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ÏÐÅÄÈÑËÎÂÈÅ

Äîðîãèå äðóçüÿ! Íàñòîÿùèé ñáîðíèê îòêðûâàåò ñåðèþ íîòíûõ èçäàíèé, ïîñâÿùåííûõ íàðîä-
íîé ìóçûêå Êàíàäû. Ïîÿâèëàñü ýòà ñåðèÿ áëàãîäàðÿ äâóì îáñòîÿòåëüñòâàì: æåëàíèåì ðàçíîîá-
ðàçèòü ðåïåðòóàð ìîåé äî÷åðè, íà÷èíàþùåé ñêðèïà÷êè, è ñ÷àñòëèâîé íàõîäêå â ëàáèðèíòàõ
Èíòåðíåòà: â ïîèñêàõ íîâûõ ìóçûêàëüíûõ òåì ÿ íàòîëêíóëñÿ íà èíòåðíåò-àðõèâ Áàððè Òýéëî-
ðà The Great Canadian Tunebook (http://members.shaw.ca/tunebook ) è áûë î÷àðîâàí åãî ñîäåðæàíèåì. Íà-
èáîëåå ïîíðàâèâøèåñÿ ìåëîäèè èç ýòîé êîëëåêöèè ëåãëè â îñíîâó ìîèõ îáðàáîòîê. Íåò ñîìíåíèé,
÷òî çíàêîìñòâî ñ êàíàäñêèìè ïåñíÿìè è òàíöàìè äîñòàâèò âàì óäîâîëüñòâèå. 

Äåíèñ Õâàòîâ

ÈÍÒÅÐÍÅÒ-ÑÀÉÒ

Èíôîðìàöèÿ îá àâòîðå îáðàáîòîê íàõîäèòñÿ íà ñàéòå: www.denismusic.info. Çäåñü òàêæå ìîæíî
ïðîñëóøàòü ïüåñû â ôîðìàòå ÌÐ3, íàéòè êîììåíòàðèè, îçíàêîìèòüñÿ ñ íîâûìè ñî÷èíåíèÿìè, óç-
íàòü î ïðåçåíòàöèÿõ è ãîòîâÿùèõñÿ ê èçäàíèþ ñáîðíèêàõ. Âàøè ïèñüìà ïðèíèìàåò ïî÷òîâûé ÿùèê
mail@denismusic.info.

ÁËÀÃÎÄÀÐÍÎÑÒÜ

Íàñòå Ìàðóøêèíîé (êîíñóëüòàíò-ïåðåâîä÷èê).
Âÿ÷åñëàâó Åñàêîâó (ìóçûêàëüíûé êîíñóëüòàíò).
Þðèþ Äåðåâíèíó (ïîääåðæêà ñàéòà).

Îñîáàÿ áëàãîäàðíîñòü — êîìïàíèè «ÊÖ ÈÐÁÈÑ» çà ïîääåðæêó ïðîåêòà.
Ñïàñèáî âñåì, êòî ñîâåòîì èëè äåëîì ïîìîã ïîÿâèòüñÿ ýòîìó ñáîðíèêó.

PREFACE

Dear friends! This book opens a series of musical collections devoted to Canadian folk music. It owes
it's appearence to two following circumstances: the wish to diversify the performance repertoire of my
daughter, who is currently a beginner violinist, and a lucky finding on the Web — in searching for fresh
musical ideas I came across The Great Canadian Tunebook (http://members.shaw.ca/tunebook) — an
internet archive by Barry Taylor — and was totally enchanted by the pieces it contained. Those I liked best
were arranged and I am happy to present the arrangements to you. There is no doubt that you will take
a lot of pleasure in learning about Canadian traditional songs and dances. 

Denis Khvatov

INTERNET SITE

Visit www.denismusic.info to get more information about the author of the arrangements. This site
offers you an opportunity to see author's comments, download some pieces in MP3, it also supports the lat-
est news about recent works, presentations and further publications.

Send your e-mails to mail@denismusic.info.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

to Nastya Maroushkina, translater co-adviser,
to Vyacheslav Yesakov, musical co-adviser,
to Juri Derevnin, Internet support.

Special thanks to «CC IRBIS» company for assisting this project.
Thanks to everyone whose help and advice made the idea become a reality.



4

© D. Khvatov, 2005
© Ä. Õâàòîâ, 2005

You can copy any part of this collection only by written permission of the owner.
Êîïèðîâàíèå ëþáîé ÷àñòè ñáîðíèêà âîçìîæíî òîëüêî ñ ïèñüìåííîãî ðàçðåøåíèÿ ïðàâîîáëàäàòåëÿ.

Galina Molodtseva, violin editor
Ðåäàêöèÿ ïàðòèè ñêðèïêè Ã. Ìîëîäöåâîé



5



My Dear Mary Anne

Oh, faretheewell my dear Mary Anne
Our days have all gone by
Spring is coming and soon I'll be gone
But I'll come back, don't you cry my dear Mary Anne.

A lobster dies in the boiling pot
Oh pity the bluefish, too
But they're quickly gone and they suffer not
The way I cry for you my dear, Mary Anne.

Oh don't you see the pretty turtle dove
That flies from pine to pine
Crying for its own true love
The way I cry for you my dear Mary Anne.

Äðóæîê ìîé Ìýðè Ýíí

Ïðîñòè-ïðîùàé, äðóæîê Ìýðè Ýíí,
Âåñåëüÿ äíè ïðîøëè.
Âåñíà èäåò, è áóäó ÿ â ïóòè,
Íî ÿ âåðíóñü, íå ïëà÷ü, 

äðóæîê ìîé, Ìýðè Ýíí.

Êàê ëîáñòåð áðîøåí ÿ â êîòåë,
Êèïÿùèé íà îãíå,
È çíàþ: áóäó ÿ ñòðàäàòü
È ïëàêàòü ïî òåáå, 

äðóæîê ìîé, Ìýðè Ýíí.

È íå ñìîòðè íà ñèçûõ ãîëóáêîâ,
Ñèäÿùèõ íà ñîñíå.
Èõ ñòîíû ðåæóò ñåðäöå ìíå,
È ïëà÷ó ïî òåáå, 

äðóæîê ìîé, Ìýðè Ýíí.
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Land of the Silver Birch

Land of the silver birch, home of the beaver
Where still the mighty moose wanders at will
Blue lake and rocky shore
I will return once more.

Refrain
Boom de de boom boom
Boom de de boom boom
Boom de de boom boom
Bo-o-o-o-m

Down in the forest, deep in the lowlands
My heart cries out for thee, hills of the north
Blue lake and rocky shore
I will return once more.

High on a rocky ledge I'll build my wigwam
Close by the water's edge, silent and still
Blue lake and rocky shore
I will return once more.

Êðàé ñåðåáðÿíîé áåðåçû

Êðàé ñåðåáðèñòûõ ðîù — âîëÿ è ïðîñòîð,
Áðîäèò òàì ìîãó÷èé ëîñü è æèâåò áîáåð.
ß âåäü âåðíóñü ñþäà, 
Òîëüêî, óâû, êîãäà?

Ïðèïåâ
Áóì, äè-äè-äàì-äàì,
Áóì, äè-äè-äàì-äàì,
Áóì, äè-äè-äàì-äàì,
Äà!

×àùó ëåñîâ ïðîéäó, ÷åðåäó áîëîò,
Íà âûñîêîì íà õîëìå ñåðäöå çàïîåò.
ß âåäü âåðíóñü ñþäà, 
Òîëüêî, óâû, êîãäà?

Íà ñêàëèñòîì âûñòóïå ïîñòàâëþ ñâîé âèãâàì,
Áëèæå ê âîäàì ÷èñòûì, òèõèì áåðåãàì.
Ê îçåðó âåðíóñü òîãäà, 
Íàâåðíî — íàâñåãäà!
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Citadel Hill
One day in December I'll never forget
A charming young creature I happily met
Her eyes shone like diamonds, she was dressed up to kill
She was tripping and slipping down Citadel Hill.

I says, “My fair creature, you will me excuse!”
I offered my arm and she did not refuse.
Her arm locked in mine made me feel love's sweet thrill
As we walked off together down Citadel Hill.

The very next day to the church we did go.
The people all whispered, as well you must know.
Said the priest, “Will you wed?” Says I, “That we will!”
So we kissed and were hitched upon Citadel Hill.

So now we are married and of children have three,
But me and the Missus can never agree.
The first she called Bridget, the second one Bill.
Says I, “The runt's name shall be Citadel Hill.”

Come all you young fellows, take warning by me,
If ever in need of a wife you may be,
I'll tell you the place where you'll get your fill
Go tripping and slipping down Citadel Hill.

Õîëì Öèòàäåëè
Òîò äåíü íèêîãäà íå çàáûòü: â äåêàáðå
Ñîçäàíüå ÷óäåñíîå âñòðåòèëîñü ìíå:
Ãëàçà êàê áðèëüÿíòû, óïàñòü è íå âñòàòü —
Íà õîëì Öèòàäåëè îíà øëà ãóëÿòü.

«Ïðåëåñòíàÿ êðîøêà, ïðîøó èçâèíèòü!»
È ðóêó ñâîþ ÿ ïîñìåë ïðåäëîæèòü.
Îíà, âçÿâ ìîþ, íå çàñòàâèëà æäàòü, 
È âìåñòå íà õîëì ìû âûøëè ãóëÿòü.

Íà ñëåäóþùèé äåíü ìû âåí÷àëèñü óæå.
Øåïòàëñÿ íàðîä, è ãëàçåë â ñòîðîíå.
Ñâÿùåííèê áûë ñêîð — îñåíèë íàñ êðåñòîì,
È âìåñòå ñ æåíîé ìû ðâàíóëè íà õîëì.

Òåïåðü ó íàñ â äîìå óæ òðîå äåòåé,
Íî ÿ íå ñîãëàñåí ñ ñóïðóãîé ìîåé:
«Ïóñòü äî÷ü áóäåò Áðèäæèò, à ñûí Äàíèåëü,
Íî èìÿ ìàëûøêå ÿ äàì Öèòàäåëü!»

«Ïîñëóøàéòå ïàðíè, ÿ äàì âàì ñîâåò:
Õîòèòå ñ÷àñòëèâûìè áûòü ìíîãî ëåò?
Ñêàæó âàì — èçâåñòíî, ëþáîâü ãäå èñêàòü:
Íà õîëì Öèòàäåëè èäèòå ãóëÿòü!»

Refrain
Sing fall-de-dol doodle-dum
Fall-de-dol doodle-dum
Fall-de-dol doodle-dum
Lidy-I-die.

Ïðèïåâ
Âñ¸ ôîë-äè-äîë äóäë-äàì,
Ôîë-äè-äîë äóäë-äàì,
Ôîë-äè-äîë äóäë-äàì,
ß ëåäè îòäàì!
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Donkey Riding
Were you ever in Quebec
Stowing timber on the deck
Where there's a king with a golden crown
Riding on a donkey?

Refrain
Hey! Ho! Away we go!
Donkey riding, donkey riding
Hey! Ho! Away we go!
Riding on a donkey.

Were you ever off the Horn
Where it's always fine and warm
Seeing the Lion and the Unicorn
Riding on a donkey?

Were you ever in Cardiff Bay
Where the folks all shout, “Hurray!
Here comes John with his three month's pay!”
Riding on a donkey.

Were you ever in Miramichi
Where you tie up to a tree
And the skeeters do bite we
Ridin' on a donkey?

Âåðõîì íà îñëå*

Â Êâåáåêå êòî-íèáóäü âèäàë,
Êàê ãðóçÿò áðåâíà íà ïðè÷àë,
È êàê â êîðîíå íà îñëå
Êîðîëü âåðõîì ñêàêàë?

Ïðèïåâ
Õåé! Õå! Äåðæèñü â ñåäëå,
Íà ñêà÷óùåì â ïàðó îñëå!
Õåé! Õå! Äåðæèñü â ñåäëå!
Â ñåäëå äåðæèñü! Õåé! Õå!

À ìîæåò, Ãîðí âèäàëè âû,
Êîãäà â ïîðòó, ðàçäóâ êîòëû,
Òðóäÿãè Ëåâ, Åäèíîðîã
Ãðóçèëè êîðàáëè?

Êòî âèäåë Êàðäèô-ïîðò ñ óòðà,
Êîãäà íàðîä êðè÷èò: «Óðà!
Íàø äîáðûé Äæîí ñ ïîëó÷êîé çäåñü!
Ñëåçàé-êà, äðóã, ñ îñëà!»

À â Ìèðàìè÷è êòî áûâàë,
È äîñêè øòàáåëÿìè êëàë,
È ïîìíèò, êàê êîìàð ãîíÿë
Îñëà òóäà-ñþäà?

* Îñåë (donkey, àíãë.) — ïàðîâàÿ ìàøèíà äëÿ ïîãðóçêè äðåâåñèíû íà ëåñîðàçðàáîòêàõ è â ïîðòàõ. 
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