CD 3 - 5. AT MIDNIGHT/ O PIVNOCHI/ O NIBHO4YU
AraTtaHren Kpumcbkuii/Ahatanhel Kryms'kyj

CrtoAaTb 3a4apoBaHi canBom ob6AuUTI cagm
Stojat’ zacharovan’i sjajvom oblyt’i sady
Stand enchanted  witharay sprinkled orchards

(Enchanted orchards stand sprinkled with rays of aromatic, fragrant flowers)

ApomaTHi, 3anawHii KBITW.
Aromatn’i, zapashn’iji  kvity.
Aromatic, fragrant flowers.

(aromatic, fragrant flowers)

Bisbmy X 60 = JIOTHIO i B TWUXiN Hyai
VizZmu zh bo ja ljutnju i v tykhij nud’i
take | my lute andin quiet tedium

Yaapto no CTPyHax B HIYHIM  camori.
Udarju po strunakh v n’ichn’ij samot’i.
| pluck at thestrings in nightly solitude.

Cpibaucri NOTOKM i3 MmicauA  NATbCA,
Sriblyst’i potoky iz misjatsja lljut’sja,

Silvery streams from the moon pour out,
Cpibaucrii 3BYKM 3 nig, NIOTHI  HecyTbCA,
Sriblyst’iji zvuky z pid ljutn’i  nesut’sja,
Silvery tones from beneath the lute ring out,
3acnyxanumcob KBITH, NPUTUXHYB CajoK,
Zaslukhalys’ kvity, prytykhnuv sadok,
Listened the flowers, fell silent the orchard,

ba HaBITb GOHTAaH  KYPKITAMBUMA NPUMOBK.
Ba navit’ fontan zhurkitlyvy;j prymovk.
Indeed even  the fountain gurgling fell silent.
HapewTi vy nanbMum JINCTKN  3aCTOTHANM:
Naresht’i u pal’'my lystky  zastohnaly:

Finally in the palm trees the leaves moaned:



“He rpan, yonosiye! YcoxHe 3 nevanil ”

“Ne hraj, choloviche! Usokhnem z pechal’il”

“Don’t play, friend! We'll  dry up from sorrow!”

HKypaueo cTpinHynacs poXa Kpaca,

Zhurlyvo  stripnulasja rozha krasa,

Anxiously shook therose  beautiful,

Ynana Ha MeHe naxy4a CNbo3a.

Upala na mene pakhucha sl'oza.

Fell on me a fragrant tear.

Cxmnunucb nnakydii  Bepbu 1" MaC/IMHWN,

Skhylylys” plakuchiji verby j maslyny,

Bent down tearful willows and olives,

WymnatTe Kumapucu i MUPTU | LUUTPUHMN,

Shumljat’ kyparysy i myrty i  tsytryny,

Rustle cypresses and myrtles and citrusses,
MarHonia  moBuTb: “On, roa,! He rpan!

Mahnol’ija movyt’: “Oj, hod'’il Ne hraj!
The magnolia  speaks: “Oh, enough! Don’t play!

I Haloro cepuAa HacmepTb  He  Bpaxan!”
I nashoho sertsja na smert’ ne  vrazhajl”
And our heart to death do not strike!”



