Rachmaninov Fate (Cydsba) — op. 21, No 1

Text by A. Apukhtin

On Beethoven’s Symphony No 5

1.

C cBoel NoXoaHO0 KIHOKOW,
[ssva-jé] pa-hdéd-na-ju klju-kéj]
With her walking stick,

C cBOMMU MpayHbIMKU 04aMu,
[ssva-i-mi mrach-ny-mi a-cha-mi]
With her dark eyes,

Cyabba, kak rpo3HbIi YHacoBOW,
[sud’-ba kak gréz-nyj che-sa-voj]
The Fate, as a brutal guardian,

Mosclogy cnenyet 3a HaMmu.
[pa-fsja-du slé-du-jet za-na-mi]
Follows us everywhere.

begon nuuo ee rposuT,
[bi-doj li-tsé je-j6 gra-zit]
Her face promises misfortune,

OHna B yrposax nocepgena,
[a-na vug-ré-zah pa-si-dé-la]
She’s grown grey throwing threats,

OHa yx MHOrnx ogornena,
[a-na ush mnoé-gih a-da-lé-1a]
Many she has defeated

W BCE CTyuuT, 1 BCE CTYuuT:
[ee fsjo stu-chit, ee fsju stu-chit]
Yet she keeps knocking..

CTyK, CTYK, CTYK...
[stuk, stuk, stuk]

Knock, knock, knock...

MonHo, gpyr,
[poél-na druk]

Come on, my friend,

Bbpocb 3a cyacTnem roHaTbea!
[bros’ za schas-ti-jem ga-nja-tsa]
Give up your pursuit of happiness!
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CTyK, CTYK, CTYK...

[stuk, stuk, stuk]
Knock, knock, knock...

2.

BegHsk coBcem 06XUNCS C HEM:
[bid-njak saf-sém ab-zhil-sja snej]
The poor has accepted her,

Pyka c pykon oHu rynsior,
[ru-ka sru-kéj a-ni gu-lja-jut]
They walk hand in hand,

CbupatoT BMmecTe xneb ¢ nonewn,
[sbi-ra-jut vmeés-te hlep spa-l1éj]
Together they pick crops in fields

B Harpagy BmecTe rosiogator.
[vha-gra-du vmeés-te ga-la-da-jut]
And starve together in reward.

[leHb uenbin JoXab ero Kponumr,
[den’ tsé-lyj dosht’ je-vé kra-pit]

The rain soaks him all day,

Mo Beyepam nackaet Bblora,
[pa-vi-che-ram las-ka-jet v’ja-ga]
In the evening he is beaten by storms,

A HOYbLIO C rops aa ¢ ucnyra
[a-n6ch’-ju sgé-rja da sys-pu-ga]

And at night, through misery and fear,

Cynbba cKBO3b COH €My CTYYUT:

[sud’-ba skvos’ son je-mu stu-chit]

The Fate keeps knocking in his sleep...

CTyK, CTYK, CTYK...

[stuk, stuk, stuk]
Knock, knock, knock...

[MmaHb-Ka, gpyr,
[gljan’-ka druk]

Look, my friend,

Kak gpyrne noxusatot!
[kak dru-gi-je pa-zhi-va-jut]
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How the others live...

3.

,El,pyrme npa3gHoBaTb COLWINCH
[dru-gi-je pra-zna-vat’ sa-shlis’]
The others gathered to celebrate

BOraTCTBO, MOJ1040CTb 1 CrnaBy.
[ba-gat-stva mé-la-dast’ ee sla-vu]
Wealth, youth and fame,

Nx necHu pPaaoCTHO HECJIUCD,
[eeh pés-ni ra-das-na nis-lis’]
They sang cheerful songs,

BuHo cmeHunock nv B 3abasy;
[vi-né sme-ni-las’ eem vza-ba-vu]
Drinking joy like wine.

[aBHO yXX MNP Y HUX LLYMWUT,
[dav-né ush pir u-nih shu-mit]
The feast was loud and long,

Ho cmonknu Bapyr, 6negHes, roctu...
[no smol-kli vdruk blid-né-ja gés-ti]
But the guest went pale and quiet

Pykon, gpoxaluer OT 3510CTH,
[ru-kéj dra-zha-schi-ju at-zlés-ti]
When the Fate’s hand, shaking with rage,

Cyabba B OKOLLKO K HUM CTYYUT:
[sud’-ba va-késh-ka knim stu-chit]
Knocked on the window...

CTyK, CTYK, CTYK...
[stuk, stuk, stuk]

Knock, knock, knock...

HoBbin apyr
[n6-vyj druk]

A new friend

K Bam npuwwen, rotoBbTe MeCTO!
[kvam pri-shol ga-tof’-te més-ta]
Has come to join, prepare a seat.

4,

Ho ecTb e c4yacTbe Ha 3emre!

[no jest’ zhe schas’-tjie na zim-lé]

@Anastasia Witts



But there is happiness in the world -

OpHaxabl, NOMHbIA OXMUAAHbS,
[ad-nazh-dy pdl-nyj a-zhi-dan’-ja]

Once, full of hope,

C BOCTOpProm loHbIM Ha Yyerne
[svas-tér-gam ju-nym na chi-lé]
With young wonder upon his face

Mpuwen cyacTtnmeey Ha cBuaaHbLe!
[pri-shél scha-sli-vets na svi-dan’-je]
A happy groom came to meet his beloved.

ELwe oanH oH, BCé Mon4uT,
[je-sché a-din on, fsjo mal-chit]
He is still alone, everything is peaceful,

3aps 3a poLyen noTyxaer,
[za-rja za ro6-schej pa-tu-ha-et]
The sunset is dying behind the grove,

W conosen YX 3aTuxaer,
[ee sa-la-vé] ush za-ti-ha-jet]
The nightingale’s song is ceasing,

A cepaue bbeTca n CTy4uT:
[a sér-tse b’jo-tsa ee stu-chit]
But the heart is beating and knocking.

CTyK, CTYK, CTYK...
[stuk, stuk, stuk]

Knock, knock, knock...

Munbein gpyr,
[mi-lyj druk]

Dear friend,

Tl NnpugeLwwb Ny Ha cBuaaHbe?
[ty pri-djésh-li na svi-dan’-je]
Will you come to see me?

5.

Ho BoT naet oHa,  BMUT

[no vot ee-djoét a-na ee vmik]
And here she comes.

JTtoboBb, TpeBora, oXXuaaHoe,
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[lju-béf, tri-vé-ga, a-zhi-dan’-je]
Love, anxiety, impatience,

BrnaxeHCTBO - BCE CNUIIOChb Y HNX
[bla-zhén-stva - fsjo sli-lés’ u-nih]
Bliss — everything merges for them

B ogHo 6e3ymHoe nob3aHbe!
[vad-né bi-zim-na-je lab-zan’-je]
In one passionate kiss.

Hemas Houb Ha HUX magnT,
[ni-ma-ja noch na-nih gli-dit]
A quiet night looks down upon them,

Bcé Hebo 3annTo orHamu,
[fsjo né-ba za-li-ta ag-nja-mi]
The sky is full of light,

A KTO-TO TMXO 3a KycTamu

[a kté-ta ti-ha za kus-ta-mi]
But someone in the bushes

KrtoKon JOKYYHOO CTY4UT:
[klju-ké] da-kuch-na-ju stu-chit]

Is knocking with her walking stick:

CTyK, CTYK, CTYK...
[stuk, stuk, stuk]

Knock, knock, knock...
Crapbin gpyr
[sta-ryj druk]

Old friend

K Bam npwuLuen, 4OBOSIbHO cHacTbsA!

[kvam pri-shél da-vél’-na scha-st’ja]

Has come, enough of happiness.
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