"Eugene Onegin": A Scenic Projection

James E. Falen, translator

Locating and Preparing the Krzhizhanovsky Evgenii Onegin Typescript

In Moscow in March 2007, researching what would become chapter 3
“The Pushkin Centennial,” in his monograph The People’s Artist: Pro-
kofiev's Soviet Years (Oxford University Press, 2009), Simon Morrison
came across a play script in the Prokofiev holdings of the Russian State
Archive for Literature and Art (RGALI) with the title «<EBreHnin OHeruH.
CueHnyeckas npoakyus». Musical cues in the margins were by Prokofiev,
of that Morrison had no doubt: the composer’s handwriting is distinct, as
is his shorthand orthography. He frequently omitted vowels, for example,
“8 bars” (8 TakTtoB) becomes 8 TKTB; “music of a psychological character,”
My3Ka rncuxosior. Xpkrtepa; the word “fated” (from Tatyana's Letter),
okaHo. Practiced Prokofiev scholars have no problem decoding these
abbreviations. Morrison transcribed the slight but intriguing musical
markings and alerted his colleague Caryl Emerson to the existence of this
text. On a return research trip in the summer of 2007, Morrison received a
hard copy of the play script, which he handed over to Emerson (also in
Moscow at the time) in a local cafe—with the promise to “publish some-
thing on this unrealized project.” Although the name of the stage adaptor,
Sigizmund Krzhizhanovsky, was unknown to her, she was so struck by the
boldness, yet uncanny fidelity, of the play to the novel that within two
weeks she was at work on a translation. This non-metric English version,
with an introductory essay on Krzhizhanovsky’s project, appeared in 2008,
in Sergey Prokofiev and His World (ed. Simon Morrison).

Although never published, the Russian play script was not unknown.
Or rather, it was known through negative criticism of it. In 1973,
Prokofiev’'s scattered Eugene Onegin music was reassembled, edited, and
published by the Soviet musicologist Elizaveta Dattel'. She noted Krzhi-
zhanovsky’'s play in the commentary, but dismissed it as a violation of
Pushkin’s novel, Prokofiev's score, and Tairov’'s theatrical intent. One year
later, in 1974, Melodiya issued an LP of Prokofiev's 44 musical numbers
for Onegin based on the Dattel' edition, stitching the episodes together
with a voice-over of appropriate stanzas extracted from Pushkin. The
actual play script—the text to which the music was written, its immediate
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prompt—was everywhere reduced to an embarrassment obscuring the
genius of Pushkin and the genius of Prokofiev.

Passions have always run high on transpositions of Russian classics.
Without a performance history, the verdict on this one is still out. But
with this publication, we hope to restore the complexity of the textual
field.

— Caryl Emerson

§

When first discussing the publication of Krzhizhanovsky's play in the
Pushkin Review, Caryl Emerson and | both thought that printing a
facsimile of the typescript would be ideal. The typescript, however, resists
replication. In several places letters and punctuation marks bled through
one page to impose themselves on another; they would look like typo-
graphical or grammatical errors in a facsimile. In other passages, faded
typewritten lines would become close to illegible. Also, Prokofiev's hand-
written notes in the margins are sometimes faint, and nearly all of them
would be indecipherable if the typescript were scanned and then reduced
to fit the 6" x 9" format of the journal.

Realizing that a facsimile would be less readable than a transcription,
and therefore less useful to directors wishing to stage the play, we decided
to follow the precedent set by Joseph Peschio and lIgor Pil'shchikov, who
published typographical transcriptions of archival manuscripts from the
Green Lamp Society in volume 15 of the Pushkin Review. The version of
Krzhizhanovsky’s play, as published here, was transcribed by the journal's
Assistant Editors—Rebecca Johnston, Shane Logue, and Paul Osborne—
who meticulously preserved the typescript's idiosyncrasies. Ultimately,
however, we decided that preserving Krzhizhanovsky’'s typographical
errors served little purpose. | therefore proofread the text and adjusted
the formatting while adding transcriptions of Prokofiev’'s handwritten
comments. The text now conforms to the general standards for American
play scripts, so as to improve its readability and its usefulness to directors.
Hopefully it comes close to the author’'s intention at this stage in the
evolution of the play script. To provide some feel for the archival text,
however, we have scanned and reproduced “Fragment Seven” of the type-
script.

When reading the Russian text of the play, one should keep the
following in mind:

e Sometimes Krzhizhanovsky left large gaps in a line, so
that words in Latin script could be added later, presum-
ably by a non-Cyrillic typewriter. These phrases (mostly
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French, some Italian) are occasionally written in. Such mo-
ments were retained in the transcription. In such in-
stances, the word in question has been retained when
possible.

< All handwritten words and phrases have been included in
italics. A smaller font was used for comments written in
the margins. Handwritten comments in the typescript
correspond as closely as possible with their proximity to
given lines in the typescript.

e Other markings—such as lines, arrows, and brackets—
have been reproduced as accurately as possible.

lvan Eubanks
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EBreHnin OHerunH

[cueHnueckasa npoakuus]

CUrnamyHa JOMUHNKOBUY KpXXKMXKaHOBCKNT

Evgeny Onegin

[A Scenic Projection in 14 Fragments]

Sigizmund D. Krzhizhanovsky

1936

Archival source: RGALI, Moscow

Courtesy of Galina Zlobina (Deputy Director, RGALI)

and Simon Morrison (Professor of Music, Princeton University)
June 2007

PrATN 1929, on. I. ea. xp. 86. ‘EBreHunii OHerunH.’

CueHunyeckaa npoekuma C.A. KpxuxaHoBckoro ‘EBreHuii OHerumH' (Mo
pomaHy B ctuxax A.C. TllywkuHa) + noMmeTbl, caesnlaHHble Ha Trbece
Kacawuimeca My3blKasibHOro ohopmneHus cnektaknd. 1936. AsTtorpadg u
MawmHonucb. 84 ctp., 29 x 21. Italicized comments in the margins belong
to Sergei Prokofiev.
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Eugene Onegin

[A Scenic Projection]

Sigizmund D. Krzhizhanovsky

1936

Translated by James E. Falen
with the cooperation of
Caryl Emerson

Retaining the contour of the Onegin Stanza,
incorporating Prokofiev’s corrections
and insertions from Pushkin,
and with the Mummers’ Song

updated to the text Prokofiev set to music.
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Curusmynpg A- KpxuxaHosckuii
EBFEHUVIN OHEIM/H

nrPoor
3aHaBec 0TOoABUraeTCsd, NokKasbiBasa KHUXKHbIE NONKK. 3a
CTO0/I0OM — CMUHON K 3puTenio — MO3T, HaKNOHUBLINIACA Ha[
pa3po3HeHHbIMU nucTamu pykonucn. KHUITOMPOA4ABEL,
CTOUT, MPUCAOHACL K KHU>XKHbIM KOpPeLLKaM.

KHNTOMPOA4ABEL,
CTUWKKN No6uMLa My3 1 rpauunii
Mbl BMUT pyGAsiMU 3aMeHUM
M B NyK HaNIM4YHbIX accurHauunii
JIMCTOUKM Bawuv 06paTum.
O ueM B3[0XHY/NU TaK r1y6oKo
Henb3s Nb y3HaThb.

noaT

A 6b1N faneko:
A Bpems TO BOCMOMUHaI,
Korpga, Hagexxaamu 6oratbiid,
MoaT 6ecneyHblid, A Nucan
M3 BAOXHOBEHbSA, He U3 NaaThbl.
A BMAen BHOBb NMPUIOTbI CKan,
M TeMHbI KPOB YeANHEHbS,
oe A Ha Nup BooBpaXkeHbA
BbiBano mysy npusbisasn.
W cBeT ee y/ibI6GKOW BCTPETU;
Ycnex Hac nepBblil OKPbIAW,
Crapuk [ep>kaBuH Hac 3aMeTuns
W, B rpob cxogs, 6s1aroc/noBun.
M A, B 3aKOH cebe BMeHSAA
CTpacTeii efUHbIA NPON3BOSI.
C Tonnoto 4yBCTBa pasgenss,
A My3y pes3Bylo npusesn
Ha wym nmpoB n 6yiiHbIX CMIOPOB,
Mp0o3bl NOTYHOUHbIX [030POB:
M K HUM B 6e3yMHble N1pbl
OHa Hecnia cBoM fapsbl
M Kak BakxaHO4YKa pe3Busach,
3a yawei nena Ans rocTem,
M monogexb MUHYBLUNX OHEN
3a Heto 6yiHO BoslouMnacb —
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EUGENE ONEGIN

PROLOGUE
The curtain moves aside, revealing bookshelves. At the table,
his back to the audience: the POET, bending over the scattered
pages of a manuscript. The BOOKSELLER is standing, leaning
against the book spines.

BOOKSELLER
I urge you, darling of the Muses,
To trade your verse for golden rubles.
We'll turn your little bits of rhyme
Into a heap of ready cash . ..
But why this sudden heavy sigh,
I'd like to know.

POET

Adrift in dreams,
I called to mind a distant day,
When 1, a carefree poet, wrote
With inspiration . .. not for pay.
| saw once more beloved cliffs,
Dark refuge of my solitude,
Where | would summon up the Muse
To share imagination’s feast:
And with a smile the world caressed us,
What wings our first successes gave!
The bard Derzhavin, passing, blessed us,
As he descended to the grave.
And I, who saw in life my duty
As heeding passion’s siren song —
To share with all the world her beauty,
Would take my merry Muse along
To rowdy feasts and altercations —
The bane of midnight sentry stations.
And to each mad and fevered rout
She brought her gifts and danced about
Bacchante-like, at all our revels.
And over wine she sang for guests,
And in those days when | was blest,
Young men pursued my Muse like devils.
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Ho 4 oTcTan oT Ux cow3a

M Bpoanb 6exkan . ..0Ha 3a MHO.
Kak yacTto fnackoBas mysa

MHe ycnaxgana nyTb HEMOWA
BonwebcTBOM TaiHOro pacckasa.
Kak yacTto, no ckanam KaBka3sa,
OHa JleHopoW, Npu NyHe,

Co MHOI1 cKakasa Ha KoHe.
BApyr nsameHusocb BCE KPYrom
M BOT OHa B cafly MOeM

C neyanbHOW AYyMOI B 04aXx,

C (hpaHLy3CKOM KHUXXKOI B pyKax.

KHNTOMPOOABEL]
OHa.

noaT
OHa 3Baniacb TatbdHa . . .

BnepBble NMeEHEM TakKuMm
CTpaHuLbl HEXXHble poMaHa
Mbl CBOEBOJ/IbHO OCBATUM.
[Avka, neyanbHa, Monyanmsea,
Kak naHb necHas 6os3nmBsa,
OHa B ceMbe CBOe pogHOoiA
Kaszanacb fEeBOYKOWM Yy>KON.
OHa flackaTbCs He ymesna
K oTuy, HM K MaTepwn CBOEeA;
AnTa cama, B ToNne geteii
MrpaTb 1 npbirate He xoTena.
WM yvacTo, uenblii feHb 04Ha,
Cupena monua y oKHa.
Eli paHO HpaBUNNCb POMaHbI;
OHW el 3amMeHANN Bee;
OHa Bnwbuniacs B o6MaHbl
N PnyappacoHa u Pycco.

KHNTOMPOOABEL]
A OH.

noaT
OTcTaB 0T cyeThl
Ycnosuii cBeTa CBeprHy B bpewms,
C HMM NoApy>XXUscs s B TO BPEMS.
MHe HpaBUAWCb €ro 4epThl,
MeuTam HeBOJIbHasA NpeAaHHOCTb,
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But from that band | soon departed
And fled far off — and she as well.

How often, on the path we charted,

My gentle Muse’s magic spell

Would light the way with secret stories!
How often, in the moonlit nights,

She rode with me the mountain heights!
But then our course abruptly veered
And in my garden she appeared,

With mournful air and brooding glance,
And in her hands a French romance.

BOOKSELLER
And she?

POET

And she was called Tatyana.
And we may press a modest claim
To be the first to grace and honor
A tender novel with this name.
A wild creature, sad and pensive,
Shy as a doe and apprehensive,
Tatyana seemed, among her kin,
A strangeling who had wandered in.
She never seemed to show affection,
Caress her parents — either one;
For children’s games and children’s fun
She lacked the slightest predilection,
And oftentimes she’d sit all day
In silence at the window bay.
From early youth she read romances
And novels set her heart aglow,
She loved the fictions and the fancies
Of Richardson and of Rousseau.

BOOKSELLER
And he? ..

POET
... had parted with convention,
The vain pursuit of worldly ends,
And when Eugene caught my attention,
| liked his ways, and we made friends.
| liked his natural bent for dreaming,
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He nogpakaTesibHasi CTPaHHOCTb
N pes3kuii, oxnaXAeHHbIi yMm.

¢ 6bIs1 03106/1€H, OH YIPHOM;

Kak 4acTo fieTHel nopoto,

Korga npo3payHo un cBeTno
HouHoe He60 Hag Hesoto,

1 Bopg Becesioe CTEKIIO

He oTpaxkaeT nnK AunaHsl,
BoCnoMHS MpeXXHUX fieT poMaHsl,
BocnoMHs npeXkHo No60Bb,
UyBCTBUTE/IbHbI, 6eCNeYHbl BHOBb,
[AblXaHbeM HOYM 6/1aroCK/IOHHOMN
Be3M0NBHO yNnBanucb Msbl.

Kak B nec 3e/ieHblii U3 TIOPbMbI
lMepeHeceH KOMOAHUK COHHOW,
Tak YHOCUTUCb Mbl MEYTOW

K Havany >XWU3Hu MO0A0M.

KHNTOMPOA4ABEL,
NTak, No6oBbI YTOMIEHHOA,
Hacky4ya neneTom MoOJIBbI,
3apaHe 0TKasaauch Bbl
OT Ballel Nnpbl B4OXHOBEHHON.
Tenepb, 0CTaBs WYMHbI/ CBeT,
M my3, 1 BeTpeHyt moay,
UT0 X M3bepeTe Bbl.

noaT
CBobogy.

KHNTOMPOOABEL,
MpekpacHo. BoT »xe BaM COBET;
BHemMAnTe NCTUHE NOME3HOI:
Haw Bek Topralu; B celi BEK XKe/1e3HOoW
Be3 peHer n ceBo6ofbl HeT.

UTo cnasa. Apkaga 3annara

Ha BeTxom pybuwie nesua.

Ham Hy>XHO 3narta, 3nara, 3nara:
KonuTte 351aT0 40 KOHUA.

MpenBuXKy Balle BO3paXKeHbe,
Mo3BONbTE NMPOCTO BaM CKa3saThb:

He npogaeTcsa BOOXHOBEHbE,

Ho mMo>XXHO0 pyKonucb npoaatsb.

YT0 XX MegInTb. Y>K KO MHe 3axX0o4aT
HeTepnenusbie uTeubl;
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The strangeness of his moody soul,
The cold, sharp mind that he possessed.
| was embittered; he, depressed.

How often, in the summer quarter,
When midnight skies retain their light
Above the Neva's placid water —

The river gay and sparkling bright,
And in its mirror not reflecting
Diana’s visage — recollecting

The loves and intrigues of the past,
Alive once more and free at last,

We drank in silent contemplation

The balmy fragrance of the night.

Like convicts sent in dreaming flight
To forests green and liberation,

So we in fancy then were borne

Back to our springtime’s golden morn.

BOOKSELLER
So wearied now by love’s demands
And all the chatter love evokes,
You've chosen to untune your voice,
To quit the Muse of magic sound,
Reject the world and fashion’s rites.
And all for what, | ask?

POET
For freedom.

BOOKSELLER
A splendid thought! But heed my words
And mark you well this useful truth:
This iron age depends on commerce;
And freedom, too, requires cash.
What's fame? A gaudy-colored patch
Upon the poet’s tattered rags.
You need some gold, my friend, good gold;
So get it . . . and the more the better.
But | foresee that you'll object,
So let me set you straight right now:
Pure inspiration doesn't sell,
But manuscripts most surely will.
Why wait? Impatient readers clamor
And beg for more. Those journal men
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BKpyr naBku XXypHanucTbl 6poasT,
3a HMMK TolMe NeBLbl:

KTo npocuT nNuwmn a8 catupsl,
KTo onsa gywu, K10 ANns nepa;

W, npu3Hatcb, OT Ballel nupbl
MpeaBu>Xy MHOro A gobpa.

noaT
Bbl coBeplleHHO npasbl. BoT BaM M0 pyKOMuUCh.
YcnoBumcs.

YHACTb TNEPBAA

OPATMEHT 1 n
LlepkoBHa#s cTeHa. Hagrpo6Hasa nimTa. KOHbI IEHCKUNA,
CTOAY MOTrM/bl, pacyniLaeT KOHLOM TPOCTUHALNUCL NAUTDI.

NEHCKWI
« CMUPEHHbIN TPeWHUK OMUTpuii J1apuvH,
MlocnogHuii pab n 6puragup
Moj KAMHEM CUM BKyLLaeT MUp».
OH 6b11 NpOCTOlA 1 f06pbIN 6apuH
OH Ha pyKax MeHs gepxxan.
Kak yacTto B geTcTBe A urpan
Ero o4akoBCKOW mMedasiblo.
OH Onibry Npoyna 3a MeHs,
OH roBopu: «A0XKAYCb NN OHSA . . »

(OnycTwunica Ha kpali morunbl. lymaeT. BblHY N
U3 KapmMmaHa TeTpage. KapaHgall cKonb3nuT Mo
6ymare.)

A nepe>xxmnn cBon >enaHbs,

A pa3nbmna cBoU MeYThbl.

OcTanucb xsagHble cTpa- . . .
(3auepkuBaeT)

OcTanncb MHe 0HU cTpajaHbs

Mnoabl AyWEBHOW NyCTOThI;

(3agymancs, nepevyepkHy)
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Invade my shop the whole day long,
With threadbare poets close behind.
Some crave satiric fare and fun,
And others . . . food to feed the soul
Or simply words to fill their pages.
And so | say, your hallowed lyre
Will surely bring us good receipts.

POET
You're absolutely right. Here, take my manuscript.
Let’s agree on the terms.

PART ONE

FRAGMENT 1
A church wall. A gravestone. The youthful LENSKY,
standing by the grave, cleans off the inscription with the tip of
his walking stick.

LENSKY
“The humble sinner Dmitry Larin,
God’s servant and a brigadier,
Beneath this stone now resteth here.”
He was a simple, kindly fellow.
He dandled me upon his knee.
In childhood days | loved to wear
His medal from the Turkish war.
He destined Olga for my wife
And used to say: “oh, grant me, life,
To see that day!” . ..

(Lowers himself down on the edge of the grave.
Thinks. Pulls a notebook out of his pocket.
Pencil slides across paper.)

I've lived to see my longings die,

My dreams and | have grown apart

Cold sufferings now are all . ..
(crosses out the line)

Now only sorrows haunt my eye,

The wages of a bitter heart.

(Falls into thought, again crosses it out)
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Mnogbl cepAeyHO NyCTOThI.
Be3M0nBHO, XXPebuUo NOCYLHbIN,
Bnauy cTpafanbyeckuii BeHel —

(BcTan,6pocmB NMMCTKN HA KaMeHb,chenan
HECKO/IbKO LUaroB, BEPHYJ/1CA K PYKONUCH,
nuLIeT)

Moa 6ypsiMu cyabbbl XKeCcTOKOoMN
YBAN UBETYLWNA MO BEHEL,.

(Mpogon>kaeT)
>K1BY 3a6bITbll paBHOAYLWHBbIN
(CpbI3eT KapaHjall, nepeyepkmMBaeT)

>K1BY neyanbHbI, OAUHOKWUNA
N Ay neyanbH- . ..

(Cpocapfoii WwWBbIpsAeT KapaHjall,noTom
nogbupaeT ero, NULeT)

>K1BY neyanbHbIi, 0AUHOKNNA,
M xay: npuaeT nn Moii KoHel,
ob. 4T (KapaHpgal cKo/b3UT BCe GbICTPee N GbICTpee)

Tak No3gHUM XN1aA0M MOParKeHHbIA,
Kak BeTpOB c/bllan 3UMMHUWIA CBUCT,

1/ m.

npupog, OAWH Ha BeTKe . . .

ormen (3aTemHeHue) OPKCTP KK Bbillie HO FpOMYe
VHTepoAnA

DPPATMEHT 2

Hebonblwas komHaTa B joMe OHernHa. NpocToi
HekpaleHHbI non. MocepeanHe KPyrAblii cTon. Ha Hem
nonesble UBeThl U 6yThbinka AN. iBa 60okana. VI gBa gpyra no
06e cTopoHbl cTona. OHETN H B Kayasike, Ha HeM pacnaxHy T bii
necTpbiii xanaT. JIEHCKWW B kpece ¢ NpsmMoit CANHKOIA.
Cnyra MeHsieT Oy TbIJIKy, pas/qimBaeT BMHO No 60kanam 1, oTonga
B CTOPOHY, HabuBaeT TpPybKy Tabakom.

OHEIMH
Ho Halue ceBepHoe feTo,
KapukaTypa 0>KHbIX 3UM.
MesnbKHET U HeT: N3BECTHO 3TO,
X0Tb Mbl MPU3HATLCS HE XOTUM.
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The wages of a bitter heart.
Obedient to fate, and silent,
Decked in a martyr’'s wreath —

(He throws the sheets down on the stone, rises,
takes several steps, then returns to the
manuscript, writes)

Beneath the storms of hostile fate
My flowery wreath has faded fast.

(He continues)
I live alone, indifferent
(Gnaws the pencil, again crosses it out)

I live alone and sadly wait
| wait, and sad

(With irritation flings down the pencil, then
picks it up, writes)

I live alone and sadly wait

To see when death will come at last.

(The pencil slides more and more quickly)

Just so when winds in winter moan
And snow descends in frigid flakes,
Upon a naked branch, alone,

The final leaf of summer shakes . ..

(Dims) orchestra as above, but louder

FRAGMENT 2

A small room in ONEGIN'’s house. A simple unpainted
floor. In the middle, a round table. On the table some wild-
flowers and a bottle of Ai. Two wineglasses. The two friends sit
on either side of the table. ONEGIN is in a rocking-chair; he’s
wearing a motley dressing gown, unbuttoned. LENSKY is in an
armchair with a straight back. A SERVANT changes bottles,
pours wine into the glasses and, moving off to the side, fills a
pipe with tobacco.

ONEGIN
Our northern summers — what a joke!
They're parodies of southern winters,
They seem to go before they're here,
A failing that we won’t admit.
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NEHCKUNW
Mporynkun, 4teHbe, COH rNy60KUi,
JlecHas TeHb, XypuaHbe CTpPy# . . .

OHETVIH
(nockasbliBas)
Mopoii 6ernssHKM 4YepHOOKOIA,
Mnapoii n cBeXXnii nouenyii.

NEHCKUN
Y3ne NoCAyLWHbIA KOHb PETUBDLIW . . .

OHEIMH
O6ef L0BO/IbHO NMPUXOT/INBBLINA,

(>KecT)
ByTbl/iKa CBETN0r0 BUHA,
YeAnHeHWe, TUWINHA.
(MopgnuBaeT B 60kKan JIEHCKOI O)

NEHCKUN
(oTopBuras 6okan)

K AN 4 6onblle He CriocobeH.

OHETVH
AW nw6oBHMLE nogobeH
BriectAwein, BeTPeHOI, XMNBOMN,
M cBoeHpaBHOI 1 NyCTOW . . .

(nofoaBuraeT apyryt 6y TbisKy)

Ho Tbl, Bopgo, nogobeH apyry,
KoTopsblii, B rope u 6ege,
ToBapwuuy 3aBcerga, sesfe,

FoTOB Ham okKasaTb YC/yry,

Nnb TUXNIA pasnenntb JoOCyr.

[Aa 3apascTByeT Bopgo, Haw gpyr!

YokatoTcsa n nbloT. JIEHCKWW cnerka oxmenen.

NEHCKNN
Haneii eule MHe nosicTakaHa . . .
Jl0BOMIBHO, MUAbINA ... 3HaewWsb, A . . .
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LENSKY
Long rambles, reading, slumber’s blisses,
The burbling brook, the sylvan shade . ..

ONEGIN

(completing the lines)

And now and then the fresh, young kisses
Of dark-eyed, white-skinned country maid.

LENSKY
A horse of spirit fit to bridle . ..

ONEGIN
A dinner fanciful and idle
(makes a gesture)
A bottle of some sparkling wine,
And solitude amid the silence.
(He fills up LENSKY's glass)

LENSKY
(moving away his glass)
No more champagne, I've had enough.

ONEGIN

Champagne, | find, is like a mistress,
Vivacious, brilliant, full of froth . ..
Too willful, though, and insubstantial.

(pulls another bottle closer)
But you, Bordeaux, | find just right;
You're like a comrade, ever steady,
Prepared in trials and in grief
To render service, give relief;
A trusty fellow, always ready

To share a quiet evening’s end.
Long live Bordeaux, our faithful friend.

They clink glasses and drink. LENSKY is slightly drunk.

LENSKY
Just half a glass, old chap . .. Enough.
You know, | ...
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BblHUMAaeT M3 KapMaHa pacTpenaHHble IMCTKA. BcTaeT.
OHervH, nyckas 061a4kKo biMa U3 TPYoKU, MepHo
pacKauyMBaeTCsl, B TaKT YTEHWNIO lOHOT 0 MnosTa.

NEHCKUN
(no pykonucwu)

B Te gHun, Korpa B cagax Jlnues
1 6eamATeXHO pacuseTan . ..

OHEIMH
(nepebuBasn)
Yutan npunexHo Enuncesa . ..

NEHCKUN
Yuntan npunexHo Anyres
A UwnuepoHa . ..

OHEIMH
... MpoKNuHan.

NEHCKUN
A UwnuyepoHa He uuTan.
B Te AHW, B TAaUHCTBEHHbIX A0/INHAX,
BecHoi, npu KnKax nebegnHeblix,
Bnus BoA, CUABLLINX B TULLUHE,
ABnAaTbca My3a cTasia MHe.

KyKyLLKa o
MexHU- Yachkl ¢ KYKYLW KON N NnTuuen betoT cemb. JTIEHCKUNW
ueckas MPoLO/I>KAET B HEKOTOPOM pacCesdsHUMN.

Tema

ABnATbca My3a cTasa MHe.
Mo cTyfeH4YecKkas Kenbs
Bpapyr o3apunacbk: Mysa B Hell
OTKpbla NUp maagbix 3aTen,
Bocnena fetckue BecesnbA
n...n—

BblHMMaeT 6pereT, HOOKUMaeT NPY>XNHKY: OH TUWX0 HO 3BOHKO
nosBTopseT ceMb yaapos. JIEHCKWW npsyeT pykonuch B
KapMaH 1 fenaeT 3HakK cnyre. ToTnepejaeT eMy TPoCTh,
LOPO>XKHbIV LMAVHAP M NepyaTKU. HeTepnenneo 3alle/ikupaeT
KHOMKMW repyaToK.
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He takes out of his pocket some crumpled sheets, stands up.
ONEGIN, releasing a cloud of smoke from his pipe, rocks his
chair in a measured way, keeping time to the young poet’s
reading.

LENSKY

(reading from a manuscript)
In days when 1 still bloomed serenely
Amid our lycee garden bed . ..
ONEGIN
(interrupting him)
And read Prince Yelisey so keenly . ..

LENSKY
And read my Apuleus keenly,
And Cicero . ..

ONEGIN

| cursed and fled.

LENSKY
And Cicero | never read.
Those springtime days in secret valleys,
Where swans call out and beauty dallies,
Near waters sparkling in the still
The Muse appeared and made me thrill.

Clock with cuckoo or bird chimes seven oclock. LENSKY
continues, somewhat distracted.

My student cell turned incandescent
And there the Muse spread out for me
A feast of youthful fancies free.

She sang of childhood effervescent,
And ...and ...

Takes out his Breguet watch, pushes the spring: quietly but
resonantly, it beats seven. LENSKY hides his manuscript in his
pocket and makes a gesture to the SERVANT, who hands him
his walking stick, top hat, and gloves. Impatiently he fastens the
buttons of his gloves.
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OHEImH

(ABM)KEHMEM HOIM OCTaHOBMB pa3MepPeHHOE,
AMOMUYECKOe KavaHune ercna-KaqanKM.)

Kypa. ¥>K 3T MHe MoaThl.

NEHCKUN
(HapgeBas uMNNHAP)
Mpouwain, OHErnH, MHe nopa.

OHEInH
A He fepXy Tebs; HO rae Tbl
CBou NpoBOANLIbL Beyepa.

NEHCKUN
Y NNapuvHbIX.

(naysa)

OHETVH.
BoT 310 uygHo.
Momwnnyii. N Tebe He TPyAHO
Tam Kakablii Beuep ybmBatb.

NEHCKWNN
Hwn mano.

OHEIMH

He mory noHATs.
OTcene BUXY, YTO TaKoe:
Bo nepBbIx (cnywaii, npaes nu )
MpocTasa pycckasa cembs,
K roctam ycepgune 6onbLuoe.
O6pA[ N3BECTHBIN YroWweHbs:
Ha ctonnk cTaBAaT BOLW,aHOMN
KyBLUMH € 6PYCHUYHOK BOZOIA.
HecyT Ha 6/1t04e4yKax BapeHbs . . .
30BYT cocejia K camoBapy,

NEHCKUN
(MeyTaTebHO)
A Onbra pasnuBaeT yaii . . .
OHETVH

En wenuyT: “Onibra, npumevan”.
MoTOM MNPUHOCAT N TUTapy,
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ONEGIN

(stopping the measured, iambic rocking of the
rocking-chair with a movement of his foot)

And so you're off. Oh God, these poets!!

LENSKY
Farewell, Onegin, time | went.

ONEGIN
| won't detain you, if you must,
But where are all your evenings spent?

LENSKY
The Larins’ place.

(a pause)

ONEGIN
How marvelous! It's up to you.
But don’t you find it awfully dull
Just Kkilling time that way each night?

LENSKY
Why, not at all.

ONEGIN
I find this hard to understand.
| know the scene—well, more or less.
For starters (tell me if I'm wrong),
A simple Russian family throng,
So eager to receive their guests.
The social ritual never changes,
The hostess artfully arranges
On little dishes her preserves
And on her covered table serves
Some sort of lingonberry brew,
While neighbors crowd the samovar.

LENSKY

(dreamily)
Where Olga pours . ..

ONEGIN
They whisper: “Olga, don’t look bored!”
And then they hand her a guitar;
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M 3annwnt oHa (60r mMoi):

«Mpuan B 4epTOr KO MHe 3/1aTO0M».

BapeHbe, BeYHbIi pa3rosop,

Mpo poXkAab, NPO NIeH, NP0 CKOTHbIW ABOP . . .
Tam y>XVH, TaM 1 cnaTb nopa.

M roctm egyT co asopa.

NEHCKUN
(HepBUMUeckM)

A TYyT ewe 6efbl HE BUXY.

OHETIMH
[a ckyka, BOT bena, Mo gpyr.

NEHCKUN
(cpbiBas nepyaTKy)
A MOAHbI CBET Ball HEHaBUXY;

Mwuiee MHe JOMALIHWIA KpPYT,
Foe a mory . ..

OHETMH
OnAaTb 3kora

[a nosnHo, Munblii, pagn 6ora
Hy uT0-XK. Tbl efewWb: 04EeHb XaJlb.
AX, cnywaii, JTeHCKNIA: fa Henb3s /b
YBunpetb MHe dunnuagy aty,
MpeameT 1 MbIiCAN, KN Mepa
M cnes, n pugm.

MpeactaBb MeHS.

NEHUKNN
Tl WyTUWB.

OHEIMH
Herty.

NEHCKUNN
A pag.
OHEIVH

Korga »e.

NEHCKNN
XoTb ceiiuac.
OHW C 0X0TOM NPUMYT Hac.
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And soon, good God, she starts to bawl:
“Come to my golden chamber hall.”

And then comes jam . .. and talk to spare
On rain and flax and cattle care.

Then supper’s served and time for bed,
And off the guests all drive, well fed.

LENSKY
(nervously)

Well, where’s the harm . . . the evening passes.

ONEGIN
The boredom, brother, there's the harm.

LENSKY
Well, | despise your upper classes,
I like the family circle’s charm;
It's where . ..

ONEGIN

More pastoral singing!
Enough, old boy, my ears are ringing —
And so you're off . . . forgive me then.
But tell me, Lensky, how and when
I'll see this Phyllis you adore,
Who haunts your thoughts and poet’s pen,
Your tears and rhymes.

Present me, do.

LENSKY
You’'re joking.

ONEGIN
No.

LENSKY
I'd love to.

ONEGIN
When?

LENSKY
Why not tonight;
They'll welcome us with great delight.
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OHEIMH
Moepnem.

XnonaeT B lagown. Cnyra, ncYe3HyBLUWNIA 6bI/10 3a ABEPLIO,
noasnseTca cHosa. OHEIVIH, BcTas, 4BUXXEHUEM MNJiey
3acTaBnsAeT XanaT CKOMb3HYTbh BHU3Y. Criyra nogxsaTbiBaeT U,
HbIPHYB 3a jBEPb, TOTUaC->Ke Bbl6eraeT € J/IMHHOHOCLIMN
aHrIMNCKMMN 60 TUHKaMK, CBeT/IbiIMM BploKamMu, cBellnBa-
IOWNMNCA C 060MX CTOPOH ero Wen, cepbliM LUANHLPOM,
CIOPTYKOM C 60/1bLLMMW MATOBLIMU MYroBULLAMU N LEeNblM
HabopOM BCAKOro poja LeTo4eK, TepoK, KOpoboUyeK, HOXKHUL, 1
rpe6ew kos. JIEHCKWW, HeTepnennso NornsaasBaeT Ha CBOJ
6pereT. OHEIMH nogcTaBui pyKu noj COpTYYHble pyKasa.

OHETVH
(HaneBaeT)

Elle etait fille, elle etait amoureuse

| Hao6bopoT |

PPAITMEHT 3

CseT, noracwmnin BHU3y, BCMbIXuBaeT CMeBa, B BEPXHEN
YacTM CLEHNYECKOro Kyba. 3ToOBEPXHUNIN ITa>K CTaporo
[ EPEBAHHOrO fOMa NOMELLVKOB J1apuHbIX. Yackl, cTap4ecKku
XpWUNsA,0T3BaHMBAIOT BOCEMb. [TOCpefMHE OCBELLEHHOW
KOMHaTbl, CTO/, 4O>KNJaKLWwnincs rocts. BeposTHo, JTeHCKoro. B
rny6nHe OKHO, K KOTOPOMY NPU/bHY/a He CANLWKOM CTporiHas,
HO W He yepe3yyp okpyrnasa durypa fesywKun. NMpucTasns
NnajoHu K CTek/lam OHa BCMaTpMBaeTCA B racHyLWw nin 3akaT. Ha
nepegHem nnaHe crapyxa JlapyHa v ABoe NOXKU/bIX
COCE/LEWN. Y 6yeTa MPVXMNBAJIKA, nepeTupawoLas
Tapenku. JlapnHa, roBops, ornsfbiBaeTCca Ha BEPb, PACKPbLITYIO
Ha 6anKoH.

NAPNHA
Kak 6bITb. TaTbsiHa He ANUTSA, —
Beab OniMHbKa ee MOJsioXKe.
MpucTponTb AEBYLUKY, €, ei
lMopa; a uTo MHe gesnaTth C HeN.
Bcem HaoTpe3 04HO U TO Xe:
Heinpgy.
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ONEGIN
Let's

Claps his hands. The SERVANT, who was about to disappear
behind the door, again appears. ONEGIN stands up, shrugs,
and his dressing gown falls to the floor. The SERVANT grabs it
up and, diving behind the door, immediately runs back into the
room with high English boots, bright-colored trousers hanging
off either side of his neck, a grey top hat, a frock-coat with large
matte buttons and a whole collection of various sorts of little
brushes, graters, boxes, scissors and combs. LENSKY
impatiently glances at his Breguet. ONEGIN shoves his arms
into the sleeves of his frockcoat.

ONEGIN
(hums)

Elle etait fille, elle etait amoureuse

the other way around J

FRAGMENT 3

A light, extinguished from below, flickers to the left, in the
upper part of the stage cube. This is the upper story of an old
wooden house of the rural gentry Larins. A clock, wheezing like
an old man, rings out eight o'clock. In the middle of the
illuminated room, a table set in expectation of a guest. Probably
LENSKY. In the depths, a window, to which is pressed a not
overly slender, but also not too rounded figure of ayoung
woman. Pressing her palms to the pane of glass, she gazes into
the fading sunset. Upstage, the old woman LARINA and two
aging MALE NEIGHBORS. At the buffet, a FEMALE
HANGER-ON, wiping the plates. LARINA, while speaking,
glances at the door that opens onto the balcony.

DAME LARINA
What's to be done ? Tatyana’s grown.
Her younger sister’s nearly wed.
It's time that she were settled, too.
I swear | don’t know what to do.
She turns all offers down completely,
Just says “l can't” . . .
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MPVOKNBAJTKA
(ckoporoBopKoit)

W Bce rpycTuT oHa,;
[a 6poaunT no necam ofHa.

1-1 COCEf
He Bnwo6aeHa nb oOHa.

JTAPVHA
B koro »e?
BysHoBa cBaTasics.

2- COCEf,
OTKas.

1-1 COCE/L,
(BbINyCcTUMB KNYy6 AbIMA)
MNBaHy lNeTywIKOBY — TOXe.

NAPUNHA
["ycap MbIXTUH rocTmnn y Hac;
Y> KaK OH TaHew npenswancs.

MPVOXKNBAJTKA
Kak menkum 6ecom paccbinarsncs.

NAPUNHA
A gymana, noligeT aBocChb;
Kypa. N cHoBa Aesio BpO3b.

1-1 COCEf,
UT0 XX MaTywka. 3a 4em >Xe cTaso.
B MockBy, Ha ApMapKy HeBECT.

2-1 COCEL,
Tam cAblIlUHO MHOTO0 npas3aHbIX MECT.

NAPVHA
Ox, moi oTey,. Joxoay mano

1-1 COCEL
J10BO/IbHO AN OAHOW 3UMbI
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HANGER-ON
(in a patter)

.. .then pines away

And wanders through those woods all day.

Ist NEIGHBOR
Is she in love?

DAME LARINA
With whom, | wonder.
Buyanov wooed.

2ndNEIGHBOR
She turned him down.

Ist NEIGHBOR
And Petushkov, lvan as well.

DAME LARINA
Pykhtin the lancer came from town,
And seemed enchanted by Tatyana!

HANGER-ON
That little devil lost his heart.

DAME LARINA
I thought she might accept him then,
But no, the deal fell through again.

Ist NEIGHBOR

But what's the problem, dear? Take heart.

To Moscow and the marriage mart!

2nd NEIGHBOR
They've vacancies galore, | hear.

DAME LARINA
But I've no money for the trip.

1st NEIGHBOR
Sufficient for one winter’s stay.

59



Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

JTAPUHA B conposoxkeHuun MPVXXNBAJIKIW, BbIXoAN T BO
BHY T PEHHNE KOMHAThI, YHOCA HEHY>XHYI0 nocysy. Oba
COCEJA, nonbixnBasa TpybKamMmu, pasmbILLNAT.

1-1 COCEL
LyTuTb, CyaAnTbL He 6e3 rpexa,
TaTbsiHE MPOUNTBL XKEHUXA . . .

2- COCEf,
O cBafbbe JIeHCKOro AaBHO
Y HUX Y>X ObIJI0 peLueHo.
KpacaseL, B MoJIHOM LBeTe NeT,
MoKNOHHUK KaHTa u1 noart.

1-1 COCE/,
(3aKkaHuYMBas pa3MblLIEHNA)
Cocepn Haul.

(vcnbITYyOLWe CMOTPUT Ha cobecefHMKA)

2- COCEf,
(MaxHyn pykKoi)

Heyu, cymacbpoguT,
OH (hapMa3soH, OH MbeT 04HO
CTakaHOM KpacHoe BUHO,
OH famMaM K py4yKe He NnogxoauT;
Bce ga, g4a HeT; He CKaXeT ga-c
Nnb HeT-C.

1-1 COCE/,
(knBas)

TakoB 6bIs1 06WLMIA THAc.

CBeT NPo>KeKTOpa 0CTOPOXKHO, ByATO Kpafyynch rnepenonsaeT
BMNpaBo: Tenepb, TaM, Ky[a yKa3sbiBal T pacKpblTble CTBOPbI
LBEpU, ACHO BUAHO ovepTaHne 6asKoHa, MOBUCLLEFO B BO3JyXe
Hafj CnsAWMM cajoM; C MOMOLLLBI0 3aTyXxalLleli BeHepHen 3apu,
NMPO>KEKTOpP AeslaeT BUAUMbIM TOHKY (QUTYpY feBYLLUKN,
cupauleily 6ankoHHbIX nepusi. OHa HaK/oHUach Hag
KHU>KKOW, KOTOpPYH ObICTPO HaAgBMrawuiasca TemMHoTa
nojofABMraeT Bce G6/IM>Ke K rnasam unTawwen. HakoHey, 3aps,
Kak racHyuiasi nramna, OKoH4YaTe/lbHO 0TKa3blBaeTCHA 0CBELLATb
cTpaHuubl. [eBylwika — 3To cTapwasa cectpa OJiblIMn,
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LARINA, accompanied by the HANGER-ON, exits to the
interior rooms, carrying the unnecessary dishes. Both
NEIGHBORS, drawing on their pipes, think it over.

Ist NEIGHBOR
We shouldn’t joke or speculate,
But rumor says, she has a suitor.

2nd NEIGHBOR
(coming out of his reverie)

And as for Lensky — he’s been taken.
They've even set the wedding date.

A handsome fellow, in his prime,

A poet . .. devotee of Kant.

1st NEIGHBOR
Our neighbor, though . ..

(gives his interlocutor a searching look)

2nd NEIGHBOR
(waving his hand)

is just a boor,
A crackpot and a Mason, too.
He only drinks red wine, they say,
Declines to kiss a lady’s hand,;
Says “yes” and “no” and never “sir.”

1st NEIGHBOR
(nodding)

We've all heard this, and quite concur.

The light of the projector cautiously, as it were ‘stealing,’ crawls
to the right; there, where opened shutters indicate doors, the
outline of a balcony is clearly visible, hanging in the air over a
sleeping garden. With the help of the fading evening twilight,
the projector makes visible the slender figure of a girl, sitting by
the balcony railing. She is bent over a book, which, in the
rapidly encroaching darkness, moves ever closer to its reader’s
eyes. Finally the sunset, like an extinguishing lamp, definitively
refuses to light up the pages. The girl — she is TATYANA, the
older sister of OLGA — lowers the book to her knees. From
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TATbAHA — onyckaeT KHUTY Ha KoneHu. C3aAun K ee YepHbIM
B0OJ10CAM OCTOPO>KHO MPUTpParMBaeTCA HEAPKNI CBET N3
CTO0JI0BOW.

TATbAHA

(peunTupys)
Knapwucca, FOnusa, AenbdpuHa,
J1io60BHUK ONMu Bonbmap,
Manek-Apgenb, n ge JinHap,
N BepTep, MyUYeHUK MATEXHbIN,
N 6ecnofo6HbI TpaHANCOH . . .
nn 3agymunBbIil Bamnup,
Nnn MenbmoT, 6poasira MpayHoi
Mnb BeuHbIl xng, nunn Kopcap,
Mnu TauHCcTBEHHLI Coorap.

CnbiweH 6nusawmniica TonoT konblT. TATbAHA cnepBa
BCNYLWMBaeTCA, C TPYLOM 0T OpPBaBLUNCE OT KHUTW, NOTOM
OTCTYMaeT Ha Nopor KOMHaThl. Tenepb ee NMNL0 N KOHTYpP
uUrypbl BUAHbI B JOCTAaTOYHO ApKOM ceeTe. OJIbIrA
0TOpBaBLUNCL OT CTeKNa, PafoCTHO 3ax/sonana B najoLu.

OJ1blrA
Eper.
TATbAHA
(BCNywmnBasco)

EnyT.

PPATMEHT 4

3Hakomas y>ke HaMm KoMHaTa OHermHa BHU3Y KOHCTPYKLUMWA.
OHa cnabo ocBew eHa NyHOW. BUaHbI T0/bKO a6puUChbl B eLLL eiA.
CHapy>ku ronoca. /13 BHy TpeHHeln gBepu nosenseTca C/IYTA,
nonpasnsloWnNiin GUTWAb CBEUKN, KayaloLWencay Hero B pyke.
BxogsaT: OHEMMHun JIEHCKWN. OHETNH 6pocaeT cnyre
nepyaTKW, WBbLIPAET Ha CTONXNbICT. CaguTca B Kavanky. Ta,
6b1/10, KayHynacb Briybb, Ho OH Npuaep>Kasn ee n 3acTbl1 B
HeNoABU>KHON Mo3e.
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behind her dark hair, the dim light from the dining room is
cautiously drawn in.

TATYANA

(reciting)
Clarissa, Julia, or Delphine,
And Julie’s lover, Jean Wolmar,
Malek-Adhel and de Linar,
And Werther, who rebelled and lost,
The Vampire with his pensive brow,
And Grandison, forever proud . ..
Or gloomy Melmoth, tempest-tossed,
The Corsair or the Wand'ring Jew,
And enigmatic Sbogar, too.

The approaching clatter of hooves. At first TATYANA listens to
it, with difficulty tearing herself away from her book, then she
moves away from the threshold of the door. Now her face and
the contour of her profile are visible in the scarcely sufficient
light. OLGA tears herself away from the window, joyfully claps
her hands.

OLGA
He's coming! . .

TATYANA
(listening intently)
They’re coming!

FRAGMENT 4

Onegin’s already familiar room, at the lower level of the
stage set. It is weakly lit up by the moon. Only the contours of
things are visible. Voices from the outside. A SERVANT appears
through an inner door, adjusting the wick of a candle, which he
is cradling in his hand. Enter ONEGIN and LENSKY.
ONEGIN tosses his gloves to the servant, flings his horsewhip
on the table. Sits down in the rocking chair. The chair is on the
verge of rocking from somewhere deep inside itself, but ONEGIN
restrains it and freezes in an immobile pose.
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NEHCKUNI
Hy, uTto->x, OHeruH. Tbl 3eBaellb.

OHEInMH
MpuBbiuka, JIEHCKWUIA.

NEHCKUNI
Ho cky4aewsb
Thbl Kak To 60nblue.

OHETIMH
HeT paBHoO.
Kakue rnynble mecTa.
A, KcTtatu, JlapuHa npocTta,
Ho oyeHb Mnnan ctapywka;
Botocb, 6pycHUYHasn Boga
MHe He Hagenana-6 Bpeja.

C/1YTA, cNpOCOHOK HATbIKaACb Ha CTON U CTY/IbSA, MPUHOCUT
Hab0p KakKux-T0 6y ThIZIOYEK U CTAKaHOB, OTCYNTHIBAET Kanam n3
nuneTkn. OHETWH 3eBaeT. JIEHCKWMNW pasapa>KeHHO XoauT
nayrna syron. OHEIMH, npoBepsisi rna3zom cTakaH, NojaHHbIN
C/IYTOW, gBU>KEHEM PYKU oCTaHaBNnBaeT
MasaTHUKoo6pasHble warn JIEHCKOIO.

OHEIMMH

CKaxwu . ..
Tema
TTbsHbI (NpobyeT >KMAKOCTH Ha 3anax)

... Kotopas TaTtbAHa.

NEHCKWNN
[a Ta, KoTopas rpycrtHa,
N monyanuBa, Kak CBeT/laHa,
Bowa n cena y okHa.

OHEIMMH

(NpornoTwun eKOKT N 6pe3rsinuBo WeBe/INT
rybamum)

Hey>XTo Thbl BMAOOGMEH B MEHbLLUYIO.

NEHCKUNN
A yTo0.
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LENSKY
Why all these yawns, Onegin? Really!

ONEGIN
Mere habit, Lensky.

LENSKY
But you seem
More bored than usual.

ONEGIN
No, the same.
These stupid woods and stupid streams!
Oh, by the way, Dame Larin seems
A simple, but a nice old lady.
| fear that lingonberry brew
May do me in before it's through.

The SERVANT, halfasleep, stumbling up against the table and
chairs, brings in a selection of bottles and glasses, measures out
drops from a medicine dropper. ONEGINyawns. LENSKY,
irritated, paces from corner to corner. ONEGIN, verifying with
his eye the glass handed to him by the SERVANT, with a
movement of his hand, stops LENSKY’s metronome-like steps.

ONEGIN
But tell me . ..

(sniffs at the liquid)

which one was Tatyana?

LENSKY
She was the one with wistful air,
Who, sad and silent like Svetlana,
Came in and took the window chair.

ONEGIN

(Swallows the concoction and grimaces
squeamishly)

And you prefer the younger girl?

LENSKY
Well, so?
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JenaeT war K Hemy, Ho OHEeruH, yYTUBbIM BUXKEHNEM OfHO
TO0/1bKO KACTU PYKM, MPOCUT €ro 0TOABMHY ThCS 0T OKHA U
CMOTPUT — B TEYeHUNe HECKO/TbKUX CEKYHA — Ha AUCK
BblJBUHYBLIECS B OKOHHYI0 paMy OpaH><eB0-p030B0i NIYHbI.

OHEIMH

... A Bbl6pan 6bl Apyryto,
Korga-6 s 6bis1, Kak Tbl, NO3T.
B yepTtax y Onbru XmsHM Her,
Toub B TOUb B BaHAgnKoBoOW MafaoHHe,
Kpyrna, kpacHa nuuom oHa,
Kak aTta rnynas nyHa,
Ha aTtom rnynom HeboCKJ/IOHe.

CNYTA no cBoeMy NOHSAB X035iMHa, ObICTPO 3ajeprusaeT™
3aHaBeCKW OKHa.

CBeT NPO>KEKTOPa, MU T UPYIOLWWNA NTYHHYI0 6/1e4HOCTb,
6eCLUYMHO CKOMb3NT KBEpPXY: Ha 6ankoHe TATbAHA. OHa
nepesecuaach Yepes rnepuna, HaBCTpeyy TUXOMY LLOPOXY
HOYHOrO0 BETpPa, packaynBaloLLLero BepxyLw K fepesses. Nnasa
ee yCT peMJ/ieHbl HA TYHHbI JUCK, N0 B3r/1A40M ee 3aMeTHO
no6negHeBLUENA.

TATbAHA
AbixaHbe 3aMepo B ycTax,
1 B cnyxe wym, 1 6/71eCK B 04ax . . .
Hactana Houb; JTyHa o6xoauT
Jlo3opom ganbHWMiA cBoA Hebec,
M conoBeii BoO Mrne gpesec
HaneBbl 3By4YHble 3aBOAUT.
Aywa xxgana ... Koro-Hnoéygp,
N poxxpanacb. OTKPbLINIUCL 0YN.
YBbl. Tenepb U AHU N HOYWN,
W >KapKnii 0AVUHOKWIA COH,
Bce No/sHO UM .. MM: — 3TO OH.

PPAFMEHT 5
KomHaTa TATbAHDbI. B rny6uHe 3agepHy Thii nosior. OKHO.
3a OKHOM rsiyxas Houb. K NOJOKOHHWKY NOAOABUHYT cToN. Ha
HeM, B KYBLUMHe, 6BYKeT MoseBbIX LBETOB N Tpas. YepHuUibHuLa,
nepo n cTonka 6ymarn. CnpaBa 0T OKOHHOI paMbl 6esian nonka,
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Takes a step toward him, but ONEGIN, with a courteous
gesture of his wrist alone, urges him back away from the
window and then himself looks out — all this in the course of
several seconds — at the disc of the rosy-orange moon that has
just moved inside the window frame.

ONEGIN

Were |, like you, a poet,
I'd choose the other, quiet one.
Your Olga’s look is cold and dead,
She’s like some dull Van Dyck Madonna.
So fair and round of face is she,
She’s like that stupid moon that beams
Above that stupider horizon.

The SERVANT, understanding his master in his own way,
quickly draws the curtains.

The light of the projector, imitating the pale light of the moon,
slides noiselessly upward: on the balcony, TATYANA. She is
leaning over the railing, her face turned toward the quiet
gusting of nocturnal breezes that rock the treetops. Her eyes are
fixed on the moon, which has paled significantly under her gaze.

TATYANA
| hold my breath and still my lips,
My ears are filled with ringing cries
And sparkles dance before my eyes.
As night descends, the moon parades
The distant vault of heaven’s hood.
The nightingale in darkest wood
Sings out its mournful serenades.
My soul has sought another’s soul,
And now at last I've seen his face,
And now, alas, in sleep’s embrace,
In fevered dreams, he hovers near.
All things proclaim: He’'s here, he’s here!

FRAGMENT 5
TATYANA's room. In its depths, a shabby bed-curtain. A
window. Beyond the window, the dead of night. A table pushed
up against the wall. On it, in a pitcher, a bouquet of wildflowers
and ferns. An inkwell, pen and stack of paper. To the right of
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1 THpB

1 THpB

CocTosiHue
TaTbsaHbI
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nonHasa KHM>HbIX Kopewkos. TATbAHA cnanTy crona,
npunasnHyna éymary, B3sna rnepo, oroépocmna ero. OHa ofieTa B
CKPOMHOe iIoMallHee nnaTbee. BEpeT B pyKU NMepo, gymaeT,

0T KNagblBaeT ero B CTopoHy. B gBepax HAHA. HAHA, Tuxo
wapkasa Typnamm, nogxoanT K TAHE, B3rnagbiBaeT Ha
uudepbnaT Yyacos, TUKALWMX Ha CTEHe, HE0BO/IbHO KaHaeT
ros1I0BOMA.

TATbAHA
He cnuTcs, HAHSA, 34ecb Tak AyLIHO.
OTKpOW OKHO, fla CAAb KO MHe.

HAHA pacnaxmeBaeT OKHO 1, NOAOABUHYB HU3EHbLKYIO
ckameeuky K kpecny TATbAHbDbI, npruca>kmBaeTcsa Ha Heil.

HAHA
YTo, TaHsa, 4To C TO6GON.

TATbAHA
MHe cKyuHo,
MoroBopum 0 cTapuHe.

HAHA
O yeMm e TaHsa. HA, 6bI1Bano,
XpaHuna B NnaMAaTu He maso
CTapuHHbIX 6blNen, HeEGbINNLY,
Mpo 3nbIX 4yX0B U MPO AeBul,.
A HblHe . ..

TATbAHA
(nogpa>kast HAHNHOMY cKasy)
«Bcex A Bac N6 cepaeyHo;
Ho gpyromy s HaBeuHo

OTpaHa. MHe Bcex munei
Koponesuy .. »

(YepTuTB BO3gyxe E.O.)

HAHA
Enwucei.
(no>keBaB ry6bamu n NpUABUHYB CKaMeeyKy
no6am>Ke K CBOEN NUTOMMLE, HAYMHaeT CKasKy)
Lapb 0 yapuuet npocTunics,
B nyTb-gopory cHapagunics,
M yapuuya y oKkHa
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the window frame, a white shelffull of the spines of books.
TATYANA sits at the table, pulls the paper toward her, takes up
the pen, then throws it down. She is wearing a modest at-home
dress. Takes up the pen again, thinks, puts it to one side. The
NURSE appears in the doorway. The NURSE, shuffling her
slippers, comes up to TANYA, glances at the dial of the clock
ticking on the wall, shakes her head in dissatisfaction.

TATYANA
I couldn’t sleep. It’s stifling, nurse.
Put up the window, sit by me.

The NURSE opens the window wide and, moving a low bench
toward TATYANA's chair, sits down on it.

NURSE
What ails you, Tanya; tell me, sweet.

TATYANA
I'm bored. Let’s talk of olden times.

NURSE
But what about? | used to know
A lot of things . . . and fables, too,
‘Bout evil ghosts and girls like you.
But nowadays . . .

TATYANA
(Imitating her nurse telling one of her tales)
“I love you all sincerely, friends,
But pledged myself to someone else

Forevermore. I've sworn my love
To one most dear — Prince ..

(She draws in the air the letters E. O.)

NURSE
Yelisey?
(chewing her lips and drawing her stool closer to
her precious charge, she begins the fairytale)
With his suite the tsar departed,
His tsaritsa, broken-hearted,
At her window sits alone,
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Cena pgaTb ero ogHa.

[eBATb MecALEeB NPOXOAUT.

Cena xpaTb ero ogHa.

[eBATb MecALEeB NPOXOAWNT.

C nonsa rnas oHa He CBOAUT.

BOT B cOYe/IbHUK B CaMblii, B HOYb
Bor gaeT yapuue foyb.

PaHoO yTpOM roCTb XeslaHHbIN,
JleHb 1 HOYb TaK A0AT0 XAAHHbIN
M3paneya HakoHel,

BopoTuncsa uyapb-oTel,.

Ha Hero oHa B3rnsHyna,
TsxeneweHbKo B3[40XHYNA,
BocxuuieHbsA He cHecna,

N Kk obegHe ymepna.

Ho uapesHa monogas,
TNUXOMO/IKOM pacuseTtas,

Mexay Tem pocna, pocna,
MogHanacb n pacusena . . .

TATbAHA
AX, HSIHS1, HSIHS, 91 TOCKYIO,
MHe TOWHO, MUas Mos:
¢ nnakaTb, A pblgaTh roToBa . . .

HAHA
AnTa moe, Tbl HE340POBA;
Thbl BCA ropuulb . . .

TATbAHA
A He 60nbHA
A ...3HaeWb, HAHA . . . BAWO6/EHA.

HAHA
AwnTa moe, rocnogb ¢ To6010,
[aii, okponao cBATON BOAOHO.

TATbAHA
OcTaBb MeHs: 4 Bob6neHa.

(noBTOp «s1 BNOGNEHAY)



Esrenunii OHernn [cueHuuyeckan npoakynsa]

Hoping he will hurry home.

Nine long months of lonely pain,
Gazing at the vacant plain.

Then from God on Christmas Eve
She a daughter fair received:

On that very morning, too,

All her dreams at last came true.
He whom she had been awaiting
Faithfully anticipating,

Her beloved father-tsar

Came back home from travels far.
Filled with joy that he was nigh,
She could only heave a sigh.

But her rapture was too great.
Far too long she'd had to wait.
She fell back upon her bed

And by matins, she was dead.

As the years went slowly by,

Our tsarevna, young and shy.
Growing with each passing day,
Blossomed in a maiden’s way . ..

TATYANA
Oh, nanny, I'm so miserable.
I'm sick at heart, | want to cry.

NURSE
My goodness, girl, you're burning up,
You've got a fever!

TATYANA
Oh, be still;

I'm... You know, nurse ... in love, notill.

NURSE
The Lord be with you now, my daughter;
I'll sprinkle you with holy water.

TATYANA
Oh, leave me, I'm in love ...in love ...

(Repeat: “I'm in love”)

71
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HAHA, BbiNoNHAA NpKasaHue, yXoauT, 03a604eHHO
ornsagbiBasach Ha csoto nwoumnuy. TATbAHA ogHa. OHa
CAyCKaeTCcs N0 BUHTOBOW /IeCTHULE B caf. MoBTop: «A BNo61eHa
— qa Bnwb6sieHa» 3 nnu 4 pasa Ha Ambe.

TATbAHA

CocTosiHMe (Ha ckambe cafja — B r/1y6uHe >Ke/TTeeT OKHO ee
TaTbAHbI KOMHaTbI)

3 A K BaM MUy — 4ero e 6ose.
UTo A MOry ellle cKasaTb.
Tenepsb, A 3Hat0, B Bawlei 6one
MeHs npe3peHbeM HaKasaTb.
Ho Bbl, K MOell HecHacTHOM gone
XO0Tb Kansw »asnocTu XpaHs,
Bbl HE OCTaBUTE MEHS.
CHauana s MmonyaTb xoTena . . .
MoBepbTe: MOEro cThiga
Bbl He y3Hanu 6 HUKoOrAa,
Korpa-6 Hagexay A umena
XO0Tb pefiko, X0Tb B HeJeno pa3
B AepeBHe Halleli BUaeThb Bac,
UT06 TONIbKO CAbIWATh BalW peuu,
BaM c/10BO MOJIBUTb, U MOTOM
Bce gymaTtb, AyMaTb 06 0JHOM
M peHb, U HOYb 0 HOBOI BCTPEUM.

3a npoxnafjHbIM OKHOM Ko/oTywKa cTopo>ka. TATbAHA
“:é’::jr BC/lyLLIMBaeTCA, cpaTas Anyo0 B nagoHun. Konorywka
xapKTepa oTfas1I9eTCcAa — yfapbl ee TUXU, Kakygapsbl cepgua. TATbAHA

nogbiMaeT /1NUO.
2

TATbAHA
Ho roBopAT, Bbl HENMOAUM;
B rnywwu, B lepeBHE, BCe BaM CKYUHO,
A Mbl . .. HAYEM Mbl He 6/ecTum,
XoTb BaM 1 pagbl NPOCTOAYLLUHO.

(HepBHO — nepecTaBnseT 6e34eNyLWLIKN Ha
CcTONe)

3auem Bbl NOCETUIN HAc.

B rnywu 3a6bITOro ceneHbs,

A Hukorpa 6 He 3Hana-6 Bac,

He 3Hana-6 ropbKoro My4eHbs,
Ay HeonbITHOM BOSTHEHbSA
CMMpUB CO BpeMeHeM (KaK 3HaThb),
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The NURSE, following orders, leaves, casting a worried glance
at her beloved charge. Tatyana is alone. She descends a spiral

staircase into the garden. Repetition: “In love. In love” two to
four times, to an iambic beat.

TATYANA

(sitting on the bench in the garden — in the
depths, the window of her room gleams yellow)

I'm writing you. What else is there

To add, what else is there to say?

| know that now it's in your power

To censure me and turn away.

But if my hapless, wretched lot
Evokes some pity in your heart,

You won’t abandon me, | hope.

At first | wanted to be silent;

Believe me, you'd have never learned
My secret shame, had I discerned

The slightest hope that on occasion,
Just once a week, I'd see your face,
Behold you at our country place,
Might hear you speak a friendly greeting,
Could say a word to you . . . and then,
Could dream all day and night again
Of but one thing, till our next meeting.

Behind the window, in the cool of night, the watchman’s wooden
rattle. TATYANA listens intently, hiding her face in her hands.
The rattle grows more distant — its beats are quiet, like
heartbeats. TATYANA raises her head.

You don’t like company, they say,
And find the country unappealing;
Though we don’t shine in any way,
We welcome you, with ardent feeling.

(Nervously rearranges her knick-knacks on the
table)

Why did you ever visit us?

In this forsaken country place

I never would have known you then,
Or known this bitter, bitter ache.
Perhaps, in time, I might have curbed
My dreams, subdued this inner strife;
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Mo ceppuy A Hawna 6bl gpyra,
Bbina 66l BepHasa cynpyra

M pobpogeTenibHasA matb.

Apyroii ... HeT, HUKOMY Ha cBeTe
He oTpana 6bl cepgua 1.

To B BbICLLUEM CY>XXJEHO COBETE . . .
To Bonis Heba: A TBOA;

Bcs XKU3Hb Mos 6bls1a 3a/710rom
CBuaaHbsa BEpPHOro ¢ To60W;

A 3Halo, Tbl MHe nocnaH 6orom,
[lo rpob6a Tbl XpaHUTENb MOV . . .
Thbl B CHOBUAEHbAX MHE ABAANCH,
He3puMbli Tbl MHE 6bI1 YK MW,
TBOW 4YyAHbIA B3rNA4 MeHs TOMU,
B fylwe TBOW ronoc pasgasascs
[laBHO . .. HeT, 3T0 6bl/1 HE COH.

BcnywnBaeTCcA B pefelollyto Houb. Celyac y>Ke, B CMHe->KeNTOMn
NPocCTYNU pacceeTa BUAHbI YeTKNe KOHTYpbl iepeB. Kak 310
6blBae T MHOrAa nepej 3apeii, IerkMin TOMHOK BeTPa KauHYy /1
KPOHbl iIepeBbeB, Caj B3L0XHY/1, TOYHO CMPOCOHOK M CHOBA
6e33Byuue.

Tbl UyTb BOWES, A BMUT Y3Hana,
Bcsa o6omnena, 3anbliana
M B MbIC/IAX MOJSIBUA, BOT OH.

(OuepTaHuA nNen3arka cTanu el e siCHen).

HenpaBga nb. 4 Teba cnbixana:
Tbl FOBOPWU/ CO MHOI B TULLN,
Korga A 6egHbIM nomorana,
Mnn monnteoii ycnaxgana
ToCKy BOJTHYEMOW AYLIW. . .

3aunpukanu Bopobby, rae-To Aasieko 3acTydasl KosecHbI 0604,
C/bILIEH XOP €PEBAHHbIX KO/IOTYLLEK, LLEBE/TUMbIX LUEAMMN
KOPOB, BbITOHSIEMbIX Ha MacThLoy.

WM B 3TO camMoe MIHOBEHbE

He Tbl nu, Munoe BUAeHbe,

B npo3payHoilt TEeMHOTe MebKHY/
MPUHUKHYN TUXO K U3F0JI0BbIO.
He Tbl-Nb, ¢ 0TPagoi 1 No6oBbLIO,
CnoBa HajeXAbl MHE LUEemnHYyJI.
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I might have found (who knows?) another,
Become a conscientious mother,

And been acalm and faithful wife.
Another! No! In all this world

It's you alone that I adore.

The heavens chose my destiny

And made me yours forevermore!

My life, till now, has been a token

In pledge of meeting you, dear friend;

And in your coming, God has spoken,
You'll be my savior . . . till the end!

You filled my dreams and sweetest trances;
As yet unseen . . . already dear;

You stirred me with your wondrous glances,
Within my soul, your voice rang clear

So long ago. This was no dream.

Listens in intently to the thinning night. Now the sharply-
etched contours of the trees become visible in the bluish-yellow
approach of dawn. As sometimes happens before sunrise, a
light burst of wind rocks the tops of the trees, the garden sighs,
precisely as if half asleep; then again, soundlessness.

When you came in, | seemed to waken,
| turned to flame, felt faint and shaken,
And in my heart | cried: It's him!

(The outlines of the landscape become clearer
and clearer.)

And it was you | heard reply

When | beseeched the quiet night,
Or offered help to those in need,

Or prayed to God that he might ease
The anguish of my troubled soul.

Sparrows have begun to chirp, somewhere in the distance the
rim of a wheel creaks; a chorus of wooden rattles is heard,
produced by the necks of cows being driven out to pasture.

And even now, my precious vision,
Did | not see your apparition

Flit softly through the lucent night?
Was it not you who seemed to hover
Above my bed, an angel-lover

To whisper hope and sweet delight?
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KTO Tbl, MO aHren — N XpaHuTe b,
Mnn KoBapHbI UCKYCUTENb:
Mou coMHeHbs1 paspeLuu.

MaeT K AoMy 1 noabiMaeTcsl K cebe

16.
36

MoaxoauT K cTo/y, MakKaeT Mepo B YepHU/IA U GbICTPO NUWeT. B

3TO BpeMs 3a OKHOM paccsesio. ['ge T0 6/71M3K0 N0 OKHOM
npoKaTWINCbL MArko Koneca. Tenepb, TATbAHA nuweT, ANKTYA

cebe camol.

3f > 1(uT?)

BepwmHa — --____>

BbITb MOXeET, 3TO BCe NycToe
O6MaH HeonbITHOW AyLun.

W cy>eHo COBCEM UHOE . . .
Ho Tak n 6bITb. Cyabby Mot
OTHbIHe A Tebe Bpyyato
Mepen To6oK cnesbl Nblo
TBOEW 3aWNTbl YMONSAW . . .
Boo6pasu: a1 3aecb oAHa,
HWKTO MeHS He NOHMMaEeT,
Paccynok Moii M3Hemoraer,
M mon4ya rmbHyTb S JO/DKHA
A K4y Te65: efUHbIM B30pOM
Hagexabl cepaua oXunsu,
Mnb coH Taxkenblli nepepsu,
YBbl, 3aCNY>XEHHbIM YKOPOM.

(OTno>knna nepo. TywmnT cBeun. MNepeunThiBaeT)

KoHuat. CTpallHO nepeyecTb . . .
CTbIAOM M CTpaxom 3amupato . . .
Ho MHe nopykoW Balla 4ecTb,

M cmeno eli ceba BBepsio.

Ha nopore HAHA. Y Hee nofgHOC ¢ YaliHbIM NPU6GOpOM.

M.6. 6ygeT
NpoaI>KeH
cueHa, M.6.
HeT

YACTb BTOPAHA

OPATMEHT 6

3HakomMas HaM y>Ke KOMHaTa B jepeBeHCKOM joMe
OHervHa. ToT>Ke cToN. Ta >Ke Kavyanka. OHEervH cugnuT nepeg
3epKasioM, BeECb MOTPY>KEeHHbIW B MPOLEAYPY CTPUIKKU, YACTKU U
nosIMpPoBKM HorTerl. OKono Hero xaonoveT MAPUMKMAXEP
TO/IbKO YTO MOJTO>XKUBLUUY WMLl AT 3aBUBKW BO/10C HA
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Are you my angel of salvation?
Or hell's dark demon of temptation?
Be kind . . . and drive my doubts away.

Returns to the house and climbs up the stairs to her room.

1b. Goes up to the table, dips pen in ink and quickly writes.
3b During this time it has grown light outside the window. Now
TATYANA is writing, dictating to herself.

This may be raving — nothing more,
Just words a foolish girl would say,
While fate has something else in store.
So be it then. Henceforth I place

My faith in you and your affection;
I'm writing with a tear-stained face
And begging you for your protection.
You cannot know: I'm so alone,
There’'s no one here who understands,
I've lost my mind; it's all absurd,

And | must die . . . without a word.

| wait for you and your decision:
Revive my hopes with just a sign

Or halt this heavy dream of mine —
Alas, with well-deserved derision.

(She puts the pen away, extinguishes the
candles, re-reads .. .)

It's done. How awful to re-read . . .

I shrink with shame and fear. But surely,
3f>1 Your honor’s all the pledge I need,
(wher?) And | submit to it securely.

thepeak ~ .
On the threshold of the door, the NURSE. She carries a tray

with tea.

maybe there
will be a

continuation
ofthis
scene, PART TWO
maybe not
FRAGMENT 6
The already familiar room in Onegin’s rural house. Same
table, same rocker. ONEGIN sits in front of the mirror,
immersed in procedures for hair-cutting and the cleaning and
polishing of nails. Near him a HAIRDRESSER fusses around,

7
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M.6. 3TO
NHTPAKL,

16. celli +
sax u HU>Ke
TaTbsAHa

Aproi. . ..
HeT, Hkmy

Ha cBeTe He
oTpgna 6bl
cpgua a. To
B BbILLUHEM
CY>/AHO
coBeTe, TO
BONA Heba: A
TBOS
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creyuanbHy0 NOACTABKY — KOHL,OM B >Ke/TTO0e NaamMs CBeuun.
BaHKN-6aHOYKU-NYAPEHULbI-LUMYUKN, HOXKHULbI-HOXKHUYKN-
WwepLwaBble HAMMbHUYKM-3aMLUEBbIE MOAYLLIEUKN-KUCT OUKU U
Tn

OHETVH
(HaneBaeT)
Elle Stait fille, elle . . .

LLivnubl, NpU>Kerwne emy BUCOK, 06pbIBAIOT NecH0. B gBepAx
CNYTA cnoyToliHa nogHoce. OHETVH, noka ®PUN3EP
nonvpyeT HOFTW 1IEBOM PYKW, NpaBoil NnepebupaeT >KypHanbl,
paspbiBas UM 6aHAeponb. MonyoTKpbII 0AHY — 0T 6pocusT;
apyron — Toxke. Mog rpygon 3arpaHnyHbix PEBHO 1
CMNEKTATOPOB 3HaKoMoe rfia3dy 3puTesis MMCcbMO C PO30BOWA
obnaTkoli. Mo 3Haky OHETMHA, ®PUN3EP Ho>KHULamu
cpe3aeT Kpaii KoHBepTa 1 nepefaeT NMMCbMO CBOEMY FOCMOANHY.
ToT U TaeT NpPo cebs.

« K BaM MUy — rm — Yero »e 6one.
UTo A MOry elle cKkasaTb.

Tenepb, A1 3Halo, B Balleli Bosie

MeHs npe3peHbEM HaKasaTb.

Korpa-6 Hagexay . . . Bawei peum . . .
M feHb, N HOYb [0 HOBOV BCTpeYNn . . .
Ho roBopAT ... Bbl .. .BCE BaAM CKY4YHO.
A Mbl ...HUWYEM ...Mbl NPOCTOAYLIHO
3auem Bbl .. .s He 3Hana-6 Bac . ..
3ayeM Bbl NMOCETUIN HaC.

OTaeprnBaeT /1EBYI0 PYKY U3 NOJ LWNNYNKOB N HOXKUYKOB
®PUN3EPA. fenaeT 3HakK — yiiTu. PPU3EP n C/IYTA
HefoyMeHHO NAaTATCcAK ABepu. OHETMH o6oumu pykamm B35/
NMCbMO, MepeBepPHYN CTPaHULYy U Mol4a YATaeT, NogHAB GPOBW.

MpuaBuHYncs K cTony. OTKpbUT AWNK. BbIHY N3 HEro nape,.
ToHKWI 3BOH Kova. MepebupaeT nrucbMa, CyBeHUPbI 06BN,
YbU-TO JIOKOHbI — yNbi6aeTcs BOCMOMUHAHUSAM. Mncbmo
TaTbsiHbI IKUT PSILOM C 1apLoM, FOT0BOE Tyaa BONTW.
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Tatyana

Another!
No, to no
one else on
earth could
I nowgive
my heart.
It's been
decreed on
high, the
will of
heaven: |

amyours.
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havingjust placed tongs for hair-curling on a special stand in

the yellow light of a candle. Jars — little jars — little powder-
cases — scissors — tweezers — rough nail files — little suede
pillows — little brushes etc.

ONEGIN

(hums under his breath)

Elle etait fille, elle etait amoureuse

Tweezers, applied to his temples, interrupt the song. In the
doorway, a SERVANT with mail on a tray. ONEGIN, while the
BARBER polishes the nails on his left hand, rummages with his
right hand through the journals, rips open a package. Having
half opened one, he throws it out; does the same with another.
Under the pile of foreign Reviews and Spectateurs, the letter
with apink paper seal, already familiar to the audience. At a
sign from ONEGIN, the BARBER cuts the edge of the envelope
with a pair of scissors and hands the letter to his master.
ONEGIN reads to himself:

I'm writing you ... hmmm .. .what else . ..

Is there . . . to say?

I know that now . ..you may decide

To censure me ... and turn away.

If there'd been hope .. . to hear your greeting . . .
All night and day . .. til our next meeting.

They say .. .that you .. .it's unappealing.

And we .. .don’'t shine .. .but we, with feeling.
Why did you .. . I'd have never known . ..

Why did you ever visit us?

Pulls his left hand out from under the barber’s little clippers
and knives. Makes a sign for him to leave. The BARBER and
the SERVANT hide behind the door in some confusion.
ONEGIN takes hold of the letter with both hands, turns the
page and reads it silently, raising his eyebrows.

” ”

Goes up ?o the table. Opens a drawer. Pulls out a little chest.
The delicate sound of a key. Rummages around in the letters,
souvenirs of love, a lock of someone’s hair — smiles at the
reminiscences. Tatyana’s letter lies right alongside the chest,
ready to go inside.
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A 3Han KpacaBuL, HELOCTYMNHbIX,
X0MofHbIX, YACTbIX, KaK 31Ma,
HeymMonumbIX, HEMOAKYTMHBbIX,
HenocTmXumbix 4ns yma,;
AunBunca 8 nx cnecu MOAHOW,
Nx pobpoaetenn NpupoaHoOi.
M npunsHakwck, 0T HUX 6exkarn,
N MHUTCA, € y)Kacom ymTtan
Hapg nx 6poBaMn Hagnuce aja:
OcTaBb Hafexay HaBscerga
BHywaTb 060Bb ANS HUX bepa.
MyraTte nwaen gnsa HUX oTpaga.
Apyrnx npuyygHuy, 8 Bugan,
Camo1t061MBO paBHOAYLIHbIX
Cpenn NOK/IOHHMKOB MOC/TYLIHbIX
AN B340X0B CTPACTHbIX M MOXBasl.
N uT0->X Hawen s ¢ N3yM/IEHbEM.
OHK, CypoBbIM NOBEAEHLEM
Myras pobkyto N60Bb,
Ee npuBneyb yMENN BHOBb,
M ¢ nerkoBepHbIM 0C/NENMJIEHBEM
OnATb NO60BHUK MOIOAO0N KycoueK TaTbsiHbl
Be>kan 3a MU0 CyeToA. MeXKy CTpoKamu
3a 4To-XX BUHOBHee TaTbAHA?'
3a T0-/1b, YUTO B MWJ/IOW NpocToTe
OHa He BepaeT o6MaHa
TaTbsH. M BepuT nsbpaHHO mMeuTe.
3aT0-b ... A cHoBa T

16

celli
XoueT 6pOCI/ITb nMcbMo B napelu, Kna,q6|/|Lu.e ero pomaHosB. Ho

nocsiefHsIA cTpaHMLa NMcbMa yaep>KMBaeT ero pyKy:
nepeynThIBaeT:

«Ho Tak 1 6bITb. Cyabby Mot
OTHbIHE 5 TeGe Bpyyato,
Mepen To6o cnesbl fbio,
TBoel 3aWNTbl YMONISAO . . »

(Pe3ko oTogBuraeT napey. Mucsmo ocTaeTces
nexXKaTb Ha CTOoMe.)

BcTas, OHEI NH genaeT He CKOJIbKO LWAroB 1 ocTaHasNMBaeTCA
B HepewwnTeNnbHOCTU. Ha nMcbMo Haf0 Kak-TO npopearnposaThb.
Ho kak. B cyulecTBe 0TBETAYy HEr0 y>Ke HeT KoslebaHuin. Becb
BOMPOC B TOM, KaKyl (hopMy Bbl6paTh /15 06bACHEHUS.
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1h.
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I've known great beauties proudly distant,
As cold and chaste as winter’s snow,
Implacable, to all resistant,
Impossible to really “know.”

I've marveled at their morbid pride,
Their flaunting of their natural virtue,
And | confess, | fled them fast,

As if I'd read above their brows

The terrifying sign of Hades:

Abandon Hope, Who Enters Here!

For love offends these lovely ladies;
They much prefer instilling fear.

And I've known other charmers, too,
Impervious and self-absorbed,

Inured to passion and to praise

From all their loyal devotees.

And what did I, amazed, discover?

On scaring off some timid lover

With their severe and rigid tone, Apiece of
They'd lure the fellow back again! Tatyana
And credulous, as blind as ever, between the
The youthful lover, with his yen, lines

Would chase deluded hope again.

So why is Tanya more to blame?

Because she fails to see deception?

Because her sweet and simple heart

Believes that love is not a game?

Because... = e T again

He wants to throw the letter into his little chest, the cemetery of
his romances. But the final page of the letter restrains his hand;
he re-reads it:

“So be it then. Henceforth | place
My faith in you and your affection
I'm writing with a tear-stained face,
And begging you for your protection.”

He abruptly pushes the chest aside. The letter remains on the
table. Getting up, ONEGIN takes several steps and then stops
in indecision. Somehow he has to react to this letter. But how.
He has no doubt about the essence of his answer. The whole
guestion is the form he should choose for his explanation.
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vysk  OHEIMH, kak 6bl ‘peneTunpyeT” BapuaHTbl CBOEro 0TBeTa
OHEMMHa  TATLAHE. OH 06palaeTcst K HeBUANMOMY 06beKTY:

Korpa 6bl )XM3Hb AOMALIHUM KPYrom
A orpaHMUYNTb 3axoTen;
Korpa-6 . ..

(MeHseT BapmnaHT)

Ta ke nocne Korpa 6 ceMeicTBEHHOW KapTUHOM
nepepea MneHUnNcsa s XoTb MUT eANHbIIA:
To, BepHO 6, KpOMe Bac OfHOM . . .

(Fpbi3eT HOroTh. He To. C BHE3aMHbLIM MNOPbLIBOM)

MpnmMmnTe ncnosefb MoI0;

6e3 my3
Cebs Ha cya Bam oTaato.
(HeT — cNUWKOM HEMPUKPOBEHHO.
Coep>kuBaeTcd. C HaneTom paToBCTBA.)
Hos ngﬁ; CkadKy 6e3 671eCTOK MaApUranbHblX:

dhaTosaTan Hawepn moii npe>xxHun naean,
1 BepHO 6 Bac ogHy mn3bpan
B noapyru gHeii MoMx neyanbHbIX,
Bcero npekpacHoro B 3anor,
M 6b11 6bI CHACT/INB . . . CKOJIbKO MOr.
UTo MOXET 6bITb Ha CBETE XYXe
Cembu, rae 6egHas xkeHa
FpycTUT 0 HEJOCTOMHOM MYXKE,
M oHem n Be4epoMm 04Ha;
[Ae CKY4YHbI MYX, el LeHy 3Has
(Cyabby ofHaKO->X NPOK/ANHasn),
Bcerga HaxMypeH, Mo4anus,
CepanT 1 X0/104HO-PEBHUB.
TakoB . U Toro nib uckanun
Bbl UncTON, NIaMeHHON AyLWoi,
Korpa c Tako NpocToTow
C TakvM yMOM KO MHe nmcanm . . .

BHezanHbih cTtyk. OHEIMH o6opBan peyb. BxognT
NEHCKWN, cTpaxuBas c Ney cBOEro aMMHero KasakuHa
Ce/INT PeHHbIV HaNeT NepBOi Nopown. OH 0YeHb OXKUBJIEH U
Becersl.



Onegin’s
music

The same
after a break

no music

new music,
morefoppish
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ONEGIN, as it were, “rehearses” variants of his answer to
TATYANA. He addresses himself to an invisible object:

If I had wished to limit life
To hearth and home and family ways,
Ifl had ...

(he alters the variant)

If | had ever been enticed
By trappings of domestic bliss
If | were tempted, trust me, this . ..

Then only you . . . for all my days . ..
(Gnaws his nails. Not right. With a sudden
impulse)

Hear, if you will, my true confession
And judge me then as you see fit.

(No — it's too blunt. He tones it down. With a
touch a foppishness.)

I'll say, without a madrigal,

That having found my past ideal,

| would have chosen you as bride,

The mate to share my mournful days,
My gauge of beauty and of good —

And been as happy as | could.

But surely there is nothing worse

Than families where the wretched wife,
Attached to an unworthy spouse,

Is left alone both day and night;

Her husband, knowing well her virtues,
Is still annoyed and curses fate,

Is always sullen, angry, mute,

A coldly jealous, selfish brute.

Well, such am I. And was it this

For which your ardent spirit pined,
When with such innocence of soul,

Such strength of mind, you wrote ... to find . ..

A sudden knock. ONEGIN interrupts his speech. LENSKY
enters, shaking the powdery-thin coating of the first dusting of
snow from the shoulders of his knee-length winter coat. He is
very animated and in cheerful spirits.
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OHEIMMMH
Hy, uto coceakn. UTto TaTbAHA?

(cnoxBaTwMBLLUCE)

Uto Osibra pesHan TBosA ?

NEHCKUNN

(Nnpe>kge, YeM OTBETUTDL, Ha/IMBaeT N3 rpadpuHa
cTakaHBMHa 1 ocywaeT 3asinom. OHEIMH
X04eT CHOBA HaMO/IHNTb CTakaH.)

Hanei ewe MHe Non cTakaHa.
J,0BOIbHO MUANBINA . . . BCA CEMbS
340poBa; KNaHATbLCA Benenu. (cBeT)
AX, MUbIA, KaK noxopoLienu
Onbrun nseyn, 4To 3a rpyfab.
YTo 3a gywa ... Korga-Hnbyab
3aefieM K HUM; Tbl NX 065>KeLUb;
A T0, MOIA gpyr, CyAan Tbl cam:
[Ba pasa 3arnsaHysn, atam

Y K HUM M HOCY He MOoKaXkellb.
[a BOT ... KaKoi Xe A 6051BaH,
Tbl K HUM Ha TOl Hejgene 3BaH.

OHEIMMH

NEHCKWN
Aa, TaTbAHbl UMEHUHbI
B cy660Ty. OfieHbKa U MaTb
Benenwn 3BaTb U HET MPUYNHbI
Tebe Ha 30B He MpuesdxaTtb

_ OHEMMH
Ho kyua 6yaeT Tam Hapoay
W Bcsikoro Takoro c6pogy...

NEHCKUN
M HnKoro, yBepeH 4.
KTo 6yaeT Tam? cBOS CEMbS.
Moegem, caenain of0/HKeHbe
Hy, uTo0 X.
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ONEGIN
What news of our fair neighbors now?
Tatyana? And your sprightly Olga?

LENSKY

(Before answering, pours himselfa glass of wine
from the carafe and drains it in one gulp.
ONEGIN wants to fill his glass again.)

Just half a glass . . . enough, old boy . ..
The family’s well; they send their best. (light)

Lensky’s . .

music Oh God, my friend, the sheer perfection
Of Olga’s shoulders! And her breast!
And what a soul! Come visit, do!

(before Oh You really must; they'll see us gladl

God or after y ’ Yy 9 Y.

it) You've only been there once or twice
And such behavior’s hardly nice.
One shouldn’t treat the neighbors badly.
In fact — Good Lord, how dense | am!
This very week they’'ve asked you there.

ONEGIN
They have?

LENSKY
It's Tanya's name-day celebration,
This Saturday. Her mother’s sent —
And Olga, too! — an invitation.
Now don’t refuse, it's time you went.

I ONEGIN
There’ll be too many people there,
With all that crowd of local rabble.

1st Tatyana

LENSKY
Why, not at all. They just intend
To have the family. Be a friend,
Do me the favor. Come, let’s go!
We'll both enjoy ourselves, | know.
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OHETIMH
(nocne kone6aHbLA)

CornaceH.

NEHCKUNI
KaK Tbl MuUn.

(Kpenkoe v ANIMTefIbHOE PYKOMOXKaTUe)

PPACMEHT 7
Mopor WnpoKo-pacnaxHy Tol ABep U pa3fenisieT CLeHY Ha

BHY T PEHHIOI0 M BHeLWHWe naowaskn. Tam, 3a ABepbiO
0CBeLLeHHbIW 3a/, NN b YacTb KOTOPOro AocTyNHa rnasy
3puTens. 34ecb NonyTeMHas He6osbllas KOMHaTa, TPU CTeHbI
KOTOpOl COWANCL MO HEMPAMbIMUW yrnamu. Tam, 3a Noporom,
napkeT 0CBOOO>K/eH OT BeLLEel, HO 3aM0/THEH Me/lbKawLWwnumMm
gurypamm, KoTopble Kpy>kaT MosbKy. 34ecCb, N0 CHO CTOPOHY
nopora, 6e3/104HO, HO 3aTO MNOJ/IHO BCAYECKUX Belleid. Crloga
wnascun sa | CTAWUAN CTOMbI, HATPOMOXKJeHHbIe APYT Ha Apyra, Kakue-To
Kynmc YeTbipexsianble 6l0Bapbl U HEYK/HOXKUNE KOMOAbLI. B yrny psapg

ny3aThblX, ON/IeTEHHbIX CO/TIOMOMA 1 NPYTbAMU By TbiNeA, NyCTbIX N

MOMHbIX, WTOGOB 1 NPOoYei X035NCT BEHHOW yTBapu.

Monbka

B6eraeT TAHLLOP. Bnonbixax OH NnonagaeT™ HOrol B 6711040 CO
CTyAHeM. Mpownnes YTO-TO HEBHATHOE CKBO3b 3y6bl, 0OTUpaeT
naaTKOM-NooYepPeAHO-NoT co siba U CTYLEHb CO WUTPUNKN — U
CHOBAa HbIpAeT B BasibC.

BxognT TATbAHA, B cnepf 3a Heit OHEITMH. BnevyaTneHune
6ygTo TATbAHA y6eraeT oTHacTuUrawwmx ee cQ10B CNy THUKA.

Owerun OHEIMH
repuT 3a (3akaHuyunBas)

KYncamm

OpKCTP, HO Tak BUAHO HEGOM CY>XX[EHO.
Tnepe MonobuTe Bbl CHOBA: HO . . .
LPBHHWI

YuuTecb BNnacTeoBaTtb 06010,
He BcsAKUI Bac, Kak s, NOWMET;
K 6ege HeonbITHOCTb BefeT.
CyaunTe e, Kakue posbl . . .



Polka
harpsichord
offstage
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ONEGIN
(after some hesitation)
All right, I'm game.

LENSKY
How good you are.

(A robust and lengthy handshake.)

FRAGMENT 7

The threshold of a door, wide open, divides the stage into
inner and outer areas. Beyond the door a brightly illuminated
hall, only apart of which is visible to the spectator. In front of
the door, a half-dark, small room, three walls of which come
together at oblique angles. Beyond the threshold, the parquet
floor has been cleared of objects but is filled with flickering
~figures, who are whirling around in apolka. To this side of the
threshold there are no people, but the space is full of all sorts of
things. Here is where they’ve stuck all the tables, piled one on
top of another, together with four-cornered briefcases and
clumsy chests of drawers. In the corner, a series of pot-bellied
jugs, woven together with straw and twigs, empty and full,
water bottles and other domestic utensils.

A DANCER runs in. In his haste his foot stumbles into a dish of
cold aspic. Hissing some incomprehensible word through his
teeth, he alternately wipes sweat from his brow with a
handkerchiefand the cold jelly from the braid of his pant leg —
and again dives back into the polka.

TATYANA enters, and after her ONEGIN. One has the
impression that TATYANA is trying to escape her companion’s
words, which are overtaking her.

ONEGIN

(completing his lines)
The heavens rule a maiden’s heart;
You'll fall in love again, but learn
To exercise restraint and reason,
For few will understand you so,
And innocence can lead to woe.
So judge yourself, what roses . ..



Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

TATbAHA npucnoHunacsk NafoHbO K CTEHE, jpyras pyka ee
np>kaTa K rpyau; oHa ¢ TPyZOM yAep>KMBaeT nojcTynawwme K
ropny pbigaHbA.

OHEIMMH

(ornsAHyscA Ha NPOX0AsALLY0 MMMO Napy, ¢
pasgpa>keHunem)

HauyHeTe nnakaTb: BallN Cre3sbl
He TpoHYT cepaua mMoero,

A 6yayT nuuwb 6ecuTb ero.
TakoB 4. V1 Toro b uckanu

Bbl uncToii NnnaMmeHHOM AyLLOWA,
Korpga ¢ Takow NpocToToi,

C TakKuM YyMOM KO MHe nucanu?

(3amMeTUB NPUGAN>KEHUE NOCTOPOHHMX,
KMaHseTCcs U yXoAUT B 3an)

TATbAHA

(oaHa)
MornbHy A. Kak 6yaTo 6es3gHa
Kny6uT, yepHeeT 1 WyMUT.
Ho rmnbenb oT Hero ntobesHa.
A He ponwy. 3ayem ponTaTtb?
He Mo>XeT OH MHe cyacTbe faThb.

(XoyeT BepHYTbCA B 3a/1, HO Ha Nopore, Aep>ka
apyragpyra nog ioktn, BYAHOB un
3APELIKI. O6a B NerkoM nognnuTun.)

BYAHOB

(>kemaHHO kKnaHdasace TATbAHE n wyTA
CKaHAMpys Ha pyCcCKUi nap)

Reveillez-vous, belle endormie

ONIblrA
(BberaeT, pa3gBuras pykamu o6omx)

Mpurexan poTHbIA KOMaHAMP

Bowen ... AX, HOBOCTb, a Kakas.
My3bika 6yaeT nosikoBas.
Cpasy BoeH My3ka

KOpWT? raror? e IPEET 1- 1 / MuHy T
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TATYANA, leaning against the wall with one palm, her other
hand pressed to her chest; with difficulty she restrains the
sobbing that rises to her throat.

polka

sentirental
waltz in
strings, 8
bars

continue

harpsi
chords

ONEGIN
(glancing with irritation at a passing couple)

You'd start to weep, but all your tears
Would fail to touch my rigid heart;
They'd only drive me to a rage.

That's how I am. And was it this

For which your ardent spirit pined,
When with such innocence of soul,

Such strength of mind, you wrote to me?

(Having noticed the approach of outsiders, he
bows and exits into the hall)

TATYANA
(alone)

I'm perishing. A black abyss

Has opened up, it looms before me,
But death from him is sweet release.
I don't complain or feel distress.

He cannot give me happiness.

(Wants to return to the hall, but on the
threshold, supporting one another by the elbows.
BUYANOV and ZARETSKY. Both are a little
drunk.)

BUYANOV

(foppishly bows to TATYANA and jokingly
declaims, syllable by syllable, in the Russian
manner):

Reveillez-vous, belle endormie.

OLGA
(runs in, separating the two with her hands)

The company commander’s here.
He’s brought the regimental band!
What splendid news — there’ll be a ball!
suddenly military music. ~
Quadrille? Galop? Ifplayed 1—1 / minutes
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OJIblI'A xBaTaeT TATbAHY 3a pyKy 1 yB/iekaeT B 3aJl.

3APELUKUNIA
(Nno>kumas NoKoTb CNyTHUKY)

B Ayansx Knaccuk u nejaHT,
Jlo6n MeToay A M3 YyBCTBa
M yenoBeka pacTsaHyTb

Mo3B0ONIO . .. A He Kak-HUbyab
A BCTpoOr ...
BYAHOB
(nepebuBas)

W >KNpHBIA 6bI1 NUpor.

3APELKUNIA
K HecuacTblo NepecosieHHbIN
(3ameTuB B yrny 6y TblIKN)

Jla BOT B OYThbI/IKE 3aCMOJIEHHO . . .

BYAHOB
3a HUM CTPOIA PIOMOK, Y3KUX, OJAVUHHbIX

(HaknoHseTCcA K By ThiIKam, pas/sinBaeT BMHO N0
ABYM 6okanam, yokaeTcd ¢ SAPELLKUM)
Mop06HbIX TaNMM TBOEWA,
(MpuwypnBasce, BcMaTpuBaeTCcA B 60Kan)
313K, KpucTana gywn Moei,
MpegmeT CTUXOB MOUX HEBUHHbIX,
JTto6BM NpuMaHHMBOR uran,
Thl, OT KOTO A MbSAH . . .

(yokatoTcq, BoinvBao T, BYAHOB cnerka
KaydHysncs)
.. .bbIBanN.
(HanvBaeT No BTOPOA. 3BOH BCTPeTUBLUMXCA
6okanos)
MpUATHO fep3KOoi anurpamMmmon
B36ecnTb onsiowWHOro Bpara:
MpuaTtHo . . .
(NbloT)
... 3peTb KakK OH yrnpsmo
CknoHuB 604NMBbIE pora . . .
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OLGA grabs TATYANA by the hand and pulls her back into the

hall.
1stpolka, ZARETSKY
but - . . :
military (pressing his companion’s elbow)
orchestra Regarding duels — I'm doctrinaire,

A pedant and a classicist.
I love good form and won't allow
Dispatching chaps just anyhow.
I call for strict . ..
BUYANOV
(interrupting)
... The pie was greasy.

ZARETSKY
And badly oversalted, too.

(Notices some bottles in the corner)
Look here! A bottle sealed with pitch.

BUYANOV
And glasses too, with narrow stems . ..

(Bows to the bottles, pours out some wine into
two wineglasses, clinks glasses with
ZARETSKY)
As slender as your lovely waist,
(Squinting, he scrutinizes the glass)
Zizi! You crystal of my soul
And object of my youthful verse —
Love’s luring phial, you who once
Made me a love-sick . ..
(they toast, drink up, BUYANOYV sways slightly)
... drunken dunce.
(he pours them each a second glass, then the
ring of glasses meeting)
It's pleasant to provoke a foe
With epigrams of nasty spite,
And pleasant . ..
(they drink)
... when he then responds
By butting with his cuckold’s horns . . .
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3APELKUNIA
Ewe npusaTHee B MOM4aHbM
EMy roToBUTb YeCTHbIA rpob
M Tuxo uenntb B 61efHbIA N106 . . .

BYAHOB
(XUXUKHYB)

... Ha 6naropogHom paccTtosHuN.

J1o6110 A 6eweHy0 MN1afocTb

M TecHOTY 1 651ecK U pafocTb

M pam 06fyMaHHbIA Hapaa,.
(MoBopaunBaeTCA HA 3BYKWN MY3bIKM,
nepewejlwne oTBaabca K Kagpuiun.
Mpuwenkneas nanbuammn):

J1106/110 X HOXKKMW.

3APELUKUNIA
TonbKo BpAL,
HaligeTte Bbl B Poccuu uenoii
Tpwu napbl CTPOAHbBIX XXEHCKMUX HOT.

BYAHOB
AX, 0oNro A 3abbITb He Mor
e HOXKWN. [pyCTHbIW, oxnagensii . . .
AX, HOXXKWN, HOXXKWU. [ Ae Bbl HbIHE.

YBneKaemMblil ABUXKEHNEM Map U Me/lbKaH TeM HOr, UCYE3HET B
TaHueBanbHoM 3ane. 3APELLK I xoueT ewe pas HaK/MoHUTbCA
K By TbifiKe, HO Ha nopore nosgsunca OHEIMMH, npoHnyeckn
NOpHUpYOLWKii ero.

OHETVIH
(oH, oueBnpgHoO, nweT TATbAHY, uT06bI
KOHYMTb pasrosop)
A, 34paBCTBYEeT elle AOHbIHE
B cdmnnocomnyeckon nycTbiHe
3apeykuii,Hekorga 6ysH,
KapTeXxXHol walkn ataMmaH.

3APELKNW yroanneo ynaHseTcsa v passoguT pyKamu, Kak 6l
Mpocs roBopuThb NOTULLE.

Tbl npasga, B Ty3 M NucToneTa.
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ZARETSKY
More pleasant yet when you reply
By granting him his resting place
And shooting at his pallid face.

BUYANOV

(hiccupping)
... From some quite gentlemanly distance.
I love youth’s wanton, fevered madness,
The crush, the glitter and the gladness,
The ladies’ gowns — so well designed.

(Twirls around to the sounds of the music,
which are shifting from waltz to quadrille.
Snapping his fingers)

I love their feet.

ZARETSKY
Although you'll find
That all of Russia scarcely holds
Three shapely pairs of ladies’ feet.

BUYANOV
How long it took me to forget
Two precious feet. Now sad and cold,
I still lament those feet of old.

Distracted by the movement of the dancers and the flashing of
feet, he disappears into the dance hall. ZARETSKY wants to
bow once more to the bottle, but ONEGIN appears on the
threshold, ironically fixing his lorgnette on him.

polka

ONEGIN
(Apparently seeking TATYANA, to finish the
conversation)

Why even now he lives and thrives
In philosophical seclusion,

This one-time rowdy clown, Zaretsky,
Chief gambler, biggest rake in town.

ZARETSKY politely bows and spreads his hands, as if begging
him to speak more softly.

He could, it's true, shoot rather well
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3APELKUNIA
(nonpasnsas)
... B natu caxeHax nonagan
OHETVIH
YmMen v Beceno NocnopuTb
3APELKUNIA
(noTwupasipyku)
Octpon ...
OHEIVH
... Tyno oTBeyvarb,
[Apy3eii noccopnTb MOMoOAbIX
M Ha 6apbep NOCTaBUTb UX.
3APELKUNIA
(Ka4yasi ronoBoii — 6bl1 MO BpeEMEHA)

OHEIMVH
(KpyTO noBepHYB /IMLL0 K 3aNYy, rie TaHUylT)
... KT0 3atn?
Mepneni 3APELUKUNIA
MeHyeT,

C cBoeli cynpyrow Lopo4HOMN

BoT 37T0T TO/ICTbIA — [yCTAKOB;
MBO3AMH — X0351IMH NMPEBOCXOAHbIN,
Bnageney, HULWNX MYXXUKOB;
CKOTUHWHBI, YeTa cefas,

C feTbMM BCEX BO3pPacTOB, cuMTas
OT TpnauatTn 40 ABYX rO40B;
Ye3aHblh paHTUK MeTyLKOoB;
Moi 6paT ABOHOPOAHbLIN, BysHOB,
M oTcTaBHOM COBETHUK D NAHOB
Ts>Kenblil cCNAETHUK, CTapblii NAyT,
O6>Kop 5, B3ATOUYHUK U . . .

ecny MO>KHO

OHETIMH
. LyT.

SAPELUKOMYypaeTca HaKOHeL, CTYLleBaThCA.
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ZARETSKY
(correcting him)
And hit an ace from twenty paces.

ONEGIN
Could banter boldly . ..

ZARETSKY
(rubbing his hands)
... has aknack . ..

ONEGIN
For being stupid. How he loved
To goad two friends to start a fight,
Then lead them to the dueling site.

ZARETSKY
(shakes his head — as if to say, those were the
days)
ONEGIN

(abruptly turning toward the hall where people
are dancing)

Who are these people?

slow ZARETSKY
minuet if Fat Pustyakov, the local charmer,
possible

Is dancing with his portly wife;

And there’s Gvozdin, that model farmer,
Whose peasants lead a wretched life;
The two Skotinins, gray-haired sages,
With children of all shapes and ages,
From thirty down to two years old;
That's Petushkov, the district fop,

And there’s my cousin, good Buyanov,
And former couns’lor, old man Flyanov,
A rogue and gossip night and noon,

A glutton, grafter . ..

ONEGIN
... and buffoon.

At last, ZARETSKY succeeds in fading into the background.
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BxogaT, He 3ameyad OHEITMHA, NEHCKWW 1 ONIbIrA. B
pykaxy JIEHCKOTI O packpblThih anbbom 1 nepo. OJSIbIA, ngeT
C/1iefoM 3a HUM, 3arnsajbiBas Yepes rsjeyo CBOEro >KeHuxa.
NEHCKWW BnucbiBaeT B ab60M HECKO/IbKO CTPOK.

6e3 My3blKKn

NEHCKWNN

(wTaeTHanncaHHoe,BCe ele He 3amMeyas
OHEIMHA, koTopomy OJIbI'A ycnena
KNUBHYTb.)

«BnakeH, 6/1a)keH NO60BHUK CKPOMHOIA,
Untawwuni MeyTbl CBOM

MpenmeTy NeceH v 68K,

KpacaBuue NpUsTHO-TOMHOM».

OHEIMH
(c cyxum cmexom)

BnaxkeH .. .X0Tb, MOXET 6bITb OHA
CoBceM MHbIM pa3B/ieyeHa.

NEHCKWW xoueT 3axnonHyTh ans6om Ho OHEMH, ncnpocus
B3rNS0M pa3spelleHne X03WKuM asibbomMma, NpPoTArnBaeT PyKy K

TeTpagw.

OJ1blrA

(Ha HECKOMbKO CEKYH[ elle yaep>Xunsasa anboom
B CBOUX pyKax)

KoHeuHo, Bbl He pa3 Buaenu

Ye3aHoi 6apbliHK anbbom,

UTo BCE MOAPYXKMK n3mapanm

C KOoHUa, C Havana, u Kpyrom.

Cwopa.. .

OHETVH
... Ha 3/10 npaBonucaHbio,
CTnxun 6e3 mepbl . . .

NEHCKUNA
(ropsivo)

... N0 NpejaHbo
B 3HaK Apy>K6bl BEPHOW BHECEHbI.
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Enter LENSKY and OLGA, without noticing ONEGIN.
LENSKY is carrying an open album and apen. OLGA,
following him, peeks from over her fiance’s shoulder. LENSKY
jots down several lines in the album.

LENSKY
(reads what he has written, not yet noticing
ONEGIN, to whom OLGA has already managed
a nod of welcome)
“How blest the lover who is granted
To read to her for whom he longs,

The very object of his songs,
A beauty languid and enchanted.”

ONEGIN
(with a dry laugh)

Ah, blest indeed, although it's true,
She may be dreaming . . . not of you.

LENSKY wants to shut the album, but ONEGIN, asking
permission from its owner with a glance, stretches out his hand
toward the notebook.

OLGA
(keeping the album in her hands for a few
seconds more)

I'm sure you've known provincial misses,
Whose albums, too, you must have seen,
Where girlfriends scribble hopes and blisses,
From front and back and in-between.

ONEGIN
Defying all the rules of spelling,
Unmetered verse . ..

LENSKY

(heatedly)
By long tradition
Composed to honor friendship’s bonds.
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OHEIMH
(anbboM y>Key Hero B pykax)
YMeHbLEeHbl, MPOAO/IKEHbI
(nmcTasa cTpaHnubl)

Ha nepBomM nnucTUKe BCTpeyaellb
Qu’ecrirez-vous sur ces tablettes?

ON1blrA
N nognuce toute a vous, Annette.

OHEIMMH

(npogon>kaa MMcTaTb, CMOTPUT B YNOp Ha
J1eHCKOrO0)

TYT B HUX PUCYIOT Ce/IbCKN BUABI,
Haparpo6bHblii kameHb, xpam Knnpugbl,
nn Ha nupe ronybka

Mepom 1 Kpackamu cnerka.

NEHCKUN
(NoKpacHen; OH HeEpPBHNYaeT)

A Ha nocnegHeM npoymnTaellb:

OJ1blrA
«KT0 nobuT 60nee Tebs»,

OHETVH
(Bo3BpaLLaeT anbbom)
«MycTb NULWET fasiee MeHs».

Cwmex OJ1bI'M o6opBaH pe3kum geu>keHnem JIEHCKOTI O,
KO T Opblii BbIXBATWB a/1b60M B TUTMOMEHT, KOrga OH A0/1>KeH
6611 nepen TU N3 pyk OHEIMMHA K ero HeBecTe, 0TX0AUT B
K&l cropoHy. OJ1bIA o6u>keHa. W Korga, B TO>Ke MTHOBEHbe
p”;:g;?am PasAaeTca pUTYypHesb, OHa COTIAacHO KMBAET B OTBET Ha
BoeH opk  MpUrAacuTensHbli noknoH OHETrMHA. TIEHCKWW, no6opos
(Onerun ce6s1, obopaumBaeTCa: B KOMHaTe y>Ke HUKOro HeT. JIEHCKUWI
Henver JenaeT war no Hanpas/IEHNIO K 0CBELLEHHOMY 3a/1y, HO MUMO
PY) HEero — B CTPOIHOM pUTMe Ma3ypKu NpoHocnTca napa: OJ1IbIrA

n OHEMMH. NEHCKWW oTcTynaeTB TeHs.
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ONEGIN
(the album is already in his hands)
Lines shortened, lengthened, turned on end.
(leafing through the pages)

Page one is sure to have the line:
Qu'ecrirez-vous sur ces tablettes?

OLGA
And ‘neath it: toute a vous, Annette.

ONEGIN

(continues to leaf through the album, looking
pointedly at Lensky)

Here someone’s sketched a rural scene,
A gravestone and a Venus Temple.
He's penned a lyre and a dove,

In color, lightly — and with love.

LENSKY
(blushes; he’s beginning to get nervous)
And on the final page you'll read:

OLGA
“Who loves you more than I must sign,”

ONEGIN
(returns the album)
“And fill the page that follows mine.”

OLGA’s laughter is interrupted by an abrupt movement from
LENSKY, who grabs the album at precisely that moment when
itpasses to his fiancee from ONEGIN’s hands; LENSKY then
moves off to the side. OLGA is insulted. And when, that exact
instant, the ritornello mazurka bursts forth, she nods in
acceptance of ONEGIN’s invitational bow. LENSKY, controlling
himself, turns around: no one remains in the room. LENSKY
takes a step in the direction of the brightly-lit hall, but a pair
glides by him in the harmonious rhythm of the mazurka: it is
OLGA and ONEGIN. LENSKY steps back into the shadows.
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KNaBecuHbI ﬂEHCK|/||7|
6.
Banke (M OpHo06pasHbl N 6e3yMHblI,
TOT, 4UTO o
BbIlLE) Kak Bnxopb >XU3HW MON040MN

Kpy»XuUTcs Banbca BUXOPb WYMHbIA;
UeTa MesibKaeT 3a 4eToi

B stoBpema BYAHOB nogeognT K OHETMHY TATAHY 1
ON1blry. OHEIMH, He konebnsck, 6epeTpykKy OJIbIrn
ncuyesaeT B TaHLe.

NEHCKUNI
TOT e B03MOXHO Nb. YyTb NULWb N3 NeneHoK,
BansCy KokeTKa, BeTpeHbIli pebeHOoK.

CTPYHHX
Y XUTPOCTb BeAaeT OHa,

Y N3MEHATb Hay4yeHa.

O 6oxe. byay el cnacuTensb.

He notepnsto, 4T06 pasBpaTuTesib
OrHem 1 B340X0B W noxBar
Mnagoe cepaue nckywarn;

UT06 YepBb NPe3peHHbIN, AA0BUTbLIN
Tounn nuneun ctebenek;

UT0o6bl ABYXYTPEHHWUI LLBETOK
YBAN ewe NosypacKpbITblii.

Ho uTo e. Nnctonetos napa
ABe nynn — 6onbLIe HUYErO.

Batc Masypka 3amefnifseT TeMn U 3aTyxaeT; Napbl pacxofsaTcs rno
MecTam; MUMO AiBEPW, NMOJ PYKY, BECEJIO MeperoBapuBasncs,
npoxogaT™ OHEIMHwn OJ1blrA.

OJNIblrA

(3amMeTUB 32 MOPOroM Mosly TEMHOW KOMHAT bl
NTEHCKOTI0)

Y10 c BAMWU?
NEHCKNN
Tak . ..
ON1blrA

(cBoemy KaBanepy yTOMJ/IEHHO)

M 6eCKOHEYHbIN KOTUMbOH
MeHS TOMUT KaK TSXXKWUIA COoH.
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harpsichord LENSKY
waltz R

(perhaps the Monotonous and mad procession,

same as Young life's great whirlwind . . . full of sound,

above) Each pair a blur in quick succession,
The rousing waltz goes whirling round.

At this point, BUYANOV leads TATYANA and OLGA up to
ONEGIN. Without hesitating, ONEGIN takes OLGA’s hand
and disappears in the dance.

LENSKY
the same Can this be true? Scarce out of diapers
waltz And turned coquette! A fickle child!

with strings .
9 Already she has mastered guile,

Already learned to cheat and smile!
Oh God — it's up to me to save her;
I'll never let that base depraver
Corrupt her youthful heart with lies,
With honeyed words and heated sighs,
Or have that noxious worm devour
My lovely lily, stalk and blade,

Or watch this two-day blossom fade,
When it has yet to fully flower;

A pair of pistols — nothing more
Shall instantly decide the score.

The waltz slows its tempo and dies away; the couples part and
return to their own places; chatting gaily, ONEGIN and OLGA
pass by the door.

OLGA

(Noticing LENSKY on the threshold of the half-
dark room)

What's wrong?
LENSKY
It's nothing.
OLGA
(to her escort [ONEGIN], in an exhausted voice)

This endless dance already seems
To haunt me, like a heavy dream.
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OHETWH el yTo-TO WIENYET, ycnoKaneas ee, — 1 napa
npoxoagnT mMmumo. Benef 3a HUMK, B paMe Bepn, onupasch
pykoli o kocsk, TATbAHA. JTnuyo ee noaIHO TporaTesibHOro
COYYBCTBUA.

TATbAHA
YT1o c BAMU?

NEHCKUNN
Tak.

TATbAHA ucuesaeT. JIEHCKWW genaeT pelunTenbHbIN War K
nopory. B aToBpemMs My3blKaHTbl, 04EBUHO, FOTOBACL K HOBOMY
TaHuy, HacTpamBaloT UHCTPYMEHTbI: [JUCCOHUPYIOLW e
coyeTaHus 3ByKoB. Y nopora JIEHCKWW cTankueaeTcss —
nvuom K nuuyy — ¢ OHEIrMHbBbIM. O6a ocTaHaBInBalTCA U
Mosi4a CMOTPATAPYT Ha Apyra. 3ByKW HacTpanBaembIX
WHCTpPYMeHTOB o6opBanunce. Celivyac HauHeTCA HOBOoe. 3ByKOBas
M 3puTenbHas naysa.

M3-3a aBepu BUAHO ncnyraHHoe nuuo TATbAHDbI, koTopas He
3HaeT, Kak 6bITb. HO B 3TOBpeMSA N3 rny6uMHbI 3a1a BeCesiblii
XOX0T, @ 3aTeM W neHue, cBACT, s1an n Ton. CueHa
nosopaymBaeTCda rpajycos Ha 60, Tak 4YTO CTeHa, 0T JendioLLan
nosly TEMHYI0O KOMHaTY 0T 3a/1a, HanpasJ/ieHa NepneHANKYIAPHO
Ha 3pnTenan eMmy BUAHbI U KOMHaTa 1 3an. FocTuy,
paccTynusLlunch, galoT gopory PAXKEHDBIM, my>kukam,
npuwesWw M NO3LPaBUTb U NOCNABUTb 6apbIWHIO B IeHb ee
WMEHWH: TyTUW NOAYy>KypaBb 1 MNONYKOT, Macka c poraToli
cobaubeint MopAoli, Ko3a-gepe3a U ABa-TPU NMUANKAKLWNX U
MUCTOBO OGbOUWUX B 6y6eH lepeBeHCKUX My3blKaH T 0B.

Bce PAXXEHDIE, noknoHAChL criepea UMeHUHHMWLE B MOAC,
HayMHalT 3aTeM NAAC N c/1aBOC/10BUE.

~~ PAXEHBDbIE
(notoT)

Cam LwecTom, rosioBa necTom,
YW HOXHULAMU, PYKU rpabenbKamu,
Horu Bunouykamu, rnasa gblpoykamu

[noBTOpUTb]
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Onegin whispers something to her, calming her down, and a
[dancing] couple passes by. Behind them, in the frame of the
door, leaning her arm against the doorjamb, TATYANA. Her
face is full of touching compassion.

TATYANA
What's wrong?

LENSKY
It's nothing.

no music and ~TATYANA disappears. LENSKY takes a decisive step toward
no tuningup  the door. LENSKY on the threshold collides face-to-face with
ONEGIN. Both stop and gaze at each other without speaking.
-Now something new will begin. The sound of instruments being
tuned up suddenly breaks off. An auditory and visual pause.1

From behind the door we see the frightened face of TATYANA,
who doesn’t know what will happen. But then, from the depth of
the hall, cheerful guffaws, followed by singing, whistling,
barking and stamping. The stage rotates 60 degrees. The wall,
dividing the half-volumed room from the hall, is now aligned

sul perpendicularly to the spectator, who thus can see both the room
ponticello and the hall. The guests, parting ranks, make room for the
MUMMERS to pass, serfs who have come to congratulate and
I praise their young lady on her Nameday: here a half-crane and
perhaps half-cat, a mask with a horned dog’s mug, a goat, two or three

tambourine,  yjllage musicians strumming and maniacally banging on a

3violins, 2 tambourine.

oboes?
The MUMMERS, bowing to the waist to honor the Nameday
girl, launch immediately into a peasant dance and a ritual
praise-chant.

cancel (July) - MUMMERS

(sing in Russian)
briefly He's like a bean-pole, his head’s a pestle,

His ears like little scissors, hands are rakes,
His legs are forks, his eyes like little holes.

[repeat]

1By his veto on the tuning-up of instruments, Prokofiev withdrew
sound to mark a psychological boundary, a sonic equivalent to
Krzhizhanovsky'’s spatial displacement of action upstage. — CE
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Co/10BbMHbIE-TO r/1a3a Mo Bepxam rnagaT,
OHM Kawwmn XOoTAT.

Buepa Kalla cBapeHa,

Buepa cbeneHa 6bina.

[noBTOPUTB]

Hoc — 0T CUHb, 3TO CBaxWH CblH.2

TATbAHE nogHocAT 60Kan; 0TBETHO K/1aHAACH U flaBas
MPUNOXKNTHCA K PYUKE, OHA B TO>KE BPEMSA C UCMYTOM
ornAafblBaeTCA Ha3af, Ha NPonUCXojsdLLee Tam, 3a NOPorom
TeMHO KOMHaTbl. Bokan, BbICKONb3HYB M3 PYK, NajaeT.

OPPATMEHT 8
KomHaTa TATbAHDbI. Bany>ke okoHUuAcAa. Houn y>ke HeT.
3a okHOM BToOpble NeTyxn. TATbAHA, yToMneHHas cobblTUAMMU
6ana cnnT, fieXka Ha KaHarne. B npegyTpeHHeM CBETE MO>XKHO
SACHO paccMoTpeTb ee purypy. OHa NIeXKUT, He cHAB 6enoro
6anNbHOro NNaThdA, IMLOM B FOPAYYI0 NOoAYLWKY. TONbKO /IerKni
Tydenek, COCKONMb3HYBLUWNIA C HOTU, NEXXNTY KaHane, Ha nony.

B KOMHaTYy BXoANT Ha ublnouykax HAHA. OHa HeceT HOUHON
KanoTwuk n Tyhnu 3asnges TAHIO, yCHYBLUYIO B N/1aTbu, He
3HaeT KakK BbITh.

TATbAHA
(ckBO3b COH)
Moe-moe-moe-Moe . . .

(BHe3anHo BCKakmBaeT. B To>ke MTHOBEHbe
npu3pakun cHa, MeTHYBLUUCb, NCYe3alT Noj
060MUN 1 3a CTEK/IOM OKHa.)

MHe cHunoco, 6yaTo . . .

2The lyrics that appear in the manuscript, which Prokofiev did not set
to music, are from Pushkin’s Eugene Onegin, ch. 5 VIII: 9-12, the
fortune-telling refrain: “Tav my»kau To Bce Goratbt / MpebyT onaroli cepe6po;
/ Kowy noem, Tomy nobpo (6uc) / Ncnaea’ [The peasants there have hoards
of treasure, / They spade up silver from a ditch! / The one we sing to
will be rich / And famous!]. — CE
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His nightingale eyes gaze at the grain-stalks.
He wants some porridge,

But the porridge was made yesterday,

And yesterday it was eaten all up.

[repeat]

He's got a blue nose ... It's the matchmaker’s son!3

A goblet is brought up to TATYANA; at that very moment she
bows in response and allows her hand to be kissed, she glances
fearfully at what is happening behind her, beyond the threshold
of the dark room. The goblet, slipping from her hands, falls.

FRAGMENT 8

Tatyana’'s room. The ball is already over. It is no longer
night. The second roosters are crowing. TATYANA, exhausted
by the events of the ball, is asleep on the couch. In the pre-
morning light, her figure can be clearly seen. She lies face-down
on her hot pillow, still dressed in her white ballroom gown. Only
one light slipper, having slid off her foot, lies near the couch on
the floor.

The NURSE enters the room on tiptoe. She is carrying a night-
cape and slippers. Catching sight of TANYA fallen asleep in her
dress, she doesn’t know what to do.

TATYANA
(in her sleep)
Mine — mine — mine — mine . ..
(Suddenly she jumps up. At that instant the

dream visions, in a rage, disappear under the
wallpaper and behind the pane of the window.)

| dreamt as if . . .

3This bawdier and more frightening text—a wedding song with
grotesque imagery—comes from Pushkin’s own collection of folk songs
gathered on or near his rural estates. The grim penultimate couplet is
omitted: “The neck is gleaming bluely / As if it had been in a noose.”
This text is preserved in Pyotr Kireyevsky's archives of Pushkin’s
folksong texts. — CE
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HAHA
MocrnoAb NOMUAYI U cnacu
Yero Tbl X04ellb, MOMPOCU . . .

(XoueT TTY, 04eBMAHO 3a Bofo, HO TATbAHA
elle B MOIyCHe Yep>KMBaeT ee, cXxBaTKB 3a
PYKY)

TATbAHA
MHe CHUACA YyHbI COH . . .

HAHA
AX, TaHa.

TATbAHA
MHe cHunock, HAHSA, 6yATO 1,
May no cHeroBoi MnosnsiHe,
lMeyanbHOW Mr/10 OKPYXXEHA;
B cyrpo6ax TeMHbI 1 cefon,
MOTOK, He CKOBAHHbIA 3UMO;
M npea wymsLwe NyUYnHom
[lBe XXepaoUuKM CKJIeeHbl NbAUNHOA
Apoxawunii rubenbHbIN MOCTOK,
Mono>KeHbl Yepes NOTOK . . .
Ho Bapyr cyrpo6 3awesenuncs . . .

HAHA
M KT0-)XX U3 noj Hero sABUJCA.

TATbAHA
BonbHOV B3bEpPOLIEHHbI MeaBeab
A 6bl N0 ax. AOH peBeThb,
M nany c oCTpbIMK KOFTAMU
MHe NpoTAHY/; N A, CKPensch
Pykoli gpoxkaleii onepsach
M 60a3nmnBbiMn Waramm
Mepebpanack yepes pyueii;
Mowna — n 4TO0-X?

HAHA
(OTBevasn)

MepgBeab 3a Heii.
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NURSE
Dear Lord have mercy, save you child!
Just tell me, dear one, what you need.

(She wants to leave, apparently to get some
water, but TATYANA, still half-asleep, holds
her back, clutching at her sleeve.)

TATYANA
| dreamt a wondrous dream . ..

NURSE
Oh, Tanya.

TATYANA
| dreamt | walked through snowy vales
Where mournful mists and gloom prevailed.
Amid the drifts and snowbound space
| saw a seething torrent race,
A frothing wave that churned and strained
To tear asunder winter’s chains.
Two slender icy poles were thrown
Across the river’s yawning gorge,
A perilous and shaky bridge.
Then suddenly a snow bank shuddered.

NURSE
And what was there beneath the snow?

TATYANA
A huge and shaggy bear appeared.
I almost screamed! He growled and reared,
Then offered me his sharp-clawed paw —
| took it with a trembling hand
And made my way across the torrent.
| somehow reached the other side,
And then I fled . ..

NURSE

(replying)
The bear pursuing.
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TATbAHA
KpsaxTsa, BannT meaBeib HECHOCHbIA;
Mpen HaMK nec; HeABUXXHbI COCHbI
B cBOeil HaxXMypeHHOM Kpace;
OTsir4eHbl NX BETBU Bce
Knokamu cHera; fiec CKB03b BEPLUUHbI
OcuH, 6epe3 n NMn Harmx
CuseT Nyy CBETU HOYHbIX
[oporu HeT; KycTbl CTPEMHUHbI
MeTenblo BCce 3aHeCeHbl,
Fny60KOo B CHer Morpy»eHsbl
Ynana B cHer; meABeAb MPOBOPHO
MeHs xBaTaeT U HeceT.
Bapyr mex gepes wanaw y6oruni;
Kpyrom Bce rayub, 0TBCIOAY OH
MyCTbIHHBIM CHETOM 3aHECEH,
M SipKo CBETUTCS OKOLUKO,
M B Wwanaie n KPUK 1 WyM:
MegBesb NPOMOSIBUII:

HAHA

(ocTaHaBnmBasa TaH, rOBOPUT 3HAKOMYHO
opmMyny cKasok)
... 3pecb MOW KyM;
Morpeicsay Hero HEMHO>KKO.

TATbAHA
(cornacHo Ka4vasi ros10B0)

Morpeiicay Hero HEMHO>KKO;

M B ceHU NPAMO OH UAET,

M Ha nopor meHs knageT.

M uTo >Ke BMUXY . ..3a CTO/IOM
CunasaT yypoBumLLa KPYrom;

OaunH B porax c cobaybeit MopAaon,
Apyroii c neTywbein ronosoi,
3pecb BeAbMa C KO3bel 60poaoi,
TyT OCTOB YOMOPHbIA U FOPAbIA,
Tam Kapfia ¢ XBOCTUKOM, a BOT
Mony->xypaBab 1 NOY-KOT.
Eule cTpaluHel, ele YyaHee:
BOT pak BepxoM Ha nayke,

BoT uepen Ha rycuHom Liee
BepTnTCcA B KpacHOM KoJsinake,
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TATYANA
The grunting, loathsome bear still lumbers;
Before us now a forest slumbers.
The pines in all their beauty frown
And barely stir, all weighted down
With clumps of snow; and through the summits
Of naked linden, birch, and ash
The beams of Heaven'’s lanterns flash.
There is no path. The woods, the hills,
The dark ravines — all lie asleep,
By snowy blizzards buried deep.
I sink in snow. And then the bear
Just scoops me up and rushes on.
Along a forest road he surges,
And then, mid trees, a hut emerges;
Dense brush abounds; on every hand
Forlorn and drifting snow banks stand.
A tiny window glitters brightly,
And from the hut come cries and din.
The bear proclaims: . . .

NURSE

(stopping TANYA, begins to speak in the
familiar formula of fairy tales)

“. .. My master’s in,
Come warm yourself before the hearth.”

TATYANA
(Nodding in agreement)

Come warm yourself before the hearth.
He pushes straightway through the door,
Then lays me down upon the floor.

On coming to, I look around me:

I'm in a hall, no bear at least.

The clink of glasses, shouts — confound me,
As if it were a funeral feast.

Around a table, in aring,

A horde of monsters shout and sing.

Out of a dog’s face horns are sprouting,
One has a rooster’s head on top,

A goateed witch rides on a mop,

A haughty skeleton sits pouting
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BoT menbHuUUa B npucaAgKy nnawert
N KpbINbAMN TPEWNT U MaLLEeT;
Jaii, XxoXoT, NeHbe, CBUCT U XJ10M,
JlioacKkas MONBb U KOHCKWUIA Ton

Ho uT06, nogymana, Tbl, HAHS,
Korpa-6 y3Hasa mex rocreii

Toro, KTO . ..

My3Ka 06 (NpepbiBaeT pacckas, HO HAHA rNagnT PYKOW ee
OHer YyTb B3gparnsatwuwmve nnedyn — TATbAHA
NPoJo/I>KaeT, HO y>Ke COBCEM MHBLIM TOHOM)

OHeruH 3a cTo/IoM CUAnUT

W B ABEpb YKpaAKow rnsaanT.

OH 3HaK MoAacT: 1 BCe XJI0M0YYT;
OH NbeT: BCe MbIOT 1 BCe KpUYarT;
OH 3acMeeTCsi: BCe XOXOUYT;
HaxmypuT 6poBu: Bce mosyart.
Bapyr BeTep AyHYn, 3arawias
OroHb CBETU/IbHUKOB HOYHbIX:
CMmyTunach laiika [JOMOBbIX;
OHerviH, B3opamu cBepkas,
M3-3a cToNa rpems BCTaeT;

Bce BcTanu: ABepb TONIKHYN EBreHuii
W B3opam afcknx npuBuaeHuUi
ABunach s, U APKUA cmex
Paspasncsi AUKO; 04U BCEX,
KonbiTa, X060Tbl KpUBbIE,
XBOCTbI X0X/1aTbl€, KNbIKU . . .

HAHA
Ycbl, KPOBaBbl S13bIKU,
Pora v nanblibl KOCTSIHbIE,
Bce yKasyloT Ha Hee . . .

(3anac obpasos ee nuccak. BarnagoisaeT Ha
TaH10)

TATbAHA
M Bce Kpuyat: moe! Moe!
Moe!, ckazan EBreHuii rposHo,
M walka BCcA coOKpblaiacb BAPYT;
OcTanacb s1 BO TbMe MOPO3HOWA . . .
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Beside a short-tailed dwarf— and that
Is half a crane and half a cat.

More wondrous still and still more fearful:
A crab upon a spider sat;

Atop a goose a skull looked cheerful
While spinning round in crimson hat.
A windmill danced a rowdy jig!

And cracked and waved its sails about.
Guffawing, barking, whistles, claps,
And human speech and hoofbeat taps!
But, nanny, how would you react

If, mid the guests, you recognized

The one you feared and idolized,

The very one who . ..

(She interrupts her story, and the NURSE
strokes her slightly trembling shoulder.
TATYANA continues, but already in a
completely different tone of voice.)

Onegin’s sitting at the table.

He glances slyly at the door.

He gives a sigh — the others hustle;

He drinks — and all the others swill;

He laughs — they all guffaw and bustle;

He frowns — and all of them go still.

A sudden gust of wind surprises

The band of goblins, blowing out

The nighttime lanterns all about.

His eyes ablaze, Onegin rises

And strikes his chair against the floor.

All rise; he marches to the door.

He opens wide the door, revealing

To monstrous leers and hellish squealing
Where | was crouched. Fierce cackles sound
In savage glee; all eyes turn round,

All hooves and trunks — grotesque and curving,
All whiskers, tusks and tufted tails . . .

NURSE
Red bloody tongues and snouts and nails,
Huge horns and bony fingers swerving —
To point at her as all combine . ..

(Her reserve of images dries up. She looks to
TANYA)
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HAHA
(Heofo6puTeENbHO)
Mnagas fesa c HUM cam — ApYr.

TATbAHA
Bpapyr Onbra BXoguT, ¢ Heto JIeHCKNA;
Cnop. Npomue, rpomye. Bapyr EBreHunii
XBaTaeT A/INHHbIN HOX U BMUT
MoBep>keH JIEHCKUIA; CTpaLUHO TEHU
CrycTunmncb; HecTePNUMbI KPUK
Paspganca ... Xv>KuMHa waTtHynacsh . . .
A->K, HAHSA, B y)Kace npocHynach . . .

PPACMEHT 9
MonsHa B necy. CKBO3b Npopeab 6e3/IUCTbIX AePEBbEB
BUAHA MONTUWHA, YTOYy 3aMep3lueli peku, ornbatoLLeii onywky u
NOAHSITble K HEGY KPbl/ibst MeJIbHULbI, 061€MN/IEHHbIE CHEFOM U
Mep3/1bIMU cocyNIMU. BeTep KpYy>KUT CBEXKUHbBI U packaunBaeT
BePXYLW KU fepeBbeB. OUeBMAHO, HAYMHAeTCS nNypra.

MpoTUBHUKN y>Ke Ha MecTax. BeTep peeT Mo/ibl COPTYKOB —
Wwy6bl 6poweHbl HA 6apbepbl — MNorofa, Korga xo4yeTCcs cCKopee
NN yonTb, UNKN 6bITb YOUTbIM.

3APELLKWVW BpyuaeT nucToneTsl, cnepsa JIEHCKOMY, noTom
OHEIMMHY.

OHEIMMH
Y>3 Mo3fHo; BpeMSA yfeTesno . . .
K TOMy-X ... K TOMY >e B 3TO fe/io

Bmewancs crtapblii 4yanuncT;

OH 301N, OH CMNMAETHUK, OH PEYUCT . ..
KoHeuHO: 6bITb JO/IXXHO Npe3peHbe
LleHow ero 3a6aBHbIX C/0B;

Ho wenoT, XOX0THA rAynuos . ..

M BOT 06L,eCTBEHHOE MHEHbE
Mpy>XnHa yectn, Haw Kymup!
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TATYANA
To shout as one: “She’s mine. She’s mine!”
“She’'s minel"proclaimed Eugene, commanding;
And all the monsters fled the room.
While | was left there, barely standing,
Alone with him in freezing gloom.

NURSE
(disapproving)

Just you, and no one else was there?

TATYANA
Then Olga suddenly appeared
And Lensky, too. A quarrel starts,
The heated words grow louder, quicken;
Onegin snatches up a knife;
Poor Lensky falls. The shadows thicken;
A rending cry amid the strife
Rang out. The cabin shook. I screamed
And woke in terror . . .from my dream.

FRAGMENT 9
A clearing in a forest. Through a thin spread of leafless trees, a
dam is visible near a frozen river that skirts the edge of the
forest; the wings of a windmill are lifted to the sky, plastered
with snow and frozen icicles. The wind whips around clods of
snow and sways the tops of the trees. Evidently a blizzard is
starting up.

The opponents are already at their places. The wind rips at the
edges of the frock-coats and fur overcoats thrown down on the
barrier — the sort of weather when one wants either to kill, or be
killed, as soon as possible.

ZARETSKY hands out the pistols, first to LENSKY, then to
ONEGIN.

ONEGIN
Too late. No time to put it right . ..
And now that dueling fox has tasted
His chance to mix in this affair,
That wicked gossip with his flair
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3APELKUNIA
Tenepb cxXoanTechb.

MPoTUMBHUKM genalnT Ka>KAbli N0 YeThblpe LWWara HaBCcTpeyvy 4pyr
apyry. OHEI MH nogbimaeT nucToneT. Ewe o naTuvwaros.
Tenepb JIEHCKWW, >XMyps eBbl i rNa3, HaunHaeT LefnTb.
OHETIVH cTpenseT.

NEHCKWW, monua poHas nMcToNeT, NagaeT Ha 3eMb.
3APELKVI n OHEIMH HaKNOHSAKTCA Haj NaBLL M.

OHETVH
Hy uT0o-X?

3APELLKNI
yoéur.

OHEIMH
yont?

(OTX0AMT B CTOPOHY.)

Mo 3Haky SAPELKOTI O, nossnawTca KYTTEP n C/1YTA. Cero
MOMOLLLbIO OHU YHOCAT Tpyn. Bcneg 3a HUMmmn n T'MJ1bO.
OHETIVH ocTaeTca 0ANH.

OHEIMH
';:“0 “’;WK"' Tomy Hasapg 0fHO MITHOBEHbE
MQ:)UCJT B cem cepgue 61Mn0cb BAOXHOBEHbE
Bpaxpa, Hagexpaa v nobosb,
Mrpana >X13Hb, KMUNesia KpoBb:
Tenepb, KakK B ;JOoMe OMYCTE/IOM,
Bce B HEM 1 TUXO0 U TEMHO;
3amMosiKno Hascerga oHo.
3aKpbITbl CTaBHU, OKHa MeJsIoM
3abeneHbl. X039AKN HeT.
A rpge, 6or BecTb. NMponan u cneg.

BeTep BCe CU/IbHEE N CUJIbHEE pacKayuBaeT CTBOJIbIAepeBbeB. U
B NPOCTpPaHCTBE N B MY3blKE HapOCTaeTCVIMCbOHVIH MeTEeNn.
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For gibes. He's worth contempt, | know,
But fools will whisper, grin, and crow;

So there it is: the mob’s opinion,

The spring with which our honor’s wound,
The god that makes this world go round.

ZARETSKY
Begin your paces!

The opponents each take four steps toward each other. ONEGIN
raises his pistol. He holds it there until the fifth step. Then
LENSKY, screwing up his left eye, begins to aim. ONEGIN
fires.

LENSKY, silently lowering his pistol, falls to the ground.
ZARETSKY and ONEGIN bend over the fallen man.

ONEGIN
What, then?

ZARETSKY
He’s dead.

ONEGIN
He's dead?

ONEGIN walks off to the side. At a sign from ZARETSKY, the
COACHMAN and SERVANT appear. With his help, they carry
away the corpse. GUILLOT follows after them. ONEGIN
remains alone.

ONEGIN
One moment back — and he still breathed,
His heart with inspiration seethed;
Its hatreds, hopes, and loves . . . still beat;
Its blood still pulsed with living heat.
But now, as in a house deserted,
Within it — all lies hushed and dark,
Gone silent and forever stark.
The window boards have been inserted,
The panes chalked white. The owner’s fled;
Where to, god knows. No trace is left.

The wind sways the trunks of the trees ever more strongly. Both
in the [stage] space and in the music, the symphony of the
snowstorm grows.
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UACTb TPETbHA

OPACMEHT 10

3HakomMasa HaM KoMHaTa B fiepeBeHCKomMm gome OHETMHA.
Ho oHa noBepHyna K 3pUTento Noj ApYyrum yrsiiom, Tak yTo
ABepb, KOTopas 6bina B rny6uHe n Bena Hapy»ky, ceiivac
okasasiacb C60Ky, ABEPb >Ke, paCKpblTasA B COCEAHIO KOMHATY,
nokasblBaeT ee B NepcrekTuse. ,om 3a6poLleH. X03AMHa HeT.
3TOBMAHO NO 3acTbiBWeMY 6ecnopsagKky. M no nbiaun, cepoi
neneHon nokpbiBatoweli Bewn. NMocpegnHe 3HaKoMas y>ke
Halwemy rnasy kayanka. OHa Hernogsu>KHa. 3a fijBepbto,
BefyLLe B meperopa>kmnearlLLero gopory. Ha cTone cpegu
ONPOKUHY T bIX 6AHOK U NYCTbIX (P/TAKOHOB fiBE-TPU KHUTU; 04Ha
M3 HNX pacKpbiTa 1 NIEXKUT KOPeLl KOM KBEPXY.

CnepBa oM MonuuT. [la>ke CTeHHble Yackl, UICTPATUB CBOA
3aBOJ, 3aMo/14asin U CBECU TN CBON MasTHUK KHU3Y.

Bcnep 3a naysoi, rge-To n3djasieka 3a CTeHaMu JoMa CJ/ibl LW HbI
JeTCKUe ronoca m cmex, NOTOM 4y Th 65umdKe ronoc TATbAHDI, a
TamMmy>Ke COBCEM 6/IM3KO0 3BSAKaHbe CBSA3KU K/IHOYEN.

FOJ10C TATbAHDI
YBuaeTb 6apckuii 4oM HeNb3s-Nn?

3BYK 0TKpbIBaeMbIX Bepeii — cnepBa 0gHUX, NOToOMApyrux. Ha
nopore TATbAHA. OHa B Tynynuuke; Ha pyKax Bape kKu.
Cnepom 3a Hel cTapyxa-cTopoykmxa AHVNCbA, nporoHatow,as
ThIYYLWMWX B BEPb CBOU M0J10BbI fe T ULLEK.

TATbAHA, cTaB nocpefmn KOMHaTbl, HETOPOMNJ/INBO OrNAAbIBaeT
ee. HaBcTpeuy ee B3rnAgy crenble, 3aHeCeHHble CHErOM OKHa.

TATbAHA
MeHS COMHeHUA cMyLLanT
Moviay-nb BNepea, nNonay-nb Hasag,
Ero 3pecb HeT. MeHA He 3HalOT . ..
B3rnsiHy Ha gom, Ha aToT cajg . . .

CKonb3HyNa nansuamMmu rno Kopewky KHurun. Noka ee He
packpbiBas. Mogowia K NOPory caegyownin KOMHaTbI.
OToaBMHYNa KWii, nperpa>kjarnwuin gopory. Ha HeCKobKo
CeKYHA ucyesna 3a gsepbto. NMons3ydacs atum, JETUN LW KW
npopBasinCb B KOMHaTYy U CMOTPAT HA NOCETUTENLHNLY NO
MNTUYLN PACKPLIB PTh.
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PART THREE

FRAGMENT 10

Familiar room in Onegin’s rural house. But it faces the
spectator from another angle, so that the door, which earlier
was deep in the interior and led to the outside, is now shown
from the side, and this door, opened to the neighboring room,
shows the room in perspective. The house is abandoned. The
owner is gone. This is apparent from the already frozen state of
disorder and from the dust that covers things with a gray
shroud. In the middle of the stage the rocking chair, already
familiar to our eye. It is motionless. Behind the door leading to
the neighboring room, the end of a billiard cue juts out, blocking
the way. On the table, among overturned jars and empty flasks,
there are two or three books; one of them is open and lies spine-
upward.

At first the house is silent. Even the wall clock, which has lost
its ticking mechanism, has fallen silent and its pendulum hangs
down motionless.

After apause, somewhere in the distance beyond the walls of the
house, children’s voices and laughter are heard. Then,
somewhat closer, the voice of TATYANA; and then completely
close by, thejangling of a bunch of keys.

TATYANA'SVOICE
I'd like to see the master’s house . ..

The sound of opening doors — first one, then others. On the
threshold, TATYANA. She is wearing a fur cape; on her hands,
mittens. Behind her is the old caretaker, ANISYA, who shoos
away the children poking their heads in through the door.
TATYANA, now standing in the middle of the room, looks
around her unhurriedly. Meeting her gaze are the blind
windows, piled up with snow.

TATYANA
I'm hesitant and full of doubt:
Should 1 go on . .. should I go back?
He isn’'t here ... and no one knows me . ..
I'll have a peek at park and house.

She runs her fingers over the spine of the book. For the moment
she doesn’t open it up. Walks up to the threshold of the
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TATbAHA cHoBa Ha nopore, 0OTAeNANWNM BHY T PEHHIOW
KOMHAaTY 0T Hapy>KHOiA.

AHNCbA
BoT KaMWH;
34ecb 6apuH CUXKUBaAs OfVH.
3/4ecb ¢ HUM o0beabiBasa 3MMOI0
MoKoMHbIN JIeHCKW, Haw cocea.
Ciopfa noxanyiiTe, 3a MHO0.
BoT 3710 6apCcKuii KabuHeT;
34ecb noymBasn OH, Koden Kywan,
Mprkas4yurka goknagbl cnywarn
M KHWXKKY NoyTpy unTan ...
W cTapblini 6apuH 34ech XXKuBan;
Co MHo, 6biBasio, B BOCKPECEHbE,
34ecb Nog OKHOM, HafeB 0YKMU,
MrpaTb n3Bonnn B gypayvku:
[ai 6or gyuwe ero cnaceHbe,
A KOCTOYKaM €ero nokoi.
B mMorune, B MaTb-3eMJie CbIpOWA.

Knwo4yHuya yxogmT, yBoaa geTeil. TATbAHA ogHa. OHa ewye

TaTeana pa3 06xogMT KpYyroMm. Ha cTeHe, Noj CeTKOM, 3aliMliaoLLen oT
1-a Tema o

MyX, NopTpeT BalipoHa. BcmaTpuBaeTCcsi B Hero. Ha cTore,
(1 muH)

PAAOM C YePHWUbHUWLEN MOACHOW 6locT HanoseoHa,
CKpPecTUBLLUEro CBOUN YyryHHble pyku. TATbAHA caguTcas
Kpecso K cTony. 3agymbiBaeTca. M3ganeka cnabbiii n
ApO>Kalynii 3B0H C iepeBeHCKOM KO/TOKObHW. BepoaTHO, Koro-
HNOYAb XOPOHAT. MNMogowna K OKHY U YepTUT Ha MOPO3HbIX €ro
y3opax: E n O. N3pegka noTpeckMBaeT paccoxXwnincs nos.
TATbAHA, BepHYBLWNCL K CTOMY, Yy Tb HAK/IOHUAACH K
KOpeLW Ky KHUIK, neXkallei nepes Hell, pacnaacTas CBOU
cTpaHuubl. YsTaeT.

TATbAHA
MeBey MNaypa n >XyaHa
(MepeBopaynBaeT KHUTY TEKCTOMBBepPX. UnTaeT
pacKpbITYH CTpaHuLy)
«5 coep>XaH — HO YyBCTBUTE/leH K 06ngam;

A CKpoMeH — Ho cebe A 3HaAK Bec,
A nepemMeHYMB — HO M “semper idem”
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neighboring room. Moves aside the billiard cue obstructing the
path. For several seconds she disappears behind the door.
Taking advantage of this moment, the CHILDREN burst into
the room and gaze at the visitor with mouths agape, like little
birds.

TATYANA again stands on the threshold separating the inner
from the outer room.

ANISYA
And here’s his chair, beside the hearth,
Where master used to sit alone;
In wintertime, our neighbor Lensky —
Departed now — would dine with him.
Now follow me, my dear, this way:
And here the master had his study;
It's where he slept and drank his coffee,
Would hear the bailiff give reports
And mornings used to read his books.
My former master lived here, too;
On Sundays, with his glasses on,
He'd deign to play some cards with me.
God grant his mortal soul salvation,
And may his dear old bones be blest
In mother earth, where he’s at rest.

The old CARETAKER exits, ushering out the children.
TATYANA is alone. Once more she does the rounds of the place.
On the wall, under a net protecting it from flies, is a portrait of
Byron. She examines it carefully. On the table, alongside an
inkwell, a waist-high bust of Napoleon, his cast-iron arms
crossed. TATYANA sits down in the armchair at the table. Falls
into thought. In the distance, the weak and trembling ringing of
a church bell. Probably somebody is being buried. Goes up to the
window and outlines on its frosty patterns: E and O. Now and
then the dried-out floor crackles. TATYANA, returning to the
table, bends slightly over the spine of the book in front of her,
separating its pages. Reads.

TATYANA
The Bard of Juan and the Giaour

(Turns the book over so the text is face-up. She
reads from an open page)

“Temperate | am — yet never had a temper;
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S TepnenMeB — HO TepnesiMe B 06pes.
[0/MKHO 6bITh, Y MEHS — Ha TO MOX0Xe —
Mo BHELWHEW KOXeli ABE-TPU CKPbITbIX KOXMU».

MoOMO>KUB KHUTY B TO4Yb B TOYb TAK, KaK OHa fiedkasia, NpoBoauT
KOHLaMW NafbLeB No NycTbiM pylakoHaM, BbICT POUBLIMMCS
BPSf TO4YHO MO HeEMOIi knaBuaType. [Mep ebrpaeT 1

M epesINCTbIBAET KHUTHY.

34ecb Ha NoMAX .. .BOT . ..B3rNsaj BcTpeyaert
UepTbl ero KapaHgatia.

Bespe OHervHa gywa

Cebs HEBOJIbHO BblpadKaeT,

To KpaTKMM CNIOBOM, TO KPECTOM,

To BOMPOCUTENbHBIM KPHOYKOM.

« ..TaMm, rge nog TyMaHHbIMU

M KOPOTKUMMU OAHAMWU poauTCS Nems,
KoTopomMy He 601bHO ymupaTb». MNeTpapka.

OTnoxkuvna KHury. lNMogHAanace. Nogowia K KaMuHY.
Mosopowunna wmunuamm cefble yrnn. OTOPOLLIEHHbIE KAMUHHbIE
W MNubl pe3Ko 3BAKHYN 0 pewleTKy. MNMogowna K 60cTy
HanoneoHa. Bapyr HacTpoeHne TATbAHbDbI pe3ko

nep emMeHWsI0Cb, CAenaB 030PHY rpUMacy YyryHHoOMYy YesioBeyKy
B TPEYrosike, C pyKamMu HakpecT, cama, nepeapasHusas nosy
Be/IMUNA, CKPeCTUNA PYKU HA TPpYyAn, BbINaTUNA ryby u
HaK/oHWNa a-na HanoneoH.

Tenepb Ha NMUe ee HeNb3A OTbICKATbL HWU NeYyasiv, HN WY TKU:
OHO NOMNMPOCTYYTOMJIEHO; MEXK COKaTbIX 6pOB el KakKasa-To HoBas
MbIC/lb. Mea/sieHHO N pa3fenbHo:

Uyaak neyasibHbIA U ONacHbI,
Co3paHbe aga nnb Hebec,

Celi aHren, ceil HagMeHHbI 6ec,
UT0 XX 0H? Y>Kenun nogpaxkaHbe,
HW4YTOXHBIN Npu3pak, uib eLe
MockBUY B raposibj0BOM Mnnatye,
Yy>XUX Npuyyj UCTO/TKOBaHbE,
CnoB MOAHbIX MOSIHbIA NEKCUKOH? . . .
Y> He napoansa v oH?

Y>enb 3aragKy paspewuna?
Y>enn CNoBo HaaeHo?

Mopa, 4ackl 6eryT, s no3abbina,
UTo goma XAYyT MeHA AaBHO.
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Modest | am — yet with some slight assurance;
Changeable too — yet somehow ‘Idem semper’
Patient — but not enamoured of endurance [. . ]
So that | almost think that the same skin

For one without — has two or three within.”4

Replacing the book precisely in the same position as before, she
runs the tips of her fingers across the empty flasks, having
arranged them like a mute keyboard. Fingers the books and
leafs through them.

Here in the margins | can see

The fleeting marks his pencil made;
And on these pages everywhere

| see Onegin’s soul reflected:

In crosses or a jotted note,

Or where he put a question mark.
“There, where the days

Are cloudy and brief,

A race was born,

That did not mourn to die." —Petrarch

She lays aside the book. Gets up. Goes up to the fireplace. Stirs
the grey coals with the tongs. The cast-off fireplace tongs ring
sharply against the grate. Goes up to the bust of Napoleon.
Suddenly TATYANA'’s mood changes sharply, she makes a
naughty grimace at the little cast-iron man in the three-cornered
hat, with his arms crossed on his chest. Mimicking a pose of
greatness, she crosses her arms on her own chest, sticks out her
lower lip, and gives a bow a la Napoleon.

Neither sadness nor joking can now be found on her face: it is
simply exhausted; between her knitted brows, some sort of new
thought. Slowly and clearly articulated.

A dangerous and sad eccentric,
A work of Heaven or of Hell,

4The text Tatyana reads is from the end of Byron’s Don Juan, Canto
XVII, stanza 11, lines 1-4 and 6-8. In her memoirs, “Glazami druga”
(published in Velikoe kul‘turnoeprotivostoyanie. Kniga ob Anne
Gavrilovne Bovshek, Moscow, NLO, 2009, p. 25), Krzhizhanovsky's
wife Anna Bovshek attributes these lines to her husband and assumes
they were autobiographical. — CE
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HaMeK Ha
feTCKyto
neceHKy

HeunsscTH
6ypeT nn (BO
BCSAIK C/yd
6e3 My3K)

Temapo>kka
HO M.6. He
oboe

KoHunTb
MYy3KOW

Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

HanpasnseTca 661710 K iBEPU, HO 3aTeM, BCMOMHUB YTO-TO,
6bICTPbIMY LWHAaraMmm K oKHy. CHAB C pyKUW Bape>KKun, CTUPaeT ¢
3aMep3LUero cCTek1a HavyepyeHHble el 3HaKN MOXKET OblTb, 3TO
«O.E.». Mep3nble 6ykBbl He nogfatoTca. TATbAHA abilwunT Ha
CTEK/I0 M CHOBA pyKaBuLeli Mo ero nosepxHocTun. ObpasyeTcs
NpocBeT, CKBO3b KOTOPbIV BPbIBAEe T CA 3MMHee COMHLE.
TATbAHA, npucnoHMB pyKYy Ko 16y, BrAsabiBaeTCcsa B
3a0KOHHbI Nen3a>k. CAbllWeH roBop e TCKMX rof10CoB 1 Havano
neceHKN e TCKON.

3nmal.. KpecTbsaHUH, TOPXKecTByA,
Ha apoBHAX 06HOBASAET NyTh;

Ero nowapka, cHer novys,
MneteTcsa pbiCbi0 KakK-HUOYAb;
Bpasabl nywuncTblie B3pbiBas,
eTuT KNbUTKa yganas;

AMWNK cNanT Ha 06NyuKe

B Tynyne, B KpacHOM KylUake.

BoT 6eraeTt ABOPOBbIi MasibyuK,
B canasku XyuKy nocagus,
Cebs B KOHA npeobpasus,;
WanyH y> 3aMopo3un/ Nasbynk:
EMy 1 60/1bHO 1 CMELLHO,

A MaTb Fpo3nT emy B OKHO . . .

3a OKHOM e TCKWIA CMeX U NMOBTOP 0AHOI0 U3 KyMN/ieTOB NeCEHKN.
TATbAHA cnywaeT, 0TO0A4A OT OKHa M NPUCNIOHACL K NPUTOJIKe
asepw. MNorom:

MpocTnTe MUPHbBbIE [ONTNHBI,

W Bbl, 3HAKOMBbIX FOp, BEPLUMHBI,
M Bbl, 3HaKoMble neca!

MpocTtun, HebecHas Kpaca,
MpocTn, Becenas npupogal
MeHS0 MUNbIA, TUXUN cBeT

Ha wym 65imcrtaTesibHbIX CyeT. .
MpocTu X 1 Tbl, M0oa cBo6oaa!
Kygaa, 3ayem cTtpemniocs a?

YT0 MHe cynuT cyabba mosa?

(HanpaBnsieTcs K BbIXOAY)
AHTPAKT
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Is he an angel or a demon?

Or something else? An imitation?

An empty phantom or a joke,

A Muscovite in Harold’'s cloak,

A glossary of affectation,

A lexicon of modish words?

Perhaps he’s just a parody.

Can | have solved this daunting riddle,
——— Can | have found the final word?

But now it's late and | must go,

They've long expected me at home.

On the verge of starting off toward the door, she remembers
something, walks with quick steps to the window. Taking off her
mittens, she tries to rub from the frost-encrusted pane of glass
the marks she had etched there:perhaps “O. E."The frozen
letters won'tgive way. TATYANA breathes on the pane and
again rubs its surface with her mitten. A thinned-out patch of
light appears, through which the winter sun breaks through.
TATYANA, pressing her hand to her forehead, gazes out at the
landscape beyond the window frame. The sound of children’s
voices is heard and the beginning of a children’s song.

Ah, wintertime! The peasant, festive,
Creates a passage with his sleigh;
Sensing the snow, his horse is restive,
And canters briskly down the way.

A bold kibitka skips and burrows
And plows a trail of fluffy furrows;
The coachman sits behind the dash

In sheepskin coat and scarlet sash.

A peasant lad is outside sleighing,
His dog is seated on the sled,

While he plays horse and runs ahead.
The rascal froze his fingers playing
And laughs out loud between his howls,
While at the window mother scowls.

Outside the window, children’s laughter and the repetition of
one of the couplets of the song. TATYANA listens, moves away
from the window, and leans up against the lintel of the door.
Then:
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My3blKa
nospHee:
Korpa 6yayT
KOJ10KO/1a

Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

PPArMEHT 11

M3 TeMHOTbI CLEHNYECKOTr0 Ky6a TO/bKO CBEPXY — Uy Tb /1N
He M3 NOoA KOJTIOCHUKOB — NpeAy T peHHMe 3Be34bl. epe3BoH
MOCKOBCKMX COpoKa copokoB. OTnpodyHAHOro 6aca MigaHa
BeniMKOro 0 XAMNKUX UCKAHT OB NpU3acTaBHbIX LLEPKBYLLEK.
CKBO3b KOJIOKOJIbHbIi 3BOH €/1e MPOTUCKMBAETCSA BCT PSAXMBAEMOE
yxabaMun TeHbKaHbe AMCKOr0o KOfoKonbumka. Knburka,
HeBMAMMAs KNOUTKa, MUallascsl CKBO3b HOUb BCe B/IMXKE U
6Ke.

MpuasuraeTca geHb. MNMocTeneHHo fenawn T e pasInymMmMmbiMuy
KOHTYPbI LEPKOBHbIX LWATPOB U 04epTaHue KosIoH4aToro jomMa ¢
Me30HMHOM. 3aTeM, 06pbiBas HOYb M MEPE3BOH, BAPYT APKUM
CBETOM 3aropaeTcs KOMHaTa HaBepXy joMa, B ME30HUHE. Y
cTeHbl Ha guBaHe cTapyxa KHAXHA. OHa ob6no>keHa
nogywkamun. Xyable BAaB/ieHHble WeKN 06BA3aHbl N1aTKoOM. Y
nBepen, Ha TabypeTe, cTapbii cnyra KAJZTIMbIK; oH B
N30pBaHHOM Ka@TaHe, B 04Kax, CbexaBLUUX Ha HOC, C YY/IKOM B

pyKe.

K guBaHy NpuABMHYT KPYTr/blii CTONMK. Ha HeM n
MeAuKaMeHTbl, N Be YalKu Koge, KoTopbiMu KHAXHA
yrowiaeT CBOUX rocTen, NOYTUTENLHO MPUCEBLLNX B KpPecsa, Toke
nocTaB/eHHbIe 0KO/0 NoXKa 60/1bHOM. MocTu 3TU: BA3EMCKUNN
n FTEHEPAT.

BA3SEMCKWNN
(oTKNnagbiBass pyKonuch)
[[oHeHbe Ha MockBYy! 4TO 3HauUuUT BUAETHL cBeT!
Coe >k nyywe?

KHAXHA
«fie Hac HeT».

FEHEPAN
MockBa, Poccum goyb nwobuma,
C0e paBHYy Tebe cbickaTb?

KHAXHA
Kak He niobuTb pogHO MOCKBbI.

FEHEPAN
Mnagble rpaunn MoCKBbI .
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Farewell, my meadows, gentle rills,
Farewell, you too, beloved hills,

And woodlands where | used to roam;
Farewell, familiar beauty’s home.

Farewell, fond nature . .. where | flourished!
I leave your world of quiet joys

For empty glitter, fuss and noise.

Farewell, my freedom, deeply cherished!

Oh, where and why do | now flee?

And what does Fate prepare for me?

(She moves toward the exit)
ENTR'ACTE

FRAGMENT 11

Out of the darkness of the scenic cube, only at the top — just
barely below the theatrical flies — pre-dawn stars. The ringing
of Moscow’s forty-times-forty [churches]. From the deepest bass
of [the Belltower of] Ivan the Great to the fragile descants of the
bells mounted on the tiny gate-tower churches. Barely making
itself heard through all this bell-ringing is the jangling of a
coachman’s bell, rattled by potholes. A carriage, an invisible
carriage, is racing through the night, coming closer and closer.

Day begins. Gradually various shapes can be distinguished: the
contours of hipped [sloping] church roofs and the outline of a
columned house with a mezzanine. Then, breaking into the
night and the ringing of bells, a room at the top of the house, in
the mezzanine, blazes forth suddenly with a bright light. Near
the wall on a couch, the old PRINCESS. She is ensconced in
pillows. Her thin, sunken cheeks are wrapped in a kerchief.
Near the door, on a stool, an old servant, a KALMYK; he is
dressed in a torn caftan, wears glasses that have slipped down
on his nose, and has a stocking in his hand.

A little round table has been pushed up against the couch. On it
are medicines and two cups of coffee, which the PRINCESS is
serving her guests, who have politely seated themselves in two
armchairs, also placed near the sick woman’s bed. These guests
are VYAZEMSKY and the GENERAL.
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BA3SEMCKWNN
Y HOUM MHOTO0 3Be3[ NPeiecTHbIX,
Kpacasuy, MHOro u B MockBe,
Ho apye Bcex noapyr He6ecHbIX
JlyHa B BO34YLUHOW CUHEBE.
Ho Ta, KoTopyio . ..

Peub ero npepbiBaeT CUAbHbLIV CTYKB gBepb. KAJTMbIK
0TKpbiBaeT. B KoMHaTy BBasinsawTca: JIAPUHA,
NMPVOKNBANTKA. Benef 3a HUMU pobka BxoguT TATbAHA.
OHa, KaK 1 ee CyTHULbI, 3aMoTaHa B LWy6bl NoBepx Lwyo,
rosioBKa ee NoOKpbITa ABOHLIM MeX0BbIM KamnLwoHoM. Benep 3a
HUMMW MOPO3HbI/ Nap. Bcried 3a napom fBoe C/Iyr, HArpy><eHHbIX
6aynamu, Bannsamu, CyHagyKaMmm n NTUYbUMU KNeTKamu.
KHAXHA cpafoCTHbIM KPpUKOM NpMBCTana Ha csoem ofpe. Ee
MOCKOBCKWE rocTn, BA3EMCKWW n FEHEPAJI, nogHABLWNCb
CO CBOMX MeCT, OTOLLUNN B CTOPOHY, Yy Tb-UyTb HACMELL/INBO
pasrnaasiBas NpoBMHLMANOB.

NAPVHA
KHs>KHa .........

KHAXHA

NAPVHA
AnuHal

KHAXHA
KT0-6 Mor nogymarts!

NAPNHA
Kak pgaBHoO.

KHAXHA
Ha ponro-ns?

JTAPVHA
Mwunas.

KHAXHA
Ky3unHa.
Capgucb, Kak aTo MyApeHo.
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VYAZEMSKY
There’s such a rush to get to Moscow!
To see the world! But where’s it better?

PRINCESS
Where we are not.

GENERAL
Ah, Moscow, Russia’s favorite daughter.
Where is your equal to be found?

PRINCESS
One has to love our native Moscow!

GENERAL
And all of Moscow’s youthful Graces . ..

VYAZEMSKY
The night has countless stars to light her,
And Moscow countless beauties, too,
And yet the regal moon shines brighter
Than all her friends in heaven’s blue;
But she, whose beauty . ..

His speech is interrupted by a vigorous knock on the door. The
KALMYK opens it. Into the room tumble Mme. LARINA, the
HANGER-ON. Behind them, timidly, TATYANA enters. Like
her traveling companions she is wrapped up in furs on furs.
Above the coat, her little head is covered with a double fur hood.
Frosty air enters after them. Following the air, two servants,
loaded down with valises, trunks, and birdcages. The
PRINCESS, with a delighted shout, rises up in her bower. Her
Moscow guests, VYAZEMSKY and the GENERAL, having risen
from their places, move off to the side, glancing somewhat
bemused at the provincials.

DAME LARINA
Princesse, mon ange!

PRINCESS
Pachette!

DAME LARINA
Alinal
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FEHEPAN
(Txo BASEMCKOMY, uyTb no>Xkas arosieTamu)

Eli-6ory, cueHa n3 poMaHa . . .

NAPVHA
A 310 fo4Yb MosA, TaTbsAHa.

TATbAHA xo4eT 6pocMTCA K TETKY, He CHMMas ceBomx Wwy6. Ho
Ta3akawnsanacs. KAJIMbIK, caenas npefocTeperarwmnii >kecT,
BMecTe ¢ C/TYTOW JTapuHbIX cHUMaT ¢ TaTbAHbI Napy
3UMHUX ofexka. Mo mepe Toro, Kak U3 nog wy6bl, Tynynamu
Tynynuuka HaunHaeT 06puMCcoBbIBATLCA CNepBa
NPUGIN3NTEeNbHbIN, & 3aTeM M TOYHbIA KOHTYP CTPOHON
hurypsbl feBYyLLIKN, a N3 N0 OTKMHYTOro Kanopa u pasmMoTaHHoM’
wasin nosasnsaeTCcAa ee TOHKoe nunko, TEHEPAJI n oTyacTun
BA3EMCKWW cMeHSI0T MPOHMYECKUT B3I HA BOCXULLLEHUS.
FTEHEPAJ] ga>ke 4yTb NPUKPYTUNYC U OJePHYN MYHAUP.

KHAXHA
(pacTporaHHo)
AXx TaH4. Mogonan Ko MHe —
Kak 6yaTo 6peXky s BO CHe.
FEHEPAN
(Hayxo BA3BEMCKOMY)

Kak 6yaTo 6peXky s BO CHe.

KHAXHA
Ky3unHa, noMmHnwb MpaHgncoHa?
Kak 'paHguncoH? . . . a, FpaHancoH!

MPVOKMNBANKA
(NnpoBepsAsA BHECEHHYIO KNafb)
KacTplonbKu, CTyNbs, CYHAYKU,
BapeHbe B 6aHKax, TIOPAKN.
NAPVHA

(nonysakpbiB rnasa)

[Aa, nomMHI0, NOMHI0. [ ae ke oH?

KHAXHA
B Mockse, xunuset y CumeoHa.
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PRINCESS
Who would have thought?

DAME LARINA
How long it’s been!

PRINCESS
You'll stay, of course.

DAME LARINA
My dear!

PRINCESS
Cousina!
But come, sit down ... How strange it is.

GENERAL

(quietly to VYAZEMSKY, slightly shrugging his
epaulettes)

My god — a scene from someone’s novel . ..

DAME LARINA
And here’s my older daughter, Tanya.

TATYANA wants to throw herselfinto her aunt’s arms, without
taking off her fur coats. But the old woman starts to cough. The
KALMYK, with a preemptive gesture, takes the two winter coats
off TATYANA, together with the SERVANT. Slowly, at first
only approximately and then ever more precisely, the slender
contour of a girl begins to take shape from under the fur coat,
rabbit-skin coat and jacket, and from under the thrown-back
hood and unwound shawl a delicate little face appears. As this
process unfolds, the ironic gaze of the GENERAL and to some
extent of VYAZEMSKY changes to a gaze of enchantment. The
GENERAL even twirls his moustache slightly and tugs down
his uniform to straighten it.

PRINCESS

(deeply touched)

Ah, Tanya, sweet, come over here.
| think | must be dreaming, dear.
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MPNXXUNBATKA
Fopwkun, Tasbl . . .
NAPNHA

(o6pbiBasn)

KAJTMbIK
Hy, MHoro Bcsikoro fo6pa.

KHAXHA
MeHA B coUeTbHUK HaBecT U
HefaBHO CblHA OH »XeHW.

M3 BHYTpPeHHUX Bepeli B6eranT eLe fBe MO>KUbIX
POOCTBEHHWLUbI. O6b8TuVA 1 BOCKNNLAHNSA.

MEPBAA POACTBEHHWLUA
Kak TaHA Bbipocna. [aBHoO fib . . .

BTOPAA POACTBEHHWLA
Kak TaH#f Bbipocna.

MEPBAA POACTBEHHWUA
JaBHo-Nb
A KadKeTCA Tebsa KpecTUna?

BTOPAA POOCTBEHHWLA
A A TakK 3a ywwu gpanal

MEPBAA POACTBEHHWLUA
A s TaK Ha pyku 6pana!

KHAXHA

(npnBnekas K ce6e TaHto)

A A TaK NpssHNKOM Kopmunal

BCE CTAPYXW
(BMmecTeE)

Kak Hawwu rogbl To neTtar!

BA3EMCKWN
(TuxoreHepany)

Ho B HUX He BUAHO MepeMeHbI;
Bce B HUX Ha cTapblii 06pasel,.
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GENERAL
(into VYAZEMSKY's ear)
| think | must be dreaming, too.

PRINCESS
Cousine, do you remember Grandison?

DAME LARINA
What Grandison? | never knew . ..
Oh, Grandison! Of course | do.

HANGER-ON
(doing inventory on the household equipment
they brought with them)
They've brought an awful lot of stuff:

The mattresses, the trunks and chairs,
Then jars of jam and kitchen wares.

DAME LARINA
| do remember Grandison.
Where is he now?

PRINCESS
Why, here in Moscow,
He lives nearby St. Simeon’s.

HANGER-ON
More pots and basins, frying pans.

KALMYK
They've brought all sorts of household goods.

PRINCESS
On Christmas Eve he paid a call,
He married off his son this fall.

Two elderly FEMALE RELATIVES run in from the interior
doors. Embraces and exclamations.

FIRST RELATIVE
How Tanya’'s grown! | can’'t believe . ..

SECOND RELATIVE
How Tanya’s grown!
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MEPBAA POOACTBEHHWMUA
Y TeTyWw KN KHAXHbI EneHbl
Bce TOT »Ke THO/1EBbLIN Yenew,.

BTOPAA POACTBEHHWLA
Bce 6enuntca Jlykepbsa JIbBOBHA,
Bce Toxxe mkeT JTio60Bb MeTpoBHa,
MBaH lNMeTpoBMY TakxXe rayn.
CemeH lMeTpoBUY TaKXXe CKyn.

KHAXHA

(NbITasch 0CTaHOBMTbL NOTOK c1oB BTOPOW
POOCTBEHHWLUbI)

Y lMenaren HukonasHbI
Bce 10T Xe Apyr mocbe PUHMYyLW . . .

BA3EMCKWNI
(nogxonsa 6nm>ke n BefAa 3a pyky FTEHEPAA)

O oH, Bce kKny6a 4sieH NCNpaBHbI . . .

NAPUNHA
M TOT Xe WwnuL, N TOT XKe MyX?

KHAXHA
(B380XHYB)
WM TOT >Ke WnuL, 1 TOT XXe MYX.

MEPBAA POACTBEHHWUA
Bce TaK XXe CMUPEH, TaKXe rnyx.

BTOPAA POACTBEHHWLA
M Tak>Xe ecT 1 NbeT 3a [BYX.

JTAPVHA
A 10T ...Ho

KHAXHA
[Mocne Bce paccKaem.
HenpaBpga-nb. Bceli ee pogHe
Mbl TaHI0 3aBTpa >Ke NoKa>keMm.
XKanb, pasbes3)kaTb HET MOUYU MHE.
Ho Bbl 3aMyu4eHbl € Aoporu;
OX, CUMbl HeT .. .ycTana rpyab . . .
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FIRST RELATIVE
| can't believe
How long ago | had you baptized.

SECOND RELATIVE
And how | pulled you by the ears!

FIRST RELATIVE
(drawing TANYA to her)

| used to hold you when you cried!

PRINCESS
| used to give you gingerbread!

ALL THE LADIES
Good gracious, how the years do fly!

VYAZEMSKY
(quietly, to the GENERAL)

In them though, nothing ever changes;
The same old patterns still prevail.

FIRST RELATIVE
Old Aunt Elena still takes snuff,
Still wears that same old satin bonnet.

SECOND RELATIVE
Lukerya Lvovna still wears powder,
Lyubov Petrovna still tells lies,
Ilvan Petrovich — no more bright,
Semyon Petrovich — just as tight.

PRINCESS

(Trying to stop the flow of words from the
SECOND RELATIVE)

And Pelageya Nikolavna
Still has her friend, Monsieur Finmouche . ..

VYAZEMSKY
That model member of the Club.

DAME LARINA
The same old pooch and same old spouse?
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BA3EMCKWNI
(ocTOpo>KHO NogcTynas)

Y Hac Tenepb AOPOrv MNjaoxwu,
MocTbl 3a0bITbie THUIOT . . .

NAPVHA
(nogxBaTbIBasA)

Ha cTaHumuax KAonbl ga 6510xu
3acHYTb MUHYTbI He AaloT.

BA3EMCKWNI
Korga 6naromy npocseLeHbto
OTgBuHeM 6onee rpaHuL,
Co BpemMeHeM (M0 pacymcieHbHo
dunocopuyecknx Tabnumu,
JleT upes3 NATbLCOT) AOPOrN BEPHO
Y Hac nameHaTca 6e3mepHo.
(BCE oT TATbAHbI 0 KAJTMbIKA cnywaioT
KaK CKa3sKy)

LW occe Poccuto 3gecb 1 TyT
CoeiHMB, NepeceKkyT,
MocCTbl YyryHHble Ype3 BoAbl
LarHyT LUNPOKOI AYrOW,
Pa3gBuHem ropbl, noj BoAoM
Mpopoem Aep30CTHbIe CBOAbI.

FrEHEPAN
A 3aBefeT KpeLw,eHHbI Mup
Ha Kakgon cTaHumMm TpakTump.
MEPBAA POACTBEHHWLA
(HaK/oOHUBLWMKUCL K N1IeBOMY Yy XYy TaHun)

B3rnsaHu Haneso I'IOCKOpeVI.

BTOPAA POACTBEHHWLA
(BApyroe yxo)

B3rnsiHW HaseBo nockope.

TATbAHA
Haneso.? 'ge? YTto Tak Takoe?
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PRINCESS
(Sighing)

The same old pooch and same old spouse.

FIRST RELATIVE
Who's just as meek and deaf, it's true . ..

SECOND RELATIVE
And still consumes enough for two.

DAME LARINA
The other . ..

PRINCESS

But we'll talk tomorrow.
And straightway, too, to all her kin
We'll show your Tanya. What a sorrow
That paying visits does me in . ..
But you're exhausted from your journey,
And I've no strength . . .it's hard to breathe.

VYAZEMSKY
(cautiously approaching her)

Our roads today are truly bad;
Neglected bridges rot and fall.

DAME LARINA
Bedbugs and fleas at every station
Won't let the traveler sleep at all.

VYAZEMSKY
When we have broadened education,
The time will come, without a doubt,
(By scientific calculation
Within five hundred years about)
When our old roads’ decayed condition
Will change beyond all recognition.
(Everyone from TATYANA to the KALMYK
listens, as if to a fairy-tale)
Paved highways, linking every side
W ill cross our Russia far and wide;
Above our waters iron bridges
Will stride in broadly arching sweep;
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MEPBAA POOCTBEHHUMLUA
BoT oTowen ...BOT 6OKOM cTan . . .

TATbAHA
(ucnyraHHoO)

KT0? ToncTblA 3TOT reHepan?

KHAXHA
Ho Bbl 3aMyU4eHbI C AOPOTK;
EpnBa, eaBa Tackaw HOrW.
Mof cTapocTb XXU3Hb Takasl rafocTb . . .

FrEHEPAN
(B340OXHYB)

MeuTbl, MeyTbl. ['4e Bawa cnafocTb?

BA3EMCKWNI
(A3BMTENbLHO)

W BeuyHas K Hell pudma MnafocThb.

KHS>XHA npuscTana, ee noggep>kmsanoT BASEMCKUN n
FTEHEPAJI, ogHa pyKa ee Ha rosioBke TATbAHDbI, no3sagn
cnegyroT POACTBEHHWUbBI, JTAPUHA n CNIYT . KopTe>k He
TOBEHYaIbHOro, He Tonorpe6asibHOro TwUNa.

KHAXHA
OX, CUJbl HET . . .. ycTana rpyab . . .
MoiigemMTe BMecTe OTAOXHYTh.

LLllecTBME MefIeHHO HanNpaB/ifAeTCA K iBEPU, PackpblThble
CTBOPKU KOTopoii nogaep>kusaeT C/TYTA-KAJTMbIK).

OPPArMEHT 12

Ban B BeNIMKOCBE T CKOM MeTepbyprckom canoHe. Bee 3annTo
APKUM CBETOM. MY>XUYMHbI BO (hpaKax U B NnapafgHbiX MyHANpax.
J.ambl B BeUEpPHUMX TyaneTax. TaHUbl elwe He HaunHanucs. Koro-
TOOKAYT. CobupalTCa rocTu, pacnpefenatowmecs No rpynnam.
CneBay aBaHCLEeHbI rpynna cBeTCKUX MOJIOAbIX Nl0Aeli, cnpasa,
no>kunoii CEPANTbLIN TOCMNOAUNH, OKPY>KEHHbIW, rNaBHbI
o6pa3omM famamu. JTakeun pasHocaT PPYKThl U
NpoxaafgnTenbHble HANMUTKM.
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We'll dig bold tunnels ‘neath the deep
And even part whole mountain ridges;

GENERAL
And Christendom will institute
A pub at every stage en route.

FIRST RELATIVE
(bending over Tanya’s left ear)
Look quickly to your left, my dear.

SECOND RELATIVE
Look quickly, Tanya, to your left.

TATYANA
My left? But why? What's there to see?.

FIRST RELATIVE
He just moved off . . . He's turning round.

TATYANA
(Frightened)

That fat old general, do you mean?

PRINCESS
But here your trip has left you haggard.
| drag about like some poor laggard.
When one gets old, life turns oppressive . ..

GENERAL
(sighing)
O dreams! O dreams! Where have you vanished?

VYAZEMSKY
(venomously)
So take the rhyme! Where’s youth been banished?

PRINCESS gets up, supported by VYAZEMSKY and the
GENERAL, one hand resting on TATYANA’s head; the
FEMALE RELATIVES, LARINA, and the SERVANTS follow
her: the cortege partly recalls a wedding, partly a funeral.

PRINCESS
I've got no strength . . . this weary breast
Let’s all go have a nice long rest.
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OPAXNbIN CAHOBHUK

(oH TYTHA yx0, n noTtomy CEPANTOMY
rOCNOAVNHY, KoTopblA NPOAC/I>XKAaeT C HUM
crnop, NPUXOAN T CA NOYTU KPpU4aTh)

MuwnTe oabl, rocnoaa,

Kak nx nucanau B MOLW,HbI rofbl,

Kak 6b1/10 BCTapb 3aBefieHo . . .

CEP,EI,I/ITbII7I rocnognH
OfHN TOpXXeCcTBeHHbIe 04bl?
W, nonHo, Apyr, He BCe /b paBHO?

,EI,PFlXI'IbIIZ CAHOBHWK
Ho BCe B 3N1€rMN HUYTOXKHO;
MycTas uenb ee xaska;
Mex TeM Uenb oAbl . . .

CEPONTLIVN rocnoamH
TyT 6bIJI0 MOXKHO
MocnopuTb HaMm, HO A MONYY:
[Ba BeKa ccopuUTb He Xouy.

B rny6uHe 3ana NO>XKMWMO0M Y>Ke rocTh; Y HETO TYYHOe, HO
KOPOTKOE TY/I0BULLE HA ANIMHHBIX U TOHKUX HOTax; nognupaeTca
nasikoW; ronosa, noBAsaHHas 6esbIM 6aHTOM r/1y60K0 Bpocsia B
nneyun. NMpu BUAE ero rpynna apxXuBHbIX LOHOLL e 0XKNBMISIETCS.

1-1 MONTOA0ON YEMOBEK
YrproMbIX TpOKa ecTb MeBL,OB.

2-1 MONOAOW YENOBEK
LLnxmaTos.

3-1 MON1O40W YE/TIOBEK
LLlaxoBCcKoOW

1-1 MONTO40M YENOBEK
LLUvwkos.

2-1 MOJTOA0OW YENTOBEK
YMy ecTb Tporika cynoctatoB —

3-1 MONOAOWM YEJTIOBEK
LLnwkoB Haw.
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The procession slowly moves toward the door, whose two opened
panels are supported by the SERVANT-KALMYK.

FRAGMENT 12
Ball in a Petersburg salon. Everything is bathed in bright light.
Men are dressed in frock-coats and military-dress uniforms.
Ladies are in full evening wear. The dances haven't started.
They're waiting for someone. Guests gather, dividing into
groups. To the left, avant-scene, a group of worldly young men;
to the right, an elderly ANGRY GENTLEMAN, surrounded
mostly by ladies. Lackeys serve fruit and cold drinks.

DECREPIT DIGNITARY

(He’s hard of hearing, so the ANGRY GENT
arguing with him almost has to shout)

Write odes, good sirs, write odes, | say,
The way they did in former times,
As in those mighty days of yore . ..

ANGRY GENT
Just solemn odes . . . and nothing more?
Oh come now, friend, it's all the same.

DECREPIT DIGNITARY
Your elegies have petty aims,
Their want of purpose is absurd,
Whereas the Ode . ..

ANGRY GENT
One might object,
But I'll be mute; | don't propose
To bring two centuries to blows.

In the depth of the hall, an elderly guest appears; he has a stout
but short torso on long, thin legs; he props himself up with a
stick; his head, wrapped in a white bow, has grown deeply into
his shoulders. Seeing him, the archival youths perk up.

Ist YOUNG MAN
A troika of our gloomy singers ...5

5The “archival youths,” whom Pushkin notes in Eugene Onegin, ch. 7,
XLIX: 1-8, are given his early ditty “YrpiombIx Tpolika ecTb NeBLIOB”
(1815) to enact, which satirizes the linguistic conservatives. — CE
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1-1 MOTOA40M YENOBEK
LLIaxoBCKOIA.

2-1 MOJTOA0M UENOBEK
LLnxmaros.

3-1 MOJTO40M YE/TOBEK
Ho kTo rnyneii n3 Tpomku 3710047

1-1 MOTOA40M YENOBEK
LLInwkos.

2-1 MOJTOA0OW YE/TOBEK
LLinxmaToB.

3-1 MONOAON YENMOBEK
LLIaxoBCKOIA.

FOCTb, 3/106H0 ornAgbiBasgicb HaA apXMBHUKOB, NPOXOANT MUMO,
cTyya nankoMn.

1-1 MONTOA0ON YENOBEK
A BOT Ha annrpamMmmebl naAKMVI,
Ha Bce cepanTbI FOCMOAVH . . .

2-1 MOJTOA0M UENOBEK
Ha yail X03aWCcKUiA, cnMw KoM cnagkui,
Ha nnockocTb AamM, Ha TOH MY>XUYUH . . .

3-1 MON1O40M YE/TOBEK
Ha To/ikn nNpo pomaH TyMaHHBbI,
Ha BeH3enb, ABYM cecTpuLaMm AAaHHBbIN . . .

4-1 MOJTOA0W YUENOBEK
Ha noXb >XypHasioB, Ha BOMHY,
Ha cHer n Ha CBOI >XEeHY.

1-1 MOJTO40M YUENOBEK
A BOT lNMponacos, 3acny>XnBLLW
M3BECTHOCTb HN30CTbIO CBOEN AyLUN,

4-A MO]'IO,D,OIZ YEJ/IOBEK
Bo Bcex anib6omMax NpUTYNMBLINIA
, CBOM KapaHjawu.

B rny6uHe 3ana nosasnseTca OHEMMH.
KKasi My3ka?
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2ndYOUNG MAN
Shikhmatov.

3rdYOUNG MAN
Shakhovskoy.

Ist YOUNG MAN
Shishkov.

2ndYOUNG MAN
A troika hostile to the mind.

3rdYOUNG MAN
Shishkov.

Ist YOUNG MAN
Shikhmatov.

2 dYOUNG MAN
Shakhovskoy.

3rdYOUNG MAN
But who's the dumbest of the three?

Ist YOUNG MAN
Shishkov.

2ndYOUNG MAN
Shikhmatov.

3rdYOUNG MAN
Shakhovskoy.

The GUEST, glancing spitefully at the archival youths, walks
by, thumping his stick.

st YOUNG MAN
There’s one, a fan of epigrams,
A gentleman who's always cross . . .

2 dYOUNG MAN
At tea too sweet to tolerate,
At banal ladies, men who shout,

3rdYOUNG MAN
At novels hard to figure out,
The badge on those two maids-in-waiting.
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1-1 MOTOA40M YENOBEK
Yxenb OHervH?

2-1 MOJTOA0M UENOBEK
To4HO, OH.

3-1 MOJTO40M YE/TOBEK
J[aBHO N K Ham OH 3aHeceH?

1-1 MONTO40M YE/IOBEK
Bce TOT Xe-/1b OH, Wb YCMUPWUIICA?
Mnb KOpuuT Tak>Xe yypgaka?

2-1 MOJTOA0OW YENOBEK
CKaxxuTe, 4em OH BO3BpaTUICA?
YT0o Ham npeacTaBuUT OH noka?

3-1 MONOAON YENNOBEK
YeM HblHe saBUTCS ? MesIbMOHTOM,
KocmononuTtom, naTpmoTom . . .

1-1 MOJTO40M UENOBEK
FaponbfoM, KBABEPOM, XaHXEMN,
Mnb MackoW WerosibHeT UHOW . . .

BA3EMCKWM
(nogxoas)

Mnb npocTo 6yaeT fo6pblA Manbiii,
Kak Bbl, Aa s, KaK Uenblii cBeT?

1-1 MOJTO40M UENOBEK
Mo KpalHe Mepe MO COBET:
OTcTaTb OT MOAbl 06BeTLanon.

MPOJTIACOB

(Noaxo4s, NMpucnywmnBasicb U NoTupasi pykn)

[,0B0/1bHO OH MOPO4YMN/ CBET.

BA3EMCKUNN
(npo ce64)

BOT KpPYMHOIA cOMblo CBETCKOW 3/10CTU
CTan 0XXUBNSATLCA pasrosop.

MPOJIACOB
Mo KpalHel Mepe, MOV COBET.
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4thYOUNG MAN
The falsehoods in reviews, the war,
The snow ... his wife ... and so much more.

st YOUNG MAN
And there’s Prolazov, celebrated
For loathsomeness of soul — a clown.

4thYOUNG MAN
Saint-Priest, whose pen has decorated
So many albums all through town.

what music? (ONEGIN appears in the depth of the hall.)

Ist YOUNG MAN
Is that Onegin?

2ndYOUNG MAN
Yes, indeed.

3rdYOUNG MAN
And what ill wind blew him our way?

st YOUNG MAN
Is he the same, or has he learned?
Or does he play the outcast still?

2ndYOUNG MAN
In what new guise has he returned?
What role does he intend to fill?

3rdYOUNG MAN
Childe-Harold? Melmoth for a while?
A Quaker? . ..or perhaps a bigot?

1st YOUNG MAN
Cosmopolite? A Slavophile?
Or will he sport some other mask?

VYAZEMSKY

(Coming up to them)

Or maybe he’s a decent chap,
Like you and me, like all the world.
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BA3EMCKUNN
(MPOJIACOBY)

3Hakom oH Bam?

MPOJIACOB
(YKN0OH4YMBO)

N pa v Her.

BA3SEMCKUN
3ayem e TaK Heb6/1arocK/IoHHO
Bbl 0T3blBaeTeCb 0 HEM
3aT0 Nlb, YTO Mbl HEYTOMOHHO,
Xnonoyem, cyanum 060 BCeM.

(1-n APX. KOH. Mo>kaB nnevyamu, oTxoanT)

UTo NbINKUX AYLW HEOCTOPOXHOCTb
Camon6MBYH HUUYTOXHOCTb

Mnb ockop6nsieT, Uib CMeLnT,
YTo yMm, Nobs NpocTop, TECHUT.

(2-n APX. KOH. To>ke oToLen)

UTO C/IMWIKOM YacTo pasrosopbl . . .

CEPANTbIV FOCMNOANH.
(MPOHUYECKN NOK/TOHUNBLUUCD)

MpuHATL Mbl paabl 3a gena . . .

BA3EMCKUNN
(ropsiuo)

UTO0 rnynocTb BeTpeHa u 3na,
YUT0 BaXXHbIM N0AAM BaXXHbl B340pbl,

(OTxogMT OTNopegeBLl e rpynnbl —
Hanpasnasacb K OHEITMHY, ycnes 6pocuTb
noyTu Yepes nJeyo)

M 4To nocpefcTBEHHOCTbL 0A4HA
Ham no nneyy n He cTpaHHa.

(Mo>knmasa pyky OHETVNHY gpy><ecku)

OH BO3Bpartusica u nonan . . .

OHEIMH
Kak Yaukuin, ¢ kopabnsa Ha 6an.
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Ist YOUNG man
In any case, here’'s my advice:
Give up a role, when it's outmoded.

PROLAZOV

(Coming up to them, listening in rubbing his
hands)

He’'s gulled the world quite long enough.

VYAZEMSKY
(To himself)

So now our talk will come alive
And on the spice of malice — thrive.

PROLAZOV
Just be like you and me: be nice,
| quite agree . . . that's good advice.
VYAZEMSKY

(to PROLAZOV)
You know him then?

PROLAZOV
(deferentially)
Not really, no.

VYAZEMSKY
But why on earth does he inspire
So harsh and negative a view?
Is it because we never tire
Of censuring what others do?

(IstARCHIVAL YOUTH, shrugging his
shoulders, walks off)

Because an ardent spirit’s daring
Appears absurd or overbearing
From where the smug and worthless sit?
Because the dull are cramped by wit?
(2 dARCHIVAL YOUTH also walks off)

And we indulge in idle talk . ..
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BA3EMCKWNI
M nyTewecTtBusa . . .

OHEIMH
... emy.

Kak Bce Ha cBeTe Hajgoenu
A Hayan cTpaHcTBUA 6e3 uenu . . .
M Bclogy MEPKaHTUNbHbIN AyX
Bcsak cyeTuTcs, JXKET 3a ABYX.
Tocka...
A Bnaen Tepek CBOEHPaBHbIN
KpyTble poeT 6epera
CTOWT 0/1€Hb CKJ/IOHUB pora.

BA3EMCKWH
Mpen HUM NapuT open Aep>KaBHbIN,

OHEIMMH
Ero mbl 04eHb CMUPHBLIM 3HAU
Korga He Hawwm nosapa
Opna AByrnaBoro wunanu
Y BboHanapToBa wWarpa.

BA3EMCKWNI
A nocetun nn Tl TaBpuay:
C Atpugom cnopun tam MNMwnnag . ..

OHETVH
Tam 3akonosica Mutpugar.

BA3EMCKWNI
MpekpacHbl Mbl, 6pera TaBpuabl
Korga Bac Buauib ¢ kopabns
Mpwu cBeTe yTpeHHelh Knnpugbl,

OHET'VH
Kak Bac BnepBoii yBugen 1.
A BOT NMYCTbIHM CTOPOXX BEYHbI
CTeCHEeHHbIi X0NMaMu BOKpPYT,
CTonT BewTy OCTPOKOHEUHbIN
M 3eneHerwnin Mawyk.

BA3EMCKWM
« »
Malwyk, nogaTesnib CTPYN LenebHbIX,
BOprrpyqbeBerosonme6Hux-—
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ANGRY GENT
(bowing ironically)
But never seem to walk the walk.

VYAZEMSKY
Because stupidity is wicked
And malice rules the petty mind;

(Leaves the thinning group and heads for
ONEGIN, managing to shove and shoulder his
way out)

And mediocrity alone

Is what we like and call our own.

(Shakes ONEGIN’s hand in a friendly fashion)

And here you are!
ONEGIN
Like Chatsky, straight from boat to ball.

VYAZEMSKY
And travels? . ..

ONEGIN
As boring as all else on earth.
| felt a restless, vague ambition,
A craving for a change of air;
| roamed about to see the world,
And everywhere the merchant rules —
All bustle, lies, and greedy fools.
Ennui!
| saw the willful Terek roar
Outside its banks in wayward flow,
A standing stag, with antlers low.

VYAZEMSKY
And saw the Russian eagle soar.

ONEGIN
Although he’s grown quite tame of late:
Since foreign cooks, if not our own,
Have plucked his double-headed pate —
When Bonaparte attacked his throne.
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OHEIMH
BonbHbIX TeCHUTCA 61eAHbIN Poid;
KT0 >kepTBa 4ecTtn 60eBOM.

BA3EMCKWI
(cHM3MB ronoc)

KTo MNMoyeuysa, k1o Kunpugbl;
MpekpacHbIl Bbl, 6pera Taspuabl . . .

OHEIMH
3a4yem s nynei B rpyab He paHeH?
3a4yem He XUJbIA A CTapuK,
3ayeM He 4YyBCTBYIO B MnJieye
XoTb peBMatn3amMa ? — ax cos3garesib.
A monof, XXN3Hb BO MHE Kperka;
Yero mMHe »gaTb? TOoCKa, TOCKa.

BA3EMCKWI
KTo cTpaHHbIM CHaM He npegaBasca?

OHEIMH
KTo 4UepHUX cBeTCKOW He uyxpaascs —

BA3SEMCKWM
Apyrve gHn, gpyrue cHol;
CMI/Ipl/II'II/ICb Bbl, MOEW BeCHblI
BblCOKOI‘IaprIe Me4dTaHbA,
N B noaTuyeckuii 6okan
Boabl 8 MHOro nogmetruan.

OHETIVH
Ho rpycTHoO AyMaThb, 4TO HamnpacHo
Bblsla HAM MO/1040CTb AaHa,
UT0o M3MeHANN eli BCeYacTHo,
UTo 06MaHyna Hac oHa;
UT0o HalW SyyLIne XKesaHbs.

BA3EMCKWIH
UTo HalWnM cBeXXMUe MeyTaHbs . . .

OHEIMH
WcTnenn 6bicTpoii Yepenoi,
Kak NnncTbsa 0CeHbl THUMON.
B Ty nopy MHe Ka3a/iucb HY>Hbl
MycTbIHW, BO/TH Kpasi XXeMUYYXHblI,
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VYAZEMSKY
And did you visit Tauris, too?
The land where Homer’s heroes fought?

ONEGIN
And where King Mithridates died!

VYAZEMSKY
O lovely land, you shores of Tauris —
From shipboard looming into sight,
All beautiful, you rose before us,
Like Venus bathed in morning light.

ONEGIN
As | first saw you from a ship.
And then my gazing eye discovered
Beshtu, the watchman of the waste,
Sharp-peaked and ringed by hills, it hovered
Above Mashuk, the green-encased.

VYAZEMSKY
Mashuk, the source of healing waters,
Around whose magic brooks and streams . . .

ONEGIN
A swarm of pallid patients press,
All victims — some, of war’s distress.

VYAZEMSKY
(lowering his voice)

And some of Venus . . . some of piles.
O lovely Tauris, land of smiles . ..

ONEGIN
Oh, why have | no bullet wound?
And why am | not old and bent,
Or why not crippled with arthritis,
Or touched at least by some bursitis?
O Lord, I'm young and hale, you see.
What lies ahead? Ennui! Ennui!

VYAZEMSKY
Who hasn’t known exotic visions?

ONEGIN
Or scorned the social mob’s decisions?
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M Mops Wwym, u rpyabl ckas,
W roppoii fesbl ugean.

OTX0AST B CTOPOHY U caasTCa CMUHOW K BXOAY.

venyeT 13 LeH T pancHoh geepn TATbAHA ¢ my>kem — FTEHEPAJIOM.
MEATEHA, ] lonoT BOCXULLEHUS.

obpas
TTbsIHbI <
KK f1aH BA3SEMCKINW
3Aece, (06epHyBLLKCD)
OK/10 2 M.
YTto Tam? Tonna 3akKosiebanach,
Mo 3ane wonot npob6exan . ..
HEMMHATT S OHEFMH He o6opaymBaeTCA, OH MOrPy>XeH B CBON MbIC/N.
MO/THO3BYYHO
3aTem o o
Bo3BpaLaeT 1-1 MOJTO40N HEJTIOBEK
€A KCTPYHH, He xonogHa, He rosopnusea.
4TO06 AaTh
MecTo 2-1 MOJTIOA40M YENOBEK
p3rspam

Be3 B3opa Harsoro A8 BCex.

1-1 MOJTO40M UENOBEK
Be3 npuTA3aHUii Ha ycnex,

2-1 MOJTOA0M UEMOBEK
Be3 3TuX MmaneHbKnx Y>XUMOK.

3-1 MON1O40W YE/TOBEK
Bbe3s noapaxatesibHblX 3aTen ...
Bce TUX0 TaK u“ NnpocTo B Hewn.

1-1 MOJTO40M UENIOBEK
BoT cena tuxo v rnagnt
JTo6yacb LWYMHOW TECHOTOH,
MenkaHbeM nnaTbeB. y cToM1a
C 6nectawe HMHoM BopoHCcKoto,
Celhn Kneonatpoto Hesbl:

2-1 MOJTOA0OW YENOBEK
M BepHO cornacuTtechb Bbl,
YTo HMHa MpaMoOpHOWM Kpacot
3aTMUTb coceKy He morna 6.

(O6a ero ToBapuLa HaK/IOHAKT r010BbI.)
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VYAZEMSKY
Ah, better days ... and better dreams.
You've been subdued, you vaulting schemes
Of springtime and of vanished youth.
And in this poet’s cup of mine,
I now mix water with my wine.

ONEGIN
How sad that youth with all its power
Was given us in vain . .. to burn,

That we've betrayed it every hour
And were deceived by it in turn,
waltz That all our finest aspirations . ..

VYAZEMSKY
Our brightest dreams and inspirations . ..

ONEGIN
Have withered with each passing day,
Like leaves . .. dank autumn rots away.

Back then, it seemed, | had a need

For wilderness and frothing waves,
Those massive cliffs, the pounding sea,
The vision of a “maiden free.”

They go off to the side and sit down, back to the entrance.

minuet From the central door, TATYANA with her husband, THE
slowimage  GENERAL. A murmur of admiration.

of Tatyana
as given
here, VYAZEMSKY
abOLth What's that? The crowd is all astir,
mins. A whisper’s running through the hall . . .
begins in doesn't turn around, he is sunk in his own thoughts.
full sound,
then Ist YOUNG MAN
returns to She’s neither cold, nor too effusive.
the strings,
to make
place 2ndYOUNG MAN

for the She casts no haughty gaze around.
conversation

Ist YOUNG MAN
She makes no effort to astound.
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OPAXJIbIA CAHOBHUK

(Hayxo CEPOUNTOIO roCroanHaA,
yKasblBas Ha M0JI00r0 Yesi0BeKa, KOTOopblIii

Mpa4vyHo NPUC/I0OHACHL K iBEPU, He CNycKaeT rnas
¢ TATbAHDI).

OAWH KaKoli-To WyT neyvyanbHOMN
Ee

(>KecT B CTOPOHY TaTbsHbI)

HaxoauT VaeanbHoli.

CEPANTbLIV FOCNOANH
(TO>XKe Ha yX0, HO TPOMKO N A0BUTO)

W, NpUCNOHNBLLUCL Y ABEpPEA
D/1ernto roToBUT eid.

BOPOHCKAS4A
(TaTbsAHe, ykasbiBasa Ha OHervHa)

Ho 3To KTO B TO/IME n3bpaHHON
CTONT 6€3MO/IBHbIA N TYMaHHbIR?
[Ns BCex OH KaXXeTCs YYy>KUM.
MenbKawT inya nepes HUM,

Kak psag LOKYYHbIX NPUBUAEHUIA
UT0, CNAMH Nb CTpaxayuiasa crnecb
B ero nnue? 3ayem oH 34ecb?

KTo0 OH Takos?

TATbAHA
(npo ceb64)
Yxenb OHermnH?

OHETVIH
(BbINAA N3 3a8yMUYMBOCT L)
A >xun Torga B Opecce nblAbHOMN
(3ameTwnn TaTbAHY)

A rge, 6UWb MOl pacckas HECBS3HbIN.
B Opecce nNbibHOM, A ckasan.

MeHyeT
4 S Mor ckasaTh . . .
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2 dYOUNG MAN
No little grimaces or smirks.

3rdYOUNG MAN
No imitative affectations.
All calm, and with a simple air.

Ist YOUNG MAN
She’s seated now and looks about,
She’s taking in the buzzing crowd,
The sparkling gowns. Beside her sits
The brilliant Nina Voronskaya,
That Cleopatra of the north.

2ndYOUNG MAN
But surely you'll agree, my friends,
That even Nina's marble beauty,
Cannot eclipse her neighbor’s light.

(Both men nod in agreement.)

DECREPIT DIGNITARY

(shouting into the ear of the Angry Gent and
pointing to a Young Man who is leaning
gloomily against the door)

That mournful joker seems to feel
(makes a gesture in TATYANA's direction)

He’'s finally found his “true ideal.”

ANGRY GENT
(also into his ear, but loudly and maliciously)

I'm sure he’s quite prepared to write
An elegy to ease his plight.

VORONSKAYA
(To Tatyana, pointing out ONEGIN)

Who's that | see among the chosen,

That figure standing mute and frozen?

That stranger no one seems to know?

Before him faces come and go,

Like specters in a bleak procession.

What is it . .. martyred pride or spleen

That marks his face? What's brought him here?
Who is he, though?



154 Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

BA3EMCKWNN
B Opecce rpsisHoii.
WM TyT 6bl NpaBo He cosrasn.

OHEIMH
Yxenu ...

BA3EMCKUM
UT0 ¢ TO60 EBreHunin?

OHEIMH
Y>enb oHa? HO TOYHO.. HeT
Kak ? V3 rnywin CTENHbIX CENEHWUI . . .

BA3EMCKUMN
Thbl el 3HaKoM?

OHEIMH
A vm cocepg.

BA3EMCKWN
O Tak noivigem >ke. CrioB HeT.
Du comme il faut. LUnwkos, npocTu:
He 3Halo, Kak nepeBecTu.

(B3as OHEI'MHA nopg pyKy, BeleT ero K
TATbAHE n ee my>Ky; B 3TOBPEMS TUXO
3a3Byyasia My3blKa 1 jBUTar L mecs napbl
3amMef1AT Wwarn).

HWKTO 6bl B HelA HalT He mor
Toro, 4YTo MOA0I caMoBNaACTHOM
BbICOKOM MTIOHAOHCKOM KPYTy
3oseTtca vulgar. He mory . . .
J1t06/1t0 51 04eHb 3TO C/I0BO,

Ho He mMory nepeBecTu.

OHO y Hac NoKaMecT HOBO,

M BpsAa Nn 6bITb EMY B YECTU . . .

CEPANTbLIV FrOCNOANH
(MMMO KOTOPOro OHU NPOXOANT)
OHo 6 rognsiocb B anurpamme.

BA3EMCKWNN
(oTBepHyNcA OTHeNpoLWweHHOro cobecegHUKa)
Ho o6bpauwatocb K Hallel game.
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TATYANA
(to herself)
Is that Eugene?

ONEGIN

(emerging from his reverie)

I lived in dusty, dry Odessa . ..
(He notices Tatyana)

But where’s my rambling story headed?
| think | said: Odessa, dry . ..
I could have said . ..

VYAZEMSKY
Odessa muddy,
And sure enough — that’s not a lie.

ONEGIN
Could it be true? . ..

VYAZEMSKY
What's wrong, Onegin?

ONEGIN
Is that Tatyana? ... Yes ...and yet ...
Impossible! From those backwoods . ..

VYAZEMSKY
You know her?

ONEGIN
We were neighbors, Prince.

VYAZEMSKY
You'll find her very comme il faut.
(Shishkov, be kind and let it pass,
| can't translate this phrase, alas.)

(Takes ONEGIN by the arm, leads him to
TATYANA and her husband; at this time music
quietly begins to sound, and the moving couples
begin to slow their steps)

She doesn’t have the slightest trace
Of what the London sets decry

As vulgar. 1 won't even try

To find an adequate translation
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MogsognT OHEIMMHA Kk TATbAHE n TEHEPANTY. OHETIMH
LeslyeT CNOKOMHO NPOTSAHYTYI0 eMY PYKY, K/IaHSAeT A My>K
TATbAHBIAMWNTPOBHbI. Pa3pocTarwwmecs 3ByKnN My3blKU
JenalnT HecnblWKUMbIM UX pa3rosop. TATbAHA sBnonHe
cnokoviHa. OHET MH cnepBa cMylleH, NOTOM 0>KMB/ISIETCS, HO B
9TOBPeMS HeCNbIWHO No4/eTeBW NI TaHLop yBlieKaeT
TATbAHY B Kpy>KeHue TaHua. BA3EMCKW W yxoanT BMecTe C
FTEHEPAJZIOM. OHEIH ocTaeTca 04UH Y NyCcTOro Kpecsa
TATbAHbDbI. Ene 3aMeTHbLIM [BUXXEHWUEM OH TOSIKAET €ro Py4Ky
— MO>KeT eMy BCMOMHMW/Iach peneTnLUms ¢ KPecsioM-Kavasikomn
— HO 30/104eHbI (POTENIb CTOMT KPENKO N HEMOABUXKHO Ha
CBOMX U30MTHY T bIX HOXKKaX. MocTeneHHo WyM MY3blKW
yTuwaeTcaum yTuxaeT: Ho TATbAHA He Bo3BpawaeTca K
CBOEMY NpPeXXHeMY Kpecny. [lecAaTOK pyK YCy>XNBO
NojOABUHYNW el Kpecsio B LPYFOM KOHLe 3ana. Bokpyr ee
«TeMHas pamMa My>4UunH». OHa HEMPUHY>KAEHHO U CMOKOWHO
0TBeYaeT Ha NbCTUBbIE MOKNOHbLI N c/10Ba. B rpynne okosno
TATbAHbI pasrosop — o4veBugHo 06 OHEIMHE.

CEPANTbLIV TrOCMNOAUNH
MbI BCce rnagnm B HanoneoHsl,
JAByHOrux TBapeit MUMINOHSI,
Ana Hac opyaune ogHo

1-1 MOJTO40M UENOBEK
Ham 4yBCTBO ANKO N CMELUHO.

BA3EMCKWN
«1 >XNTb TOPONUTCHA 1 YYBCTBOBATb CMELIMNT»
CHoCHee MHOro 6b121 EBreHui,
XO0Tb OH N0AeN, KOHEYHO, 3HaN
1 Boob6LLe nx npesunparn;
Ho npaBmnn HeT 6€3 UCK/TIYEHWNIA.

TATbAHA
«Il avait encore plus de cette espece d'orgueil. . .»

BA3EMCKUNN

(cmeschb)

[a, roppocTbio, KoTopas 3acTaB/sieT NpuU3HaBaTh C
0AMHAKOBbIM PaBHOAYLLINEM, KaK f06pble, TaK U
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For this delicious epithet;
With us the word’s an innovation
And hasn’t found much favor yet.

ANGRY GENT
(walking past)
‘Twould suit an epigram, | bet.

VYAZEMSKY
(turning away from the unwelcome interlocutor)

But come, let’s greet the lovely lady.

Leads ONEGIN to TATYANA and the GENERAL. ONEGIN
kisses the hand calmly held out to him, TATYANA
DMITRIEVNA’' husband bows. The music’s growing strains
make their conversation inaudible. TATYANA is totally calm.
ONEGIN is at first embarrassed, then becomes animated, but
just then a dancer noiselessly flies up and draws TATYANA
into the whirl of the dance. VYAZEMSKY goes off with the
GENERAL. ONEGIN remains alone near TATYANA's empty
chair. By a barely perceptible motion he gives a push to the arm
of the chair — perhaps it reminds him of the “rehearsal” with
the armchair-rocker — but the gilded fauteuil stands firmly and
motionless on its bent little legs. Gradually the music quiets
down and fades away. But TATYANA does not return to her
former chair. A dozen hands punctiliously pull up a chair for
her in another corner of the hall. Around her is a “dark frame of
men.” In an unforced, calm manner she responds to their
obsequious bows and words. In the group around TATYANA a
discussion is going on, apparently about ONEGIN.)

ANGRY GENT
We all take on Napoleon’s features,
And millions of our fellow creatures
Are nothing more to us than tools.

Ist YOUNG MAN
Since feelings are for freaks and fools.

VYAZEMSKY
“In a hurry to live, and eager for experience.
Eugene, of course, had keen perceptions
And as a rule despised mankind,
Yet wasn't, like so many, blind;
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LypHble MOCTYMNKWU, BCeACcTBUE
. . .uyBCTBa
NnpeBoCXoAcCTBa . . .

TATbAHA
.. .0OblTb MOXXET MHMMOTO.

(Cwmex)

OHEIMH
KTo 6 cMen nckaTb AEBYEHKMWN HEXHOM
B cein Benn4yasoii, B ceil HEGpPEXKHOM
3akoHogaTenibHULe 3an?
N 5 eln cepale BoNTHOBan
Nnb MmoXeT 6bITb . . .
MwucbMmo, rae cepaue roBoput,
[ne Bce Ha pyKe, Bce Ha BOJe,
Ta feBoykKa . .. Wb 3TO COH

(npnnomuHas)

«[JaBHO . .. HET, 3T0O 6bI/1 HE COH.
Tbl UyTb BOLIES, A BMUT y3Hana,
Bcsa o6omnena 3anbinana.

M B MbICNIAX MOMIBUA: BOT OH».

(XoueT NpPUGAN3NTBLCA K HEW, HO B 3TOBpeMsA 1-i1
APX. FOH., npu 3ByKax puTypHenu, 6bicTpo
BCMbIXHYBLW WX N noracwmnx, npurnawaeT ee K
TaHuy. OHETI IH Bo3BpallaeTCcs Ha npe>kHee

MeCTO).
C KaKoW ropfoctbto HebecHoM
Top>kecTBH
HO 3emMnn KacaeTcs OHa.
3K/MOYTHIA Kak Heroii rpyfb ee nosHa
Tarew (.0, Kak TOMeH B30p €€ YyfIeCHbIiA.
CKO/b3ALLNIA) o o
HO . Ei fywHo 30ecb . . . OHa MeYToMn
CTpeMUTCHA K XXVU3HWU MoseBon
M B cympak NnnoBbIX asnsen,
Typa, rae oH ABNAsANCA eil.
Hey>To A B Hee Bt06/1eH?
Eii-60ry 3To 6b1710 6 C1aBHO. —
Ho nosiHo, NONHO; NepecTaHb:
Tbl 3annatunn 6e3ymcTBY AaHb.
TaHey,
(CpbiBaeTcaB Tonne. NMepBble TaKTbl
p3pcTaeTcs

poff «TMOJIbCKOT0»)
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And since each rule permits exceptions,
He did respect a noble few
And cold himself, gave warmth its due.

TATYANA
Il avait encore plus de cette espece dorgueil. . .

VYAZEMSKY
(laughing)
Yes, pride . ..which prompts him to confess
His good and evil deeds alike —

In just the same indifferent way.
A feeling of superiority.

TATYANA
Perhaps imaginary.
(Laughter)

ONEGIN
Who'd dare to seek that tender maiden
In this serene, majestic lady,
This Mistress of the grand salon?
And once | moved her heart to tears.
But could it be . ..
The letter . . . where she spoke so boldly,
Where all was shown and offered freely . ..
That girl .. .or was it all a dream?!

(quoting)
“...Solong ago. This was no dream.
When you came in, | seemed to waken,
| turned to flame, felt faint and shaken,
And in my heart I cried: It's him!”

(Wants to approach her, but at that very
moment, the 1stARCHIVAL YOUTH, to the
strains of a Ritornelle, quickly flaring up and
then fading away, invites her to dance.
ONEGIN returns to his previous place.)

triumphant . - .

concluding With what celestial prlt_je she graces
dance The very ground on which she walks.
(maybe How sensuous her lovely breast,

liding) but .
si;n':g) " What languor in her wondrous gaze . . .

She’s stifled here, and in her soul
She’s yearning for that country place,
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OPPATMEHT 13
Habepe>kHasa Hesbl. YyryHHas peweTka. Bponb
Habepe>kHol pegKune orHu hoHapeii. Mo TyCTOPOHY peku, ene
BUANMble CKBO3b TyMaH KOHTYpPbI A/TUHHbIX JOMOB. [MepBble
NPM3HaKn pacceeTa; 3Be3/bl y>Xe NOTYLUEHbI, (hoHapwu eLle
ropsTb. ¥ napaneTa yepHasa ourypa 4vesnoseka B nnatwie. OH
NMOBEPHYT K 3puTesto cnuHon. 1o OHEIMNH.

OHETIMH
OHa MeHs He 3amMeyvaerT,
Kak TyT He 6eiics, X0Tb yMpW.
CBo60ogHO AOMa NpUHUMAET,
B roctax npoMosiBUT crioBa Tpwu,
Mopoi ogHM NMOK/IOHOM BCTPETUT,
lMopoto BoBCe He 3aMeTuT.
Y, KaK Tenepb OKpy>eHa
KpelweHCKUM X01040M OHA.
["oe, roe cMAaTeHbe, cocTpagaHbe?
["ae naTHa cne3? MIX HET, NX HeT.
OT1BeTa HeT. /1 BHOBb Noc/laHbe:
BTopomy, TpeTbemMy NUCbMY
OTBeTa Her.

Mepeknnkatwumecsa ronoca HOYHbIX 4acoBblX; OT,qaﬂeHHbIVI CTYK
APO0>KEK; CKBO3b TYMaHHE TOB3MaXxu KpPblJ/ibeB rMraH T CKOW
NTWUbl, HE TOBCMNJIECK BECEJ1; PO>KOK N fasieKas, ene
pa3sindynmMmad nNecHA;

M B Monyanneom KabuHeTe
MpunomHmnnaca MmHe nopa,
Korpa >kectokas xaHapa

3a MHOW rHasacsa B LWYMHOM CBeTe,
Molimana, 3a BOpPOT B35/1a

M B TeMHBbIV yron 3anepna.

N ctan untatb A 6e3 pasbopa.
Mpouen N'm66oHa n Pycco,
MaH30HU, Nepbepa, LWamdopa,
Mapgam pge-Crtanb, buwa, Twucco.
N uT0-X? TNnasza mon yntanu,
Ho mbicnun 661K faneko;
MeuTebl, XXenaHvsa, nevyanu

He cHuauch B aywy rny6oko.

A MeXX neyaTHbIMU CTPOKamMm
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The dusky, linden-shaded walk,

Where we two met so long ago.

Am 1 in love with her?

My God, that would be marvelous . . .

But stop! Enough! Have done at last;

You've paid your dues to follies past.
(Disappears in the crowd. First bars ofa
“Polish dance.”

FRAGMENT 13

The Neva embankment. A cast-iron grating. Along the bank
the infrequent light of lanterns. On the far side of the river,
barely visible through the fog, the contours of long houses. The
first signs of dawn: the stars are already dimmed, but the
lanterns are still burning. On the parapet, the black figure of a
man in an overcoat. He is turned with his back to the audience.
This is ONEGIN.

ONEGIN
She doesn’t notice me at all,
No matter what | try to do —
At home receives me very freely,
In public speaks a word or two,
Or merely meets me with a bow,
Or passes by without a greeting.
What wintry frost surrounds her now . ..
But where’s confusion? Or compassion?
And where the tear stains? Not a trace;
There’s no response . . .
And so, like her, | sent a letter,
And then a second, and a third,
With no reply .. .no tender word.

The voices of the night watchmen call out to one another; the
distant rattle of carriages; through the fog, perhaps the flapping
wings of some gigantic bird, perhaps the splash of oars; a horn
and a distant, barely perceptible song.

And locked behind my study door,

| thought of other mournful days,
When wicked spleen had once before
Pursued me through this noisy world,



162 Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

YnTtan oyxXoBHbIMWU rnasammu
Apyrue cTpoku.

To 6bI/IN TaliHble NpegaHbs
CeppeyHoi, TEMHO, CTapUHbI.

He c uemM He CBsI3aHHbIE CHbI
Yrposbl, TOIKU NpejcKa3aHbA,

Wb AAVHHOW CKa3Ku B34,0p XXUBOWN,
Mnb nucbma geBbl MO0A0MN.

K nocnegHnm cTpokam nosasnsgeTca POHAPbLWMK: Ha nnevey
Hero neceHkKa, B pyKax nasika c racusswmkom. ®oHapm — oANH
3a pyrum — noTyxaioT. C NpoTUBOMNOMO>KHON CTOPOHbI — BCe
6/11>Ke N 61M>Ke — MbAHOE HO CTPOMHOe NeHMe. MoaABnseTCcA
KamMnaHus, 04eBMAHO BO3BPAaLLAOLLMXCA 0 HOUHOW NUPYLUKWN,
CTYOEHTOB TMUENCTOB. OHWN nayT 06HABLIWUCE, He
CNNIIKOM TBEPAbIM LHAromMm, Ho MeCHA UX TBEPAO LIaraeT n3
TaKTa B TaKT.

- MecHS NMPYOLWMNX CTYIeHTOB

M.6. HemeLK
HEMH>KKO

e [py3bsi, LOCYXHbI yac HacTan

Bce Tnxo, Bce B NOKOe,
Ckopee ckaTepTb M 6oKars:

M.6. GpBpHO Cioaa, BUHO 3/1aToe.

CHTWUMEHT /b

o Lnnn, wamnaHCcKoe B CTeK/e,
Apy3ba noyTto e ¢ KaHToM
CeHeka, TayuunTt Ha cTose,
donBaHT Hag PonnaHToOM.

Mopa cToN X0NMOAHBLIX MyApPeEL0B,

Mbl nonem osniageem,
Mopa cToNn yyeHbIX AypaKoBs,
Be3 HUX Mbl NUTb YMeeM.
Apy3bs, AOCY>XHbIA vac HacTan . ..

(CTygeHTbI M NecHA yganawnTcs).

OHETVH
(BCNen, B TymMaHp eKu 1 BOCMOMUHAHWIA)

«py3bs, [OCY>KHbIN Yac HacTan»
Bparn, gaBHo nv apyr ot gpyra?
«CKopee ckaTepTb U 6oKan»
[laBHO N1 Mbl B Yachkl gocyra
Tpane3y, Mbicnn 1 gena
Aenvnun gpy>xHo. HbiHe 3/106H0
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Had seized me by the collar then

And locked me in a darkened den.

| turned once more to seers and sages:

| read my Gibbon and Rousseau,
Chamfort, Manzoni ... Herder’s pages,
Madame de Staél, Bichat, Tissot.

What came of it? My eyes were reading,
My thoughts had wandered far apart.
Desires, dreams, and heavy sorrows
Kept crowding deep within my heart.
Between the printed lines, my eyes —
My spirit's eyes — read other lines . ..
The heart’s dark secrets and traditions,
The mysteries of its ancient past,
Disjointed dreams — obscure and vast,
Vague threats and rumors, premonitions,
A drawn-out tale of fancies grand,

Or letters in a maiden’s hand.

Around the time of the final lines, a LANTERN-MAN appears;
he carries on his shoulder a stepladder, in his hands a stick
with an extinguisher. The lanterns — one after another — are
put out. From the opposite side, coming closer and closer,
drunken but harmonious singing. A group of LYCEE
STUDENTS appear, apparently returning from their all-night
revels. They are walking with arms around one another, with a
step that is not entirely steady. But their song steps firmly from
bar to bar.

Song of the Carousing Students

Our leisure hour has come, my friends,
The peace-and-quiet’s fine,
So set the table, bring a glass
And pour the golden wine!

Champagne to fizz .. . in all our heads.
Put Seneca aside,
And Tacitus, and Kant as well,
Our table calls for wine!

So down with all those wise old men,
They don’t deserve a share,
Beneath the table let them lie,
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Bparam HacneacTBeHHbIM NOA06HO,
YeTbipe nepewnun Lwara,
YeTblipe cMepTHbIE CTYMEHU.
N nucTtoneT cBoli, Tbl EBreHuin,
He nepecTtaBas HacTtynarTb,
CTan nepBblii TUXO NoAbIMATh.
N BUXY A: Ha TasioM CHere,
Kak 6yATo cnsAwui Ha Ho4sere,
Hensu>XnM lOHOLLA NEeXUT,
W cnblwy ronoc: 4To X? YouT.
M BMXXy S BparoB 3a6BeHHbIX,
KneBeTHUKOB N TPYCOB 3/1bIX,
M poli nameHHULU, MON0A4bIX,
M Kpyr ToBapuLen Npe3peHHbIX,
To cenbCKUM OM — 1 y OKHa
Cnaut OoHa...MmBCEOHA ...
My3Ka
TTbsiHbI Ynan noKTsAMU Ha YyryH nepua. B sToBpemMsA, CKONb3A BAO0b
napareTa, COBEPLUEHHO HEC/1bILUHOM NOX04KOW MNOABNATCA:
MO3Tun ABOE. OcTaHoBUNM B 0T gasIeHUNn

noaT
C Aoywoto, NMosIHOW coXKasneHuw,
N onepwunca Ha rpaHuT,
Ctosan 3agymunBo EBreHuid,
Kak onucan cebs Muur.
Bce 6bI/10 TUXO; NMNLWb HOYHbIE
MepeknnKanncb 4acosble;
[a apoxxekK oTAaNeHHbIN CTYK
C MunboHHOW pa3gaBanca BAPYT;
Jinwb nogka, Becnamm maxas,
Mbina no gpemMnwOLen peke:
M Hac nneHAnu Bganeke
Po>KoK 1 necHsa yganas.
Ho cnaule, cpenb HOUYHbIX 3abas,
HaneB TopKBaTOBbIX OKTaB.

1-A
(ocBegomnstoLe)

CnepBa OHervHa A3blK
MeHsa cmyLan; Ho A NPUBbLIK
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And we’ll have wine to spare!
Our leisure hour has come, my friends . . .6

(The students and the song grow more distant)

ONEGIN

(Following them with his eyes, into the fog of the
river and of memory)

“Our leisure hour has come, my friends.”
How long had we been enemies?

“So set the table, bring a glass.”

And when did we become estranged?
Was it so long ago we shared

A table in a friendly way?

Shared thoughts and dreams? And then one day,
Malignantly, like ancient foes,

We took those four . . . those fatal steps.
And you, Onegin, never ceasing

Your slow advance, were first to raise
Your pistol with a level gaze.

| see a youth . . .inert . .. stretched out
On melting snow . . . as if asleep.

| hear a voice: “Well then, he's dead.”
And now | see forgotten foes,

Malicious slanderers and cowards,

A swarm of women who betrayed me,
A circle of despised companions . . .

A country house . .. a windowsill,
Where she sits waiting, waiting still.

His elbows fall on the cast-iron grate of the railing. At this time,
gliding along the parapet in an absolutely inaudible gait, the
POET and TWO PEOPLE appear. They stop in the distance.

POET
Filled with his heart’s regrets, and leaning
Against the rampart’'s granite shelf,
Eugene stood lost in pensive dreaming,
As once a poet sketched himself.
All's quiet in the balmy night,
Only the sound of sentries calling,
Or suddenly from Million Street

6 The opening lines of Pushkin’s 1814 juvenilia “MNupytowine cTyaeHTb!”
[Carousing students] — CE
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K ero a3sutenbHoMy cnopy,
M K lWWyTKe C Xefyblo no nonam,
M K 3/10CTU MpaYHbIX 3aNMUrpaMm.

noaT
Ho 6bln v cyacTnue Mol EBreHuii,
Cpeaun BceAHEBHbIX HacNaXXAeHWn?

2-N
(NoYTNTENLHO)

OHervH 6bin1 roTOB CO MHOHO
YBUAETb UyXKble CTPaHbl;

Ho ckopo 6b1/11 Mbl cyb60t0
Ha pgonrunii cpok passefeHbl.

noaT
(pe3Ko 0T BEPHYBLUUCH)

My3Ka MpunaeTt nu yac moeii cBoboAbI?
Mopa, nopa — B3bIBal K Heli;
Bpoxky Hag mMopem, XAy norofbl,
MaHt0 BeTpuna Kopabnei.

Mopg pusoii 6ypb, C BOIHAMUW cnops,
Mo BoNIbHOMY pacnyTbio MOpS,
Korga > Ha4yHy 51 BO/IbHbI 6er?
Mopa NOKMHYTb CKy4YHbIli 6per
MHe HeNpUA3HEHHOW CTUXNN,

WM cpegb nonyaeHHbIX 3bl6eA,

Mo Heb6om A pUKK MOEN,
B3abixaTb 0 cympaydHoi Poccunm

(CmoTpuTHA OHernHa)

Foe A ctpagan, rge a nwooéun,
["ne ceppue 9 NOXOPOHW.

Baaneke — 03BYy4YeHHOI HEPBHOW p0O>XKbl0 — Ap06bL 6apabaHa;
noToM 6/IM>Ke: a TaMu COBCEM G/IM3Ka.

noaT
(oTx045 B TeHb)

UT0 XX Mo OHEernn?

(CNyTHMKM CKJIOHUINCL MPW 3BYKE €ro rosoca)
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A distant coach’s rumbling beat,

Or floating on the drowsy river

A lonely boat would sail along,

And far away a rousing song

Or plaintive horn would charm our hearts.
But sweeter still upon such nights

Are Tasso’s octaves’ soaring flights.

1st FRIEND
Although Onegin’s conversation
At first disturbed me, in the end
| grew accustomed to my friend,
To all his caustic disputation,
His blend of banter and of bile,
His somber wit and biting style.

POET
But was Onegin truly happy
Amid his daily round of pleasures?

2rnd FRIEND
Eugene and | had just decided
To make the foreign tour we'd planned,
But all too soon our paths divided,
When fate took matters into hand.

POET
When will my hour of freedom come?
It's time, it's time! | bid her hail;
| roam the shore, attend the weather,
And beckon to each passing sail.
Oh when, my soul, with waves contending
And cloaked in storms, will | take flight
To roam the vast unending sea?
It's time to quit this dreary land,
This wretched and oppressive place;
And there, where southern waves are high,
Beneath my Africa’s warm sky,
To sigh again for somber Russia,
Where first | loved, where first | wept,
And where my buried heart is kept.

In the distance: the resonant, nervous rat-a-tat beating of a
drum; then the sound comes closer; and then it is utterly up-
close.



168

am.6. Temy
TTbsAHbI
p3BMTb, a He
ropog

Curusmynp [l. Kpxuxanosckuii

1-1
[MoNyCOHHbI.
B nocTento c 6ana efeT OH:

2-1
A MeTepbypr HEYrOMOHHbIW
Y 6apabaHoM npoby>KaeH.

BCE TPOE
Yk 6apabaHoM nNpoby>aeH.

(NcuezaT)

BapabaH pokoueTy camoii cueHbl. V13 nonocaTon 6yakn
Bbl/le3aeT O6YA0YHUK C anebapfoii; OH 3eBaeT M LWypUTCS,
NPUKpbIBasa rnasa nafjoHblo, HA pacCcBepKaBLINCcA B NepPBbIX
nydax conHuya wnunes MeTponasnosckoii kpenocTn. OHEIMH
nofbiMaeT rosioBy. Bbis1 1M 3TO COH NepcoHasia 0 CBOEM aBTope,
UAN UNNKI3UA, POXKAeHHasa Npefy T PeHHUM NeTepoyprckum
TymaHom? OH ceiivac ewe ynonsaeT BAO/b PEKU, U BCef 3a
HVWM, TOYHO B MOFOHI0 NYCTWU/CA NErKNi N 6bICTPbIV 6ebliA
napyc.

OHEIMH
Ny okHa
CuguT oHa 1 BCe OHa.

Mpoby>KaeHne ropoa: B NPOCTPAHCTBE U B OPKeCTpe.

OPPATMEHT 14

[ocTunHaa B gomy my>ka TATbAHbIAMNTPNEBHDbI.
TATbAHA AMUMNTPUMNEBHA, HeT, TaHsa, npe>xxHAA TaHA, B
NPOCTOM N/IaTbhe HEOPEXXHO HAOPOLLIEHHOM Ha MNJiedyn, cnaguTy
OKHa, Ha NPOCTOPHOM TaxTe, NPUABNHY T 0l K caMOMy
NOAOKOHHUKY. PAafom c Held, y ee KoNeH napew, KOTOpbIi
3pnTeb MOXKET ObITb U 3aMOMHU CPESN HEMHOTUX NPejMeT 0B,
HaxoAMBLUMXCA ele N feBuYbeln cnanbHe TATbAHDI.

X0oTs1 OFrPOMHOE BEHELLMAHCKOE OKHO U 3aBELLEHO, HO CKBO3b
Npo3payHyl TKaHb, CHU3Y BBEPX, NMPOTUCKUBAKTCS 1yUL
YT PeHHero cofiHua. KHATMHS 0ToABUrae T rapiuHy u
NPUOTKpPbIBAaeT OKHO. Bcref 3a nyyamMum v WWyMbl.
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POET
(retreating into the shadows)
And what of my Onegin?

(His companions bow at the sound of his voice.)

1st FRIEND
Half drowsing,
He’'s off to bed from last night’s ball.

2rd FRIEND
While Petersburg, already rousing,
Answers the drummer’s wake-up call.

ALL THREE
Answers the drummer’s wake-up call.

(They disappear)

The drum rumbles at the very edge of the stage. A watchman
with a hallebarde crawls out of a striped booth; he yawns and
screws up his eyes, shielding them with his palm from the first
rays of the sun glinting off the spire of the Peter and Paul
Fortress. ONEGIN lifts his head. Was this the dream of a
character about his own author, or an illusion born of the pre-
morning Petersburg fog? That fog still slides along the river,
and after it, as if in pursuit, a light rapid white sail sets out.

ONEGIN
The windowsill . . .
Where she sits waiting, waiting still.

The awakening of the city: in space and in the orchestra.

FRAGMENT 14

A drawing room in the house of TATYANA DMITRIEVNA's
husband. TATYANA DMITRIEVNA, no, Tanya, the previous
Tanya, in a simple dress, carelessly thrown over her shoulders,
sits at the window, on a spacious ottoman placed up against the
windowsill. Close to her, lying on her knees, is a little chest,
which the spectator will perhaps remember among the few
objects from the young TATYANA's bedroom.

Although the huge Venetian window is curtained, through the
transparent fabric, slanting upwards, rays of the morning sun
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TATbAHA

A MeTepbypr HEYTOMOHHbI i/

Y>x 6apabaHoM Mpoby>KaeH.

BcTaeTt Kyney, naeT pasHoOCUUK,

Ha 61p>Xy TAHeTCA'M3BO34YUK,

C KYBLUMHOM OXTEHKA CNEeLunT,
MHToMMMA Mopa Heli CHET YTPEHHUIA XPYCTUT.

MpocHya65a yTpa WyM NPUATHBIN,

OTKpbITbl CTABHW, TPYOHbIV AbIM

CTton6omM BOCXOAUT rosiybbiMm.

im

My3Ka (OTBOpaunBaeTCs, NPUKPbIBAET OKHO)
MePXANT B WNHble HYXHbl MHE KapTUHbI:

nepe- N

BeHCKYI0 N6t necuaHblii Kocorop,

Mepen n36yLWKo ABe PAOGUHBI,
KannTtky, cnomaHHbI 3a6op,

Ha Hebe cepeHbKME Tyun

Mepes ryMHOM COMOMbI Ky4u —
[a npya noj CEHbIO N3 TYCThIX.

B nepeBHe 6, K 6e4HbIM NocensgHam,
B yeaWHEHHbI Yronok,

ae nbeTcs CBeT/bI pyyeek,

K cBouM LBETaM, K CBOMM poMaHam
M B cympak NnnoBbIX asnsen,

Typa, roe oH . . .

PoeTca B cBOeM slapue: 0T Tya NOSABNATCA MefasiboHbl,
TeHbKasa KHKKa, TATbAHA packnagbiBaeT CBOU BELLU-
BOCMOMMWHAHbLA NOBEPX MJIOCKUX LUBETOB TaxTol MNpejmMeTbl 3TU
06pa3yoT 0KO0J10 Hee KaK 6bl 3aK0N40BaHHbIN KpyT,
oTAenaowmnii ee 0T 60raThiX 1 YNHHbIX anapTamMeHTOB.
MpuTparnsancb K CBOMM 0BeLLECT B/IEHHbIM BOCMOMUHAHbAM,
rnepecTasnsas nx ¢ mMecta Ha mecTo, TATbAHA nrpaeT c HUMN B
TauHCTBEHHYIO, NMNLWbL UM 1 el NOHATHY nrpy. Ha ry6ax ee,
BMECTeE C Yy/NbIOKOW, TUXmii Hanes.

Bcex a Bac 1106110 cepaeyHo
Ho fpyromy s HaBe4yHo
OTpaHa. MHe Bcex munei
Koponesuu ......... —
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push through. The princess moves the curtain aside and opens
the window slightly. Noises follow promptly after the sun rays.)

TATYANA
And Petersburg, already rousing;
Answers the drummer’s wak€”~up call!
The merchant’s up, the~r6ddler scurries,
With jug in hand the”milkmaid hurries,

pantomime Crackling the fpeimly fallen snow,
The cabbie pléds to Hackney Row.
In pleasam bustle morning wakes!
The”mitters open, smoke ascends

r ~bfpale blue shafts from chimney ends.7

1 min. music (She turns away, covers up the window)

switches

to rural But I'm more fond of other scenes:

I love a steep and sandy hill,

A cottage with two rowan trees,

A broken fence, a wicket gate;

And in the sky some clouds of gray,

The threshing barn ... and mounds of hay,
A pond beneath dense willow trees;

The countryside, poor village neighbors,
A distant and secluded nook

Beside a limpid flowing brook;

My flowers and my favorite novels,
That dusky, linden-shaded walk

Where heand I . ..

She rummages in her little chest, takes out medallions, a little
book; TATYANA spreads out her reminiscence-objects over the
flat flowers of the ottoman. These objects form an enchanted
circle around her, as it were, which separates her from the
accoutrements of her wealth and rank. Allowing herself to be
drawn in to these embodied memories, shifting them around
from place toplace, TATYANA plays a mysterious game with
them, one known only to them and to her. On her lips, a smile
and a quiet refrain.

“I love you all sincerely, friends,
But pledged myself to someone else

7 In the manuscript this stanza is crossed out, but it is unclear by whose hand—
Krzhizhanovsky, Tairov or Prokofiev. Possibly the composer’s marginal
comment “pantomime” was offered as a replacement stage direction. — CE
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BHe3anHo, 6bIcTpbiMU Waramu exognT™ OHETH; B pykaxy
Hero UMANHAP, C IOKTA cBellmBaeTca niaw,. Cnepsa monya
HabnwgaeT TATbAHY. [oiga 4o Kpasd TaxTbl, TOYHO
cIoMaBLUMNCL B KOJIEHAX, CKMIOHAETCA; Nnall eroynas nosepx
APKUX TaxXTAHbIX LIBeTOB. MTHOBeHME Nay3bl.

OHEIMH
MpenBUXXY BCe; Bac 0CKOpPOUT
MeuyanbHOI TaliHbl 06BbSACHEHbE
Kakoe ropbkoe npespeHbe
Baw ropgablii B3rnag n3obpasuT.
Ho Tak 1 6bITb: 51 cam cebe
MpoTuBUTbLCA He B cunax 6one;
Bce pelueHo: 9 B Ballel Bose,
M npegatocbk Moeii cyabbe!

(B3rnag ero, nogHATbI/i HABCT peyy ee raasam,
BCTPeYaeT B HNX HE Mpe3peHbe,a TO/bKO
BOMpOC.)

Korga 6 Bbl 3Ha/IN, KakK, Y>KacHo,
ToMuTCa XKaxkao N6Bsu,

MbinaTb — M pa3ymom BceYacHo
CMUPATb BOJIHEHME B KPOBMU;
>XenaTtb 06HATL Yy Bac KOJIEHMU,

W, 3apbigaB, y Ballnx Hor

M3n1Tb MoNb6bI, MPU3HAaHbSA, MEHMU,
Bce, BCe, YTO BbIpa3uUTb Gbl MOT.

TATbAHA
[,0BONbHO; BCTaHbTE. A A0/IKHA
Bam 06bACHNTBLCA OTKPOBEHHO.
OHernH, NOMHMTE Nib TOT Yac,
Korga B cagy, B ansiee Hac
Cypabba cBesnia, U TaK CMUPEHHO
Ypok Baw cnywana a?
CerofiHA oyepefb MoS.
OHervH, g Torga mMonoxe,
A, nydwe, Kaxercs, 6bina,
N a nobunna Bac; 1 4To Xe?
UTo B cepaue Bawem A Hawna?
Kakoi oTBeT? 0fHY CypOBOCTb.
Henpasga nb? Bam 6bl/1a He HOBOCTb
CMUPEHHON AEeBOYKN NO6GOBBL?
M HblHYe — 60Xe — CTbIHET KPOBb,
Kak To/IbKO BCMOMHIO B3rNs4 X0N04HbI
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Forevermore ... I've sworn my love
To one most dear — Prince. ..

Suddenly ONEGIN enters, with quick steps; he is carrying his
top hat in his hands, his overcoat draped over his elbow. At first
he gazes at TATYANA silently. Coming up to the edge of the
ottoman, precisely as if his knees were broken, he bows to her;
his overcoat falls on top of the bright flowers on the ottoman. A
moment’s pause.

ONEGIN
| see it all: Your deep distress
At this unwanted revelation,
The bitter scorn and condemnation
Your haughty glance may well express.
But let it be. It's far too late
For me to struggle at this hour.
The die is cast. I'm in your power,
And I surrender to my fate.

(His glance, which rises to meet her eyes, meets
in them no disdain, only a question.)

If you could know the anguish in it —

To thirst with love in every part,

To burn — and with the mind each minute
To calm the tumult in one’s heart:

The need to clasp, in adoration,

Your knees and, sobbing at your feet,

Pour out confession, lamentation . ..

Oh, all the words that | might speak.

TATYANA
Enough. Stand up. | owe you now
At least a word of explanation.
Onegin, do you still retain
Some memory of that park and lane
Where fate brought you and me together?
Where | so meekly heard you preach?
It's my turn now to make a speech.
Onegin, | was then much younger,
And likely better looking, too.
I loved you with a tender yearning,
And what did I then find in you?
What answer came? A stern rejection.
A humble maiden’s meek affection
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M aTy nponoseAb ... Ho Bac

A He BUHIO: B TOT CTpaLUHbIl vac

Bbl nocTynnam 61aropogHo,

Bbl 66111 NpaBbl NPeao MHOW:

7 6narogapHa Bceli Aywon . . .
Torga — He npasfga NnU? — B NYCTbIHE,
Bpanwu ot cyeTHOM MOCKBBI,

4 BaM He HpaBunacb? . . YT0 X HblHEe
MeHsa npecnegyete Bbl?

3ayem y Bac g Ha npumeTte?

He noTtomy nb, 4TO B BbICLLIEM CBETE,
Tenepb ABAATLCA A A0/KHA,

UTo A 6oraTta 1 3HaTHa,

UTo My>X B CpaXeHbAX U3YyBeYeH,
UT0 Hac 3a TO slackaeT ABop?

He noTtomy nb, 4TO MOW Mo3op
Tenepb 6bl BceMU 6blN1 3aMeYeH,

M mor 6bl B 06LLecTBe NPUHECTb

Bam cob6niasHUTeNbHYO YecTb?

OHEIMH
Kak yaep>aTb HerofosaHbe
YcTa ynpamble XoTAT!

TATbAHA
A nnavy . ..ecnu Bawen TaHu
Bbl He 3abblnn Ao cux nop,
To 3HaliTe: KONKOCTb Ballel 6paHu,
X0noAHbINA, CTPOruii pasrosop,
Korga 6 B Moel nuib 661510 BNacTu,
A npegnoyna 6 oc6ugHONM cTpacTn
M 3Tm nucemam u cnesam.
A HblHYE — YTO K MOMM HOram
Bac npnBeno? Kkakas masnocTb!
Kak ¢ Balimm cepLemM 1 ymom
BbITb YyBCTBA MeIKOro pa6om!

OHETIMH
$1 3Hal0 BEK YXX MOl M3MepeH;
Ho uT06 npognunnacb >X1U3Hb Mos,
A yTpom [o/KeH GblTb YBEPEH,
UTo C BAMU JHEM YBUXYCb S . . .
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To you, I'm sure, was trite and old.

0 God! — my blood can still turn cold
When 1 recall how you reacted:

Your frigid glance . . . that sermonette!
But | can’'t blame you . . . or forget
How nobly in a sense you acted,

How right toward me that awful day;
I'm grateful now in every way.

Back then — far from the world’s commotion,
In our backwoods — as you’'ll allow,
You had no use for my devotion,

So why do you pursue me now?

Is it because I've been accepted

In circles that you find more swank,
That | have wealth and noble rank?
Because my husband, maimed in war,
Is held in high esteem at court?

Or would my fall perhaps be sport,

A topic for the gossip mongers?

Which might in turn bring you some claim
To social scandal’s kind of fame?

ONEGIN
How stubbornly her lips are pressed
To curb their righteous indignation.

TATYANA
I'm weeping now . . . At this late hour,
If you recall your Tanya still,
Then know: If | possessed the power,
I'd much prefer words harsh and chill,
Stern censure in your former fashion,
To this offensive show of passion,
To all these letters and these tears.
And now! — what unbecoming scheme
Has brought you to my feet? What pettiness!
Can you, so strong of mind and heart,
Now stoop to play so base a part?

ONEGIN
My days are numbered, no mistake.
But now to have this moment stay,
1 need to know, when | awake,
I'll see you in the coming day.
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TATbAHA
A MHe, OHerviH, nbiWHOCTL 3TAa,
MocTbINoM XU3HWM MULIypa,
Mown ycnexun B BUXPY CBeTa,
Moi MogHbIM fOoM 1 Be4epa,
UTto B HUX? Celiuac otgatb 9 paja
Bcilo 3Ty BeToWb Mackapapga,
Becb 3TOT 6/1€CK, 1 LWWYM, U Yapg,
3a MonKy KHUT, 3a AUKWIA cag,
3a Hawe 6efHoe Xunuue,
3a Te MecTa, rae B NepBbli pas,
OHerviH, Bugena 1 Bac,
[Aa 3a cMmupeHHoe Knagbulle,
IAe HbIHYe KPecT U TeHb BETBEW
Hapg 6egHON HAHEK MOEW . . .

OHEIMH
... B TeHn gByx coceH ycTapenbix
Mpuwenbuy HaAMNUCb FOBOPUT:
«Bnagnmup JTeHCKNIA 3[4eCb JIEXUT,
Morn6wmnii paHo cMepTblo CMesTbIX»
M cenbckuini oM — 1y OKHa
CugnT OH a...n BCe OHA.

TATbAHA
A cyacTbe 6b1210 TaK BO3MOXXHO!
Tak 6nunsko!.. Ho cyas6a mos
Y peweHa. HeocTopoXHOo
BbITb MOXET nocTynuna s:
MeHS ¢ cne3amMu 3aKMHaHUMn
Monuna matb; ans 6egHoli TaHun
Bce 6b1/1n )Xpebuun paBHbI . . .
A BbiWwia 3amMy>. Bbl JO/TXKHbBI
A Bac npowy MeHs o0CTaBuUTh;
#1 3Hato, B BaweM cepfLe ecTb
M roppocTb n npamas yecTb.
A Bac n610 (K YeMy TYKaBUTb?),
Ho a gpyromy otaaHa;
7 6yay BEK emMy BepHa.

MogHABLWIWCL, MEA/IEHHO UAET, CTYyMnas no NJA0CKMM UseTam
TaxTAHOro nyra. LiBeTbl HA CBOMX CNUPasbHbIX CTaNbHbIX
cTebNAX NoOYTU He YyBCTBYHT KacaHbs ee Horu. OHETIMH cTouT,
Mo/14a CK/IOHMBLUMUCH.
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TATYANA
For me, Onegin, all these splendors,
This weary, tinseled life of mine,
The homage that the great world tenders,
My stylish house where princes dine —
Are nothing. | would gladly trade
This whole bedraggled masquerade,
This world of glitter, fumes and noise,
For just my books, the simple joys
Of our old home, its park and flowers;
For all those haunts that | once knew,
Where first, Onegin, | met you;
For that small churchyard’s shady bowers,
Where over my poor nanny now
There stands a cross beneath a bough.

ONEGIN
Beneath two pine trees stands a grave,
Its marker lets the stranger know:
“Vladimir Lensky sleeps below,
A youth whose death was proud and brave.”
And then a house . .. a windowsill,
Where she sits waiting, waiting still.

TYATANA
And happiness was ours . .. so nearly!
It came so close! But now my fate
Has been decreed. | may have merely
Been foolish when 1 failed to wait . . .
But mother pleaded . . .and at last
I grew resigned and shed the past.
For nothing mattered then. And so
I married . .. Now | beg you, go!
I know that in your heart reside
Both honor and a manly pride.
| won't dissemble . . .yes, I love you . ..
But | am now another’s wife
And I'll be faithful all my life.

She rises and slowly walks out, stepping among the flat flowers
of the ottoman meadow. The flowers on their spiral steel stems
almost do not feel the touch of her feet. ONEGIN stands there,
silently bowed.
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K BbIX0Ay, HO B iIBEPAX CTa/IKMBaeTCs ¢ 103 TOM, — TOTYyCTynaeT
OHETVHY nyTb U CMOTPUT BC/IeA, CTOS CMIMHOM K pamrie.

noaT
BnakeH, KT0O nNpasfgHNK XXU3HU paHo
OcTaBu/, He AONUB A0 AHA
Bokana noaHoOro BuMHa,
KTo He goyen ee pomaHa
M BOpYr ymMesn pacctaTbCs C HUM,
Kak 4 ¢ OHEITMHbBIM moum.
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Near the exit, but still in the door, he runs into the Poet; the
Poet makes way for ONEGIN and watches him leave, standing
with his back to the footlights.)

POET
Oh, blest is he who rightly gauges
The time to quit the feast and fly,
Who never drained life’'s chalice dry
Nor read its novel’s final pages,
But all at once, for good, withdrew
As | from my Onegin do.






Facsimile ofFragment 7, Tatyana's Nameday, from the archival play script with
Prokofiev's marginalia. Note that in this version of the script, the Mummers are
still singing the original fortune-telling ditty from Pushkin’s Eugene Onegin, chap.
5, 7. 9-12; later another, more darkly comic song was substituted (“Cam wectom,
ronosa nectom...”), for which Prokofiev created the music. That text is reproduced
in the translation, pages 102-03.

-29.-

, .JaB mm* -

Jkpoakeo u ii3|B*an»®e pykpaesame/

m wm - , mfpspsesfc. U

/Mopor. Tiipoko-paBniixHyro3 feepu para&nge.T cueky Ha

BHYTPEHHIOI0 W BHEWKHEe nowagku 3a ABEPBU O<K»-
LeHArA Ban, nuwb ".aeTb KOTOPOro AOCTynHa rnasy Bp3-
TepA,3nech nonytemMHas pa6onbliea k6iisata ,TPH CTEHbl B
KOTOPOW cownucb nog. H3npsMamu yrnamu,TBM,3a MOpo-
rom.napkeTt ocBo6oxjeH 0% Beleil, HO 3anO/HEH bleAb-

KBIOWKBA, (uryp BEit,koropta Kkpyxar a*dBs*3aecb, no

Cl0 CTOPOHY nopora, '6e3AMAHO,HO 3aTO MOMHO 3CAYec-

KKX mmBelwaii.Oags cTtaBWnuM arcna, MBIpoOMosfeHHae apyr'

/B6erse! TWLCP.Bnonwxrx OH nonajaetr HOrol B

/Bxopn !® TATbHAHA,B aneg €€ Heit OHErKH.BneuyaTtnenue
6yaro TAKAHA y6eraeT OT HacTupawolmx ee Cn0B 0ny®-

HAKB,1

OLWUr3H /3kkaHuBBrA/
Tak BugHo HAOOM cyskgeHo.
Monkbute Ba csAoBa:uC...
Yuyutecb Bnaot3eEETb co6oto,

y : He B”K-aS Ba.e,kak s iinewy



3

n = C
3 6oge KBO/MAa'sAaCKb Befe®. ''m -
« %gs-[g »B, TLL- po&m** ! [
\ TATbSHA / sipuct osun$cb nanaHbB K CTeHe,Apyras pyka ea JIpUHBTB
K rpyan? oHa a WX<>X YyAepXraaeT MogcTyxwmue K rop
ny pMa~HbAl. .
OKETIiH /orpaiilynes. hs npoxogswyilo agga napy,c |séap*
3B«BB*a- nnakaTb :3alWil cnesbl
] He- hpoHy! cepgua b-oera,
AW 6BeunwB ©B820* .
Tugs- L | déro'ss- ack’™ymm
la ukcTB! nnameHHo»-ayLION,
Korga o0 Takow npocToro*,

o - .
A‘— C r-akiE y mou Ko MHe' nucanu

/3.anB343 NpubavXKeHne 30CTOPOHHUX* eaBLLpWPA yxopa®

- a 841/ -t -

.TASIM Jjwuwii-l. Mormbny s.£{ak 6yaTo 6esaHe ,

®]ybue,uepHeeT 1 mytttti. n,
[ I | Mo rnéens 0? Hero.nw60BHAa.
[ 3 Ll.He peHwy3aueil pouwra-Tb? ,
| Ho. moTeT'0a MHe ouAcTbe aap.b*- n

/XorrpH BepHyTbCA € 3ajaHo ia .nmopoT,nepyka Apyr apyra

W, AW BWIWB. uBIFEI®Ii,06s B nerkom mogH M H/

BYAHOB /T)kaiO"ap'amr6s/TATbAHE" a wyTa ckaHAMpPYAa Ha pyoo-
KM S c u
L e t4E =

Wbrn /36e.r.a®s/Maa:.§wrag pykamm o6oux/ [ ]
3p:-'axEa poMjStf koHaHg.mp

4 &,lio3ceThb ,Aa Kakas-

3yae? no.;Bo;:ea. Lo

| Aa'ms A7 R T

WEN ? O i’



Ly bra xsaTuT.NW &W BA wu, B-yBnekas® B aan/
30?23UKN0 t1~clb-b JONV  cnyTHuky/ m

‘m m ' B ayanax' wrieeak 8 iiegaHii-,

v Nk6na. Tpeth/.'# ks uyiiiireé mm

" % wenoeme plamyss ] 1
' MO0.aBontw,,,,0- W Kak-HUGYAb
I t cfpop« |

eTNOB. /iiepeiinsiia-:/,. ® A@pHM-] 6w nwupor;

3AAMI*N'wena.800 1@ ne'pesoneHmnbi3
"t e 7 JaameEWB.i yrny 6yTtanku/

[a, Bir B'OYTHNK# 3aeMONEHHO®... m

. BYAHOB.mW HB«;-#| | .A"N.y8kux-,annsalung
/HapaoMeaTog/K-iiylWwbiNKan.pa3NnBaell BHHO Mo

n 6okapaii, uitiiae 108 o 3LPELKN,-n-

e .. -lofo6HbIX Tagiil' TBOEWA,
7|pI/II'I,CI,pI/IBaﬂZQS/BCManHBae!BOI B 6okan/

N . 3nsn~kpueEaa pywa'moent,

' Mpén.me® oarvxps. MOUX HEBUHHbIX,
"' - -

1n6sit upiimaHaABoi (uw,

Tbl,.0* -'KOT 51 MbAH. .. ]

' InokaiXKEsfA.eBaH'BaiTlyasnos cuierk» kKadHyncsa/

| I B ' ... 6biBafd.- | B

/Hap-BBae3”BTop.pf.iSpoH BCTpeTMBWMUXCA 6GoKanos/
Np-NadH6'aep3knii  anurpammoi ] [ ]
B3becuiub CNIOWHOIO 3aara:

| ' MpuaATHO. . ./NbloT/ 3peTh KaK OH ynpsimo
i CknoHue 6ognmeke pora...

| 30PELM4'M. Ewe bp3aTHee B Konuaanll
EMy rotoBm/b ue cTHa3 rpo6



- X *0350 .UAMIb B noe6...
EYfiuos. /xuxukHys/ - !
‘e’ __H» 6naropogHoli PACCTOAHVE.
JNobnio- A 63weHyn BaafobTb -
| TecHoTy n 3néck A papocTb
K pabl. 06aymMaHHbIi Hapsag.;
/ToBop«TaBiiBIOA Ha 3BYKM My3fa®, nopcmegmse OT Banbca
K kagpxait. MpWhenkiissft nanb»mu:/
'- [A6A MX HOXKM, ® ' N - . 'n

3APELEN.. m
" ' gaigegS BB Pecifk .Meson . -

- Tpu nap® G*poliLLL'xeéaékiix wor.

pgl-QB. is, [A0aro s aabii*B He mugun . .
n'r [ ewulpyesHlloxmanen,.. & \ . m
is ,Bloww, HokkH. [ Bl Have. - M

/YBnekaema! pawxkeHvem- nap- H Mefgbkawrem sop,moye3a®T
m 'B TaHUEBBAbHO* m:ane .3APLLLEN! xoTe* ewe pa3 Ail.KIoOHaLL:
a, Myiliwke.Ho Ha nopore yopgoo* «lw -~ow N
; . NopsiapyLLyiA ero*/;m . '
WErKM /ou/ .0®BVI,CI,HO/|7|TI’1«bHHY,Tao6H «onT pasrosop/ -

A,3911-8BCESYe’-5r efile  [AOHHHE
" 1- hiiBpcouuéoniill |y osuHe . .
3a.yukki,:tikol/® -6ysH, []

- KapgekHoii waika' W*a*aun. A . e
/3rpeukunii yrognvmeo: ynaurescs 3 pa3Boa® pykauu.kak Gbl
npook j'OKcpBi'B nocHce/

Tk npasjoii- $$&w'LL nuctoner,a

' vii./C'V LW



3w pai /-C-TAEAA3'Y/-.. 3-'O** caxeHax nonagan
,OliiP34.- ¥Yma: k ?808/10:pBMNe n*p
SAPIHEIt "/wudKe&a pyN'/: [ ]
®lWlpa W.;-. VAN |
w(lLETWH.  © " «Cyno cTbavaThb,
" ' w gpyget-flaQ'fiOpitsb-aogogax’
| Ha "Bp-bep-.uocrae”b B*.

AL AKX 1%Tb& rono363-6kar mog BpemeHa/

.CWLWH /kpyra nosepHys JIAr.P k 3apy,rge- waxuyoa/
I | Wo im?
cly W ., O CECSS oygpy.3r-aa gopofHo!
"' 31 8 EvBEtACAOR -
n NbepiiH-xoachk;. NpBHOOXBAHKA,
an .haaBaél ABaMK w>KTpB';
&o*MKarl ,u§*a-, cepas, - - !
0-geEbur Eoei Bo3paseos, CMeKas
P® -ap;upaB*n..40 ABYX popos; -
- m . N WB-VISLLIYLLKOB;
1L w6psx Asoup OAKEWN, By WSIOH,
a”E'opsaBHO?. opBeeTAaa (ajsos m W,
m ;T*aagHA emesrip”.etfapsS' Bays,
' . paBop8Esawpublix un ...
OHETVIH ese nyT. A
J/3apeukomy ynBeToAa HakoHel Kgressasrbca/
/Bxo-g.et-,ne 3ameyas OHEBHHI?NEHCKM n OJIBIrA.3 pykax
'y JIEHCH-OTO packpuriiii; anb6om s- Tapo.OJIbIA, age? oue-

[OM aB KWi.,arr-n%k3«a "~épes nneyo CBOEro >XeHuxa =



~S4-
XU U A saiiokseen’. B aga6op Meiiseg»*? Qtp.c®./
n/IULELL| /ans@:®? HEWup/IB-&, Boe euwe He 3ameuas OHETUHA.

KpTopsuy LUTA yp.niina *

.''m XnageH,6nX » [uwitosx/w oag.6waa!,
Tuaswuin «ArYKK ceos
" | lWepa-paty' Beeex a nobBu-.-

'® EpBBBB'/Iue MPAATHO-T oiiHoii"

OHEIfi;/c eyxam cmexom/ -
' "™ 1 BnaxeH-+,Xxo0®b,BeXeT OH.Tb OHa [ ]

& /ipBWM' aBMMI pPBOB/IEYEHA. . -

/NEHCHLW, xpuyeE 3axnonHyTb anb6omM,Ho OHEM/H, ncnpocHrs B3r-
nagom "“«peweHue xo3fnliku anb6oma,npoTaruBaeT pyKy K TeT

pagul.

(KETA. /9B HeCKONbKO CeKyHA elle anbom’ B cBOUX

- pykax/ .
' 'e;.KOoHeuyHO» Bbl MB-pa3 Bugaga /. 1
. ; YeBakoii. 6BpaBwK anb6om,
®  4yTO BOe nojpyaka: namapagu ]
'le - G KOHLUa,0. Hayasl», BKPYrom.
- /B e - . .-
owP11 ' ' 310 Apaajnkoakblo,
Oraxa 6e3'mepa,.. !
mjBHdSIi /ropsuvo/ ... Mo npejaHunio
w B 8HBK [Apy>X6bl BepHOli BsAeceLyr.

. lan56omn yxe y Hero B pykax/
YMeHbLUEHbI,MPOA0KEHbI ]

m  /niloxas ctpaHuubl/ -
Ha nepsoMm- nuoTake BCTpeyaellb



L.
OVEW /

noanncb . ..., ® ®

n?opo0nkKasa nu OTB*b,QMBHBEﬁ ¥ﬁ§B hs Aewekoro/

TylB HUX pH-cylo! CcenbCKu BUABI,

Hrarpo6aaii: KaMeHb,-xpam Kknpugbl>

IO K Ha nupe rony iikm

'm Wpow * kp'|.eka.HN epnepk»-,

NDKHOBLL

nokpacHen';' oH gepBHBYA3r/

.K Ha noeneaHeMm npo4yuTaelb:

/Be3Bpmuae.3? anbbom/ e ] . n
Wy Gl.b " m-ih we e \X=*"90ce M s no Ay
/iox. < W brK o303naH polikum asuxekunel, MiHLL OTO, [

. *MEopst Buxeswmns anbbom B rop -MlWewW , ,kopa™ on [oN-

xew.0W ape8um m3 PYK OHELW AK ero KBBecsiB.0OB-

__xo4a* b |7|¢DQJO|/|y.LLI w '.".TaeMB'.l-KoP,q;l,.B SO «B N1*-.

Uu-— — -

\

icwn6- SBHOWNA.

/ XKOBeHbé pas3jaeTca puUTypAaajboHa
BHaae(.B cT33¢! H&' M p N 0 K H 0 H OHETVHA.
w X 1I7I,V|O6G)os ae6ﬂnoéop.aqTaae¥.G :5 komuare yxe
I/I»lBaro',q a#fafjaa pgensen lwar. no'HanpaBneHno K
fooagewtwMy 3T AT 'XT. T rs-B eap.oiisag putme uB,
3ypk3s npowoiinos napa:llEbr] v OWC1H, NEHNLWN .es-
Cluyelléll B TeHb.

.OgHoo6pasmn K rcsyaHa, n

cor



JIBH'LLEW.
-if- "

BO3MOXHO Nb.AYyTb /MWb MWW, NENEHOK,

XOoKeTka.BeBpekéail pebeHOK.

YK XuTpoe®®. b-BAcCeT oaa,

-(*)¥.*f y»

3} 6oxe .Bya? LU cnac'irensb

:<3UEHAr> Hay4eks .

He notep 3na,uro6 paaBpagu-tesnb

OrHemM H B3[0XOB H MoOxBan

igsgse cepAue wuckywan; ]
Uto6 4y(bEbL Mpe-3pe KHLMH, 54 0B UTHA

@M faxe n xe obenei;

la ode a:Byxy®peHAn®' uBeswWwk - . 1

nr '
Ho uwaro Be-.Lilicxonrto3 naps

fBe NysH-60Nblle HUYero.
U ~ ,.6«le»nge? temn u 3atyxaerT; napk pasxOf;H?osd

T KW MMO ABepu,noApyr, BCCeNO NeperoBapueasch,

Qi»W u ONBIA/.

(KblA. /3amecuB 3a noporom ncny*em»o* komHatbl JIEHCKOrO/

"X om ?
X Yto ¢ Bamu.

LEGLW . Tak> . ]

NnrerA joBOatQF kBB.ag&py- yroHsemo/

6 lickekeyma3 KoawsbOoH

, " ean MeHs. ebaeT Kak raaBiii COH*.

/OHETHO  eli 4yTo-TO wWenueT,ycnokameBain as,-u napa
npoxoaaT mumo.Bcnes 3a Hamu,B pame ABepu/ONKPBAC;
puckoii 0 ko3ak, TATbAHA/ /inyo ee NOfHO- TporaTtenbHO

1To couvy3craial/.
Yto 3 Bamu..



/XABOHA ncuew6és.qaHIIN pgenaer peswdensga®’,k nopa-,
if .B’'©flo Bpeiiw-'LyBbikage», 04€BULHO,FOTOBACb K HOBOMY n
waHw, , Ka-oapanaaw' kii™||y.méB'a:n?eeeS5Vpykllliiie ooueTtaHiif-
33yK0B.Y nopora E E tS |l'ctankii3aoTon-nKuoin K nuyy-c
OWTrwiy.06a octaHaBAMBalCA ¥ Moi4-B CMOTPA? APYr Ka
,qpyra,.&ByKO sarap&n&aem0c nHcrpymek®eB ob6bopsanuch . 03—
yac asTiEeics HoBoe .3ByKOB-as 3 3puTenbHas iMaysal/e

/N3 -3e [AB3pPK BUAHO sionyraaaoe Aiiyo IATbAHI. KkoTopas
He 3HaeT, K3K 6HTb. Ho B oTo Bpema Kb rny6uHLl, 3ana
BO ceNElil XOXO0T, S 33Tebl A N™HWe, CBKCT, naii u Tcn.
aaN-&appTTWLUNCIH--T?p-ay nra!_aa”6-@,7Tak 4TO cTeHa, OTAeNsA0-
was nosly beMKyl KOMHaTy OT 3a/B, HanpaB/ieH» nap Nengunky-
nsapHo. KI-3puTena I eivy evgHH a Komke®a u 3apg. loctwm,
paceTyrTEl.arkeb, gawTt gopory PALLELLIM,My>XIKBM, NpULLeALLIM
nosgpaBnTb; W nocnasuTb 6apbllnv» B feHb €3 WWHUH: TyT m
n nonyxypaEnb 1M NoNykoT, Kacka ¢ poraBoii co6aybeil Mop™

m  [J0ii, KO3 a;gepasa W ABa-rpe nuaKKalowmx M nctoBo 6blowmx
B 6yb6es [epeBEHCKNX MY3blKaHTOB.

Bce PAW W ,noKNOHACL cnepBa MMsAWWWLE B NOSAC)H8YB-

HewT 3aTeM nnsac nm cnapocsosue.

PAWEBLLE"/now/ W e Myxpukii To Boe 60Tr?X
n "' m[po6y® -nonatwsl cepebpo;. ] ]
Homy noem, Tomy fo6po 16>kul
] ‘LW cnaBa.
j\ ' /MpuneB Ha 33epuHyto cTaTb/
/TATbAHE* nopgaoc&T 60Kan; OTBETHO knaHAscb W gaBa* npwu-
NOXWNTbCA K pYy4YKe,0Ha B [OXEe BPEMA C WCMYroM OrAAfbI-

Baela Haaaj.Ha Mpokcxogsllee Tau,3a MNOPOromM TeMHOW
KO M«aTbl-.bek®n, B5fGKcnb3Hy B .M3 pyk, nagaet/.



Eugene Onegin

Program, Personnel, Stills from the Production

the Program inT heater presents

a World Premiere of o 1936 adaptation by

KRZHIZHANOVSKY

with an orginal score by

PROKOFIEV

of a novei-in-verse by

PUSHKIN

Eugene

ONEGIN

a drama in verse translated by James E. FALEN with the cooperation of Caryl EMERSON
directed by Tim VASEN

. <_:..*<:@/\<:~>_

February 10, 11 12 16 17, 18 2012

O n pp. MARIEAND EDWARD MATTHEWS '563 ACTING STUDIO
Lewis Center for the Arts, 185 Nassau Street

Presented by the Department of Music, Departm entof g\i: Languages and Literatures, the Proyam

in Dance and the Lewis C enter forthe Arts, u&enemus fund ngfrom the Office of the President,
Office ofthe Dean ofFaculty, David Gardner ajj ¢ Fund ofthe Council forthe Hum anities,FVinceton
Institute for International and Rejonal Studies,and the Edu/ardTCone Foundation.

Figure 1. Program cover for the six-performance run of Eugene Onegin in
February 2012. This dramatic version was preceded by a danced
version with the Princeton Symphony Orchestra on February 9.



Figure 2. First page of Fragment 1 of an early variant of the Onegin playscript,
without the Prologue and with deletions of ideologically unacceptable details
in stage directions (such as a cemetery cross). Courtesy Russian State
Archive of Literature and Art.



Figure 3. Cast photo. Top row: Peter Giovine (Lensky, Angry Gent); Jeffrey Kuperman (Vyazemsky, Buyanov, Bear), Ryan
Serrano (Zaretsky, Prolasov, Kalmyk, Decrepit Dignitary); Matthew Spellberg (Krzhizhanovsky, Poet); CC Kellogg (Elderly
Relative; Voronskaya, Assistant Costume Designer). Middle row: Joseph Labatt (Bookseller, General); Lily Akerman (Anisya,
2nd Archival Youth, dance consultant); Gabriel Crouse (Eugene Onegin); Elena Garadja (Tatyana Larina); Juliet Garrett (1st
Archival Youth, Elderly Relative, Guest, Assistant Director); Camila Vega (Dame Larina). Bottom row: Sarah Bluher (Nanny,
Elderly Guest); Katie McGunagle (Olga Larina, 3rd Archival Youth); Carolyn Vasko (Onegin’s Servant, Old Princess); Molly
Brean (Stage Manager); Alana Tornello (Hanger-on, St. Petersburg Lady, Assistant Set Designer to Anya Klepikov).
Cast photo by Tim Vasen.
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Figure 4. Opening title of Lewis Center archival DVD of the production: the Poet typing up his play script, Moscow 1936,
as snow falls. DVD videographed by Nic Petry of Dancing Camera.



Figure 5. Prologue: Poet pleading with Bookseller. “You've chosen to untune your voice,
to quit the Muse of magic sound,... And all for what, | ask?” “For freedom.”



Figure 6. Fragment 1. Lensky, reciting a lyric at the grave of Dmitri Larin



L

Figure 7. Fragment 2: Onegin and Lensky in the country. “But you, Bordeaux, | find just right; / You're like a
comrade, ever steady, / Prepared in trials and in grief/ To render service, give relief; / A trusty fellow,
always ready / To share a quiet evening’s end.”



Figure 8. Fragment 5: Tatyana and her Nanny on the balcony (the Letter Scene)



Figure 9. Fragment 7: Onegin pursues a humiliated Tatyana around the dance floor during her nameday
(the transposed “Bench Scene”). “You'd start to weep, but all your tears / Would fail to touch my rigid heart; /
They'd only drive me to a rage. / That's how | am.”



Figure 10. Fragment 7: Masked mummers sing and dance around Tatyana in honor of her nameday. “He’s like a bean-pole,
his head’s a pestle, his ears like little scissors, hands are rakes, his legs are forks,, his eyes like little holes...”



Figure 11. Fragment 9: The Duel, growing directly out of the violent end of Tatyana's Dream.



Figure 12. Fragment 10: Tatyana visits Onegin’s deserted house, with three village boys (in video-projection) crowding in
through the far-left back door.



Figure 13. Fragment 10: Tatyana reads from Byron’s Don Juan in Onegin’s library. “Temperate | am, yet never had a temper; /
Modest | am—yet with some slight assurance; [...] Patient—but not enamored of endurance...”



Figure 14. Fragment 12: After several years Onegin turns up in Petersburg “like Chatsky, straight from boat to ball.”



Figure 15. Fragment 12: Onegin is dressed down by three Archival Youths (from Pushkin’s verse epigram,
1815, “Yrpiombix Tpolika ecTb nesLos” [A troika of gloomy singers]).



Figure 16. Fragment 13: The Neva waterfront before dawn. Onegin drowsing on a bench, and two friends discuss his fate.
“While Petersburg, already rousing, / Answers the drummer’s wake-up call.”



Figure 17. Fragment 14: The final meeting of Onegin and Princess Tatyana Dmitrievna on the ottoman. “For nothing mattered
then, And so/ 1 married... Now | beg you, go! / 1 know that in your heart reside / Both honor and a manly pride.”



Figure 18. Fragment 14. Onegin confronts his creator, the Poet, and angrily leaves the play. Blest is he,
says the Poet, who “all at once, for good, withdrew / As | from my Onegin do.”



Figure 19. Early draft of maquette for Matthews Acting Studio (set design and maquette by Anya Klepikov).



Figure 20. Sigizmund Krzhizhanovsky (1887-1950), author of the play script.






Figure 22. Tim Vasen, director of Princeton’s Program in Theater,
Lewis Center for the Arts, and director of Eugene Onegin. Photo
by Denise Applewhite, courtesy of Princeton University.



