Gimnazia 67,
St. Petersburg, Russia

The Pushkin Trust,
Northern Ireland

22 October 2015




Aurora Af'anasleva-'
ABpopa AdaHacbeBa

| loved you: love still, perhaps

A Bac nodbun: nodoBb eLle, ObiTb

= MOXET,

In my soul died away not absolutely;
B oywe moen yracna He COBCEM;
But let it doesn't disturb you any more;
Ho nycTtb oHa Bac bonblue He

: TPEBOXMUT;
| don't want to grieve you with anything.
- £l He xo4y nevanuTb Bac HUYEM.
| loved you silently, remedilessly,
A Bac nobun 6e3mornsHo,
: Bbe3HagexHo,

That shyness, jealousy we wear;
To poboCTbIo, TO PEBHOCTLIO TOMUM;
| loved you so sincerely, so gently,

‘A Bac Nobun Tak UCKPEHHO, Tak

HEXHO,
As let you God be darling of another.

| chose this poem because it seems to me
that it is the most frank and sensual from all
% 2 acquaintances of me with Aleskadre
Kak aait Bam bor nobumoii BbITs Sergeyevich's works. It subdued me from the
APYrnM. ‘ first lines and | decided to translate it.




My Dear Friend of My Hard Days!

My dear friend of my hard days,
My poor darling!

Still waiting for me in the pinewoods?

And grieving at the window in your tiny room?
And your tired hands slowly knitting?

And looking at the gates in the black long way...
Don't worry about me.

My dear friend of my hard days!

lMoOopyaa OHeli Moux cyposbix,
[onyb6Ka Opaxnas mos!

OO0Ha 8 2nywu n1eco8 cOCHOBbLIX
ZlasHo, 0a8HO Mbi #oewb MeHS.
Tbl MO0 OKHOM ceoell ceemauuybl
[oproewb, 6yOomo Ha yacax,

N mednsm nomMmuHymHo criuybl

Taisia Ludzskaya

Taucua Jlya3sckan
| like this poem,

because when | read
this text, | think about
the poor woman who
waited for her small
Sasha all her life. |
think that nanny's
fairytales were

B meoux HAMOPU,eHHbIX PYKaX.
[naduwoe 8 3a6bimbie 8opomel
Ha yepHsili omoaneHHsIl nyme:
Tocka, npedyyscmaeus, 3a6omeoli
TecHaM meor ece4acHo epyob.

heartwarming for
Pushkin in difficult
times.




To lvan Pushchin Anvna Kaesa
Alina Kaeva
UBaHy MywmHy

My first friend! My dear Mow nepsbin apyr! Mou apyr
friend! 6ecueHHbIN!

| blessed the fate, 1 A cyabby 61aroc10Bum,
When my lonely yard,

Blue snow covered Korga mou ABop yeAMHEHHDIN,

Your bell declared. [leyanbHbIM CHErOM
3aHECEHHbIU,

TBOM KOTOKOJIbYMK Or1acu.

| chose this poem because | think that it is very beautiful and soulful.




Nobnio Tebs, NMeTtpa TBOpPEHDbE,
o610 TBOM CTPOruiA, CTpoiiHbIN BUA,
HeBbl gep)KaBHOe TeyeHbe,
beperosoit ee rpaHumT,

TBOMX orpag y3op YyryHHbiu,

TBOMX 3aAYMUMBBIX HOYEN
Mpo3payHbIit cympak, 6neck 6e3nyHHbIN,
Korpa A B KOMHaTe moe#

Muwy, untato 6e3 namnapgbl,

U AcHbI cnawme rpomagbl
MycTbIHHBbIX YAUL, U cBEeTAA
Apmupanteiickas urna,

W, He nycKaa TbMy HOUYHYIO

Ha 3onotblie Hebeca,

OpAHa 3apsA CMEHUTb APYryLo

CnewuT, AaB HOYM NoaYaca.

Anastasia Averianova,
ABepbaAHOBa AHacTacua

I like these poetic lines because they tell about my city,
St. Petersburg, one of the most beautiful cities of the world.

I love you, Peter's great creation!
Your strict, but elegant design

The Neva with its flow majestic

In granite coats embankments shine.
The iron patterns of the fences,

The mystic twilight of the nights,
Surrounded by the moonless shadow
| keep on reading in the room,

Lit by the lonely desert roads

And the Admiralty spire gloom.

The golden heavens can't be darkened
with the foggy city light,

One dawn intends to find another
With half an hour left for night.




Karen Mosoyan
/10610 mebs, [lempa meopeHbe, Ka per MocosH

/10610 meoii cmpozuii, cmpoliHbiii 8U0,
Heebl depixcasHoe meyeHbe, ,
bepezoeoli ee cpaHum... N e
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Love you, the creation of Peter}.
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Love your severe, hargionlouswlew
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Vaniamoyva Antonina
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~ WNenb ckBO3b WHEN 3ENEHEET,
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3 1 peuka noao nbaom 6nectur.

I like these lines because they describe winter. In

The snow below the blue skies

Like a beautiful carpet lies.

Brightly shining under the sun

In the daytime light.

The wood is dusky.

The trees in rime keep getting green

While under ice the river glitters brightly.

my opinion winter is the best time of the year.



Valeriya Ashimova
Awmnmosa Banepua

AnekcaHap Cepreesund [NyWwKNH

A NOMHI0 YyaHOEe MIHOBEHbE:
| remember that wonderful moment

When you appeared before my sight,
Your fleeting image, vision in the distance
1 The pure beauty and grace delight.

Mepeno mHoM ABMAACH Thl,
Kak mmumonetHoe BnaeHbe,

Kak reHui 4nctom KpacoTbl.

5

el

- '-_': -

These words remind me of some wonderful moments of my life. o ¥ .';-"I
A. Pushkin taught me to think and express my thoughts and ideas. e
i



HaHe [MonnHa MankoBa
NMoapyra oHeun MOUX CYpPOBbIX
FonyOka gpsaxnasa mos!
OpgHa B rnywm necoB COCHOBbIX
[JaBHO, 0aBHO Tbl XAelb MeHS.

To nanny
A friend with whom | spent my childhood
My dearest person on the earth!
Alone, deep in the forest of a pinewood
You wait for me to be the hearth.

I've chosen these lines because | have
known them by heart since my childhood
and they will always remind me of those
carefree daysl usedto have.

By Polina Malkova



9 BAC AIOBAIO, - XOTb 4 OELLIYCb, | love you,-though | rage at it,

XOTb 3TO TPYA M CTbla HOMNPACHbIM, Though it is a shame and toil misguided,
N B 3TOM TAYNOCTU HECHOCTHOM And to my folly self-derided

Y BALLIMX HOT § NPM3HAIOCH! Here at your feet | will admit!

Dasha Magina
AdLLa MarmHa

I've chosen this poem because | like it a lot, these lines remind me of one person
and sometimes they inspire me.



Anastasia Zimina
AHactacma 3MMMHa

K Hen
B neyanbHOM npa3gHoOCTM A Anpy 3abbiBan,
BoobparkeHne B MeyTax He pa3ropasoch,
C papamm toOHOCTU MOM reHun oTaeTan,
N cepaue meaneHHO xnageno, 3aKpbiBasiocCh.
Bac BHOBb 1 NpM3bIBa, O AHM MOEN BECHDI,
Bbl, nponeteBLlIne NOA CEHbIO TULLUHDI,
[OHW apy»ecTBa, 1t06BKU, HaZEeXa, U rPyCTU

HEXKHOMN...
I’'ve chosen this poem because spring is my

favourite time in a year and it is about Love...

To her

In sad otiosity the Lyra was forgotten
Imagination did not flame me up

The youth ideas made my gift die out

And heart cooled slowly down for a while,

| went on calling you again, the days of spring
Flying past under the umbrage of silence
Those pleasant, lovely days of hope and

sadness...




Cepaue 6yayuwmm *KUBET,
HacToAawee yHbINO:

Bce mrHoBeHHO, BCe Nponaer.
Y1o nponaet, To byaet muno.

Heart lives for future,

Present is dreary.

All is momentary, all will pass.
What will pass, will be dear.

Lidiia Tcyganova

JIngna AHatonbeBHa LbiraHoBa

These lines fascinate me because nothing
gives us more pleasure than the happy
moments of the past




