Vechor Podno 1z Lesochku

Bevop no3ano u3 jgecouky Late in the Evening out of the Woods

1820
by Praskovya Ivanovna Kuznetsova-Gorbunova, aka Zhemchugova (1768-1803)
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Beyop no3gHo 13 necouky

7 KopoB lOMOM rHana.

Nvwb cnycTunack K pyyeeyky
Bosne Halwuero cena,

Buxy - 6apuH eget ¢ nons,
[1e cobaukm Bnepeau.
[MOpaBHSIBLUMCS CO MHOIO,
OH NpuBETANBO CKasan:

"30paBCTBYI, MUNas KpacoTka,
A3 kakoro Tbl cena?"

- Bawwen MunocTu KpecTbsHka,
OtBevana emy 1.

"He 1€65 nn, Mosi pagocTb,
Erop 3a cbiHa npocun?
OH Tebsi COBCEM He CTouT,
He Kk ToMy Tbl poxzaeHa:

Tbl pogunacs KpecTbsHKOM,
3aBTpa byaeLwub rocnoxal”

- Bbl, ronyByLukn-nogpyxku,
lMocoBeTyinTe Bbl MHe!

- Y10 X Ham Aenatb, YTO X HaMm Aymarb,
Y10 % Ham 6apuHy ckasaTb?

AX, Hag Hamu X ero Bons,

Ero Bons, ero BnacTb.

Vechor pozna iz lisochku
Ja karov damoj gnala.

Lish spustilas' k ruchijochku
Vozli nashiva sela,

Vizhu - barin jedit s pol'a,
Dve sabachki fperidi.
Paravn'avshis'a sa mnoju,
On priv'etliva skazal:

"Zdrastvuj, milaja krasotka,
|z kakova ty sila?"
- Vashej milasti krist'janka,
Atvechala jemu ja.

"Ne tebja li, maja radast!,
Jegor za syna prasil?
On teb'a safs'em ni stoit,
Ni k tamu ty razhdina:

Ty radilas'a krost'jankaj,
Zaftra budish' gaspazha!"
- Vy, galubushki-padrushki,
Posovetujte vy mn'e!

- Shto zh nam d'elat’, shto zh nam dumat’,

Shto zh nam barinu skazat'?
Ah, nad nami zh jevo volja,
Jivo vol'a, jivo vlast'.

The Polina Shepherd Vocal Experience

Late in the evening from the
forest | was taking my cows
home. Just went down to the
spring near our village, | saw a
agentleman coming from the
field with two dogs ahead of
him.

Catching up with me, he said
nicely: "Greetings, dear beauty.
What village do you come
from?" - "I am your peasant", -
| answered.

"Wasn't it you, my joy, that
Egor asked for his son? He is
not worth you at all. Not to that
you were born: you were born
a peasant but omorrow you will
be a lady!"

My dear friends, advise me,
what to do, what to think, what
shall we say to the gentelmen?

- Well, what do we think, what

can we say to our master? Ah,
his will is above us, his will, his
power.



