CD 1-10. TO LOSE ONE’S BLOOM AND FADE AWAY/ NASHCHO MEN’I
CHORN’I BROVY?/ HALLLO MEHI YOPHI GPOBWN?
Tapac LLleByeHKo/ Taras Shevchenko

Hawo MeHi YOPHI 6posy,
Nashcho men’i chorn’i brovy,
What use for me are black brows,
Hawo Kapi oui,

Nashcho kari ochi,

What use hazel eyes,

Hawo nita Mmonogaii,

Nashcho I'ita molod'’iji,

What use are years young,

Beceni, Aisovi?

Vesel’i, d’ivochi?

Happy years, maiden years?

NiTa MOI monoajii

L'ita moji molod’iji

Years my young

(My years of youth)

MapHo nponaaaoTb,

Marno propadajut’,

In vain waste away,

Oui naavyTb, YOPHi 6poBu
Ochi plachut’, chorn’i brovy

Eyes weep, my  black brows
Opg BITPY NINHAIOTD.

Od vitru lynjajut'.

By the wind are shed.

Cepue B'AHE, HYAUTb CBITOM,
Sertse vjane, nudyt' svitom,
My heart wilts, moping through the world
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nTalwKka 6e3 BOA...

ptashka bez vol'i..

a bird without freedom...
K MeHi Kpaca MOS,
zh men’i krasa moja,
really tome is beauty my,

Hema aoni?
nema dol’i?
good fortune?
MeHi CUPOTOO
men’i syrotoju
for me as an orphan

Cim CBITI KUTK;

s'im svit'i zhyty;
this world to live;
noaun - AK YyXKil,

ljudy - jak chuzhiji,

people are like strangers,

3 KM rOBOPUTMK.

z kym hovoryty.
with whom to talk.

Komy po3nuTaTn

komu rozpytaty
no one to ask me

naavyTb oui;

plachut' ochi;
weep my  eyes;

Komy po3Ka3aTu

komu rozkazaty

no one to tell



Yoro cepue xove.

Choho sertse khoche.

What my  heart desires.

Yoro cepue, AK ronybka,
Choho sertse, jak holubka,
Why my  heart, like a dove,
[eHb i HiY BOPKYE?

Den' i n’ich vorkuje?

Day and night C00s?

HixTo noro HE MUTaE,

N’ikhto joho ne pytaje,

No one it asks,

(No one asks my heart)

He 3HaE, He YyE.

Ne znaje, ne chuje.

No one knows, no one hears.

Yy i noan He CAUTaKOTb —

Chuzhi ljudy ne spytajut' —
Strangers will not ask —

Tan Hawo nmTaTn?

Taj nashcho pytaty?

And why ask?

Hexal nnaye CUPOTHHa,

Nekhaj plache syrotyna,

Let weep the orphan,

Hexawn nita TpaTUTb...

Nekhaj I'ita tratyt'...

Let years squander...

(Let her squander her years)

Mnay e, cepue, nJjaute, oui,
Plach zhe, sertse, plachte, ochi,
Weep then, O heart, weep, O eyes,



NoKu He 3aCHYN,

Poky ne zasnuly,

Until they fall asleep.
[onocHiwe, ¥anibHiwe,
Holosn’ishe, zhal’ibn’ishe,
Louder, more pitifully,

o6 BiTpM noyynu,
Shchob vitry pochuly,

So that the winds should hear,

o6 noHec/an O6ynHeceHbKi
Shchob ponesly bujnesen’ki
So that carry the turbulent winds

(So that the turbulent winds carry)

3a CUHEE mope —

Za synjeje more —

Beyond the blue sea—
YopHAasomy, 3pagiMsomy
Chornjavomu, zradlyvomu

To the dark-haired boy, to the unfaithful one

Ha NtoTeE rope!
Na ljuteje hore!
For severe grief!

(that he should feel my pain)



