CD1-11. THE AUTUMN OF LIFE / MYNULY L’ITA MOLOD’UJI / MUHYIU NITA
monoali
Tapac LeByeHKo/Taras Shevchenko

MwuHynn  nita  monogii!
Mynuly I'ita  molod’iji!
Past are years young!

XonogHum BITPOM Big, Haail yXe nos.iano.
Kholodnym vitrom vid nad’iji uzhe  povijalo.
The cold wind from hope has already blown.

(And from the west, where hope should stay, | feel a cold wind blowing)

3uma! 3uma, ax i BXKE 3nmal
Zyma! Zyma, akh i vzhe  zyma!
Winter! Winter, oh, anditis already winter!

Cnav X oaMH B XONOAHIM xaTi,
Sydy zhodyn v  kholodn’ij khat'i,
Sit alone ina cold house,

Hema 3 KUM  TUXO PO3MOBAATH,
Nema z kym tykho rozmovljaty,
There is noone with whom quietly to talk,

I Hi nopagnTuUcb Hemal!

I n’i poradytys’ nemal

And noone to advise you!

I HiKOriciHbkO  Hemal! Cnan X oOAauH,
| n’ikohis’inko nema! Sydy zh odyn,
And noone! Sit alone,

Nokn Hapgia o4AypUTb AYPHA,

Poky nad’ija oduryt’ durnja,

Until hope deceives the fool,
Ocbmie oAypUTb OYPHA,  OCbMIE,
Os’'mije  oduryt’ durnja, os’mije,

It dares to deceive thefool, it dares,



Mopo3om ouu OKYye, | Aaymu ropAii PO3BiE,

Morozom ochi okuje, i  dumy hord’iji rozvije,
With frost one’s eyes are bound, and thoughts proud will blow away,
AK Ty  CHiXXWHY no cTeny;
Jak tu sn’izhynu po stepu;

Like that snowflake floating across the steppe ;

Cugn X opuH cobi y KYTKY,
Sydy zh odyn sobi u kutku,
Sit  thenalone in the corner,
He xau BECHU CbBATOI Ao0ni,
Ne zhdy vesny s'vjatoji dol’i,

Don’t await the spring, that sacred time,

BoHM  He BepHyTbBXe Hikonu!
Vony ne vernut’ vzhe n’ikoly!
They will not return now ever again!

Cafo4oK TBIN No3eNeHnTb, TBOK HaAito OXXMBUTb!
Sadochok tvij pozelenyt’, tvoju nadiju ozhyvyt’!
Garden  your will turn green, your hope it will revive!

(The Spring will revive your hope)

I AYMY  BOJIbHYIO Ha BOJItO,
I dumu vol'nuju na volju,
And the thought fresh of freedom,

He npwuiige BunyctuTsb, cnan!
Ne pryjde vypustyt’, sydy!
will not free you, so sit!

I HIYOriCiIHBKO  He Kam!
I n’ichohis’in’ko ne zhdy!
And nothing await!



