HOVHANNES TOUMANIAN MUSEUM
EAST-WEST

SERIES

HOVHANNES TOUMANIAN
QUATRAINS

YEREVAN 2019



UDC 821.19-1 Toumanian

Translated by: Shushan Avagyan
Edited by: Ani Yeghiazaryan, PHD
Grafic design and page proof: Mane Khachatryan

Toumanian Hovhannes. Quatrains/ Hovh. Toumanian - Yerevan.
Hovh. Toumanian Museum 2019.- pages: 104

This small book presents Hovhannes Toumanian’s quatrains written during the last years of his life. In many ways
they became the sum of the paths taken by the poet, condensing in a few lines the entire course of human life, which has
no beginning and no end.
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Why < Began Fo Write Duatrains...

My brother Rostom was bkilled in Seplember 1915. Rostom was a natural froel.
e fnews woll the Eastern songs - the froems in Trkih - CAlsti Kerem, lihik
O%%me/o%m@,ma/éeéﬂmumm%/ lis, and als s /@me/mmy

Hais voice, surprisingly alive, stayed with me afler his death, and I kepit hearing him
sing. Insfpired by thase songs, O bogan lo wrile bayatis - guatrains - and I bogan from
thom - CClytash - (in addstion lo the longing for the homeland, cricked, olc).

O the boginning of 1918 & assumed the commiission of national council and the
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ML, wie gorne. ..
%éj dass flew &5, all are gone,
S attn and fews, Lrondles
e s Aeaid ont, all ase gone!
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0411 are gone...
My days flew by, all are gone,
Pain and fear, troubles
Ate my heart out, all are gone!
1890




s Lo s exhasted, finsshed!
[ hareser Kope / 4ad - Lninied empbls,
[ hateres jos / Rad - onls parn semarned.
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g;nished...
My life is exhausted, finished!
Whatever hope I had — turned empty,
Whatever joy I had — only pain remained.

1890
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M y invisible singers
Are giving such a performance now!
Oh my native crickets,
Who is listening to you now?

June, 1916

77




