CD 5-11. THE FIRES BLAZE/ OHN’I HORJAT'/ OrHI TOPATb
Tapac WWesyeHko / Taras Shevchenko

OrHi ropsaThb, My3MKa rpae,
Ohn’i horjat’, muzyka hraje,
Fires blaze, music plays,
My3uKa nnade, 33aBUBAE;
Muzyka plache, zavyvaje;
Music weeps, sobs;

Anmasom  pgobpum,  goporum

Almazom  dobrym, dorohym
Like a diamond  good, costly
Ciatotb oui MOI0AiT;
S’ijajut’ ochi molod’iji;
Shine eyes young;
Butae paaicTb i Hagia
Vytaje rad’ist’ i nad’ija
Wanders  joy and hope
B o4ax Becennx—  nobo im,
Vv ochakh veselykh — ljubo jim,
In eyes happy — it’s delightful for them,
Ouam HerpilwHumMm, MONOAUM.
Ocham nehrishnym, molodym.
Eyes sinless, young.
I BCi perovyTbcs, CMitOTbCA,
I vs'i rehochut’sja, smijut’sja,
And everyone roars, laughs,
I BCi TaHUOOTh. TinbKKM A,
I vs'i tantsjujut’. T'il'ky ja,
And everyone dances. Only l,
HeHaue 3aKNATUN, AnBAtocs
Nenache  zakljatyj, dyvljusja
As though cursed, look on



I HULLIKOM nsaady, nnaavy

I nyshkom  plachu, plachu

And quietly weep, weep

Yoro XK A naavy? MabyTb,

Choho zh ja  plachu? Mabut',

Why do | weep? Perhaps,

Lo 6e3 npuroaum,

Shcho bez pryhody,

That I'm without adventure,
MwuHyna monogaictb Mos.
Mynula  molod’ist’ moja.

It passed  youth my.

(Adventure passed my youth by)

I'm

MOB
mov
like

WwKoAa,
shkoda,

sorry

for myself,

Heroaa,
nehoda,
bad weather,



