"Behind the words of Pictures at an Exhibition

GNOMUS - The gothic bedroom - Aloysius Bertrant (Extract)

Translation from French to Russian: Katia and Irina Tchemiaeva

ToTnueckuii Homep The Gothle bedroom

310 cKap6o, KTO KycaeT MoIo Wwelo, H, It's Scarbo biting my neck, cauterising my bloody

4TOG6 NPHXEYL MO0 KPOBOTONAIYIO paH WoaT, .
NOrpy»XacT CBO#H nanc‘l)( viopay plinges hls.fumace- .
[MokpacHeBMit B neyw ! reddened iron finger into i

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

Thi NOMHHIIB ABOpEL, BETHKAHOB Do you remember the colossal castle

Tbl NOMHHIIL ABOpELL BE/IHKaHOB, Do you remember the castle of colossi,

B 6acceitne cepeGpAHBIX pbi6, [...] the pool of silver fish, [...] the avenues of
Ann-eu_u3 6a-1IHH Ka-MeH-HbIX? stone towers?

Kak KOHb 307I0THCTBIH y Gawen, How the golden horse by the towers

WUrpas, BcTaBan Ha AbiGbl, reared up to play, )

W 6enblii yepnak Gbin  yKpalleH and the way the white cup was decorated
Y30paMH  TOHKO# pe3nObi? with ornaments and fine chiselling?

Thl NOMHHIB, Y  06Na4YHBIX BNagHH Do you remember, close to the cloudy

C ToGOI0 HAUUIH Mbl KapHH3, abyss we found a ledge, )
[Ae 3B834bl, KAK TOPCTb BHHOTPAAHMH, where the stars, like handfuls of grapes, spun impetuously
CTpeMHTe/JIbHO najaju BHH3? below?

TUILERIES - Claudine’s house - Colette (Extract)

Translation from French to Russian: Katia and Irina Tchemiaeva

JAom Knoauu Claudine's house
Jlet! rae jetn? The children! Where are the children?
Ay'Ay!..jeTH.. Hou !Hou !... the children...
OHM He NPHULIHK HA MONAHHKK ! They didn't come for a taste!
BepHyTcst 11 o1y K youny ? Wil they be back for
Ho kyaa ywn pern ? dinner? ‘ ‘
3aBTpa A Bac 3aKpoio ! Bul nousin ? Where are the children? Tomorrow I'll
Ho kysa yuuim seru ? lock you up!

ey & Do you understand?

Jeru! Bbl rae?
Bol nousiin ?
Jern! mama! geru! ...

Hey, kids! Where are you?

Where are you? Have you

understood?

Children! Mummy! Mummy! Children! Children!



Bydlo - The unharvested fields - Nicolas Nekrassov (Extract)

Hecxaran nonoca

Mo3ansns ocens. payn yrerean,

Jlec OGHAXHACA, NONA ONYCTEAH,
Tonbko He OxaTa NoAOCKa OAHA
[pycTHY10 AYMY HaBOAHT OHa.

Kaxerca, wenyyT Kon0OChA APyT Apyry:
"CKy4HO HaM CAYWATb OCCHHION BLIOTY,
CKY4HO CKIOHATBCA A0 CAMON 3CMAH,
TyuHbIC 3¢pHA Kynas B IbINK!

Tae e nam naxaps? yero eme xaer?
HAK MBI XyKe APYTHX yPOAHAHCH?
Hau He APYXHO UBEAH-KONOCHAKCH?”

(-]

BeTep HeceT MM nevanbHbIf OTBET:
“BameMy naxapio MOYEHbKH HET.
3Han, A8 Yero H naxan OH H cean,
Jla He no cunam paGoTy 3aTesn.
[1roxo Geaxare - He eCT H He NbeT,
Yepssb emy cepaue 6onbHoe coceT,
Pyku, 4To BuiBeIH 6OPO3AbI ITH,
Bbicoxnu B menky, NOBHCAH Kak NAeTH,
O4H NOTYCKAH, H roN0C nponan,
Y70 3ayHBIBHYIO NECHIO NeBan,
Kak, Ha coxy Haneras pykoio,
Ilaxaps 3axyM4uHBO We noaocow”.

Unharvested fields

Autumn is coming to an end and the rooks have flown,
And leafless woods and desolate fields; Yet one
land remains unharvested, Plunged in sadness,

# is abandoned.

The whispering ears of com whisper anxiously.

"How tedious is this autumn wind that

forces us to bend so low to the ground,

Dragging our ripe grain through the grey dust! [...]

Our good ploughman, what is he still waiting
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 some strange
ailment. His arms, having traced so many
straight furrows, Like dry branches, 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 the plain.”

Ballet of chicks in their shells - A childhood - Joé&l Mérah

Translation from French to Russian: Katia and Irina Tchemiacva

AercrBO

CHavana st eMy BbIPBY r/1a3a H HOC
3aTtem A eMy oTpexy o6a yxa

H TaK, KaK s npaBAa ouelb 301,

Al OTOPBY €ro 3ajiHHe Nanbl.

IloTom, s oTOpBY €ro nepeanue nanwi
H A OTPEXY ronoBy

M TaK, KaK Al 1IpaB/la O4eHb 3071,

f pa3opBy BCIO €r0 MWIKYpY.

KOrAa si niepectany Mrpatrb ¢ MOMM
nouwesuiM MUWKO#, 5 11010 1 YyBCTBYI0
ccGe Kak NTHIA.

Kouka !, Mo Kowka !, nosoxam !
NOAOKAM, 5 Te6a nokmaio

HoTopBy xBocT ! Ecn a1 TeGs noumaio, a1
cAena ¢ 1060H ToXe, YTO H C MOHM
Muwkoh.

I'ze T MO# poporoit Muwka?
I'ae Toi 2 Tl Mue Tak HY)en.
A ne cepxcycw na Te6n

A xo4y T¢65 06UATD!

A childhood

First | gouge out his eyes and nose, then |
cut off both his ears.

and as I'm really angry, | take off

both his legs.

Then | take off both his arms and cut
off his head.

and because I'm really angry, | rip off
all his fur.

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

cat! Watt till | catch you and pull your tail!
if | catch you, you'll go through the same mishaps as
my teddy bear.

where are you, my little Mishka?
where are you? | need you so

much I'm not angry anymore

| want to hug you!



Samuel Goldenberg und Schmuyle - /n a dream - Anna Akhmatova

Bo cne

Miie ¢ ToGoto kax rope ¢ ropoto...
Muie ¢ ToGoit na cnete BCTPEYH HeT.
Tonbko Gl TH NOANONIOI0 NOPOIO
epes apeaabt MHe npucaan npuser.

Limoges' the market - "Here / am fiee"

A-To BonbHag

[..]

A-To BonbHag, Bce mue 3a6asa, -
Houkio Mysa cnetur yTemars,

A HayTpo NpUTaIHUTCA cnapa
Norpemymwkoi; Hal yxoM Tpewarp.

060 Mue i MOJIMTLCA He cTouT
U, yiing, OTJIAHYTbCA Hasan,
YepHniii BETep MeHs ycnokouT,
Becenut sonotoii JIUCTONAaz.

Kax nogapox, NpUMY 51 pasnyky

H 3a6Benue, kax 6naroaars.

Ho, ckasiu mue, na KpecTHyio Myky
Tot Apyryio nocmeems nocnaarn?

Catacombae - Cum mortuis in lingua mortua - . oreboding - Alexander Pushkin (Excerpt)

NMPE4YYBCTBHE

CHoBa Ty4H Hal0 MHOIO
CoGpanucs B THWIKHE;

Pok 3aBucT/nBbIi 6e010
YrpoxaeT cHoBa MHe...

Coxpatiio /b k cyabGe npespenbe?
ITonecy nb HaBcTpeuy e
Henpexnonnocts u Tepnense
Fopaoi lonoctu Moci?

BypHo# %H3HbIO yTOMCHHDIH,

PaBHoayuino Gypu xay:
MoxeT GhITh, ele cnacennblii,

CuoBa npucraub st naiay.

[..]

In a dream

Voice of these two mountains, in
the same way We shall always be
separated, But by this star that |
love Offer me your golden salute.

Here | am free
[..]

Here I am, free. E verything amuses me _
At night, the Muse comes to console

me; in the morning, glory comes and
shakes her rattle in my ear.

No need to pray for me, Or to

turn around on your way out...
The black wind will soothe me,
The golden autumn will be my

Jjoy.

Like a gift, the break will be offered,
oblivion a blessing,

But tell me, will you dare impose
this way of the cross on someone
else?

Foreboding

The silent clouds

On my head they gather again, From now
on the envious fate

A new misfortune threatens me. Can

1 still with disdain, As once in my

youth, Patiently and without

weakness?

But before fate takes its
revenge, Before the hour I
Joresee, I can't wait to shake
your hand for the last time, my
angel.

]

- Anna Akhmatova (Extract)




The hut on hen's feet 1 - Baba Yaga - (Extract from the Russian folk tale) -
Adapted by Josl Mérah

Speaking voice :

In a village in the Russian countryside lived a little girl who no longer had a mother. Her father remarried, but he
chose a wicked woman. She hated the little girl and treated her badly. "How can | get rid of this child?" thought the

stepmother.
One day, when her husband had gone to the market, she said 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 little 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 some oil on its hinges. Dogs will want to eat you, throw them
some bread. Finally, you'll see a cat that'll gouge your eyes out, give it a piece of ham. Then she walked for a long
time, and finally 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'm 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. | 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

Voix chantée et parlée :

| want to leave, | want to get away from here!

51 xouy yHTH, 1 X0uy y6exaTh OT! !
Yy vy slona | don't want to suffer, | want to get out of here!

51 He xouy cTpaaath, s Xouy y6exathb oTcioaa !

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

Tobl TKéWb, NIeMAHHKUNA ? Tl TKéWL, MuUaas ?

A1 TKy Mosi TéTs, 51 TKy Ba6a fIra..

But Baba-Yaga was getting impatient; she

Ho ba6a fire nerepnurcs, ona Tpe6yert, 4To6bl
insisted that her meal be prepared.

esa 6b1a NpHraToBJICHHA.

But the child ran away!

The cat! Why didn't 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 its hinges well oiled. |, the faithful servant,

got a pretty red kerchief.
Ces1a Ha MeTJly BeJIMKaHIIa H NOrHajach 3a Sitting on her broom, the ogress sets off in
AeBOYKOM. pursuit of the young giri.
/leBoyka nepecek/ia Jiec ¥ PeKy ¥ BULLIA Ha Now the child is in the woods and rivers
leading to his father.

JIOpOTy BEeAYILYI0 K JOMY OTI{a.

51 xo4y yATH, 51 X04Y yGexaTh 0TClo/a !
51 He xo04y cTpajaTh, 1 x04y y6exarh 0Tclo/ia !

Tu Tkéwp, mieMannuua, Tol TKEWDL, Muaan ?
AyGery ba6a fra, s y6ery or Tebst.

Ho Ba6a fIre nerepnutcs, ona TpeGyert, 4ToGhi
e/ia Gbi/ia IpUraToB/icHya ,

| want to leave, | want to get away from here!
| don't want to suffer, | 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.




The Great Gate of Kiev - Exegi monumentum - Alexander Pushkin (Extract)

Exegi monumentum

Al naMATHHK ceGe BO3ABHT HCPYKOTBOPHBIi,
K HeMy He 3apocteT Hapoanas Tpona,
Bosnecen BlIIC OH rAaBOI0 HenokopHOil
Anexkcanapuickoro cronna.

Hert, Bech 7 we ympy — aywa 8 3asetnoit Nupe
Moit npax nepexuBeT u TaeHbA YOOKHUT —

H chamcu Gyay s, nokonns 8 TOANYHHOM Mipe
YKHB GyACT XOTHh OAMK NHHT.

Cryx 060 Mue npoftaet no seeit Pycu Beankoi,
H nasoset menn seak CYULHit B Helt A3bIK,

H ropaviit Buyk cnassm, u QHUHN, H HblHE AHKOiH
Tynrys, u apyr creneit kaambik.

(]

Besenbio 6oxuio, o My3a, Gyab nocayuina,
O6uan e cTpawacs, ve TpeGyn BeHua,
XBany u knesety npuemnu PaBHOAYWHO,
H ne ocnapusait raynua.

Exegi monumentum

Without 8 human master builder, | am
erecting a monument whose 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 lyre
my soul will defy ashes and corruption and |
will be glorious as long as the moon in the sky
shines on a single poet

I will be celebrated in the immense Russia and
every nation will repeat my name: proud
Slav, Finn, Tungus still wild and Kalm yk friend
of the steppe.

)

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




