To ne veter vetku klonit

To He BeTep BeTKy KioHMT - That's not the wind bowing a branch

Lyrics - Semyon Stromilov
Music - Russian folk

To He BeTEP BETKY KMOHMUT,

He pybGpaByLuka WymunT -

To MO&, MO€ CepaieyKo CTOHET,
Kak OCEHHUI INCT APOXNT.

/3Bena MeHs KpyumHa,
[MogkonoaHas 3ves!

Tbl ropu, ropu, MOsi Ny4mnHa,
Horopto ¢ To6om u 5!

He xuTbe MHe 3aech 6e3 MUNow -
C kem nonay Tenepb K BeHLYy?
3Harb, cyabba Tenepb ¢ MOrUIon
O6BeHYaTbCA MOMOALY

To ne veter vetku klonit,

Ne dubravushka shumit -

To majo, majo sird'echka stonit,
Kak asennii list drazhit.

Izvila min'a kruchina,
Patkalodnaja zmija!

Ti gari, gari maja luchina,
Dagar'u s toboj I ja.

Ni zhitjo mn'e zdes' biz milaj -
S kem pajdu tiper' k vintsu?
Znat', sud'ba tiper' s magilaj
Abvinchat'sa malatsu.

o D
AP €— — —
DO}
f — o TS
To ni v'e - tir Ve - tku klo - nit, ne dub-ra vush -
4
fH | '/\ | N
AL —a- ) —
(N~ D 0 ! @ 1
< qr
F 7 2NN [T yf f
ka shu-mit. To ma - jo, ma - jo sir-dech-ka sto - nit,
7 | 1. o | 2. |
g D
—
ANIV4
o ‘r o -
N T F
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That's not the wind bowing a branch,
Not an oak grove rustling -

That's mine, my poor heart groaning,
Trembling like an autumn leaf.

Torment has worn me out,
That snake in the undergrowth!
Burn, burn my spill light,

| shall burn out too with you!

There's no life for me here without my
sweetheart -

With whom shall | now go to the wedding
crown?

It seems now the fate of me, young man,
is to be wed to the grave.



