No 5. The Gray-Eyed King

Prokofiev Five Anna Akhmatova Songs
Text A. Akhmatova, from “The Evening”, Dec 1910

CnaBa Tebe, 6e3bicxogHas 6onb!
[sla-va ti-bé be-zys-hdd-na-ja bol’]

Hail to thee, oh immovable pain!

YMep BYepa cepornasblil KOporb.
[U-mer fche-r4 se-ra-gla-zyj ka-rél’]
Died yesterday the grey-eyed king.

Beuyep oceHHuin BbIT AyLweH n an,
[vé-cher a-sén’-nij byl du-shen ee al]

The evening autumnal was stifling and red,

My>X MOW, BEPHYBLUNCb, CMOKOMHO CKasart:

[mush moj vir-nuf-shis’ spa-koj-na ska-zal]

Husband of mine, having returned, calmly said:

«3Haellb, C OXOTbl €ro NPUHECHN,
[zna-jesh sa-ho-ty je-vo pri-nes-li]
“You know, from hunting they brought him (back)

Teno y ctaporo gyb6a Hawnu.

[te-la u-sta-ra-va du-ba nash-li]
The body by the old oak was found.

>Kanb koponesy. Takon monogown!..
[zhal’ ka-ra-le-vu. Ta-koj ma-la-doj]

| pity the queen. He was so young.

3a Ho4b OOHY OHa CTana cegomny.

[za-nach ad-nu a-na sta-la se-doj]

In one night shed turned grey.”
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TpybKy CBOIO Ha KaMyHe HaLLén

[trup-ku sva-ju na ka-mi-ne na-shol]

The pipe of his on the mantelpiece found

N Ha paboTy HOYHYIO YLLUEN.

[ee na ra-bo-tu nach-nu-ju u-shol]
And for the night work left.

[o4ky Moto 9 cenyac pasbyxy,
[doch-ku ma-ju ja sej-chas raz-bu-zhu]

The daughter of mine | now will wake.

B cepble rnasku ee nornsxy.
[fse-ry-je glas-ki je-jo pa-gli-zhu]

In the grey eyes of hers will look.

A 32 OKHOM LLENeCTAT TONONs:
[a za-ak-nom she-le-stjat ta-pa-lja]

And behind the windows rustle the poplar trees:
«HeT Ha 3emne TBOEro Kopons...»

[net na-zim-le tva-je-vo ka-ra-lja]

“No more on Earth is your king.”
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