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* ok ok

[Ipomran, HembiTas Poccus,
Ctpana paboB, cTpaHa rocros,
U BbI, MyHIUPBI TOTYOBIE,

W Tb1, UM IpEIaHHBIN HAPOL.

briTh MOXeT, 3a cTeHol KaBkasa
YKporoCh OT TBOUX TAaIlIEH,

OT ux BCeBUIAIIETO IV1a3a,

OT X BCECIBIIANMNX YIIEH.
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* * *

Farewell! — unwashed, indigent Russia,
The land of slaves, the state of lords,
And you, its navy-coated marshals,
And you, their dedicated herds.

Perhaps, behind Caucasian ridges

I will be safe from your emeers,
From their all-overseeing preachers,
From their all-overhearing ears.

Translated by Alexander Givental



