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Libretto: By the composer, based on Schiller's The Maid of Orleans

[a, Jac HACTaJl.

[datfas  nastal |

yes the hour has come

JloibkHa TIOBUHOBATHCSI HEOECHOMY BelIeHpIO loaHHa.
[ dalzna pavinavatsa nebesnamu velenju ioan-na]
must  submit to heavenly = command loanna

Ho ortuero 3akpanca B ayury cTpax?

[ no affevo zakralsa vdufu  strax ]
but why  hascrept into the soul fear

MyuutensHo 1 OONMBHO  HOET  cepare!
[ mutfitelnai bolna nojet sertse ]
grievously and painfully aches the heart

[IpocTuTe BBI, XOJMBI, IOJISI POJIHBIC,
[ prastite vi xalmi pala radnije ]
farewell you hills fields native



MPUIOTHO-MHUPHBINA, SICHBIA  J10J, MPOCTH!
[ prijutna mirnii jasnii dol prasti |
haven-peaceful clear  dale farewell

C HoanHoii Bam yX OonbIlle HE BHUAATHCA,
[ sioan-nai vam u3 bolfe ne vidatsa ]
with loanna for you now again  not to meet

HAaBeK OHAa, HABEK BaM TOBOPHT: IpoCTH!
[ navek ana nayek vam gavarit prasti |
forever she  forever to you says farewell

Nlpy3bs  nyra, ApeBa, MOH ITHUTOMIIBI,
[druzja luga  dreva mai pitomtsi |
friends meadows woods my nurslings

ax, BaMm Oe3MeHs W [BeCTb, U  OTIBETATH!
[ax vam besmena i tsyest 1 atsyetat |
ah for you without me both to bloom and wither

[Ipoxnagubliii TPOT, TMOTOK MOM  OBICTPOTEUHBIH,
[ praxladnii grot patok moi bistratetinii ]
cool grotto stream my  fast-flowing

Uay  OT Bac U HE NpUry K BaM BEYHO!
[idu atvas i nepridu kvam vetna ]
[go fromyou and will notcome toyou forever

Mecra, rae BcE ObIBaJIO MHE yCIaJ0M,
[ mesta gde fso bivala mne usladei ]
the places where all usedtobe forme delight

OTHBIHE Bl CO MHOH  pa3iydyeHbl;
[ atnine vi samnoi razlutfeni |
from now on you with me are separated



MOM CTaja, HeE Oyny BaM  Orpajiou,

[ mai stada ne budu vam agradai ]
my flocks Iwillnot be to you protection
0e3 macThIps OpOIUTh BBl  CYXXJCHBI.

[ bespastira  bradit vi suzdeni ]
without shepherd to wander you are destined

I[OCTEUIOCI) MHC IIaCTHu HNHOC CTaao
[ dastalas mne pasti inoje stada ]
is destined for me to shepherd another flock

HA TAXHUTIX YOUHCTBEHHOMN BOWHBI.
[ napazitax ubiistven-nai vaini ]
on pastures  of murderous war

Tak BbIlIHEE Ha3HAYWJIO  U30paHbe,
[ tak vifneje naznatfila izbranje |
so the highest has appointed the choice

MEHS ~ BJICYET HE CYCTHBIX  JKeJaHbe!
[ mena vlefot ne sujetniv zelanje |
me draw  not vain desires

O boxe! Tebe wmo€  oTkpwITO cepale!
[ 0 boze tebe majo atkrita sertse |

o God toyou mine isopen the heart

OHO TOCKyeT, OHO cTpajaeT!

[ ano taskujet ano stradajet ]
it  grieves it suffers

OHO TOCKyeT u cTpanaer!
[ ano taskujet i  stradajet ]
it grieves and  suffers



[IpocTuTe BBl HABEK, XOJIMBI, TIOJS  POIHBIC;
[ prastite vi navek xalmi pala radnije ]
farewell you forever hills fields native

HPUIOTHO-MUPHBIA  JIOJ, TPOCTH!
[ prijutna mirnii dol prasti ]
haven-peaceful dale farewell

C HoanHoii Bam yX OoNbIle HE BHUAATHCA,
[ stoan-nei vam uz bolfe ne vidatsa ]
with loanna for you now again  not to meet

HAaBeK OHAa, HaBEK BaM TOBOPHT: MpoCTH!
[ navek ana nayek vam gavarit prasti |
forever she forever to you says farewell

Hpy3pss Mom nyra, IpEBA, MOW IMHUTOMIIBIL,
[druzja mai luga  dreva mai pitomtsi ]
friends my meadows woods my nurslings

BaM Oe3MeHS W I[BeCTb, H  OTI[BETATH!
[ vam besmena i tsyest i atsyetat ]
for you without me both to bloom and wither

MPOXJIAAHBIN, TUXUA TPOT, IMOTOK MOH  OBICTPOTEUHBIN,
[ praxladnii tixii grot patok moi bistratetnii]
cool quiet grotto the stream my  fast-flowing
Uy OT Bac U HE Ipumy KBaM  BEYHO!

[idu atvas i nepridu kvam vetna ]
[ go fromyou and will notcome toyou forever



The Situation: The setting is France during the Hundred Year's War with England.
Joan of Arc, a young girl of seventeen, has a vision that she will lead her people to
victory. In this aria she says goodbye to the familiar places of her childhood as she
prepares for battle.

Poetic Translation: Yes, the time has come. Joan must submit herself to the will of
heaven. But why is there fear creeping into my heart? My heart aches with pain and grief!
Farewell, my native hills and valleys, my sheltering, peaceful, clear vales...farewell! We
will never see each other again. Joan says farewell forever: goodbye! My friends, the
fields, you woods, my nurslings...ah, you will bloom and wither without me from this
time on. Cool grotto, my fast flowing stream, [ am leaving you, and will never return!
The places where everything was a comfort to me, we are now to be separated; my
flocks, I will no longer protect you, you are destined to wander without a shepherdess. I
must now shepherd a different flock on the murderous pastures of war. High heaven has
decreed it, it is not I who vainly desire it! O God! My heart is open to you! It is full of
grief, it suffers! Farewell forever, my native hills and valleys, my sheltering, peaceful
vales...farewell! We will never see each other again. Joan says farewell forever: goodbye!
My friends, the fields, you woods, my nurslings... you will bloom and wither without me
from this time on. Cool, quiet grotto, my fast-flowing stream, I am leaving you, and will
never return!

Link to Syllabic Reading: https://youtu.be/DL0i2eZ5YiA




