JINITA BEKOBA

Lipa

Old Linden Tree

1 JIuma BekoBas
Han pexoii mymur,
[Tecusa ynanas
Bnaneke 3BeHur.

2 JIyr HOKpBIT TyMaHOM,
CJ0BHO NEICHOM,
CrapliieH 3a KypraHoMm
3BYK CTOPOXKEBOH.

3 DTOT 3BOH YHBLIBII

C naBHUX MPOLUIBIX THEH
[IpoOymumn, 9To O6bLTO

B namstu Mmoei.

4 T'ogpl MUHOBAIJIH,
N yx nox BeHIIOM
Mogoana ckoBaau
30JI0TBIM KOJIBI[OM.

5 Tonbko He ¢ TOOOIO,
Munas mos,

CHuIIb ThI TIOJT 3€MIICHO,
Cruib, 3a0bIB MEHS.

6 JIuna, packonucs
Ha yetpipe nHs,
Mutasi, npocHuUcA
N Bo3pMU MeHs!

Lipa vikavaya
Nad rikoy shumit,
P'esn'a udalaya
Vdalik'e zvinit.

2 Lug pakryt tumanam,
Slovna pilinoy,

Slyshin za kurganam
Zvuk starazhivoy.

3 Etat zvon unuluy

S davnikh proshlykh dn'ey
Prabudil, chto byla

F pam'ati mayey.

4 Gody monavali,
I ush pad vintsom
Molatsa skavali

Zalatym kal'tsom.

5 Tol'kla ni s taboyu,
Milaya maya,

Spish ty pad ziml'oyu,
Spish, zabyv minya.

6. Lipa, raskalis'a
Na chityri pn'a,
Milaya, prasnis'a
I vaz'mi min'a!

Vekovaya

Russian Folk song
Late XIX century

An age old linden tree rustles
above the river. A lively song
is ringing from afar. The
meadow is covered in fog,
like a veil.

Beyond the mound the sound
of the watch is heard. This
ringing sound comes from
my past.

It awakened my memories.
Years have gone by and now
I'm held down by a golden
ring under the wedding
crown.

But this is not with you, my
dear. You are asleep under
the ground and you have
forgotten me.

Linden tree, break into four
stumps! My dear! Wake up
and take me!
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