No 3. The Memory of the Sun?

Prokofiev Five Anna Akhmatova Songs
Text A. Akhmatova, from “The Evening”, Jan 1911

MamaTb 0 conHue B cepale cnabeer,
[pa-mjat’ a-sOn-tse fsér-tse sla-bé-jet]

The memory of the sun in (my) heart weakens,

XKenten TpaBa.
[zhel-té] tra-va]

More yellow is the grass.

BeTep CHeXXuHkaMmu paHHUMUK BeeT
[vé-ter sni-zhin-ka-mi ran-ni-mi vé-jet]

The wind the snowflakes early brings

EnBa-enBa.
[jed-va jed-vd]
Gently, gently.

WBa Ha HebBe nycTom pacnnacrana
[eé-va na né-be pus-tom ras-plas-ta-la]

The willow in the sky empty spread-eagled

Beep ckBosHoOM.
[vé-ter skvaz-noj]
The wind through.

MoxeT BbITb, Nny4Lle, 4YTo 4 He cTana
[m6-zhet byt’ luch-she shto ja ni-sta-la]

Maybe it is for the better that | had not become

1 Also translated as “Thoughts of the sunlight”.
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Baluen xeHon.
[vAd-shej zhe-ndj]

Your wife.

MamaTb 0 conHue B cepALle cnabeer,
[pa-mjat’ a-sOn-tse fsér-tse sla-bé-jet]

The memory of the sun in (my) heart weakens,

UTto 9T0? — TbMma?
[shto é-ta? T'ma?]

What is it? Darkness?

MoxeT ObITb!.. 3a HOYb NpUNTK ycneeT
[m6-zhet byt’! z&-nach’ prij-ti us-pé-jet]
Maybe. This night should bring

3uma.
[zi-ma4]

The winter.
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