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JIEHCTBUE IEPBOE

Kapruna nepsas
1. Iy3T 1 KBapTeT.

Yeaovba Jlapunvix — dom u npuneearowuii Kk Hemy

cao. Beuepeem. Jlapuna u nams eapam eapenve. H3

ooma cavluno neuve Tamovsnvlt u Onveu.

TATBAHA, OJIbI'A (3a cyenoti):
CrpIxanu Jib BBI 32 POIICH Ti1ac HOYHOMH

IleBna mr00BHM, IEBIA CBOEH ITeyau?
Korna nosnst B yac yTpeHHU# MoI4any,
CBupenu 3ByK, YHBUIBIA U TTPOCTOH,
CapIxajiu 1b BbI?

JIAPUHA (usne):

OHH 10I0T U 51, OBIBAJIO,

B naBHO npoweamme roga —
TBl HOMHUIIB JIU? — U S TIeBajA.

OUIIUIILEBHA:
Be1 Obu1H MOIOABI TOrAA!

TATBAHA, OJIbI'A (3a cyenoti):
B3noxHynu 51b Bbl, BHUMAasi TUXUU IJ1ac
[TeBua 1:00BU, TIEBIIA CBOCH ITevaIn?
Korpa B niecax BbI IOHOITY BUIAJIH,
Betpedas B30op ero moTyxImmx rias,
B3noxuynu 16 Be1? B3goxuynu b BbI?

JIAPUHA:
Kaxk s mo6una Puyapacona!

OUTUITLEBHA:
BEI ObUTH MOJIOABI TOTIA.

JIAPUHA:
He notomy, 4To0bI poua.
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ACT ONE

Scene One
1. Duet and Quartet.

The Larin country estate — the house and
adjoining garden. It is evening. Larina and the
nurse are making jam. The voices of Tatyana and
Olga singing a duet are heard from within the
house.

TATYANA, OLGA (offstage):

Have you not heard, from beyond the grove at
night,

the voice that sings of love and sings of sorrow?
When, at the morning hour, the fields lay silent,
the music of the pipe, simple and sad —

have you not heard?

LARINA (%o the nurse):

They are singing, and I, too,

used to sing that song in days gone by.
Do you remember? I used to sing it too.

FILIPYEVNA:
You were young then!

TATYANA, OLGA (offstage):

Have you not sighed, hearing that gentle voice,
the singer of love, the singer of his sorrow?
When in the forest you once saw a youth

and met the gaze of his sunken eyes —

did you not sigh? Did you not sigh?

LARINA:
How I loved Richardson!

FILIPYEVNA:
You were young then.

LARINA:
Not because I had read him.
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JIAPUHA: LARINA:
Bo BcéM MHE Bepui1 OH OECIeqHO. ...and trusted me unreservedly in all things. JIAPUHA: LARINA:
Yro x, u npekpacHo! Becenurecs! So, that's excellent. Now make merry!
OUJINITBEBHA: FILIPYEVNA: A pana BaMm. I'm pleased to see you all.
Bo BcéM BaM Bepuil OH OeCTIeUHO. ...and trusted you unreservedly in all things. [Ipomnoiite yTo-HUOYIH TIOBECETCH! Sing us something jolly!

JIAPUHA, ®UJIUTILEBHA: LARINA, FILIPYEVNA: KPECTBSHE: PEASANTS:
[TpuBBIUKa CBBIIIIC HAM JIaHa, Habit is sent us from above, W3BombTe, MaTyIKa, MOTEIUM OapBIHIO! If that's what you'd like, little mother!
3aMeHa CYacTHIO OHa. in place of happiness. Hy, neBku, B Kpyr cxoautecs! Come, let's entertain the lady.
Hy, at0 % BBI? CTAaHOBUTECH, CTAHOBHUTECH! Now, girls, stand in a ring!
Come along now, all get ready!

Monooéxco 3a600um xoposoo co cHonom, The young folk form a circle and dance around

2. Chorus and Peasant Dance. . .
ocmanvhvle notom. M3 ooma na 6ankon evixoosim the sheaf; the others sing. Tatyana, book in hand,

2. Xop ¥ IJISICKa KPeCcThbsH.

Boanu crviuumes KpecnvsAHCKAS NeCHA.

3AIIEBAIJIA (3a cyenoti):
BbosaT Mou CKOpBI HOKEHBKH
Co moXoayuIKH.

KPECTBSAHE (3a cyenoii):
CKOpbI HO)KEHBKU CO TIOXOTYIITKH.

3AIIEBAJIA:
Bonst Mou Oesbl pyueHbKH
Co paboTtymiku.

KPECTBSAHE:

Benbl pydeHbku cO pabOTyIIKH.
[Ilemut M0O€ peruBoe cepaie
Co 3a00TyIKH.

He 3Har0, kaKk ObITb,

Kak nto6e3Horo 3a0bITh!

BosAT MO CKOpBI HOKEHBKH. ..
Co moXoyuIKH.

BonsaT mou 6erbl pydeHbKH

Co paboTymiku,

Benbl pyueHbku co paOOTYIIKH.

Bxooam kpecmuvsine co cnonom.

KPECTBAHE:

31paBCTBY, MaTyIIKa-0apbIHs!
3/1paBCcTBYM, Hallla KOpMuIHIa!
Bot MBI IpyIIIM K TBOEH MUJIOCTH,
CHoTI IpUHECTN pa3yKpalieHHbIH !
C xaTBOW MOKOHYUIIM Mbl!

The sound of a peasant song is heard in the
distance.

PEASANT LEADER (offstage):
My swift little feet ache from walking.

PEASANTS (offstage):
...Ache from walking.

LEADER:
My white hands ache from working.

PEASANTS:

...Ache from working.

My ardent heart aches from caring.
I don't know what to do,

how to forget my sweetheart.

My swift little feet ache

from walking.

My white hands ache

from working, ache from working.

The peasant band enters, the leaders bearing a
decorated sheaf-

PEASANTS:

Greetings, your ladyship,
greetings, benefactress!

We come before your Grace
bearing the decorated sheaf!
The harvest is all gathered in!
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Tamvsana c knueou 6 pykax u Onvea.

V3K Kak 10 MOCTY-MOCTOUKY,
ITo xaaMHOBBEIM TOCOYKAM,
Baiiny, BaiiHy, BaiiHy, BaliHy,
I1Io xaTMHOBBEIM JTOCOYKAM,
Tyt n mwén-npowmén neTuxa,
CHoBHO Aroja-mMajanHa,
Baiiny, BaiiHy, BaiiHy, BaliHy,
CII0BHO fATOMa-MaJIMHA.

Ha nneue Hecér nyOuHKYy,
[Tox monoil HECET BOJIBIHKY,
Baiiny, BaiiHy, BaiiHy, BaliHy,
[Tox npyroi HECET ryaouek.
Joranaiics, MUI-ApyKOUEK,
Baliny, Baiiny, BaliHy, BaiiHy,
Joranaiics, MU apyKoyek.
CouHile ceno, Tl HE CIHIIL !
JInGo BEININ, TUOO BBIIILIH,
Baliny, Baiiny, BaliHy, BaiiHy,
JInGo BEININ, TUOO BBIIILIH,

JIn60 Camry, mu6o Marmry,
JIubo nymeuky-Ilapamry,
Baliny, Baiiny, BaliHy, BaiiHy,
JIubo nymeuky-Ilapamry,

JIn60 Camry, mu6o Marmry,
JIu6o nymeuky-Ilaparmry.
[Tapamenbka BeIxoauma,

C MuiIbIM peuu roBopuia:
Baiiny, Baiiny, BaliHy, BaiiHy,
C MuiIbIM peuu roBopuia:

«He Geccynp-ka, MOH JIpyKOYEK,
B uém xonuna, B TOM | BBINLIA,
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and Olga come out onto the balcony.

One day across the bridge, the little bridge,
along the hazel planks,

Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,

along the hazel planks,

came a fine young fellow,

fresh and ruddy as a raspberry,

Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,

fresh and ruddy as a raspberry.

Over his shoulder he carries a cudgel,
under one coat-skirt he carries bagpipes,
Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,

under the other is a fiddle.

Now just you guess, my dearest,
Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,

now just you guess, my dearest.

The sun has set — aren't you asleep?
Come out yourself or else send out,
Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,

come out yourself or else send out,

Sasha or Masha

or dear little Parasha,

Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,
send dear little Parasha,

Sasha or Masha

or dear little Parasha.

Parashenka came out

and had a talk with her sweetheart:
Vayinu, vayinu, vayinu, vayinu,
had a talk with her sweetheart:
"Don't grumble at me, my dearest,
I've come out just as [ was,
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K moeit poane u, HakoHell,
biarociosmin mens orer!

S ropeKo 11aKana co crpaxa,
MHe ¢ iauem Kocy pacruienu,
U ¢ neHuem B 1IepKOBB MOBEJIH,
U1 BOT BBeJIM B CEMBIO UYXKYIO...
[a Thl He caymiaenb MeHs?

TATBAHA:

AX, HSIHS, HSIHS, 5 CTPaJalo, sl TOCKYIO,
MHe TonHO, MHUIas MO,

Sl nnakate, s peIIATH TOTOBA!

OUJINITBEBHA:

Jutsa MO€, ThI HE310pOBa.
l'ocnioas momunyii u cnacu!

Jait okporuto Te6st CBITON BOJIOIO.
TeI BCst rOpulllb.

TATBSHA:

51 "He OonbHa,

S1... 3Haelllb, HIHA... 5... BIIOOJICHA...
OcTaBb MEHS, OCTaBh MEHI...

S BmroGneHa. ..

OUJINITIBEBHA:
Jla xaK xe...

TATBAHA:

[Toau, octaBs MeHs O/1HY!..

[ait, HsHs1, MHE TIepo, Oymary,
Jla cTon puABHHB; ST CKOPO JIATY.
[TpocTn...

OUJIUTTBEBHA:
ITokoiinou Houn, Taus! (Vxooum.)

9. Cuena nucbMa.

TATBSAHA:

[Tyckaii moruOHy s, HO TIPEXKJIe
Sl B ocnenuTenbHON HAOEXK e
biaxxeHcTBO TEMHOE 30BY,

S Hery xu3HHM y3Haro!

S 11bFO BOJIILICOHBIN ST KEJIaHUH!

kept calling on my parents, and finally

my father gave his consent.

I cried bitterly with fright;

they wept as they undid my maiden plait

and led me with songs to the church,

and I found myself installed in a strange family...
But you're not listening to me!

TATYANA:

Oh nurse, nurse, I'm consumed with longing,
I'm all upset, my dear;

I'm ready to burst into tears.

FILIPYEVNA:

You're not well, my child;

Lord have mercy on us!

Let me sprinkle you with holy water.
You're feverish.

TATYANA:

I'm not ill,

L... Do you know, nurse... I'm... in love...
Leave me, leave me...

I'm in love...

FILIPYEVNA:
But of course...

TATYANA:

Go, leave me alone!

Give me a pen and some paper, nurse,
and move the table up; I'll soon go to bed.
Good night...

FILIPYEVNA:
Sleep well, Tanya! (She goes out.)

9. The Letter Scene.

TATYANA:

Let me perish, but first

let me summon, in dazzling hope,
bliss as yet unknown.

Life's sweetness is mine to taste!

I drink the magic potion of desire!

17
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Mens npecienyor Meurs!!
Besne, Be3nie nepeno MHOM
Moii nckycuTenb pokoBoii!
Besne, Bezne oH npeno MHOO!

(Bvicmpo nuwem, o momuac sice peém
Hanucauuoe.)

Her, Bcé He To! Hauny cHauana!
AXx, uto co mHoit! S Bcs Tropio!
He 3Hato, kak Ha4ark...

(3adymvieaemcs, nomom cHO8a HayuHaem
nucamo.)

Sl x Bam iy — dvero xe 6oe?
Yro s mory emg cka3aTh?
Teneps s 3HatO0, B Balen BoJe
MeHns npe3peHbeM Haka3ath!

Ho BBI, Kk MOEH HeCUaCTHOM H0JIC
XOTh KaIutio KajaoCTH XpaHs,
Br1 HE ocTaBUTE MEHS.

CHauana s MoJTyaTh XOTeNa;
[ToBepsbTe, MOETO CTHIIA

Bbl He y3Hanu 6 HUKOT /A,
Huxorna!..

(3adymwvieaemcsi.)

O na, xyAach 1 COXpaHUTh B Aylle
[Tpu3HaHbe B CTPACTH MBUIKON U O€3yMHOI!
VBoi! He B cunax s BiajieTs cBoei qymoit!
ITycts Oynet T0, 4TO OBITH JOJKHO CO MHOM!
Emy npusnatocs s1! Cmeneit! On Bc€ y3Haer!

(IIpooonscaem nucams.)

3auem, 3a4eM Bbl HOCETHIIM HAC?

B ity 3a0bITOTO CeNleHbs

5] 6 HuUKOrIa He 3Haja Bac,

He 3nama 6 ToppKOro My4eHbsl.
Jy1iu HeONbITHOM BOJTHEHbS
CmupuB, co BpeMEHEeM (KakK 3Hambs?)
ITo cepauy s Hanwia Obl qpyra,
bbuta 0wl BepHas cympyra

U nobponerenvHas MaTh...
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I am beset by visions!
Everywhere, everywhere I look,
I see my fatal tempter!
Wherever I look, I see him!

(She goes quickly to the writing table and begins
to write, then immediately tears it up.)

No, that's all wrong! I'll begin again!
Ah, what's the matter with me! I'm all on fire!
I don't know how to begin...

(She pauses in thought, then begins to write
again.)

"I write to you — and then?

What more is there to say?

Now I know, it is within your power
to punish me with disdain!

But if you nourish one grain of pity
for my unhappy lot,

you will not abandon me.

At first I wished to remain silent;
then, believe me, you would never
have known my shame —

never!"

(She puts the letter aside.)

O yes, I swore to lock within my breast

this avowal of a mad and ardent passion.

Alas, I have not the strength to subdue my heart!
Come what may, [ am prepared!

I will confess all! Courage! He shall know all!

(She continues writing.)

"Why, oh why did you visit us?

Buried in this remote countryside,

I should never have known you,

nor should I have known this torment.
The turbulence of a youthful heart,
calmed by time — who knows? —
most likely I would have found another,
have proved a faithful wife

and virtuous mother..."
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Kaptuna ceagpbmasn

22. 3aka0uuTeILHAS CIIeHA.

Komnama 6 oome kuasa I pemuna. Tamvsna
yumaem nucomo OHe2uHa.

TATBAHA (nnaua):
0! Kak mue Tsoxeno! Omstte OHerua
Cran Ha myTH MOEM, KaK mpu3pak OecromaHbii!

OH B30pOM OTHEHHBIM MHE JyIITy BO3MYTHII,
OH cTpacTh 3arjaoXIlyro Tak *KHBO BOCKPECHII,
Kak GyaTo cHOBa 1€BOUKOI1 5 cTana,

Kak OyaTo ¢ HUM MeHSl HUUTO He pa3itydaso!

Bxooum Oneeun. Yseuoee Tamwvsamny, on Ovicmpo
nooxooum K Hell u naoaem nepeo Hetl Ha KOJeHU.

J10BOJIBHO, BCTaHbTE, s JJOJDKHA
BaMm 00BSICHUTBCSI OTKPOBEHHO.
OHeruH, MOMHHUTE JIb TOT Yac,
Korpa B cany, B amtee Hac,
Cynp0a cBena ¥ TaK CMUPEHHO
VYpoxk Bai BeICTyIIaNA 57

OHET'MH:
O, cxKanbTeCh, CKAJILTECH HAJI0 MHOIO!
SI Tak ommoOCs, 1 Tak HaKazaH!

TATBAHA:

Omnerun! S Torma Mooxe,

S myume, kaxeTtcs, Opual

W s mobuna Bac, HO YTO KEe —

Yro B Balem cepAle s Hallla,
Kaxkoit orBet? Oy cypoBOCTB!

He nipaBna 116, Bam Obli1a HE HOBOCTH
CMUpPEHHOM AeBOYKH JTHOO0BB?

U HpIHue...

boxe, cThIHET KPOBb,

Kak T0o1bK0 BCIIOMHIO B3IUIAA XOJIOIHBII
W sty nponosens!

Ho Bac s He BHHIO...

B ToT cTpamHslii yac

Scene Seven
22. Final Scene.

The drawing room of Prince Gremin's house.
Tatyana is reading Onegin's letter.

TATYANA (weeping):

O, how distressed I am!

Once more Onegin has crossed my path

like a relentless apparition!

His burning glance has troubled my heart

and so vividly reawakened my dormant passion
that I feel like a young girl again,

as if nothing had ever parted us!

Onegin appears at the door. Seeing Tatyana, he
rushes to her and falls to his knees at her feet.

Enough, get up. I must

talk to you frankly.

Onegin, do you remember that time
when, in the avenue of our garden,
fate brought us together and I listened
so meekly to your lecture?

ONEGIN:
O spare me, have pity on me!
I was so mistaken; I have been cruelly punished!

TATYANA:

Onegin, I was younger then,

and a better person, I think!

And I loved you — but what, then,

what response did I find

in your heart? Only severity!

Am I not right in thinking

that a simple young girl's love was no novelty to
you?

And now...

Dear God, my blood runs cold
whenever I recall that cold look,
that sermon!

But I do not blame you...

In that dreadful moment
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Bb1 noctynunu 6:1aropojHo,
Br1 ObuTH TIpaBBI IPEI0 MHOM.

Torna, He ipaB/a JiH, B MyCTHIHE,
Bnanu ot cyeTHON MOJIBBI,

S BaM He HpaBUJIACh; UTO K HBIHE
Mens npecienyete Bbl?

3aueM y Bac s Ha npumeTe?

He notomy 11b, 4TO B BBICILIEM CBETE
Tenepsb SABIATHCS g JOTKHA,

Uro s Oorara u 3HaTHa,

Yro My’ B Cpa)KEHBSIX U3YBEUEH,
UYro Hac 3a To J1lackaet ABop?

He noromy 11b, 4TO MO 11030p
Tenepb 6b BceMu ObITh 3aMEUEH
U mor 651 B 00111€CTBE TPHUHECTH
Bawm coGnazHuTENBHYIO YeCcTh?

OHEI'UH:

Ax! O, boxke!

VYikenb, yKelb B MOJIb0e MOei CMUPEHHON
VYBUANT Balll XOJIOAHBIN B30D

3aTen XUTPOCTH MPE3PEHHON?

Mens tep3aet Bam ykop!

Korna 6 BbI 3HaIH, KaK y>KacHO
TOMHUTBCS KK IO JIO0BH,
[Ipu1aTh ¥ pa3yMoM BCEUACHO
CMUPSTH BOJTHEHBE B KPOBH,
Kenatp OOHATH y Bac KOJCHU

U, 3apbiiaB y Balmmx HOT,

W3nuth MOIBOBI, MPU3HAHBS, TICHH,
Bcég, Bc€, uTo BeIpa3uTh Ob1 MOT!

TATBSHA:
S nnauy!

OHEI'MH:
IInagpTe, 3TH CIIE3BI
Jopoxe Bcex cokpoBuill Mupal

TATBSIHA:
Ax! CuacTtbhe OBIJIO TaK BO3MOXKHO,
Tak 6ym3ko! Tak Gim3ko!

TATBSHA, OHETUH:
CuacThe OBIIO TaK BO3MOKHO,
Tak 6im3ko! Tak O6im3ko!
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you behaved honourably,
you acted correctly towards me.

At that time, I suppose, in the back of beyond,
far from the frivolity of social gossip,

you didn't find me attractive. Why, then,

do you pursue me now?

Why am I the object of such attentions?
Could it be because I now

frequent the highest circles,

because [ am rich and of the nobility,

because my husband, wounded in battle,
enjoys, on that account, the favour of the court?
Could it not be that my disgrace

would now be generally remarked

and would confer upon you

the reputation of a seducer?

ONEGIN:

Oh! My God!

Is it possible that in my humble pleading
your cold look sees nothing

but the wiles of despicable cunning?
Your reproach torments me!

If you only knew how terrible

it is to suffer love's torments,

to endure and constantly to check

the fever in the blood by reason,

to long to clasp your knees

and, weeping at your feet,

pour out prayers, avowals, reproaches —
all, all that words can express!

TATYANA:
I am weeping!

ONEGIN:
Weep on — those tears are dearer
than all the treasures in the world!

TATYANA:
Ah! Happiness was within our reach,
so close! So close!

TATYANA, ONEGIN:
Happiness was within our reach,
so close! So close!




