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(I would like that the whole glorious age rise with my soul)

dyweto nigHecCTUCb, 3pagitm Xou Ha
Dusheju pidnestys’, zrad’ity khoch na
With soul to rise, torejoice  even for
AK  He  nwopen HanTn, to X0y NOACbKY
Jak  ne ljudej najty, to khoch ljuds'ku
If not people tofind, then atleasta human
lepoiB 4ac MUWHYB, WO X bynemo 1
Herojiv chas mynuv, shcho zh budemo j

The heroes’ time has passed, so then we will be
Ane HeBXxe Hema Hi ICKOPKMH YyecHoTU?
Ale nevzhe nema n'i  iskorky chesnoty?
But canitbe there is no  spark of virtue?
Hesxe, Kpim MUWHUX  ¢pas3 Ta nopmueis
Nevzhe, krim pyshnykh fraz ta poryviv
Canitbe, besides grand phrases and impulses
Hivoro BXKe Hema B HaMBULWOI
N’ichoho  vzhe nema Y najvyshchoji
Nothing now remains in the highest
Hemae cepuyA Hac.
Nemaje sertsja v nas.
There is no heart in us.
Konuck Koxanauce mu  bes Teopii,
Kolys' kokhalys' my bez teoriji,
Once loved we  without theories,
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Ta LMpPO cepuem UNCTUM;

Ta shchyro sertsem chystym;
And sincerely  with a heart pure;
Tenep MipKYEMO Hapg CBiTOM i noabmu,
Teper mirkujemo nad svitom i ljud'my,
Now we ponder on the world and on people,
I Hag MallMHAMM 7 Hag LWacTam ocobuctum.
I nad mashynamy j nad shchastjam osobystym.
And on  machines and on  happiness individual.
HanKkpau,i NOpuBM, rapAauvi noyyTTA
Najkrashchi  poryvy, harjachi pochuttja
The best impulses, ardent feelings
Posciknam  mu HOXeM XONI04HUM MipKYBaHHS,
Rozs’ikly my nozhem kholodnym mirkuvannja,
Rived we  with the knife of cold calculation,

(We split calculation with a cold knife)

I CKnanu MU cobi po3mipeHe KUTTA

I sklaly my sobi rozmirene zhyttja

And made we for ourselves  a measured life

bes rnybuHm AYMOK, 6e3 cMam nopuBaHHA.
Bez hlubyny dumok, bez syly poryvannja.

Without depth  of thoughts, without strength of impulses.

Hemae TBOPYOCTi, noesiqa B 6arHi,

Nemaje tvorchost’i, poeZ’ija Y bahn’i,
There is no creativity, poetry is in the muck,

I dinocooito Tenep MU ocmisanu.

I filosofiju teper my osmijaly.

And philosophy now we have ridiculed.

A reHin Hauwo BiH ANA poto KOMaLLHi?

A gen’ij nashcho vin dlja roju komashn’i?

And the genius what use is he for a swarm of insects?
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dabpukn  KyBaTu ineanu.
fabryky kuvaty idealy.
factories  forge ideals.
Haw yac, i lWKoAaa TUX  BIKIB,
nash chas, i shkoda tykh vikiv,
our time, and a pity for those ages,
Ham hanu BeIUKIl ycnixn,
nam daly velykiji uspikhy,
to us theygave great success,
CKopiw, wob NPOMIHb 3aACHIB,
shchob promin’ zajasn’iv,
sooner, that the ray grew bright,
3HANUTU XOu Hebarato  BTiXMW.
znajty khoch nebahato  vt'ikhy.
we find atleast alittle joy.



