CD 5-18. HETMANY!/ HET'MANY!/ TETbMAHWU!
Tapac WWesyeHko / Taras Shevchenko

FeTbMaHW, TreTbMaHW, AKO6U-TO BM  BCTanu,
Het'many, het'many, jakby-to vy  vstaly,
O hetmans, hetmans, if only you arose,
BcTanuy, NoANBUAUCH Ha  ToM Yurnpun,
Vstaly, podyvylys' na toj Chyhyryn,
Arose, looked at that Chyhyryn,
Lo Bu  byayeBanu, pge BM  nNaHyBanu!
Shcho vy buduvaly, de vy panuvaly!
That you built, where you ruled!
3annakanm 6 TAXKO, 60 BMU 6
Zaplakaly b tjazhko, bo vy b
Weep would you grievously, for you would
KosaupbKoi CNnaBu yborux PYiH.
Kozats'koji slavy ubohykh rujin.
The Cossack glory the wretched ruins.
(The wretched ruins of Cossack glory)
bazapi, ae BIMCbKO, AK
Bazari, de vijs'ko, jak
The markets, where the army, like a
Mepep, B6yHUYKamu, 6yBano, ropuThb,
Pered bunchukamy, buvalo, horyt',
Before the bunchuks, it happened, burns,
(The markets burn like a red sea before the army maces)
A ACHOBE/IbMOXHUMN, Ha BOPOHIM KOHi,
A jasnovel'mozhnyj, na voron’im  kon’i,
And the bright chief, on his black steed,
Bauche 6ynasoto — mope 3aKUNUTB...
Blysne bulavoju - more zakypyt'...
Flashes his sceptre — the sea boils...

He nisHanu

ne  piznaly

not recognize

mope 4YepBOHE,
more chervone,
sea red,



3aknnutb, i po3nnnocsa
Zakypyt', i rozlylosja
Boils, and spilled over
Ctenamm, Apamu;
Stepamy, jaramy;
The steppes, ravines;
Nuxo MNi€ nepeg HUMM...
Lykho ml’ije pered nymy...
Evil swoons before them...
A 3a KO3aKaMMu...
A za kozakamy...
And behind the Cossacks...
Ta wo u Ka3aTtb? MwuHynocs;
Ta  shchoj kazat'? Mynulosja;
But what can be said? It has passed;
A Te, Lo MWHYNO,
A te, shcho mynulo,
And that, which has passed.
He 3ragymte, naHwu - 6paTw...
Ne z-hadujte, pany - braty...
Don’t recall, O lords - brothers...



