CD 3-13. THE WILLOW/ ZHURBA/ XXYPBA
MeTtpo MapieHko/ Petro Marijenko

Cxnnunacb AynnaBa, TrHWAA, MNOPOXHABA,
Skhylylas' duplava, hnyla, porokhnava,
Bent down the hollow, rotten, powdery,

Cyxa Bepba, cyxa Bepba.
Sukha verba, sukha verba.

Dry willow, dry willow.

Ax, cepue cTouMNa, norpusna,
Akh, sertse stochyla, pohryzla,

Oh, my heart has been emptied, gnawed,

Ta cnuna MeHi XKypba, MeHi XKypba.
Ta  spyla men’i zhurba, men’i zhurba.

And bruised me by heartache, me by heartache.

Oon BiTEp rynse, Bepbolo  XuTag,
Oj viter  huljaje, verboju khytaje,
Oh the wind blows, the willow it bends,

Ckpunutb Bepba, CKpuUNUTb Bepba,
Skrypyt' verba, skrypyt' verba,
Creaks the willow, creaks the willow,
He »kanytoTb nogm o cepue
Ne zhalujut' ljudy shcho sertse
No pity have people that my heart

Y royan  aepe Xypba, Aaepe Xypba!
U hrudy dere zhurba, dere zhurbal!
In my breast is torn by sadness, torn by sadness!

Oon, BITK Namae, B noapyry MeTaE,
0j, vity lamaje, v podruhu metaje,
Oh, the branches it breaks, the neighbouring tree it hurls



Cectpa Bepba, cecTpa Bepba,
Sestra verba, sestra verba,
The sister- willow, sister- willow,

I MWNA  KEMnKye, WO cepue LWMaTYE,
I myla kepkuje, shcho sertse shmatuje,
And my love laughs, that my heart shatters,

Ta pBe  Kypba, Ta pBe XKypba.
Ta rve zhurba, ta rve zhurba.
And is torn by worry, and istorn by worry.

fen, rpome i3 Xmapm,
Hej, hrome iz khmary,
Oh, thunder from the cloud,

Boap 3 bypeto B napi B cyxy Bepby,
Vdar z bureju v pari v sukhu verbu,
Strike with a storm  together at the dry willow,
Fen, ntoTee rope, pobun cepue rope
Hej, ljuteje hore, dobyj sertse hore

Oh, malicious misery, strike atmy heart’s grief

(v

N cKiHum XKypoy!
] skinchy zhurbu!
And end its sadness!



