIKE U JIeBaM — BJTacTb.

X

B BonHenun, 10 yTpeHHel KOCHYBIINCH IMPBI,
51 HeGBIBAIBLIT CTIBILTY U CMATEHHBII 3BYK:
Kaxk 6yzTo 6mmke 60T, 1 Ty>Ke 60XKMIt TyK,

VI meHee MOM B3/IbIMaHbs B IIECHIO CHPBI.

Kax 6Y}Z[T0, OKPYXX€H KPbUIATbIMU APY3bAMU,

HCBI/IJII/IMO BIEKYIIMMU IETETH BOJIbHEL,

S mocrne JONTUX MO/TYa/IMMBO- KOCHBIX )Z[HSIZ

besnnoTHbIX CTPyH 6e3TI0THHIMI JOCTUT
IepcramMn.

XI

MHe cTa/my CHUTbCA CTPaHb, 3eMJ/IM,
Jop-Tu, manmu u myTH,

Meust xenanne obbemyer

B yenunenne yiitn.

YcnpImraTh ITHIL, YBUAETH CHOBA,
Kak sopu yTpa xopomumn.

VI BMacTpio pajjoOCTHOTO C/IOBA
TBOpPUTD YyAeCHOE B THIIN.

The struggle to voice words for inexpressible
thoughts

Constricts my breath.

I feel life’s agitation

Even in the fatal pale spring.

The thin veneer of an elusive night,

The mysterious passion of dawn and sunset
Prophesies to me — a double captivity,

Yet to music and maidens it prophesies power.

In agitation, as I touch the morning lyre,

I hear a fantastic and disturbing sound:

As if God were closer and his bow were bent
tighter,

And as if my elevations to song were less solitary.

As if surrounded by winged friends,

Who invisibly drew me to fly more freely,

After long, quietly stagnated days,

I reached the intangible strings with my
intangible fingers.

I am dreaming of the country, lands,
Roads, and faraway places.

I am filled with the desire

To go into seclusion.

To hear the birds, to see again

How dawns are beautiful,

And to create marvels amid the quietude
With the power of a happy word.
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XII

B nmkom necy Ha BanmyH BEKOBOIA

CeJ1, OTMAaxHYB IIJIEHY CHETOBYIO.
ITomHUTCA MEec cTOKaTeTbHON MOTBOI,
VI3 cHery fiest BeCHY OTHEBYIO.

ITajaroT IBIIIHBIE X/IOTIbS C BETBEN,
Jle3eT Ha CBET MOJIOZION MOYK)KEBETbHUK.
Beakux mocKnx 3aumHaTeNNb 3aTel,

B aukoM Jiecy st 1Ky, Kak OesJie/IbHIK.

XIII

V3 60710Ta 3€/IEHOTO, TOIIKOTO
CIIbIIIaTh rOI0C TOCKYIOLINIL rajia
KpynHornasoro, HexHOro, pobkoro,
YestoBeubst AylIa MOsi pajia.

EcTb B 6€3BBIXOJHOM 9TOM CMUPEHNN
ITaMsATh MCTUHBI Ja7IbHEN U TalTHO,
Kak B JIeBUY€CKOM C/1aZlOoCTHOM IeHUN
CBeTNI0KOCOI1 KpacaBuibl AITHO.

X1V

Kakwne To mecHn B yIe OT3By4anm,

VI ¢ yeM TO MPOCTUTLCA HACTAIA TIOPA,
Kax 6yT0 OKOHUM/TACh B KM3HM UTDPA,
VI cnplmmTes mennecT BedepHert meyanm

Omna HesHaKOMa, 3aKyTaHa B 007IaK,

Ho kpblnbs ee, Kak y BelIHeit 3apu.

51 Tuxo eit MOIBUL: UM, TOBODH,

IIpexpaceH u cTpaHeH TBOJI BKPaJuMBbIi
06K,

In the wild forest, after brushing off a sheet
of snow,
I'sit on an ancient boulder.
A multitude of sounds fills the forest,
Preparing, beneath the snow, the flaming spring.

Fluffy snowflakes fall from the branches,

A young juniper is sprouting toward the light.
And I, the creator of many human deeds,

I am sitting in the wild forest.

My soul is happy to hear,

As it wafts from the green and boggy swamp,
The grieving voice of a tender reptile

With huge eyes.

In this desperate resignation

There is memory of truth, ancient and distant,
As in the honeyed singing

Of the beautiful, light-braided Aino.

Some of the songs in my soul ceased
resounding

The time has come to bid them goodbye,

As if the game in life were over,

And one could hear the rustle of evening sorrow.

She is unfamiliar, wrapped in a cloud,

But her wings are like those of early dawn.
I quietly told her: ‘Go, speak!

Your ingratiating manner is beautiful’




XV

JJO/DKHO OBITD, )KU3Hb IIEPETIOMUIACH,
VI HOJI-IIy T V5K IIPOJIJIEHO,

Bce T0, 4TO 6BIIIO, C TEM, YTO CHUIOCD,
CoeMHMIOCA B OJJHO.

Ho cnoBHO 0T671€CK TpefpaccBeTHbII
Ha BelHnx MakoBKax pakut,
Kaxkoii-To cBeT, eiBa 3aMeTHBbII,

Ha »xusHu 6ypyLieit 1eKuT.

XVI

B Beuepnmit Tuxmit gac
IIpoctu mens, moit boxe,
Kak Bcex HeC4aCTHBIX HaC,
JlenMBIINX C eBOII JT0XKe.

Ectb Coia Equnbiin TBoit
W Marp Ero Mapus...

Ho nbcTuBoii peunio 3mes
OtpaBs/neH IyTb 3eMHOIL.

XVII

IIpo Bora snato s ofHO,
Yto OH - CuHeTrIasblil.

VI pasBe MHe MeHbIIIe IaHO,
Yem mapAT 9KCTA3bI?

51 mofsAM IOBEpPUTT B OJTHOM,
Yro cepaue ux - posa —

W pasBe He Kpalie MOI1 oM,
YeMm B yapax Hapkosa?

Perhaps life is broken in half.

And half the journey has already passed.

Everything that happened and everything
I dreamt

Are united as one.

But like a gleam before dawn

On the springtime buds of shrubs,
Some barely noticeable light

Is thrown onto the future life.

In the evening quiet hour

Forgive me, my God,

Like all of us wretches

Who shared a couch with a maiden.

There is only your unique Son
And His mother Maria.

But Earth’s journey is poisoned
By flattering serpent’s speech.

I know only one thing about God:
That He is blue-eyed.

Am I really given less

Than is given by ecstasies?

I trust people in one thing:

That their heart is a rose.

Isn't it true that my house is really better
Than the charms of narcosis?




XVIII

3abnynuBumecs gymumn!

Bbl MHe pajiocTHBbI, KaK J1ec,
Ine, ueM myTanHeit u rye,
Tem cMernee xpelb dygec.

VI 6bITb MOXKeT, B BaC IUIyTasi,
S saTem ay kpnuy,

Yo onATh, KaK B HOUM Mas,
3abmyanThCA CaM Xouy.

B XTX

Hens6biBHOE TOpe MOE,
Hens6exxHoe cepilia CTpajjaHbe
3anATHAMN JAaBHO GbITIE
Toy60ro, KaK COH, MUPO3JaHbsL.

Hudero oTBpaTuTh He MOTY.

Ho ot Mupono6Bu oTpedeHbst
Hut B OTHY, HI B TIOJIAPHOM CHETY
Hukakue He BBIPBYT My4eHbsI.

XX

CuacTMBLI CMeX HaJ| TyHHOIO BOJOIO...
bnarocnosennsl cnmthie ycra!
ITpexpacHbl Bbl, HEBEJOMbIE [IBOE,
3eMHas HepylIMMa KpacoTa

Lost souls!

I like you, as I like the forest.

The more tangled and overgrown it is,
The more miracles one expects.

And, maybe if, wandering among you,
Iam yelling ‘Halloo,

It is because again, as on May nights,

I myself want to be lost.

My endless grief,

Inevitable suffering of the heart
Long ago stained the existence
Of a blue dreamlike universe,

I cannot prevent anything,
But no matter how I suffer,
I will never cease to love this world
Neither in flame nor in polar snow.

The happy laughter over the moonlight water...

Blessed be your merging lips!
You are beautiful, you two strangers.
The beauty of our earth is indestructible.

B My4eHbsAX fyXa, C IIeCHell OlTHOKOI1,

Sl MMMO TIPOXOXKY U, C/IBIILA CYACTDS CMEX,
Momioch 3emiIe, ee TyHe BbICOKOIA,

Mornoch, KaK B IeTCTBE, BCEM, BCEMY, O BCeX

With tormented spirit, and with lonely song,

I pass by and hear the laugh of happiness,

I pray to the earth, to her moon high above.

I pray, as in my childhood, to everybody, to
everything, and for everybody.
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XXI

Cepoe MOpe ITyMUT 3ayHBIBHO.
CKONIbKO BUJIEHNIT BO MpaKe eTuT!

Kro TaM 3aTMXHY/I C pyKOIO TPU3BIBHOIL,
Kro TaM He[IBBMYKHO Ha Ty4e CTOUT?

Iasnplie, 0, JajIblie cefoe BuieHbe!

IIlenoT OCEHHMIT U TAK HECTEPIINM,

Ceppily ¥ Tak HECTEPIVIMO MyJeHbe,

BbITh, KaK IPECTYIHNUK HaIMEHHBIIT, HEMBIM.

B4 XX11

Hecmonkaromeit TpeBorn
Tonoc npasaHblit, ronoc 37107!
Yro cmyIaents Moit y6oruii
YeoBeuyecKuit TOKOIT?

Vnb Tebe oTrynma mano

B oruegpImramx Mmnpax,

YT0 rpoxouyT MIACKOI aoit
Hap semreit, mounBIen B cHax?

B3 XXII1

HeseposATHble 3aKaTbl

MeHs 3aMy4m/In TOCKOIL:

Yeit Ha 3emIe S, M KAKOWM —
brarocnoBeHHbII UIb TPOKIATHIN?

JTropert o610, MO0 IPUPOLY,
Ho B HUX eIMHCTBA He HAILY

W oTTOTO, KaK 3Meii B afy,
B3bIBai0 K OTHEHHOMY CBOJY.

The grey sea makes a mournful noise.

So many phantoms are flying in the darkness!

Who among them fell silent with an inviting
arm?

Who is standing still on the cloud?

Go further, further away, grey-haired phantom!

The autumn’s whispering is unbearable enough.

And for the heart, the torment is already
unbearable

Of being like a wicked criminal, numb.

O angry idle voice

Of unceasing anxiety!

Why do you disturb

My miserable human peace?

Don't you have enough freedom

In fire-breathing worlds

That rumble in a scarlet dance

Beyond a sleeping Earth rapt in dreams?

Improbable sunsets

Tormented me with melancholy:

Who am I on Earth, and of what kind -
Blessed or damned?

I'love people, I love nature,

But I could not find unity in them.
And that’s why, like a serpent in hell,
I appeal to the fiery vault.




Bg XX1V

51 6BITH XKECTOKMM He yMelo,

Ho c Tem, KTO 1aCKOB, CMEPTb JPY>KUT.
BoT >x13Hb MOA MEHA KPY>XUT,

V1 BBIOCB 51, BBIOCB, TIOLOOHO 3MeEX0.

U y>x 3a6bL1 1, 4TO yrbIOKa,

W 410 5KeCTOKOCTD Ha 3eMIIe,

U He cTpammT MeHs oumbka,
BateTasi K CBETY, CTUHYTb B MIJIE.

XXV

BeuepHux pex HajMeHHOE MOTYaHbe
VI Hanps>KeHHBIi TMK CEMIOi TyHbI
CynaT MHe CKOpOe C 3eM/TM M3THAHbe,
MTrHOBEHHOCTY MHON 9y>K1€ CHbI

Ho ¢ MaTepbio HECHOCTHO pas3mydaTcs

B TpeBOXXHBIIT Yac pasyMbs, B IIOJITYTIH.
51 6yny Belelt ThbMe COIPOTUBIIATCS,

1 6yny manblie 110 3eMie UATIL.

XXVI

Ecnn xouemnb, BO3bMM y BCENIEHHOIA,

Kax y Mosa, Bcé, uTo umeeT:

IlycTp mymra, Kak ¥ I7IOTh, CTAaHET TI€HHOI,
CMepKHeT COJHIIE, 03T OHeMeeT.

Tonbko macKy 0CTaBb — 3TUM XKUBBI

B remHOTe, B HEMOTE, BO MTHOBEHbE —
AJIBIX YCT BEKOBOE OTHNUBO,

ITog, pyKoii ieBbUX Iepceii O1eHbe.

I do not know how to be cruel,

But those who are tender are befriended
by Death.

That's how my life keeps going in circles,

And T am twisting like a snake.

And I forgot about both that smile,
And that cruelty we know on earth,
And I’'m not scared by the error

Of flying up and vanishing in haze.

The arrogant silence of evening rivers
And the tense face of a grey-haired moon
Promise my swift exile from the earth -
Alien dreams from different moments.

But it is unbearable to be separated from your
mother

Midway through the disturbed hour
of a thoughtful mood.

T will resist the prophetic darkness,

I will go further on earth.

If you want, take from the universe,

As from Job, everything that it has.

Let the soul, like the flesh, become mortal.

Let the sun grow dark, let the poet become numb.

Keep only the caress, since in the darkness,

In the numbness, in the moment,

Only the caress gives life to the eternal flame
of scarlet lips

And to the pulsation of maiden’s fingers
under my arm.




B XXVII

S Moo, 51 11010, 51 KNIAHY,

Ho 6esmonscrsyerus Tor, Tol He fibliIenb,
W, 6b1Tb MOXKET, MeHS Thl HE C/IBIIINIIb,
Kax Halll CIlyTHUK IPYIVBOB BOJIHY.

Yo ke memath MHe ¢ apcTBoM Teonm,
CnosHo Pycb, HEOOBATHBIM 1 CTPAIIHBIM?
Paspymuars? Vi KMHYTbCA K OpamHam

M ymacTb ¢ XOpOBOJLOM XMeTTbHBIM?

Bd XX VIII

Mex MOTOTOM U HaKOBajIbHEN
MBbI YK flecATbli BeK KuBem!
TTomyBockpecHeM, IpUyMpeM —
CynbOuHBI He 6bI/I0 TIeYaTbHelt.

BocTok Bce 6minKe, Bce YIIOpHeii,
A 3amap 6beT Bce TsKeTIeit.
Poccus, kasub npeogoneii,

VInb cTaHb 3eMJIM MEYTO0 rOpHeii!

XXIX

3HaMeHa B3Bes/u, U B 601,

CpIHBI HECYACTUN, MBI IOMYaJTNCh.
Cpa’kanuch Mbl, HO C K€M Cpa)Ka/Iich,—
C BparoMm JIIOACKNM, WK CYAbOOIT?

OponeBaeM Mbl Bpara,

Xorb 6y/ib OH MHOTOI/IABBIM 3MEEM.
Ho niper; cynn60ii cBOeit HeMeeM,
Kak Hamm MepTBbIe CHera.

I beg, I sing, I adjure.

But you are silent. You don’t breathe.

It could be that you do not hear me.

As our satellite does not hear the waves
of the tide.

What can I do with your kingdom,

Which is, like Russia, immense and dreadful?
Should I destroy it? Or rush to the Brahmins
And fall down in intoxicated round dance?

For more than ten centuries

We have lived between the hammer
and the anvil!

Half-resurrected, half-dead -

There was no more grievous fate.

The East nears and grows more persistent,
And the West knocks more and more heavily.
Russia, surmount the torture,

Or become the Earth’s celestial dream!

The flags were waved,

And we, sons of disaster, rushed in at full
speed.

We were fighting, but with whom?

With a human enemy or with fate?

We conquer our enemy,

Even if it is a multiheaded serpent.
But like our dead snows,

We are numb before fate.




XXX

Taxk, 6€3 KOHIJa, CUAETD 1 IIPSICTD

To 1IepcTh CHEroB, TO 3€/IeHb BECEH,

TO CTaprM cmepr, TO XOHBIM CTpaCTI) -
Taxoit yzier, Kak CTblfj, HECHOCEH.

He Bepro B ITapok A cenpix!
Opna y xkaxxgoit >xusau Ilapka:
S cam mon3y Bo MXaX 3eMHBIX
Vb B 3Be31aX 3aroparoch ApKo.

XXXII

TopskecTBeHHas TIsACKa Oy/Helt,
ITycThIHHBIX IHEV TIO30PHbII pAJ
Be3yMHBIX )KeHIIMH Ge3pascy/Heit
MsHe 0 IpeKpacHOM rOBOPAT.

51 B KaXK[IOM >KecCTe, B KaXK/I0/1 MacKe
V6UTHIX HOIIOCTBIO JIFOMIEN
YuTaro mpu3payHble CKa3KM
O KpacorTe rpAgyIMUX JHE.

XXXIII

MHe OIATb 3aX0TENOCh IyOUTD,
AJIblit feBUYMIL LIBET IPMHUMATD,

K xMestio HOBOMY BITbSIHb IPMHIKATD
B Tx0M BO3[jyXe BUXPA UCTIUTD.

Tuinny Kk Heb6ecaM Ha 1oJLs

OTOrHarb OT 3eM/IM HaBCerya:
ITycrb MepuaeT mobast 3Be3fa
Ho 3emnsa He 3Be3p1a, a 3eMyis!

To sit endlessly and weave

Either wool of snows or green of springs,

Either death for the elderly or passion
for the youth,

This destiny is unbearable like shame.

I do not believe in grey-haired Fates!
Every life has its own singular fate.

I myself may crawl in earthly mosses
Or may glow brightly in the stars.

The solemn dance of prosaic existence,
Brings a shameful succession of deserted days
That are more reckless than mad women.

All of it purports to tell me about Beauty.

In every gesture, in every mask
Of people slaughtered by banality
I read illusory tales

About the beauty of future days.

Again, I have a desire to fall ruinously in love.
To accept the scarlet maiden's colour.

To press myself against new intoxication,

To drink a storm in the quiet air.

To push the quietness away

From the earth to the fields and to the sky —
forever.

Let any star twinkle,

But the earth is not a star. It is the earth!




B XXXV

MenaHxo/us 3MMHErO JIHs,
Be/tocHe)XHBIX MyIHOK C/IeTaHbe
OBeBaeT 4yJieCHO MeHs,

Kak 607bHOTO B 6pefry ymupaHbe.

Hu 3a60T, HM TOCKM, HY KPYYHH...
To/bKO TaCKM 3BEHSAIINX CHEXXIHOK
VI 4yTh C/IBINIHASA MBIC/ID: ThI OIVH,
Tbl OKOHYMII € CYABOOI OEIHOK.

B XXXVI

Y mens 3aBeT ¢ Bragbikoit He My gpEHbIIL:
briTh Beerga, kak OH,- He yCTaBaTb TBOPUTb.
Xopoto MHe 6bITI0 B MUP IIPU/TH 3€TEHbIIT,
Xopo1Io ¢ 3eM/IEX0 ITIOJOPOJIHONM KUTb.

MoskeT ObITh Ha 3BE3/IaX, B TEMHOTE CTOOKOIL.
EcTb ere kaxoii- HI/I6YJZ[]) VIHOI 3aBeT,

Ho noka A B mopsx, 10 MCX0fa CPOKa,

He xouy unoro. 3gecb MHOTO HeT.

Snummor

Nyury TBOIO

S monecy

B cBeTIOM palo ychlIjieHmit.
byner ona

CBeTOM Io/IHa

B Mupe Hafi3Be3IHBIX BUJIEHMI.

Melancholia of the winter day,

The white snowflakes flying together
Fan me marvellously

As dying fans a sick person.

There is no more anxiety, depression, or
anguish...

Only the caresses of ringing snowflakes

And the barely audible thought: ‘You are alone,

You have finished the duel with Fate’

My covenant with the almighty is not
complicated:

To be always like Him - to create tirelessly.

It was good to come into this green world.

It is good to live in this fertile land.

Maybe there is another covenant

For those in the stars, in the hundred-eyes’
darkness.

But as long as I am among people, before the
end of my time,

I want nothing else. There is nothing else here.

Epilogue

I will carry your soul
Into the bright paradise
of dreams.

It will be full of light

In the world of mirages
beyond the stars.

English translations by Dina Dukach
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