B ao6pbin nyTb

Lpyrun, B CTpyru Bbl cagmtecb
PaHHeM, scHOO 3apen

[a c Jakab-60rom B NyTb NycTUTECH
C necHelt gobpoto, poaHoi!
Hosropogubl, KneBnsHe,

Ntoam BoNbHbIE, CNaBAHE —

Bcex yX Hac He nepeyecTb,

Hapo Ham 3abbiTb pa3gopsl,

He pewaTtb BO 6paHu cnopbl,

Bcem conTucb Ha npasgHuUK obuwmi,

3a cTtonbl ay60BbLI CeCcTb!

KpacHo CONHbIWKO NPOCNaBum,
[o Hebec KocTpbl 3ananmm,
Hawwnx npeaKkoB Mbl MOMAHEM,
ObpeTem B gywe nokomn!

N Bo3pagyeTtca Hebo,

XBaTWUT BCcem 3eMnu U xneba,
Mu1Tb B Nagy OTHbIHE CTAHEM,

M oTcTynnT TbMma ¢ TOCKOM!

MaTb Cbipa 3emna cATan —

HeT KoHLa, HM KpaAa el

Fare thee well

Settling, friends, into your sailing ships,

n the bright, the eng dawn,

Setting off with Dazhdbog on Your Lips,

warmly singing native songs.

Novgorod, Kytv, all brothers,

Sons of freedom and Slavie mothers -

Favr too many to reckon,

Nevermore discord bneiting,

No wore feuds resolved bg fighting,
All to one shaved weeal tnviting,

where the oalken tables beckown.

Lovely Sun, Your glories praising,
wWe shall set the heavens blazing,
Memories of our fathers keeping,
And our peace will be complete.
Heaven shall be filled with pleasure,
Land and bread in fatrest mensure,
we shall go forth without weeping,

Darkwness, grieving, will vetreat.

Holy Barth, our Mother, teeming,

wWithout end, without rim,



Cpeab nonewn, aoybpas, 6aucTan,

Cepebpom 3BeHUT pyyeit!
KpoBbto Nnpagenos nonvra
[a KonblTamu n3buTa,

3a cBoboAay v 3a YecTb
Cobepuchb B eguHO naema —
YK A@aBHO NPULLNO TO Bpems,
TonbKo BMecTe Mbl Cymeem

Pycb oT nvxa ybepeub!

KpacHo COMHbIWKO NPOC/IaBUM,

Jo Hebec KOCTpPbI 3anaainm,

Hawux npegKkosB mbl NOMAHEM,

ObpeTtem B AyLie nokom!

N Bo3pagyeTtca Hebo,

XBaTUT BCEM 3emnu U xneba,
Mu1Tb B Nagy OTHbIHE CTAHEM,

M oTcTynnT TbMa ¢ TocKoM!

Lpyrn, B cTpyrun Bbl cCagutechb

PaHHel, ssicHOtO 3apen

C nobpoi necHe B NyTb NycTUTECH

Ha cnaBaHCKWIA npa3aHuK cBoi!

KpacHo Co/iHbIWKO NpociaBum,

n the flelds and oak woods gleaming,
Silver sounds the running stream.

with our fathers' bloool bespattered,

Awnd with pounding hooves all battered,

For freedom and for pride

with ancestral fires tgnited,

Wrongs that Long should have been righteol
We shall only if united

Turn from Rus the evil tide.

Lovely sun, Your glories praising,
wWe shall set the heavens blazing,
Memories of our fathers keeping,
And our peace will be complete.
Heaven shall be filled with pleasure,
Land and bread in fatrest mensure,
we shall go forth without weeping,

Darkwness, grieving, will vetreat.

Settling, friends, into your sailing ships,
In the bright, the early dawn,
Sailing with a warm song on Your Lips

To Yyour Slavic feast day drawn.

Lovely Sun, Your glories praising,



Jo Hebec KocTpbl 3anaimm, wWe shall set the heavens blazing,

Hawwux npeaKkos Mbl NOMAHEM, Mewories of our fathers keeping,
ObpeTtem B ayLie nokom! Awnd our peace will be comeplete.

M Bo3pagyeTcs Hebo, Heaven shall be filled with pleasure,
XBaTUT BCem 3emnu 1 xneba, Land and bread in fatrest mensure,
MuTb B 1agy OTHbIHE CTaHEM, we shall go forth without weeping,
[a npebyaet mmnp Takoi! Peace will come, discord rvetreat.
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