CD1

[ Berymienue
“TloxBasia mycTeiHE”

HeiictBue IlepBoe

B 3aBoyKCKMX Jiecax, 6;1u3 Manoro Kurexa, B

[JIyXOH yallle CTOMT UCTOIIKA MaJiasi ApeBoJias3a.

Boxkpyr nyon€, BsA3bE na cocHbl. [Toonanb
rpemMsiaMii Kimod. MexeHs sieta. I[ITuis! noor,
KYKyLIKa KyKyeT. J[eJio K Beuepy.

DeBpoHuUs
(BSIKET IMyYKaMH TPaBbl M PAa3BELIMBAET MX Ha
COJIHLIE; OZIETA B IIPOCTOI JIETHUK, BOJIOCHI
pacnyuieHbl)

[2] AX THI IeC, MOI JIeC, ITYCTBIHS MIPEKpacHasi,
ThI yOpaByIIka, LIapcTBO 3eaEHOe!
YTto poprmasi MaTH J100e3Has1,
MeHsI C IETCTBa pacTUjIa U IMeCToBaa.
Tl 11 4ag0 CBOE He 3abaBuiia,
Hepa3yMHOE Thl JIM HE TEIINIA,
JIHEM YMUJIBHBISI TIECHYM UTPAIOYH,
CKa3KH YyIHBIS HOYBIO HALIIETIThIBAsI?
IITui, 3Bepeil MHE ajia BO TOBApUILH,
a KaK BIOBOJIb I C HUIMM HaTeurycs,
HaroHsisi BUICHUS] COHHBIE,
LIYMOM JINCTbEB MEHsI yTOMaHHUBaJIa.
AX, criacu0o, IyCThIHS, 3a BCE, PO BCE:
3a Kpacy 3a TBOIO BEKOBEYHYIO,
3a IPOXJIAJy MMOPO# MOIYAEHHYIO,
J1a 32 HOYKY MAapHYIO, 32 BOJIOXKHYIO;
332 TYMaHbl BeUepHHE, CU3bIE,
10 yTPaM Xe 33 POCHI KEMUYKHBIs,
3a 6€3MOJIBbE, 3a IYMYLIKH JOJITHs,
JIyMBI JOJITHSI, TyMBI TUXUS1, PAIOCTHBIS.
(MpM3aayMbIBaeTCs; BCTAET U O3UPAETCS)

3] Tne xe BbI, IPYXKY JTI0OE3HBIE,
3BepPb PBICKYUYWHi, IITULIA BOJIbHAS?
(6epeT NTUYMii KOPM U pa30dpachIBaeT €ro mo
A-y, a-y! A-y, a-y! [3emute)
C MecT YKpPOMHBIX cobupairecs,
¢ 3bI0KMX MXOB, OOJIOT 1@ 3apocCIieit.
MHOTO SICTB IIPO Bac 3aMaceHo,
3€peH, MAJIBIMX MYpPAIIUKOB.
A-y!
(CrneraeTcsi MHOTOE MHOXECTBO JIECHBIX 1
GOJIOTHBIX MTUL ¥ OKPYXaeT DeBPOHUIO.)
(XypaBJiio)
Tol, XypaBiib, HAlll 3HaXaph, JOJTUNA HOC!
Yo cTynaelib Thl He pagoiieH?
AJv TpaBKHU He cOUparoTcs,
He KOMAKTCsi KOpeHbU1a?
(B6eraeT Mos10710it Me/IBe/1b, JIACKAETCS U
BassieTcsi. Measensi @eBpoHMst KOPMUT
xJ1e00M.)
(MenBemio)

Introduction
“In praise of the wilderness”

Act One

The forests beyond the Volga near Lesser Kitezh. The
small abode of a tree creeper stands in a dense
thicket. All around are oak trees, elms and pines. A
little way off there is a gushing spring. It is
midsummer. The birds are singing, a cuckoo can be
heard. Evening is approaching.

FEVRONIYA

(tying together herbs and hanging them out in the
sunshine; she is dressed in a light summer caftan and
her hair is let down)

Ah, you forest, my forest, beautiful wilderness,
you oak grove, you kingdom of verdure!

Like my own dear affectionate mother

you brought me up and cherished me.

Did you not amuse your child,

did you not comfort your foolish child,

playing her tender songs in daytime,

and whispering to her wondrous tales at night?
You gave me the birds and beasts as my friends,
and after I had spent a jolly time with them,
invoking sleepy visions,

you calmed me with the rustling of your leaves.
Ah, thank you, wilderness, for everything:

For your eternal beauty,

for the cool you give in the midday sun

and for your humid and sultry nights;

for the grey mists of evening,

for the pearly dew of the morning,

for the silence and for my long thoughts,

for my long, calm and joyful thoughts.

(becomes thoughtful; stands up and looks around)
Where are you, my dear friends,

you prowling beast, you free bird?

(takes some birdseed and scatters it over the ground)
A-00, a-00! A-00, a-00!

From your cosy nooks come and gather,

from your springy mosses, swamps and brakes.
Many eatables have been set by for you,

grains and little insects.

A-oo!

(A great flock of forest and marsh birds come flying
down and surround Fevroniya.)

(to the crane)

You crane with your long bill, our witch-doctor,
why aren’t you happy?

Are there no grasses to be gathered?

Are there no roots to be dug up?

(A bear cub runs in, snuggles up and lies down.
Fevroniya feeds the bear with some bread.)

(to the bear)
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ITpo Te6s1, MenBens, xyuo d6aetcs:
JKUBOJIED ThI, 110 MOCIOBHUIIE.

[la He Beplo s1 HarpacJuHe:

ThI BEJIMK Ja CMUPEH BBIPACTEILb.

People say bad things about you, bear:
you're a fleecer, as the saying goes.
But I don’t believe the slander:

you will grow up and be submissive.

Bynyr Bce MeBenst 4ecTBOBaTh,

10 IBOPaM BOJUTH GOTaThINM,

€O JIOMpPaMHU Jia C COMNeJIsSIMU

Ha IOTeXY JIIOJY BOJIbHOMY.

(IMTonxoaut K ganbHUM KycTam. U3 BeTBeit
BBICOBBIBAET I'OJIOBY POTATHIiA JIOCh.)

Thol He 6O¥Ch 3BEpbKa KOCMATOTO,
TMOKaXMCh, HAIll OBICTPOHOTHH TYp!

Ot 3y00B OT NECHUX OCTPBIUX

3aKWJIa JIM sI3Ba JIIoTas?

Everyone will do the bear honour.

He will be led around the farmyards of the rich

with domras and flutes

to entertain free people.

(She goes up to some distant bushes. The head of an elk
with antlers pokes out of the branches.)

Don’t be afraid of the shaggy beast,

show yourself now, you fleet-footed aurochs!

From the sharp teeth of dogs

has your terrible wound healed?

(OcmarpuBaeT paHy Ha 1iee Jiocsi. MeaBeab (She examines the wound on the elk’s neck. The bear
JIEXKHUT y €€ HOT;, PSIOM XKypaBJjlb U Apyrue lays at her feet; alongside are the crane and other
ntunsl. 3 KycTOB MOSIBIISIETCS, HE3AMETHO JIJIST birds. Unnoticed by Fevroniya the young prince
®eBponnn, KHsknY Beesonon IOpreBuy u Vsevolod Yurevich appears out of the bushes and
croyibeHeeT OT u3ymyieHust. IITuiiel u 3Bepu stands rooted to the spot in astonishment. The birds
111apaxaloTcsl B pa3Hble CTOPOHBI. ) and beast all dart off in various directions.)

Kusxuy Beesonon

(B CTOPOHY)

Yo 3a mputya, ['ocrionu?
Berpeua HeObiBaas!
Boty, npaBo, HeBUAANb,
yyzeca BOOYHio!

DeBpoHUs
(ripo cebst)
Mosozelr He3HaeMBlii:

Kusoxua Beeonon
(rpo cebs1)
To He ¢ Heba JIb CBETIIOTO ...

DeBpoHus
00BSIBUJICS, KTO TAKOB.

Kusxny BeeBoson

... K HaM SIBUJICSI HA 3€MJTIO
cepaUM HEBUAMMBI,
00epHYBIINCH ACBUILIEH?
Ay TO GOJIOTHMIIA,

Ha KyIaBKax CUJII0YH,

B TMHY MaHUT MoJjozaua’?

DeBpoHMS
(pa3rasapiBasi KHSXKIYa)
JloBuwmii, 1o o€xe-To;
1o 6es1oMy JIUUMKY, —
OGyITO KOPOJIEBCKHIA CBHIH.

Knsxng Beesonon
CruHb Thl, HABOXIEHHE,
pasoiancst o61akom —
CBSITO MECTO 3/ICIIIHEE.
Cruns, iecHoe yyauuie!

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

(aside)

Oh Lord, what is the meaning of this!
I’ve never encountered the likes of it!
This is truly a marvel,

it’s a miracle to behold!

FEVRONIYA
(to herself)
A young stranger ...

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
(to himself)
Is it not from the joyful heavens ...

FEVRONIYA
... has appeared, who could that be?

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

... that an invisible seraph,
transformed into a maiden,
appeared to us on earth?

Or is it a marsh spirit

sitting on a water lily

enticing young men into the mire?

FEVRONIYA

(scrutinizing the prince)

He’s a huntsman judging by his clothes;
from his fair face —

he is like a king’s son.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

Begone, diabolical suggestion,
disperse like a cloud —

this place is sacred.

Begone, fiend of the forest!
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DeBpoHus

(ompaBisieTCsl OT CMYLIECHUSI, KJIaHseTCs,
FOBOPUT MIPOCTO U MIPUBETIUBO)
3apaBCcTBYii, Mostozel!

Yro xe? 'octem Oyub!

Csnb, oTBeIali-ka MEny Hauiero!

Mén ciessl cBeTIEH, a YK CJIaloK KakK:
rope ropbKoe Jia ¥ TO MponaeT.
(®eBpOHUS BHIHOCHUT XJIeO U MEI Ha
JIePeBSTHHOM TI0IHOCE U BOAY B KYBILMHE. )

Kusxuy BeeBomon

(ycTanblit, cansichb)

Henocyr, xo3si1o111Ka, CUAETH:
MPUCIIEBAIOT TEMHBIE TOTEMKH.

DeBponus

Bce Tporibl MHE BeJOMBI JIECHBIE,
s1 TeOe 0POTY TIOKaXYy.
(BIISIIBIBASICH)

CxopbOeH, MHUJIEHbKUIA, ThI YTO-TO.
Aii! Benb pykaB-TO BECbh B KDOBH.
Tol panen?

Kusixny BeeBonon
CrpeJics i ¢ MeIBEZieM,
3a0JIyIMBLIUCD,
YJIOXKUJ HOXOM, a OH
PBaHyJI IO TUIeYy MHE.

DeBponus

TlonHo, He KpyunuHbCs!

OT enquHOM CMEPTH 3€JIbsi HE ObIBAET.

51 06MoO10 paHy 1OXKIEBOI BOJIOIO,

MPWIOXY K KPOBABOii TPaBKH MTPUIOPOXKHOIM,
aJIBIX LIBETOYKOB, MAaKOBbIX JINCTOYKOB:
MUTOM KPOBb YUMETCSI, JIIOTHI Xap OCTHIHET.

(KHspxuy meet Boay; OeBpOHUS 3aCy4YUBAET eMy
PYKaB U TEPEBS3bIBACT PaHy.)

Kusoxuy Beeonon

(obysice DeBpoHUeii; Ipo cedst)
ToI Kpaca Jiu IeBUYbS,

TBI KOCA JIb, KOCA JIU TEMHAs,

IZIe Kpaca chicKajiacs,

Tie IeBUYbsl Haxoauacs?

He B npecTosibHOM ropoze,

a B Jiecax IpeMyyYuux,

J1a He B cobou ofeTasi,

CMYpOIi TOCKOHBIO MTOKPbITAsI.

DeBpoHus

(OTpBIBasICh OT AeJia; Mpo cedsi)
YTo X ThI, pyyeHbKa, 3acTosuiacsi?
Jleno Iérkoe 3aHeIaanioch.

A 60SI3HO CTaJI0 MOJIOALIA,
COKOJIMHBIX IJ1a3, CMeJION yxaiu?

FEVRONIYA

(recovering from her confusion, she bows and speaks
simply and affably)

Greetings, young man!

What is it? Be our guest!

Sit down and try our honey!

Honey brighter than a tear and sweet:

grief is bitter, but it passes.

(Fevroniya brings out some bread and honey on a
wooden tray and some water in a scoop.)

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

(tired, he sits down)

I have no time to sit, mistress:

the darkness of night is drawing near.

FEVRONIYA

I know all the forest paths

and I shall show you the way.

(peering)

You look sad about something, my dear.
Ah! Your sleeve is covered with blood.
Are you wounded?

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

I came across a bear

when I was lost.

I dispatched him with my knife
but he tore at my shoulder.

FEVRONIYA

Enough, do not grieve!

Only against death there is no potion.

1 shall cleanse the wound with rainwater,

I shall put on it some herbs from the wayside,

some crimson flowers and poppy leaves:

and in an instant the bleeding will stop and the fierce
burning will abate.

(The prince drinks some water; Fevroniya rolls up his
sleeve and binds the wound.)

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

(admiring Fevroniya; to himself)

You have the beauty of a maiden,

you have a dark, dark tress,

where has your beauty come from,

where has your maidenly beauty blossomed out?
Not in the capital city,

but in the slumbering forests,

not dressed in sable,

but covered with dark hempen sacking.

FEVRONIYA

(breaking off what she is doing; to herself)

Why does my hand hesitate so?

This is such a straightforward matter, yet it fails.
Or have I grown afraid of the fine fellow

with his falcon eyes and his dashing courage?
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Kusixuy Beesonon

(deBpoHUM)

Usst ThI, eBULIA, OTKOJIb B3s1acs?
Kak e Tbl XXMBEIIb OHA B MyCThIHE?

DeBponust

3Barb PeBpoHUeil, XUBY Npu Gpate;
OH K€ IpeBOJIa3 U HbIHYE JIA3UT
rae-HUOYIb 3a IPOY MTUENKOM.

Het y Hac nocratka HUKaKoro,

a 3MMOIO U HyXJa ObIBaeT.

A 3aTO IPUIET BECHA B MTYCTHIHIO,
Pa3osbIoTCs BCe JIy3bs, 60sioTa,
pa3oJieHyTCsl KyCThl, I€PEBbs,
3aMeCTPEET MypaBa 1IBETaMHu,

CTYXY 3UMHIOIO U HE BCTIOMSIHEILIb.
CraHerT Jiec Halll TOJIOH YyIecaMu,
TO BUAEHBSIMU, TO TOJIOCAMHU;
3aMOIOT BCE MTAIIEYKH JIECHBIE,
Cepblit APO3/1 1a BAOBYIIKA-KYKYIIIKa;
NPUIYT AyMbl BEIIHUE [ia TIECHHU,
JIVUBHBIX CHOB HaBEET BETEPOYEK.

A Kakue CHbI ObIBAIOT 30J10Thie!

W He 3Haeub, rae XKMBELIb B3arpasy,
r1e LBEeTHI OYIIMSIHEH U anee,

sipye IeHb 1 COJTHBILIKO TeTuiee —

B IECTPBIX CHAX, aJib 3[1€Ch,

B O0OBLIBCKOIA f0JTE.

Kusixna Beeronon

A1 Xe Thl TpeKpacHasi aeBuiial

Jlionu crapbie HHAYE MOJIBSIT:

“CHOB, MOJI, JIECTHBIX OOPOHHUCS KPEKO:
JIKa Belb COH-TO; MBI e TTPaB/Ibl UIEM”.

deppoHust

He cyau yx, MOJIOIEII TPUTOXHUIA,
Hey4YE€Hasi Beb s, MPOCTasi.

Yto xe panka-To? I'oput ropazno?

Kusxa BeeBonon

(BcTaBasi)

Her, ctacu6o, KpacHas neBuiial

Cxop6b OT paHbI OYATO MMHOBAJA.
BuaHo, ThI CJI0Ba TaKKe 3HAaElIb,

YTO U 3Bepb MPHUIET, U KPOBb YIUMETCSI.
ThoI ckaxu-Ka, KpacHasl IeBULa,

XOJIMIIb JIU MOJIUTHCS B LIEPKOBb BoXb10?

DeBpoHus

Her, xomuTb-T0 MHE TaJIEKO, MUJIBIH,

a ¥ To: Beab bor-To He Besae n?

ThI BOT MBICJIULIB: 31€CH ITyCTOE MECTO;

aH Xe HeT: BeJIMKasl 31eCh LIEPKOBb.
OryistHUCS YMHBIMU OYaMH.

(6naroroBeitHo, Kak Obl BUAs ce6sl B LIEPKBU)
JIeHb ¥ HOYB Y HAC CIIyX)0a BOCKpecHas,
JHEM M HOYBIO TEMbSIHBI [1a JIATIaHbI;

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

(to Fevroniya)

Whose child are you, where have you come from?
How is it that you live alone in the forest?

FEVRONIYA

My name is Fevroniya, I live with my brother;

he is a tree creeper climbing now

in search of the busy bee.

We do not have a surfeit of anything,

and in winter we are often in need.

But then spring comes to our wilderness,

all the glades and marshes overflow,

the bushes and the trees deck themselves in finery,
the sward abounds with flowers,

and you do not even remember the cold of winter.

Our forest fills with marvels,

now with visions, now with voices;

all the forest birds start singing,

the grey thrush and the widow cuckoo;

the springs ballads and songs will come,

and the breeze will bring some wondrous dreams.

And what golden dreams there are!

Truly, you do not even know where you are living,

where the flowers are more fragrant and show a more

vivid red,
the daylight is brighter and the sunshine warmer —
in multicoloured dreams, or here,
with our solitary lot.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

Ah, you beautiful maiden!

But the old people say:

“Let us avoid flattering dreams:

dreams are falsehood; but we seek truth.”

FEVRONIYA

Do not judge me, handsome youth,

I have not been educated. I am a simple girl.
How is your wound? Is it stinging too much?

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

(getting up)

No, thank you, fair maiden!

The pain from my wound seems to have passed.
Clearly, you know the words

to make the beasts come and to stop bleeding.
Tell me, fair maiden,

do you go to pray in God’s church?

FEVRONIYA

No, it is far for me to go,

but then: is not God everywhere?

You think this is a deserted place;

but it is not: there is a mighty church here.

Look about with intelligent eyes.

(reverentially, as if seeing herself in a church)
Day and night we have our service,

day and night we have our thyme and frankincense;
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IHEM CHSIET HaM COJIHBIILKO,
COJIHBIILIKO SICHOE,

HOYbIO 3BE3/IbI KaK CBEUKH 3aTEILISATCS.
JleHb ¥ HOYb y HAC TIEHbE YMUIIBHOE,
YTO Ha BCE roJIoca JIMKOBaHUE,

TITULBI, 3BEPH, IBIXaHUE BCSIKOE
BOCIEBAIOT MpeKpaceH ['0crnoieHb CBeT.
TeGe cinaBa BoBeK, HE0O CBETIIOE,
Bory-T'ocriony ciaBeH, BHICOK ITpecTo!
Ta xe ciaBa Te6e, 3eMJISI-MaTyIIKa,

ThI U151 Bora mogHoXMe Kpernkoe!

Kusixwy BeeBoson

(cMoTpUT Ha PEBPOHUIO C UBYMIICHUEM)
Al Xe Tbl, IpeKpacHasi JeBuliia!

JIMBHBI MHE TBOM MPOCTHIE PEUH,

Bc€ O paJloCTH, BECETIbH KPACHOM.
Jlronu crapbie MHAYE MOJIBST:

“He 3apuch Ha paloOCTH 3eMHBIE,

Ha 3eMJIM-TO HaM CKOpOeTh U IiakaTth.”
W yitTi Ob1 MHE B ITYCTBIHIO BOBCE ...
OX, la yIalb-MOJIOJOCTh IIOMeXa:
MPOCUT MOJIOJEIIKOTO BECEJIbSI.

DeBpoHus

(04YeHb JIACKOBO U MPOHUKHOBEHHO, B3$IB €r0 3a
PYKY U IJISIASL B OUM)

Muutblii, Kak 6€3 pagocTu MPOXUTh,
6e3 BeceJsibsi KpaCHOTO MPOOBITH?
TTocMOTpHU: UTPaIOT MTAILKY BCE,
BECEJIUTCSI, CKAUET 3BEPb PHICKYUHIA.
Beps, He Ta cniacéHas ciiesa,

YTO C TOCKMU-KPYYMHYIIKHU TEUET,
TOJIBKO Ta criac€Hasi cjiesa,

qT0 oT BoXbeit pamocTu pocutcs.

U rpexa, MOt MWIBIIA, ThI He OOIICH;
BCSIKOTO BO3JIIOOMM KaK OH €CTh, —
TSIKKMI TPELIHUK, TPaBEIHUK JIM OH:

B KaXI0ii ayireHbKe Kpaca [ocrmomHs.
Bcsik, kTO crpesicst, Toro bor npuciar;
B CKOPOM OH, TaK OH €IlE, el HyXHEH,
TpuackKait, Xxots 6 ObLT TUXONEH,
panocThio HeGeCcHOI0 0Opayid.

Ay cOyneTcst HeObIBaIOE:

KpacoTOI0 BCE Pa3yKpPaCcUTCSI.

CIIOBHO IUBHBII call, MPOLBETET 3€MJISI,
U PaCIyCTITCS KDUHBI paiicKue,
MPWJIETAT CIO/Ia NITULBI YYIHBIE,

MITULBI PAJOCTH, ITUIIBI MUJIOCTH,
BOCIIOIOT B IpEBaXx IJIaCOM aHT€JIbCKUM;
a ¢ HebecC CBATHIX 3BOH MaJTHMHOBBIH,
13-3a 00JIaKOB HECKA3aHHBIN CBET.

Kusxna Beesonon
(c BOCTOPrOM)

Hcnonatp, ycta caxapHsie,

during the day the sun shines on us,

a brilliant sun,

and at night the stars begin to gleam like little candles.
Day and night we have tender singing,

like jubilation in a multitude of voices:
birds, beasts, everything that breathes,

all glorify God’s beautiful world.

Glory to thee for ever more, radiant heaven,
glory to the Lord God and his lofty throne!
And that same glory to thee, mother earth,
you are the solid pedestal of God!

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

(looks at Fevroniya in astonishment)
‘Well spoken, fair maiden!

Your simple words amaze me,

they speak of joy and radiant happiness.
But the old people say:

“Do not covet earthly joys,

on earth we must grieve and weep.”

I would go off into the wilderness too ...
But my youth and boldness are an obstacle:
they crave for valiant merriment.

FEVRONIYA

(takes his hand and gazes into his eyes; very

affectionately, with heartfelt feeling)

Dearest, how can you live life without joy,

how can you remain without smiling merriment?

Look: all the birds play,

the roving beast makes merry and leaps about.

Believe me, the tear of salvation is not

that tear which flows from grief and anguish,

only that tear which forms the dew of God’s joy

is a tear of salvation.

And sin, my dearest, do not fear it;

let us love each one as he is —

the grievous sinner, the righteous man:

the beauty of God resides in every soul.

Whoever we meet, God sent him;

if he grieves, so he is even more needy,

caress him, even if he is an evil-doer,

cheer him with the joy of heaven,

and something marvellous will happen:

everything will be adorned with beauty.

Like a wondrous garden the earth will flourish

and the lilies of heaven will blossom,

wondrous birds will come flying here,

birds of joy, birds of mercy

will sing praises in the trees with their angelic voices;

and from the holy skies a mellow chime will come,

and an ineffable light will emerge from behind the
clouds.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
(in rapture)
Hail to thee, lips of honey
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TaKOBYIO MyIPOCTb PeKIIHE,
ucnojnath Tede, 1yOpaByliKa,

KPAacOThI TAKOW KOPMUJIHIA!

(DeBpoHMST POOKO U C U3YMJIEHUEM IIISAUT Ha
Hero.)

loit ecu, neBu1Ia KpacHasi,

OTBeYai 1o rnpasiae-uCTHHE:

1106 J1u 51 Tede, 1o HpaBy JIM?

JI106, Tak KOJAbLAMK CMEHSIEMCSI.

DeBpoHUs

(TMXO ¥ COMHEBAsICh)

MuJiblit MO, MHE YTO-TO OOSI3HO ...

He yera MHe TOBUMIT KHS)KECKUIA ...
(HepewuuTeabHO NPOTATUBAET PYKH; KHSKUY
Ha/IeBaeT eif MepcTeHb. )

Kusxuu Beesonon

31paBCTBYH, JIayLIKa XeJaHHast!
ITouenyemcsi, o6HUMeMcst!

He cteiaucsi, — B TOM COpOMY HET
K KEHUXY HEBECTe JIACTUTHCS.

®DeBpoHus

(TIPOCTOAYIITHO)

He cTeIXyCs 51, MOl MWICHBKMIA,
pasropenach st OT CYaCThULIA;

mpo cebs BCE AyMy AyMalo:

SIBb JIN TO, aJIb COH HECOBITOYHBI?
Kabbl cOH TO 6BLT HECOBITOYHBIH,
TO He Tejia Obl KyKylIeuka,

3BOHKO TaK HE IPUYUTAsIA ObI.

A u cepaue 6 Tak He OGuIocs ...
Henarnsnueiit Moii, Borom cyxeHbrit!
3a 1e0s1, poaHOiA, 3a TeOs1, POTHOM,
TOJIOXY XUBOT; TOJILKO BBIMOJIBU —
STy B TpO6 XUBa. A yYUTh TeOsI

I1a COBETOBATh HE IO CHJIaM MHE,
HE 10 pa3yMy, He 10 CHJIaM MHe.

Kusixuu BeeBonon

Tol romyOyIka, Tel TOJYOYIIKa,
TTalKka BoJIbHas!

HenocTouH s yucrore TBOEIH,
HE/IOCTOMH sl IPOCTOTE TBOEHA.
Tol n36aBb MEHS OT YHBIHUS,
Jaii nyme Moei pagocth boxwuio,
[aii mynie Moei pagocth boxuio.

(B necy cnpimutest por. KHSXXUY, OTKIMKAsICh,
TPYOUT B CepeOPSTHBIN POXKOK, UTO TPUBELIEH Y
HETO 3a M0SICOM.)

Xop

(royioca CTpeJIbLIOB B JIECY)

TONBKO BBIIIUIY CTPEJIBLIBI B IIOJIE YHCTOE,
BCE-TO 3BEPH I10 YallaM MONPSITAIUCE,
yJIeTaIM BCe NTHLBI B TOAHEOeChE,

a M HEKOT'O CTaJIO JIOBUTH, CTPEJISATS.

6

that have spoken such wisdom,

hail to thee, oak grove,

the provider of such beauty!

(Fevroniya gazes at him timidly and with a look of
amazement.)

Hail, fair maiden,

answer me in truth:

do you like me, am I to your taste?

If you like me, let us exchange rings.

FEVRONIYA

(quietly 1and hesitatingly)

My dearest, something alarms me ...

I am no match for a prince’s huntsman ...
(Indecisively she stretches out her hands; the prince
puts a ring on her finger.)

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

Greetings, my long-awaited beloved!

Let us kiss, let us embrace!

Do not be bashful — there is nothing shameful in
a bride being affectionate to her husband.

FEVRONIYA

(simple-heartedly)

I am not bashful, my dearest,

I am flushed with joy;

I keep thinking to myself:

is this real, or is it a dream that will not come true?
If it were a dream that cannot come true

then the cuckoo would not be singing,

she would not be lamenting in such a shrill voice.
And my heart would not be beating so ...

my beloved chosen for me by God!

For you, dearest, for you, dearest,

I shall surrender my life; only say so —

and I’1l lie in the grave alive. But I have no strength
to teach or advise you, it is not within my intellect
and I have not the strength to do it.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

My little dove, little dove,

free bird of the air!

I am not worthy of your purity,

I am not worthy of your simplicity.
Keep me from feeling downcast,
give my soul the joy of God,

give my soul the joy of God.

(A horn is heard in the forest. The prince responds by
blowing the little silver horn that hangs from his
belt.)

CHORUS

(the voices of the marksmen in the forest)

As soon as the marksmen came out into the open field,
all the beasts hid in the thickets,

and all the birds flew across the sky.

There was nothing to catch, nothing to shoot.

Rimsky-Korsakov: The Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh



Kusoxnya BeeBonon

Yy! ToBapHIX MOH CHICKAJIHUCh.
PaccraBaTbcsi HaM Mopa MpHILIa.
3a xs1e6-conb criacubo, 1a 3a Jacky!
(3BYKH pOTOB, CIIpaBa)

A T10 MaJIOM CPOKE CBAaTOB XIIH.

(IMpomarorcst. KHSIXXUY yXOIUT HAanpaso.)

Xop

(6uxe)

Jla onMH-TO cTpesiell ObLT oTaIUBbIiA:
BOJIKOM, ICTPEOOM XUIIIHBIM OOEPTHIBAJICS.

DeBponus
Oii! O, BepHUCS, MITBIN!

Kusxuy BeeBonon
Yro? Yro, ronyoka?

DeBpoHus

(TUX0)

2KyTKO MHE M CJIaIKO TaKOBO.
IIpocutcs nywa K Te6e U K JTI0AsIM,
M TIAJIaT JIECHBIX 0€3MOJIBHBIX XaJlb,
JKaJIb 3BEPeil MOMX, XKaJlb TUXUX AYM.

Kusxuy Beesonon

B ropojse npecToibHOM BOLIAPSCh,

O IYCTBIHE THI XaJIeTh JIK Oyaeub?

A 3Bepeii TBOMX CTPEJIbLbI HE TPOHYT,
OyeT Jiec ceit HaBeK 3aroBeJiaH.
Byns 3mopoBa. BpeMst BocBosicH.

(Pora cripaBa u cieBa. KHsixu4, oTBevasi,
yxomuT HampaBo. Ctpenbibl 1 Penop [Mosipok
BXOJISAIT CJIEBA.)

Xop

(Ha cueHe)

BBITOHSIT OH 3BEPBE B MOJIE YUCTOE,

13 NOAHEOEChS ITULL BCEX BBITYTUBA,
HacTtpensiiy CTpesbLbl TYT, HATEIUITUCH,
a TOBapvIla ¥ He BCIIOMSIHYJIH.

Tlosipox

(yBunaB ®eBpoHMIO)

TwI OTKOJIB B3s171aCs, AeBHULIA?
M3 xak TBOE, — He Beaalo, —
He BUJAJIa JIX Thl MOJIOALIA,
por cepebpsiHbIit y mosica?

DeBponus

(rmokasbIBasi BCJIE KHSDKUIY)
B, 1a BBl €0 HACTUTHETE ...
A cKaxwure, JIIOIU 100OpbIe:
Kak 30BYT Yy Bac ToBapuiua?

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

Hark! My companions are arriving.

The time has come to part.

I thank you for your hospitality and for your kindness!
(the sound of horns from the right)

Await the matchmakers shortly.

(They bid farewell. The prince goes out to the right.)

CHORUS

(nearer)

But one of the marksmen was shrewd:

he turned himself into a wolf, into a predatory hawk.

FEVRONIYA
Oh! Oh, come back, dearest!

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
What? What, my darling?

FEVRONIYA

(quietly)

I feel anxious and it is a sweet feeling,

my soul reaches out to you and people,

and I feel sorry for the silent palaces of the forest,
sorry for my beasts, sorry for my calm thoughts.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

In the capital city, elevated to the throne,

will you feel sorry for your wilderness?

But the marksmen will not touch your beasts,

and hunting in this forest will be forever forbidden.
Good luck. It is time to return.

(Horns to the right and left. The prince replies and
goes out to the right. The marksmen and Fyodor
Poyarok enter from the left.)

CHORUS

(on stage)

He was driving the wild animals into the open field,
he frightened all the birds out of the skies.

The marksmen did some shooting and had a good time,
and they forgot about their companion.

POYAROK

(seeing Fevroniya)

Where did you come from, maiden?
What is your name — I don’t know —
but have you seen a dashing lad
with a little silver horn on his belt?

FEVRONIYA

(pointing in the direction taken by the prince)
He was here, but you can overtake him ...
But tell me, good people:

what is your companion’s name?
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ITosipok

Yro ThI? AJIb HE 3HaEIlIb, NeBULIA?
T'ocrionuH To 6bU1 Hall BeeBonon,
KHs13s1 FOpbst yago muiioe,

BMeECTe KHSIXaT B cToJibHOM Kurexe.

Xop
BwMmecte kHsxaT B ctoibHOM Kutexe.

(DeBpOHUS BCIUIECKMBAET PYKaMH. )

[eiicTBUE BTOpOE

T'opon Mausriit Kutex Ha neBoM Gepery Bosru.
Inomank ¢ TOproBeIMU psimaMu. TyT Xe
3ae3xuii 1Bop. IToBciony KyuKaMy TOJITMTCS
HapoJI B OXUIaHWY CBageOHOro moesna. Hummas
OpaTysi (My>XYMHBI ¥ XKEHIMHBI) XXMETCS B
cropoHke. OKOJIO 32€3Xero 1Bopa MEABETYMK
WUTpaeT Ha AyAKe U OKa3bIBaeT Y4EHOTO
Mensens. Ero o6cTynuim MyXuku, 6abb1
Majble pebsirta.

Mensenunk

ITokaxu, Muxaiyika,
MOKaXH, 1ypPayIUBbIH,
Kak 3BoHapb [TaxoMmymika
B LIEPKOBB He CIiela uaer,
MMaJIKoii yrupaercs,

THUXO MTOJBUTAETCS.

(MenBens rereTcsi, MepeBaIuBasiCh U
onupasich Ha KOcThulb. Hapon cMeeTtcs.
MenBequuK UrpaeT Ha AyaKe.)

Xop
(Hapoxn)
Xa, xa!

Mensemunk

TMokaxu, Muxaiinyiika,
TOKaXH, AyPawINBbIiA,

Kak 3BoHapb [TaxoMyika
POYb OEXKUT, TOPOITUTCS,
C KOJIOKOJIbHY BHU3 J0JIOi,
TOCKopeii K cebe TOMO.

(MenBenp pe3Bo GEXHUT BOKPYT MEJIKUMHU
maxxkaMmu. Hapon cmeercs. MenBequuK urpaer
Ha AyIKe)

Xop
Xa-xa ...

(TMosiBnsiercst Tycsip, — BHICOKMIA, Geblif, Kak
JIyHb, CTAPUK U NepebupaeT CTPYHbI, COGHpasCh
TeTh.)

PoYAROK

What do you mean? Don’t you know, maiden?
That was our master Vsevolod,

the dear child of Prince Yury;

they rule together in the capital of Kitezh.

CHORUS
They rule together in the capital of Kitezh.

(Fevroniya throws up her hands.)

Act Two

Lesser Kitezh on the left bank of the river Volga. A
square with trading stalls. There is also a wayside
inn. Everywhere people are thronging about in
groups waiting for the wedding procession. The poor
folk (men and women) are huddled to one side. Near
the inn a bear leader plays a fife, showing off his
clever bear. He is surrounded by peasants of both
sexes and little children.

BEAR LEADER

Show them, Mikhaylushka,

show them, playful bear,

how the bell ringer Pakhomushka
walks without hurrying to the church,
leaning on his stick,

and quietly making his way forward.

(The bear trudges along, waddling about, and
leaning on his crutch. The people laugh. The bear
leader plays his fife.)

CHORUS
(the people)
Ha, ha!

BEAR LEADER

Show them, Mikhaylushka,

show them, playful bear,

how the bell ringer Pakhomushka
runs off, hurries as he comes
down the bell-tower,

and hastens off home.

(The bear playfully runs around taking little steps.
The people laugh. The bear leader plays his fife.)

CHORUS
Ha, ha ...

(The Gusli player appears — he is a tall old man with
snow-white hair. He runs his fingers over the strings
and prepares to sing.)
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Xop

IIpuymMonkHUTE, KpeligHbIe!
IIpusaTuxHUTE HA MaJbIi yac!
JlaiiTe MecHIO HaM IMOBBICTYLIATh!
AJIb CBATOM epycaIMMCKHI CTUX!

I'ycnsip

H3-3a o3epa Apa rimybokoro
npuberanu Typhl 3J1aTOPOTHE,

BCEX IBEHaLIaTh TYPOB 0€3 eIMHOrO0;

U BCTpeYaslach UM CcTapasi TypuIia:
“T'me BBI, HETKH, TYJISUTH, 4YTO BUaeau?”

Xop

3aymHanach rnecHs B Kurexe,
rnoseJsach oT Slpa cBetioro,
ot npecrosia Kua3s KOpusi.

T'ycnsp

“MBI TyJIsiIM BKPYT cTojibHOTO Kutexa,
a BUJAJIM MBI TaM JYIBO TUBHOE:

YTO MAET IO CTeHE KpacHa NeBULIA,

BO PYKax HEeCET KHUTY YYIECHYIO,

a ¥ Tu1avyeT, cama 3ajiuBaeTcs.”

Xop

Y caMuM HaM IJ1aKaTh XOYETCs.
TlecHs c1OBHO OBI HE K MPa3IHUKY.
Ox, cynuT oHa Ge3BpeMEHbE.

T'ycnsip

AX BbI, IETKM MOU Hepa3yMHbie!
To xoxwna napuua HebecHas,

TO 3aCTyITHULIA AMBHAas TUTaKana,
YTO MPOYJia OHA ropoay naryoy,
BCEH 3eMJIe Ceil HaBeK 3aIlyCTeHUE.

Xop

(meByIIKH, 6a0bI)

Tocrioau, criacu HaC ¥ MOMUITYiA!
TTotepnu ewE rpexy JIoaCKOMY.
(cTapuku)

W oTkyna Obl HaracTu B3SITbCS?
Tuib Aa r1ajb 3€Ch B CTOPOHE 3aBOJIKCKOIA.
(MoJtozieXb)

He Gostbes x Yyau 6enornazoit!

A MHOTrO BOpOTa HE 3HAEM.
(CTapuKH)

Bor nacér Benvkuii cnaBHblii Kurex
CHPBIX paay, HEMOIIHBIX U HULIMX.
(Hu1as 6paTus)

A M TeM NpUCTaHMILE ObIBAET,

Ha 3emuii Epycanum HeGecHBli,

KTO JYLIOIO BOCCKOPOs B CEM MUpe,
CepIIeM B3bIIIET TUILUHBI JYXOBHOM.
(Hapon)

Bcex-To TaM HamosiT U HAaKOPMSIT,
00OTPYT CJIE3UWHKH, BCEX YTELIAT.
(yCTIOKauBasich)

CHORUS

Be silent, Christian folk!

Quieten down for a short while!

Let us listen to a song!

Or some holy verses from Jerusalem!

GUSLI PLAYER

From beyond the deep waters of Lake Yar

golden horned aurochs came running,

in all, twelve aurochs, except one;

and they were met by an old female aurochs:

“Where have you been, my children, what have you
seen?”

CHORUS

The song originated in Kitezh,

it came from the shining waters of Lake Yar,
from the throne of Prince Yury.

GUSLI PLAYER

“We were walking around the capital city of Kitezh,
and we saw there a wondrous marvel:

a fair maiden was walking on the wall,

and she carried in her hands a wondrous book,
whilst she herself was weeping floods of tears.”

CHORUS

And we ourselves want to weep.

The song seems ill-timed for the celebrations,
ah, it presages hard times.

GUSLI PLAYER

Ah, my foolish children!

That was the queen of heaven walking there,
that was our wondrous protectress weeping.
She read out to the town its destruction,

and the decimation of this entire land for ever.

CHORUS

(girls and peasant women)

God preserve us and have mercy!

Forgive people their sins again.

(old men)

Where is this calamity coming from?

All is peace and harmony here in our Volga lands.
(young folk)

There is no need to fear those bright-eyed Chuds!
And we don’t know any other enemy.

(old men)

God protects mighty and glorious Kitezh

for the sake of the orphans, the infirm and the poor.
(poor folk)

And for those who grieve in their souls in this world
and with their hearts seek spiritual repose,

the heavenly Jerusalem

will be a refuge in this world.

(the people)

Up there everyone receives food and drink,

their tears are wiped away and all are comforted.
(growing calmer)
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Her, He 6ynet maryost Ha Kurtex,

Bor 'ocionb npecTonbHbIN I'paj HE BBIIACT.
Be3 Hero HaM CUPBIM KUTh HEMOXHO,

He NMpoxXuUTh 6e3 KHs3s KOpbst BoBce.
Bparusl! Yto xe cBanbba-To He enet?

He nonputymiocs ObI 4TO B JOpoOTe.

(MenBenyruK BHOBb BHIBOAUT MEIBES. )

Mensenuuk

IMokaxu, Muxaiinyika,
TTOKaXH, TyPadwIUBBIN,

KakK HeBeCcTa MOeTCsl, OeTuTes,
PYMSIHUTCSI, B 3epKaJIbLe
mobyeTcsi, mpuxopaluBaeTcs!

(MenBenyuk Urpaet Ha ayake. MenBenb
JIOMAeTCs, Iepxka B Jlarnax KOpOTKYIO JIOMATKY.
Hapon cmeercs.)

Hapon
Xa! Xa!

(IMpuxomsit Jlyynrue moan. Measenpb TUISIIIET C
KO3014.)

Jlyqimue sonu

(Mexny co6o10)

To-T1o pana rons 6e3poaHas!

To-To KJIMKH J1a TiIymiieHue!

A ¥ TO CKa3aTh: Be/lb LIyTKa JT1?

Bce co KHsI3eM MOPOTHUITUCS.

VX u cBagbba, uyTo TMxa Gena!
Haru 6a6s1 B30€TIEHWITUCS:

HE XOTAT HEBECTEe KIIaHIThCS —

MoJ1, 6e3 poay a 6e3 IIeMeHH.

(U3 nBepeit KOPUMBI BBITAJIKMBAIOT B LIECIO
I'puiiky Kyrepbmy.)

Bot u 6paxHuk ['puinka npasgHyer;
caM ce0st He TIOMHUT C PalOCTH.

(KyTrepbpMa, onpaBUBIINCH, BHICTYNIAET BIIEPE/. )

Kyreppma

(JTYYLLIUM JIIOISIM)

HaMm-10 4T0? MBI Beab JIIOAM TyJIsIIINE,

HU K CeJIy MBI He TSIHEM, HY K TOPOJLY,
HUKOMY HE CJIyXKWJIU MBI C IOHBIX JIET,
HMKTO CITyXXObl Ha HaC HE HAMETHIBAJ.

Kro mnan Mény Kopell, TO pOIHOI HaM OTell,
KTO JlaJl KalIk KOTEJ, TOT 32 KHS3sI COLIEN.

Jlyqimve monu
(CroBapuBaloTCcst MEXIY COOOI.
IlepeMUrHYBIIUCH)

No, destruction will not befall Kitezh,

the Lord God will not surrender our capital city.
Without it we orphans could not live.

Without our Prince Yury we could not survive.
Brothers! Why is the wedding procession not here?
Let us hope that nothing has happened on the way.

(The bear leader brings out his bear again.)

BEAR LEADER

Show them, Mikhaylushka,

show them, playful bear,

how the bride washes, and whitens her face,
how she puts on rouge, admires herself

in the mirror, and dolls herself up.

(The bear leader plays his fife. The bear strikes an
affected pose, holding a trowel in his paws. The
people laugh.)

THE PEOPLE
Ha! Ha!

(Enter the well-off folk. The bear dances with a goat.)

‘WELL-OFF PEOPLE

(among themselves)

These destitute poor are perfectly delighted!
They just shout and make gibes!

As if to say: it’s a joke, isn’t it?

Now everybody is a relative of the prince.
And this wedding is a real disaster!

Our women folk have become enraged:

they don’t want to pay homage to the bride —
people say she has no parents and no clan.
(Grishka Kuter’ma is thrown out of the tavern doors.)

That reveller Grishka is marking the occasion,
he is beside himself with joy.

(Setting himself straight, Kuter’'ma steps forward.)

KUTER’MA

(to the well-off folk)

So what is that to us? We are roving people, you know,

we aren’t drawn to the village or the town,

from our early years we have not been in anyone’s
service,

and no one has foisted service on us.

Whoever gives us a scoop of honey is our own father,

whoever gives us a pot full of gruel is for us a prince.

'WELL-OFF PEOPLE
(agreeing among themselves, winking at one another)
‘We should give no money to the paupers,
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Hawm 1 HULIero xaueTb Ka3Hbl,

HE XaJeTb e€ i OpaxHuKa.
(Kyrepbme)

Tl cTynait B KOpUMY 3a€3XYI0,

e BMHa, 1Moka ayia 6epér,

yT0O HEBECTY BECEEH BCTPEYaTh,
10 JIEJIOM €€ U 4eCTh BO3IaTh.
(Jatot Kyrepsme nensru. Kyreppma
KJIaHSIETCS. )

Xop

(HuLass GpaTUs K JIYYIIUM JIIOJISIM, XaJT00HO)
KopMuIb1bl BBI MUJIOCTHBIE,

6aTIONIKK poHBIe!

ColLTuTe HAaM MUJIOCTBIHBKY

T'ocriona st paaw.

Bor facT 3a Ty MUJIOCTBIHBKY

JIOM BaM GJ1arofgaTHBIN,

TIOKOMHBIM POIUTENISAM BCEM

apcTBUE HEOECHOE.

(JIy4iye JTI0OM OTBOPAYMBAIOTCS OT HULIMX.)

Kytepbma
Brl ObI HBIHUE MHE TTOKJIAHSUIUCH:
S aBOCh Bac M Moxainyio!

Xop

(Kyrepsme)

OTBAXMCH, YIUIU THI, TbTHUIA!
(3ameBaiia)

C KeM He BeJIEHO CTPeBaThCs?
(3aBOJSIT TMIECHIO)

C GpaXXHMKOM, C OpaXKHUKOM.
KoMy Bcsikuii mocMe€Tcst?
BpaxHuKy, OpaKHUKY.

KT0 ero yBUAMT M3AATH,
OTBEPHETCSI, TOCTOPOHUTCS.

KT0 B BedepHIO TUISIILIET, cKayeT?
BpaxHuK#, 6paxxHUKH,
OpaxXHUKH, OPAXKHUKH.

JIGa nper CHOM He NepeKpecTUT?
BpaxHuKH, OpaxXHUKH,
OpaxXHUKH, OPaXKHUKH.
TMoHOMapb C Ke3JI0M Ha ManepT
He MyCKaeT B LIEPKOBb OPaXXHUKOB.
A koro 6ec Bo3MyIaet?
BpaxH1KOB, Opa>KHUKOB,
OpaXXHUKOB, OpPa’KHHUKOB.

K 6010, K Apake nmogyyaet?
BpaxXHUKOB, OPaxKHUKOB,
OpaXXHUKOB, OPaXXHUKOB.

Ha 3emiii He 3HaTh UM PAJOCTH,
LlapcTBa He BUATh HEOECHOTO.
BpaxHukaM, GpaxkHUKaM.

Kyrepbpma

but we shouldn’t spare it for the reveller.

(to Kuter’ma)

You go off to the wayside tavern,

drink as much wine as you want,

so that you can greet the bride more cheerfully,
and do her the honour she deserves.

(They give Kuter’ma some money. Kuter’ma gives a
bow.)

CHORUS

(the poor folk to the well-off folk, plaintively)
Gracious benefactors,

our own dear fathers!

Give us alms

for the love of God.

For these alms God

will grant you a bountiful home

and the kingdom of heaven

for all your deceased relatives.

(The well-off people turn away from the paupers.)

KUTER’MA
If you were to bow down to me now,
perhaps I would reward you too!

CHORUS

(to Kuter’ma)

Leave us in peace, clear off, you drunkard!

(singing beggar)

Who is it that we are forbidden to meet?

(the others take up the song)

The reveller, the reveller.

Who is it that everyone laughs at?

The reveller, the reveller.

Whoever sees him in the distance

will spurn him and shun him.

Who dances and leaps about at vespers?

The revellers, the revellers,

the revellers, the revellers.

‘Who doesn’t make the sign of the cross on his
forehead before bedtime?

The revellers, the revellers,

the revellers, the revellers.

The sacristan carrying his staff on the porch

doesn’t allow the revellers into the church,

and who is it that the devil incites?

The revellers, the revellers,

the revellers, the revellers.

Who is it that he eggs on to fights and scuffles?

The revellers, the revellers,

the revellers, the revellers.

They are not to know joy on earth

and those revellers, revellers

are not to see the kingdom of heaven.

KUTER’MA

21 He BumaTh, Tak ¥ He HAMOOHO. If we don’t see it, then we don’t need it.

1
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Hawm Bexb K ropio IIpUBHIKAaTh — HE CTaTh;
KaK B CJIe3aX Ha CBET POIMINCS,

TaK He 3HAJIU JOJIU U IO MO3IHUX JIeT.
Bx, cracubo XMeJo yMHOMY!

HanoyMun Hac OH, KaK Ha CBETE XHUTb,
He BeJieJl OH HaM KPYyYUHHTHCS,

B rope XUTb BeJie] 1a He KDYYHHHY OBITb.
JleHer HeT MOJI Iepes IeHblraMu,
3aBeJIach MOJIYIIKA Mepel 3IbIMU JTHH.
[MponuBai xe BCE 10 HUTOYKH:

He BEJIUK COPOM Hary XOIHUTb.

(MenBemyuk urpaet. Measeas ¢ KO3010 IUISIIYT
BHOBb. Hapo1 TOJIMUTCS OKOJIO HUX U CMEETCS. )

Xop

Xa, xa, xa ...

(Huiuast 6patusi KIIaHSETCs MPOXOASIIUM; Te HE
o0paInaloT Ha HUX BHUMaHHS.)

CouutuTe HaM MUJIOCTBIHBKY

T'ocriona st panu.

(Mexny coboit)

Hawm no Kutexa 6 BenMkoro 1o6parbcsi:
TaM yX HacC HarmosAT U HaKOPMSIT.

(Otxomst B cTropoHy. I3 KOPUMBI BBIXOAUT
Kyrepsma HaBecere.)

Kyrepbma

(TMpuruisiceiBaet u noet. Hapon co6upaercst

0K0JIO Hero. JIyyIue JIIoau MOCMEeUBaloTCs,

nepxach B CTOPOHE.)

Bpatupl, npa3gHMK y Hac, B CKOBOPOJIKH
3BOHSIT,

B 60OYKM O6JIAroBECTAT, TIOMETaMH KasT.

K HaM HeBecTy Be3yT, U3 60JI0Ta Tallar;

PsIIOM yensiib 6eXUT 1 6e3 pyk U 6e3 HOT.

A ¥ 11y0a Ha He¥ U3 MBILIMHBIX XBOCTOB,

JyOstHO#M capadaH M He IIUT U He TKaH ...

(KyTepbMy TOJIKAIOT ¥ 3aCTaBJISIOT
3aMOJT4aTh.)

Xop

(Hapox)

YXonu Th, OKastHHBIH néc!

TIponaau, HeCHITHIN NMbsHULA!

TIporouuTe B3aieit OpaXkHUKa

CO BEJIMKUM €O GecyecTueM.

(CapiirHbl 6yO€HUMKU M HAUTPBILIY TOMP.
Hapon 3atuxaer v IpUCITyIINBaeTCS;
HEKOTOPBIE 3arJIsABIBAIOT BAAJb.)

Dii, pebsital ByOeHIIbI 3BEHST.

(3ByK OyOEHIIOB M 3ByKU TOMP MaJIO-TIOMaly
NpUOIMXKAIOTCA. )

TToesn cBameOHBIN CTYYUT-OPEHYMT.

C ropKH MOTHXY CITyCKAIOTCS,
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We’ve got used to our woes — there’s no point;

we were born into this world in tears,

and even in old age we don’t know our fate.

Ha, thank you, wise drunkenness!

It has shown us how to live in this world,

it has forbidden us to grieve,

it has commanded us to live in sorrow, but not to
grieve.

Money doesn’t bow to money, people say,

a quarter-copeck is hanging around for a rainy day.

Squander it all on drink to your last stitch:

it’s no great shame to walk naked.

(The bear leader plays. The bear and goat dance
again. The people mill about near them and laugh.)

CHORUS

Ha, ha, ha ...

(The poor folk bow to those passing by; the latter pay
no attention to them.)

Give us alms

for the love of God.

(among themselves)

We should make our way to Greater Kitezh:

people will give us food and drink there.

(They move to one side. Kuter’ma emerges tipsy from
the tavern.)

KUTER’MA

(He skips along singing. The people congregate

around him, the well-off people chuckle, keeping

aloof.)

Brothers! What a festival, they are banging the frying
pans,

they are ringing for the barrels, censing the
broomsticks,

they are bringing the bride to us, dragging her out of
the marsh;

alongside run her retainers with no hands or legs.

She is wearing a fur coat made of mouse tails,

her lime-bast tunic isn’t sewn or woven ...

(They shove Kuter’ma and make him keep quiet.)

CHORUS

(people)

Get away, you accursed dog!

Clear off, you insatiable drunkard!

See the reveller off

in the greatest disgrace.

(The sounds of little bells and domras. The people
quieten down and listen; some stare into the distance.)

Hey lads! I can hear some bells.

(The sounds of the bells and domras gradually get
nearer.)

That knocking and jingling is the wedding procession.
They are coming softly down the hill,
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C FOPKH MOTHXY CITyCKAIOTCSI,
M3JI0MaTh OOSTCS IEPEBO,
JIepeBIIO I KUTIApUCHOE

Ty ITOBO3KY 30JI0YEHY

CO QyUIOI0 KPACHOM AeBULIEH.

(Bbe3XaiT TpU MOBO3KH, 3aIPSKEHHBIE
TPOIKaM¥ U pa3yKpalleHHbIE JIeHTaMu. B
TEepPBOM TYC/ISIPBI M JOMPAdM, BO BTOPO# CBATHI,
OKOJIO HMX BepXoM IpyxKo — Denop IMosipok, B
TpetheM PeBponus ¢ 6patom. [To Gokam
BEPXOM IMOe3XaHe, CPeIr HIUX KHSIXKUI OTPOK.
Bce 6pocwiuck K HUM. Hapon neperopaxubaeT
MM JOPOTY aJILIMUA ¥ Y€PBOHHBIMU JICHTAMU. )

Xop

Hy-ka apy>XHO UM 3aCTyIUM MyTb,
3aropoOJMM BCIO JOPOXEHbBKY.

EcTb y HUX yeM cBaibOy BBIKYIIUTD,
3aIUIaTUTh HaM JaHb HEMAJTYIO.

(HuLMe 6poasru)

Tor Ky3pMma [IeMbsiH, ThI CBSITOM Ky3HEll,
ThI CBSITOM Ky3HEIl, CKyi UM CBaneOKy,
CKY# UM CBaZieOKy BEKOBEUHYIO,
BEKOBEYHYIO, HEPa3PhIBHYIO.

(Tycnsipsl ¥ toMpauu Urpaiot. Mosioaexn
OTJEJISIETCSI OT TOJIIIBL ¥ C TIPUTBOPHOIO YTPO3010
MOJCTYMAET K MOe31y.)

Xop

A 4gro 3a Hapon ? A uTo 3a Hapox ?

B 3acraBy unér? B 3acraBy unér?

A 4TO 32 HapoJ B 3acTaBy UAET ?
HesHaMbIx rocTeii He clie/l MPOIyCKaTh.

TTosipok
Mpsi Borom gaHbl ¥ KHSI3€M 3BaHBbI,
KHSITMHIO Be3€M, TOCTUHIIBI JaEM.

(ITostpok U moe3xaHe pa3aaioT U 6pocaloT B
TOJITY MPSTHUKH, JIEHTHI 1 1eHbru. Hapon
TECHUTCS.)

Xop

3apaBCTBYii, CBET,

CBET, KHATUHIOIIKA,
3paBCTBY#, 3MpaBCTBYM, CBET,
cBet, @eBpoHus BacuibeBHa!

(IMoBo3ka ¢ MeBpOHMEN OCTAHABIMBAETCS
cpenu momany. Hapoa TolmuTest 0Kosio Hee.)

Jlydiue Joau

(Mexny co6o10)

Ox, mpocTa, MpocTa KHATUHS-TO!
Eit-11 rocnoxoro Hauiei 6b1Tb?
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they are coming softly down the hill,
they are scared of smashing the wood,
the cypress wood,

the golden cart

with the lovely fair maiden.

(Three carts decorated with ribbons arrive. They are
harnessed to teams of three horses. The first carries
gusli and domra players, the second carries the
matchmakers — nearby Fyodor Poyarok, the best
man, is on horseback — and the third carries
Fevroniya and her brother. Other men on horseback
along the sides. The prince’s page is among them.
Everyone dashes towards them. The people bar their
way with scarlet and dark red ribbons.)

CHORUS

So shall we bar their way together,

so shall we block their path.

They have something to ransom for the wedding,
and pay us a proper tribute.

(the beggarly tramps)

You, Kuz’ma Dem’yan, you are the sacred blacksmith,
you are the sacred blacksmith, forge them a wedding,
forge for them an everlasting wedding,

everlasting and unbreakable.

(The gusli and domra players play. The young people
separate from the crowd and, with a feigned threat,
come up to the procession.)

CHORUS

‘What sort of people? What sort of people?

Are entering the town gates? The town gates?
What sort of people are entering the town gates?
We can’t let strangers in.

POYAROK
We are God’s people and are summoned by the prince
to bring the princess and present gifts.

(Poyarok and the members of the wedding procession
distribute honey-cakes, ribbons and money, throwing
them into the crowd. The people crowd together.)

CHORUS

Greetings to the lovely

princess,

greetings, greetings

to the lovely Fevroniya Vasil’yevna!

(The cart with Fevroniya stops in the middle of the
square. The people throng around her.)

‘WELL-OFF PEOPLE

(among themselves)

Ha, she’s a simple girl, this princess!
Is she going to be our mistress?
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Xop

3apaBCTBYii, 3APaBCTBYI,

CBET KHSITMHIONIKA!

A ObLTa 10CENb COCENYIIKOM,
HaM POBHEIO MOPSI0BOIO;
HbIHE OyIb Yy HAC BJIAJBIYULIEH,
TOCIIOXO Cagucsi TPO3HOIO!

(OxmeneBunii Kyrepsma crapaetcst mpoopathbest

BIIEPEA; MYXYUHBI HE ITYCKAIOT €ro 1
BBITAJIKUBAIOT. CDCBPOHPIH 3aMeyaceT 3T0.)

Xop
TheI OTCTaHb Aa OTBSIXKUCS, TEC!
CruHb Thl, 094 6eCCOpOMHBIE!

DeBponus
(yka3biBast Ha KytepbMy)
A 32 4TO ero Bbl roHHTE?

Xop
Bro I'puiiKa, OKasHHBIN MbSHULIA.

TTosipox
T'ocnoxa, He cirymaii 6paxHuKa,
¢ HUM Gece10BaTh HE BEJIEHO.

®DeBpoHUs

He rpenuTte, cioBo mo6poe
BoroM HaM 1aHO TIPO BCSKOTO.
Tlonoiinu nobiauxe, I'puiieHbKa.

(KyTepbMa MOIXoIuT M KJIaHSIETCS. )

Kyrepbma

(HaxaJbHO)

31paBCTBYMA, 31PaBCTBYIA,

CBEeT KHSITMHIOIIKA!

XOTb BBICOKO ThI B3MOCTHJIACS,
a yK C HAMM ThI HE BaXKHUYAN:
OITHOTO BeIb ITOJIS SITOMBI.

(KytepbMy XOTAT nporHaTh, Ho @eBpoHUs
OCTaHaBJIMBAET JBHXECHUEM. )

DeBpoHus

(CMUPEHHO ¥ HCKPEHHO)

T'me yx MHe, neBulle, BaXXHUYATh?
CBOE MeCTO KpPEIKO 3Halo 5

M cama, KaK BHHOBaTasl,

(HM3KO KJIaHSIETCSI HAPOMY)
BCEMY MUPY HU3KO KJIAaHSIOCh.

Kyrepbma

(TipomoJixas)

Tonbko 6OJIBHO THI HE panyics:
YeJI0BEKY PaflocTh B naryoy.
Tope noToOE 3aBUCTIMBO —

CHORUS

Greetings, greetings,

lovely princess!

You were our neighbour till now,
and just the same as us;

now you’ll be our queen,

reign as an awesome mistress!

(The drunken Kuter’ma tries to make his way
forward; the men prevent him and push him out.
Fevroniya notices.)

CHORUS
Get away, clear off, you dog!
Begone, shameless wretch!

FEVRONIYA
(pointing at Kuter’ma)
Why are you persecuting him?

CHORUS
It’s Grisha, an accursed drunkard.

PoyArROK
Mistress, do not listen to the reveller,
you must not speak with him.

FEVRONIYA

Do not sin, God allows a good word
to be said for each of us.

Come closer, Grishen’ka.

(Kuter’ma approaches and bows.)

KUTER’MA

(impudently)

Greetings, greetings,

Lovely princess!

You might be perched high up there,

but don’t you put on your airs and graces with us:
we’re birds of the same feather.

(The people want to chase Kuter’ma away, but
Fevroniya stops them with a gesture.)

FEVRONIYA

(humbly and sincerely)

How should I, a maiden, put on airs and graces?
I know my place for certain,

and I myself, as the one who is at fault,

(makes a low bow to the people)

bow low to the entire world.

KUTER’MA

(continuing)

Don’t you go rejoicing so heartily:
joy is destruction to mankind.
Bitter grief is envious —
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KaK YBUIHUT U TIPUBSIKETCS.
YXoau Tl BO MOJYIUpE,
CKUIbIBail 0OPSABI MBIIIHbIE,
ropIo KJIaHSCS HEYUCTOMY,

1 60COMY, U TOJIOAHOMY.

OH HayyHuT, KaK Ha CBETE XHUTh
a ¥ B rope NpUIeBaloyy.

Tosipok
Tocrioxa, He ciyliai GpaxHuka,
¢ HUM OeceioBaTh He BEJICHO.

DeBpoHUs

(KpOTKO)

ITomomucs, I'puina, l'ocnioxy,

Ja Bacunuio yronHuky:

OH XoJaTaii 6eIHbIX OpaXXHUKOB,
Y106 TeOe HE MUTHU OMbsIHA,

He CMELIUTb COO0# HapOoJI YECTHOM.

Kyreppma

(O3TUBLINCH, KDUYHUT)

T'oBopAT Tebe, He BaXHUYAI!

He te6e y>x MHO¥ rHyIIaTHCS.

Bort kak O6yneuis o MUpY XOIUTb,
HMMEHEM CBSITHIM XPUCTOBBIM XUTb,
MH caMa ellE HalpoCULIbCs,
YTOOBI B35UI T€OSI B 3a3HOOYILKH.

(KyTepbMy BBITAJIKMBAIOT MPOYb C IUIOLIAIH.
3aMenaTeIbCTBO)

Xop
3aMoJIYH Thl, OKassHHBIN néc!
IIporouure B3amei GpaxHukal

TTosipok
B! urpaiite, ryciu 3BOHKUE,
3aBOJIUTE MECHIO, NEBYIIKU!

(moMpHI ¥ GayajlaiikKy Ha CLIeHe)

Xop

(IeBYILKY [1OJ] HAUTPHILL I'YCIISIPOB ¥ IOMpaydeir)
Kaxk 1o MocTiKaM, o KaJTMHOBbIM,

KakK 0 CyKHaM Jia TT0 MaJINHOBBIM,

CJIOBHO BUXOPb, HECYTCSI KOMOHH,

TPOE€ CAaHKH B CTOJIbHBIN Ipaj KaTsT.

Wrpaiite, ryciu, urpaiTe, COIeu,

B IIEPBBIX CAHOYKAX I'yCJIM 3BOHYATHI,

B IPYTHIX CAHOYKAX MYEJKa sipasi,

B TPETBUX CAHOUYKAX JyIla [eBULa,

cBeT PeBpoHUst BacunbeBHa.

([eByIIKY pa3oM MOAXOASAT K KHITHHE 1
OCBITIAIOT €€ XMEJIEM Y KMTOM. )

Hrpaiite Xe, ryciu, UTpaiTe, COMENH.
(OtmaneHHsle 3ByKH poroB. CBaneOHBII 10e3],
oTbe3xaer. Hapon, mpoBoxasi, cieayer 3a HUM. )
BoT BaM OyifHBII XMeJTb, XXUTO 100pOE,
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it attaches itself to whatever it sees.
Leave during the feast,

throw off your sumptuous attire,

and bow down to impure,

barefoot and starving grief.

It will teach you how to live in this world
and in misfortune to be carefree and gay.

PoyAarOK
Mistress, don’t listen to the reveller,
you must not talk to him.

FEVRONIYA

(meekly)

Pray to the Lord, Grisha,

and to Saint Vasily:

He intercedes for poor revellers,

so that you should not get drunk

and make yourself the object of people’s laughter.

KUTER’MA

(shouts, embittered)

Don’t put on airs and graces, I said!
It is not for you to disdain me.
‘When you walk through the world,
living by the holy name of Christ,
you will demand that

I make you my sweetheart.

(Kuter’ma is pushed off the square.
Confusion)

CHORUS
Shut up, you accursed dog!
Chase the reveller away!

PoyArROK
Strike up, you guslis in ringing tones,
start up a song, you girls!

(domras and balalaikas on stage)

CHORUS

(girls to the playing of the guslis and domras)
Over the bridges of guelder-tree,

over the crimson cloth,

the horses speed like a whirlwind.

Three sledges glide into the capital city.

Play, you guslis, play, you pipes.

In the first sledge are guslis with their ringing tones,
in the second sledge, the busy bee,

in the third, the lovely maiden,

Fevroniya Vasil’yevna.

(The girls approach the princess all together and
shower her with hops and corn.)

Play, you guslis, play, you pipes.

(Distant sounds of horns. The wedding procession
moves off. The people see it off, following behind.)
Here’s intoxicating hops for you and good corn,
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YTOO OT XMTA BaM IIPebOraTo XuTh,

YTOO OT XMeJIsl BaM BeceJieil MPOOBITS ...
(OtmanenHsie 3ByKH poros. IlecHs oOpbIBaeTcs.
Hapon npucnymuBaercs.)

(HECKOJIBKO MYXXHKOB)

Tuure, 6paTubl, — 3aTPyOUIN TPYOHI ...

KoHH pXyT, BO3BI CKPUIISIT TOPA3o ...

Yro 3a nputya? PoBHO 6abbI BOIOT ...

JIbIM CTOIOOM BCTal HaJl KOHIIOM TOPTOBBIM.

(HaumHaercs cmsiteHue. Boeraer nepenyraHHas
TOJINA MYXYMH M XEHILIWH. )

1-s1 Tonma

Oit, 6ea uIET, JTOau,

pPajiy rpex HallMX TSXKUX!

U He OyneT npoieHbs,

JIO €IUHOTO CTUOHEM.

Hawm He3HaMBbIit nocene

U HECJIBIXaHHO JIIOTHIN

HBIHE BOPOT SIBIJICS,

U3 3eMJIM CJIOBHO BBIPOC.
MMonymenuem Boxsnm
paccenanucs ropsl,
paccenanucs ropsl

¥ HE3IELIHIO CHITY BBITYCKAIIH,
BBIINYCKAJIX Ha BOJIbHBIA CBET.

(B6eraet Bropas Tonma, emle 6oiee
repenyraHHas)

2-s1 Tonmna

Oit, 6ena unér, moau,

paau rpex HaIlUX TSKKUX!
W He Gyner npoueHsbs,

10 €MUHOTO CTHOHEM.

Jla To 6echl, — He JIIOIH,

M IYIIM HE UMEIOT,
Xpucra-bora He 3HaIOT

U PYraloTcsi HEPKBH.

Bcé orHéM moxwuraior,

BCE ITOJ M€Y CBOIA CKIIOHSIIOT,
KPaCHBIX IEBOK COPOMSIT,
MaJIbIX IETOK Ha YacCTU PBYT.

(BGeraeT TpeThsi TONIMA B IOJIHOM OTYasTHUU. )

3-s TONMNA

Oii, 6ena uaeT, ToIu,
pany rpex HalIMx TSDKKUX!
U He Gynet npoieHss,

JIO €IMHOTO CTUOHEM.

Oit, Kyna xe 6exarb HaM?
Oii, ¥ Tae X CXOPOHUTHCH?
Temens TEMHas, cIpsiYb Hac,
TOpBbI, TOPBI, COKPOMTE.
Oii, 6eryT, TOroOHSIOT,

10 TsITaM HaCTyNaloT;

T10 MITaM HaCTYNaloT,
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so that you will have a life of wealth from the corn,
and so that you will be happier from the hops ...
(Distant sound of horns. The song breaks off. The
people listen.)

(a few men)

Be quiet, brothers — it’s the sound of trumpets ...
Horses are neighing, wagons are screeching ...

What can this be? It’s just like women wailing ...

A column of smoke has risen over the trading quarter.

(Turmoil sets in. A terrified crowd of men and women
runs in.)

FIRST CROWD

Oh, disaster is nigh, people,

on account of our grievous sins!

And there will be no forgiveness,

we shall perish to the last man.

A hitherto unknown

and bitter enemy without precedent
has now appeared.

It is as if it had sprouted out of the earth.
By the will of God

the mountains have cracked open,

the mountains have cracked open

and sent forth a force not of this world,
they have set it free.

(A second crowd runs in, even more frightened.)

SECOND CROWD

Oh, disaster is nigh, people,

on account of our grievous sins!

And there will be no forgiveness,

we shall perish to the last man.

They are demons, not people,

they have no soul,

they do not recognize our Lord Christ,
and they desecrate our churches.

They put everything to the torch,

they lay everything low with their swords,
they bring shame on our fair maidens
and tear our little children into pieces.

(A third crowd runs in in utter despair.)

THIRD CROWD

Oh, disaster is nigh, people,

on account of our grievous sins!
And there will be no forgiveness,
we shall perish to the last man.
Oh, where shall we flee?

Oh, where shall we hide?

Shades of darkness, hide us,
mountains, mountains, conceal us.
Oh, they are running, catching up,
they are hot on our heels;

hot on our heels,
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GymKe, OJIMXe ... criacaiTecs!
Ox, yX BOT OHH, OX, VX BOT OHH!
Oit!

(ITokasbIBalOTCS TaTaphbl B MECTPHIX OJEKIAX.
Hapon B yxace pa3beraercs u npsiuercs, rae
TOJBKO BO3MOXHO. Tosna taTtap ¢ KpUBbIMU
ME€YaMH M LIecTornepaMu npudsiBaet. TaTapsl
TOHSITCSI M OTBICKUBAIOT MEPEyraHHbIX XUTeJeH
¥ yOUBAIOT UX.)

Tarapsr

(Hecxkosibko TaTap BOJIOKYT 3a c0060it
DeBpoHHUIO.)

Taitna! Iait! Taitna! Taii, raii!

Taiipa! laiipa!

(Bbe3xaloT Ha KOHSIX 6OraThIpy TaTapcKue
Bensit u Bypynnaii.)

Bensii
(Tatapam)
Yero xanets? 1o cMepTH Geiite!

BypyHnait

(yka3sbiBasi Ha @eBPOHMUIO)

A Ty XVBbEM XBaTaiiTe NeBKY!

(Boratslpy ocTaHaBIMBAIOTCS U CIE3AI0T C
KOHEi1.)

Taxkoii Kkpacsl B cTenu He Oyzer,

cBe3éM B Opay IIBETOK OOJIOTHBII.

(DeBpOHMIO OKPYYUBAIOT BEPEBKOM. )

Bensii
BX, 30J1 Hapox!

Bypynnait
XOTb XUJIBI TSIHYT, @ OH MOJIYMT.

Bensit
ITytn He ckaxer.

Bypynnait & bensii
WX cToNbHBIN TOPOJ HE HANTH HaM.

bensii

A cnaBeH, 6aioT, Gonpinii Kurex!
OpHux 1epkBeil TaM Boxbux copok;
B HUX CMETHI HET cpebpa aa 31ata,

a XeMyyra rpedu Jionaroii.

(Heckonbko TaTap BTaCKMBAIOT 00€3yMeBILIETO
ot crpaxa Kyrepbmy.)

Xop
(TaTape)
Taiina! laii!
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nearer, nearer ... save us!
Ah, here they are, here they are!
Ah!

(Tartars appear in brightly coloured costumes. In
horror the people run in different directions and hide
wherever they can. A mass of Tartars with curved
swords and maces arrive. The Tartars pursue and
seek out the terrified inhabitants and kill them.)

TARTARS
(Several Tartars drag Fevroniya behind them.)

Gayda! Gay! Gayda! Gay, gay!
Gayda! Gayda!

(The Tartar warriors Bedyay and Burunday ride in on
horses.)

BEDYAY
(to the Tartars)
Why spare them? Beat them to death!

BURUNDAY

(pointing at Fevroniya)

But take that girl alive!

(The warriors stop and climb down from their
horses.)

There will be no such beauty in the steppes,
let us take this marsh flower to the Horde.

(Fevroniya is bound with rope.)

BEDYAY

Ha, a nasty people!

BURUNDAY

Even though we put them on the rack, they won’t
speak.

BEDYAY
They will not show the way.

BURUNDAY AND BEDYAY
We are not to find their capital city.

BEDYAY

Greater Kitezh, they say, is a glorious city,
in churches alone they have forty;

there is untold silver and gold,

and you can rake the pearls by the spadeful.

(A few Tartars drag in Kuter’ma, who is deranged
with fear.)

CHORUS
(Tartars)
Gayda! Gay!
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Bensit
Ara! Emé ogus ocrascsi.

Kyrepsma

IToutaaure, oii, MOMMIYIATE,

BBI KHSI3bs1 MyP3bI TaTapcKHe!

Oi1, Ha 4TO BaM OpaXXHUK HamOOeH?
ITouaauTe, oit, moMmIyiiTe!

Bypynnai
Tax u 6bITh, TEOSI MTOMUITYEM ...

Bensiit
... 30JI0TOM Ka3HOM MOXalyeM.

BypyHnnaii & Bensit

CocnyXu JIMIIb CITYyXO0Yy BEPHYIO:

patb baTeieBy TpoIOif Beu,

TOW TPONOH JIECHO! HE3HAEMOW,

Ype3 YEThIPEe PEUKHU ObICTPHIE,

B CTOJIbHBIN Balll BeJaukuit Kurex rpan.

®DeBpoHuUs
(Kyrepbme)
Oii, nepxucs kpemnye, I'puilieHbKa.

Bensit
(rposur eit)
ThI, KpacaBuiia, MOJIYH, MOJTUM!

Kyrepsma

(B Ype3BBIYAMHOM BOJTHEHHUHM, PO ceOst)
Oii, ThI TOpE, MO JIyKaBbIi Gec!
Vuuuie, rope, Kak 60raTo XuThb,

J1a He TOKMO IpabuTh, ajlb YOUTh, —

Ha noruGeJib Lebli rpaj OTaaTh,

xak Uyne, MmHe Xpucrta npoaats.

XOTh HE BEpIO 51 HU B COH, HU B 40X,

He nox cwty ['puLIKe rpex Takoii.

BypyHnait
ThI YTO X MOJTYUIIIB, HE pa3yMeelb?

Bensit
A He Noinéub, Tak pajx He Oyaellb.

Bypynnait & Bensii

(CTIOKOMHO)

SICHBI O4YM BOH ITOBBIHEM,

TBOM PEYHUCT SA3BIK OTPEXKEM,

KOXY IPOYb CAEPEM C KUBOTO,

Ha Xapy TeOsl MOAXapHM ...

Hy, a TaM XuBH, IyJsiii, KOJIb XO4€Ib.

Kyrepbsma
(rpo cebs1; B cTpalIHoi 60puoe)
CwMmeprtb Mos1! Kak 6bITh? YTO nenate MHe?

Bensiit
OH BCE MOJIYHMT.

BEDYAY
Aha! Another one is left.

KUTER’MA

Spare me, oh, have mercy,
Tartar Princes!

‘What do you need a reveller for?
Spare me, oh, have mercy!

BURUNDAY
Very well, we shall spare you ...

BEDYAY
... we shall reward you with a golden treasury.

BURUNDAY AND BEDYAY

Show us loyal service:

lead Batu’s army along that path,
along that unknown forest path,
across four swift streams

to your capital city of Greater Kitezh.

FEVRONIYA
(to Kuter’ma)
Be firm, Grishen’ka.

BEDYAY
(threatening her)
Be silent, be silent, beautiful maiden!

KUTER’MA

(in extreme agitation, to himself)

Oh, grief, my sly demon!

Teach me, grief, how to live a rich life,

not just to steal, but to kill —

surrendering the entire city to its destruction,
like Judas, I am to sell Christ.

I may not believe in anything,

but Grishka is not up to such a sin.

BURUNDAY
Why are you silent, don’t you understand?

BEDYAY
If you don’t come with us, you’ll be sorry.

BURUNDAY AND BEDYAY

(calmly)

We’ll pull out those bright eyes of yours,

we’ll cut off that garrulous tongue of yours,

we’ll skin you alive,

and roast you over a fire ...

If you are alive after that, you can go if you please.

KUTER’MA
(to himself; in terrible strife)
My death! What am I to do?

BEDYAY
He still does not speak.
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bypyHnait
Bepure nypus!

Xop
(6pocatotcst Ha KyrepbMy ryps6oit)
Taiina! Iait!

Kyrepbma

(BHE cebs1)

Croiite, HeXpUCTH 6e300XHbIe!
(C BEJIMKOM TOCKOM, THXO)

Myk 6010Cb ...

(C OTYasTHbEM; PEIIUTETBHO)
WH 6bITh IO-BalIeMy.

TloBeny Bac, JIIOTHIX BOPOTOB,
XOTb 32 TO MHE BeK IPOKJISITHIM OBITh,
a ¥ MaMsITh MOsI BeUHast

co WUymnoii 3a01HO MOAAET.

Xop
(paloCTHBIN CMeX TaTap)
Xa, xa, xa ...

Bensit
JlaBHO OBI TaK.

Bypynnait & bensii
(TaTapam)
Ha Kutex, BoeBoabI!

(Benstit u BypyHnait cagarcst Ha KOHel 1
oTBe3XaloT. Bece yxonsr moHemMHory.)

Xop

Toii!

JlioToit Ka3HbIO MBI Ha Pych uném,
rpaasl KPenkue ¢ 3eMJIEN CPaBHUM,
Boxbu 11epKBU BCce OTHEM CTIAJIUM,
CTapbiX, MAJIBIX IO CMEPTH YOBEM,
KTO B IIOPE — TOTO B OP/Y CBEIEM.

(Yxonsr. [MocnenHumu octatorcst PeBpoHUs CO
crpaxeii. YacTb CTpaXu CHapsKaeT MOBO3KY,
YTOOBI ITOCATUTh HAa Hee PEeBPOHUIO. )

DeBpoHUsS

(MOJISICB)

Boxe, corBopu HeBuauM Kurex rpam,
a ¥ IIpaBeIHbIX, KUBYIIMX B I'Pajie TOM.

(E€ Taiar K 1moBo3Ke.)

BURUNDAY
Seize the fool!

CHORUS
(throwing themselves on Kuter’ma in a crowd)
Gayda! Gay!

KUTER’MA

(beside himself)

Stop, you godless heathens!

(with great anguish, quietly)

I am afraid of torture ...

(in despair; decisively)

Have your way.

I’ll take you there, bitter enemies,
even though I shall be cursed an age for it,
and people will for ever

speak of me in one breath with Judas.

CHORUS
(joyful laughter of the Tartars)
Ha, ha, ha ...

BEDYAY
Not before time.

BEDYAY AND BURUNDAY
(to the Tartars)
Onwards to Kitezh, commanders!

(Bedyay and Burunday get onto their horses and go
off. Little by little all depart.)

CHORUS

Goy!

We are marching on Rus like a bitter punishment,
we shall raise their mighty cities to the ground,

we shall put all their holy churches to the torch,

we shall put young and old to death,

whoever are in their prime we’ll take into the Horde.

(They depart. The last to leave are Fevroniya and her
guards. Some of the guards fit out the cart to seat
Fevroniya in it.)

FEVRONIYA

(praying)

O God, make the city of Kitezh invisible
and the righteous people living in it.

(They drag her towards the cart.)
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CD2

JleiicTBUE TpEThHE

Kaprtuna I

Kurex Benukuii. B camyio noiHo4s BeCh
Hapo[, OT CTaporo A0 MaJoro, C OPYXXHUEM B
pyKax cobpaJicsi 3a orpanoi YCreHcKoro
cobopa. Ha maneptu kHs3b FOpuii u KHSIXUAY
BceBosion, Kpyrom HUX ApyxuHa. Bce
ob6crynmmu @enopa [Mosipka, KOTOPHII CTOUT,
OITYyCTUB T'OJIOBY, 06 PYKY C OTPOKOM.

ITosipok
3apaBbl OyabTe, JTIOAU KUTEXKAHE.

Xop
(Hapoxn)
Byns Tebe nobpo y Hac, ITosipok.

IMosipok
I'e e KHA3b, MO TOCTIOANH, T1e KHIXUY?
Jlronu no6peie, yX MOKaxXuTe

Xop
Yo T61? 31€CH CTOST MEepea TOO0I0.

TTosipok
IMoremuen I'ocrioneHb CBET, HE BUXY.

Kusxuy BeeBonon
(TIOIXONUT U BIVISIABIBAETCS] €MY B JIMIIO)
®énop! Apyxe! Cner Tor!

TMosipok
TéMmeH, KHsIXe.

Xop

Tocnionu momuyit!

Ko xe nuxomeit TBO#?

Dénop! Apyxe! Fl'opembika TEMHBI!
Oii, He MelIKaii, MOJIBU, YTO 32 BECTH.

TMosipok
Chyiaiite, Y4eCTHBIE XpecTUaHe!
Bl Bpara He 4ysuIu go0cee ...

Xop
(Hapon npepsiBaet.)
Her, He Benanu, He 3Hanu, PEnop.

ITosipok

(mpomosxaer)

HpiHe xe ['ocnogHUM nmonyneHbeM
Ha 6ey coaesyioch HaM 4yJo.
(Penop cobupaeTcst ¢ IyXoM.)

Xop
Dénop! Apyxe! F'opeMbika TEMHBI!
Oii, He MellKaii, MOJIBU, YTO 3a YyJO.

Act Three

Scene 1

Greater Kitezh. Midnight. All the people, young and
old, with weapons in their hands, have gathered
outside the fence of the Cathedral of the Assumption.
On the porch stand Prince Yury and the young prince
Vsevolod, surrounded by their retinue. Everyone is
clustering around Fyodor Poyarok, who stands with
his head lowered, hand in hand with a page.

PoYAROK
Good fortune to you, citizens of Kitezh.

CHORUS
(the people)
And we wish you well, Poyarok.

POYAROK
Where is the prince, my lord, where is his son?
Good people, point them out to me.

CHORUS
‘What do you mean? They are standing in front of you.

POYAROK
God’s light has gone out, I cannot see.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
(approaches and looks into his face)
Fyodor, my friend! You are blind!

Poyarok
It’s dark, my prince.

CHORUS

Lord have mercy!

Who did this?

Fyodor! Friend! Victim of the darkness!
Oh, don’t dally, tell us the news.

POYAROK
Listen, honest Christians!
You have not known such an enemy before ...

CHORUS
(interrupting)
No, we did not know, Fyodor.

Poyarok

(continuing)

Now by the will of God

a miracle has occurred to our misfortune.
(Fyodor takes heart.)

CHORUS
Fyodor! Friend! Victim of the darkness!
Oh, don’t dally, tell us what this miracle is.
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IMosipok

(TOPKECTBEHHO)

Paccrynuiach MaTh chipa 3eMJIs,
paccenaiach Ha B€ CTOPOHBI,
BBIIyCKaJIa CUJTY BPAXHIO.

Bechl, 1011 11, HEBEIOMO:

BCE KaK eCTh B OyJiaT 3aKOBaHbI,

C HMU CaM UX HEUYECTUBBIN 1aph.

Xop

DEnop! Ipyxe! F'opembika TEMHBI!
Oii, He MellIKaii, MOJIBU ITOCKOpee,
BEJIMKA JIX paTh UIET LIapEéBa.

TTosipok

MHoro Jib CYETOM UX, HE BEIAIO;

a OT CKPHUITY MX TEJIEKHOTO

J1a OT pXaHbsI OOP3bIX KOMOHEM

3a ceMb BEPCT peueil He BBICIYIIATh;
a OT napy JIOIAAUHOTO

CaMO COJIHBIIIKO MTOMEPKHYIIO.

Xop

Oii, 3eMJIs chIpasi, Hallla MaTH,

4yeM TeOs1 Mbl TPOTHEBUJIH, IETH,

YTO Hacjaja HaM HeB3rony 3nywo? Oii!
Dénop! Ipyxe! 'opeMbiKa TEMHBIIA!
Oii, He MelIKaii, MOJIBU MO MOPSIIKY,
ycrosin i 6paTt Hamr MeHbiuuii Kurex?

TTosipox

B3t 6e3 6051 ¢ BEJIMUM COPOMOM.
Kus3sa FOpes B rpage He oOpeTiu,
pacmaJuIiuCh THEBOM HEUECTUBIIBI.
MykaMu Bcex XuUTeslel Tep3aiu,

MyTh Ha CTOJIBHBII I'Pajl Y BCEX IBITAS ...
Y cHOCMJTM MOJTYa 1aXe U 10 CMEPTH.

Xop
Bor emé xpanur Benukumit Kurex.

IMosipok

Ox, eNUHBIN YeJIOBEK HaIlENCs,

TeX MYYEHMUI 3JIbIX CTEPIETh HE MOTLIUM,
U TIOBeaJ MmyTh Lapio baterio.

Xop
T'ope okassnHoMy Mygne!
B cBete cem u Oynyuiem rnoruoess!

Knsixxuu BeeBonon
Dénop! Apyxe! 'opeMbika TEMHBIIH!
MoJBU TOJIBKO MHE: XUBA Jib KHSATHHSI?

TTosipok
Ox, XUBa ... ia JIyquie Obl HE XUTb.

Kusxuy BeeBonon
B nosiony ona? B HeBoJie TOpbKOi?

POYAROK

(solemnly)

Damp mother earth has opened up,

she has split into two.

And has sent forth an evil force.

Whether it’s people or demon, I cannot say:
all of them are forged into damask steel,
and with them their impious king himself.

CHORUS

Fyodor! Friend! Victim of the darkness!
Oh, don’t dally, tell us quickly,
whether that kingly army is a great one.

PoyArOK

I do not know whether they are great in number;
but from the screeching of their wagons

and the neighing of their swift horses

you cannot hear people speaking for seven versts;
the sun has grown dim

from the steam rising from their horses.

CHORUS

Oh, the damp earth, our mother,

how have we, your children, angered you

that you have sent to us bitter misfortune? Oh!
Fyodor! Friend! Victim of the darkness!

Oh, don’t dally, tell us truthfully,

did our brother Lesser Kitezh hold out?

PoYAROK

It was taken without a fight and in great shame.

Not finding Prince Yury in the city,

the heathens became incensed.

They put all the inhabitants to torture,

they tortured them to learn of the road to the capital
city ...

And they bore it silently unto death itself.

CHORUS
God still preserves Greater Kitezh.

PoyAarOK

Ah, one person remains,

unable to bear their dreadful torments.
He has revealed the road to Khan Batu.

CHORUS
Woe to the accursed Judas!
In this world and in the next, death to him!

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
Fyodor! Friend! Victim of the darkness!
Just tell me: is the princess alive?

POYAROK
Yes, alive ... but better she were dead.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
Is she in captivity? In bitter captivity?
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TTosipok

T'ocriogu, MpocTy eif corpeieHse:
YTO TBOPUJIA, 3HATH, HE pasyMmeral
K HaMm BparoB BeA€T ciosia KHSATHHS.

Kusixuu BeeBonon
Kak? Kak, ona?
Ox, l'ocnoau momuyii!

(B oT4asiHbe 3aKpBIBAET JIULIO PYKaMU.
MonyaHue)

TMosipok

A M€Hsl, CXBaTHB, CMESUTHCh MHOTO ...
ITocne, ocyienuB, rOHLIOM yCJIaJIA

C OTPOKOM CUM MaJIbiM K KHsi310 FOpkio.
“Pa30puM J0TJIa MBI CTOJIbHBIN I'paj,
CTeHBI KPETKHUe ¢ 3eMJIEN CPaBHUM,
Boxbu IEpKBU BCE OTHEM CITAJINM,
CTapbIX, MAJIBIX CMEPTH TIPEAaINM,

KTO B IIOPE, — MBI T€X B TIOJIOH BO3bMEM,
BO TOJIOH BO3bMEM, B Opay cBenéM,
I0GPBIX MOJIOALIEB CTAHULIAMM,
KPaCHBIX J€BOK BEPEHHIIAMH.

He BesuMm um B Bora BepoBaTth,

B Ballly Bepy BO CIIACEHYIO,

a BEJIMM UM TOJIbKO BEPOBATh

B Hallly Bepy HeKpeleHyw.”

Xop
Ox, cMyTHIIOCh cepaiie, 6patust!
Xouer ObITH Oe/1a BeTuKasi.

Kus3p KOpuit

O, crnaBa, 60raTCTBO CyeTHOE!

O, Hallle XUTbe MaJIOBPEMEHHOE!
IpoiiayTt, npo6GeryT yachl MaJible,

U JISIXKEM MBI B TPOOBI COCHOBBIE.
[yuia nmoxeTur mo xejaaM CBOUM

npen boxwuii mpectos Ha mocneAHuM cy,
a KOCTH 3eMJIe Ha IIpeJjaHue

M TEJIO YEPBSIM Ha ChelleHHE.

A cnaBa, 60raTCTBO Kyna mouayrt?

0O, Kutex Moii, MaTh ropoaam Bcem!
O, Kurex, Kkpaca He3akaTHas!

Ha T0 111 Te6s ST MOBBICTPOWII,

cpelb TEMHBIX JIECOB HEITPOXOAHBIUX?
B ropabiHe 6€3yMHOI MHE TyMaJIoCh:
HaBEKM CeW rOpoJi CO3UKIETCS,
MPUCTAaHUILE OJarOYTUILIHOE

BCEM CTPaXXAYILUM, ATYYIIAM, ALIYLIKM ...

Kurex, Kurex! Cnasa rae TBosi?
Kutex, Kutex! ['ne nTeHIsl TBOU?
(oTpoKy)

OTpOK MaJIbii, Tl MOJIOXE BCEX,
ThI B30MAM-Ka Ha IEPKOBHBIN BEPX,
MOIVISIIN Ha BCE YEThIPE CTOPOHBI,
He naét im bor HaM 3HaMeHbsI.

(OT1pok BOeraeT Ha KOJIOKOJIBHIO U
OIJISIIBIBAETCS HA BCE YETHIPE CTOPOHBI.)

PoyAROK

Lord, forgive her trespass:

she evidently did not understand what she was doing!
The princess is leading the enemies to us here.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
How? How can it be her?
O God, forgive me!

(Covers his face with his hands in despair.
Silence)

POYAROK

They seized me, and laughed a great deal ...
They blinded me and sent me as a messenger
with this young page to Prince Yury.

“We shall destroy the capital city entirely,

we shall raise those solid walls to the ground,
we shall put all your holy churches to the torch,
and we shall kill the young and old.

We shall take those in their prime as captives,
as captives, we shall take them to the Horde,
set your fine young men to be minions,

and your fair maidens to be our servants.

We shall forbid them to believe in God

and in the faith of resurrection.

We shall command them only to believe

in our heathen faith.”

CHORUS
Our hearts are confounded, brothers!
There promises to be dire distress.

PRINCE YURY

O glory, vain wealth!

Ah, our lives are so short!

The brief hours pass by so quickly,

and we shall be laid in pine coffins.

Our souls will fly forth as we deserve,

to the final judgement before God’s throne,
whilst our bones are committed to the earth,
and our bodies are left as food for the worms.
Glory and wealth, where do they go?

O my Kitezh, the mother of all cities!

O Kitezh, whose beauty will never set!
Was it for this that I built you

amid the dark and impenetrable forests?

In my demented pride I thought

this city was being founded for all time,

a haven and a refuge

for all who suffer, thirst and seek ...
Kitezh, Kitezh! Where is your glory?
Kitezh, Kitezh! Where are your fledglings?
(to the page)

Page, you are younger than anyone.

Climb up to the top of the church

and keep watch in all four directions;

see whether God will send us a sign.

(The page runs to the bell-tower and looks around in
all directions.)
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1lospok, KHsa3p HOpuit & Xop
YynHas HeGecHas Llapuliia,
Hama Tsl 3acTynHuULA cBsiTast!
MusocTbio BEIMKOM He ocTaBu!

OTtpok

ITbuIb cTON6GOM NOAHSUTACH 10 Heba,
6eJIblii CBET BeCh 3aCTUIIAETCSI.
MuaTcsi KOMOHY OpPABIHCKHUE,
CKavyT MOJIYMIIA CO BCEX CTOPOH;
MX 3HaMEHA pPa3BeBaIOTCS,

UX MeYM OJIECTST OyIaTHBIE.
Buxy, kak 661 Kurex-rpan ropur:
TUTaMsl TIBILIET, UCKPBI MEYyTCS,

B IbIME 3BE31bI BCE TOMEPKHYJIH,
caMo He6o 3aropenocs ...

W3 BopoT peka TeyéT,

BCSI U3 KDOBHM HEITOBUHHBIA ...

W BUTAIOT BpaHbI YEPHBIE,

TEIUION KPOBBIO YITUBAIOTCS ...

Kus3p KOpwuii

Ox, crpaurHa gecHuna boxws!
T'uGenb rpany yrotroBaHa,

HaM Xe MeY ¥ CMEPTh HaIlpacHasl.
(Hapony)

Bpatus! K Bragsruniie B3MoauTeCh,
Kutexa 3acTynmHuie HeGeCHOM.

Kuspxny Beesonog, IMosipok, Kussp FOpuit &
Xop

YynHast HeOecHasl lapuua,

Haa Tel 3acTynHuua Giarasi,

MMJIOCTBIO HEGECHOI He OCTaBH,

Kurex-rpaj mokpoil CBOMM ITOKPOBOM.

Otpok

(meyanbHO)

T'ope, rope rpagy Kutexy!

Be3 KpecToB 11epKOBHBI MAKOBKH,
6€e3 KHsI3eii BBICOKU TEPEMBI;

TI0 yIJIaM CTeH 6eJIOKaMeHHBIX
OYHYYKH BUCAT KOCMAThIE;

u3 BopoT B Opay KOHeii BeayT,

C YMCTBHIM CEPeOPOM BO3BI BE3YT.

Kusasp FOpuit

Bbritu Kutexy pasrpabaeny,

a XXMBBIM 110 JaHb HaM SITHCS.

Ox, 1030p TOT XyXe maryost!
(Hapony)

B3MosmMmTech 3acTymHUlIE ellie pas,
IUIa4ybTe BCE OT MaJia 0 BEJIHKa,
IUTaYbTe BCE KPOBABBIMU CJIE3aMHU.

(Bce ynmamaior HU1I.)

Xop
YynHas HeOecHas Lapuiia,

POYAROK, PRINCE YURY AND CHORUS
Wondrous queen of heaven,

our holy protectress!

In your great mercy do not abandon us!

PAGE

A column of dust has risen up to the sky,

the light of day is being dimmed.

The horses of the Horde are speeding,

the multitudes are galloping on all sides;

their banners are fluttering,

their swords of damask steel are sparkling.

I see, it is as if the city of Kitezh were burning:
the flames blaze up, the sparks are flying about,
and in the smoke all the stars have grown dim,
the sky itself has caught alight ...

From the gates flows a river

of innocent blood ...

And the black ravens hover

intoxicated by the warm blood ...

PRINCE YURY

Oh, terrible is the right hand of God!

The destruction of the city is prepared,

and the sword and an unjust death await us.
(to the people)

Brothers! Pray to the Virgin,

the heavenly protectress of Kitezh.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD, POYAROK, PRINCE YURY AND
CHORUS

‘Wondrous queen of heaven,

you are our good protectress,

in your heavenly grace do not abandon us.
Shield the city of Kitezh with your veil.

PAGE

(sorrowfully)

Woe, O woe to the city of Kitezh!

Deprived of the crosses are the church cupolas
and the lofty towers of the princes;

shaggy staffs of office

hang at the corners of the white-stoned walls;
horses are being led from the gates to the Horde,
carts take away the pure silver.

PRINCE YURY

Kitezh looted

and us taken alive as a tribute,

oh, the shame is worse than destruction!
(to the people)

Pray to our protectress again,

let everyone from young to old lament,
let everyone lament with tears of blood.

(All prostrate themselves.)

CHORUS
Wondrous queen of heaven,

Rimsky-Korsakov: The Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh



Hawa 1'el 3acTynnHuua 6saras,
KuTtex-rpan mokpoii CBOUM ITOKPOBOM.
CMuyiicsi, HeOecHas Llapulia,
AHTeJIOB MOLIUTA HaM B 000POHY.

OTpok

ITycTo monoMs, OKaTUCTO

YTO HaJ CBETIIBIM SIpoM-03epoM,
6ebiM 00JIaKOM OZIEsIHO,

4TO (aTOIO0 CBETOHOCHOIO.

B Hebe X THXO0, AICHO, 6JIarOCTHO,
CJIOBHO B CBETJION LiepkBU Boxueit.
(cxomur)

Kusa3p FOpuit
Ja cepuutcst Bosist boxwust,
M MCYE3HET Ipaj C JINLA 3EMJIU.

Kusoxuy BeeBomon

Oit Xe Tbl, IpyXWHa BepHasi!
YMupaTh HaM JIETO JIb C XKEHAMU,
3a CTEHaMU yKPhIBAIOYHUCH,

HE BB Bpara JIMIIOM K JIUILy?

B cepauie umemcs eauHoe,
BBIIEM BOPOTY BO CPETEHbBE,

3a XPECThsIH, 3a BEPY PYCCKYIO
TIOJIOKUTH CBOU TOJIOBYIIKH.

Xop
3a 100010, KHSKHNY, 3a TOOO0IO!

Kusxuy Beesoson
Kusxe FOpwii, oTryctu Hac B moste!

Kus3p FOpwuit
Jlait BaM bor cKOHYaThCs HETTOCTBIIHO,
K JIUKY MyYeHHK IIPUYTEHHBIM OBITH.

(ByrarocnoBIsSIET KHSKAYA U IPYXKUHY.
JIPYXXVUHHWKH MPOINAIOTCS C XKEHAMU ¥ BBIXOAST
C KHSDKHYEM W3 rOpojia, 3areBasi MecHIo. )

KHaxuny Beesoiion
TloxgHsimacs ¢ MOIYHOYH ...

Kusixuy Beesonon & Xop
IMonHsiacs ¢ NOJIyHOYM
IPYXUHYIIKA XPECThSIHCKAs,
MoJIIacs, Kpectuiaacs,
MOJIWJIACS, KPEeCTHIacsl,

Ha CMEPTHBIN O0M roTOBUIACK.
TIpoctu, npoiuai, poaHas BeCb,
(rpoxoasT 3a orpamy)

MPOCTH, NPOIIAii, POJHASI BECH!
He nnayb e Thl, ceMeroIKa:
(3a cTeHamMu)

HaM CMepThb B 0010 HaNKCaHa,
HaM cMepTh B 060I0 HamucaHa,
a MEPTBOMY COpOMa HeT.

24

you are our good protectress,

shield the city of Kitezh with your veil.
Take pity, O queen of heaven,

send your angels to defend us.

PAGE

The heavenly heights are deserted,
the bright waters of Lake Yar

are swathed in a white mist,

like a bridal veil radiating light.
The skies are calm, bright and soft,
as in God’s radiant church.

(comes down)

PRINCE YURY
God’s will be done,
our city shall disappear from the face of the earth.

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

Oh, my faithful retinue!

Is it fitting for us to die with our wives
hiding behind these walls,

without having seen the enemy face to face?
Let us be of one heart,

let us go forth to meet the enemy,

for Christendom, for the Russian faith,

and there give up our lives.

CHORUS
We are with you, prince, with you!

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
Prince Yury, let us go into the field!

PRINCE YURY
May God grant you die without shame
and be numbered among the martyrs.

(He blesses the young prince and his retinue. The
men bid farewell to their wives and leave the city
with the prince. They start up a song.)

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
It rose up at midnight ...

PRINCE VSEVOLOD AND CHORUS

It rose up at midnight

that Christian army,

it prayed and made the sign of the Cross,
it prayed and made the sign of the Cross,
and prepared itself for deadly battle.
Forgive us and farewell, our native village,
(they pass beyond the fence)

forgive us and farewell, our native village!
Do not weep for us:

(beyond the walls)

death in battle is ordained for us,

death in battle is ordained for us,

and for the dead there is no shame.
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(nanpliue)
Ham cmepTh B 6010 HanucaHa ...
Hawm cmepTs B 6010 ...

(CBeTablil, C 30JI0TUCTHIM 0JIECKOM, TYMaH THXO
CXOJUT C TEMHOT0 Heba, — CHavyaJia Ipo3payeH,
TTOTOM T'YIIE U TYIIE.)

Xop

(Hapon)

YT0 X CTOMM MBI, CECTPBI?
CMepTHBIN Yac yX OJIU30K ...
Kax xe yMuparb-To,

He MPOCTSCh IAPYT C APYroM?
CécTpbl, OOHUMMTECH;
ITyCTh COJIBIOTCST CJIE3BI.

A Te cné3bl HaluIu

C pajloCcTu, He C ropsi.

(CaMu co00it TUXO 3aryeau LiepKOBHBIE
KOJIOKOJIA. )

Yy! Kosokosia Bce

caMHu 3aryJeny,

Kak OBl TO OT MHOTHX
BEIOLINX BOCKPBUIMA.
Anrenst l'ocriogHu

HBIHE 3[1€Ch HAJ HAMM.

OTtpok
Ouu 3aCTUIAET HEKOI TeJIEHOIO.

Kus3p KOpuit
Kak ObI IbIM KaIVUIbHBIN
K HaM ¢ HebeC CHUCXOIUT.

Xop

JIMBHO: rpaj obJexcs
B CBETIIYIO ONEXIY.
Bce nonkom,

TOJIKOM UIEMTE,
UaEMTE, CECTPHI,

B XpaM COOOpPHBI,

na B ['ocriogHeM nome
MYK BEHEI[ PUEMIIEM.

Otpok
Yyny nuech N'ocriogHio
TOAUBUMCS, CECTPBI!

Kusa3p Opuit
Bor I'ocrions mokpoBom
Kurex nokpsiBaer.

Xop
A TyMaH BCE ryuie ...
I'ne Mbl1, TIe MBI, CECTPBI?

Kus3b 0puit & Xop
Ta oTKyna pagocThb,
cBeTIasi oTKyna?

(more distantly)
Death in battle is ordained for us,
death in battle ...

(A bright mist with a golden gleam silently descends
from the dark sky — at first it is translucent, then
becomes thicker and thicker.)

CHORUS

(the people)

What are we standing about for, sisters?
The hour of death is nigh ...

How can we die

without bidding one another farewell?
Sisters, let us embrace one another;

let our tears flow together.

And our tears

are of joy, not of sorrow.

(The church bells start knelling of their own accord.)
Listen! All the bells

have started knelling of their own accord,
as if brushed

by a multitude

of fluttering wings.

The angels of the Lord

are with us now.

PAGE
My eyes are covered with a kind of shroud.

PRINCE YURY
It is like incense
coming down to us from heaven.

CHORUS

It is marvellous: our city

is shrouded in radiant attire.

Let us go

in a mass,

let us go, sisters,

to the cathedral,

and in the house of God

let us accept the crown of thorns.

PAGE
This day, sisters,
we shall marvel at God’s miracle!

PRINCE YURY
Our Lord God
is shielding Kitezh with his cloak.

CHORUS
The mist is becoming thicker ...
‘Where are we, where are we, sisters?

PRINCE YURY AND CHORUS
Where does this joy come from,
where does this radiant joy come from?

Rimsky-Korsakov: The Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh



CMepTh JIU TO TIPUXO/INT,
HOBOE JIb POXJICHbE?

OTtpok

Bosnukyiite, moau,
noiite Bory ciaBsr!

OH TPEe3BOHOM YYTHBIM
K HaM ¢ HebGec B3bIBaeT.

Iosipok & KHs13b KOpuit
Bor I'onoas cum 3BoOHOM
K HaM C HeOecC B3BIBaeT.

(Bcé 3aBoIakKMBaeTCst 30JIOTUCTHIM TYMAHOM.)
O06ayHblit 3aHaBeC

Ilepexon Ko BTOpO#t KAPTUHE
“Ceua npu Kepxenue”

Kapruna I1

3anaBec. B ny6pase Ha Gepery o3epa CpeTiioro
Spa temb HenporasigHas. [IpoTuBHBIA Geper,
rae ctouT Benukuit Kutex, okyTaH rycteiM
TymaHoM. Kyrepbsma c 6orareipsimu beasiem u
BypyHnnaem, npodupasick CKBO3b Yalily
KyCTapHHKa, BBIXOJST Ha MOJISTHY, MIYILYIO K
o3epy.

Kyrepsma

Bor ny6pasa Ta, BOT 03epo,

Caetubiit Sp y Hac 30BoMoe,

a cam Kutex-To BeTMKHM Tpaj

Ha MPOTUBHOM Gepery CTOMT.
(BoraTeIpy BIJISIABIBAIOTCSI B TEMHOTY. )

Bypynnait

JIxEb ThI, méc!

Tam Meskuit eJIbHUYEK,
MOJIOAOM pacTET Gepe3HUYEK.

Bensit
U MecTa MmyCcThIM-ITyCThIHHBIE.

Kyreppma

AJTY 3BOHA BBI HE CIIbIIIANH,
YTO TyZIe] BO BCIO TOPOXEHBKY,
SA3BBIKOM TE€EM KOJIOKOJIbBHBIM
CJIOBHO OWJI ITO CEPJILLY CAMOMY.

(MaJio-nmomaity cXoasTcst TaTapbl. BBO3SIT BO3BI
¢ HarpaOJIEeHHBIM 100pOM.)

Xop

(TaTapsbi)

Oii, Te Pych, 3emiist npoxiisitas!
Her goporu npsimoe3xwusi.

Jla ¥ TPOTIOYKM 3aBaJIeHbI

BCE€ MEHbEM, KOJIOAbEM, BHICKOPBIO.

Is death passing us by,
is this a rebirth?

PAGE

Rejoice, O people,

praise the Lord!

Through this wondrous pealing
He calls to us from heaven.

POYAROK AND PRINCE YURY
Through this pealing
the Lord calls to us from heaven.

(Everything is shrouded in a golden mist.)
Mist floods the stage

Entr’acte to the second scene
“The Battle near Kerzhenets”

Scene 2

Curtain. An oak grove on the banks of Lake Yar. It is
pitch dark. The opposite bank, where Greater Kitezh
is situated, is shrouded in a dense mist. Kuter’'ma
with the warriors Bedyay and Burunday make their
way through a thicket and emerge into a glade that
leads to the lake.

KUTER’MA

Here is the oak grove, and here is the lake
that we call the Radiant Yar.

The city of Greater Kitezh itself

is on the opposite bank.

(The warriors gaze into the darkness.)

BURUNDAY

You are lying, you dog!

Over there is a small fir grove,
there grows a young birch forest.

BEDYAY
The place is absolutely deserted.

KUTER’MA

Didn’t you hear the bells

which knelled along the entire path?
The bell-clapper seemed to beat
directly in my heart.

(Gradually the Tartars come down. They drive in
carts with looted goods.)

CHORUS

(Tartars)

Oh, Rus, you accursed land!

You don’t have any practicable roads
and all the pathways are cluttered
with tree stumps, logs and fallen trees.
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A CTerHble Hallli KOMOHH

0 KOPEHbBSI CIIOTHIKAIOTCSI.

OT TYyMaHy, oT 60JIOTHOTO

JIyX TaTapCKUI 3aHUMAETCsI.

XoTbh NOOWIN paTh XOpoopyIo,
TPETUil AeHb BCE OPOIMM MOIYCTY.
(Kytepsme)

OOMOPOYMIT HAC ThI, IbSIHULA,
Hac 3aBEJI B MecTa Oe3ToaHbIe!

(C yrpo3amu okpyxaioT Kyrepsmy; TOT
OGpocaeTcsi K HoraMm 0oraTbIpeid.)

Kyrepsma
Oii, moMuiyiite, 6Gorateipu!

(BypyHnaii u Bensit ocraHaBIMBAIOT TaTap.)

Bensit

He 6oiicsi! MbI TeGst HE TPOHEM,

a K JIepeBy TIPUBSIKEM KPETTKO

¥ COJTHBIIIKA TOXKIEMCSI,

a TaM, KaK OBbITb C TOOOM, YBUAUM.

Bypynnait
U KoJ1b HE BOBCE MECTO ITYCTO,
CTOUT Ha Opere Gosblnii Kurex,

Bypynnait & bensit
Te6e C IUIey roJIoBy OTPYOHM:
He U3MEHSII POJHOMY KHA3IO.

(BbesxaeT Tesera, Ha KOTOPO# CUIUT B
6e3monBHOM Tocke DeBPOHMSI.)

BypyHnnait

A KoJib Hac 6€3 TOJIKY MOPOYKJI,

3aBEJ B 6€3JIIOTHYIO MYCTHIHIO,

0X, TopIlle CMePTH OyIyT MyKu!
(KyTepbMy CXBaThIBAIOT U MPUBS3BIBAIOT K
JIEpEBY.)

3o Hapox!

(TaTapbl paccaxxuBaroTCs Ha 3eMJie, Pa3BOASIT
KOCTpBI, APYTHE€ BHIHOCST BCSIKYIO 1OOBIYY U
PaCKJIA[BIBAIOT B OTAEIbHBIE KYYH.)

Bensit
A Xajko KHsKuya!
Copok paH, a XXUB He OTAAJICS.

Bypynnaii & bensit

To-To 6 MBI €ro yBaXWIu,

TIPUAABIIM O KPETKO JOCKaMU,

MUPOBATh OBl CBEPX YCETUCS.

“Cuyiaii, MoJI, Kak 3/1eCb MBI Ipa3iHyem!”

(Tarapsl pa36uBalOT 6OYKHM C BAHOM U IbIOT
cepebpstHBIMU Yyapkamu. BypyHnnait u bensiit
calsTCs C TPOYUMU. )
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Our steppe horses

stumble over the roots.

This marsh mist

takes our Tartar breath away.

Though we have beaten a brave army,

for three days we have been wandering in vain.
(to Kuter’ma)

You have duped us, you drunkard,

you’ve brought us to an uninhabited spot!
(With threats they surround Kuter’ma; the latter
throws himself at the feet of the warriors.)

KUTER’MA
Oh, have mercy, you warriors!

(Burunday and Bedyay stop the Tartars.)

BEDYAY

Don’t worry! We shan’t touch you,
we shall tie you securely to a tree,
and wait for the sun to come up.
Then we’ll see what to do with you.

BURUNDAY
And if it isn’t a deserted spot
and Greater Kitezh is standing on the bank ...

BURUNDAY AND BEDYAY
... we’ll cut your head off
for betraying your prince.

(A cart appears, carrying Fevroniya, who sits in
silent anguish.)

BURUNDAY

And if you have been fooling us for nothing,

and you have led us into an uninhabited wilderness,
then your torments will be more bitter than death!
(They seize Kuter’ma and tie him to a tree.)

A nasty people!

(The Tartars sit down on the ground, kindle bonfires,
whilst other take out the booty and separate it into
different piles.)

BEDYAY
The young prince is to be pitied!
Forty wounds and still he did not give himself up alive.

BURUNDAY AND BEDYAY

We would have shown him our respect:
crushed him down firmly with boards
and then all sat down on top to feast:
“Listen, how we can celebrate here!”

(The Tartars break open some wine barrels and drink
the wine from silver goblets. Burunday and Bedyay
sit down with the others.)
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Bensii BEDYAY
Beperiiv BUHO X0351€Ba, The hosts were keeping their wine,
CaMM TaK U HE OTBEJaIN. and they themselves did not even taste it.
(TaTapbl Me4yT XpeOuii ¥ MbIOT BUHO. MHOTHE, (The Tartars cast lots and drink the wine. Many,
3a0paB Mnaii, OTXOMISIT.) taking their share, go off.)
Xop CHORUS
He BOpoHBI, HE TOJIOHBIE It was not hungry ravens
cleTauucs Ha mobowuie, swooping down onto the bloody battlefield.
Myp3bI-KHSI3bs1 COOUpANUCS, The Murza princes have assembled.
CallJINCh BKPYT, OYIYT e AeIUTh. They sit around and will have a share-out.
A Bcex KHA3€H COPOK BUTA3EH, There are forty princely knights in all
B JIeJTy ITaéB CyNPOTHUB TOTO. and the same number of lots.
A nepBbIii Tail — 30JI0TOM 1IEJIOM The first lot is the golden helmet
TOTO JI4 KHSI3bKa CBSITO-PYCCKOTO; of that noble Russian prince;
JIPYroy Xe Mail — ero TeJbHbIA KPecT; the second lot is his crucifix;
a TpeTuii maif — B cepedpe Oyar. the third lot is his silver sword.
Ewg ectb nmait, — OH 10pPOXe BCeX, — There is another lot — it is the most precious —
CBET J€BULIA ITOJIOHAHOYKA: the lovely captive maiden,
He TIbET, HE eCT, yOMBaeTcs, who neither drinks nor eats and who grieves
CJI€3aMU, CBET, 3aJIUBACTCS. in floods of tears.
Bypynmait BURUNDAY
Oi1 e, BbI Myp3blI TaTapckue! Oh, you Tartar Murzas!
MHe He Halo 3/1ata, cepedpa — I don’t need the gold or silver,
OTaBaiTe MOJOHSAHOUKY; give me the captive girl;
C HElo 51 ceiyac M3 Jeny BOH. I'm off with her away from this business.
Bensit BEDYAY
Yo THI, I7Ii€ XKe 3TO BUAaHO? How so, since when has this been heard of?
YTo MOBBITIAAET MO XKepeodblo, Whatever the lots deal out to you
TO MyCKaii U [ocTaBaeTcs; you may have;
caMOMy MH€ [I€BKa I10 CEPJLLY. I’ve taken a fancy to the girl myself.
BypyHnaii BURUNDAY
S Bunan e€ nonpex teds, I saw her first
TYT OHAa MHE U B J1II000Bb IIPUIIUIA. and fell in love with her.
IMomnbiTaeM, CripocHM JIEBULLY: Let’s put it to the test and ask the girl
MOJI, 32 KEM M3 Hac cama IouaeT? which of us she’ll have.
Bensit BEDYAY
(C XOX0TOM) (with a guffaw)
CBoO€eMyY MOJIOHY KJIAHATHCS! Pay homage to our booty!
BypyHnnait BURUNDAY
(PeBpoHun) (to Fevroniya)
He muiaup, He Tutayb, KpacHa JeBuIa! Don’t weep, don’t weep, fair maiden!
Cge3y Tebs B 3001y Opay, I shall take you to the Golden Horde,
BO3bMY TeOst BO 3aMyXeCTBO, I shall take you as my bride,
B L[BETHOM LIIATPE MOCAXY TEO ... and sit you in a coloured tent ...
Bensii BEDYAY
(riepeOuBaeT ¢ 3JI0M HACMEIITKOM) (interrupting with bitter mockery)
He ruraub, He 1Tays, KpacHa aeBuial Don’t weep, don’t weep, fair maiden!
Caesy Tebs B 3omoty Opay, I shall take you to the Golden Horde,
BO3bMY Te0s1 BO paOOTHULIBI, I shall put you to work,
YYUTH T€Os1 Oyay MIETKOIO ... I shall teach you with the lash ...
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bypyHzaii
Jlaiib MHe IeBKY, OyIeib APYyroM MHe,
a He Jallb, MH Oy/eIlb HEJPYTOM.

Bensit
(MpayHO)
Henpyr TBoii.

BypyHnnait
(ynapsist benisist Tonopom 1o royiose)
Tak Ha x Tebe!

(Bensit manaet MepTBBIM. Ha Mur MosyaHue,
3aTeM TaTapbl MPOAOJIKAIOT CIIOKONHO AENEX.
MHorue oxMeJiesu 1, 3a0paB CBOi Maii, He B
CHJIaX UITH, TIANAIOT M 3aChINAIOT.)

Xop

He BopoHBI, HE TOJIOTHBIE
CJIeTaINCS Ha TOGOUIIE ...

Myp3bl KHI3bsI COOUpPANTHCS,
caluJIuCh BKPYT, OYAYT e IeTUTh.
(3achInair)

(Bypynpait Bener K ce6e DeBPOHMIO, JIOKUTCS
caM Ha KOBpe, YCaXXMBAeT ee U CTapaeTcst
YTEIIUTh.)

BypyHnait

(niputsiruBaet K cebe GeBPOHMIO U OGHUMAET ee)
Teol He Goiics Hac, KpacaBuua!

Haua Bepa, Bepa nérkasi:

He KPECTUTHCSI, HE TIOKJIOHBI OUTb ...

A yX OyzeT 3010TOM Ka3HHI ...

(CKBO3b COH)

He poGeii, necHas nramieyka ...

Gmxe!.. Hy! 3a 4TO HeslackoBa?

(3ackImnaer)

(Cnut 1 Bech cTaH. PeBpOHUS OTXOAMT OT
BypyHnnas.)

DeBpoHus

(ripuumTast)

AX, THI MWJIBIH XXEHUX MO, HaxExa!
OpuHEXOHEK ThI O] PAKUTOM,

HE OIUIaKaH JIeXHILb, HEOTIEThIH,
BECh KPOBaBBIM JIEXKUIIIb, HEOMBITHIA! ...
KabwI Benana st TBO€ MecTo,

51 CJIe301 TBOE TEJIO OMbLIA 6,

CBOE€# KpOBBIO Te€0s1 oTorpena 0,
CBOUM JIyXOM Te0s1 oXuBUa 6.

AX, ThI cepllie, peTuBoe cepaue!
OTpBIBAJIOCH ThI, CEPALE, OT KOPHS,
3aJIMBAJIOCS AJI0I0 KPOBBIO.

A 1 KaK MHe TebsI mpupacTuTu?
(THIXO TUTAYET)
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BURUNDAY
Give me the girl and you’ll be my friend,
if you don’t you’ll be my enemy.

BEDYAY
(gloomily)
Your enemy.

BURUNDAY
(striking Bedyay over the head with an axe)
Well, take that!

(Bedyay falls dead. There is silence for a moment,
then the Tartars calmly continue with the sharing out.
Taking their share, many have got drunk, and unable
to walk, they fall down and go to sleep.)

CHORUS

It was not hungry ravens

swooping down onto the bloody battle ...
The Murza princes have assembled,

they sit around and will have a share-out.
(falling asleep)

(Burunday leads Fevroniya over towards him, lays
down on the carpet, then seats her down, too, and
tries to comfort her.)

BURUNDAY

(draws Fevroniya towards him and embraces her)
Do not fear us, my beauty!

Our faith is easy to get on with:

you don’t have to cross yourself or make bows ...
and you will get a golden treasury ...

(half asleep)

Don’t be timid, forest bird ...

Come nearer ... well? Why so frosty?

(falls asleep)

(The entire encampment is asleep. Fevroniya moves
away from Burunday.)

FEVRONIYA

(lamenting)

Ah, my dear husband, my hope!

You are so lonely under the willow,

you lie there, no one mourned for you or sang your
funeral rites,

you lie there soaked in blood and unwashed ...

If I knew where you were

I would wash your body with a tear,

with my own blood I would warm you,

with my own breath I would revive you.

Ah, my heart, my ardent heart!

You have been plucked from your root

and you are covered with bright red blood.

How am I to see you flourish again?

(weeps silently)
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Kyrepsma

(IpUBSI3aHHBIN K JAEPEBY, THXO)
CIIbIILb ThI, ACBUIIA ...
(TIOMpaBJIsIsiCh)

Kusiruns cset!

(®PeBpOHUS NMPUCITYIIUBAETCS. )
He noGpesryii OKasiHHBIUM,
CTaHb MOOJINXE, YUCTHIN YeJTOBEK!

DeBpoHus
(y3Haet KyTepbMy U OAXOIUT GIIMXe)
I'pumia, I'puina, yro cBepuvi ecu!

Kyrepbma

Ox, Mmostuu! HeBMOroTy yX MHe:
CMEepTh CTpalllHa, KOHYMHA CKOpast;
MOTSATYe TOTO 3I0/IeM-TOCKA ...

A yX 3BOH YCHeHbSI KHTEXCKUIA!

M nouTto 3BOHUT HEBOBpeMs?

Ox, kosoTuT I'pHILIKE KOJIOKOJI,
CJIOBHO OOYXOM TI0 TEMEHH.

®DeBpoHus
(IpUCITyIIBaETCs)
T'ne xe 3BoOH-TO?

Kyrepbma

AX, KHSITUHIOIIKa!

MaspiM-MaJio moxaei MeHs:

IIAnKy MHE HalBUHb-Ka Ha yIIH,

YTOOBI 3BOHY MHE He CJIBIILATH,

YTOOBI IPYCTH-TOCKY MOIO U30BITh.

(DeBpOHUS MOAXOTUT U HAZBUTACT MY ILATIKY
Ha yllIu; TOT npuciaymuBaercsi. C oTyastHbeM)
Her, rynuT, ryaiut npoKJIsITEI 3BOH!

OT Hero HMKaK He CKPOIOCs.

(BenieHo TPSXHYB rOJIOBOIO, OH COpachIBaeT
LIANKY Ha 3eMJII0. BRICTPO M CTpacTHO 1Iemyer. )
OTnycTy MeHs, KHATMHIOIIKA,

paspely MHe y3bl KperKue,

J1ail yUTH OT MyK TaTapCKUHUX,

XOTb IEHEK eIE MOMasIThCs!

VY6ery B ieca ipemyydne,

oTpouly no mnosic 6opony,

cTaHy caM cebe Jyla cracaTh.

®DeBpoHust

(HEpEIINTETHHO)

Yro 3ambicani, ['puina, Beiayman?
Benb Ka3HAT MEHS MJIQIEIIEHBKY.

Kyrepbma

(cmokoiiHee, yoexnaer)

DX, Ha YTO Tebe KUBOT Oepeynb?
Yro umerna, BC mocesiia;

W3 JIIOIEH-TO Hake KHIKECKUX,
MMOYMUTAMA, B KUBBIX IeCATKA HET.

KUTER’MA

(tied to the tree, quietly)
Hear me, maiden ...
(correcting himself)

Lovely princess!

(Fevroniya listens.)

Do not disdain the accursed,
come closer, noble soul!

FEVRONIYA
(recognizes Kuter’'ma and comes up closer)
Grisha, Grisha, what have you done!

KUTER’MA

Oh, be silent! It is unbearable:

I fear death, and my end is coming;

more oppressive than that is the wicked anguish ...
Not to mention the bells of Kitezh!

Why are they ringing at the wrong time?

That bell is like a hammer for Grishka,

it is like an axe butt on my head.

FEVRONIYA
(listening)
What ringing do you mean?

KUTER'MA

Ah, princess!

Pity me just a little:

pull my cap down over my ears

so I can’t hear the ringing,

50 as to rid me of my grief and sorrow.

(Fevroniya approaches him and pulls his cap over his
ears; he listens. In despair)

No, that accursed ringing keeps droning on!

I can’t hide from it at all.

(He shakes his head furiously, and the cap falls to the
ground. Whispering rapidly and with passion)

Let me go, princess,

release me from these firm bonds,

let me get away from these Tartar torments,

and suffer for one little day more!

I shall run off into the slumbering forests,

I'll grow my beard down to my belt,

I shall save my soul on my own.

FEVRONIYA

(indecisively)

What are you planning, Grisha, what have you devised?
They will put me to death, an infant.

KUTER'MA

(more calmly, trying to convince her)

Ha, what do you need your life for?

You’ve sown all you had;

think, even among the prince’s people.

There can’t be more than a dozen people left,
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(ryxo)
A He mait bor yTo0 1 XuB KTO ObLI!

DeBpoHuUs
(C BO3pacTalOUIUM U3yMJICHUEM)
Otyero “He naii bor”, I'puiienbka?

Kyrtepbma

KTo HU BCTpeTUT, BCSIK YOBET TEOSI.
(DeBpOHUS B3IparuBaer.)

Kak moBén s path TaTapckylo,

Ha Te0sI BeJIeI BCeM CKa3bIBaTh ...

DeBpoHus
(OTCTYMaeT co CTPaxoM)
Ha mens Benen 1o1, ['puinenbka?

Kyrepbpma
(TUXO; KUBast)
Ha Te6s1.

DeBpoHUs

(3aKpbIBasi JIMLIO PyKaMHU)

Oit, crpamHo, ['punieHbkal
I'puiia, THI yXX He AHTUXPUCT JIK?

Kyrepbma

YT0 THI, 4TO THI?

I'me yXx MHe, KHATUHIOIIKA!
ITpocTo 51 moceAHUi NbsTHULIA:
HAac TaKMX Ha CBETE MHOTO €CTb.
Cné3pl IbEM KOBIIAMH TTOJTHBIMM,
3aIMBaeM BO3JBIXaHbSIMU.

DeBpoHUs

He pormu Ha 10J1I0 TOPBKYIO:

B TOM BeJIMKa TaifHa Boxwusi.

AJb Te6Ge TO B paioCTh He ObLIO,
BeIb 1 TO HaM CBET BOXeCTBEHHBI,
KakK JIpPyrue XOAsT B pafocT?

Kytepsma

DX, ThI CBET MOsI KHSITUHIOLIKaA!
Haum ouu 3aBunymus,

HAIllY PYKHU 3arpedyus,

Ha YyXyIO JI0JII0 3apHILbCH,

Jla CYJIMIIb UM JIMXO BCSIKOE ...
A v Bora cynpoTuB MOWIEIIb:
MBI Ha TO U B TOPE BEK XUBEM,

YTOOBI B TOPIIMX MyKaX CMEPTh NPUHSTH?

®eBpoHus
(C YyBCTBOM)

T'opbKMii, TOPBKUIA, TPYXIBI 6OJI€3HBIM!

Tol n BIIpSAMb HE 3HACIb PAaIOCTH.

Kyrepbpma
(roanaxmBasich)
W He cibIxuBajl, KHATMHIONIKA,

(mutedly)
and God grant that none of them is alive!

FEVRONIYA
(with growing astonishment)

Why “God grant”, Grishen’ka?

KUTER'MA

Anyone who comes across you will kill you.

(Fevroniya shudders.)
As I led the Tartar army
I told them all to say it was you ...

FEVRONIYA
(recoiling with fear)
Me, Grishen’ka?

KUTER’MA
(quietly, nodding)
Yes, you.

FEVRONIYA

(covering her face with her hands)
Oh, that is terrible, Grishen’ka!
Are you the Antichrist, Grisha?

KUTER’MA

‘What do you mean?

You overestimate me, princess!

I am just the last drunkard:

there are many like me in the world.
We drink scoops brimming with tears,
and drown them with sighs.

FEVRONIYA

Do not complain of your bitter lot:
in this, God’s secret is great.
Aren’t you happy,

isn’t it like divine light for us,
when others live happily?

KUTER’MA

Ha, my lovely princess!

Our eyes are envious,

our hands are grasping,

we hanker after what others have,

we wish for them every evil ...

But why should we go against God:
isn’t it enough to live our lives in grief,
shall even our death be a bitter torment?

FEVRONIYA

(with feeling)

Bitter, bitter and.thrice sick!
You really do not know joy.

KUTER'MA
(humouring her)
I haven’t heard, princess,
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KaKoBa OHa TaKasi €CTb.
(CHOBA YacTO ¥ MTOPBIBUCTO)
OTHycTH MEHSsI, KHATUHIOILKA,
paspeliy MHe y3bl KPeTKue.

DeBpoHus

BbITh TOMY.

(TOPKECTBEHHO)

Crymaii, F'ocioneHs pa6!
Pasperuy st y3bI Kpernkusi,
CMEPTHBIX MYK He robolocs s,
TIOMOJTIOCH 32 Tajayeil CBOMX.
ToI X ycepnHo Kaiicsi: bor mpocTut.
Kaiics, Bcsikmii rpex nmpoinaercs,
A KOTOPbI HEMIPOCTUTEbHBIMH,
He NIPOCTUTCSI, — TaK 3abynercs.
YeM ke IMyTHl MHE TOPYIIUTH?

Kyrepbsma
YV Toro Myp3sl cegaroro,
BUIYIIb, HOX TOPYMUT 32 TIOSICOM.

(PeBpoHUS MOAXOIUT K BypyHIaio u BBIHUMAET
Y HETO HOX; TOT IPOCHITIAETC. )

Bypynnaii

(BMPOCOHKAaX)

Tsl ko MHe, MOsI KpacaBuLa!

(Xouet 06HSTH DEBPOHUIO, HO 3aChIMaeT.
DeBpoHUS TTepepe3aeT BEPEBKH)

Kyrtepbma

(BHE cebst OT pazocTh)

Oii, rony04YuKu, Ha BoJIe 51!

Hy, reneps naBait bor HoXeHbKM!

(EMy BHOBB YyIMTCS 3BOH.)

Crprvinb? CHOBa 3BOH HEHCTOBBI.
Henpus3Hb cama B Kjienajio ObET,

TOMHBI/ CTpaxX HABOAUT Ha CEPALE ...

U kak cTpax TOT pacron3aercs,

10 pyKaM, HOTaM, MO XUJIOYKaM ...

X0oIyHOM IOlLIa ChIpa 3eMJISI.

(Xouet GexaTh, HO LIIaTaeTCsl, MaJaeT HUIKOM U
HEKOTOPOE BPeMsi JIEXUT 0e3 IBUXKEHUS.
Bcraet; ¢ 0TYasiHHOM PEIIUMOCTBIO)

He yiiT OT MyK KDOMEIIHBIUX,

He XWiel 51 Ha 6esioM cBeTy!

T'0J10BOIO B OMYT KUHYCS,

Oyny XWUTh ¢ 6ecaMu TEMHBIMHU,

C HUMU HOYBIO B YeXapjy Urparh.

(KyrepbMa O6pocaeTcs K 03epy;
OCTaHaBJIMBaeTCs y Gepera Kak BKOIaHHBI.
TlepBrbie JTy4y COJIHIIA OCBEILAIOT ITOBEPXHOCTH
03epa ¥ OTpaKeHHe CTOJILHOTO Tpaja B 03epe
o mycTeIM Geperom. Hecercst mpa3aHUYHbII
3BOH, MaJIO-TIOMaJly ycuiauBasick. Kyreppma
kupaercst oo6patHo K PeBpoHMM, B 6e3yMHOM
YAMBJIEHUY ITOKa3bIBask HA 03€PO)

I'ne 6bu1 Gec, TaM HbIHYE GOXEHBKH;

32

what joy is like.

(again rapidly and fitfully)

Let me go, princess,

release me from these firm bonds.

FEVRONIYA

So be it.

(solemnly)

Go, servant of the Lord!

I shall release your bonds,

I do not fear deadly torture,

I shall pray for my executioners.
Repent in earnest: God will forgive you.
Repent and He will forgive every sin,
and any that is unpardonable and
cannot be forgiven will be forgotten.
With what am I to cut your fetters?

KUTER’MA
See, that grey-haired Murza
has a knife tucked in his belt.

(Fevroniya goes up to Burunday and pulls out his
knife. The latter wakes up.)

BURUNDAY

(half asleep)

Come to me, my beauty!

(Tries to embrace Fevroniya, but falls asleep.
Fevroniya cuts through the rope.)

KUTER’MA

(beside himself with joy)

A, folks, at liberty!

Now God grant me legs to run!

(He again imagines the bells ringing.)

Did you hear? That frenzied ringing.

It is the enemy himself hammering on those bells.

A languid fear grips my heart ...

How that fear tears

through my arms, feet and veins ...

The damp earth is shaking.

(He tries to run, but staggers and falls face down.
For a time he remains motionless, then gets up; with
desperate resolve)

I won’t get away from these hellish torments,

I’m not long for this world!

I shall go head first into the whirlpool,

I shall live with black demons,

I shall play leap-frog with them.

(Kuter’ma rushes towards the lake; he stops near the
bank, rooted to the ground. The first rays of the sun
light up the surface of the lake and the reflection of
the capital city in the lake beneath an empty
shoreline. The sound of the festive pealing of bells
little by little grows louder. Kuter’'ma dashes back to
Fevroniya and with deranged amazement points at
the lake.)

There was a demon and now there are idols;
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rae 6611 bor, TaM HUYeromeHbKu!

T'ne xe Gec Tenepb, KHATMHIOIIKA?
(MCCTYIITIEHHO XOXOYET)

A, xa, xa, xa, xa, 0exxuM, rosryoyurka!

“On” BeauT MHe Kutex-rpan HauTu.

(nuKo)

Ia!

(YGeraer, yBiekas 3a co6oit ®esponuio. Kpuk
ero pa30oymu TaTap.)

Xop

KTo Tam GeleHsblit Kpuyasi-BOIWII,
paHbBIM-paHO Hac, Tatap, oyaun?
VK He BOPOTH JIb TMOAKpaNucs?

AJu BpeMsi HaM B ITOXOJ UATH?
(yBUS BULEHUE B 03epe)

Yyno, 4yyno HEMOHATHOE!

Oii, BBl BOMHBI TATAPCKUE,
MpochInaiTech, npodyxuaitecs!
IMornsinure, moguBuTeCs!

(C U3yMJIEHUEM)

XOTb Hajl 03pOM IYCTHIM-IIYCTO,

B CBETJIOM 03epe, KaK B 3epKajie,
OIPOKHHYT BUJEH CTOJBHBIN IPaS ...
CI0BHO B IPa3[HUK JIa HA PafoCTsX,
3BOH BECEJIBIN pa3iaBaeTcs.

(Ha Tarap HananaeT 6e30TYETHBIN CTpax.)
IIpoun Gexumre!

IIpoub, ToBapuiM!

[Ipous ot MecT cux!

OT npoKJISATHINX!

He cnyunnock 661 Hemo6poro!

OH BeJUK ...

(Ha Gery)

Oit!

(pa3beraloTcsi B pa3Hble CTOPOHBI)
Crpatuen pycckuit bor!

CD 3
HeiictBue YerBeproe

Kapruna I

Temuast Houb. [1yxast yaia B KEpXXKEHCKHX
necax. [Tonepek JIeXUT BIpBaHHAs C KODHEM
esb. B rimy6uHe rporajgnHa u opociiee MXxoM
Gostotie. Yepes yacThie, LEIKUE KyCThI
TpOOUpaeTcsi B Pa30pBaHHOM ILIAThe
®eBponus; 6e3ymubIii KyreppMa crenyer 3a
Helo.

DeBponus

(obeccueHHas CaauTCs Ha CTBOJI)
[1 Oit, Henb3s uaTu MHue, ['pullIeHbKA:

OT UCTOMBI MHE HEMOXETCS,

PEe3BBI HOTH TTOJAKOCHITHCS.

Kyrepbpma
Henocyr 661, MyXOMOPBI XIYT ...

there was God and now there is nothing!

Where is the demon now, princess?

(gives out a frantic peal of laughter)

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, let’s run, my dear!

“He” commands me to find the city of Kitezh.
(wildly)

Ha!

(He runs off, dragging Fevroniya behind him. His
shouting has roused the Tartars.)

CHORUS

Who was that shouting and yelling,

waking us Tartars up so early?

It can’t be our enemies stealing up on us?
Or is it time for us to set off on the campaign?
(seeing the vision in the lake)

It’s a wonder, an incomprehensible wonder!
Hey, you Tartar warriors,

rouse yourselves, wake up!

Look and marvel!

(in astonishment)

There is nothing above,

but in the lake, as in a mirror,

you can see the capital city upside down ...
As on a festive day

the joyful bells are ringing out in happiness.
(The Tartars are seized with uncontrollable fear.)
Let’s take to our heels!

Away, comrades!

Away from this spot!

From this accursed spot!

Let’s hope nothing bad happens!

He is great ...

(running)

Oh!

(run off in various directions)

Fearsome is the Russian God!

Act Four

Scene 1

A dark night. A God-forsaken thicket in the forests of
Kerzhenets. An uprooted fir-tree lies across the stage.
At the back is a glade and a bog overgrown with
moss. Fevroniya makes her way through the thick and
sturdy bushes in torn clothes; a deranged Kuter’ma
follows behind.

FEVRONIYA

(sits down on the tree trunk, exhausted)
Oh, I can’t go on, Grishen’ka:

I am worn out,

my swift feet have failed me.

KUTER’MA
You’ve chosen the wrong moment, the fiends are

Rimsky-Korsakov: The Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh



Jla yX csiiem 31ech, KHSITMHIOIIKA;
ThI Ha NE€Hb, a 51 HA MypaBeHHUK.
DKuit 6ec-TO y MEHs 3aTeHHUK!
(Haryo ¥ MoIOOYEHSICh)
Bosropauiack Thl, KHITMHIOIIKA
3a CTOJIOM 33 KHSDKbUM CHIIOUH,
He y3HaJia Jpyra MpexHero.

(ripo ce0Ost)

BMecTe Benb XOIWIM IO MUDY.
(XaJmoOHO, KaK HUIUA)

Jlait MHe 6eTHOMY, GE3pOTHOMY,
J1ail 03y604eK roJIofHOMY,

Jlail MHe 1ell XJIeOHYTh XOTb JIOXKEUKY,

nau IIPOCBUPOYKH HEMHOXKEYKO.

DeBpoHUs
BbUTH SITOIKH, 2 THI X UX ChEJL.

Kytepbma

(CKOpPOTOBOPKOIi)

Bec ux cben ... Moeii Ty1Ioii 3ae.
(Hario)

To-To HaM yznaya Bbinana!

IIytka i U3 60710Ta p3KaBOTO
YTOAMTH B JIOXKHIO KHSIXYIO?

BoT yx BIpsiMb KHSTHHS 3HATHAS;
KaJIb, YTO JIATIBI-TO JISTYIICYbHU.
(m1ko)

Xa, xa, xa, xa, xa !

DeBpoHust

(KpOTKO)

He rnymucs, a onymaiics:
MMOMHH, YTO 32 IPEX CBEPIIMII ECH.

Kyrepbpma
Crapas noryaka, cTapblii jaa!

A He rpemrHuK, ['ocniony MpUCMeIHUK,

pasi CBETJIOTO IPUBPATHUYEK.
He ry6uu 51 nyi HeBUHHBIUX,
MPUYUCIISUT MX K JINKY MYYEHHUK,
YMHOXaJ XpUCTOBO BOMHCTBO.

DeBponus

I'puina, ['puia, 3aMOJTYU U TUIAYB!
TTnauyb, KOJIb CJIE3BI €CTh.

C11e3010 BBIMZIET.

Kyrepbma

(BCXJTUTIBIBAET)

IpaBo, xans MHe ['puiry craporo.
Xopo1io ToMy oyuly cracarsb,

KTO XHMBET YMOM JIa XUTPOCTBHIO.
Ckaxer ceplilly OH MOCTyLIHOMY:
“Kouu miyxo ThI K 4yXoii 6ene,

MBICJI-TIOMBICJIBI TOTJIYGXeE CIPSAYb!

Bynewm nenath nmoBesgeHHOE,

waiting ...
But let’s sit down here, princess;
you on that tree stump and I on this anthill.
What a demon of a joker I have inside me!
(insolently and with arms akimbo)
You have grown proud, princess,
sitting at the prince’s table,
and you don’t recognize your old friend.
(to himself)
We went begging through the world together, don’t
you remember?
(pitifully, like a beggar)
Give me a scrap,
poor, homeless and hungry that I am,
let me have just a spoonful of cabbage soup,
give me a tiny piece of communion bread.

FEVRONIYA
There were some berries, but you have eaten them.

KUTER’MA

(in a patter)

The devil ate them ... and my soul as a topping.
(insolently)

‘What fine luck we’ve had!

Is it such an easy matter to make

a princely chamber from a rusted marsh?
An illustrious princess indeed;

it’s just a pity that she has frog’s legs.
(wildly)

Ha, ha, ha, ha!

FEVRONIYA

(meekly)

Do not mock, collect your thoughts:
remember what a sin you have committed.

KUTER'MA

It’s the same old story!

I’m not a sinner, but God’s servant,

I’'m the doorman of the Pearly Gates.

I haven’t destroyed innocent souls,

I have added them to the list of martyrs,
I have multiplied Christ’s army.

FEVRONIYA

Grisha, Grisha, be silent and weep!
Weep if you have any tears.

A tear will take out the stain.

KUTER’MA

(sobbing)

Indeed, I am sorry for old Grisha.

He who lives on his wits and his cunning

can easily save his soul.

He will say to his obedient heart:

“If you are deaf to the grief of others

hide your thoughts and intentions deeper inside you!
We shall do what is commanded of us,
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BCEX JIIOOUTD Jia JTUILb ce0s1 TyOUTh,

HUIIUX XaJOBaTh, MOTAHBIX TICOB, —
(OrnsimbiBaercst Ha eBPOHMIO; T TUTAYET. )
Ha TOM CBETe BCE OKYNUTCS.”

DeBpoHus

(B CTOPOHY)

Boxe, cmunyiics Hag ['puieHbKOIM,
Tl MOIUTY JTIOOBU XOTh KPOLIEYKY,
CIE3BI Jail eMy YMWIbHBIS!

Kyrepsma

Bor kak pa3 u ocepyana! Buguinp?
(TTOYTH IIETIOTOM)

Hy, naBait MOTUTBCS, €CJTM XOYELIb ...
Tonpko He Emy; Benb Ha Hero-to

U CMOTPETb HEJIb3sI: HaBEK OCJIEITHEIIb.
TToMOTIOCH-KO 5T CHIPOit 3€MJIH;
(mpucTaéT, KaK AUTS)

Hay4Y¥ MeHsI 3¢MJIU MOJIUTHCS,
Hay4YM-KO, Hay4u, KHSATUHIOIIKA!

DeBponus

51 b He pana HayyuTh Te0s1?

TToBTOPSIit K€ CIIOBO 3a CJIOBO.
(KyrepbpMa cTaHOBUTCSI HA KOJIEHU U ObET
TOKJIOHBI. )

Thl 3eMJ1s1, Hallla MaTH MUJIOCepaHast!

Kyrepsma
(rmoBTOpSIET)
MutocepaHasi.

DeBpoHus
Bcex mouius Tl Hac,
KOPMMIUB 3JTbIX U TPABEAHBIX.

Kyrepbpma
3JIBIX U TIPABEHBIX.

DeBpoHus
ThI IPOCTH COTPELIEHBS
I'puime 6enHomy!

Kyrepsma
T'puire 6enHoMy!

DeBpoHus
A rpexy HeT Ha3BaHbsl,
HET ¥ UMEHHU.

Kyrepbma
A HE CBECUTb Ipexa-To
U HE BBIMEPSTb.

DeBpoHus
Trl 3eMJIsI OCTpYIIENA OT rpexa Toro.

Kyrepbpma

love everyone and only destroy ourselves,
show favour to the beggars, the filthy dogs —
(He looks back at Fevroniya; she is weeping.)
and get our reward in the next world.”

FEVRONIYA

(aside)

O God, show mercy to Grishen’ka,
send him love, even if it’s a tiny bit,
give him tears of tenderness!

KUTER’MA

Now you’re really cross! You see?

(almost whispering)

Well, let’s go and pray if you want ...

But not to Him; after all you cannot

look at Him or you will go blind for ever more.
I shall pray to the damp earth;

(pesters her like a child)

teach me to pray to the earth,

teach me, teach me, princess!

FEVRONIYA

‘Why should I not be happy to teach you?
Repeat word for word:

(Kuter’ma kneels and bows down.)

Earth, our merciful mother!

KUTER’MA
(repeating)
Merciful mother.

FEVRONIYA
You give us all drink,
you feed the wicked and the righteous.

KUTER’MA
The wicked and the righteous.

FEVRONIYA
Forgive the transgressions
of poor Grisha!

KUTER'MA
Of poor Grisha!

FEVRONIYA
His sin has no name,
no title.

KUTER'MA
His sin can’t be weighed,
can’t be measured.

FEVRONIYA
You are covered in scabs from that sin.

KUTER'MA
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(c rIyOOKUM YyBCTBOM)
Octpynena, poaHasi,
BCSI PaCTJIMJIACS.

DeBpoHUs
Thl NOLUIM UCTOYHUK
CJIE3 TOPIOYUHX ...

Kyrepbma
Cné3 roproymnux.

Depponus
Yto6bl OBUTO 3aTUTh YeM
TeOs1 YEPHYIO ...

Kyrepbsma
(HEeBHUMATEJIBHO)
Tebs uépHyio.

DeBpoHus
Y106 oMBLTACh pOaHAS
axHo nobena ...

Kyrepbpma
(6ecco3HaTeNbHO)
AXHO nobena.

DeBpoHUs

(yBJeKasiCh)

U Ha HUBYILIKE HOBOW,
0eJ10it, KaK XapTusi,

MBI TIOCEEM C MOJIUTBOM
ceMsi HOBOE.
(KyTepbMa MOJYMT U UCITYTAHHO O3UPAETCS. )
U B30¥iayT HA TOM HUBE
LIBETHI paiickue,

¥ cama Thl, pOJIHasl,
pa3yKpacCHIIbCS.

Kyrepbma

(MCTyraHHO)

Ait! KTo ¢ To60# CHMIUT, KHATMHIOMIKA?
CrpaleH, TEMEH U HEB3pavyeH OH:
CMpaJHBIN JIbIM U3 ITACTH CEETCs,

OYM CJIOBHO YIJIU IJITAMEHHBI,

a OT 1yXy OT HEYUCTOTrO

HaM, KPEIEHBIM, OBITh XHBbIM HEJIb3S.
(IOCTIeIHO BCKAKUBAET)

Oii, MOMUJIyi, TOCITIOAUHE MO¥!

He xa3Hu xoJoma BepHOTO.

Yro nmpukaxeurb MHe?

Inscarb, ckakaTh?

ITornyMuThCsI J1b, Ha IyJe UTpaTh?
(OewIeHO MJISIIET U CBUILET)

A, JTI0JIM, HAPOIWIICS,

aif, JIIOJTN, B HAC BCEJIMIICS

3MUH CeIbMUTIABBIM,

3MUIA IECATUPOXKHBII.

A¥i 1101, C HUM XeHa,

(with great feeling)
Covered in scabs, dear earth,
all corrupted.

FEVRONIYA
Send him a spring
of burning tears ...

KUTER'MA
Burning tears.

FEVRONIYA
So that there should be something
to spill over you, black ...

KUTER'MA
(inattentively)
Over you, black earth.

FEVRONIYA
Washed, dear earth,
so that you become white ...

KUTER’MA
(involuntarily)
So that you become white.

FEVRONIYA

(ecstatically)

And on the new cornfield,

as white as parchment,

with a prayer we shall sow

the new seed,

(Kuter’ma is silent, looking around in fear.)
and the flowers of paradise
shall descend to that cornfield,
and you, dear earth,

you shall be adorned.

KUTER'MA

(in fear)

Ah! Who is that, sitting beside you, princess?
Fearsome, black and ugly he is:

a stinking vapour comes from his mouth,
his eyes blaze like coals,

and we Christian folk cannot live

in his impure breath.

(jumps up hastily)

Oh, have mercy, my God!

Do not put to death a faithful slave.
What do you command of me?

To dance, leap about?

To mock, to play the fife?

(dances about and whistles wildly)

Ay, lyuli, he has sprung into being,

ay, lyuli, the seven-headed serpent,

the ten-horned serpent

has implanted itself in us.

Ay, lyuli, with him his wife,

36
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ayi JII0JIU, pOXKeHa,

3J1a U HEHAChITHA,

Hara 1 6eccTblIHA.

Al 110711, HAJTMBai

yaiy ciaaakyio,

ay JTI0JIM, TToJaBai

MepP30CTh a/I0BY.

(cBuUILET, B GEIIEHOM yXace)
Crpamrno! CKpoit MeHs1, rostyGynika!
I'pyasbio, rpyasio 3a1IUTH MEHs!
(6pocaeTcs ronoBoii Ha rpyas PeBpOHUY U HA
MTHOBEHHUE YCIIOKAUBAETCST)

Yro xe MHe? Jlylia-To 1eBUYbS,
YTO B OKOHHMIIE, CJIIO/Ia CBETJIA:
HEeNpUsI3Hb HACKBO3b MHE BUAMMA.
Bot ona! I'nsigut HeB3payeH Oec.
W3 oueii ero noraHeInx

CITUIIBI OTHEHHBIE TSHYTCS,

B cepale ['puieHbke BOH3aI0TCS,
XKTYT €r0 OTHEM KPOMELIHBIMM ...
I'ne 6exats? Kyna s ckpoioch?

Ia!

(yberaeT ¢ TUKUM BOTLIEM)

®DeBpouust

(omHa)

I'pumenbkal..

He capiumr ... ybexait.

(JToxwutcs Ha MypaBy. [lepeBbsi MAJIO-TIOMATy
TOKPBIBAIOTCA SAPKOI U3YMPYIHOM 3€JI€HBIO
TPUYYIIUBOTO BHIA.)

XOpoIIO MHE CTaJIO JIEXYUH,

XBOPO# yCTaJId KaK He GBIBAO.

U 3eMJIsI KOJIBIIIETCS] TUXOHBKO,

YTO AMTS Ka4aeT B KOJNBIOETH.

Baii, 6ait, criv, ycHM,

CIIH, CePAEYKO, OTAOXHH,

6aro0, 6aro, CIiu Xe, CITu,

Thbl, PETUBOE, 3aCHU.

(Ha BeTkax JepeB IOBCIOLY 3aropaioTcst
BOCKOBBIE CBeYKH. Ha iepeBbsix v U3 3emin
BBIPACTAlOT TOHEMHOTY I'POMaIHbIe
HEBUAAHHbBIE LBETHI: 30JI0ThIE KPbIXKAHTBI,
cepeOpsiHbIe U aJible PO3aHbl, Yyepeaa, KacaTUKU
u apyrue. bivxe Kk @eBpoHuu — Huskue. Yem
nanbliie — teM Boeie. [Ipoxon k 6omoTy
0CTaeTCsI OTKPBITHIM. )

ITocMOTpIO 51: YTO 31€CH LIBETHKOB,

Y KaKue BCe 4ylecHbIe!

Pa3305104eHBI KaCaTUKH,

yepena-To CJIOBHO B XKEMUYTE ...

T'oBOpSIT, OBIBAIOT NTALIEYKU

K HaM U3 pasi U3 MPecBeTIIOTOo,

Ha CBOMX MABJIMHBUX MEPBIIIKAX

ceMeHa 3aHOCST IMBHBIE.

AX BBI, IBETUKHU HE3EIIHUE,

paiicKuii KpUH HeyBsimaeMblit!

Kax xe BbI IocCIiesu, BHIPOCIIH,

cepesib ObLIBSI HE 3arTOXHYIN?

ay lyuli, is born,

evil and insatiable,

naked and shameless.

Ay lyuli, pour out

the sweet cup,

ay lyuli, serve up

the hellish abomination.

(whistles in a frenzy of fear)

It is fearsome! Hide me, my dear!

With your breast, with your breast, protect me!
(rushes toward Fevroniya and puts his head on her
breast and calms down for a moment)
What’s happening to me? The virgin’s soul
is as transparent as mica at the windowpane.
I can see my foe through it.

There he is! The ugly demon is gazing at me.
Fiery needles stick out from

his loathsome eyes,

and they pierce Grishen’ka’s heart,

they burn him with their hellish fire ...
Where can I run? Where can I hide?

Ha!

(runs off with a wild yell)

FEVRONIYA

(alone)

Grishen’ka! ...

He will not listen ... He has run off.

(She lies down on the sward. The trees gradually
become covered in a bright emerald verdure of a -
fantastical appearance.) ‘
How good to lie down,

I have never felt such a sickly exhaustion.

The earth rocks quietly

like rocking a child in a cradle.

Rock-a-bye, sleep, slumber,

sleep, little heart, rest,

rock-a-bye, sleep, sleep,

you ardent heart, fall asleep.

(Wax candles everywhere start to glow at the tops
of the trees. Huge mysterious flowers gradually
sprout from the trees and the earth; golden
chrysanthemums, silver and scarlet roses, bur-
marigolds, calamus and others. The ones near to
Fevroniya are lower; as they go further away from
her they become taller. The pathway to the swamp
remains open.)

Let me see: what pretty flowers,

and how wonderful they are!

Gilded calamus,

bur-marigolds like a row of pearls ...

People say there are birds

that come from radiant paradise,

and on their peacock wings

they bring wonderful seeds.

Ah, you flowers not of this earth,

never-fading lily of paradise!

How did you ripen and grow,

how did you not suffocate from the weeds?

Rimsky-Korsakov: The Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh



(LIBeThI LIeBENSITCS OT AYHOBEHHUSI BETEPKaA. )

JIMBHO MHE; OTKOJIb, HEBEZIOMO, —
He U3 cajia JIu HeOeCHOTo

BETEPKHU CIOJa MOBESUIU.

U HecyT nyxu MenoBbIe

1 ropaszio 6J1IarOBOHHbBIE

MPSIMO B AYLIEHBKY YCTANYIO,
MPSIMO B CEPJLIE UCTOMIIEHHOE.
I'ny6xe, riry6xe BO3AOXHM, qylial
(BBIXOIHUT BIIEPE]I, LIBETHI €/l KUBAIOT U
KJIAHSIIOTCS. )

ITocMOTpIO s1: 4TO 31€Ch LIBETUKOB,
U KaKHe BCe yyaecHble!

Bce BOKpYT MEHSI COMKHYJITHCS

M, TOJIOBKAaMU KMBAIOYH,

MHE€ MTOKJIOHBI ObIOT HU3EXOHBKO,
TOCIIOXY CBOIO IPUBETCTBYSI.

AX BbI, IBETUKY HE3[EIIHUE,
paiickuii KpUH HeyBsiiaeMbiit!
TakoBas npeBeinKa 4eCTh

He MPUCTaTa CHPOTUHYIIKE.
(oryIsimpIBaeTCs)

Ay BHOBb Be€CHa KpacHa Ipuuuia?
Bce GostoTa pasznenesuice,

BCE JIePEeBbsI Pa3yKPacHIUCh,

YTO GOSIPBILIHY K 3/1aTy BEHILY;
(3aneBaloT BeCEHHHME NTULIbI, pa3faeTcs

KYKOBaHBE. Cpezm TITULL BBIACTACTCA IIEHUE

AJKOHOCTA.)
PasbIrpaIMCh NTAIIKK BOJIbHBISA,
TEMHBI 3apOCIM TIOKUHYJIN.

Tonoc AnkoHocrta

(3a KyJMcaMu)

Ykpenuce Haxéxelo,

BEpOif HECOMHEHHOIO:

Bc€ 3a0ymeTcsi, BpeMsi KOHUUTCSI.
XKnu, pabeias boxwus,

KM TIOKOSI TUXOTO.

DeBpoHust
KT0 ThI, rOJIOC MHE HEBEIOMBIiA, —
4yeJIOBEK, allb ITHIlA Belas?

Tonoc AnkoHocTa

EcMb 51 ITHIIa MHJIOCTH,
AJIKOHOCT 30BOMasl.

A KoMy moio, —

TOMY CMePTh MIPUIIUIA.

DeBpoHus

Al Xe, NTULIa HeJoramnBal

Yyneca Takue BUIEBIIH,

YMepeTh YK MHE He 60sI3HO

U HE XaJIb XXUTbsI CHPOTCKOTO.

(pBET paiicKue UBETHI U TUIETET BEHOK)
AX BB, IBETUKH HE3[EIIHUE,

He MpOorHeBaiTecs, MUbie!

Byner, 6yner MmHe

(The flowers stir from a breath of wind.)
I’'m feeling so wonderful, I don’t know why,
as if winds blew down here

from the celestial garden,

bringing honeyed

and sweet-smelling perfume

straight to my weary soul,

straight to my exhausted heart.

Breath deeper, deeper, my soul!

(steps forward, the flowers nod to her and bow)

Let me see: what pretty flowers,
and how wonderful they are!
They have all closed in around me,
nodding their heads

and making low bows to me,
welcoming their mistress.

Ah, you flowers not of this earth,
never-fading lily of paradise!

A poor orphan is not worth

such an enormous honour.
(looking around)

Has fair spring come again?

All the marshes luxuriate,

all the trees are adorned

like a boyar’s daughter dressed for her wedding.
(The spring birds start singing, a cuckoo’s song rings
out. The singing of Alkonost stands out from the

birdsong.)
The free birds are toning up their voices,
they have abandoned their gloomy thickets.

VOICE OF ALKONOST

(in the wings)

Fortify yourself with hope,

with indubitable faith:

everything will be forgotten, time will end.
Await, servant of God,

await eternal repose.

FEVRONIYA
Who are you, unfamiliar voice —
are you human or a prophetic bird?

VOICE OF ALKONOST

I am the bird of grace,
my name is Alkonost.
Death comes

to whomsoever I sing.

FEVRONIYA

Ah, slow-witted bird!

Having seen such wonders,

I do not fear to die

and I do not regret my orphan’s life.

(picks the celestial flowers and weaves a wreath)

Ah, you pretty flowers not of this earth,
do not be angry, sweet flowers!
If I break you,
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Bac HaJoOMaTh, HapBaTh,

6y}.1eT MHE€ M3 BaC BEHKHU IJIECTH.
PazoneHych 51 B mocaenHuii pas,
KaK HeBecTa pa3yKparuycsi,

B PYKM PaiiCKUil KPUH BO3bMY,
Oymy XIaTh, TAXOHBKO PalysiCh:
MPUXOAM, MOSI CMEPETYILKA,
TOCTIOLIKA MOSI XKeJIaHHas,
MPUBEIN Msl B MECTO 3JIa4HOE,
TO€ XKEHUX YITOKOACTCA.

(M3 1yOGMHBI IPOTATUHBI, 110 TOIH, YCEAHHOMN
LIBETAMM, KaK IOCYXY, MEUIEHHO ILECTBYET
Npu3pak KHskuda BeeBosiona, o3apeHHbIN
30JIOTUCTHIM CUSTHUEM, €JIBa KacasiCh HOraMu
TOYBBI.)

DeBpoHus

(BHOBbB IMTOJTHAs CHJI, OpocaeTcsi K HEMY)
Thoi 11, SICHBIN CBET oYeit Moux?

Thol b, Becesibe HECKa3aHHOE?

Ha te6s b MIsSIKY, cCepaedHoro,

CBeTa, XeMuyra 6ecLieHHOro?

ToI 11 aJib MOLOOHBIN TOYHIO
BceBostony KHS310 CJlaBHOMY?

IMpuspak
Becenuch, MOsI HEBECTa, BECETHCH!
ITo Te6st XeHUX IMPUIIE.

DeBpoHus

KuB Haméxa, opyr, LEeJEXOHEK!
ITokaxu cBoM MHE PAaHOYKH,
COpPOK PaHOYEK KPOBABbIMX.

Hx o6Mol0 CI€3KOM pagocTu,
TIPUIIEKY MX MOLIETYSIMH.

Ipuspak

MEpTB exal s B YMCTOM I10JIe,
COPOK CMEPTHBIX PaH Ha TeJie.
Bbu10 TO, HO TO MMHYJIO:
HbIHYe XuB 1 Bora ciasio.

®epponus & [Ipuspak

MpI ¢ TO60I0 HE paccTaHeMcsl,
MBI C TOGOIO HE pacCTaHeMCH,
HMKOJIUA BO BEKY BEUHbIE,

a ¥ CMepTh cama, pa3iydyHULa,
MOXaJeeT Halllell MJIaJOCTH.

DeBpoHUs
I'nsinb-Ko Ha PeBPOHUIO
OKOM CBOMM JIACKOBBIM.

TIpuspax .
O, HeBecTa KpacHasi,
royiyouia HexHas!
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pluck you,

and weave wreaths from you.

I shall deck myself for the last time
like an adorned bride,

hold in my hands the heavenly lily,
and wait with a calm joy:

come death,

beloved guest,

lead me to that place of abundance,
where my husband rests.

(From the depths of the glade, over the swamp

strewn with flowers, the ghost of Prince Vsevolod
walks in procession as if over dry land. Illuminated in
a golden light, his feet barely touch the earth.)

FEVRONIYA

(again full of strength, rushes towards him)
Is that you, radiant light of my eyes?

Is that you, my untold joy?

Do I behold you, my beloved,

my light, my priceless pearl?

Is that you, or are you only the semblance
of the glorious Prince Vsevolod?

GHOST
Be happy, my bride, be happy!
Your bridegroom has come for you.

FEVRONIYA

My hope lives, beloved, you are intact!
Show me your wounds,

your forty bloody wounds.

I shall wash them with my tears of joy,
I shall dry them with my kisses.

GHOST

I lay dead in the open field

with forty fatal wounds on my body.
That is how it was, but it has passed:
now I live and glorify God.

FEVRONIYA AND GHOST

‘We shall not be parted,

we shall not be parted,

never and for all time,

and death itself, who parts people,
will take pity on our youth.

FEVRONIYA
Behold your Fevroniya
with an eye of tenderness.

GHOST
O fair bride,
tender dove!
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DeBpoHUs

OKO CBETO3apHOE
HEe3IEUIHUM BECEIUEM,
HE3ICIIHUM BeCeTHeM
OnarogaTHoO,

6J1aroJaTHO MPOCBETICHHOE.

TTpuspak

KakoBo BbI CJIaIOCTHBI,
CIaZlOCTHBI BO3yX1 BECEHHUE,
TAaKOBO TBO# IOJIOC CJIAJOCTEH.

DeBpoHus

ThlI TaXHU B yCTa MOK

JIyXOM AMBHBIX YCT,

JIUBHBIX YCT TBOUX.

A HCXOISIT C YCT TBOMX

CJI0OBa BIOXHOBEHHBIE,

peyb THXa IPOHUKHOBEHHAsI.

ITpuspak

KakoBo Ha LBETHKaX
4YyuCTBI pockl Boxuu,
TaKOBO YUCTA CJIe3a TBOSI.

T'onoc Cupuna

(3a Kyncamu)

Ce XeHUX IpULIEN, —
4TO K€ MEITHILN?
KpacHbi#t mup roTos,
Mocrneuai K Hemy.

DeBpoHUsT
KTo THI, TONIOC MHE HEBEIOMBIH, —
YyeJI0BeK, ajib NTUIIA Belas?

T'onoc Cupuna
Mtuua CupuH 51, ITHIA PATOCTH,
a KOMY 1010, OyIeT BEeYHO XKUTb.

IIpuspak

Tol moiimMu, HEBECTa KpacHas,
pasyMmeii UX pe4yu Belue.

Hact I'ocriogb HaM HBIHE PAJOCTH,
a e€ X He 3HaJIU MBI,

SIBUT OKY CBET HEBHIAaHHBIN,
YUCTHIN, HE3aKaTHBIN CBET,

SIBUT OKY CBET HEBUIAHHBI,
HEe3aKaTHBIN, He3aKaTHBIN CBET.

®DeppoHus

Hact I'ocriogs HaM HBIHE PAJOCTH,
a e€ X He 3HAJIU MBI,

SIBUT OKY CBET HEBU/IaHHBIH,
TUXUU, HE3aKaTHBIN CBET.

TTpuspaxk

HcroMunace T, UMYIWIACh
OT CTpacTeii OT BceX, OT royioja.
BoT mpuMu KO yKpeTUIEeHHIO:

FEVRONIYA

Radiant eye filled

with a happiness not of this earth,
with a happiness not of this earth,
eye enlightened by grace,

by grace.

GHOST

You have the sweetness

of the spring air,

your voice is so full of sweetness.

FEVRONIYA

Breathe on my lips

with the spirit of your wondrous lips,
your wondrous lips,

for your lips emit

words of inspiration,

your quiet words are full of feeling.

GHOST

As God’s dew

on the flowers is pure,
S0 your tear is pure.

VOICE OF SIRIN

(in the wings)

The bridegroom has come —
why do you tarry?

The fine feast is prepared,
make haste to attend.

FEVRONIYA
Who are you, unfamiliar voice —
are you human or a prophetic bird?

VOICE OF SIRIN
I am the bird Sirin, the bird of joy,

that person to whom I sing shall live eternally.

GHOST

Fair bride, understand them,

fathom their prophetic words.

Now God will give us joy,

such as we have not known.

Our eyes shall behold an ineffable light,
a pure and never-setting light.

Our eyes shall behold an ineffable light,
a never-setting light.

FEVRONIYA

Now God will give us joy,

as we have not known.

Our eyes shall behold an ineffable light,
a calm and never-setting light.

GHOST

You are exhausted, worn out

by powerful feelings and by hunger.
Now fortify yourself:
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HaM JJ0pora Belb He OJIMXKHSIS.

(BeIHHMAeT 13-3a Ma3yxu JOMOTH xjieba u
nonaetT @eBpoHun. @eBpOHMS pa3IaMbIBaeT
xJ1e0 1 ecT, cOOMpasi KPOIIKH B rOPCTh. )

KTo BKycwI1 OT XJ1€6a Hallero,

TOT IIPUYACTEH K BEUHOI PaIOCTH.

DeBponus

(6pocast Ha 3eMJTIO KPOIIIKH)

ITosiHO MHE ... @ KPOIIKYU MEJIKHSI

BaM I10CEI0, MITALIKH BOJbHBIS,
HaIocJeJOK Bac IMOJIAKOMITIO.
(HabOXHO)

Tocrionu Mcyce, Tol IpUMHU M4,
BOJBOPH B CEJICHBSIX MIPABEIHbIX.

(O6a, pyka B pyKy, MEJIEHHO YXOIST IO
60JI0TY, el1Ba KacasiCh 3€MJIM.
CkpsiBatoTcst U3 Buay. OTHaJeHHBINI 3BOH.)

Tlepexon Ko BTOPOii KapTUHE
XoxXIeHue B HEBUAMMBIN Ipaj. 3BOH
yCreHCcKuii. Palickue nTuisl.
OO6ayHblii 3aHaBeC.

lonoc Cupuna

(3a 3aHaBECOM)

O6ewan ['ocroas JTOAIM UILYIIUM:
“ByneTt, IeTyiku, BaM BCE HOBOE:
He6Oo HOBOE 1aM XpyCTaJIbHOE,
3eMJTIO HOBYIO IaM HETJIEHHYIO.”

T'onoc AnkoHocra

(3a 3aHaBECOM)

O6ewa JIOIIM CTPAKAYLINM,

JIIOJSM I1a4yLIUM ... HOBOE.

O6eutan I'ocrons TIOASIM MpaBeHbIM.
Tak ckaszain: “Ce cobiBaeTcs cioBo boxue,
JIIO[U, JIIOIHU, palyiTech: 3ech 00psiLeTe
BCEX 3€MHbBIX CKOpPOe yTeueHue,

HOBBIX PaIOCTEN OTKPOBEHHE.

I'onoc Cupuna

LlapcTBO CBETJIOE HAPOXIAETCH,
rpaj HeBUAMMBINA CO3UIAETCs,
HeCKa3aHHBIM CBET BO3XKUIaeTCs.

Kapruna I1

O6naka pacceuBatorcs. I'pag Kurex, yynecHo
NpeoOpakeHHbI. YCIEHCKUIA COG0P U KHSIKUM
JIBOP OJIM3 3aMaHBIX BOPOT. BeicOKMe
KOJIOKOJIBHH, KOCTPBI Ha CT€HaX, 3aTeHIMBBIC
KOHZIOBOTO AepeBa. Pe3pba ykpameHa
JKEMYYTOM; POCIIUCH CUHETO, MENEeJIbHOTO U
CHHE-aJIoTO 1IBETa, CO BCEMU NIEPEXOJaMH,
Kakue GpIBaloT Ha obiakax. CBeT sipKui,
roy1y6oBaTO-0€bli U POBHBIN CO BCEX CTOPOH,
Kak Obl He Jarouuii TeHu. HaieBo, mpoTtus
BOPOT, KHSIKBY XOPOMBI; KPBUIBLIO CTOPOXKAT
JIEB U €UHOPOT ¢ cepedpsiHoi mepcThio. CUPUH
¥ AJIKOHOCT, — paiiCKMe TTHIIBI C XKEHCKUMU
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our journey is a distant one.

(He takes from his bosom a piece of bread and gives
it to Fevroniya. Fevroniya breaks the bread and eats
it, gathering the crumbs in the cup of her hand.)

He who partakes of our bread

shall be admitted to eternal joy.

FEVRONIYA

(throwing the crumbs onto the ground)

That is enough for me ... but the little crumbs,

I shall sow them, free birds,

for the last time I shall treat you.

(piously)

Lord Jesus, admit me,

accommodate me in the dwelling of the righteous.
(Both, hand in hand, slowly go off across the swamp,
their feet barely touching the ground. They disappear
from view. Distant ringing of bells.)

Entr’acte to Scene 2

The walk to the invisible city. Ringing of the bells of
the Assumption Cathedral. Birds of paradise.

The stage floods with mist.

VOICE OF SIRIN

(behind the curtain)

The Lord promised those who seek:

“Little children, everything will be new to you:
I shall give a new crystal sky,

I shall give a new imperishable earth.”

VOICE OF ALKONOST

(behind the curtain)

He promised to the suffering

and to the weeping ... a new kingdom.

The Lord promised righteous people.

Thus He spoke: “Lo, the word of God is fulfilled,
people, people, rejoice; here you shall find
comfort for all your earthly woes,

and the revelation of new joys.”

VOICE OF SIRIN

A radiant kingdom is coming into being,
an invisible city is being created,

an ineffable light is kindled.

Scene 2

The mist disperses. The city of Kitezh wondrously
transformed. The Assumption Cathedral and the
prince’s palace near the western gates. Tall bell-
towers with fires on the walls, intricate tower-
chambers and bedchambers made of white stone
and close-grained timber. The carving is decorated
with pearls; the wall painting is of a blue, ashen
and blue-red colour with all the gradations that are
found in clouds. The light is bright and of a bluish-
white hue; it is diffuse and seems not to produce any
shadows. To the left, opposite the gates, are the
prince’s apartments; the entrance is guarded

by a lion and a unicorn with a silvery coat. Sirin
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U AJIKOHOCT, — paliCKue MUIIBI C XKEHCKUMU
JINKaMM, — TIOIOT, CUAs Ha criuiax. Toimna B
GeJIbIX MUPCKUX OI€XKIaX C PaliCKUMU KPUHAMU
Y 3aXKEHHBIMM CBEYaMU B PYKaX; CPEAM TOJIIbI
ITosipok-3psiunii ¥ OTPOK, OBIBLIUI €TO
TTOBOJBIPEM.

AJIKOHOCT
JIBepu paiickusi, paiCKus...

CupuH
...BaM OTKPBUIKCS.

AJIKOHOCT
BpeMst KOHYMIIOCH ...

CupuH
BeyHBbIil MUT HACTAJT.

AJIKOHOCT
Hacran.

(Bce xnanstores Kusixxnay u @esponun,
KOTOpbIE BXOIAT B BOpoTa. DeBpOHUs B
GIecTSAIIMNX OfeXKax.)

Xop
Bynb Tebe y Hac 106po, KHSATHHS.

DeBpoHUst

(He nomHs ce6st OT yAMBIIEHUSI, XOOUT IO
MJIOLIAU, BCE OCMaTpUBasi, U B BOCTOpre
TUIEHIET PyKaMH. )

LlapcTBO cBeTO3apHOE!

0O, boxe!

Tepema, BpaTta U MOBaIyLIU

POBHO GBI U3 SIXOHTA.

HHoporu cpebporepctHble!

YTo 3a NTULIBI pacyyJeCHBIs,

roJIOCaMH MOIOT aHTeJIbCKUMHU!

(Hapox okpyxaet Kusixuua u @eBpoHUIO 1
3areBaeT CBafeOHYIO MECHB MO/l 3BYKH TyCeJlb 1
paiickoii cBUpesu, Opocasi IoJ] HOTH IBETHI,
PO3aHBl M CHHUE KAaCaTHUKM.)

Xop

Kax 1o 1iBeTuKam I1o J1a30peBbIM,
10 TUIaKYH-TpPaBe M0 HEeBSIHYILEH
HE TYMaHHOE TUIBIBET 00JIaUKO, —
K XXE€HMXY UAET HEBECTYIIKA.
Wrpaiite xe, rycim,

UTpaiiTe, CBUPEIIN.

DeBpoHuUs

(BCIIYIIMBAsICh B ITECHIO, CXBaThiBaeT KHsKMua
3a PYKy)

CBaneOHas NecHs-To,

a ubs Xe cBanbba?

and Alkonost, birds of paradise with female faces,
sit on the spires and sing. The people are dressed in
white secular clothing with lilies of paradise and
lighted candles in their hands; Poyarok with his
sight restored and the page that had been his guide
are in the crowd.

ALKONOST
The doors of paradise ...

SIRIN
... have opened for you.

ALKONOST
Time has ended ...

SIRIN
The moment of eternity has come.

ALKONOST
Has come.

(All bow to the young prince and Fevroniya, who
enter through the gates. Fevroniya is brilliantly
attired.)

CHORUS
Welcome to you, princess.

FEVRONIYA

(Beside herself in amazement, she walks across the
square, looking at everything and clapping her hands
in delight.)

Radiant kingdom!

O God!

The tower chambers, gates and bedchambers

seem to be made of rubies.

The unicorns have silvery coats!

‘What wondrous birds,

with their angelic voices!

(The people surround the prince and Fevroniya and
start up a wedding song to the sounds of guslis and
celestial reed-pipes. They throw flowers, roses and

blue irises at their feet.)

CHORUS

As the little cloud not formed of mist floats
over the azure-blue flowers,

over the never-fading willow herb,

so the bride comes to the bridegroom.

Play, you guslis,

play, you reed-pipes.

FEVRONIYA

(listening to the song, she grasps the prince’s hand)
That is a wedding song,

but whose wedding is it?
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Kusixuu BeeBonon
Hama xe, roayoyimka.

Xop

CBemioit pagyroii onosicana,

¢ Heba 3BE31aMu Best pa3ybpaHa,
C3al1 KPbUIMS TUXOM PafiocTH,
Ha yeJie HalpaCHBIX MYK BEHell.
HUrpaiite xe, ryciu,

Urpaiire, CBUpPEIN.

DeBpoHust
DTy NECHIO TaM BEJlb HE JOTIENHU.
TTomH10, MutBIiA. TO-TO TUBHO!

Xop

OKypHM €€ TeMbSH-JTalaHOM,
OKPOITMM MBI KM BO# BOAMIIEIO;

a ¥ cKopOb-TOCKA 1o3adyneTcs,
BCE, 4TO IPe3WIOCh, CAMO IIPUIET.

(Ha KpBUIBbIIE KHSXBUX XOPOM TIOSIBIISIETCS

kHs3b Opwuit.)

Kusixuy BeeBonon
(yKa3bIBasi Ha OTLA)
BoT 1 cBEKOP-KHS3b, POIUTEH MOIA.

(DeBpOHMSI KIIAHSETCS EMY. )

Xop
Mutocth BoXbst Hax TOGO, KHATHHS.

Kus3s Opuii
Munocts Boxpst Hax TGO, HEBecTKa!

DeBpoHus

(KJIaHsIeTCSl Ha BCE YETBIPE CTOPOHBI)
KiaHsiiock BaM, IipaBeJHbIE JIIOH,

U Tebe, MOit CBEKOp-0aTIONIKA.

He cynure BbI MeHSI, CHPOTKY,
TPOCTOTY MOIO B BUHY He CTaBbTe,

a IPUMUTE B YECTHYIO OOUTED,

BO JIIOOBY CBOEH MEHS ACPXKHUTE.

A Tebs cripoy 51, CBEKOP-0aTiomika:
He BO CHE JIb MHE TO ITPUBHIEIOCH?

Kus3p IOpuit
COH-TO HBIHYE SIBBIO CTaJl, POJHAs,
YTO B MEUTE Ka3aJloCh, OXKIIIO.

DeBpoHust

Jlronu noGpeie, moBeaanTe:

1LITa CIOJA s JIECOM C Bedepa,

[la ¥ 1IUIa-TO BPEMSI MAJIOe,

a'y Bac 3[1eCb HECKa3aHHBIM CBET,
CJIOBHO COJIHIIE HE3aKATHOE.
Ortyero y Bac 31€Ch CBET BEJIHK,
camo HeGo Jyde3apHoe,

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
Ours, dearest.

CHORUS

Girdled by a radiant rainbow,

all attired with the stars of heaven,

with the wings of calm joy behind her

and the crown of unjust torments on her brow.
Play, you guslis,

play, you reed-pipes.

FEVRONIYA
Over there they did not sing it to the end.
I remember, dearest. How wonderful!

CHORUS

We’ll waft dark frankincense over her,

we’ll sprinkle her with living water;

grief and sorrow will be forgotten,

all that you dreamed of will come of its own accord.

(Prince Yury appears at the entrance to the prince’s
apartments.)

PRINCE VSEVOLOD
(pointing to his father)
Here is your father-in-law, the prince, my father.

(Fevroniya bows to him.)

CHORUS
May the grace of God be with you, princess.

PRINCE YURY
May the grace of God be with you!

FEVRONIYA

(bowing in all four directions)

I bow to you, righteous people,

and to you, my father-in-law.

Do not judge me, an orphan,

do not reproach me for my simplicity,

but accept me into your honourable abode,
hold me in your affections.

Let me ask you, my father-in-law:

Is this not a dream?

PRINCE YURY
The dream has now become reality, daughter,
what you imagined in your dream has returned to life.

FEVRONIYA

Good people, tell me:

I came here through the forest this evening,
and walked only a short time,

but here you have an ineffable light,

like a never-setting sun.

Why is the light here so brilliant

that even the radiant skies,
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4yT0 0€J10, a YTO JIa30peBO,
nHze X Oynro 3aanenocs?

Kusoxny BeeBoson & Kussp Opuit
OTTOrO Yy Hac 3/1€Ch CBET BEJIHK,
YTO MOJIUTBA CTOJIBKUX TPaBEAHbIX
M30 YCT UCXOIUT BUAKUMO,

SIKO CTOJITI OTHUCTBIN 110 Heba.

CupuH, AnkoHoct & KHsxuu BeeBosion
Be3 cBeleit Mbl 371eCh M1 KHUTH YTEM,
a ¥l rpeeT Hac, Kak COJIHBIILIKO.

Kussp FOpuit
Jlo Heba.

DeBpoHus

OT4ero 31ech pU3bI GEJTbIS,

CJIOBHO CHET Ha BEIIIHEM COJIHBIIIKE
HCKPSITCS, TIEPETUBAIOTCS,

6OJIbHO IJ1a3y HENPUBBIYHOMY?

Orpok, Kustxuu Beeponon, ITosipok & KHsi3p
HOpuii

OTTOrO 371€Ch PU3HI OEbIC,

CJIOBHO CHET Ha BEITHEM COJTHBIIIKE,

YTO CJI€30i OHU OMBUTHCS

M300MIBHOIO, TOPIOYEIO.

CupuH, AnkoHocT, Otpok, Kusoxuy BeeBonoz,
TTosipok & KHsi3b IOpuit

TakoBbI€ X PU3bI CBETIIBIE

U Tebe 31eCh yroTOBaHBI.

Xop

Muiocts Boxbst Han TO60IO.
Bynu ¢ Hamu 31€Ch BOBEKH,
BOJIBOPUCSI B CBETJIOM Ipaje,
r1e HY IU1aya, H1 60JIe3HH,
e Xe CJIagoCTh OeCKOHEeuHa,
PamocTh ... BEYHA ...

DeBpoHUs

0, 3a 4TO Xe 3Ta paxocTh?
Yewm s bory yroguna?

He cBsaTas, He yepHUIIa,
JIMIIB JIIOOUIA B IPOCTOTE .

Cupun, Ankonoct, Kusixuy Beesoson & Kusasp
Opwit

ITonnecna Tl Bory-cBety

Te TPH Jlapa, YTO XpaHuIa:

TY JIM KPOTOCTb TOJTYyOUHY,

Ty J1000Bb JIU, 100POJIETEb,

Te JIV CJIE3BI YMUJIEHbS.

Xop
Munocts Boxbs Hag To60IO.
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so bright and azure,
seem to redden here and there?

PRINCE VSEVOLOD AND PRINCE YURY

The reason for our brilliant light

are the prayers of so many righteous people
that issue from their lips

and ascend like a fiery column up to Heaven.

SIRIN, ALKONOST AND PRINCE VSEVOLOD
‘We can read books here without candles,
and it warms us like a little sun.

PRINCE YURY
Up to Heaven.

FEVRONIYA

Why is it that your white robes

are like snow in the spring sunshine,
sparkling and iridescent

and painful for the eye unused to them?

PAGE, PRINCE VSEVOLOD, POYAROK

AND PRINCE YURY

Our robes are white

like snow in the spring sunshine
because they have been washed in tears,
abundant and burning tears.

SIRIN, ALKONOST, PAGE, PRINCE VSEVOLOD, POYAROK
AND PRINCE YURY

The same brilliant robes

have been prepared for you here.

CHORUS

The grace of God be with you.

Stay with us here for ever more,

settle in our radiant city,

where there is neither weeping nor infirmity,
where there is sweetness without end,

joy ... eternal ...

FEVRONIYA

Oh, why such joy?

How have I pleased God?

I am neither a saint nor a nun,

I merely loved in my simple way.

SIRIN, ALKONOST, PRINCE VSEVOLOD
AND PRINCE YURY

You brought to the God of Light
the three gifts that you preserved:

a dove-like meekness,

love and virtue,

and tears of tender emotion.

CHORUS
The grace of God be with you.
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22l Bynu ¢ HaMM 371€Ch BOBEKM,

BOIABOPHCA B CBETJIOM Ipajie,
TI€ HY IUTa4va, HA 60.1'[63]‘“/[,
ToC XK€ CnaaoCTh GCCKOHC'{Ha,
panocCTsh ... BEYHA ...

Kusixuy Beesonon

Al Xe ThI, HEBECTa BEpHasi,

BpeMsi HaM | B 1IepKOBb boxuio,

B LIEPKOBb BOXMIO KO 371aTy BEHILY.

DeBpoHust

MuJiblit MOM, XKEHUX XeJTaHHBbI!

Tawm B siecy octasncs I'puilieHbKa;

OH JYILIOM U TEJIOM HEMOILEH,

4YTO peGEHOK CTal OH Pa3yMOM.

Kak 651 ['pullieHBKY B ceii Tpajl CBeCTH?

Kus3p FOpuit
He npucnesno Bpems ['puiiuHo,
cepale K CBeTy B HEM He IMPOCUTCSI.

DeBponus

AX, KaObl MHE I'PaMOTKY T10CJIaTh,
yrenreHbe I'puie maoe,
MeHbLIei OpaTuu 6aryio BecTb?

Kus3p FOpuit

Yro x! DEnop rpaMoTy HAIUILIET,
OTPOK MaJblii ['puiie noHeceT:
MyCTb 10 Bce Pycu nosemaet
yyneca Benuku Boxun.

(ITosipoK KJTafeT Ha TOYEHbIE TIepHIa KHKBETO
KpPbUIbLIA ATMHHBIM CBUTOK U TOTOBUTCS ITUCATB.
DeBpOHHUS M KHSI3bsI OKOJIO HETO)

DeBponus

(ITosipky)

Hy, numm. Yero xe He cyMmelo,
JIIOAM TOOPBIE JOCKAXKYT.
I'puiienbka, XOThb cj1ad Thl pa3yMoM,
a iy Tede, cepreuHoMy.

(IMostpok muIeT. )

Hanwucan anb HeT?

TTosipok
Hanwucaso.

DeBponus

B MEPTBBIX HE BMEHSI

ThI HAaC, MBI XMBBI:

Kurex rpaa He maj, HO CKpBUICS.
MBI XUBEM B TOJIMKO 3JTAa4HOM MeCTe,
YTO ¥ YM BMECTUTH HUKAK HE MOXET;
npouBeTaeM aku GUHUKH,

aKu KPUHBI 0JIATOBOHHBIE, —

TIeHbe CIyIIAeM cliaaJaiiiee:
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Stay with us here forevermore,

settle in our radiant city,

where there is neither weeping nor infirmity,
where there is sweetness without end,

joy ... eternal ...

PRINCE VSEVOLOD

Ah, my faithful bride,

it is time for us to enter God’s church,
God’s church and take the golden crown.

FEVRONIYA

My dearest, my beloved husband!
Grishen’ka has remained there in the forest;
he is feeble in body and soul,

his thinking has become childlike.

How can we lead Grishen’ka to the city?

PRINCE YURY
Grisha’s time has not come,
his heart does not ask for the light.

FEVRONIYA

Ah, if T could send a note,

some small word of comfort for Grisha,
glad tidings to our lesser brethren?

PRINCE YURY

All right! Fyodor will write the note,

and the young page will carry it to Grisha:
Let him tell throughout Rus

of God’s great miracles.

(Poyarok places a long scroll on the finely chiselled
handrail of the entrance to the prince’s apartments
and prepares to write. Fevroniya and the princes
stand near him.)

FEVRONIYA

(to Poyarok)

Well, write. What I am unable to say,

you good people will finish for me.

Grishen’ka, even though you are feeble in mind,
I am writing to you, my dear friend.

(Poyarok writes.)

Have you written it or not?

PoYAROK
I’ve written it.

FEVRONIYA

Do not make out that we are dead,

we are alive: .

the city of Kitezh did not fall, but is hidden.
We are living in such an abundant place
that the mind cannot take it in;

we are flourishing like dates,

like sweet-smelling lilies —

we listen to the sweetest of singing:
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CupuHOBO, AJIKOHOCTOBO.
(Kussio FOpwuio)

KT0 Xe B rpaj ceit BHUIET,
rocyaapb Moit?

Kus3p IOpwuit
Bcsik, KTO yM Hepas3aBOeH UMes,
1ayve XU3HH B rpajie ObITh BOCXOLIET.

DeBpoHUsE

Hy, npomuaii, He MOMHUHAR HAC JIMXOM.
JHaii F'ocrionp Tebe MOKasiThCS.

Bort M 3HaK: B HOLIM B3MJISIHM Ha HE0O,
KakK CTOJITIBI OTHMCTBIE TTUIAIOT;
CKaXyT: Ma30py UTPaloT ...

HET, TO BOCXOJIUT ITPaBeIHBIX MOJIUTBA.
Tak six roBopio 51?7

Xop
Taxk, KHATUHS.

DeBpoHus

MHo Xxe K 3eMJIi MPUHUKHU YXOM:

3BOH YCJIBIIIUIIDB GJIATOCTHBIN U YyIHBIM,
CJIOBHO CBOJl HEOECHBII 3a3BEHEIT.

To Bo Kutexe x 3ayTpeHe 3BOHAT.
Hanwucan, ®eomop?

Iosipok
Hanwucain.
(OTHaeT CBEPTOK OTPOKY)

DeBpoHus
(Knsxuuy)
Hy Tenieppb nuém, Moit MUJIbIA!

Xop

31ech HU TI1aYa, HU O0JIE3HU, —
CIaOCTh, CIANOCTh OECKOHEYHa,
pPasocTh BeYHa, pagocTh,
PamoCTh ... BEYHA ...

(ABepu cobopa pacriaxuBaiOTCsl, SBIsIst
HEU3PeYEeHHBIN CBET.)

Libretto reproduced by kind
permission of the publishers
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that of Sirin and Alkonost.
(to Prince Yury)

Who will come to this city,
my lord?

PRINCE YURY
Whosoever, being unambiguous in his mind,
chooses our city over life.

FEVRONIYA

So farewell, do not think badly of us.

God grant that you repent.

Here is a sign: gaze up at the sky at night and
take a look at the fiery columns burning.

People will say that it is the first rays of dawn ...
But no, it is the prayer of the righteous rising up.
Am I right?

CHORUS
Yes, princess.

FEVRONIYA

Or else, just put your ear to the ground:

and you will hear the wondrous and soft ringing,
as if the vault of heaven had begun to resound.
That is the bell for matins in Kitezh.

Have you written it, Fyodor?

POYAROK
I have written it.
(hands the scroll to the page)

FEVRONIYA
(to the young prince)
So now, let us go, my dearest!

CHORUS

Here there is neither weeping nor infirmity —
there is sweetness without end,

joy, eternal joy,

joy ... eternal ...

(The doors of the cathedral are flung wide open
revealing an ineffable light.)

Translation © 1999 Philip Taylor
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