PROKOFIEV: Alexander Nevsky VOX-NX-3033CD
Symphonic Suite: “Lieutenant Kizheh,” Op. 60

Alexander Nevsky, Op. 78 Alexander Nevsky, Op. 78
Text: Vladimir Lugovskoy [1901-1957]
and Sergey Prokofiev [1891-1953]

[2] NecHa 06 Anekcangpe Hesckom [2] Song about Alexander Nevsky

A, n 6b110 geno Ha Hese peke. Yes, 'twas on the River Neva it occurred,

Ha Hese peke, Ha 6osibliol Boae. On the Neva'’s stream, on the waters deep.

Tam pybuan mbl 310e BOUHCTBO, There we slew our foes’ pick of fighting men,

3/10e BOMHCTBO, BOWMCKO WBeACKoe. Pick of fighting men, army of the Swedes.

Yx! Kak 6unnch mbl, kak pybuamncs mbi! Ah! How we did fight, how we routed them!

Yx! Py6unu kopabam no gocroukam, Yes, we smashed their ships of war to kindling wood.
Haluy KpoBb-pyay He Kanenu mbl. In the fight our red blood was freely shed

3a BENMKYIO 3eMI0 PYCCKYIO. For our great land, our native Russian land.

rei! Tae npowen Tonop, 6bia yauua, Hey! Where _the broad-axe swung was an open street.
[Ae NeTeno Konbe, nepeysode. Through their ranks ran a lane where the spear was thrust.

We mowed down the Swedes, the invading troops,

MoNOXMAN Mbl LWBEAOB, HEMYNHOB, . .
Just like the feather-grass grown on desert soil.

KaK KoBbl/Ib TpaBy, Ha Cyxoi 3emne.

We shall never yield native Russian land.

They who march on Russia shall be put to death.
Rise against the foe, Russian land arise!

Rise to arms, arise, great town of Novgorod!

He ycTynum mbl 3eM/I10 PYCCKYHO.

KTo npuget Ha Pycb, 6yaeTt HacmepTb 6uT.
MopHanaca Pycb cynpoTtus Bpara;
MoaHMMKCh Ha 6o, cnasHbl HoBropoga,

English translation: A. Steiger

[3] lll. KpecToHocupi Bo Mckose [3] lll. The Crusaders in Pskov
Peregrinus expectavi pedes meos, in cymbalis ets.

[4] IV. Bcrasaiite, ntogu Pycckue [4] IV. Arise, Ye Russian People
BcraBaiiTe, ntoamn pycckue, Arise to arms, ye Russian folk,

Ha cnaBHblit 6001, Ha CMepPTHbIN 60iA, In battle just, in fight to death.
BcraBaiiTe, n0an BOAbHbIE, Arise ye people, free and brave,
3a Hally 3eMIt0 YeCTHyIo. Defend our fair, our native land.
KuBbim 60MLAM MOYET U YecTb, To living warriors high esteem,

A MEpTBbIM - CNaBa BeYHas. Immortal fame to warriors slain.
3a oTuMit 4oMm, 3a Pycckuiil Kpait For native home, for Russian soil
BcragaiiTe, M10AM pyccKue. Arise ye people, Russian folk.

Ha Pycu pogHoit, Ha Pycu 60/bLuoit He BbiBaTb Bpary. In our Russia great, in our native Russia no foe shall live.

MOAHNUMANACA, BCTaHb, MaTh PoAHan Pycb! Rise to arms, arise, native mother Russia!
No foe shall march ‘cross Russian land,
No foreign troops shall Russia raid,
Unseen the ways to Russia are.

No foe shall ravage Russian fields.

Bparam Ha Pycb He xakusatb,
MosnKos Ha Pycb He BasuBaTb!
MyTeli Ha Pycb He BUAbIBaTD,
Moneit Pycu He TanTbiBaTb.

[5] V. Neposoe no6ouue [5] V. The Battle on the Ice
Peregrinus expectavi pedes meos, in cymbalis ets.

Vincat arma crudiferal

Hostis pereat!
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[6] MepTBoe none

Al noiay no nonto 6enomy,

Moneuy no nonio cMepTHOMY,
Mowly A CnaBHbIX COKOJIOB,
KeHunxoB Momx, f06pbIX MONOALEB.

KTo nexkut mevamu nopyb6ieHHbIN,
KTO NIEXKUT CTPEenoto NopaHeHHbI,
Hanounu oHun KpoBbio anoto

3eM/10 YEeCTHYH0, 3eM/II0 PYCCKYHO.

KTo norn6 3a Pycb cmepTbto fobpoto,
Mouenyto Toro B 04N mepTBbIe,

A TOMY MOIOALY, YTO OCTa/CA ¥KUTb,

Byay BepHOW }eHoM, M1AOI nafoto.

He BO3bMy B My»KbAl KPAaCUBOrO;
KpacoTa 3eMHaa KoH4aeTca.

A noligy s 3a xpabporo.
OT308BMTECA, ACHBI COKObI!

[7] VII. Bbe3p Anekcangpa Bo Nckos
Ha Benukuii 6o Bbixoauna Pyco;
Bopora nobeanna Pyco.

Ha poaHoit 3emnie He 6biBaTb Bpary.
Kto npuget, byaet HacmepTb 6uUT.

Becenucs, noi, matb pogHas Pycb!

Ha pogHoit Pycu He 6biBaTb Bpary,

He Buaathb Bpary Halmnx pyccKux cen,

KTo npuget Ha Pycb, 6yaet HacmepTb 6uT!

Ha Pycu pogHoit, Ha Pycu 6onblioit
He 6biBaTh Bpary.

Becenucs, noi, matb pogHas Pycb!
Ha Benukuit npasgHuk cobpanaca Pycb.
Becenucs Pycb, poaHas Matb!

Lieutenant Kijé Suite, Op. 60

(First 10 lines seems to be an adaptation of a poem by Ivan Ivanovich
Dmitriev [1760—-1837], Lines 11-23 is part of a poem printed
anonymously in 1803)

[9] Il. PomaHc

CTOHeT cu3blii ronyboyexk,
CTOHET OH U AEHb U Houb;
Ero muneHbKoi gpyxouek
oT/IeTeN AaNeKo NpoYb.

OH yX 6onblue He BOPKYeT,
BCE TOCKYeT M TOCKyeT.

C HeXXHOW BETKU Ha Apyryto
nepenapxvBaeTt OH

1 NOAPYKKY A0POryro

XAOET K cebe co Bcex CTOPOH.

MonHo, cepaue, ycnokowcs,
MNonHo 6aboukoit netatb!
MonHo 6aboukoit netatb.
Tbl nonpobyit u He Bolica

YroNoK apyroi gocraTb!
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[6] VI. Field of the Dead

| shall go across the snow-clad field.

| shall fly above the field of death.

| shall search for valiant warriors there,

Those to me betrothed, stalwart men and staunch.

One lies quiet where sabres mangled him.

Here lies one impaled by an arrow shaft.

From their wounds warm red blood like the rain was shed
On our native soil, on our Russian fields.

He who fell for Russia in noble death

Shall be blest by my kiss on his dead eyes.
And to him, brave lad, who remained alive,
| shall be a true wife and a loving friend.

I'll not be wed to a handsome man;

Earthly charm and beauty fade fast and die.
I'll be wed to a man who’s brave.

Hark ye, warriors brave, lion-hearted men!

[7] VII. Alexander’s Entry into Pskov
In a great campaign Russia went to war.
Russia put down the hostile troops.

In our native land foemen shall not live.
Foes who come shall be put to death.

Celebrate and sing, native mother Russia!

In our native land foemen shall not live.

Foes shall never see Russian towns and fields.
They who march on Russia shall be put to death.

In our Russia great, in our native Russia no foe shall live.

Celebrate and sing, native mother Russ!
To a fete in triumph all of Russia came.
Celebrate, rejoice, celebrate and sing, our mother land!

© Copyright by Boosey & Hawkes Music Publishers
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[9] Il. Romance
Mourning blue-grey dove,
Mourning day and night;
His dear sweet friend
Has flown away.

He has stopped all his cooing,

Is only longing and yearning.
From one small branch to another
He is flitting

Looking for his dear friend
Waiting for her all the time.

Come, my heart, calm yourself,
Stop flitting like a butterfly!
Stop flitting like a butterfly.

Try not to be afraid
Try to find luck somewhere else!
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Cepaue Hayano UcKaTb.

MonHo, cepaue, ycnokoincs,
MonHo 6aboukoit netatb.
Kak e, cepaue, Tbl pewmno,
rae mbl 6yaem NeTom Kutb?
roe mbl netom 6ygem sKutb?

Cepaue begHoe 3abunocb
M He 3HaN0, KaK Ham bbITb.

CTOHeT cu3blii ronyboyex...

[11] IV. Tpoiika

Cepaua y »KeHLWMH KaK TPakTup:
MpoXoXux uenbii Mup.

Ot yTpa go yTpa,

KTO Ha ABOP, KTO CO ABOpPA.

KTo Ha aBop, KTo co ggopa
1 TaK OT yTpa Ao yTpa,
KTo Ha aBop, KTo co gsopa
1 TaK OT yTpa 40 yTpa.

Cepaua y »KeHLWMH KaK TPaKTup ...
AX nogm crogbl, Aa NoAm cloapl,
He boiica co mHol beabl,

He 6olica co mHou 6eabl

1 noau cloapbl, Aa NOAU ClOAbI.
KTo xonoct unb He xonocr,

Mnun XonocT unb KeHar,

KTO po60K Ub He pobokK,

nnn pobok unm xeart.

AXx noam croapl, Aa Noam croapl ...
Il il il il

Tak oT yTpa Ao yTpa,

[a KTO Ha [ABOp, KTO CO ABopa ...

AX noau ctogpl, Aa Noau clogpl...

Cepaua y sKeHLWMH Kak TPaKTup ...
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Begin, my heart, to search.

Come, my heart, calm yourself,
Stop flitting like a butterfly.

Well, my heart, have you decided
where we’ll stay this summer?
Where we’ll stay this summer?

The poor heart began to pound,
and knew not how to answer.

Mourning blue-grey dove...

[11] IV. Troika

A woman’s heart is like an inn:
Guests from all the world.

From morning to eve,

Someone comes, someone goes.

Someone comes, someone goes
From morning until eve.
Someone comes, someone goes
From morning until eve.

A woman’s heart is like an inn...

Ah, come here, come here, | say,
And have no fear with me,

And have no fear with me.

Come here | say, come here.

Whether you’re single or not,
Whether single or unmarried,
Whether you’re shy or not,
Whether shy or bold.

Ah, come here, come here, | say...
Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey!
So it goes from morn to eve,
Someone comes, someone goes...
Ah, come here, come here, | say...
A woman'’s heart is like an inn...
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