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Hatanba NoHoBHa

PopoBaa menoaus o mecte «AnHII»
H.I. [puropbesa, ¢. Icco, 25.08.1999
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1 ANH3UHBIHAABO-0-0!
TunraneITaeiEd-2-3!
TeITO7. ..
OHHUHIKIKIH YUUKBIHAA NN, TAFHSITKASTHBIH IS THH
5 ATHIUHBIH/SHY 3PIIUBIH KYPYKIHAUAIOKIBITTEIHHI-3-).
Ok! Ok! Ok!
Yo-o0! Yo-o0! Yo-o!

8-23 [mo-pyccku]
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My Alnei!

silver shining!

In the past

my grandmother traveled there on her tamed reindeer
Around her volcano Alnei rumbles thunder.

Be careful!

Be calm!

2
*o

My ancestors always sang this song, it was passed on to my mother
by my grandmother

who I never saw.

She died when she was still young, and only her song remained.

And I added to this song, as all Evens do, what they see or hear,

I, speaking generally, saw this place

from which we departed, the place was Alnei, the volcano.

where our Evens made their home, my ancestors, and while I see all this,
she spoke these words:

Angoit moi!

Cepebpurcs!

B opouwnom. ..

babymika Ha Ipupy4YEeHHOM CBOEM OJIEHE POracTOM
Bokpyr cBoero Angest pa3HOCHUT T'yJ1.

OcTopoxHo!

Crokoitno!

R
0.0

DTy MeNonuIo BCeria HareBajld MOM IpeaKy, e€ mepenaia Moeld MaMe
Mos 6alymika,

KOTOPYIO 51 HUKOTJJa-HUKOT/Ia HE BU/IEA.

Ona emé Mos100# ymepia, ocTtajgach TOJIBKO €€ MeJIOIHSI.

U x 3Toit Mmenoauu s nprbasuiia, Kak, Beb BCE 3BEHBI, YTO-TO BUAST
WJIM yCIIBILIAT,

sI, JOITYCTHM, 00pa3HO roBOPs, YBUENIa TO MECTO,

OTKYJa MBI yeXaJld, MecTo Agel — ByJIKaH.

I'ne 060cHOBaMMCH HAILIK 3BEHBI, MOH MIPEIKH, U BOT BCE 3TO YBUIS,
TaKHe CJI0Ba TaM, CKasaa:
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PopoBasa menoaua coero oTua
H.W. Tpuropbesa, ¢. 3cco, 25.08.1999

[mo-pyccku]

1 Moii nen ponuincd 3aechk Ha Kamyarke,
OH OBIT YyKYa-KOPSIK,
KCHIJICS Ha dBEHKE-IKyTSIHKE,
HMeJI OYeHDb OOJIBIIOE OJIEHBE CTAIO.
5 Korma mpumiia coBeTckas BIacTh, y HEro BC€ oTodpa,
Y OH B pa3ayMbe I1eJI CBOIO TIeYaJbHYI0 TIECHIO.
Ilen n mnakadn.

MecHb «nnay npupoabI»
H.I. Tpuropbesa, ¢. Icco, 25.08.1999

[1-12 mo-pyccku]

1 Tenepb, Koraa s pa3ayMbIBat0 O IMPOILLJION KU3HU U O HbIHEIIHEH,
Y BIDKY HaITy 3eMITIO,
B KAKOM OHa ceifuyac COCTOSIHUU M Kak ¢ Hel oOpamaiores,
Jla ¥ He TOJBKO 51, BOOOIIE, TaKKE JTI0AN TBOPUYECKUE,
OHU BCETrJIa XOPOIIO CIBIMIAT IIIad MPUPOIHI,
5 KpHK €€,
Y XOYETCsl, YTOOBI ATOT IJIay YCIBIIIATH BCE JIIOIM.
Mk ke yenoBeku!
IToaTOMY 51 COBCEM HENABHO HAIIMCAJIA CBOXO MEJIOIUIO.
IIpaBna, oHa coBCEM IeYalIbHAS, a IOTOM sI 1YMAlo,
YTO NMPUIET BpeMs],
10 a oHO MPHUJET, 3eMJIs HaIla BCE paBHO OYJET MPEKPACHOM
u OyJeT mpekpacHOH mecHs,
1 OyJIeT JINThCS OHA IO HAICH MPEKPACHOH IJIaHeTe.

R
0’0

DBKH, MO MUHY, OH TOPIIJIOM.
AiinaByp TOpPIHY Sp3B MAaHHYTTABYD.
15 Dp yHTIUSMHU rajiam, BoT Oepy cBoit OyOeH,
Hoyan tepansu asBpan
Atis! Aiis! Atis!
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My father's song
N. . Grigor'eva, Esso, 25.08.1999

My grandfather was born here on Kamchatka,

he was Chukchi-Koryak,

he married an Even-Yakut woman

and was the owner of a very large reindeer-herd.

When Soviet power came, they took everything away from him,
and in his thoughts he sang his sad song.

Sang and cried.

The cry of nature
N. . Grigor'eva, Esso, 25.08.1999

Now, when I think about the life in the past and at present,

and when I see our land,

in which condition it is now and how we treat it,

not only myself, but all creative people always listen carefully
to nature’s weeping,

its outcry,

and I would wish that all people would hear this cry.

We are people!

That’s why, not long ago, [ wrote my song.

In truth, it is a really sad song, but then I think to myself the time will come,

and when it comes, our land will anyway be wonderful,

and so it will be a wonderful song,

and it will spread all over our wonderful planet.

God! Listen to me, to what [ am saying.

We are trying hard to improve my land.

So I take my drum,

it loves to talk.

Good! Good! Good!

bor! Ycapib MeHs, Kak st TOBOPIO.
[lonpaBuUTh 3eMIII0 MO0 TOCTAPAEMCSL.
Bor 6epy cBoii Oy0OeH,

OH roBopuUTH JTIOOHUT.

Xopomio! Xoponio! Xopouio!
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MecHb «Katopa»
H.W. Tpuropbesa, ¢. Icco, 25.08.1999

[1-18 mo-pycckwu]

1

10

15

20

OTa MeJouA nepelsia Ko MHE OT OJIHOM U3BECTHOM MO3TACCHI IBEHCKOM,
oHa xxuiia B Kopsikckom okpyre B I1anane, Tatbsinbl MIbUHUYHBI YpKayuaH.
OHa OYeHb CHIILHO MEHS JIFOOMIIAa 1 OMHAXKIBI,
HE3aJI0JIT0 JI0 CBOEH CMEPTH,
KOTJIa MBI y He€ OBLITH, OHA MToJjapuiia MHE TIECHIO,
Y TOBOPHJIA, YTO S 1apro TeOe MeCHo
1 THI B OyIyIeM MoAapHInb e€ CBoeMy Hapoy, HallleMy Hapoy.
U noxa oHa Oblja yKHBasi,
s HUKaK He MOIJIa € TI0YeMY-TO TIETh.
A moTom, OyKBaJIbHO, KaK TOJBKO 5 Y3HaJa, 9YTO OHA TPAarmdecKy Imoruona,
BAPYT 3Ta MEJONNS, 5 axke e€ He CIyIIyaa, OHa ObljIa y MEHS Ha 3aIlvCH,
g e€ He ciyIIaia, oHa caMa KO MHe MPHIILIA,
s B3suta OyOeH u e€ 3amena.
51 e€ mena Tak, 4To...HE 3HAIO,
Mama He 3HaJja, 9bsl 9Ta MECHS U OYeHb CHIIPHO pacIliaKkasach.
Omna gake He 3Haya, uto TarbgHa MiipuHu4dHa moruoia.
3arem, Korza s pacckasaia, TOBOpIO,
4yTO 3Ta Menoaus TaTbsiHbl UNTbUHUYHBL.
Omna moru0ia, v BOT, BUIUMO, AyX €€ UTO JIM 3aCTaBUJI MEHS METh.
ITecus karopa...

R
0’0

Tai! Tait! Taii!
Hronun!
OpounnkakaHan
Hunnansnna
Tai! Tait! Taii!
TussH!
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Song of a dog-team driver
N. 1. Grigor'eva, Esso, 25.08.1999

This song came to me from a famous Even poetess,

she lived in Palana in the Koryak district, Tatiana I1’inichna
Urkachan.

She very loved me very powerfully, and one day, not long before
her death,

when we had been with her, she gave me a song,

and she said, that I should give you the song.

And you, in the future, will give it to your people, our people.

And when she was still alive,

I was never able to sing it.

But then, just when I found out that she had tragically died,

all of a sudden that song, that I even had not heard,
I had a recording of it,

I had not listened to it before, it came to me by itself,

I took the drum and started to sing it.

I sang it like, I don’t know.

My mother did not know what that song was about and started
to cry a lot.

She even did not know that Tat’iana II’inichna had died.

Then, after I had told her, I said that this is the song of Tat’iana II’inichna.

She had died, and look, apparently her spirit made me sing.

The song of a dog-team driver.

2
0.0

Tai! Tai! Tai! (command of the dog-team driver for the dogs to get ready)
Forward! Keep on! Forward!

Evens

travel with their dog-team.

Tai! Tai! Tai! (get ready)

Keep still!

Taii! Taii! Tait! (Komanma xatopa co6akam OBITH TOTOBBIMU).
Bnepén! Janeue! Bnepén!

OBEHBI

eIyT Ha cobaukax.

Tait! Taii! Tait! (IlonroToBka, KoMaHIa)

CwmupHo!
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