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"I Loved You"
by Alexander Pushkin



| loved you, and | probably still do,

And for a while the feeling may remain;
But let my love no longer frouble you,

| do not wish to cause you any pain.

| loved you, and the hopelessness | knew,
The jealousy, the shyness — though in vain --
Made up a love so tender and so frue,

As may God grant you to be loved again.



1 BaC AIOOGUA: AIOOOBB eLlLe, ObiITb MOXET,
B AyLLe MOeMn YracAd HEe COBCEM;

Ho nycTb OHO BAC GOAbLLUE HE TPEBOXMUT,;
51 He X04y Ne4YAaAUTb BOC HUYEM.

1 BaAC AOOUA 6Ee3MOABHO, 6@3HAAEXHO,
To po6OCTbIO, TO PEBHOCTbLIO TOMUM;

1 BaC AIOOUA TAOK MCKPEHHO, TAK HEXHO,
Kak Aau Bam bor Alo6MMoun GbiTb APYIrMMm



