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1. MOJIOJIEL] /LE GARS

bBeryT pychi,

beryTt KpyThbl,

[llesIKOM CKpy4YeHHbIe —
Ix!

Moa — Kpyue,

TBoa — Kpyue,

Y Mapycu — kpyde Bcex!

Xoau mu6ye,

Xoau BBhIIIIE,

MegoMm chilleHHasg —
Ix!

Moga — Bblllle,

TB0odA — BhlllIE,

Y Mapycu — Bbllle Bcex!

Oh les seins,

Oh les pleins,

Rondelettes pommelettes !
En ai-je du souffle !

En as-tu du souffle !

C'est encore elle la moins essouflée !

To sb He 3ra,
To JIb He KT'OHb,
To Jib He MOJIOEL-OTOHBb!

To n1b He 3app,
To /b He B3JIOM,
To n1b He ap-KocTep — Aa B foM!

Ha kpyr noksos,

Ko1esb Ha cTou,

M3 Koluesnda — Ka3Ha pyybeM,
JOXJeM;

— XBarai B nogo.J!

Oh les joues,

Oh les rouges !
Coquelicots, giroflées !
Coquelicots — miennes,
Giroflées — tiennes,

Et les siennes — flammes.

Ce qu'il battent,

Ce qu'il battent,

Nos coeurs de jeunesse !
Le mien tinte,

1. THE LAD

Lasses running

Beauties twirling

Bound with silken ribbons
Hey!

Mine—steep,

Yours—steep,
Marrousia’s—the steepest yet!

Go farther,

Go higher,

Filled with honey,

Hey!

Mine is higher,

Yours is higher,
Maroussia’s is highest of all.

Oh the breasts,

Oh so full,

How round the cheeks!

Have I got breath enough!

Have you got breath enough!

She is the least out of breath again!

Not the dark,
Not a fire,
Not a lad aflame!

Not the sunrise,
Not the daybreak,
Not a bonfire - indoors!

A bow in the circle,

Wallet on the table,

From the purse—cash pours,
Like rain;

-- Grab it fast!

Oh the cheeks,

Oh how red!

Poppies, wallflowers!
Poppies—mine,
Wallflowers—yours,
And hers — flames.

How they beat,

How they beat,

Our youthful hearts!
Mine colours,




Le tien sonne,
Etle sien — tonne.

C koTOpOM M3 HAC BIepes
Yyxoit Mo'nojen noger?

KoTopy u3 Hac Bnepef,
Coko'n — 3a pyKy BO3bMeT?

3a TOM MOTSAHYCH,

YTo Mex pychix — pyca,
Bkpyr Toil 060BbIOCH,
Yrto mex JIto6 — Mapycs!

[le Gars :]

Feu — suis,

Faim — ai !

Feu — suis,

Cendres — serai !
[Maroussia :]

Oh mes tempes !

Oh mes jambes !
Laches-moi, plus ne puis !

Flamme fauve,
Flamme-louve,
Lache-moi, plus ne suis.

[le Gars :]

Saute, pauvrette !

Saute, chevrette !

Triste, triste votre sort :

L'une — en terre,

L'autre — au loup,

La troisieme au gars qui passe —

TBaBoO 30J10TLIA — Ny A,
U MHe, Mo'noany, ccyau!

TBOU MaJIMHOBBINA HAJIUB —
Ccynu, neBKa, NoJennch!

Thbl — COK,
Tbl — JIUCT,
A — Hox pymsaHu'ct!

Yours rings,
And hers — thunders.

Whom among us will the young
stranger pick first?

Whom among us
Will the lad take by the hand?

He reaches for her,

Who is blondest among blonds,
Around her I'll twirl,

Who is, among loves, Marrousia!

(The Lad:)

Fire—am,
Hunger—have I!
Fire—am,

Ashes—will be!
[Maroussia :]

Oh my temples,

Oh my legs!

Let me go, I can’t go on!

Tawny flame,
The flame-a wolf,
Let me go, I'm no more.

[the Lad :]

Jump, poor thing!

Jump, kid!

Sad, sad is your lot,

One—in the earth,
Another—to the wolf,

The third to the passing lad—

Of your gold - pods,
To me, your lad, lend!

Your raspberry filling -
Lend me, girl, share!

You—the juice,
You—the leaf,
[—the fresh knife!




TBO4 KOXa 1eJIKoBasg —
[IoToMy npu1eIKUBAIO.

TBOA c/1a0CTh ClIpATaHHAA —
[ToToMy npur/iaTeiBalo.

bausp — B 6J113b,
Cepab — B cepApb,

Ha — KbI3Th,
Ha —

Maroussia, ma fleur,
Maroussia, mon fruit,
Maroussia, ma soeur,
Me veux-tu pour mari ?

2. JIECEHKA/L’ECHELLE

[Tngmu, maTty,
KoJsb He jieHb!
Y Hac B xaTe
Benuk-aeHsb.

MeHn4, BeTKy,
AJblli oA,
Coko'n B xxeHy1IKHU 6epeT!

— A ckasaJs Tebe 0OTKOJIL?
— I')1a3a-B0JIOCHI KaK CMOJIb!

— A ckasas Tebe U3 Ybux?
— OpHo cepaue — Ha gBouUx!

— TBoHU c/1acTU — CpoOYHbIe,
TBoe cepaue — ciaeneHbKo.
HakuHb eMy, 10YEeHbKa,

Ha nyroBky — mneresbKy.

Moe c10B0O BepHoe,
Moe cepaLle 3payee.

Upu, cepane caepxuBay,
Kiny6ok pa3BopaunBai.

[le Gars :]
'— A demain, mon oiselet !
(Oiselet qui tend filet.)

Your skin is silk—
That is why I smack my lips.

Your sweetness is hidden—
That is why I gulp.

Closeness—nearer,
Heart—to hand,

For—life,
In—(death)

Marrousia, my flower,

Marrousia, my fruit,

Marrousia, my sister,

Do you want me as your husband?

2. THE LADDER

Dance, mother,

If you're not lazy!
In our hut

It's a big day.

Me, the branch,
Scarlet fruit,
The lad is taking as his bride!

-- Did he say where he is from?
-- His eyes and hair are like tar!

--Did he tell you whom he’s from?
--One heart - for two!

Your thoughts -- impatient,
Your heart -- blind.

My daughter, throw a loop
Upon his button.

My word is true,
My heart sees far.

Go, restrain your heart,
Unwind the spool.

(the Lad:)
--Till tomorrow, my little birdie,
(Birdie who sets a trap.)




[Maroussia :]
A demain, mon bien-aimé !
(Noeud noué, Dieu loué)

Bottes craquent, pas se pressent...
Est-ce moi qui mene en laisse ?

Pierres choquent, ronces blessent...
Est-ce moi qu'on meéne en laisse ?

Hu pyuiu, HU B370XYy.
['N11Hb: IeceHKa COOKY.

[IIMBDKKOM, C OCTOPOKKOH
[To ileceHKe — KOIIKOM:

Le voila, mon cher,
Le voila, mon fort,
Ha-gard, I'oeil vert,
Qui croque un ...

Lune a gauche,
Jambes-fleches,
Tempes ruches.

'— « Viande fraiche ! »

C'est mon gars avec son mort !

Yepes miomaab
— Mecqn, cieBa —

Mumo boxbs

MumMo raeBa,

[lo kaHaBam

— XKuel rygomMm —

Ceppue cpaga,

Cepaue Bcroay,

[To ko1mO6GHHAM-

Yxabam

BasomMm-BapoM.

Yk u xBart

Cyxenbiil! — B3ruisHu-Ka B3a/,
[Ipy¥BBIKall K CBOUM XOpOMaM:

BnoroH 11epkoBb € BOPOM, C Tpo6OM,
C Borowm, c rpomom!

(Maroussia:)
--Till tomorrow, my beloved!
(The knot is tied, thank heavens)

Boots crack, steps hurry on,
Am [ leading on a leash?

Stones shock, thorns hurt...
[s it me being led on a leash?

Breath held, not a sigh.
Look: aladder on the side.

Quickly, with care,
Up the ladder—Ilike a cat:

Here he is, my dear,

Here he is he is, my brave,
Hagard, green eyed,

He crunches over a ...

Moon to the left,
Legs like arrows,
Temples like hives.
--“Fresh meat!”

It's my lad with his corpse!

Across the field
--Moon to the left—

Past God

Past wrath,

Over ditches

--Veins throbbing—
Heart on the right,
Heart everywhere,

By potholes,

Dips and bumps,
Stumbling onwards,
What a stroke of fate is
My promised one! Look back,
Get used to your abode:

Chased by church, with thief and
grave, and by God, with thunder!




Yepes neHb-K0JIO4Yy — TOIOM, Tripping—stomping,

Yepes TeMb-60710TO — CJIE[0M, Over a dark bog—following,

TabyHOM-/IETUT-NIOTOMOM, Like a herd-flying-flooding,

YyryHoM-rpeMuT-Keyie30M, Cast-iron-rattles,

Yepes neHb-KoJ1 TOMAET, Stomping over a stump,

BopoTta'mu xs0naer. Gates flapping.

ToHH, po6h Cast off, timidity,

Briepes; J160M: Forehead ahead:

MepTBel ¢ rpo60oM 3a ropGom! Dead man with a coffin for a hump!

Mo — nuce P-ray!

MokpoBy! On All Saints’ Day!

MepTBel; ¢ rpo6oM Ha ropGy! Dead man with a coffin on his hump!
_ Last leap

Dernier bond -All melts—

— Tout fond o Heart don’t beat:

quur ne bat: The hut.

L'isba.

What, daughter, did you see?
What, daughter, did you hear?
How is your beloved’s house?
--Has a cross on the roof.

— Yero, go4ka, Bugena?
Yero, fouka, cablana’?
KakoB oM y Musioro?

— C KpecTOBOIO KpBILIEIO.

Why, daughter, are you pale?
Why, daughter, are you flushed?
--The village is—over there!
Over tree stumps, [ stumbled!

— Yero x, o4Ka, 61egHasA?
Yero , Jo4Ka, noTHasA?

— /lepeBHA-TO — 3BOHA!
Yepes neHb-KoJ1 Tonasa!l

--With a feast let us celebrate!

--Wave us on with a kerchief!

--Why, daughter, are you crying, then?
--Oh, from joy, mother dear.

— Ilupkom fa 3a cBafebKy!

— IliraToykoM nomauere!

— Yero %k, 04Ka, IJ1a4ellb-TO?
— /Jla c pagocTy, MaTyLIKa.

3. AT THE GATES/SISTER AND
3. B BOPOTAX/SOEUR ET FRERE BROTHER

TesioM sibCcTHB, Body tense
)

Bsopom Ank: ) wild gaze:
— Yero B 04M He IVIAAUIIb? ~-Why do you avoid my eyes?
(B BuCKax — CTYK,

B xxu1ax — ApoxKb),

— Yero 6JiMKe He Uaellb?

(In the temples—a knock,
In the veins—a shudder),
--Why don’t you come closer?




[le Gars:]
— Droiture — prime vertu,
Sur I'échelle montas-tu ?

Face blanche, yeux battus,
A ma tiche, me vis-tu ?

Silence tres long.
— Allons, oui ou..
— Non.

Pied qui bat le sol,
Main qui va au col.

— Nui ne passera —
Ton frére mourra.

JlexxuT 6paTel, 6eJKU NPSAYET
[Tog cuHUMHY BeKaMHU.

O6MbIT OpaTel, oJieT 6paTel,
Marts K nony noexaJa.

Hemnioxoii Tebe cecTpoto
Bblya: mTaHbl n/1a'TaHbl.
Kyabl KHHYCb? Ky/Zibl CKPOOCh?
Bce ropJsibiiko — natHamu!

[lonbl 1aflaHOM OJZIEHYT,
KazusaMu BCTpeYHBIMU.
Kyabl KUHYCb KyJbl IEHYCh?
Beab Tpyu — TBOUX CBe4yeuKu!

Ectb kTO? — Yy!
3azyJio cBeuy.

OT30 — BUCH!
/lBe pa3oM cLa/IuCh...

4. BTOPBIE BOPOTA/MERE ET FILLE

— bpat y Menqa nomep.
— beanada! begnaga!

(the Lad:)
--Truthfulness - a prime virtue,
Did you climb up the ladder?

White faced, eyes lowered,
Did you see me at my task?

A very long silence.
--Come on, yes or...
-- No.

Foot tapping the ground,
Hand reaching for the collar.

--The night won’t pass—
(before)Your brother will die.

(There) lies the brother, whites of his
eyes hidden under blue lids.

He is washed, he is dressed,
Mother has gone to the priest’s.

[ wasn’t a bad sister to you

[ patched up your trousers.

Where shall I go? How can [ hide? The
whole neck -spots!

Priests will spread incense,

With swinging censers.

Where shall I go? What can [ do?
Three—little candles for you.

Who's there?—TFie!
Blew out a candle.

Answer me!
Two more blown out...
4. THE SECOND GATES/MOTHER AND

DAUGHTER

--My brother has died.
--Poor girl! Poor girl!




— bpat y Menqa nomep.
— llapcTBo HebecHoe!

BeTep fa UBbL
Tuxui, He fep3KUi.

['oJ10COM JILCTUBBIM:
— Bricaywan, cepaue!

Comme fumée
Fuyant le four,
Chose nommée
Part sans retour.

Derniere boue

Parmi les hommes !
Cloue-moi, cloue!
Nomme-moi, nomme !

Jlo cepLleBUHBI,
Cepab Mo4, 60J1eH!
3Hal, YTO H BUHEH,
3Hal, YTO HeBoOJIeH!

CaMm Tebe B py4yKH,
Cepaue, farocn!
KpecT MHe U K104 MHe:

BBek He BepHYyCB!

JIroT TBOM cynapuk!
JIroT TBOM pyMsHBIM!
[lo/1HOYB KaK BApUT,
BoJIKOM KakK IJIiHy —

«3Ha MOJI YbsI MOJI
KpoBb B TBOUX *)uJ1ax!»
Bcé MmHe 10 camoit
Kansiu ¥ BbJIOKD —

U pasopseTca
Becw Hal coros.

BeTpoM B BOpOTIL bl —
BBek He BepHYyCB!

--My brother has died.
--May God'’s kingdom be his.

Wind and willow.
Quiet, contrite.

Coaxing voice:
--Listen, my love!

Like smoke

Fleeing the oven,

The named thing
Leaves, never to return.

Filthiest mud
Among men!

Nail me, nail!

Call me what I am!

To the depth of my soul,
My heart, I'm sick!
Know I'm not guilty,
Know I don't will it!

Into your hands,
My love, I place myself.
A cross and a key for mel

[ won’t return for an epoch!

Your cruelty, laddie!
Your wrath, ruddy youth!
Once midnight strikes,

A wolfish glare -

“I know whose blood
Flows through your veins!”
To the last drop

Reveal all to me -

And our communion
Will be ruptured.

Like wind through a gate -
I'll be gonel!
[ won’t return for an age!




He ofHy TBOIO KbI3Th

B pykax, cepAlie, fepxKy:
Buepa 6para 3arpsbis,
HbiH4e MaTh 3arpbel —

Cache ! Hisse-

moi ! leve la trappe!
Maléfice !

Le voila qui frappe!

Oh mon corps !
Oh tout mon lot !
— Mere, dors

Et n'entends mot.

Brile ! grille

Telle une chataigne !
Fille! Fille!

Pardon ! Par moi saignes.

Oh faucille
Dans ma vielle séve...
Fille ! fille !
Adieu ! par toi - creve.

Me dévore !
Ha ! m'en vais !
— Mere, dors
Et dormirai.

5. 110/ TOPOT'OM/SOUS LE SEUIL

Est-ce flamme ? Est-ce houle ?
C'est de I'huile qui vous coule !
Jupe, tresses, fesses, flancs...
Filles ! Qu'est-ce qui vous prend ?

Bras et tailles, fard et farces,

Gars et filles, gars et garces.

A plein bras !
Branle-bas !

Fille et gars !
Fille et gars !

Not only your fate,

My heart, do I hold in my hands:
Yesterday your brother I bit,
Today, your mother I'll bi--

Hide! Lift-

Me! Close the hatch!
Malediction!

[t is coming upon us!

Oh my body!

Oh my whole fate!
--Mother, sleep
Hear nothing.

[ Burn! Aflame

Like a chestnut!

Daughter! Daughter!

Forgive me! By my hand you bleed.

Oh a sickle

In my old sap...
Daughter! Daughter!
Farewell! Of you - I die.

Devours me!

Ah! I'm departing!
--Mother, sleeps
And will sleep.

5. UNDER THE PORCH

Is this a flame? Is this a storm?
This is oil that flows on you!
Skirts, braids, buttocks, flanks...
Girls! What has gotten into you?

Arms and waists, artifice and jokes,
Lads and girls, lads and bitches.

Arms full!
Commotion!
Girls and guys!
Girls and guys!




AH U HacTexXb — JBEpOUKa:
MopoxeHbIH bIX.

/1 To10cOM 0OMOPOYHBIM:
— 3/ paBCTBYY, KeHHUX!

[ToknoH goJior,
Ockau cTpalieH.

— MaTb noj noJior
Yuuia, — Bcngmem!

Kpacha cBagb6al

Yero kpaue!

Jlouka MmaTh npojasna, —
Berig —

Est-ce femme ? Est-ce flamme ?
C'est une ame qui se damne.

— Tamort — Mon plaisir !
Danserai a en mourir !

Battez, tempes ! rompez, jambes !
Et ton ame? — Qu'elle flambe !

Suffit de la chair !
Une ame — a quoi sert?

He noxap Ty1uy,
CBOIO CMepTh NJIAILY
C rukorom! C Tonotom!

['osioBHEN nbILIY!
['oJs10BOY K MJIEYY:
[lermoToMm, nniernotom!

OTToOro 4To KJIaj
3akonaJjiu B Tail:
Kemuyrom! 3osnoTem!

OTToro yTo af,
MHe KpoMellHbI — pau:
Cmo'nopnem! C mo'stoguem!

Ah, open wide - little door:
Frozen breath.

With faint voice:

--Hello, my groom!

Along bow,
A frightening glint.

--Mother’s underground,
Gone, -- let’s dance!

A red wedding!

What could be better!

The daughter betrayed her mother, --
Let'sd—

Is it woman? Is it flame?
[t is a soul that is damned.

-- Your death -- My pleasure!
Let’s dance till we drop!

Beat, temples! Break, legs!
And your soul? -Let it burn!

Flesh is enough!
A soul - what is it for?

It is not a fire I'm putting out,
I'm dancing to my death!
With cries! With stomps!

[ flail the burning branch!
Head to my shoulder:
Whispering, whispering!

Because the treasure
Was buried in secret:
Pearls! Gold!

Because hell
Is for me - total heaven:
With my lad! With my lad!

[le Gars :] (the Lad:)

Ma petite, My little one,
Plus ne hoppe'! Wait no more!
Vite, vite Quick, quick
Chez le pope. To the priest’s.
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Toute honte

Lui confesse.

Lune monte,

L'heure presse...

Ame perds et rien ne gagnes !

[Maroussia :]
— Sans toi paradis m'est bagne !

He xo4y TBoeU paHbl!

— Ap cTobol — caj, pyMsiHbI#!

— He xo4y TBoeM neHsbl!

-- CMepTb € TOGON — KEeMYUYT L eHHbIH!

Plus s'arrache,
plus s'accroche.
Est-ce hache ?
Est-ce cloche ?

Bouche proche.

[le Gars :]

— Fuis !

[Maroussia :]
— Ne puis!

C'estla cloche

De minuit.

— KpecTtoM fa kagu om
['oBopu — xouia

Ha TaiiHoe geJsio
['oBopu — rasapgena?

['ma3a BCkKU — JbI — BaeT.
— bbuia-Bugena?— Her.

Hy Tak 3Ha#, CTONKa,

(A 13 ry1a3 — Tocka

B Tpu pyubs Aa criiouib!)
HbiH4e B HOYb IOMpellb.

Suprémement préte :
Ni nerf ne tressaute.
Mais parfois s'entéte
L'ame dans nos cotes.

All shame

Confess to him.
The moon is rising,
The hour comes...

The soul loses and nothing is gained!

(Maroussia:)
-- Without you, paradise is a prison!

[ don’t want your wound!

-- Hell with you - a blossoming garden!

-- I don’t want your pain!
-- Death with you - a precious jewel!

More tears away,
Nothing left to hold.
Is it an axe?

Is it the bell?

Mouth near.
(the Lad:)
-- Flee!
(Maroussia)
-- [ can’t!
[t is the bell
That rings at midnight.

--By the cross and the censer
Tell me - did you go?

The secret deed
Tell me - did you see?

She throws up her eyes.
--Did you go, did you see? - No.

Well, then, know, obstinate,
(In his eyes - sorrow
Three streams of tears!)
That tonight, you will die.

Supremely ready:

Not a nerve trembles.
But sometimes, our soul
Clings to our ribs.

11




Ni fleuve, ni rive.
Silasse — si forte !

Ni morte, ni vive :

Ni — vive, ni — morte.

Vestiges-visages —
D'hier ou de demain ?
Ou suis-je ? Que vois-je ?
Sont-ce bien mes mains ?

Droit au cceur
Dard tres long.
Fille — fleur.
Gars — frelon.

Frere et sceur ?
Non — et oui.
Dard et fleur,
Elle et lui.

—Te
fais-
je
mal ?

— Dieu
te
fit tel.

—Te
fais-

je

peur ?
— Dieu
me

fit
Fleur

Au bord de la route...

SECOND PART

Neither stream, nor river.
So weak - so strong!
Neither dead, nor alive:
Neither - alive, nor - dead.

Vestiges of faces -

From yesterday or of tomorrow?
Where am I? What do | see?

Are these really my hands?

Straight to the heart
Very long sting.

Girl - flower.

Lad - hornet.

Brother and sister?
No - and yes.

Sting and flower,
She and he.

-- Am

|
hurting
you?

-- God
made
you thus.

--Am

I
frightening
you?

-- God
made

me

a flower

At the edge of the road...

THE SLEEPER
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1. BAPUH/LE BARINE

— 31, 3BOHOYKH, 3BOHYeH BJapum!

Haiua HoBag ayra!
Moo 6apurH, X0JI0CT 6apuH,
Crap y 6apuHa cayra.

DU, KOHU MOU —
Brl coHM Mou
HaxnécrtanHbiu —
i, BEpCThI MOU!

Jeune chante, vieux rumine,
Poteau passe, passé meurt
Tiens, barine ! hein, barine ?
En plein gel cette primeur !

Ou quatre chemins

Se donnent la main,

Se jurent retour --
Fleur, fleur, rouge four !

[lepcTaMH 3alesKalt:

— AW, cayw! Al, ciepHy!
— A TbI €ro ¢ ToJIKOM!

A TbI ero c kopHem!

B najomku 3aniéckadn:

— A, 3HaTHBIN! A1, BaXKHBI!
— CmoTpH, 6apuH, c1é3 6bl

C Kkpaco — ja He HaXKUJI.

L'embrasse, la lisse,
Neige -- fond,
Fourrures fleurissent.

2. MPAMOPA/MARMOREA

YTo 3a cBeT Takou B CHerax
O gBeHaAlaTH CTO16AX?
Cyrpo6-6enas ropa,
[Ipa'negoBbl Mpamopa.

[To To#t MecTHUIlE — A BBBICh:

B3r/iiiHyTbh — HOT'U OTHAJIMUCB!
CBepkHyJla — U KaHyJa
CTpeMHHHOI KaMeHHOU.

1. THE BARON

--Hey, bells, let’s strike up louder!

Our arc is new!

The baron is young, the baron is single,
The baron has an old servant.

Hey, my steeds -
My sleepy ones

I'll whip you on -
Hey, to go miles!

The youth sings, the old one ruminates,
The post passes, what is past dies
Here, baron! Eh, baron?

In this freeze, this bud?

Where the four roads meet
They join hand in hand,
They promise to return -
Blossom, flower, red oven!

Snapping his fingers:

-- Hey, I'll blow it down! I'll pick it!
-- Be sensible!

Take it with the root!

Clapping his hands with glee:

-- Oh, how noble! How grand!

-- Watch that you won’t be racking up
tears for this beauty, Baron.

He kisses it, strokes it,
Snows - melt,
Furs flourish.

2. MARBLE

What is this light in the snow
Around twelve pillars?
Snowdrift and white mountain,
Ancestral marble.

Up that staircase - yet higher:

A glimpse - makes your legs numb!
A flash - and gone

A rapid chute of stone.
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OTpewmich — XOTb pa3 UCHEN
MpaMopHbIX oTOpOIEen!

Bnpouyem — bory i1 coBpeM? —
CTo0J16 Kak cTOJIO U JIOM KaK JIOM.

Yto xk 6apuH? BpaxkHuvaeT?
ByiictByet? lllnaxknu4yaet?
’KusHbio HEOpEXKHUYAET,

C IBETUKOM HeXHHYaeT.

— Maitre, a ton insu...
Dans ton franc palais...
— Prince es, valet suis,
Serf suis, seigneur es.

Que méme les murs

Ne m'entendent — chut !
Dans tes ors — azurs —
Jeux de Belzebuth.

Sous peine des maux...
Pour ton bon repos...

— Par ta jeune peau ! —
Seigneur, yeux ne clos.

Minuit — carrefour.

De faits et de pas
Futur et dissous...
L'astral Coup d'Etat —
Le douzieme coup.

Coup sans suite,
Coup sans rime, coup au ceceur.

— Vois s'agite, vois s'anime tige-fleur !

De sa branche
Qui s'embrase
Suis-je fol'?
Vois — s'élance,
Vois — s'écrase
Sur le sol !

Renounce - just for once behold
The marble marvel!

In fact - are we deceiving God? -

The pillar is a pole and the house like any

home.

Well, then Baron? Drinking?
Roudy? Fencing?

Careless with life,

Cooing over the flower.

-- Master, without your knowledge...
Right in your palace...

-- You are a prince, [ am a valet,

I, a serf, you the master.

Not even the walls
Should hear --- shush!
In your gold - azure -
Beelzebub’s games.

Under penalty of pain...
For your peace of mind...
-- By your young skin! -
Lord, keep your eyes open!

Midnight - a crossing.

A fact and not,

The future and the ruptured past...
The great reordering -

The twelveth stroke.

A final stroke,
Suddenly without rhyme, a blow to the
heart.

-- Look it stirs, the stem-flower!

From its branch
Which ignites
Am I mad?

See - it rushes,
See - it crashes
On the ground!
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S'abat, s'abime
Subite brume.
Et se reléve
Fillete d'Eve.

Jla Kak ynpeTtcd

B /UK ee jienbli

— baTiomku-ceeTsl!
O4yu-TOo — cyenbl!

Bnasibii.
OrHeHHBIH.
Bcrana.
B3sapornyJa.

JIMK — Kak BbIJbIIIaH.
Hu kpo-
BHHOYKHU.

[Le Barine :]

— Comment, fillette, te nommes ?
Qui es ? D'ou viens ?

[Elle :]

—Je-n'en - sais rien...

Voracité de caréme :
— Veux-tu, fillete, qu'on s'aime ?

Te plais-je, blond ?
[Elle :]
— Ne sais. — Frisson.

Le jeune homme en un murmure :

— Une faute de mesure ?
Un oui de trop ?
— Ne sais. — Sanglot.

(Quelque gars en rouge blouse !)
— Veux-tu, belle, qu'on s'épouse ?
Bien vrai ! Pour sir !

— Ne sais ! — Soupir

— Faut que trois choses te dise.

(T'en fais pas, beau gars !
Ce que veux — l'auras!)

It drops, crushed
Sudden mist.

And rises

A daughter of Eve.

Can’t take his eyes away
From her lovely face

-- Good heavens!

Her eyes - don’t see!

Hollow.
Aflame.
She stood.
Shivered.

The face - ashen.
No a droplet of
Blood.

(The Baron:)

-- What, girl, is your name?
Who are you? Where from?
(She:)

--I've no idea...

Lent’s truth:
--Do you want, girl, for us to love?

Do you like me, blond?
(She:)

-- Don’t know. - Shiver.

The young man in a whisper:
-- An error of judgement?

A yes too many?

-- Don’t know. - Sob.

(Some lad in a red shirt!)

-- Do you want, beauty, for us to marry?

It's true! For sure!
-- Don’t know! - Sigh.

-- Must tell you three things.

(Don’t worry, handsome guy!
What you want - you'll get!)
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Condescends a ma faiblesse,
Cinqg ans n'irai a la messe.
Par exces d'amour
Rajoutons un jour.

Faut que jeunesse se — prive.
Cinqg ans boiras sans convives,

Mangeras sans sel
Et boiras tout seul.

Et dans toute ta demeure
Que rien de rouge ne leurre
Ceregard — silas.

Ceci — brileras.

3. CbIH/L’EPOUSEE

TexkyT peky, KaTATCH,

PactyT et — craparcd,
KuyT 6ape — TpaTaTcs,
['yasate — Tak 6e3 ckape/cTBal

Y MeHs# Jib 2KeHa Maaja,
Y MeHs J1b KpacaBuLia!

He oaHa, yaii, ctepsiacsa
JleHbra 6J1ecKy siporo.
KuByT rosy6n c ropJuiei,
’KuByT 6apuH c bapbiHeil.

Y MeHs# Jib 2keHa Maja,
Y MeHsd J1b cyapbIHs!

JleHb BCTaeT — CBSAT MOIOT,
[TosgeHb 6bET — B J1aJ, BCTAIOT,
Beuep B 106 — CKa3KM BbIOT,
Houb B 06x0/, — Hac He XKIYT.

[To3a6bL1, Kak X0JIOCT ObLI,
3a Oy THLJIKOU B3JOpHUAYAJL.
Hukorzaa 4yTo6 rojoc->kuB
PackaTtusicda B ropHUnax.

Y MeH4 J1b )KeHa CTpora,
Y MeHs J1b 3aTBOpHULLA!

Give in to my weakness,

Five years you won’t going to mass.
By excess of love

Let’s add one day.

Youth must deprive itself.

For five years, you’ll drink without
guests,

You'll eat without salt

And drink all alone.

And in all your house
Nothing red must shine.
This look - so drained.

This - will burn.
3. THE SON

Rivers flow, roll

Children grow - age,

People live - spend,

Going out - without stinginess!

[sn’t my wife young,
Isn’t mine a beauty!

Not one has gone dull

Of the ardent, billiant coins.
Like pigeon and dove,

Live the baron and baroness.

[sn’t my wife young,
Isn’t mine a lady!

Day rises - holy songs sung,

Noon beat - they rise together,

Evening comes - they spin tales,

Night comes around—they don’t wait up
for us.

(He) forgot what it was like before the
marriage, started craving the bottle.
Never alive voice

Is heard in the reception rooms.

Isn’t my wife strict,
Isn’t mine a recluse!
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XoJuT B 6€/10M,
Cyput 3peJio,
XBaJIUT CKyIIO,
['y1aza Tynur.

ToJ/IbKO 1K OAUH KECTOK:
YTo xuBeM 6e3 nomoiu!
Hu ogHOY Ha Bech yepTor
He Halifenib MKOHOYKH.

Y MeHs# J1b XkeHa 6e3 [Ha:
JlocTaBaTb — IOTOHETE.

Yac :kuUByT — cTpax 6J0yT,
JleHb *KUBYT — cJ1allle JIbHYT,
['of *KUBYT — COH 6€3 CMYT,
[IATBIN CTYK — CbIHA XKAYT.

Mon fils Dieudonné !
Mon fils bien nommé !
Amis, talonnez !

Un fils nous est né!

Ni treve-de-guerre,
Ni hausse-de-paye, --
Une jeune mere
Avec sa merveille.

Le mange, le broie...

-- Hola, les trois Mages !
Trop grosse, ma joie!
Faut que I'on partage.

Seul boire--mal boire.
Seul féte--mal féte.
Trop lourde, la gloire
Pour ma seule téte !

Trinquer seul --
Trinquer en fol.
Ja titube
Comme sodl.

4. TIMPOBAHBULE/LES COMPERES

Géant! - Poucet!
Puant! - Pansu!
Hi-han! - Basset!
Coucou! - Bossu!

Walks in white,
Reasons sagely,
Praises sparingly,
Lowers her eyes.

Only one cruel thorn:
We live with no help!
In the whole palace
You won't find an icon.

Isn’t my wife bottomless:
Reach in - you'll drown.

Together an hour - keep their distance,
Live a day - sweeter, closer,

A year goes by - sleep without cares,
Fifth year knocks - they await a son.

My God-given son!

My son aptly named!
Friends, click your heels!
A son is born to us!

Neither truce in war,
Nor arise in wages, --
A young mother
With her marvel.

He mulls, he broods...
-- Hey, the three Magi!
Too big, my joy!

[ must share it.

To drink alone - to drink badly.
Alone celebration - a bad party.
Too heavy, the glory,

For my head alone!

To toast alone -
Is a mad toast.
Already stagger
Like a drunk.

4. THE MASTERS OF CEREMONIES

Giant! - Thumb!
Smelly! -- Fatso!
Hee-haw! - Midget!
Hey! - Hunchback!
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“Mon petit dieu

Si bel a voir,

Tes yeux sont bleus,
Les voyais noirs.

Quoique ni pere ni mere
Ni oncle ni tante,

Oh ma téte de misere!
Ne sais que chante.

Ma téte de sauterelle!

Ma courte-flambée!

De quelle échelle, de quelle
Tour suis-je tombée?

Et ce coq a rouge créte,
Ce coq qui me hante.
Oh ma timbale de téte!
Ne sais ce que chante.

Est-ce vie que ma vie?
Jeunesse que mienne?

Que faut-il donc que j'oublie?
De quoi me souvienne?

Et ce doux titre d’épouse
Qui tant m’épouvante...
Fleurette sur la pelouse...
Ne sais ce que chante.”

«TBOM 04U rosyoble,
Mou MbIC/IM CIIOPHBIE.
TBou ouu rosy6hle,

A Morsiu 661 — YepHBIE...

He BrIKa3biBasa xkapa
CBaBO, — 1[BeJ1a CKPOMHO.
['osi0Ba-mMo4-AepxaBa:

C keM cnajla — He NIOMHIO...

U xuna 6 cebe opaunei
Be3aHHO-6eCcOIJIMHHO!
3ayeM roctu cobpanucs?
Kem 3BaHb1? KeM nocianb1?

«TBOM 04U rosyoble,

— B Ho4ax, B TalHax BCKOPMJIEHHbIN! —

TBou ouu rosy6hle,
3aKpbIBal: YEpHBIE.

“My little god

So beautiful to see,
Your eyes are blue,
Saw them as black.

Though neither father nor mother
Nor uncle nor aunt,

Oh my miserable head!

Don’t know what I'm singing.

My head of a grasshopper!

My short-flare!

From what ladder, from which
Tower have I fallen?

And this rooster with a red crest,
This rooster that haunts me.

Oh my muddled head!

[ don’t know what I'm singing.

[s this life my life?

This youth, really mine?
What must I forget?

What should I remember?

And this sweet title of wife
Which terrifies me so...

Little flower on the lawn...
Don’t know what I'm singing.

“Your eyes are blue,

My mind is mixed up.

Your eyes are blue,

But could have been - black...

[ didn’t show my passion

Hidden, -- [ bloomed modestly.

My head, my kingdom:

With whom did I sleep - don’t
remember...

And [ would have been an eagle
Wild and carefree!

Why have guests come?

Who called them? Who sent them?

“Your eyes are blue,

-- Nurtured in nights, in secrets! -
Your eyes are blue,

And in closing: black.
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He o6MaHbIBas1a cTpaxa
CBaBO, — 1[BeJ1a CKPOMHO.
['osi0Ba-Mod-nponaxa:

C keM cnajia — He IOMHIO...

KTo Tam 6pouT, B3OUTU X0UeT?
Cokosiuk — au nepemnes?

JI106 U He'16 MHe, ChIHOYeK!
BceM J1100, a ueM He'J1100-TO?

He npuBaxuBasa xasa
TBaBO, — 11Bes1a CKPOMHO.
['os10Ba-Mof-3aBaJibl:

C keM cnajla — »

5. XEPYBUMCKAfA/LE CHANT DES ANGES

(la Voix:) Morte, debout!
Mienne, t'attend!

Quitte 1'époux!

Laisse I'enfant!

KpbLibeB mieck
BosJie miey.
Bocky Tpeck.
Kap ot cBeu.

(la Voix:) -- Do-mai-ne de liberté!
le Prétre: -- Ca-té-chu-meénes, sortez!

la Voix: -- Domaine de volupté!
le Prétre: -- Ca-téchi-menes, sortez!

la Voix: -- Supréme ma volonté!
le Prétre: -- Ca-téchi-menes, sor...

— [lpowa, cbITeHbKUH!
[Ipoway, riiafieHbKHUM!
HukHeT. — /IUTATKO
Myxy — Ha pyKH.

— [Ipowai, yyToukal!
[Ipoman, KpoxoTkal
BoT-BOT CKpyTHUTCH,
Ha'-3eMb rpoxHeTcs.

(la Voix:) -- Chérie! (Leve...)
-- Salut, ma dive Ma-rie! (Les yeux.)

[ didn’t deceive the guards
Truly, -- blossomed modestly.
My head is at a loss:

With whom did I sleep - don’t
remember...

Who wonders there, wanting to come in?
A falcon- or a quail?

Beloved and unloved, my son!

Beloved by all, and why not?

[ wasn’t attracting a stinger
Really, -- blossomed modestly.
My head is rubble:

With whom did I sleep -“

5. THE SONG OF THE ANGELS

(the Voice:) Dead, arise!
Mine await you!

Leave the spouse!

Hand over the child!

A splash of wings
Near the shoulders.
Wax crackles.

Heat from the candles.

(the Voice:) - Freedom’s domaine!
(the Priest:) - Devils, be gone!

(the Voice:) - Realm of voluptousness!
(the Priest:) - Devils, be gone!

(the Voice:) - My will is supreme!
(the Priest:) - Devils, be ...

-- Goodbye, my well fed one!
Goodbye, my silky one!

Head hung low. - The child handed
Into the husband’s arms.

-- Goodbye, little one!

Goodbye, tiny soul!

Nearly curled up,

Ready to topple over at any moment.

(the Voice:) - My dear! (Lifts...)
--Hello, my darling Marie! (The eyes.)
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Rouge chemise,
Deux -- bras.

-- Pro-mi-se!
Mon

Gars!

Un cceur
Un corps
Accord
Essor

Unis
Etreintes
Au ciel
Sans fin.

FIN

Red shirt,

Two - arms.

-- My betrothed!
My

Lad!

One heart
One body
Accord
Flight

United
Embraced

In heaven
Without end.

THE END
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