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Adress and praise
Most honored, very

high and dear

Empress!

Most honored very high

and dear

Emperor!

Our high and dear

God-given imperial

government!

Here we, poor crude people,

Your servants and uneducated children,

who are not worthy of approaching 

the place where Your

dear feet stand,

we venture to make for You

a song for Your

high throne of honor and

chair, in this year 1777

and we would wish that it for

Your ears and dear face

upon Your high throne of honor

would sound as we have in

poverty and great sorrow,

and tears we have written it; and,

if it to Your high and dear

imperial mind were not

pleasing, then we beg for mercy,

falling to our knees, from all our heart and

soul with tears, that Your

anger against us would not be incensed, but

that we would find grace in Your eyes.


Melody: Wie schon leuchtet der Morgenstern! [link]

Most honorable empress!

O ruler, our mother!

We bow before You.

Let your crown shine like the sun

And let enemies like rotted wood

Be thrown before your feet!

Come,

Tremble

And fall

Before the legs

Of the high mother,

Kissing the soles of her feet!

2. Let that glory glimmer,

And let it crush the strength of

All who rise against these!

Let them all be shamed,

Destroyed and ridiculed

And let shame fall over them!

Fear,

Sorrow,

Trembling,

Ridicule

Let there be for those

Who think to raise their hand!

3. Let that happiness

Be great and endless,

For all our generals!

Give them wisdom,

That they would walk in happiness,

Before the great empress!

Straightly,

Well,

Prettily, honestly,

Simplemindedly

Let them do

Whatever is ordered by this mother!

4. And likewise let the lesser ones

Like officers and soldiers,

Let them hold straight as men

Before their empress mother

And before their fatherland!

Let them with wisdom, cleanly,

Beautifully,

Wisely,

Humbly

One after the other

Let them live

And obediently serve!

5. Let Solomon’s peace and honor

Be given to our Emperor

On his high seat!

Let the crown of honor blossom for them

As a grant from the master of heaven,
Without any sorrows!

Sing,

Trumpet

And play

High honor

To our high

And most dear Emperor!

6. We receive like a bee its father

The empress’s true son

And our own dear mother.

We honor with much trembling

And with true humility,

Show us the path,

Mother,

Son,

The highness

And honor,

All the honor

That we would give to You!

7. Let our high young empress

Maria Fedorovna be anointed

To rule for the future times!

Much peace and much health

Much wisdom, highness, honor,

With love very sweet!

Joyfully,

Highly,

Healthily

And happily

Let her live,

And let no trouble come over these!

8.  Let their fruit in fertility

In the honor of health

Begin and end without pain!

Let them bring the young emperor happiness,

Let them not worry about pain at all,

Oh, be joyful, be happy!

Dance,

Laugh,

You relatives

And friends

Of the Empress!

God will give peace and health.


9. Then let this grace

Over the sorrowful house of Lifland

Rise one day like the sun!

If truly this will be God’s mind,

Then God will open the emperor’s eyes,

That they will see this sorrow.

Truly,

God will pour

His wisdom

From the seat

Of that glory

To the seat of our emperor.

One Lifland prisoner’s

song of sorrow

In great sorrow and fear


in this year 1777 composed

Melody: “Was lobet wir dir”

Falling to our knees, we pray to You

And with tears confess our sorrows to You.

2. If only our high, dear Empress,

The ruler of all Russia’s lands,

3. And also our dear young emperor,

The ruler and heir,

4. And all the dear, high generals

The advisors of our ruler,

5. Would like to hear the sorrow of Lifland,

Which accompanies us every day;

6. If only Your dear face and Your eyes’ brightness

Could be our cane and the protector of our heart

7. And before Your face and dear feet we

Could find grace and peace in the home!

8. Because in this year in our Lifland

There is no soul without sorrow.

9. The rulers of our land are angry,

About our sorrowful days they are joyful

10. And threaten to chop off our legs and hands,

So that we would forget the land of our fathers.

11. Because some live with the wild beasts in the forest

And travel beneath great burdens of sorrow,

12. Living in such times of grief,

When every day gives tears as their only bread.

13. Thirty nine lie in shackles in Riga

Not counting the ones who live in the forest among beasts.

14. In prison some have already been sold,

Placed from suffering into suffering.

15. And our wives, our little children

Are weakened in the stocks at the manor.
16. And pregnant wives, family, little children

They all weep and howl like some kind of lambs.

17. The tears that are wept here

By elders as well as little infants!

18. Through this the little infants

Are fed with the milk of pain and sorrow,

19. And also those who still sleep inside the mother’s body,

Get to feel these sorrows from these courts,

20. Because some have been born before time

And have died inside the mother’s body,

21. So that some wives weep all day and night,

And lie in great shame in the sorrows of death,

22. Weeping for their dear husbands

And forgetting their entire life,

23. And abandon the health of their body,

But find no assistance at all

24. Among the people and masters of our land,

But sorrow follows sorrow in a flood.

25. God truly will see the sorrows of Lifland,

And will give respite to those whose heart suffers

26. For the land of their father and their home,

For their friends near and far.

27.  God will awaken that high dear spirit,

The power of our most honorable empress

28. And of our dear young emperor,

Ruler and heir,

29. And of all our high generals,

Advisors of our empress,

30. That they would see our great sorrows

And would turn their dear eyes to us.

31. Then those who now walk in happiness will weep

And shout, shaking their heads about us. 

32. When God will do this, then we’ll swear to him

That we will forever be his devout people,

33. And the children of children will remember this year

With eternal gratefulness for their relatives.

34. Amen! Lord Jesus, hurry to save us soon,

We cannot say any more to you:

35. You are our shepherd and only protector
So then appear to us as a powerful ruler

36. And receive us, as we are, all equal!

We are weak and truly powerless.

