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MrHoBeHnss MOen XXU3HHU
ctuxu Hukonas [lonyxaHsiHa

JTO usgaHme — UTOr MHOrOMIETHEr0 TBOPYECTBA, pa3MblIlLNeHUi, noneTa daHTa-
3MN HeobbIKHOBEHHOro YenoBeka — Hukonasa [lonyxaHsHa. QoTtorpapum, oxsa-
TbiBalowme noytu 50-neTHuit nepmon MCTopun ero ceMbU — CeMbU U3BECTHOIO
COBETCKOro KOMMo3MTopa, — B ONpefesieHHOM CMbicie ABAATCA U [OKYMEHTOM
BpeMeHu. Bbixop 3TON KHUMM — BaXKHOE U pafoCTHOe CObObITUe He TONIbKO Ans
popHbix Konu, KoTopble M3 MOKONIeHUsi B MOKOMEeHUe XpaHAT Nob0Bb K My3blKe,
nUTepaTypHOMY CJI0BY M U306pa3nTeNbHOMY UCKYCCTBY, HO U AJ151 BCEX, KTO N06UT
M LLEHUT ero Kak noasTa, Apyra u NpocTo YyTKOro U O0T3bIBUMBOr0 Yesl0BEKaA.

Snapshots of a Life

The Poems of Nikolai Dolukhanyan

This book is the result of many years of creative effort and reflection, the product
of the imagination of an extraordinary man — Nikolai Dolukhanyan, known as
Kolya. It is a milestone in the history of a family which for generations has
cultivated a love of music, literature and fine art. And of course the publication
of this book is a joyful event for all those who love Nikolai and cherish him as a
poet, a friend and simply as the sensitive, caring person he is.
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06 aBTOpE

Poouncs 5 niona 1961 roga B ceMbe M3BECTHONO COBETCKOIO KOMMNO3UTOPA, MUAHUCTA, LWaX—
MaTucta AnekcaHgpa [lonyxaHsiHa U ero cynpyru, oMapoBaTenbHON xeHwuHbl Kanepun
Tpy6Hukosoii. C camoro poxxaeHus Kona Kynancs B atmocdepe nobeu, 3a60Tbl U BHUMAHUSA
He TONMbKO POAHbIX, HO M BCEX MHOMOYMCIIEHHbIX Apy3ei ceMbu. Ho 3T0 coBepLUEeHHO He u3-
6anosano ero: o cux nop Hukonai — BonnoweHne feANKaTHOCTM, BOCMUTAHHOCTU U UHTEN-
NUreHTHOCTU. B coBeTCKOe BpeMs BbIpaCTUTb U MOCTaBUTb HA HOMM pebeHKa C CUHAPOMOM
JlayHa 6b110 NpaKTUYeCcKn HeBO3MOXKHO. CKONTbKO 60nKM 1 TPYAHOCTEH NPULLIOCH NPeoaoneTb
ero pogutensaM, 4tobbl Kona noyyBcTBOBasN cebs NOMHOMPaBHbIM YNIEHOM 06LLecTBa U CNo-
Xuncs Kak noat!

C paHHero getctBa Konga 6b1n1 HEO6bIYHBIM pebeHKOM: OH OTNIMYAsICA HabnwaaTenb-
HOCTbI0, MY3bIKaJIbHOCTbIO U, FNaBHOe, 06nagan ¢eHoMeHanbHoi namaTblo. OH MHOrO neT
XPAHUT B r0yI0OBe COTHU UMeH, bruorpaduii gpy3seit n U3BeCTHbIX NtoAei, MX HoMepa Tene-
¢dboHOoB 1 gaTbl poxaeHus. Ecnu KTo-To u3 Apy3eil CeMbU HUKAK HE MOXET CBA3aTbCA C TEM
WU UHBIM 3HAKOMbIM, OH TYT e 3BOHUT Kone [lonyxaHsiHy U MTHOBEHHO MOMyYaeT HYKHbIN
HoMep! HuKonal apyanpoBaH B 06/1aCTK My3bIKK: XOTA €ro nana normé B aBToKatacTpode,
KOrpa CbiHy 6bIN0 BCEr0 CeMb feT, MaNbyMK 3HAaeT MHOIMe Npou3BefeHus, NeCHU, UX aBTo-
poB, rog, co3gaHus. Ewe oH nobut MHTENNEeKTyanbHble UrPpbl, B TOM YUCne pa3ragbiBaHue
KpocceopaoB. bnusok Kone v TeaTtp: oH He pa3 6biBas Ha JIYYLLIMX MOCKOBCKUX NOCTAaHOBKAX,
a ¢ 2001 ropa Konsa aptuct Teatpa «OTKpbITOe MCKYCCTBO®. [115 HEro ato He NpocTo paboTa B
TBOPYECKOM MPOEKTE, HO U UCTOYHUK BAOXHOBEHMSA. 34eCb ero NOTeHUMan Kak aktepa u noaTta
pacKpbuica B nonHoi Mepe. B Teatpe y Konv nosasunuck apy3bsa u noumtaTenu ero tanaHTa.
Bbixog, KHUMKM, KOTOpyio Bbl fepxute B pyKax, BO MHOroM ux 3acnyra.

Ho camoe rnaBHoe geno xu3Hu Konu — 310 ero ctuxu. N3-3a nnoxoro 3peHns oH coun-
HSIeT UX B YMe, He 3anuCbIBaeT U NPaKTUYECKU He pefaKTUPYeT, HO MOXKET No CBOEMY Xe-
NTAHMIO UK MO Npocbbe cnywaTtener NPoYecTb 060K CTUX B CBOEN YHUKANIBbHOM, NTIULLDb eMy
CBONCTBEHHOW MaHepe.

Mtorue ctuxu Konu otAnyaloTcs TOHKMM YyBCTBOM HOMOPA, UCKNIOYMTENBHO A06pbIM
n ceetnbiM. 0 yeM oHn? O N6MMbIX MecCTax, rae noaT 6biBan C MaMOM, O ero AeTCTBe, 0 pog-
HbIX: NOOUMBIX poauTensax, HaHe AnekcaHgpe AHOpeeBHe, KOTopas NPOoXuia B 3TON ceMbe
50 net (Kons Ha3biBan ee «llypay), apy3bax. U o Tom, 4To npoucxogmuT B *u3HM Hukonas
Ka¥AblW feHb, Befib Ba¥HO, B KOHLLE KOHLL0B, UMEHHO 3TO.



About the author

Nikolai was born on June 5th 1961 into the family of the famous Soviet composer, pianist
and chess-player Alexander Dolukhanyan and his wife, KaleriaTrubnikova. From the day he
was born Nikolai was bathed in the love, care and attention not only of his relatives, but of
many family friends. But this did not spoil him: to this day he is the embodiment of courtesy
and good manners. Raising a child with Downs Syndrome in the Soviet Union had its chal-
lenges, but Kolya has conquered all barriers in his life, even becoming a poet.

From a young age, Nikolai was an unusual child. He had keen powers of observation,
was very musical, and, most important of all, had a phenomenal memory. Over many years
he has memorised hundreds of names and the biographical details of friends and famous
people, their telephone numbers and dates of birth. If a friend of the family can’t get hold
of someone, then all he has to do is to ring up Nikolai to be told the right number. Nikolai is
very musically literate. Although his father died in a car crash when he was only seven, he
knows musical compositions, songs, their composers and the dates they were composed.
He also loves intellectual games including solving crossword puzzles. Nikolai has always
loved the theatre. He has often attended the best Moscow productions and, for more than
ten years now, he has been able to act himself with the unique Open Art Theatre for people
with Downs Syndrome. For him the theatre it is not simply about participating in creative
projects, but also a source of inspiration. Kolya has many friends in the theatre company
who admire his poems and his moving renditions of them on stage. That this book has come
to be published, can, in many respects, be attributed to their love and encouragement.

But what Nikolai values most of all are his poems. As his eyesight is poor, he compos-
es them in his head. He doesn’t write them down and hardly edits them, but he can at will,
or at the request of his audience, recite any poem in his own unique manner.

Many of Nikolai’s poems are notable for their subtle, kind and bright humour. The
subject matter is the favourite places he has stayed in with his mother, his childhood, his
relatives, his beloved parents, his nanny Alexandra Andreevna who lived with the family for
50 years (Nikolai calls her Shura), and his friends. And Nikolai’s everyday life, which is what’s
important, after all.



«f1 — HUKONAW NONYXAHSH»

— Kons, pacckaxu o ceoeM petcrBe!

— Korpa a poguncs, MaMe roBopunu, 4to A He BbiXKuBY. Ho 5 BbixXun, ctan pactu. [paepa,
LO0NIF0 He XOAMN: AeAyns NpuBsA3biBal MHe BEPEBOYKU K HOraM, yuus MeHs X0A4uTb, HO A CTO-
AN, @ UATK He Mor. A Hayan XoauTb 91 OYeHb MHTepecHo: MaMa C nanov yexanu B JleHuHrpag,
A ocTtancs c HaHen LLlypoit, a y MeHs 6bi1 HACMOPK, U OHA HacbiNana MHe ropyYnLbl B HOCKH,
ynoxuna cnaTb — U 3abbina. Pogutenn Bo3BpalLaoTca: A 6erato no oMy, noanpbirneato. Tak
A nowwen.

— To, KaK Tbl Ha4Yan roBOpPUTb, TOXKE UHTepecHas uctopusa. Pacckaxu!

— Hy, 310 paKe CTbIAHO paccKasbiBaTb. (I0Ba S NPOU3HOCKIT paHO, HO peyn He 6bino. OgHaX-
Abl Mbl npoBoaunu neto B }KyKoBKe, CHUManu TaM flayy, U A CJly4aliHO ynan B KyCT CMOpO-
AWHbI — a OH ObIn Konw4uii. M 1 Kak 3akpudy matoM! Bce yauBmnmcb, KOHe4YHo, n 06pagoBa-
NUCb.

— loBopAT, Tbl OTAIMYAELIbCA 60/IbLUUM YNPAMCTBOM.

— [la, nHorpa 6biBaeT. OgHaXKAabl, KOrga MHe 6b110 LWEeCTHAALATD NIeT, A NoLwen noayyartb na-
cnopt. o popore Mama MHe roBoput: «Kons, Korga Teba cnpocsiT, KTO Tbl MO HaLMOHANbHO-
CTN, CKaXku “pycckuid”. MoHan?s» § cornacuncs, HO B MUTULUKN OTBETUIT: «f apMaHMHY». MaMa
cnpocuna noToM, noyeMy A Tak caenan, u 1 oteetun: «[lotoMy uto rnyno yenoseky ¢ pamMu-
nuein [lonyxaHsiH UMeTb B NacnopTe HALUMOHANBbHOCTb “PYCCKUIA"».

— BcnoMHm, Kak Tbl HaYan nucatb cTuxu? Kak oHm y Te6s poxkpalorca?

— 1 Havan nucatb cTuxm c getcTBa. baba Lllypa pacckasbiBana MHe CKa3KKU, MHOIO YMTa-

na, 9 yYUn CTUXM C ee C/IoB HauU3yCTb. [TOTOM caM Hayan COYMHATL. Y MeHs 6bin 1 yunte-
nsa, HanpuMmep, B lepegenknHe g NO3HAKOMUICA C NO3TOM BUKTOPOM BOKOBBIM, Mbl C HUM
obcyxpanu ctuxu. 1 fonro gymaio, AymMao o 4eM-To, U B FOJIOBe poXAalTcsa cnosa: o bore,
0 CNpaBeasIMBOCTHU, O YECTHOCTU M fob6poTe. A BOO6LLLE BAOXHOBEHME NPUXOAMUT JONTO.

— Hap, kakuMu ctuxamm Tbl ceiiyac pabotaelb?

— §l Bcerpa nuiuy u o TOM, Y4TO ceryac NPOMCXOAUT B MOEN KU3HU. Mbl CTaBUM CMeKTaK/b
«Pomeo n [Ixynbettas B Teatpe «OTKpbITOE MCKYCCTBO®» U 9 XOUY HanucaTtb 06 3ToM. 06a4yMbI-
BAl0 U POMAHTUYECKME CTUXMW.

— Konsa, o yeM Tbl NO }XMU3HU MeyTaellb?

— §1 xouy 0683aTeNIbHO HAY4YUTLCS UrPaTb HA GnenTe.

becepoBana Mapus ®Oypcosa



«l AM NIKOLAI DOLUKHANYAN>»

— Nikolai, tell us about your childhood.

— When | was born Mum was told that | wouldn’t survive. But | did survive and began to grow.
It’s true it took me a long time to learn to walk. Grandpa tied ropes around my legs to get me
to walk, but | just stood there. | couldn’t move. How | eventually learnt to walk is interesting.
Mum and Dad had gone to Leningrad, leaving me with nanny Shura. | had a cold and she sprin-
kled mustard powder into my socks and put me to bed — and forgot about me. My parents
returned and | was running about the house, jumping up and down. That's how | learnt to walk.
— How you learnt to speak — that’s an interesting story. Tell that one too.

— Well | feel a bit ashamed telling you that one. | learnt to say words early, but | couldn’t form
sentences. One summer we rented a dacha in Zhukovka and | accidentally fell into a blackberry
bush and it was full of prickles. And | cried out using swear words! Everyone, of course, was
very surprised and delighted.

— They say that you can be very stubborn.

— Yes | can be sometimes. When | was sixteen | went to get my identity card. On the way there
my mum said to me “Nikolai, when they ask you what your nationality is, say ‘Russian’, under-
stand?” | agreed to, but at the police station | replied “I'm Armenian”. Mum asked me later why
I'd done that and | replied “Because it would be stupid for a man named Dolukhanyan to have
‘Russian’ nationality.”

— How did you begin to write poems? How do they come to you?

— | started writing poetry in my childhood. Nanny Shura used to tell me fairytales and she
read to me a lot. | learnt poetry from her by heart. Then | started to write poems myself. |

had teachers too, for example in Peredelkino | became acquainted with the poet Viktor Bokov.
He and | used to discuss poems. | spend a long time thinking, | think of something and then
words come into my head: about God, about justice, about honesty and goodness. And my
inspiration lasts a long time.

— What poems are you working on at the moment?

— | always write about what is going on in my life. We are putting on a performance of “Romeo
and Juliet” (with Open Art Theatre) and | want to write about that. I'm thinking about writing
some romantic poems.

— What do you wish for in life?

— | definitely want to learn to play the flute.

Nikolai was in conversation with Maria Fursova
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[lBafuaTtb neT BUCUT MOPTPeET.
A nanbl pagoM C HAMU HeT...
U ceppue, nanouka, y Konu
(KuMaeTca oT cne3 u 6onu.

Posanb TBON, Nana, He MONYNT.
TBOW CbIH MENoAMMN CTYUMT.
fl NOMHIO KaXKAy U3 HOT —
Teoi Kongs BCé Tebe cnoert.

Tbl ¢ HaMK, Nana, HaBceraa.
XoTb A 1 Man, Ho He 6epal
1 3a posineM oYeHb pbsH,
A — HUKONAWN NONYXAHSH.



* %k 3k

The portrait has hung on the wall for twenty years.
But Daddy isn’t with us.

And Kolya’s heart is shrunk, Daddy,

From tears and pain.

Your piano is not silent, Daddy.
Your son thumps out melodies.

| remember every tune.

Your Kolya will sing them all to you.

You are always with us, Daddy.

Though I'm small, it doesn’t hold me back.
I’'m always practising.

I’'m Nikolai Dolukhanyan.

13
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KaHTaTta

Moi1 goporoii, nio6umblit nana!
f1 B namMATb 0 Tebe nuwy KaHTtaTy.

«/to6rMy10 3eM0» — CBSALLEHHYI0 TEMY TBOK —
1 NPOJOMKUTD XOUy.

«Moto actadety Ha gonrue neta,

CbiHOYeK, Hecu!» — Tbl CKa3an.

Konb »wun 6bl Ha cBeTe,

BceM, B3poCnbIM 1 JeTaMm,

0 PoguHe Tbl 6bl Nucan.

TpeBOKHO }MBEM Mbl

M B Mupe, n goma,

Mbl, netTu nnaHeTbl 3eMns.

f1 6yny cTapaTbCA 3a TpyAHOe b6paTbCs,
1, manoykKa, CbiH TBOM He 3p4.

Moi1 goporoii, nio6umblit nana!
f1 B namMaATb o Tebe nuwy KaHTaTy.



Cantata

My dear beloved father.
I’'m writing a cantata in memory of you.

| want to write on your sacred theme, «My Motherland».
You said to me: «Son, continue my work for years to come.»
If you had lived, you would have written songs

For young and old about our country.

We live anxiously

In the world and at home.

We are the children of Planet Earth.

I’m going to get to work.

Dad, it’s not for nothing that I’'m your son.

My dear beloved father,
I’'m writing a cantata in memory of you.

15
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Mana 3pecb

Cnno HOYbIO OfHAXAbI U YYBCTBYIO,
KaK KT0-TO CTOUT Hag0 MHOM,

Kak KTo-To nonpaBun nogyLuKy

N wenyet MHe: «Cnn, poporoii!»

OTKpbIn 9 rnasa — u BAPYT BUKY,
YTo manoyka psagom co MHow!
CTouT, 3aTauBLUYU JbIXaHbe,
bosicb Mol HapyLWNTb NOKOM.

BocknuKkHyn 5: «[lanoyka ¢ Hamu!»
Ho 3710 6bI1a Moa MaMa...



Daddy’s here

One night | was asleep and | sensed
Someone standing over me,
That someone straightened my pillow

And whispered to me, sleep tight, darling son.

| opened my eyes to see

My Daddy standing over me.
He was holding his breath,
Afraid of waking me.

| cried out, Daddy’s here,
But it was my mother.

17
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JleHb poxkpeHusa MaMbl

B ¢eBpane geHb poxKaeHUs MaMbl,
YTo e e a Torga nogapto?
Hanuwy Ha nucTtoyke bymarm,

UYto 5 MaMOUKy o4yeHb ntobnto!

YTo6b1 MaMa MOSl He CcTapena
M 6b1na HepasnyyHa Co MHOM,
Cvn v 300poBbA 5 el Noxenato,
Moeli munon,
no6UMOn,
poaHoli!



Mother’s Birthday

My mother’s birthday is in February.
What should | give her?
| write on a piece of paper,

That | love my dear mother very much.

| don’t want my mother to grow old
And for us to be separated.

| wish her strength and good health,
My own dear mother.

19
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MaMuHbI cnesbl

0 cMepTH n HacnepcTBe
He pymaii, He Hapo,

KoMy MeHsa B HacnefcTBo nepepaaTtb.

1 bory MonoCb 3a pOAHYI0 MaMy,
[lycTb MaMa co MHO uBerT.

Mama Mos goporas, no6umMas Mam
HuKakux onekyHoB MHe He Hapao,
Tbl oneKkaw MeHs.

C TpeBoroit 060 MHe He flyMa,
Huyero He cnyunTCsa CO MHOM.

[laii bor Tebe 30,0poBbS, MAMOUKa,
He TpeBoXbca 060 MHe.

1 HUIKOMY UYYKUM He HYXKEeH,
Jlnwb TONbKO oaHON Tebe.

a mosq!



Mother’s Tears

Don’t think about death and what comes after
And who will care for me when you’re gone.

| pray to God to protect my one and only Mother.

Let Mother continue to live with me.

My dear Mother, my beloved Mother!
| don’t want any kind of guardian.
It's you | want to take care of me.
Don’t worry about me,

Nothing bad will happen to me.

God give you good health, dearest Mummy.
Don’t fret on my behalf.

You're the only one who cares about me,
No one but you.

21
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babyns

1 NoMHI0 CBOE 1eTCTBO,

Kak ManeHbKuM g 6bin,

Kak ppyr, TaKcuct 3HaKoMbIi,
MeHs k Tebe Bo3un.

Ha 6bICTpoli Ha MaluuHe,
UTo B LWIaLleYKax, — TaKCU.
M Kak npu Buge rocts
CBetunacb cpasy Thbl.

«AX, BHy4YeK Mo npuexan!s —
Tbl pagoBanacb MHe.

A Ha cTone cTosno

Jliobumoe Kene.



Visiting Granny

| remember my childhood,
How when | was small

My friend the driver

Took me to your house.

| came in a fast car with

A chequered stripe — a taxi.

And when you saw who had arrived,
Your face lit up.

«My grandson has arrived,»
You said joyfully to me.
And there on the table
Was my favorite jelly.

23
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Hsaue

MpaMo ckaxem: 6aba Llypa —
OyeHb gobpas HaTypa.
TpyauTcs, Kak Ta nyena,

N ymoM He nopBena.

bbicTpo rogbl nponetenu.
['onosa y nocepena.

Ho gywoto Monopa

M He yHbIBaeT HMKoraa.

Y Hee cBou 3a60Tbl,

HeT MUHyTbI 6€3 paboTbl.
JIOKU-NNOLLKKN TaK 6necTarT,
MM Kak byaTo Ha napag.

Y Hee 0IUH CeKpeT:

Jlyuwe Konu B Mupe Her.

W pelwsaet BCe 3afjauun
Jaxe B Py3e, Tam, Ha paue.



Nanny Shura

Let’s tell it straight: Nanny Shura
Is very good natured.

She’s as busy as a bee

And her mind is still sharp.

The years have flown by
Her hair has turned grey.
But she’s young at heart
And she’s never gloomy.

She has many cares

She never rests for a minute.
The knives and forks glisten
Like soldiers on parade.

She has one secret

She loves Kolya best of all.
She solves all our problems
Even at the dacha in Ruza.

25
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Tbl CMLb C 3aKPbITbIMU N1a3aMy,
A 5 cTo nepep To60W

M By 06pa3 TBOW MeYasibHbIiA;
Benb Henerko te6e co MHOIiA.

K TBOEIN MOPLUMHUCTON LLEKe

Xouy LWeKon cBOei NpuxaTbCs,

Ho noTpeBoXuTb 1 6010Ch:

TBOW COH Nerko MoeT npepBaTbCs.

Cnu, HaHS Munasa mos!

1 3Halo, CKOPO Tbl NPOCHeLLbCS,
[poTsaHeLwb pyKK Tbl KO MHe

M nackoBo MHe ynbl6HeLbcs.

MeHs Tbl NO6GULLDb, 3HaIO A,

W, KaK LUBeTOK, MeHsl neneetub,
OTpawb NocneaHUn CBOW KYCOK
N HKM 0 yeM He noKaneellb.

0 mopu! byabTte e pobpee,
XuBute, Kak oiHa ceMbs,
CouyBcTByS, Waps, xKanes,
Kak HaHA BepHas Mos.



You’re asleep. Your eyes are shut.

| am standing in front of you.

| see your face is sad.

It's not easy for you looking after me.

| want to press my face
Against your wrinkled cheek.
But I'm afraid to disturb you.
You are a light sleeper.

Sleep my dear nanny!

| know you will soon wake up.

You will stretch out your arms towards me
And smile tenderly.

| know you love me.

You cherish me like a flower.

And you would think nothing

Of giving me your last crumb of food.

People of the world: Be kind to one other.
Live like one family,
Like my loyal, selfless nanny.

27
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Crapbiin gpyr

Y Te6a 6onbLuMe nanbl.

He 6epa, 4yto Koconanbli,
He B3anpaBOalUHWA, }XUBOW,
A vrpylueyHbii, 60MbLLOMK.
TopuaT yWKKM Ha MaKyLlKe
Y yypecHenwen urpyLiKkn.

Korpa ManeHbKkum s 6bin,
MuwwKy nana nogapwun.
Mwuwy nana MHe npuBe3
C JanbHero BocTtoKa.

MbI ¢ MaMoii e3aunm BCTpeyatb

Bo «BHykoBO» nany.
[ep:xa MeaBeas Ha nneve,
Cnyckancsa oH no Tpany.

MuliKka y MeHs uBeT

BoT yx Tpuguatb NATbIA rof
W He KywaeT oH Mef,

[eceH ToxKe He noert.

OH He MOXKeT necHu neTkb:
OH urpyweyHblit MegBefb.



My Old Friend

You have big paws

And (sorry for pointing it out) knock knees

And you’re not real

But a big toy.

Your ears stick out

On the top of your head.

When | was little

Daddy brought me Teddy

All the way from the Far East.

Mummy and | went to meet him

At Vnukovo airport.

Daddy came down the steps of the plane,
Holding a big teddy bear on his shoulder.

That was thirty-five years ago

And Teddy has lived with me ever since.
He doesn’t eat honey

And he doesn’t sing songs.

He can’t sing because he’s a toy.
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0 cebe

Ecnu 6 pBurancsa u MeHblue en,
Toro rnapu 6bl noxyaen.

Mama B 3TOM BMHOBATA,

YTo He XxyAo0u, a TONCTOBATbIMN.
Bca 3amoTaHa, B genax:

bab6a Lllypouka B rogax,
JleBAHOCTO OAMH rop,

[TouTn coBCceM yiK He BCTaerT.
ba6a Lllypouka — nexauvas,
MaMe HeKorpga xoguTb,

A 5 nexy, KaK onyx, Ha AMUBaHe,

OpHOMY BO ABOP OMACHO BbIXOAMTb.



About Me

If | moved more and ate less

I'd get visibly thinner.

Mum'’s to blame

For my being on the plump side.

She’s got too much to do:

Nanny Shura is getting old.

She’s ninety-one.

She rarely gets up.

Nanny Shura is bed-ridden.

Mum has no time to go for a walk with me.
| lie here like a lump on the sofa.

It's too dangerous for me to go outside by myself.

31



32

Haw pomMm

[loM y Hac 60/bLLO, BbICOKUH,
W BupHa BCA ynuua.

beryT }ynuku no Kpoliwe,
TouHO copeBHyIOTCS.

JloM y Hac 60NbLUOWA, BbICOKUA.
B HeM aBeHaaLUaTb 3Taxen.

A yeppaK Bcerga OTKpbITbIN —
lpuxopn n BOAKy New.



Our house

Our apartment block is big and tall
And we can see the whole street.
Bad boys are running across the roof
As though they are having a race.

Our apartment block is big and tall
It has twelve floors.

The loft is always open

Come up and drink some vodka.
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C nanon, KoMnosuTopoM AnekcaHapoM i
Nikolai with his father, Alexander Dolukh



C Mmamoii 1 6abylikoi AnekcaHppoi HukonaeBHow
Nikolai with his mother and grandmother Alexandra Nikolaevna



«TBOM CblH MENOAMUMN CTYYUT»
“Your son is playing a tune”






«Moli goporo#, niobuMblii Nnana»
“My beloved father”






Mama u cbIH
Mother and son






C HaHeW AneKcaHppoit AHLpeeBHOW
Nikolai with his nanny Alexandra An



Hans Lypa npoxuna B ceMbe [lonyxaHaHOB 6onee nonyBeka
Nanny Shura lived with the Dolukhanyan family for more than half a century
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Neun3axu
landscapes
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%* %k %k

Anpenb. CKBOPLbI yKe BEpPHYNUCH.
W, ronoBy 3aapas nosbiLle,

f1 yamBuncs: 6enblit cHer

OnaTb 3anopoLunn BCe KpbiLn.

Ho Bce paBHO yX CKOpo Mai,

A TaM MIOHb He 3a ropamu.
YeneM B Py3y Mbl onstb

W cHoBa BCTpeTMMCS C Apy3baMMU.



%k %k Xk

It's April and the starlings have returned.

Looking up I'm surprised to see
The snow is back on the rooftops.

But it will soon be May

And June is not far behind.

We’ll be off to Ruza

And I'll be with my friends again.
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bepe3ka u ocuHa

He wymu, 6epesa 6enas,
[leceH rpycTHbIX MHe He MOA.
M ocuHyLWKa TOHKO3BOHKasA,
He 3BeHu cBOEIN NUCTBOA.

Kak 3aMeTHO geHb ybaBucs...
KanneT goXpauK Hago MHO.
BuaHo, neTo yxK KOH4YaeTcs.
CpoK npuwen — nopa AOMOIA.

Cobepy A yeMOOAHYUKM,

Bce A KHUKKM 1 TeTpafKK ynoxy,
W poporoto 3Hakomoto

MuMo GyaKM NpoKayy.

lMoMaluy pyKoi nofapyKeHbKe,
Jlo cBMpaHbA et CKaxy.

He roptoii, Mos Tbl MalleHbKa,
He HaBeK 51 yXOxKy.

Ha ckameeuKe 3aBeTHOW TOM
Mocupgum ewe BoBoeM

W yBuaum Mol 6epe3oHbKy
M ocuHy nog OKHOM.



The Birch Tree and the Aspen

Birch tree, don’t make a sound.
Don’t sing me any sad songs.
Soft-voiced aspen, don’t rustle your leaves.

The days are visibly getting shorter.
Rain drops are falling on me.
Summer is coming to an end

And it’s time to go home.

I'll get my cases and pack up
My books and papers

I'll drive past the market stalls
Along the familiar road.

I'll wave goodbye to my girlfriend .
Don’t be sad, my Mashenka.
I’'m not going away for long.

We'll sit together again
On our special bench
Looking at the birch tree
And the aspen.
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Mpowanue c Py3oii

Mpowait, TpONMHKa MoK y3Kas,
Mpowaiite, 3B€30,04KM C Hebec,

Mpowai, pasponbe Hawe CTtapo-Py3ckoe
N 3onotuctebiin Crapo-Py3ckuii nec.

Ax, KaK }KanKo paccTaBaTbCH,
Mokunpas Crapo-Py3ckuit Kpaii.
1 He HaBeK € T060I NpoLaCh,
He rosopto coBceM «npoLuam».

[ToMHI0, MOMHI0 3TO NeTo,
[TOMHI0 TONBbKO 3TOT AieHb,

Kak conoBbu HaM nenu neceHku
M Kak B capy LBena cUpeHb.

Ha TponnHouyke 3aBeTHOM,

[ne uBen 6enblit TONONb MO...
OH He uBesn, HO NUCTbA benble

Pacnyctunuca Ha HeM.

A NOTOM OH BCIO JOPOKEHbBKY

[MoKpoeT 6eneHbKUM KOBPOM.

[lepeBbs 30710TOM NOKpOIOTCSH,

Bcé ctaHeT MHe BOKpPYr Muneii:
TponuHKa Mo y3Kas,

Pasponbe Ctapo-Py3ckoe

M 6enblit TOMOMb, YTO pacTeT Ha HeW.



Leaving Ruza

Farewell my narrow path.
Farewell stars in the sky.
Farewell rural freedom and
The golden forests of Ruza.

How sorry | am to say goodbye to the Old Ruza region.
| am not leaving for long. | am not saying farewell.

| remember that summer. | remember that day
When the nightingales sang to us
And lilac was blooming in our garden.

On our favourite path

The white poplar appeared to be in bloom.
But actually there were no flowers.

It was the white leaves unfurling.

Later the poplar tree would cover
The whole path in a white carpet.

Then the trees would cover themselves in gold.

Each passing season would be dearer to me.

My little narrow path,

Rural freedom of Old Ruza

And the white poplar that grows there,
Farewell.
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MepepenkuHo

Bcé y Hac YnH YnHapém
Bcé y Hac B nopsake,
[ony6ble 06naykKa,
Moropa 6e3 ocapKos.

Jlecok noKa 3eneHeHbKui
JInctukm KonblwyTcsa,
XoTsl KOHeL, yXK aBrycra —
Mbl ewe nogbILINM.

CeHTI6pb NpUXBaTUM,

A NOTOM JOMOI NMOKATUM,
byneMm XuTb oa noxuBaTb,
0 lMepepenkuHe ckyyatb.

[lpy3eii cBOMX Mbl He 3abyaem,
Mo TenedoHy 3BOHUTL byaeMm.
OHM HaM TOXKe 6yAyT 3BAKATD,
TaK uTo Mbl He 6yaeM nnaKkatb.



Peredelkino

Everything is hunky dory
Everything is fine.

The clouds are pale blue
The weather is dry.

The woods are still green

The leaves are fluttering.
Although it’s the end of August
We are still ensconced here.

We'll stay here through September
And then we’ll head back home.
We'll live our lives

And yearn for Peredelkino.

We won’t forget our friends
We'll telephone them.

And they will call us

So we won’t be weeping.
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* Kk %k

Kapouka [lonyxaHsH
Otpbixaet B Py3e.
boxe! Kak ke oanMHOK
XpeHHukos* B Cotose!

%* %k %k

Kak y JlapoBoi y Munbi

KnioeT pbibKka nyuywe Bcex!

Kak B Begepoyko nocMoTpuLlb —
OpHa pblboyKa Ha BCEX.

" TuxoH XpeHHUKoB, npepcepatens Cotoza komnosutopos CCCP B 1948-1991.



Kara Dolukhanyan

Is spending the summer in Ruza.
Goodness me! How lonely
Khrennikov is in the Soyuz!*

%k %k 3k

When Mila Lyadovaya goes fishing

The fish bite more than for anyone else.
Look into her bucket:

There’s only one fish for us all.

* Tikhon Khrennikov, leader of the Union of Soviet Composers in 1948-1991.
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%k Xk %k

He BbiHOCUT Kyp MapTbIHOB.
Hu Ha BKYC 1 HU Ha AyX.
[MoBapa Hap HUM CMeloTCS:
To He Kypbl, a netyx!

%k %k Xk

llo necy netana coiika,
HoBocTblo genunacb 60iKO:
Cben cTo WTYK BapeHUKOB
KoMno3sntop XpeHHUKOB.



%k %k %k

Martynov can’t stand chickens.
They are not to his taste or liking.
The cooks all laugh at him:

They aren’t hens but a cockerel

%* k %k

A jay flew round the forest,
Loudly sharing the news.
The composer Khrennikov

Has eaten one hundred fruit dumplings.
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* Kk %k

Cuma TynukoB ctapancs,
JNloBun pbIGKy Lenblii AeHb.
Kak 3ameTtun Pbi6bHaa30p OH,
C nepenyry cen Ha NeHb.

%k %k %k

[€eBUKCMaH™ roHsiN MalUuWHY,
CnoBHO MonHus netan.
Bctpetun nocsa Ha popore —
Cebe HOCUK oTOpBan.

leBuKCcMaH! MNeBUKCMaH!
Y10 3a HOCUK y Tebs?!
BcTtpeTtuiwib nocs Ha gopore,
He y3HaeT oH Tebs.

" Butanuit ApteMbeBuY eBUKCMaH — COBETCKUIA KOMMO3UTOP.



Sima Tulikov tried

All day to catch a fish.

As the fishing inspector noted,
In his panic he sat on a stump.

%k %k %k

Geviksman* drove a car
And sped like lightning.
On the road he met an elk —
And had his nose ripped off.

Geviksman! Geviskman!

What's happened to your nose?
If you meet the elk again

He won’t recognise you!

* Vitali Geviksman, soviet composer.
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C. XK

ConHue B Py3e cBeTMT Mano.
Bapyr npuexana CeeTtnaHa.
Tbl cBeTH, CBETU, KaK COMHLe,
Moe 6enoe oKkoHue!

Tol cBeTH, cBeTU, Mot CBeTuK!
Tbl npenecTHblt YenoBeyek!



To Svetlana

In Ruza the sun doesn’t shine much.

Then suddenly Svetlana arrives.
How brightly you shine, like the sun
My little ray of light

Shine on sweet Svetlana

You are a delight.
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ABa ppyra

leHnanbHble apy3bsa oTAbIXaloT B Py3e,
N nopo6HbIX He HaiTu HM B oaHoM Coto3e:
Hukonain [JonyxaHaH u leopruin MoBcecsH.

3amMeyaTtenibHOe NeTo, 3aMeyaTtesibHble JIHMU,
['eHnanbHble NO3Tbl, yraflaiTe, KTO OHU?
Hukonain [lonyxaHsH u [eopruin MoscecsH.

MycTb cTMXM y Hac 6aHanbHblI,
Ho 3aT0 Mbl reHuanbHbi:
Hukonan [lonyxaHsiH u [eopruin MoscecsH.

[lycTb TanaHT y HaC OrpOMHbINA,
Ho 3aT0 Mbl 0YEHb CKPOMHDI:
Hukonaw JonyxaHaH u 'eopruin MoBcecsH.
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Two Friends

Two brilliant friends are spending the summer in Ruza.
You won’t find their like anywhere in the world:
Nikolai Dolukhanian and Georgy Movsessian.

What a wonderful summer, and what a wonderful time.
Brilliant poets: guess who they are
Nikolai Dolukhanian and Georgy Movsessian.

Our poems may be trite, but we’re still brilliant.
Nikolai Dolukhanian and Georgy Movsessian.

Our talent may be great, but we’re still very modest.
Nikolai Dolukhanian and Georgy Movsessian.
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Kapa KapaeBy

Mocnan BaM bor ocobbie oTnuuus!
Jlap KoMno3uTopa, MATEXHbIA AyX,
YM cBeTnbIil u gylwin Benunyue,

A TeMnepaMeHT, KaxeTcs, Ha ABYX.

«Tponot rpoMas, «CeMb KpacaBuUL»
K Kapa KapaeBy cnewat

McnonHWTb € HUM BOMLLEOHDbIN TaHel,
Kak naTb gecATKoB neTt Ha3aj,.

[pumMunTe ppyKeckuii npuset
TBopuTb 1 3apaBcTBOoBaTb Bam MHoro ner!



Kara Karayev

God gave you special gifts -

The art of composing and a rebellious spirit,
A clear mind and a big heart,

And enough character for two people.

People rush to see your magical ballets
The Path of Thunder and Seven Beauties
Just as they did five decades ago.

Accept a friendly greeting.
May you have many more years of health and creativity.
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* Kk %k

JleB AnekcaHgpoBud He Began,

Yto cTaHeT BAPYr ABONHbIM OH Ae0M:
PactyT 6nu3HATa, CNOBHO Ha APOKIKaX,
M Kpenko pepiaTt Aefia Ha BOMXIKAX.

PacteT MnageHueB napouka,
[lna pepa nBa nogapouyka.
LiBeTteT nyctb PapoBUHCKKX pof
M3 ropa B roa, us poga B popg!



L. A. didn’t know

That he would suddenly become a grandpa twice over.

The twins are growing like mushrooms after rain
And are keeping grandpa on a tight rein.

The pair of twins are growing

For grandpa they are two precious gifts.

Let the Radovinsky family multiply

From year to year and generation to generation.
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Metpy MepKypbeBy

TBOIO POAOC/IOBHYIO 51 3HAKD AOCNOBHO.
1 MHOrOe MOMHIO U3 TBOUX aHKET:

KTo 6binn 6abylika n MaMa,

KTo 6bin oTew, KTo 6bin TBOW Aep.

leTp Bacunbesny MepKypbeB —
[To 3BaHuUI0 My3bIKOBEA.

[Moxox Ha Meliepxonbga,

Hy BbinuTbI OH gen!



To Pyotr Merkurev

| know your ancestry by heart.

| remember what your birth certificate said:

Who your mother and grandmother were.

And who your father and grandfather were.

Pyotr Vasilevich Merkurev —

Musicologist by profession.

You are the spitting image of Meyerhold —
Well he was your grandfather.
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MonutBa o TaHe

byny boxeHbKe MONUTbCS,
Y106bI BbILIMA U3 60OMbHULbI.

1 npowy, 4To6bI Bor
LLlepemeTbeBCKOM NOMOT.

K cepauy bor pykoit KocHeTcs,
TaHeuKa pomoil BepHeTcs.

Bcé Ha cBeTe obpasyetcs,
Myctb AHpplolia He BOHyeTCS.
BbispopaBnusait 6bicTpeit,
Yt06 He HepBHUYAN AHZpe.



A Prayer for Tanya

| pray to God

That Tanya can leave hospital soon.
I'll ask God to help Tanya.

May His healing hand touch her heart
And Tanya will come home

And everything will turn out all right.
Get better soon, Tanya

So that Andrei can stop worrying.

| just want Andrei to stop being anxious.
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«A NO6OBb-TO HEe KOHYaeTCa»

CumMa, Cuma, Cepadpum!
JTiobum Bce Bac KaKk oauH.

«[ycTb 1 BCTpeumn u pasnyku,
[ToTOMY Mbl U KUBEM.

«3Ta ApyKba He OT CKYKU»,
lMoToMy MbI 1 noem.

«A no60Bb-TO HE KOHYAETCA»,
3Haiite, Cuma-Cepadpum!

«He oTpamM Tebsa gpyroMmy» —
['oBOpUM BCe KaK OAUH.

A 06MAUT KTO HEMHOMKO —
«Bcé no cBapbbbl 3aXKUBET»,
CoHg, Annyka, AHTOLLKa

C Hamu BMecTe nponoer.

CumMa, Cuma, Cepadpum!
[oBOpUM BCe KaK OAMUH.

C Kapoit Mbl moeM Kynnetsbl

B 3ToT neHb ans Bac He 3ps:
JleHb poxaeHbsa Baw!

06 31OM 3HaeT «PoguHa» TBOS.



And Love never ends

Sima, Sima, Serafim!
We love you, one and all.

Let there be meetings and partings.
That’s why we live.

This friendship is something special
That’s why we are singing.

And love never ends.

You know that, Sima-Serafim.

| won’t give you to anyone else.
We tell you, one and all.

And if someone hurts you

It'll heal by your wedding day.
Sonya, Alichka, Antoshka

Will sing along with us.

Sima, Sima, Serafim!

We speak your name with one voice.

The witty songs Kara and | sing
Are not wasted today

Because it’s your birthday.

The whole world knows that.
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Konsi lonyxaHsiH Ha pave
Nikolai Dolukhanyan at the dacha



Konga c pepom
Hukonaem

Nikolai with his
grandfather,
also Nikolai
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CemeliicTBO [lonlyxaHsAH Ha OTAbIXe
the Dolukhanyan family on holiday



CoBcem B3pocnblii!
Quite grownup!



KomMno3utop
Anekcangp [onyxaHsH
C NO3TOM-TECEeHHUKOM

MapkoM JlncaHckum

The composer

Alexander Dolukhanyan
with the poet and lyricist
Mark Lisyansky
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Opyr cembu [eTp Mepkypbes
Peter Merkurev, a friend of the family
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Kanepus HukonaeBHa n Cepadum Tynukos
Kaleria Nikolaevna and Serafim Tulikov
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Konsa c mamoi n CBetnaHow *apKoBCKo
Nikolai with his mother and Svetlana Zharkovskaya



Anekcangp lNaBnosuy [lonyxaHsiH
Alexander Pavlovich Dolukhanyan



Kanepusi HukonaeeHa [lonyxaHsH (Tpy6HuKoBa)
Kaleria Nikolaevna Dolukhanyan (nee Trubnikova)









86

Mepee3pn

J70 6bIN0 B HOSIGpE.

Cbipo 6b1710 Ha ABOpe.
['py30BbIX MaLUUH HEMASO
lpoe3xano no Mockae.

JloMm orpoMHbIit Ha CapoBoii
[lpuHuMan rocrei Becenbix.
Ho He TonbKo BeCenunuce.
Bce yctanu. Pasosnunuce.
lepeccopunucb. Utor —
TawaTt mebenb Te, KTO MOr.

Kapa c eneit pbiwyT BMecTe.
He cupgutca uM Ha MecTe.
CTynbs B TOAKMIO CTALLUIN,
YTo6bI B «Npo3anace» 6binu.

He nopenaT 3aHaBecKu:

LiBeT He TOT uNb CIMWKOM pe3Kuii.
YTpsicnocb BCe MOHEMHOMKY.
lMoctennnun nm [OpOKKN.

TonbKo TO 1 geno pBepu
[ToTUXOHEeUKyY CKpunenu...
JTO Ayxu He gpeManu,
Yepes wenky Habnwganu...
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Moving house

It was November.

And it was damp outside.
There were a lot of lorries
Moving around Moscow.

Merry guests were gathering

In a big apartment block on the Garden Ring.
They did not just have a good time.

They got tired and angry

And started fighting. The result:

Those who could dragged away the furniture.

Kara and Gelya rummaged around together.
They couldn’t sit still.

They dragged some chairs onto the balcony
To keep them in reserve.

They did not divide up the curtains —
Wrong color and wrong pattern.

Little by little everything was sorted out.
And they went on their way.

But now and then the doors

Quietly creaked.

This was the spirits not sleeping

They were watching through a chink.
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CobauKa B Xunertke

l'ynan 8 Kak-To BO ABOpeE,
YBugen 6abyLuKy ¢ Co6auKoI.
Cobayka MogHuULeN 6bina.
¥uneTky B KNeTouky Hocuna
M no BceMy pBopy OHA
CrapyliKky-6abyLiKy Boguna.
W K 6eny cHery nogBena,

W cBolO HOXKY NogHsaNa,

M BaM cKa3aTb 9 He Mory,
UTto A yBuaen Ha cHery.

A nuwwb CKaxy A BaM OfHO:
Cobauky 3Banu Ty buHo.

OHa BCTpeyana 3BOHKMM naem,
Korpa ™Mbl ¢ HAHelo rynanu.
bosncs a cobayku ToM.

A 6abywka coobpasuna:

Ha pyku necuka cxeatuna,
CKkopeii oTnpaBuiacb JOMOMA.



The Dog in a Checked Coat

| was walking in the yard

And saw an old lady with a little dog.
It was a fashionable dog

Wearing a checked coat.

It led the old lady

Around the whole yard

And on to the white snow

And lifted up its leg.

| dare not tell you

What | saw on the snow.

But I can tell you one thing:

The dog was called Bino.

When Nanny and | were walking
She greeted us with a piercing bark.
| was afraid of that dog.

The old lady understood.

She picked up the dog in her arms
And went straight home.
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3uMHMUIA 3TI0A,

Way no ckeepy, no Tpone,
CMoTpio — cobayKa pbixKas.
OHa nexana Ha cHery,

Kak 6yato Kem obueHa.

Ha 3ToT pa3 owunbca 1:
CobauKa oTpbixana,
lNMouyBcTBOBAB, YTO GEnbli CHer
CoBceM Kak opesno!

MNoBansanacb, oTpsAXHyNach,
YwkKo HaBocTpuna.
MocMoTpen s, ynbibHyncs —
CnaBHast KapTuHa!



Winter Etude

Walking along a path through the park
| spy a brown dog.

She’s lying in the snow.

Maybe she’s hurt.

But I'm wrong.

The dog is resting

Having mistaken the white snow
For a blanket.

She was just lying there.

Then she shook herself and pricked up her ears.

| watched her and smiled.
What a jolly sight!
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CrpoutenncTBo

[laBaiiTe cTpoUTbCA He byaeMm,
370 Bpen NPUHOCKUT NIOAAM:
Bcemy nomy, BceM unbuam,
1 BCE MCMbITbIBAKO CaM.

[lepecTaHbTe 3eMAI0 pbITh,

JlaiiTe HaM CNOKOWMHO }UTb,
[lepeBbs Hawm He pybuTe,
¥unbuoB Bcex Hawux nowagure.
Mbl Ha pofHOW 3eMJie KUBEM,
MbI BCe BOfIHyeMcs 3a AOM.

Yto TBOPMTCA BO [BOPE,
Yikac, uto yctpounu!

B okHax cBeTa He BUAaThb,
«TUTaAHUK» NoCcTpounu.

OueHb CKOpPO, OYEHb CKOPO
Hanuwy a npokypopy

W BceMy npaBuTenbCTBY,

KTo pa3pelwunn nepes ooMoM
TaKoe CTpoUTENbCTBO.



Construction

Let’s stop building.

It only causes harm
To all the neighbors.
And if affects me too.

Stopping digging up the earth!
Let’s live in peace.

Don’t chop down our trees.
Have pity on us who live here.
This is our home

And we’re worried about it.

Look what’s happening in our courtyard:
What a hideous thing they’ve built.
There’s no light in any of the windows.
They've built a Titanic.

Soon, very soon, I'll write to the public prosecutor
And to the whole government and everyone

Who gave permission to build this monstrosity

In front of our home.
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Jlucbl u MeaBeab

MepnBenb }eHaT Ha PbiIXKEeHbKOI xopoLleHbKo fuce.
OnHaxabl Bapyr Jluca nponana.

MepnBenb xoaun Tyaa-coaa,

B 6epnory 3arnsiHyn — Jlucel TaM He BMAATH,
M Hauan noTUXoHeYKy Noj ropoykKy Laratb.
[lonan oH Ha NMUKHUK. W 4YTO }Ke BUAMUT OH?
Ero conepHuK NMCOHbKaMU OKPYKEH.

OH HanuBaeT UM BUHA WU BUOMUT:

M3 KycTtoB MepBeab KpageTcs.

«Hy, — pymMaeT conepHuk, —

be3 ploMOYKM HUKAK He oboigeTca», —

N HanuBaeT MulieHbKe BUHA.

Y10 ¥, Muwa Bbinun. CKOpo pasownncb Bce nNo goMam.

A noma JIncoHbKa ycTpouna CKaHpan:
Kyna, 3auem MepBeab npumyanca?!
Kak 6b1n MenBeab, MeaBeneM u octancs!

Mopanb celi 6acHu TaKoBa:

Konb xoyelwb K NUCaM Ha MUKHUK NPUIATH —
C coboto fonKeH NpUMHECTH, Hy, Hanpumep,
Kopo60ouKy KoHbeT unv byTbiNOYKY BUHA.



The Foxes and the Bear

Mr. Bear was married to a pretty red fox.

One day Foxy disappeared.

Mr. Bear looked high and low.

He glanced inside the den. Foxy wasn’t there.

Mr Bear slowly climbed the hill.

He came across some picnickers.

What did he see? His rival, Mr. Fox, surrounded by pretty vixens.

He was pouring them wine and saw Mr Bear hiding in the bushes.

Well, Mr. Fox thought, we’ll have to offer this bear a drink.
He poured Mr. Bear a glass of wine.

And Mr. Bear drank it, and soon they all went home.

At home Foxy gave Mr. Bear a right telling off.

Why did you crash the party?

«You were a bear when | married you and you're still a bear.»

The moral of this tale is this:
If you want to join the foxes’ picnic
Bring a box of chocolates or a bottle of wine.
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Hosbiit lop

BoT npuexana Kaperta,

A B Kapete — [len Mopos.
ManeHbKMM XOpoLUUM [eTAM
OH nopapoykn npuses.

bopopa 6enee cHera,

M c MOpo3a — KpacHbIl HOC.
CKonbKo papocTu, Becesnbs
[llen Mopo3 ¢ coboit npuHec!

CTyKHYn nankoto 06 non —
Hawa enka Bapyr 3axrnacob!
3acBepKana, 3acusna —

W nyctunuce getu B nnasc!

A Ha enoyHoW MaKylLlKe
flpue namMn ropuT 3Be3fga.
Ha BeTBSIX 6/1eCTAT UrPYLLIKK —
HoBbiti rog npuwen!
Ypa!



New Year

The coach has arrived

And in it sits Grandfather Frost.
He has brought presents

For all the good children.

His beard is whiter than snow
And his nose is red from the frost.
What joy and good cheer

He has brought.

He bangs his stick on the ground
And our New Year tree lights up.
The lights twinkle then glow,

And the children break into a dance.

Atop the fir tree
A star shines brighter than any lamp.

There are toys hidden in the branches.

It's New Year. Hooray.
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HoBblit roa

Y10 6bINO B NpoLLNIOM roAy,
[llaBaiiTe, apy3ba, 3abyaem.

N 3XU3Hb Mbl HOBYIO HAaUYHEM,

0 rpycTHOM BCNOMUMHATbL He byaem.

MycTb po6pbIvi Npa3pHUK HoBbIl rog,
B Baww nomM Becenibe npuHecer.

A rpycTb, TOCKy, Neyasnb CBOIO
CyHbTe Bbl B MELLOK.

M uTo6bI cnasHbii [leg Mopo3s

B ppeMyunii nec c coboit yHec,
M Tam 6bl roe-To 3aKkonan,

W bor 3p0poBbsA BCEM HaM Jarn.



New Year

Let’s forget what happened last year
And start a new life.
We won’t remember the sad things.

Let the New Year holiday
Bring joy to our home.

Stuff all your sadness, sorrow
And melancholy into a sack.

And let good old Grandfather Frost
Carry it off to the depths of the forest
And bury it.

And may God give us all good health.
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MonutBa

W3 bubnuu g 3Halo MHoro.

1 Bepywowiuii, q Bepto B bora.
OH [lo6porTa.

Ha Hebe bor,

U 5 xouy,

Y106 OH HaM nomor.

Monpy a k baTiowke Bo Xpam,
bory nomontocs.

[lepep MKoHOIO CBATOM

1 cneamMu nponbiocs.

lMpuwen 5, baTiowkKa, npocTtu
MeHs Tbl 32 Mou rpexu.



A Prayer

From the Bible | know a lot
About truth, justice and good.

I am a believer. | believe in God.
He is goodness.

God is in the heavens.

| want him to help us.

| will go to church to see the priest.

I will pray to God.

In front of a holy icon

| will shed tears.

| have come, Father, so forgive me
For my sins.
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«MamMa Mos poporas, ntoouMasa Mama mMos!»
“My dear mother, my beloved mother!”
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«f1 bory mMontocb 3a pofHYI0 MaMy»
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