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Until?

Time passes, people pass;
We all wait for that, what will be,
And talk all: it is already time for

Freedom come to us,

And all there isn't any, itdoesn't not come,—
And time does not wait, and time does not wait!..
And time does not wait, and time flies,

And a heart exhausted hurts,

Because of the long burden of days gone by
He was already very depressed,
And difficult so, that, maybe, we
Would cry with bitter tears,

If not this burden of heavy days,
For us, for a long time,all everyone
And an imprint even learned from the pain
To hide in the soul without tears and words.

And so in the world we live,
On shoulders carrying trouble.
And how long will we live?
Nobody will say —everything is silent!
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