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49, CPE1N JIECOB IPEMYUlIX
Amid the Trackless Forests
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Hocunku He TIpOCTHIA,

W3 py>XbeB CIIOXKEHBI,

A Toriepéx crajHbIe

Meun mo0KeHBbI.
IIpunes: U tyuxku . . .

Ha HuX mexXut cpazkEHHBIN

Pa300MHUK MOJIOION,

OH BeCch OKPOBABJIEHHBIN

C pa30HUTON I'OJIOBOM.
IIpunes: U tyuxku . . .

JIBa MIMHHBIX IMHUCTOJETA
3a mosicoM Topyar,
PeMHI €ro KOJIbYYKHEI
OO6opBaHbl BUCST.
IIpunes: U tyuxku . . .

A KpOBb U3 XKTy4Yyer paHbI

Teu€t 1o Bosocam,

W B30p ero TyMaHHBIN

ITosépHYT K HebecaM.
IIpunes: U tyuxku . . .

ITox myGoM OmycCTHIIH,
Ckazanu: ,Bpatupl, cTom!“

LHJIIpolan-3kKe HaIll TOBAPHIII,

Pasz6oiuuk Momnomoi!“
IIpunes: U tyuxku . . .

»MOTHIIBI TOKUIANCS,
He Mo3keM OBITH C TOOOM,
Ham Hamo mockopee

CremuTh B KpOBaBbIA 0O«

IIpunes: U tyuxku . . .

Nosilki fie prostiya,

Iz razhyev slozhent,

A p&pefidk stalniye

Mechi pdlézheni.
Pripév: I tachki . . .

Na iiih Tezhit srazhiGnniy

Razboynik malodoy,

On ¥e§ okrovaviionniy

S razbitdy golovoy.
Pripév: I tachki . . .

Dva dlinnih pistoléta
Za pdyasOm torchat,
Remiif yevé kolchiazhni
Oboérvani Vistat.

Pripév: I tachki . . .

A krof iz zhglchey rani

Techét po voldsam,

I vzor yevo tumanniy

Poviornut k fiebesam.
Pripév: I tuchki . . .

Pod dibdm Spustili,
Skazali: “Brattsi, stoy!’

“Proshchay-zhe nash tovarishch,

Razbéyiiik molsdoy!”
Pripév: I tachki . . .

“Mogilil ddzhidaysra,
Ne mézhem bit s t3bdy,
Nam nado poskoréye
Speshif f krgvaviy boy.”
Pripév: I tachki . . .

Uncommon is his stretcher—
On rifles he is laid;
and cross the rifles gleaming,
the steel of sabre-blades.
Refrain: The clouds hang low...

Upon it lies the body
Of outlaw young and fair;
His clothes are soaked and bloody,
His wounded head is bare.
Refrain: The clouds hang low...

Two pistols with long barrels

Are tucked inside his sash,

The harness of his chain mail

Hangs torn where it was slashed.
Refrain: The clouds hang low...

His blood from wounds is gushing—

It flows right down his hair.

His gaze is dim and clouded,

His eyes towards heaven stare.
Refrain: The clouds hang low...

Beneath an oak his body

They lowered down and said:

“Farewell forever, buddy!

Rest well, young brigand lad!”
Refrain: The clouds hang low...

“Now wait here to be buried.

We cannot wait or stay,

To battle we must hurry

Our foes to meet and slay.”
Refrain: The clouds hang low...



