Baoab no yaune meresuua metér Vdol' po ulitse metelitsa met'ot

Bponb no ynuue metenuua mMeTer,
3a meTenuuen Mo MUNEHbKNIA
noet

Tbl nocTon, NOCTOM, KpacaBuua
MoSi,

[o3Bonb HarnageTLCAa, PagocTb,
Ha Tebs!

Ha TBO N1 Ha NpUSTHY KpacoTy,
Ha TBOE N1t YTO Ha Benoe nuLo.
Tbl MOCTON, MOCTON....

KpaCOTa TBOA C yMa MeH4A CBena,

1842

Snowstorm is whirling along the street

Music by A. E. Varlamov (1801—1848)

Vdol' pa ulitse mit'elitsa mit'ot,

Za mit'elitsej moj milin"kii id'ot;

Ty pastoj, pastoj, krasavitsa
maja,

Dazvol' nagl'ad'et's'a, radast’, na
tib'a!

Na tvaju li na prijatnu krasatu,
Na tvajo li shto na b'elaje litso.
Ty pastoj, pastoj....

Krasata tvaja s uma min'a svila,
Issushila dobra-moladsa min'a.

Text by D. P. Glebov (1789—18437?)

Down the street, a winter windstorm's
drifting snow,

Right behind the storm my darling walks
in tow:

Wait a little bit, my sweetheart, my
allure,

My joy, let me slowly feast my eyes on
you!

On your beauty, on your pleasing lovely
looks,

Or on your white face, your eyes that
give me hooks.

Wait a little bit....

Wceywuna nobpa-monoaua MeHs. Ty pastoj, pastoj... _ _
Tl NOCTOI. NOCTOM..... Your good looks have driven me a bit
’ insane,
Withered handsome lad with grief he
can't sustain.
Wait a little bit...
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