O/IMHOKAS TAPMOHL ADINOKAYA GARMON’ LONELY ACCORDION

Music — Boris Morkousov
Lyrics — Mikhail Isakovsky

Myswvika bopuca Moxpoycoea
Cnosa Muxauna Hcakosckozo

Snova zamirla fs’0 da rassv’eta —
Dv’er’ ni skr’ipnit, ni fspykhnit agon’.
Tol’ka slyshna — na ulitse gd’e-ta
Adinokaya brodit garmon’.

CHoBa 3amepI10 Bce J0 paccBeTa —
JIBepb HE CKPUITHET, HE BCIIBIXHET OTOHb.
ToabKO CABIIIHO — HA YJHIIE TIe-TO
OpnuHoKast OpoIUT TApMOHB;

To nmoiaeT Ha momus, 3a BOpoTa,

To 0OpaTHO BepHETCS OISITh,
CJI0BHO HIIIET B MMOTEMKaX KOTO-TO
N HEe MOXEeT HUKaK OTHICKATh.

To payd’ot na pal’ya, za varota,
To abratna virn’ots’a ap’at’,
Slovna ishit fpat’omkah kavo-ta
I ni mozhit nikak atyskat’.

Beer ¢ nons HouHas npoxiajna,

C s16:10HB 1IBET O0OJIETACT T'yCTOM. ..
Tsl mpu3Haiics — koro Tebe Hazo,
ThI Ckaku, TApPMOHUCT MOJIOAOM.

V’eit spol’a nachnaya prakhlada,
S yablan’ tsv’et ablitayit gustoy...
Ty priznays’a — kavo tib’e nada,
Ty skazhi, garmanist maladoy.

Mo:keT cTaThCsl, OHA — HEJAJIEKO,
Jla He 3HaeT — €€ JIU ThI K/ICIIb. ..
Yro  ThI OpOIUIITE BCIO HOYb OJMHOKO,

Mozhit stat’s’a — ana — nidal’opka,
Da ni znayet — yiyo li ty zhd’esh...
Shto ty Brodish fs’u noch adinoka,

UTo K THI IeBYIIIKaM CIaTh HE Jaeib?!

Shto ty d’evushkam spat’ ni dayosh?
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Everything stopped still again until sunrise,

The door won't creak, the fire won’t blaze.

Only a lonely accordion straying outside somewhere is heard.

Now it passes the gates towards the fields,

Now it comes back again,

As if it is looking for someone in the dark, but can not find them.

The night freshness blows from the field, Dense apple blossoms fall,

Confess who you want, say it, young accordion player,

Maybe your love is not far away, But doesn’t know if she is the one you’re waiting for.
Why are you straying alone the whole night, why do you not let the girls sleep?



