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A man in temper claimed...

Psalm 52. Music by unknown author (XVII cent.). Lyrics by Simeon of Polotsk from the “Psalter in

Rhyming”

Myx Oy#i B cepaue riarosaiie,
Hectp bor npasbiii 1 HeOs1IIE.
TeM ke Bpasu Cu s TIIMILA,
TeM ke Bpa3u cH csl TIIHIIIA,

B nenex cBoux Mep31ibl OblIIa.

I'ocnioaw cBbIIIE caM NIPU3PEI ECTh,

B chIHEX JIFOICKUX caM CMOTPEIN €CTb.
EcTp 11 KTO B HUX IIpaBy 3HAsH,
EcTb 1 KTO B HUX IpaBay 3HAsH
Wiu bora Bo3bickasi

A man in temper claimed:

God is not right and does not exist.
In claiming so, he fell in sin

In claiming so, he fell in sin

And committed a heinous crime

The Lord looks from heaven
Down on the sons of man

To see if there are any true to God,
To see if there are any true to God,
Or praising God.

He who dwells under the shelter of the Almighty...
Psalm 90. V. Titou (approx. 1650-1710). Adapted by K. Sharau. Lyrics by Simeon of Polotsk from the

“Psalter in Rhyming”

boxe, TOMOIIY BBIIIHATO BPYUYUTCS,
B kpoBe HeOecHa bora BogBopuTCsL.
I'ocnony peyet: 3aCTynTHUK MOH €cH,
ThI MU HaJEXKa, *KUBBIA Ha HEOECH.

OH TS OT CETH JOBSIIUX U30aBUT,
CJI0BO MATEXKHO Jajiede OTCTaBUT,
[Mnemma CBoumu OyAET OCEHSTH,
Kpuner CBouMu oT O/ 3amumniaTy.

Ombra mai fu
G. F. Handel (1685—-1759). From Serse

Ombra mai fu
Di vegetabile
Cara ed amabile
Soave piu

He who dwells under the shelter of the Almighty
is under the protection of God.

He says to the Lord: you are my protector,

I have faith in you, oh dear God.

God will deliver you from catching nets,
from mutinous words will keep you safe
He will provide you with a shelter,
Protect you from evil with his wings

3

Never was the shade,
Gift from a tree of green
Precious or lovelier
More sweet, more dear
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My Sweetheart, you hurt my feelings

Canzone from the “Polotsk Notebook”. Anonymous (XVII cent.)

S mapaneHsl TabOM, 13eyUbIHA KaXaHa.
Ofii, sik kericka, 00NbHA aJ] TITal paHBI.
Maé capuaiika TpBIMIIIIb a1 aTPYTHI,
He Benaro mto pabdinb aj maKyThI.

An 1s16e, A3sY4UbIHA, 51 YaKaro JIeKay.
Bepy: nauakarock — cTaHy YaJlaBeKaM.
Tonbki ycMiXHeNIcs — najiapyel pyxy,
Copra BbUIeUBIII Maé, a TaKcaMa JyIry

Polonaise 11

My sweetheart, you hurt me,

This wound is bleeding so hard.

This poison speeds up the rate of my heart.
I do not know what to do with all this pain.

My sweetheart, I am longing for a cure,
I know, you’ll bring me to life,

If you just smile — like a rose blossom,
You’ll heal my heart and soul.

Michal Kleofas Oginski (1765-1833). Lyrics by unknown author

barariiie menp y>xo 3HiKJIa aXBOTa,

Pan Oyny sik sro acThIHE CIIE.

[Tatpa6eH MHE TBOW CMeX, CMEX 1 MAIIYO0TA,
Pyka TBast MiJI€ii, 96IM IIDJTBI CBET.

Barame Menp y>o 3HiKJIa aXBOTa,

Pan Oyny sik siTo acThIHE Cren.

IlITo Oe3 110€ MHE OJISICK, IITO OJIICK MHE
I3THI,

CnaBa ¥ KbILI, HIOBI KOJIAC MTYCTHI.

JIr061, mo06i MsHEe — Oya3eM Ha Hebe!
TBo#i Tonac cray Mijiei: msel iM ThI

I have no desire for wealth anymore,

I wish I could leave it behind.

I crave your laugh and affection.

Your hand is dearer to me than the world.

I have no desire for wealth anymore,

I wish I could leave it behind.

This glitter is worthless to me without you,
Glory is worthless as an empty rye head.

Love me — and we will be in the sky!
Your voice ever sweeter 1s music for me.
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Rivolgete a Lui Lo Sguardo
W. A. Mozart (1756—1791). From Cosi fan tutte

Rivolgete a lui lo sguardo
E vedrete come sta :

Tutto dice, io gelo, 1o ardo
Idol mio, pieta, pieta,

E voi cara un sol momento

I1 bel ciglio a me volgete

E nel mio ritroverete

Quel che il labbro dir non sa.
Un Orlando innamorato

Non € niente in mio confronte;
Un Medoro il sen piagato
Verso lui per nulla io conto :
Son di foco 1 miei sospiri
Son di bronzo I suoi desiri,
Se si parla poi di merto
Certo 10 sono ¢ egli ¢ certo
Che gli uguali non si trovano
Da Vienna al Canada ,

Siam due Credi per ricchezza,
Due Narcisi per bellezza

In amor 1 Marcantoni

Verso noi sarian buffoni
Siam piu forti d;un ciclopo,
Letterati al par di Esopo.

Se balliamo un Pichne chede
Si gentil e snello ¢ il piede,
Se cantiam col trillo solo
Facciam torto all'usignuolo,
E qualch'altro capitale
Abbiam poi che alcun non sa.

Bella, bella, tengon sodo :
Se ne vanno ed 10 ne godo!
Eroine di costanza,
specchi son di fedelta

Polonaise in ¢ minor

Return his glance

and you'll see how it is:

It says everything: I freeze, | burn
My idol, have pity, pity

And you, beloved, for just a moment
cast your lovely eye on me

And in me you will find

that which the lip doesn't know how to say.
Some love-struck Orlando

Is nothing compared to me;

A Medoro with wounded breast

Is as nothing next to me:

My sighs are fire

His lust is bronze

So if we speak of merit

[ am sure and he is sure

You cannot find equals

From Vienna to Canada.

The two of us are rich as Croesus
Handsome as Narcissus

In love, Marc Anthonys

would seem like clowns in comparison
We are stronger than a Cyclops
Writers on par with Aesop.

If we dance, Pichne bows to
our refined narrow feet
Singing, a single trill

puts nightingales to shame
And we have other strengths
That you still don't know.

Beauty, beauty, hold fast:
If they go, I rejoice
Heroines of constancy

are mirrors of faithfulness.

Michal Kleofas Oginski (1765-1833). Solo piano.
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Franz Schubert (1797-1828). Lyrics by Ludwig Rellstab; Trans. by V. Siomukha

Lixi ciey Moii, Ha 3MsIpKaHH1
Ja rsg6e i,
V raii BIUdpHI Ha CIIATKaHHE,
Minasi, npbIiA3i.

VY Haubl JiCTBA MIANOYa —
Mecsi1oBbI yac,

I ¥ cBsTIIC HAYHBIM HIXTO Tam
He ycTpbiBOXKBILG HAC,

Uyerm, — necHsi canayinai
Kiiuy s ¥ xyp0e,

[Ipa moii cyM siHa maBiHHA
Packa3zanp Tabe.

bonw maéit capmpuHail Myki,
Moii camoaxi 005,

[Ipa3 kpeImTanbHai MeCHi TyKi
[Iepanmaus ga3Bolb,

JbIK IpbIMi K Maé MpBI3HAHHE,
JIro6as mag,

Brriin3i nmecHsii Ha cIaTKaHHE,
[lecusii canays,

Jro6oy mas.

Softly my songs plead
through the night to you;
down into the silent grove,
beloved, come to me!

Slender treetops whisper

and rustle in the moonlight;

my darling, do not fear

that the hostile betrayer will overhear us.

Do you not hear the nightingales call?
Ah, they are imploring you;

with their sweet, plaintive songs

they are imploring for me.

They understand the heart’s yearning,
they know the pain of love;

with their silvery notes

they touch every tender heart.

Let your heart, too, be moved,
beloved, hear me!

Trembling, I await you!
Come, make me happy
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Vocal cycle of four songs. Music by Stanislaw Moniuszko. Lyrics by Wladyslaw Syrokomla

(Transl. by U. Markhel)

Mas mipa m1s crieBay,

3 yapajseickara apaBa!
Tw1 3ayc€npl ca MHOMO!
[Tpa3 ms16e maro ciry,
KaJli XK JISTY ¥ Mariny,
THI CJIaBail Oya3b Maéro.

I's11, welpoka na ceeue
BOJITYK TBOW pasHscella,
CJIOBBI TIECH] TTAMHOKBIITb.
ITecns 3 kpato 1a Kparo
noiaze ax na ynaro,

i ga Kiesa, moxa,

i ga Kiesa, Mmoxa.

[HoTbIM ¥ n€ThI sKist
NPT O3] 9yKbIS,
30sIpyIIb TFO3EH JIsI IOMY:
"Xovam rasHyIb Ha J131Ba,
J13€ Ball JIiPHIK 3bI9TiBBI,
JIpPHIK, CBETY BSIJIOMBI'".

Bock Tanet m101 MICIIOBBI
MavHe YCIaMiH BSICKOBHI,
pacIycCIiib narajiocki,

1 manTaria Jioja oyze:

"Cxynb nanékis o3
3HAIOIb IIECHI 1X BECKI,
3HAOLb IIECHI 1X BECKI?".

["onap Bécki Oaratsr:
J3€111, XJIOTIIBI, 135Ty9aThl —
yce 3 JIFOI3bMi 9YXKbIMI,
yce 3 JII0JI3bMI Uy>KbIMi
OyyIb 3rajBalh 3 ObuIOra
clayHara JipHika Tora,
HITO CIIsSIBAY MaMix iMi,
NaBSTyIb JTFOJT IPBIOBLIBI
Jla TIBIHTapHAN Marijibl,

Jla KpbDKa 1 J1a KIEHY,
ropaa Y3HIMYIlb TAJIOBBI:
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My lira for singing songs,

you are made from a magic tree!
You are always with me!

My strength comes from you,
and when I go to my grave,

you will become my glory.

Hey, your echo will spread wide around the world,
and multiply the words of this song.

From end to end the song will walk,

all the way to the Danube,

or to Kiev, probably,

Or to Kiev, probably.

Someday, strangers will come

and call our people to a meeting at a house:
“We would like to see this miracle.

Where is your friendly lira player,

your world-famous lira player?”

This is when local people will start recalling
our village story,

spreading rumors

and whispering to each other:

“Why do all these people coming from far away
know our village songs,
know our village songs?”

The village will be very honored.
Children, boys and girls,

all of them together with the strangers,
all of them together with the strangers,
will restore from the past

memories of that glorious lira player
who sang among them,

and they will lead these newly arrived people
to a grave in a cemetery,

to a cross under a maple tree,

and proudly hold their heads high:



"TyT Hall JIPHIK BSICKOBBI

rpay Ha JipHI ]a CKOHY,
rpay Ha JipbI 1a CKOHY'".
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“Here is where our lira player
played the lira until the very end,
played the lira until the very end.”

Godmother and Godfather (Chums)
Music by Stanislaw Moniuszko. Lyrics by Jan Czeczot

KymMma HiTak Hamparna,
y MaTOK iX 3BiBaJa.
Kyw™m n3iBiycs, sik roxka
KyMa HiTKi Bil[b MO,
KyM J31BiyCsl, SIK TOXKa
KyMa HiTKI Billb MOXa.

Hagapery xym &if miBa,
yacTaBallb CTay 3bIWIiBa
1 A31BiyCs, SIK TOXKA
KyMa ITiBa il MOXa,

1 A31BiyCs, SIK TOXKA
KyMa ITiBa IiIh MOXKa.

SIk 3 OsAcCennl aTHONYEI
KyM KyMy BEY YHOYBI,
én m3isiycs: "O, boxa!

KyMa Hcii ¥xo He moxa!",

én m3isiycs: "O, boxa!

KyMa Hcii ¥xo He moxa!"

Godmother was spinning yarn,

godmother rolled the yarn into a ball,

and godfather was astonished at how craftily
she could spin.

Godfather brewed beer,
Godfather served godmother a feast,

Godfather was astonished at how artfully
she could drink.

Godfather escorted godmother
home at night.

Godfather was astonished

that godmother could not walk.
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Music by Stanislaw Moniuszko. Lyrics by Jan Czeczot

IITamxka, nramka,
CKyJb JIALIII THl —
i He 3 HamIbIX HIY?

Kab mauyns MmHE
IlITo a0 Mminaii,
S 6 mryaciiBeI OBIY.

Mo 65112
V sie cagouky?
i e cTpana Tam

Toi Hanroxxai,
Jla sikoii ObI
[Tansauey s cam?

i ve uyna
BrimankoBa
ThI XOITb KOJBKI CIIOY

Toit, sxas
He BeIxoa3ins
3 Maix IOHBIX CHOY?

AX TEBI, IITAIIIKA,
Amtsraem —
VY sakyto x nans?

MHue nakinysna
I3HOY TYT
[Ta Haiiminaii >xanb.

Little bird, little bird
Where are you coming from -
Maybe from our land?

If only I could learn
How my sweetheart is there,
I would be so happy.

Maybe you have been
in her garden?

Have you met there
The most beautiful girl,
To whom I would fly right away?

Maybe you heard by chance
Even a few words

Arom the one girl
Who lives in my youth dreams.

Oh, you little bird
You fly away -
To what far lands?

You leave me here again,
Longing for my sweetheart.



The Voice of My Land

O, Sainte Medaille... Avant de quitter ces lieux
C. Gounod (1818-1893). From Faust

O sainte médaille,

Qui me vient de ma sceur,
Au jour de la bataille,
Pour écarter la mort,
Reste sur mon coeur.

Avant de quitter ces lieux,

Sol natal de mes aieux

A toi, Seigneur et Roi des cieux,
Ma soeur je confie.

Daigne de tout danger

Toujours, toujours la protéger,
Cette soeur si chérie

daigne de tout danger la protéger,
Daigne la protéger de tout danger!
Délivré d'une triste pensée

J'irai chercher la gloire,

La gloire au sein des ennemis,

Le premier, le plus brave,

Au fort de 1la mélée,

J’irai combattre pour mon pays,
Et si, vers lui, Dieu me rappelle,
Je veillerai sur toi fidéle,

O Marguerite!

Avant de quitter ses lieux,

Sol natale de mes aieux,

A toi, Seigneur et Roi des cieux,
Ma soeur je confie!

O Roi des cieux, jette les yeux,
Protége Marguerite, Roi des cieux!

Love Song
Jan Tarasiewicz. Solo piano.
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O holy medal,

Which comes to me from my sister,
On the day of battle,

To ward off death,

Remain upon my heart.

Before I leave this town,

My forefathers' native place,

To you, Lord and King of Heaven,

Do I entrust my sister.

I beg you to defend her

From every peril,

My beloved sister.

Freed from this harrowing thought,

I shall seek glory in the enemy's ranks,
The first, the bravest, in the thick of the
fray,

I shall go and fight for my country.
And if God should call me to his side,
I shall faithfully watch over you,

O Marguerite.

Before I leave this town,

My forefathers' native place,

To you, Lord and King of Heaven,
O King of Heaven, hear my prayer
And defend Marguerite,

O King of Heaven.
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For Long | Have Been Sick in Body ([ayHo y»Ko uenam A xsap3to)
Jan Tarasiewicz (1889-1961). Lyrics by Maksim Bahdanovich

JayHo yxo 1enam s XBapato,
I xBop mymoi, —

I Toneki Ha 1110€ Hag3es,
Kpaii poaus! moii!

Y poaHBIM Kparo €ciib KpbIHIIA
JKriBol Banml.

Tam ToJbKi 5 3Mary na3osIiia
Cgaeii HyIbl.

Kami-x y iMm ympy—3ariny,—
He xamntoch !

Hs Oyazen usbKkast Thl ChIHY
Csaiimy, 3eMIIsL.

Tam xoup y riaiHe? xoub y Opynse,
Tam mmazg 3aMII€H,

Haiigyups Mae cnabblie rpy/3i
Cabe crakoi.

Long now my body has been ailing,
And sick my soul,—

In you alone lies hope unfailing,
My native soil!

Within my native land there is a spring
Of living water;

There only can I loose this clinging
Wearisome bother.

And if there I should die—fall all the same—
I won’t complain;

You will not press on me at all,

Your son, O plain.

There—be it in the clay? be it in mire—
There, underground,

My feeble breast, grown spent and tired,
Will peace have found.

Wept Was the Summer (Mnaakana neta, 3amnto nakigarubl)
Jan Tarasiewicz (1889-1961). Lyrics by Maksim Bahdanovich

[Tnakana nera, 35IMITIO TIAKiTAFOYBL;
[ixa jimics ChIISI31HKI Ha TI0JIe.

AJle IPBITOKa0 BOCEHBHIO SICHAIO
Tam, 13e ynasi sHbl, BeIpacTaii
KBeTki aceHbHisl, KBETKI, YCITaéHHBIS
Tyrato, Topam, ChiIsI3iHKaMi JieTa.

KBeTki aceHbHis, poAHBIs, OJeIHBIA!

Bripachki Bbl, ka0 ypas jka 1 3T1HYIIb.

Moxa, TaMy-TO Iyllla HaJlapBaHas

['sTak r000YHA BSHOK 3 Bac CIUIITAE.
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Summer wept, leaving the earth behind;
Quietly, teardrops flowed across the field.
But in fair autumn, lucid, mild of mind,
Where they had fallen, flowers were
revealed—

Autumnal flowers, flowers steeped and set
In longing, sorrow, in the summer’s tears.

Autumnal blossoms, kindred, pale as yet!
You grew, only at once to disappear.

Perhaps that’s why my soul, by rending tried,
So lovingly from you a wreath is tied.
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My Land, Please Do Not Curse Me (3amna He npaknsaHi maHe)
Dmitry Smolsky (1937-2017). Libretto by Uladzimir Karatkevich, from Grey Legend

3stMIIs, HE TIPAKJISHI MSHE, 35IMIISL, IITO
JIp3MIIE Y BEUHBIM CHE...

Kaxanas 1 Beuna Hemto0iBast, 1000y 1mMTO
BeyHa Oy/13e HaM 3/1paJiTiBaro,

HE KiHb MSIHE ¥ ISIKeITLHBIM CHE, JTI000Y.

O, sk capiia Maé€ mparHe jJackaBara Maro.
JIt000Bi MOIIH KOKHBIM paHHEM, J3SIIEH a1
TBAWUTo KaxaHHS.

BrikinbIle Mip 1 J1iTacipb, 35MIIS 1 JIF000Y .

3siMIIs1, HE TIpaKJIIHAK MsHe,

JIro60y, He makigait MsHe, KaxaHas 1 COpIy He
mro0iBast, kagaHasl i BeUHa HaM 3/IpajiiiBasi,
HE KiHb MsIHE, HE 37]paJi3b MSHE, JIF000Y.

O, sk capiia Maé€ mparHe jJackaBara Maro.
JIx00B1 MOJTIITE KOYKHBIM paHHEM, J3SIICH a
TBaWTO KaxaHHs. BbI KiHbIIE MHE MIp 1
JITaclb, 3IMJIA 1 KaXaHHE.

He npaxminaii 3ami1st GarbKoBa...

He mpaknsiHi kaxaHHe...

He xinp MsHe.

He xinbIe nekiy... Haa3el... He MpaKJIsaHi
3SIMUISL.

Earth, do not curse me—earth that slumbers,
lulled in an everlasting dream...

Beloved, ever unloved by us, O Love,

whose faith to us is ever treacherous,

do not abandon me within that hellish dream,
O Love.

Oh, how my heart longs for a gentle May—
each morning begs for love, for children
born of your loving.

Grant me—earth and love—grant me peace
and mercy.

Earth, do not curse me.

Love, do not forsake me—

beloved and yet not dear to the heart, desired
and ever faithless to us—do not cast me off,
do not betray me, Love.

Oh, how my heart longs for a tender May.
Each morning prays for love, for children

of your affection.

You—cast to me peace and mercy, earth and
love.

Do not curse me, father’s earth. ..

Do not curse—O Love...

Do not cast me away.

Do not cast me to hell... from hope...
do not curse me, earth.

Some Enchanted Evening
Richard Rodgers (1902—1979) and Oscar Hammerstein II (1895—1960). From South Pacific
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