
"Behind the words of Pictures at an Exhibition

GNOMUS - The gothic bedroom - Aloysius Bertrant (Extract)
Translation from French to Russian: Katia and lrina Tchemiaeva

TOTHYECKHĂ HOMEP

3TO CKapőo, KTO KycaeT MOIOWCIO, H,
YTO6 NPHKCYD MOO KPOBOTOYauiyio pauy
norpyxacT CBOŘ naneų

IloKpacHCBIIIHÄ BneYH!

The Gothlo bedroom

It's Scarbo biting my neck, cauterising my bloody
wound,
punges his furnace-
reddened ron fingerinto i!

IL VECCHIO CASTELLO - Do you remember the castle of colossi - Nikolay Gumilev (Extract)

TbI NOMHHWL ABOpeuBENHKAHOB

Tbl NOMHHWD ABopeu BenHKaHOB,
B 6acceÄHe cepeópaHbIX pbi6, [..]
An-en_H3 6a-u|HHKa-MeH-HBIX?

Kak KOHB3010THCT6IŇ y 6amen,
Hrpaa, BCTaBan Ha Ab16bI,
H 6enbIü vepnak 6bln ykpauıen
Y3opaMH TOHKOü pesb6bi?

TbI NOMHHMB, y o6naHbIX BNaņuH
C TO6oo HauiNH MbI KapHH3,
T'ae 3BË31B1, Kak ropcTb BHHOrpanHH,
CTpeMHTeNbHO naganH BHH3?

TUILERIES - Claudine's house - Colette (Extract)
Translation from French to Russian: Katia and Irina Tcheniaeva

AoM KI0AHH

AeTH! rne neTH?
Ay ! Ay!... 1ETH ..

OHH He npuuun Ha nonņuHK!
BepuyrcA NH OHH K YKHHY ?

Ho Kyja yuusın AETH ?
3aBrpa a Bac 3akpoo! BbI IOHANH ?
Ho kyņa yuuiu neTH?

IETH! BbI rNe?
BuI 1OHANH?
leTH! MaMa! AeTH!...

Claudine's house

The children! Where are the children?
Hou! Hou !.. thechildren..

They didnt come for a taste!
Wil they be back for
dinner?
Wherearethechildren?Tomorrow I
lock you up!
Do you understand?

Hey, kids! Where are you?
Whereare you? Have you
understood?
Children! Mummy! Mummy! Children! Children!

Do you remember the colossal castle

Do you remember the castle ofcolossi,
thepoolofsilverfish, (] theavenues of
stone towers?

How the galden horse by the towers
reared up to play,
and the way the white cup was decorated
with ornaments and fine chiseling?

Do you remember, close to the cloudy
abyss we found a ledge,
where the stars, like handfuls ofgrapes, spun impetuously
below?



Bydlo - The unharvested fields - Nicolas Nekrassov (Extract)

Hecxataa nonoca

losanaa OCeHb.Tpavm yreTenM,
JNec06HAKHACA, nons onycTenH,
TonbKO He Cxata nonocka oņHa
TpycTHyO AYMY HABONHTOHa.
KaxeTcA, menvytKONOCBAApyr Apyry:
"CkyHo HaM cnyuaTb oceHHOOBBIOTY,
CkyyHo CKNOHATLCA AOCAMOÀ 3CMAH,
TYHIE 3epHa kynaa BNNNH!
[.]
Tae xe Hau naxapb? vero eme KreT?
HaH MI xyxe ApyrHXypozuaHCb?
Han He ApyKHOųBeAH-KONOCHAHC?"
[-]
Berep HeceT HM nevanbHbÃ OTBET:
"Bamewy naxapo MOYCHBKHHeT.
3Han, IA Yero M naxanOHHCEAI,
la He noCH1AMpaőoTy3aTeAN.
ILnoxo 6eANAre- He ecT M He MbeT,
YepBb eMy cepaue 60NBHOCcoceT,
Pyku, yTO BHIBENH 6opo3abl 9TH,
BsIcOXNH B menKy, NOBHCNH Kak NNETH,
O4M NOTYCKAH, H ronoc nponan,
ITo 3ayHbIBHYIONNECHIOneBan,
Kak, Ha coxy Haneraa pykoxo,
Ilaxaps3aayMYHBOwen nonocoo".

Unharvested felds

Autumn is coming to an end and the rooks have fown,
And leafless woods and desolate felds; Yet one
land remains unharvested, Plunged in sadness,
tisabandoned.
The whispering ears of com whisper anxiously:
"How tedious is this autumn wind that
forces us to bend so low to the gound,
Dragging our ripe grain through theggey dust [.J

Our good ploughman, what is he stil wating
for? Have we not grown, matured,. always united?

But the wind brings them a sad answer
"Your good ploughman gives up
harvesting. Plagued by grief, the poor
man withers and cannot finish the work
he has started.
He gnaws, he fades, he neither drinks nor
eats; His heart is ravaged by somestrange
ailment. His ans, having traced so many
straight furows, ike drybranches, hang in
disarray, His eyes no longer shine and never
again does his voice Sing the nostalgic song of
old
That resounded as he once walked behind his
plough ploughing theplain.

Ballet of chicks in their shells -A childhood - Joel Mérah
Translation from French to Russian: Katia and Irina Tchemiacva

AerCTBO

CHavana A CMy BLIPBY rnasa H Hoc
3aTeM A eMy OTpexy o6a yxa
H Tak, kaK A npaBņa o4eHb 30n,
AOTOPBY ero saņnue nanbi.

IIOTOM, a oTopBy ero nepeaHHe nanbı
HA OTpexy ronoBy
H TaK, Kak a npaBAa 04CH6 30/1,
a pasopsy BCIOero uIKypy.

KorAa A nepectaiuy Hrpatb C MOHM
NIOWeBAM MHWKOĞ, a I1o10 H4YBCTBYIO
ceoe kaK ITHI..

KOuIKa !, MOH KOUIKA!, nonoxu!
nogotaH, A TebA noÄMaio
HOTOPBYXBOCT! Ecnu a Teőa noMaio,
CAenaso c TOGOK TOXKE, yTO H C MOHM
MHIKOÄ.

T'Ae TA Moš Aoporoğ MHUIKA?
[ae TH ? Til MHe TaKHyxeH.
A ne cepKycb Ha Te6a
A xovy Teón 06ATB!

a

A childhood

Firstl gouge out his eyes andnose, then I
cut off both his ears
andas I'm really angry, I take off
both his legs.

Then I take off both his arms and cut
off his head.
andbecause l'm reallyangry, I rip off
all his fur.

When I stop playing with my Mishka teddy bear, I sing
and feel like a bird.

cat! Wat till l catchyou and pull your tail!
ifl catchyou, you'l go through the samemishapsas
my teddy bear.

where are you, my ittle Mishka?
where are you? I need you so
much l'm not angry anymore
I want to hug you!



Samuel Goldenberg und Schmuyle - Ina dream-AnnaAkhmatova

In e dream

Voice of these twomountains, in
the same way We shall ahways be
separated, But by this star that I
love Ofer meyour golden salte.

Limoges' the market- "Here Iamfree" -AnnaAkhmatova(Extrac)

A-TO BONBHAA

[..]
A-TO BNBHAA. Bce MHe 3a6aBa,
Hoybo My3acneTHTYTemaTb,
A HayTpo npwrauTCA Cnana
IlorpemyuKOň HaA yxoMTpeuuaTb.

060 MHe # MONHTLCAHeCTOHT
H, yäņa,OTNAHYTBCAHa3an
YepHbiÄ BeTep MeHAycnoKOHT,
BecenuT 3010TOŇNHCTONAN.

Kak noņapok, npHMy a pa3nyky
H 3a6BeHHe, Kak 6naronaTb.
Ho, CKaKH MHC, Ha kpecTHYIo MyKy
Tb Apyryio nocMeeubnocnaTb?

NPEJ4YBCTBHE

CHOBA Tyyu HagoMHOIO
CoopaıHCA B THuIHHe;
PoK 3ABHCTIHBBIÄ őeņoko
YrpoxaeT CHOBAMHe..
CoxpaIO Nb K CYAb6e npespeHbe?
IlOHecy Nb HaBCTpeuy eñ
HernpeknoHHOCT5 H Tepnenbe
Topaoň IO10CTH M0cÄ?

EypHoň KH3HDIOyroMneHHLIÄ,
PaBHoAyuIHO6ypu KJy:
MoxeT GbITb, eIme cnaceHHLIĂ,
CHOBA ipncraHb a Hañny.

Here I am free

[..J
Here I am, free. Everythingcamusesme
At night, the Muse comes to console
me; in the morning, glory comesand
shakes her rattle in my ear.

No need to pray for me, Or to
turn aroundon yor way ut...
The black wind will sootheme,
Thegolden autunn will bemy
joy.

Like a gift, the break will be offered,
oblivion a blessing.
But tell me, will you dare impose
this way of the cross onsomeone
else?

Catacombae - Cum mortuis in lingua mortua -Foreboding-AlexanderPushkin (Excerp)

Foreboding

The silent clouds
On my head they gather again, From now
on the envious fate
A new misfortune threatens me. Can
I still with disdain,As once inmy
youth, Patiently andwithout
weakness?

But before fate takes its
revenge, Before the hourl
foresee, Il can't wait to shake
yourhandfor the lasttime,my
angel.

Bo CHe

MHe c TO6OOKaK rope c ropoto...
MHe c To6oŇ Ha cBeTenCT)pevnHer.
TonbKO ŐbI ThINONHOVHOIO nopoto
Yepes 3BC3ALIMHe npkcnan npHBeT.



The hut on hen's feet1 - Baba Yaga - (Extract from the Russian folk tale) -
Adapted by Joêl Mórah

Speaking voice:

In a villege in the Russian countryside lived a ltle giri who no longer had a mother. Her father remarried, but he
chose a wicked woman. She hated the itle girt and treated her badly. "How can I get rid of this child?" thought the
stepmother.
One day, when her husband had gone to the market, she sad to the little girl: "Go to my sister, your kind
aunt, and ask her for a needle and thread to sew you a shirt.
As she was clever, the ltle girl asked for advice from her really nice aunt, her real mummy's sister...
"You were right. This stepmother's sister is none other than Baba Yaga, the cruel ogress! But listen to me.: there's a
birch tree in her garden that will want to whip your eyes with its branches, so tie a ribbon around its trunk. You'll see a
big squeaky gate that wants to close by itself, so put someoil on its hinges. Dogs will want to eat you, throw them
some bread. Finally, you'll see a cat thatll gouge your eyes out, give it a piece of ham. Then she walked for a long
time, and finaly arrived at the house of Baba-Yaga, who was weaving.
"Hello Auntie.
- Hello,niece.
-My mother sent me to ask you for a needle and thread so that she could sew me a shirt.
Right, I'nm off to get you a straight needle and some white thread. In the meantime, sit down and weave.

The little girl set to work. She was very happy.
But suddenly she heard Baba-Yaga say to her servant in the courtyard: "Heat the bath and wash my niece
thoroughly. I want to eat her for dinner.

The hut on hen's feet 2 - Baba Yaga - (Extract from the Russian folk tale)
Translation from French to Russian: Katia and Irina Tcherniaeva

Voixchantéeet parlée:

A xoy yňTH, AXO4y yőexaTbOTCIONa!
A He xo4y cTpanaTb, 1 XOYy yőexaTb OTCIona !

Tbi TKëWb, NeMAHHHua? Tbi TKÖUID, MHJNAA?

H TKY MOA TēTA, A TKY ba6a Ara..

Ho Baőa Are HerepnwTCA,OHa Tpe6yeT, YTO6BI
ena 6biJna npuraTOBNeHHa.

I want to leave, I want to get away from here!
I dont want to sufer, I want to get out of here!

Are you weaving, my niece? Are you weaving,
mysweetdarling?
I'm weaving, Auntie, I'm weaving Baba Yaga.

But Baba-Yaga was geting impatient; she
insisted that her meal be prepared.

But the child ran away!
The cat! Why didnt you gouge his eyes out,
you traitor?
She gave me some good ham.
And the rest of you?
We dogs got some nice soft bread and the gate
got ts hinges well oiled. I, the faithful servant,
got a pretty red kerchief.

Sitting on her broom, the ogress sets off in
pursuit of the younggind.
Now the child is in the woods and rivers
leading to his father

I want to leave, I want to get away from here!
I dont want to suffer, I want to get out of here!

Will you weave, my niece, will you weave, my
darling? I'm running away, Baba Yaga, I'm
running away from my aunt.

But Baba- Yaga was getting impatient, she
insisted that her meal be prepared.

Cena Ha METIY BEIHKAHWA H norHanacL 3a
AeBOYKoň.
leBoyKa nepecekna nec HpeKy H BHIINA Ha
Nopory BeAyuiyo K A0MY oTųa.

A xouy yäTH, A XO4Y yőexaTb 0TCIOJA !
A He xo4y crpaņatTb, 1 XO4Y yőexaTb OTCIOJA !

TH TKëub, IIEMAHHHLA. Tb TKËUID,MHNan?
A yőery baőa Ara, a yőery oT Teón.

Ho ba6a Are HeTepnuTCa,OHa TpeoyeT, "TO6bl
eja GbIa ipurarOBJIeHHa



The Great Gate of Kiev - Exegi monurmentum - Alexander Pushkin (Extrac)

Exegi monumentum

A namaTHHK CC6e Bo3ABHr HepykoTBOPHbHÄ,
KHCMYHe 3apocteT Haponas Tpona,
Bo3HeccCA BHIUIC OH FNABOO HenOKopHoñ
AnekcaHApHÃCKOoro cTOAna.

HeT, BeCb A He yMpy
Moñ npax nepexHBeT HTneHbA yócKHT-
H cnaReH 6yAy s,NOKONLB nonyHHOM MHpe
KHB 6yneTXOTHoņuH NHHT.

Ayua B 3aBeTHOMNMpe

Cyx o6o MHe npoŘAeT nOBCERPycHBEAMKOR,
H HasoBeT MCHABCAKCYUMŘB HeR A3bIK,
H ropAbiĂ BHỴKCNABAH,M¢ÒHHH,H Hbl He AMKOň
TyHry3, M Apyr cTeneñ kanMbIK.

BeneHbIo 60KHIO, o My3a, 6YALnOcAyuwna,
06HA HeCTpauwacb,He Tpeőya BeHųa,

XBany KACBCTYnpeMaH paBHOAyuHO,
H He ocnapnBaš rnynua.

Exegi monumentum

Without e human masterbuilder, I am
erecting amonumerntwhose path the people
will walk tirelessly. Its head is unsubdued and
rises higher than the Alexandrian column

Death will not have all. Surviving in my yre
my soul will delyashes andcorruptionend l
will be glorious as long as the moon in the sky
shines on a single poet

Iwillbecelebratedin theimmenseRussiaand
everynation will repeat my name: proud
Slav, Finn, Tungus stil wild andKalmyk friend
of the steppe.

Be docile, O my Muse, to the divine
injunction, expect no crown and fear no
affront, receive praise and insult serenely
without quibbling with fools.


