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Conoseii

Conosew MOI, CONOBEW,
MonocucTei conosei!

Tel KyAa, Kyaa neTtulsb,
e BCIO HOYKy nponoeLb?
ConoBei Mo, CONoBew,
lonocucTblil conosei!

IAae Hawa po3a?

['ae Hawa po3a?
Opysbsa mou!
YBsana poaa,

Outa 3apul...

He rosopu:

BoT *M3KM MNagocTb,
He nosTopu:

Tak BAHET pagocCTb,
B aywe ckaxu:
MpocTul xanet...

M Ha nuneto

Ham ykaxw.

6e3ymHas

A BC& elwé ero, 6eaymHas, nobmio!
Mpv MMEHM ero Aylia Mos TpeneLleT,;
TOCKa NO-NPEXHEMY CXUMAET rpyab MOIo,

1 B30p ropsiYero Cnésoi HeBOMbHO bneLleT:

6e3ymHas, 51 BCE el ero nbnwo!

A BCE elwé ero, 6e3ymHas, nobnio!
OTpaga Tuxasi MHe B AyLly NPOHUKaeT,
W pagocCTh SicHas Ha cepale Hu3neTaer,
Koraa s 3a Hero coaaatens Monio!
6e3ymHas, a8 Bcé ewé ero niobnio!

HeT, TONbKO TOT,KTO 3Han...

HeT, Tonbko TOT,

KTO 3Han CBUAAHbS, Xaxay,
NOWMET, Kak si cTpagan

M KaK s cTpaxay.

nsxy s BAans...

HET cun, TYCKHEET OKO...

AX, KTO MeHsi nobun

1 3Han - aaneko!

AX, TOMbLKO TOT,

KTO 3Han CBUAAHbSA Xaxay,
NONMET, KaK s cTpagan

M KaK f cTpaxay.

Besa rpyab ropwmr...

Ha xonmax Npy3um

Ha xonmax Npy3un nexuT HoYyHasa Mrma,
Lymut Aparea npeao MHOI0.

MHe rpycTHO 1 nerko: neyvans Mosi CBETNa,
Meyanb Mos nonHa Toboro

Toboi, To6oi 0aHON. YHbIHbSI MOEro
HW4YTO HE My4YuT, HE TPEBOXMUT,

W cepaLe BHOBb roput u 6u€TCs OTTOrO,
YTto He Nibuts OHO HEe MOXET.

Solovej

Solovej moj, solovej,
Golosistyj solovej!

Ty kuda, kuda letish’,

Gde vsju nochku propojesh'?
Solovej moj, solovej,
Golosistyj solovej!

Gde nasha roza?

Gde nasha roza?
Druz'ja moji!
Uvjala roza,

Ditja zaril...

Ne govori:

Vot zhizni miadost',
Ne povtori:

Tak vjanet radost',
V dushe skazhi:
Prosti! zhaleju...

| na lileju

Nam ukazhi.

Bezumnaja

Ja vsjo jeshchjo jego, bezumnaja, ljublju!
Pri imeni jego dusha moja trepeshchet;
toska po-prezhnemu szhimajet grud' moju,

i vzor gorjacheju sljozoj nevol'no bleshchet:

bezumnaja, ja vsjo jeshchjo jego ljublju!

Ja vsjo jeshchjo jego, bezumnaja, ljublju!
Otrada tikhaja mne v dushu pronikajet,

i radost' jasnaja na serdce nizletajet,
kogda ja za nego sozdatelja molju!
bezumnaja, ja vsjo jeshchjo jego ljublju!

Net, tol'ko tot, kto znal...

Net, tol'ko tot,

kto znal svidan'ja, zhazhdu,
pojmjot, kak ja stradal

i kak ja strazhdu.

Gljazhu ja vdal'...

net sil, tusknejet oko...

Akh, kto menja ljubil

i znal - daleko!

Akh, tol'ko tot,

kto znal svidan'ja zhazhdu,
pojmjot, kak ja stradal

i kak ja strazhdu.

Vsja grud' gorit...

Na kholmakh Gruzii

Na kholmakh Gruzii lezhit nochnaja mgla,
Shumit Aragva predo mnoju.

Mne grustno i legko: pechal' moja svetla,
Pechal' moja polna toboju

Toboj, toboj odnoj. Unyn'ja moego

Nichto ne muchit, ne trevozhit,

| serdtse vnov' gorit i bjotsja ottogo,

Chto ne ljubit' ono ne mozhet.

Nightingale

My nightingale, nightingale
Sweet-voiced nightingale!
To where are you flying?
Where will you sing all night?
My nightingale, nightingale
Sweet-voiced nightingale!
Trans. by Emily Ezust

Where is our rose?

Where is our rose?

My friends!

Withered rose,

Child of the morning! ...
Do not say:

Thus fades youth,

Do not repeat:

There is life’s joy,

In his heart saying:

I'm sorry! | regret...
And on the lilies

We'll show you.

Trans. by Amy Hunsaker

Madness

| still love him - madly!

At his name my soul trembles;

As before, anguish presses my breast,
A sultry look brings tears to my eyes.

| am mad to love him still!

| still love him - madly!

A quiet delight is filling my soul,

And bright joy is overwhelming my heart,
When | pray to the Creator for him!

| am mad to love him still!

Trans. by Emily Ezust

No, Only One who Knows...
No, only one o
Who knows the longing, thirst,
Will understand how | suffered
And how | suffer.

| gaze into the distance...
No forces dim the eye...
Ah! he who loved

And knew me — far!

Ah, only one,

Who knows the longing, thirst,
Will understand how | suffered
And how | suffer.

His heart is burning...

Trans. by Amy Hunsaker

On the Hills of Georgia

The night mist lies on the hills of Georgia:
Before me the river Aragva roars.

| am sad and yet at the same time calm
As in my despondency | feel no anxiety,
For my dark sadness is made light by you,
By you alone, | am full of you.

The heart burns and beats again,
Because it cannot not love you.

Trans. by Edward Morgan



3aknuHaHue

O, ecnv npaeaa, 4To B HO4W,
Korzia nokosTCs XuBbIE,

W ¢ Heba nyHHbIE Ny4n
CKonb3AT Ha kaMHu rpoboBeble,
O, ecnv npaeaa, Y7o Toraa
MycTeloT TUXMe Morunbl

A TeHb 30BY, 5 XAy Jlennbi:

Ko MHe, Mo apyr, cto-aa, cto-aal

A-Buch, BO3NOONEHHas TeHb,
Kak Tbl 6bina nepen pasnykon,

BneaHa, xnagHa, kak 3MMHWA ieHb,

VckaxeHa nocrneagHein Mykow.
Mpuaw, kak AanbHAs 3Be3aa,
Kak nerkui 3ByK uib NyHOBEHbE
Wnb Kak yXacHoe BuaeHbe,
MHe Bcé& paBHo: cloaa, criopal

3oy Tebsa He And Toro,
UTo6 ykopaTb Niofel, Uba anoba
Y6una apyra Moero,

Wnb 4To6 n3BeaaTs TaiHbl rpoba,

He ans Toro, 4TO UHOrAa
COMHEeHbEM My4yCb HO, TOCKYS,

Xo-yy cka3aTb, 4TO BC& Nobio s,

Yto BCé 5 TBOW. Cloaa, crogal

UBa

YTo Thi KNOHULLBL Haj BoAamu,
MBa, maxyLiky cBow?

W apoxalmmm nuctamu,
CnoBHO XXaaHbIMU yCTamu,
TNosuwb Gernyto cTpyto?

X0oTb TOMUTCS, XOTb TpeneweT
Kaaplii NMCT TBOM Had CTpyew...
Ho cTpyst 6exuT 1 nneuieT,

W, Ha conHue Hexach, bnelier,
W cMeéTcs Hag Tobow. ..

Pasragka

Kak npunusana k cepauy
Bcs KpoBb B IPyAU MOENR,
Korga B MeHsi BNepsinuch
TNyum TBOMX OYen!

MHe [0Nro HENOHATEH
Bblin Ux A3blK HEMOIA....
Wckan ero 3Ha4eHbs

W c cTpaxoM 1 TOCKOM...
Bapyr Bce COMHeHbs nanu
W cTpax HaBeK 3aTux...
MoW aHren, Bce s NOHAN
B oauH 6niaxkeHHbli mur!

BepaHsixkka 5!

He 3Hana g, 4To ByaeT Tak TsxKo,

Korna Tebs Bcen ayLuoii nonobna,
HeaHan, 4To ckaxy: 0, A, 6eaHsikkal

Ax, ouTb ¢ Tob6oI B pasnyke st He B cunax.
MneHuTsb cebs cama s paspewmna

W HakasaHbe 370 3acnyxuna.

HesHana s, 4To MHe ByAeT Tak THXKO,
Korna st Tebs Bcem cepauem nonobunal

Zaklinanije

0O, jesli pravda, chto v nochi,
Kogda pokojatsja zhivyje,

| s neba lunnyje luchi

Skol'zjat na kamni grobovyje,
0O, jesli pravda, chto togda
Pustejut tikhie mogily

Ja ten' zovu, ja zhdu Leily:

Ko mne, moj drug, sjuda, sjuda!

Javis', vozljublennaja ten’,

Kak ty byla pered razlukoj,
Bledna, khladna, kak zimnij den’,
Iskazhena poslednej mukoj.
Pridi, kak dal'njaja zvezda,

Kak ljegkij zvuk il' dunoven'je

II' kak uzhasnoje viden'je,

Mne vsjo ravno: sjuda, sjuda!

Zovu tebja ne dlja togo,

Chtob ukorjat' ljudej, ch'ja zloba
Ubila druga mojego,

II' chtob izvedat' tajny groba,
Ne dlja togo, chto inogda

Somnen‘jem muchus' no, toskuja,
Khochu skazat', chto vsjo ljublju ja,

Chto vsjo ja tvoj. Sjuda, sjudal

Iva

Chto ty klonish' nad vodami,
lva, makushku svoju?

| drozhashchimi listami,
Slovno zhadnymi ustami,
Lovish' begluju struju?

Khot' tomitsja, khot' trepeshchet
Kazhdyj list tvoj nad struje;j...

No struja bezhit i pleshchet,

I, na solntse nezhas', bleshchet,
| smejotsja nad tobo;...

Razgadka

Kak prilivala k serdtsu
Vsja krov' v grudi moej,
Kogda v menja vperjalis'
Luchi tvoikh ochej!

Mne dolgo neponjaten
Byl ikh jazyk nemo;... -
Iskal ego znachen'ja

| s strakhom i toskoj...
Vdrug vse somnen’a pali
| strakh navek zatikh...
Moj angel, vse ja ponjal
V odin blazhennyj mig!

Bednjazhka ja!

Ni znala ja, chto mne budet tak tjazhko,

Kogda tjeba vsej dushoj poljubila,

Ni znala, chto skazhu: o, ja, bednjazhkal
Akh, zhit' staboj vrazlukje ja ni vsilakh.

Plienit’ seb’ sama ja razresila
| nakazanje zto zasluzhila.

Ni znala ja, chto mne budet tak tjazhko,

Kogda tjeba vsej dushoj poljubilal

Plea

O if it is true, that at night,

When the living are at rest,

And from the moonlit sky the rays
Glide among gravestones,

O if it is true, that then

The quiet graves are emptied

| call to a shade, | wait for Leila:

Toward me, my beloved, come here!

Appear, beloved shade,

As you were before the separation,
Pale, cold, as a winter day,
Distorted by the last torment.
Come, as a distant star,

As a light sound or breath

Or as a horrible vision,

It is all the same to me: come here!

| call you not in order to reproach those
Whose malevolence killed my beloved,

Nor to make visible
The secrets of the grave,
Nor for that which sometimes

Torments me with doubt and longing

| want to say, that | love still,
| am still yours. Come here!
Trans. by Barbara Miller

Willow

Willow, why do you lower

Your head to the river,
Lowering your quivering leaves
Like hungry mouths

To catch the fleeing stream?

All the longing, all the shuddering
Of every leaf above the stream!
Still the river runs and glistens,
Basking in the sun and splashing,
Flowing by and mocking you.
Trans. by Amy Hunsaker

Clue

How flows to the heart

Any blood in my chest
When within my gaze

Is the burning of your eyes!
| couldn’t understand

:The unspoken language... _ _

| sought its meaning

With fear and melancholy...
Suddenly all doubt burned away
And fear was forever calmed...
My angel, | suddenly comprehend
In one blessed moment!

Trans. by Jeff Hunsaker

Poor Me

| did not know it would be so distressing,

When | fell in love with all my heart,

| do not know what to say: poor little thing!
Ah, | cannot live when you are away.

Imprisoned, | allowed myself
The punishment | deserved.

| did not know it would be so distressing,

When | fell in love with all my heart.
Trans. by Amy Hunsaker



