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Translation Stephen Ettinger .
Russian

Transliteration

Word-to-word translation
Kyna, Kyaa, Kyaa Bbl yaanunuch,

[ku-da, ku-da, ku-da vy u-da-li-lis’]

Stressed vowel

Where, where have you gone,

BECHbl MOeW 3naTble AHN?
[ves-ny ma-€é] zla-ty-je dni]
golden days of my spring?

UTo AeHb rpagywimi MHe roToBuT?
[shto den’ grja-du-schij mne ga-t6-vit]
What does the coming day have in store for me?

Ero mon B3op HanpacHO NoBuUT:
[evo moj vzor nap-ras-na |6-vit]
It escapes my eyes,

B rnybokon Tbme TanTcs OH!
[v glu-bé-kaj t'me ta-ee-tsa on]
it is hidden in deep darkness!

HeT Hyxabl; npaB cyabbbl 3aKOH!
[net nazh-dy praf sud’-by za-kén]
But nevertheless, the law of fate cannot be wrong

Magy nv 4, cTpenon NPOH3EHHbLIN,
[pa-da lee ja stre-16] pran-zjon-nyj]
Shall | fall to the deadly arrow,

Uib MMMO MPONETUT OHa, -
[eel’ mi-ma pra-le-tit a-na]
or will it pass by?

Bcé bnaro; 6geHus n cHa
[fsj6 bla-ga bdé-ni-ja ee sna]
All for the better. For life and for sleep

NPUXOANT Yac onpenenéHHbIn!
[pri-hé-dit chas ap-re-di-ljén-nyj]

there is a pre-determined time
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BnarocnoeeH n geHb 3a60T,
[bla-gas-la-vén ee den’ za-bét]
Blessed is a day of simple tasks

GnarocnoBeH 1 TbMbl Npuxop!
[bla-gas-la-vén ee t'my pri-hét]
And blessed is the day of darkness.

brniecHéT 3ayTpa ny4d eHHUL b,
[blis-njét za-ut-ra luch den-ni-tsy]
When the day beam shines in the morning,

n 3aurpaet FIpKVIVI O€eHb,
[ee za-ig-ra-jet yar-kij den’]
And the bright day shall reign

a s, ObITb MOXET, S rPOOHMLbI
[a ja byt’ mé-zhet ja grab-ni-tsy]

But I, perhaps, will descent

coﬁp,y B TAUHCTBEHHYHIO CEeHb!
[saj-du fta-in-stvin-nu-ju sen’]
Into mysterious darkness of my fatal tomb?

M namsaTtb tOHOro noata
[ee pa-mjat’ jun-na-va pa-é-ta]
And the memory of a young poet

nornoTuT megneHHas Jleta.
[pag-16-tit méd-lin-na-ja 1é-ta]
will fall into Abyss

3abyaeT Myp MeHs; HO Thl, Tbl, Onbra...
[za-ba-dit mir mi-nja noty, ty OI’-ga]
The world shall forget me, but you, you, Olga!

Ckaxun, npyuaélub nu, AeBa KpacoThl,
[ska-zhy pri-djésh lee djé-va kra-sa-ty]
Tell me, will you, the maiden of beauty,

cnesy nponuTb Hag paHHen ypHOW
[sli-za pra-lit’ nad ran-nej ur-naj]
come to shed a tear over the early urn?
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1 gymatb: OH MeHs nobun!
[ee du-mat’ on mi-nja lju-bil]
And think "he loved me,

OH MHe eanHOM NOCBATUN
[on mnje je-di-naj pas-yja-til]
he devoted to me

paccBeT nevanbHbI XU3HU 6ypHon!
[ras-sv’ét pi-chal’-nyj zhiz-ni buar-naj]
The gloomy dawn of his troubled life!"

Ax, Onbra, s 1ebsa noodun!
[ah OI-ga ja ti-bja lju-bil]
Ah Olga, | did love you,

Tebe egnHOM NOCBATUN
[ti-bé je-di-naj pas-yja-til]
To you alone | devoted

paccBeT nevarnbHbIN XU3Hn 6ypHon!
[ras-svjét pi-chal’-nyj zhiz-ni buar-naj]
The gloomy dawn of my troubled life

ax, Onbra, a Tebs nwoobun!
[ah OI’-ga ja ti-bja lju-bil]
Yes Olga, | did love you!

CeppaeyHbIn gpyr, XXenaHHbIA Opyr,
[sir-déch-nyj druk zhe-lan-nyj druk]

My beloved friend, my dear friend,

npuaun, npnan!
[pri-di pri-di]

Come, come!
XKenaHHbIn gpyr, npuau, 9 TBon cynpyr!

[zhe-lan-nyj druk, pri-di ja tvoj sup-ruk]
Beloved friend, do come, for | am your spouse...

npuau, s TBon cynpyr!
[pri-di pri-di ja tvoj sup-ruk]
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do come, for | am your spouse...

npuan, npuau!
[pri-di pri-di]

Come, come...

A xay T1ebs, KenaHHbIA Apyr,
[ja zhdu ti-bja zhe-lan-nyj druk]

| am waiting for you, oh beloved friend

npuau, npuau, s TBon cynpyr!
[pri-di pri-di ja tvoj sup-ruk]

Come, for | am your spouse...
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