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Mycto, CYMHO, KBiTM TMHYTb, MhAEe A0 HAac 3MMa B  TOCTUHY;
Pusto, sumno, kvity hynut', jde do nas zyma v  hostynu;
Deserted, sadly, flowers wither, comes to us Winter asa guest;

To mopumM  Nae, TO LUIAXOM, Knnye HYKAay cipomaxy.
Tomorymy jde, to shljakhom, klyche  nuzhdu s’iromakhu.
By seas it comes, by paths, it calls out misery for the wretched.
Wnax uwm none  MipuTb KPOKOM,
Shljakh chy pole  miryt' krokom,

Whether the path or the field he measures by his step,

A [OeTiNbKM  KUHe OKOM, B’SIHyTb KBiTW, Mep3HYyTb BOAMW;
A det’il’ky kyne okom, V’janut’ kvity, merznut’ vody;
And wherever he casts his eye, wither flowers, freeze waters;

Big rocnoau ao rocnogw.
Vid hospody do hospody.

From home to home he goes.
Tam, pe 3axig, coHUA 6aMCKM 3710TATb  KOCH,
Tam, de zakhid, sontsja blysky zlotjat' kosy,

There where is the west, where the sun’s rays turn golden locks,
(Turn your locks golden)

M nepnwcri,
Jij perlyst’i,
Those pearl-like locks,

Bitep xogutb nonem 6inum,
viter khodyt' polem bilym,
The wind wanders across the field white,

CpibHMM BCe BKPUBAE NMUAOM.
Sribnym vse vkryvaje pylom.
With silver everything it covers  with dust

(With silver dust it covers everything)



Y  CinbCbKiM XaTWHI MUK Ha WnbKax  NyXHACTUM iHiRn,
U Jdil’s’kij  khatyn’i mylij na shybkakh pukhnastyj in’ij,

Inavillage house dear  on the panes a fluffy froth,
B3ascb MOpO3 Pi3bOUTK  KBITK,

Vzjavs' moroz riz'byty kvity,

Began the frost to sculpt flowers,

LLlo6 Mmani paainm Aitn.

Shchob mal’i rad’ily d’ity.

So that small delighted children.

(So that small children delighted)

XMap  CHIXKHUX HecyTbCA 3rpal,
Khmar sn’izhnykh nesut’sja z.hraji,
Clouds snowy are carried forth clusters,
(Clusters of snowy clouds are carried forth)

binb i cmyTOK cepue Kpae
Bil' i smutok sertse kraje

Pain and sorrow one’s heart tear

Mig ~ Xpuctosi cTaswu MYKMW,
Pid Khrystovi stavshy muky,
Before Christ’'s  standing pain,

(Standing before Christ’s passion/pain)

Nlomutb  3aaybini pykmw...
Lomyt’ zadubil’i ruky...
It breaks our numb hands...

lpa€eTbces MOpO3 CNb0O3amu,
Hrajet'sja moroz sl'ozamy,
Plays the frost with our tears,
CroriH nae y pAanb NONAMM,
Stohin  jde u dal' poljamy,

Its groaning goes  forth across the fields,

Binb TUXxeHbKO CKapry wenye, B4 CTpaxy XOBQE€
Bil' tykhen'ko skarhu shepche, vid strakhu khovaje

cepue...

sertse...

Pain quietly a complaint whispers, from fear it hides its heart ...



