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OciHHIO BI€E... Becb CBIT, MOB TIOpMa...
Os’innju vije... Ves’ svit, mov tjurma...
Autumn wafts... the Whole world, like a prison...
B KONO romnaatoTbes BITU 3 Xypboto.

Vv kolo hojdajut’sja vity z zhurboju.

In a circle sway branches  with sorrow.

binbw Hi  npwuBiTY, Hi NacKku Hema B CBITI  WMPOKOMY,
Bil'sh n’i pryvitu, n’i lasky nema v svit'i  shyrokomu,
More no welcome, nor kindness is none in the world wide,
3acnaHim mnow. B cepui OCTaHHi  poB’ani KBITKN,
Zaslan’im mloju. V serts’i ostann’i  dovjal’i kvitky,
Exiled by haze. In the heart the last withering  flowers,
Heb6o 3aXMapeHo, OCIHHIO Bi€.

Nebo zakhmareno, os’innju vije.

Sky cloudy, autumn wafts.

MMicHi AKOICb hecb TaHYTb A3BiHKiI,
Pisn’i jakojis’ des’ tanut’ dzvinki,
Songs of someone somewhere melt ringing,

(Someone’s songs are ringing and melting somewhere)

Xuntotbes
Khyljut’sja
Twisted

HaAail.
nad’iji

3amipw, racHyTb
zamiry, hasnut’
intentions, extinguished are hopes.



