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Russian
MycTb no Bone cyaeb s paccranackb ¢ To6ow, -- Transliteration
[pust’ pa-vé-le su-dép ja ras-sta-las’ sta-bgj] Word-to-word translation
Even if, by the will of fate, | have parted with you, Stressed vowel

MycTb gpyron obnagaet moen kpacoTomn!
[pust’ dru-géj ab-la-da-jet ma-éj kra-sa-tgj]

Even if another owns my beauty,

N3 06baTUin ero, N3 HOYHOWM QyXOThI,
[izab’-ja-tij je-vé, iz nach-néj du-ha-ty]

From his embrace, from this stifling night,

YHoOLYCb 9 AanéKOo Ha KPbINbsaX MeYThbl.
[u-na-shus’ ja da-ljé-ka na kryl’-jah mich-ty]

I am flying away on the wings of my dream.

Buxxy cHoBa Hall cTapbln, 3anyLLeHHbIN ca:
[vi-zhu sné-va nash sta-ryj, za-pa-schen-nyj sat]

Where | can see again our old, forgotten garden,

OTpaxéHHbIN B Npyae NoTyxaeT 3akar,
[at-ra-zhon-nyj fpru-dé pa-tu-ha-jet za-kat]

Reflected in the pond, the sunset is dying out,

[MaxHeT nMNoBbIM LLBETOM B NpoXxnage annen,
[pah-nit li-pa-vym tsvé-tam fpra-hla-de al-1¢j]

The linden blossom spreads its fragrance through the shady lanes,

3a npyaowm, rge-To B powle, YpUUT COnoBeN...
[za pru-dém gdé-ta vré-sche ur-chit sa-la-véj]

Behind the pond in the grove a nightingale is singing.

£ CTeKknAHHYI0 ABEepb OTBOpPMUNA -- APOXY —
[ja sti-kljan-nu-ju dver’ at-va-ri-la -- dra-zhu]

I've opened the glass door, | am trembling,
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A n3 mpaka B TaMHCTBEHHbLIN CyMpaK rIshky —
[ja iz-mra-ka fta-in-stven-nyj sum-rak gli-zhu]

I look out into the mysterious darkness.

Uy! Tam XpyCTHyna BeTKa -- He Tbl N warHyn?!
[Chu! Tam hrds-nu-la vét-ka -- ni ty-li shag-nul?]

Hush! A twig crunched — is it under your step?

BcTpeneHynacsa nTuyka -- He Tbl v cnyrHyn?!
[fstre-pi-nu-la-sja ptich-ka -- ni ty-li spug-nul?]

A bird has flown away — is it you who startled her?

A npucnywmBatoChb, 9 MyYUTENBHO XAy,
[ja pri-sla-shi-va-jus’, ja mu-chi-tel’-na zhdu]

I am listening, | am waiting anxiously.

£ Ha WwenecT waroB TBOMX TUXO nay —

[[a na shé-lest sha-go6f tva-ih ti-ha ee-du]

| am walking towards the sound of your steps,

XonoguT MOW YneHbl TO CTPaCTb, TO UCNYT —
[ha-la-dit ma-i chljé-ny to strast’, to is-puk]

My limbs are shivering with passion and fear,

OTO Tbl MEHS 3a PYKY B35S, MUNbIA Apyr?!
[é-ta ty mi-nja za-ru-ku vzjal mi-lyj druk?]

Was it you who took my hand?

OTO Tbl OCTOPOXHO Tak OBHSAN MeHs,
[é-ta ty as-ta-rézh-na tak 6éb-njal mi-nja]

It’s you who embraced me gently,

OTO0 TBOW nouenyn -- nouenyn 6e3 orHs!
[é-ta tvo] pa-tse-luj -- pa-tse-ltj bi-zag-nja]

It is your kiss, but a kiss without passion.

C 6onbto B TpeneTHOM ceppLue, C BOTHEHbEM B KPOBU
[sbol’-ju ftré-pit-nam sér-tse, sval-nén’-jem fkra-vi]

With pain in your trembling heart, with agitation in your blood,
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Tbl He cMeellb oTAaTbCca 6e3ymcTBam nobeu, --
[ty ni-smé-jesh ad-da-tsa bi-zam-stvam ljub-vi]

You do not dare to give in to the madness of love.

W, BHUMas pevam 6naropogHbIM TBOUM,
[ee vni-ma-ja ri-cham bla-ga-réd-nym tva-im]

And following your noble words,

A He cmeto aaTb BOMKO BNIEYEHBAM CBOUM,
[j[a nis-mé-ju dat’ vo-lju vli-chén’-jam sva-im]

| don’t dare to give way to my own desires.

W opoxy, u wenyy Tebe: Munbin Tl MOW!
[ee dra-zhu, ee ship-chu ti-bé: mi-ly] ty moj]

And shivering, | am whispering: oh my darling!

[MycTb BNageeT OH Xarkon Moeun KpacoTon!
[pust’ vla-dé-et on zhal-kaj ma-jéj kra-sa-téj]

Let him own my pitiful beauty!

N3 06bAaTUIN €ero, U3 HOYHOWM OyXOThI,
[iz ab’-ja-tij je-vé, iz nach-ndéj du-ha-ty]

From his embrace, from this stifling night,

A onATb yneTar Ha KpbINbsiX MeYThl,
[ja a-pjat’ u-li-ta-ju na kryl’-jah mich-ty]

| am flying away again on the wings of my dream

B aTtoT cag, B 9Ty TEMb, BOT HA 3TY CKaMblO,

[vé-tat sat, vé-tu tem’, vot na é-tu skam’-ju]

To this garden, to this darkness, to this bench

'Ae Bnepsble noacnyLwan Tbl AyLly MOK...
[gdje fper-vy-je pat-slu-shal ty du-shu ma-ju]

Where you first could touch my heart.
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A ayLwor cnueakoch € TBOEK AYLLON —
[j[a du-shé-ju sli-va-jus’ stva-jé-ju du-shgj]

My soul joins your soul

[MycTb BNageeT OH »arkon moeun kpacoTon!

[pust’ vla-dé-et on zhal-kaj ma-jéj kra-sa-téj]
And let him own my pitiful beauty.
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