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"It's Time, My Friend..."

It's time, my friend, it's time! The peace is craved by hearts..-.
Days flow after days -- each hour departs

AR bit of life -~ and both, you and I,

Plan a long life, but could abruptly die.

The world hasn't happiness, but there is freedom, peace.
And long have I daydreamed the life of bliss --

And long have planned, a tired slave, the flight

To the removed abode of labor and delight.
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[opa, moi APy, nopa! nokos cepaue nMpocuT
(MMymkun)

Mavepuan w3 Bukurexu — csoboanoit 6uGanorexn

.F Ou MEKITY HEMM WHA. . .
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[Topa, Mmo# apyr, nopa! [nokosi] cepaile NPOCHT —
JIeTaT 3a AHAMM AHM, U KOKAbIH 4YaCc YHOCHUT
HacTHyKy 6bITHSA, @ Mbl C TOO0H BBOEM
[IpeanoJsiaraeM XXHTb, U IsAAb — KaK pa3 — YMpEéM.
Ha cBeTe c4acTbs HeT, HO eCTh NOKOM U BOJISL.
JlaBHO 3aBUiHas MeYTaeTCcsa MHe JOJISl —

/laBHO, ycTanbl# pab, 3aMbICaHUA 51 nober

B obuTens fanbHYI0 TPYAOB U YHCTBIX HET.

1834



