Hpyroii!.. HeT, HUKOMY Ha cBeTe
He ornana Ol cepana s!

To B BBIIIIHEM CYKIEHO COBETE...
To Bosst HEOa: s TBOS,

Bces sxu3ub Most Obli1a 3a510r0M
CBuaHbs BEPHOTO C TOOOM;

51 3Hat10, THI MHE MOCTIaH 00roM,
Jlo rpo6a Thl XpaHUTEb MOHA...
Thl B CHOBUJICHBSIX MHE SIBJISIICS
He3pumpblid, ThI MHE OBLT YK MHUJI,
TBOW 4y HBIN B3TJIS]T MEHS TOMUI,
B nyme TBOM roJyioc paszmaBaics
JlaBHO... HET, 3TO OBLI HE COH!
Thl uyTh BOIIIEN, S BMUT y3HAla,
Bcs obomiena, 3ambpniana

N B MBICTAX MOJIBUJIA: BOT OH!
He npaBna n1b? g Te0s cibixana:
ThI TOBOpHII CO MHOM B THIIIH,
Korna st 6equbiM moMoraa

Wi MmosuTBOM ycnaxaana
Tocky BonHyemoi#t aymu?

N B 310 caMO€e MIHOBEHBE

He 11 1u, Muioe BUACHLE,

B npo3padHoii TEMHOTE MEJIBKHYI,
[IprHUKHY THXO K U3TOJIOBBIO?
He 161 11, ¢ 0Tpao0ii 1 JIFOOOBEIO,
CiioBa HazIekK 16l MHE LIETIHYJI?
KTo TBI, MOI1 aHTEN T XpaHUTEIb,
N koBapHBIN UCKYCUTEID:
Mou COMHEHBS pa3pelu.

beiTh MOXET, 3TO BCE IyCTOE,
OOmaH HEeOoNbITHOW TyTIiH!

N cyxneHo coBceM HHOE...

Ho tax u 661T6! Cyas0y Mor0
OtubiHe s TEOC BpyUaro,

ITepen To6OO Cii€3HbI JIBIO,

TBOEM 3alUTHI YMOJIAIO. ..
BooGpasu: s 31ech o11Ha,

HukTo MeHs HE MOHUMAET,
Paccyniok Mot usHemoraer,

Another!... No, to no one in this world
Would I give my heart so!

By fate of highest order...

By will of heaven: | am yours;

In its entirety my life was an assurance
Of my fated meeting with you;

I know, you are sent to me by god,

Until the grave you are my keeper...
You have appeared to me in dreams

Not yet visible, you were already lovely
Your mystic gaze — my torment,

Your voice heard all throughout my soul
So long ago... no, ‘t was not a dream!
You have but entered, and in that instant | already knew,
Completely stupefied, ablaze

And in my thoughts | muttered: it is him!
Isn’t it the truth? I heard you:

You spoke to me in silence

When I was helping those who’re poor,
Or when | with but a prayer charmed
The yearning of my troubled soul

And in this very moment

Is it not you, oh sweet vision,

In the transparency of darkness, gleaming,
Nestling quietly along the bed’s rest?

Is it not you, with joy and love,

Words of hope to me thus whisper?
Who are you, my guardian angel,

Or rather an insidious tempter:

Oh, ease my doubts.

It may be so that this is naught,
Deception of an inexperienced soul!
And what is destined is something completely other...
But so be it! My fate --

| grant it to you here,

In front of you my tears are falling,

It is your protection I beseech...

Imagine this: | am here stranded,

No one to understand me,

My mind is weak,




W mom4a ruOHYTH s TOJIKHA.
S xny Te0s1: eAMHBIM B30POM
Hanexnel cepana oxuBu
Wb COH TsKENbIi IEpepBHY,
VY BBI, 3aCIIy’KE€HHBIM YKOpOM!

Konuaro! CtpamHo nepedecTs...
CTBIIOM U CTpaxoM 3aMHpalo...

Ho mHe mopyxkoii Baia 4ecTs,
U cMmeno eif ceOst BBEPSIIO. ..

And silently, I perish.

| wait for you: with but a glance
Liven the hope within my heart
Or else cut off this heavy dream,
Alas, with much deserved rebuke!

I finish! Afraid to read it through...
Frozen in shame and fear...

But to me the guarantee is your honor,
And boldly I entrust it with myself




