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Nocturnes, Op. 60 (2010)

(original Armenian and transliterated texts,
with English translations by Vatsche Barsoumian)

[1] No. 1. Twilight*

Upliogunltip

dbpow nj uh unghyu E hp Ynrunt pbull Ukp pppnid.
hus n” L Jhuwy Juugh Gpughu hGwn pupwughl.
UphubpnL pny pphU vy, UnL nhUbpnL dunhyhu’

U h, husn® L Bu Juugh ghpyu Gpught w u upunL U:

UnLpep YhpUE hngLn”ju™ nup Junn’ Lg ghotip E upnkl.
Uupunidh” gw g nipnbins2nnug | n"j ul Gpughl.
zught phs dp pny p oouwd Unnugnt UhU Gu Jupnkl,
Lnpkl pbgh” Yp nunliud, wi YU upbL hu nulybohl:

Lntulh wy oun uht hU vwly uhuh hwipbd ubnunun,
PnLuut qupybpu ngbLnp® unnj guhpn) Gpughl.

U h,phs Up | n"ju,duh” ndp’ np ybw Up hudsh uhuh vup,

GL yupwrtp [ pnedU’ np Yp dulipubw hd ncupl:

BUn’ Ln, upnkl Yp Juh” U hkp Gpugqubpl hd nppncy,
U | J nquud GJ ubiglti] EU udububpE dEbw np,

Uuantic Y’hpUE hngrny u JEg, Yp qgud Juhnt ul upuyne p,

atnpu £ uppuydlugbp nuunpyhu JEp ugue np:
Misak Metsarents — 1908

Mat'anshaghner (Western Armenian)

Verchaluysi aghchikn e ir gusutyan mech garqum.
Inchu minak manatsi yerazis het t'akhtzakin?
T’empineru puyrin dag, nufineru tzaghigin,
Ah!inchu yes manatsi kirgn yerazin ays derdum?

Muta gichne hokvuys, ur vaghuts kisher e arten;
Ospasumi tsayk ur tef chushoghats luysn yerazin;
Haziv gich ma puyr tzatzatz moratsumin yes varten,
Noren qgezi ga tafnam, agn arevis vosg-tzin.

Lusni baydzar divin dag bidi hamrem antatar,

Pusde zargern vokevor, afuyk siro yerazin.

Ah, kich ma luys, zhabid ma, vor gyanq indzi bidi dar,
Yev p’arader laqumn, vor ga dzanrana im usin.

Yegur, arten g masin heq yeraznern im vorpug,

Al hoknadz em antsnelen gadzannere menavor,
Antsrev gichne hokvuys mech, ge zkam mahvan sarsapuk,
Tsefks e barab manatser tadargin mech sakavor.

The twilight maiden is like saffron in her virginity,

Why am [ left alone with my mournful dream

Beneath the flower’s scent of lime and pomegranate trees?
Ah, why have | remained in the heart of this sad dream?

Darkness descends upon my soul, where night has long reigned
A waiting night, where the light of dreams does not glitter

Barely have | drawn a whiff from the rose of forgetfulness

And | turn again to you, O eye of my gilded sun

Under the radiant daylight of the moon will | incessant count
The excited coral-like pulse of love’s ardent dream.

Ah, just a little light, a smile, which could give me life,

And could dispel the desertion weighing on my shoulders.
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Come. My poor orphaned dreams already shiver,

| am now tired of passing over lonely paths.

Rain seeps into my soul, | feel death’s quiver,

My hand has remained unfilled in the mournful void.

*The second verse of the original poem has been omitted.

[2] No. 2. Night Song (Western Armenian)

Ghatipl ulinj 2 E, gh2tipu hauugh” U,
Zuphong odniLUnt pw wiuliny.
LnrubinkEl 6uwdpkl Gu Y'ugUuhd ghuny’
Ghobipl wliny 2 £, ghgbipu hbauugh” U...

zudpny pubip YnL quli hngykElu nL dnykL,
Zwlpny p | njukl’ npgnpunhu yp dunyh,
U u ghgtip uol £, hngt nj u Uhpulyh,
zuwdpny putip Yno qu hndEU nu dnykEl:

Pw g | njul hd hngunj u phs-phs Yp duph”,

CnenLlUpu U dupuw Uhuwy hwdpnj phu...
Sudughl ghbpU k| njunt [ nLuplb’

Pw g | njul hd hngLnyu phs-phs Yp duph...

Misak Metsarents

Kishern anush e, kishern heshdakin,
Hashishov odzun u palasanov.
Luseghen jampen yes gantsnim kinov,
Kishern anush e, kishern heshdakin.

Hampuyrner gu kan hoven u dzoven,
Hampuyr luysen, vor chors tis ge dzaghgi,
Ays kisher don e, hokvuys Giragi,
Hampuyrner gu kan hoven u dzoven,

Payts luysn im hokvuys gichgich ge mashi,

Shartungs en dzarav miyag hampuyrin...
Tsandzakin kishern e luys u lusin,

Payts luysn im hokvuys gichgich ge mashi...

The night is sweet, the night is sensuous,
Perfumed with hashish and balm.

Inebriated, | pass through glowing paths,
The night is sweet, the night is sensuous.

Kisses travel from the wind and the sea,
A kiss from light blossoms all around me.
Tonight is a feast, a Sunday for my soul,
Kisses travel from the wind and the sea.

But my soul’s light is fading slowly,
My lips are thirsty for that single kiss.
The festive night is bright and moonlit,
But my soul’s light is fading slowly.

[3] No. 3. Night*

Qhatipp

Mng ghatip pupnhltipp
fp2ughl s wunh dow

Mg ghatip ujulignL d En
hd uhpup w n aw Lkipht.
hua Yulis nud Ep nng ghobin
ZUoptw , hhU Jh Yupouw
bupyug nLd Ep Jh ulintu
“Quputinhg nt | w Ubiphg:

udnulitp EpU gudnL d,
PudphnUbp updweudw U,
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Gishera (Eastern Armenian)

Voghj gishera bardinera
Khashshatsin chap’ari mot,
Voghj gishera akanjum er

Im sirte ayd dzaynerin,

Indz kanchum er voghj gisher
Hanorya, hin mi karot,
Karkachum er mi anun
Dashterits u laynerits.

Tzentzghaner eyin tsentzum,
Bambifner artzat’adzayn,

8.559877
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Mng ghatin hnyp wpntig

Uy w Upwi U, w LUpui U phpbL.
Mng gh2bip polby Eh

ZUuopbw , hhu Jh udul,

NL 2nLppu Ubinud opkin,

N Jbnuwd dunybiptppetp...

atip tpgp hdu EUnphg,
N hhdw Gpp ghatip E,
Nunsynud E Yupouu halpe

8.559877

Voghj gisher hova parets
Akh, ayngan, ayngan t'et'ev;
Voghj gisher bafnel eyi
Hanorya, hin mi katzan,

U shourjes mefatz orer,

U meratz tzaghket'erter...

*The last verse of the original poem has been omitted.
Dzer yerga imn e norits,

U hima, yerb gisher e,

Ufchum e karotes khent’

Qntiph Udul guplud.

Nt w Uuwfu nbn htnne E
hud pLned hd upnilp,

GL optippu phLnLU U
BbpetL ntn nL nbn Jundul:

Gurgen Mahari — 1926

Jareri neman garnan;
U aynpes def hefu e
Indz t'svum im ashuns,
Yev oreras t'evum en

T’et'ev def u def vafman.

Throughout the night the poplar trees
Rustled by the hedges,

Throughout the night, my heart lent an ear
To those sounds;

The entire night | was summoned by

A bygone, ancient longing,

A name was babbling

From the fields and meadows.

Cymbals were jingling,

And bambirs, of silver-sound,

The wind danced the whole night through
Ah, ever so lightly;

The whole night through | followed along
A bygone, ancient path,

And all around me were days deceased
And flower petals, dead.

Your song is mine once again
And now that night is up,

My wild yearning swells

Like springtime waters,

And it seems to me that

My Autumn is distant still

And my days to me appear
Still weightless and aflame.

[4] No. 4. Hymn (I will come)

Gu Up quul

Gu Yp qwd, Gpp nnL JG-uuy Yp Ju-uu
Spurnid hp-hynL-w uun-Lp-Ub-ph v,
Bnp nnt Ypeunbu utls Gpn npuud.
Gl yhwmi pbwdp Gpp Yp hbnubw...
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Yes ka gam (Eastern Armenian)

Yes ko gam, yerb du me-nak ke menas
Tertum irikva astverneri tak,

Yerb du ka t'aghes tencherad khortak,
Yev vahatut'yamb yerb ks hefanas...
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Gu Yp gud, npuku UnnugnL ud Uh bipg, Yes ka gam, vorpes moratsvatz mi yerg,
ZhLunLubd unopphg, uh-pnnLg nL dunyhg. Hyusvatz aghot'qits, siruts u tzaghkits;
£n Jtnud upunc d Yp | huh puphd, Qo mefatz sertum ke lini t'akhitz,

Bu Yp Yubs BU ptig nEuh w | bgbipp: Yes ka kanchem gez depi ayl yezerq.

Gu Yp qwd, Gpp nnL Yp [ hubu upume d, Yes ka gam, yerb du ks lines tertum,
Gpp GpuqUubpn j w Enyp Jbnlbl, Yerb yeraznerad havet ka mefnen,
Qbinpn Yp pnUbd, guw pn Y’'pdpnltd, Dzefqad ka bafnem, tsavad kambafnem,
Up Junbtd nuphg [ njubip pn hngnc J... Ka vafem urish luyser go hogum...

Vahan Terian — 1908

| will come when you are left alone,
Melancholy beneath the shadows of the night;

When you bury your shattered desires,
And when you depart in despair.

| will come as some forgotten tune,

Woven with prayers, with love, and flowers;
Should there be grief in your lifeless heart,
| will call you towards other shores.

| will come when you are melancholy,
When your dreams forever die,

| will hold your hand, | will grasp your grief,
| will kindle new lights in your soul!

Invocation, Op. 54 (2006)

(Texts and English translations)

[5] No. 1. Weary with toil

Weary with toil, | haste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tir'd;

But then begins a journey in my head,

To work my mind, when body’s work’s expir'd:
For then my thoughts (from far where | abide)
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do see:
Save that my soul’s imaginary sight

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,
Makes black night beauteous, and her old face new.
Lo, thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find.

William Shakespeare
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[6] No. 2. Cuantas veces, amor (Sonetas de Amor XXII)

Cuantas veces, amor, te amé sin verte y tal vez sin recuerdo,
sin reconocer tu mirada, sin mirarte, centaura,

en regiones contrarias, en un mediodia quemante:

eras solo el aroma de los cereales que amo.

Tal vez te vi, te supuse al pasar levantando una copa

en Angol, a la luz de la luna de Junio,

o eras tu la cintura de aquella guitarra

que toqué en las tinieblas y soné como el mar desmedido.
Te amé sin que yo lo supiera, y busqué tu memoria.

En las casas vacias entré con linterna a robar tu retrato.
Pero yo ya sabia como era. De pronto

mientras ibas conmigo te toqué y se detuvo mi vida:
frente a mis ojos estabas, reinandome, y reinas.
Como hoguera en los bosques el fuego es tu reino.

Pablo Neruda
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Love, how often

Love, how often | loved you without seeing —

without remembering you —

not recognizing your glance, not knowing you, a gentian
in the wrong place, scorching in the hot noon,

but I loved only the smell of the wheat.

Or maybe | saw you, imagined you lifting a wineglass

in Angol, by the light of the summer’s moon;

or were you the waist of that guitar | strummed

in the shadows, the one that rang like an impetuous sea?

| loved you without knowing | did; | searched to remember you.
| broke into houses to steal your likeness,

though | already knew what you were like. And, suddenly,
when you were there with me | touched you, and my life
stopped: you stood before me, you took dominion like a queen:
like a wildfire in the forest, and the flame is your dominion.

Translation by lan Krouse
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[7] No. 3. Mata Aru Yoru Ni

Fleb HRIC

oL 727t T 69 FEORM
FXLoMiciersh Aokbz
BROLHITHTD FHEOOLTHL D
JKD EFD DR H I
AoEBInsTHLH MmbZ bR
MonbdZ bl ooz
EORLHIIC AAHIEIENDTHEL D
IKARD=R 5 12

ZOHEIFROE ST THL D
OED T (OEDITOEY %
BN ERES T LA BIEZTDY)
ST ERATHL Y HFRbLA
HODPRHELHD L D% 5> DL ThdE
X EENE L D In~TTHHH

Michizd Tachihara

Watashi-ra wa tatazumude arau kiri no naka ni

Kiri wa yama no oki ni nagare tsuki no omo o

Nageya no youni kasume watashira o tsutsumu de arou
Hai no tobori no youni

Watashira wa wakererude de arou shirukotomo na shi ni
Shirareru kotomo naku anno deatta

Kumo no youni watashira wa wasurerude arou

Sui myaku no youni

So no michi wa gin  no michi watashira wa yukude arou
Hitori hanare...(hitori wa hitori o

Yuugure ni naze matsukoto o oboetaka)

Watashira wa futatabi a wanude arou mukashi omou
Tsuki no kagami wa anoyoru o utsushite iruto
Watashira wa tada sore o kurika e sude arou

For a Certain Night

We will pause in the mist.

The mist will flow far from the mountain, brush the moon
Like a cast arrow, and will wrap us

like a cloth of ash.

We will part. Without knowing —

Without being known, like the cloud

we came across, we will forget.

Like a waterway

The road will be silver. We will go off

Alone, separately... (How is it

one has learned to wait for another in the evening?)
We will not meet again. The moon,

Reminding us of the past, reflects the night,

We will simply keep saying.

Translation by Hiraoki Sato

[8] No. 4. Cho-hon

xz 2449 Cho-hon

A3l 2T o g0 ol Sansanhi buseojin ireumiyeo!
&3F0 sofx o Zo0|of! Heogongjunge heojin ireumiyeo!
22z FogE 050! Bulreodo juineobneun ireumiyeo!
B2t Wt 2 0200 Bureudaga naega jugeul ireumiyeo!
HB0l gorAe TIOL = Simjunge namainneun malhanmadineun
22U otMetR R QT Kkeutkkeutnae majeohaji mothayeotguna
Abgste aArolo! Saranghadeon geu saramiyeo!
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o #2lk 51T 2L,

® & © 2020 Naxos Rights (Europe) Ltd.

Saranghadeon geu saramiyeo!
Bulgeun haeneun seosan marue geollieotda
Saseumui murido seulpiunda

8.559877

Page 6 of 7



KROUSE, I.: Nocturnes ¢ Invocation

"ol L7t gte
Lbe adoosg &
H4E20 ZEE 2241z,
B2 B2 L2,
ENT TR B

T OAOI T 4R E R,
o xtalo E0 &0
F7b ot 2 ol 200!
FE 2 Aol of!

be d Aol of!
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3

ol

Kim Sowol

Tteoleojyeo naga anjeun sanwieseo

Naneun geudae eui ireumeul bureunora

Seolume gyeop dorok bureunora

Seolume gyeop dorok bureunora

Bureuneun soriga bikkyeokajiman

Haneulgwa ttang saiga neoma neolpguna

Seonchaero ijarie doridoeeodo
Bureudaga naega jugeul ireumiyeo!
Saranghadeon geu saramiyeo!
Saranghadeon geu saramiyeo!

Invocation

Oh name shattered in pieces!

Oh name that is vanished into thin air!
Oh name without a response!

Oh name that | will call out in dying!

One word left deep in my heart
| could not utter.
Oh my beloved!
Oh my beloved!

The bright red sun sets over the top
of the western mountains,

even the deer cry out in sorrow.

| call to you standing on

a lone crest of a mountain.

Unable to bear my sorrow, | call weeping.
Unable to bear my sorrow, | call weeping.
The space between heaven and earth is too hollow
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for my voice to reach you.

I'll call your name in dying

even if | am turned to stone right here.
Oh my beloved!

Oh my beloved!

Translation by Maryanne Kim

8.559877
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