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YHOCH MOIO aywy B Ty CUHIOI0 Aanb,
Unasi maju dushu Y tu sinjuju dal',
Carry my soul into that blue distance,
Foe cTenb 3on0Tan nerna Ha  npocTope —
Gdje stjep' zalataja liegla na  prastorje —
Where the steppe golden has spread out in space —
Wnpoka, KaK moA poKoBasn neyanb,

Shyraka, kak maja rakavaja pjechjal’,

Wide, like my fatal sorrow,

Kak MOé 6e3bicxoaHoe rope.

Kak majo bjezyskhodnaje  gorje.

Like my hopeless grief.

Pa3byy A HagexAabl 6blsble MOoW,

Razbuzhu ja nadjezhdy bylyje mai,

Will awaken I hopes former my,

7 TENAYIO BEPY, 7 cBeT/ible rpésbl —

I tjopluju vjeru, i svjetlyje grjozy —

And warm faith, and bright dreams —

n Kunyyemn peKowm no pPa340NbHOMN cTenm

I kipuchjej  rjekoj pa razdol'naj stjepi

And like a flowing river on the wide steppe
Pasonbto A roptoymne CNés3bl.

Razal'ju ja garjuchije sljozy.

Will pour out I burning tears.

n No  3BOHKUM CTpyHam 1 yaapto 3BYYHEMN,

I pa  zvonkim strunam ja udariju zvuch'njej,
And on ringing strings I will strike more resoundingly,
n XNIbIHYT NMOTOKOM  3abbITble 3BYKMU;

I khlynut patokam  zabytyje zvuki;

And will gush in a flood forgotten sounds;
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BbINbET Aywa BCE co3peswne B Heu
vyl'jot dusha fsjo sazrjefshyje v njej
will pour out the soul everything ripe in it
TAXKKME MYKM...
tjashkije muki...
heavy agonies...
MO aywy B Ty CUHIOH0 Aanb,
maju dushu Y tu sinjuju dal’,
my soul into that blue distance,
cTenb 3on0Tan NeXuT Ha npocrope —
stjep' zalataja ljezhyt na prastorje —
the steppe golden lies in space —
KaK MOS poKoBas nevans,
kak maja rakavaja pjechjal’,
like my fatal sorrow,
MOé& 6e3bicxoaHoe rope.
majo bjezyskhodnaje gorje.
my hopeless grief.





