BbIX0:Ky OUH 51 HA J0pOry
BrIx0Xy 01MH 5 Ha 10porYy,

CKBO3b TyMaH KpPEMHUCTBIN MyT OJeCTUT
Hous Tuxa. Ilycteiaa BHemnet bory,

W 3Be3ma ¢ 3B€371010 TOBOPHT.

B neGecax TOpKECTBEHHO U YYJHO,
Crut 3eMJ1s B CUSTHBE TOITyOOM. ..
Yro ke MHE Tak OOJIbHO U TaK TPYAHO,

Ky nb wero? XKanero au o0 uém?

VYK He Ky OT )KU3HU HUYETO 1,
W He >kanb MHE MIPONUIOTO HUYYTh,
S wiry cBoGO B 1 TIOKOS !

51 6 xoTen 3a0BITHCS U 3aCHYTH!

Ho me TeM XOIMOIHBEIM CHOM MOTHIIEL,
51 6 »etaa HaBeKH TakK 3aCHYTh,
Yro0 B rpyau ApeMaii )KU3HH CUIIBI,

qTO6, AbIlIa, B3AbIMAJIACh TUXO I'PyJb.

Yro0 BCIO HOYB, BECh JCHb MO CITYX JI¢
[Ipo 11060Bb MHE CIIAAKUI TOJIOC TIET,
Hazxo MHOM 4T00, BEYHO 3€eJIeHE,

TEmHBIN 1y0 CKIOHSUIICS U IITyMElL.

I Walk Out Alone Upon My Way (Lermontov)

I walk out alone upon my way
Through the gloom the cobble-stone path glimmers.
Night is silent while the desert prays

But a pair of stars exchanges faint murmurs.

In the awesome heavens all is peaceful
And the earth dreams, bathed in blue resplendence.
Why is this, my path, so hard and painful?

Why do I wait? Must I feel repentance?

No, the past has nothing worth my pity
There is nothing to expect from living.
I seek only freedom and serenity

And to drift off toward eternal dreaming.

My desire is not the grave's cold sleeping,
But I wish to spend forever drowsing
So life's forces in my breast are dreaming

And that filled with my breath, my breast is rising.

And a sweet voice singing love songs o'er me,
Day and night enchantingly serenading.

And a dark oak arches high above me

With its everlasting green leaves rustling.
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