Rachmaninov Tis Time

Text by S. Nadson
Translation by A. D. P. Briggs

Mopa! Asunck, npopok! Bcen cunoto nevanm,
[pa-ra! ja-vis', pra-rék! fsej si-la-ju pi-cha-li]

Now is the time, come forth, oh prophet, in the strength of anguish,

Bcen cunoto nobeu B3biBato s K Tebe!
[fsej si-la-ju I’'ub-vi vzy-va-ju ja k ti-bé]

the strength of love, | call upon you!

B3rnsHu, kak gpsaxnbl Mbl, B3rfsHW, Kak Mbl yCTanwu,
[vzgli-ni, kak drjah-ly my, vzgli-ni, kak my us-ta-li]

Look how feeble and wearied we are,

Kak Mbl 6e3nomMoLLHbI B My4YnTernsHon 6opbbe!
[kak my bis-pé-masch-ny vmu-chi-tel'-naj bar'-bé]

forlorn in our martyrdom.

Tenepb - unb Hukorga!... Co3HaHbe ymmpaer,
[ti-pér' il' ni-kag-da! saz-na-nje u-mi-ra-et]

Come now, or never come! The conscious mind dies,

CTtblg racHeT, coBecTb cnnT. H1 npobnecka kpyrom,
[styd gas-nit, sé-vest' spit. ni proéb-lis-ka kru-gém]

shame fades and conscience sleeps. There is no gleam of light.

OAHO HMYTOXECTBO CBOW rofloc BO3BbILLAET...
[ad-né nich-t6-zhis-tva svoj goé-las vaz-vy-shaet]

Only oblivion raises its voice.
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