Tchaikovsky Liza’s aria (The Queen of Spades) — Act 3
Text by Modest Tchaikovsky

Russian

Transliteration
Y nonHo4Yb 6nm3unTcs,

[US h pél -nach’ bli-zi 'tsa] Word-to-word translation
Stressed vowel

Already midnight is approaching

A 'epmaHa BCE HeT, BCE HeT!
[A Gér-ma-na fsjo njet, fsjo njet]

But Hermann is not here, not here.

4 3Hato, OH NpuaerT,
[ja zna-ju on pri-djét]

| know he will come

PacceeT nogospeHbe.
[ras-se-jet pa-da-zrén’-je]
To take away the suspition.

OH xepTBa cny4as

[On zhér-tva slu-cha-ja]

He is a victim of an accident.

W npecTtynneHbsa He MOXeT,
[Ee pri-stup-lé-n'ja ne mé-zhet]

And a crime he cannot.

He moxeT coBepLunTb.
[Ne méz-het sa-ver-shit’]

Cannot commit.

AX, nctommnaco, ucctpaganachb s

[Ah ees-ta-mi-las’, ees-stra-da-las’ ja]
Ah, | am worn out, tormented

AX, nctommnacb 9 ropem...

[Ah ees-ta-mi-las’ ja gé6-rem]

Ah, | am worn out with grief.

Houbto nu, AHEM TOMbKO O HEM
[N6ch’-ju lee, dnjom, tol’-ka a-njom]

Night or day, it’s all about him.
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Hdymon cebsa ncrepsana 1,
[Du-maj si-bja ees-ter-za-la ja]

With thoughts | tortured myself.

"ae e Tbl pagocTb GbiBanas?
[Gdje zhe ty ra-dast’ by-va-la-ja]

Where is the joy of the past?

AXx, ncrommnacs, ycrana s!
[Ah ees-ta-mil-as’, us-ta-la ja]

Ah | am worn out and tired.

XKu3Hb MHe NuLwb pagocTb cynuna,
[Zhizn’ mnje lish’ r4-dast’ su-li-la]

Life only joy promised (to me)

Tyya Hawna, rpoMm npuHecna.
[Tu-cha nash-la, grom pri-nes-l4]

A could arrived, thunder brought.

Bcé, uto s B Mmupe nobuna,
[Fsjo shto jav mi-re lju-bi-la]

Everything | loved in the world

CuacTbe, Hagexabl pasbunal
[Schas-tje, na-dézh-dy raz-bi-la]

Happiness, hopes are broken.

AX, uctommnacs, yctana s
[Ah ees-ta-mil-as’, us-ta-la ja]

Ah | am worn out and tired.

Hou4bto nu, AHEM TOMbKO O HEM
[Néch’-ju lee, dnjom, tol’-ka a-njom]

Night or day, it’s all about him.

Hdymon cebsa ucrepsana 1,
[Du-maj si-bja ees-ter-za-la ja]

With thoughts | tortured myself.

'oe e Tbl pagocTb ObiBanan?
[Gdje zhe ty ra-dast’ by-va-la-ja]
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Where is the joy of the past?

Tyua npuwna v rpo3y npuHecna,
[Tu-cha pri-shla ee gra-zu pri-nes-lg]

A cloud arrived and thunderstorm brought,

CuacTbe, Hagexabl pasbunal
[Schas-tje, na-dézh-dy raz-bi-la]

Happiness, hopes are broken.

A ncromunachk, 9 nucctpaganach!
[Ja ees-ta-mi-las’, ja ees-stra-da-las’]

| am worn out, | am tormented

Tocka rpbI3€T MEHS U rMOXeT.
[Tas-ka gry-zjot mi-nja ee gloé-zhet]

This sorrow is gnawing me and nibbling (me).
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