CD2-8.1BOW TO YOU / POKL’IN TOBI / NOK/IH TOBI
IsaH ®paHKo/lvan Franko

MokniH TOGIi, mosa 3iB’Ana KBITKO,
Pokl'in  tobi, moja Z'ivjala  kvitko,
| bow to you, my withered flower,

Moa 4ynosa, HeBiACTyNnHa Mpie! OcTaHHiM cen nokniH!
Moja chudova, nevidstupna mrije! Ostann’ij sej pokl’in!
My  enchanting, inseparable dream! My last is this greeting!

Xouy Y JKUTTIO  CcTpivyaB Tebe A piaKo,
Khoch u zhyttju strichav tebe ja ridko,

whilst in life met you | seldom,

(I met you seldom)
Ta BCE X MeHi  ToW cnorag cepue rpie,
Ta vse zh men’i toj spohad sertse hrije,
Yet  still in me that memory my heart warms,
Xou AK 6ontouni BiH.
Khoch  jak boljuchyj vin.
Though such a painful memory itis.
Tum, wo MeHe TM K  cobi He nycTuna,
Tym, shcho mene ty k  sobi ne pustyla,
Although me you nearyou didnot allow,

(Although you did not allow me into your heart)

B moix rpyasx 3raywuna

V  mojikh hrudjakh z.hlushyla

In my heart you silenced

I Bracmna NtoBOBHUIN, AUKUIA Kap,

I vhasyla ljubovnyj,  dykyj zhar,
and extinguished my loving, wild passion,
3aTe B Aywi, CYMHiM |  OAMHOKIN,
Za te v dushi, sumn’ij i  odynokij,

In doing so, in mysoul, sad and lonely,



Ha BIiK BAMCANa ACHUM i BUCOKUM  KiHOYUI
Na vik vpysala jasnyj i vysokyj zhinochyj
Forever vyou have etched a bright and elevated womanly

I HWHI, Xou Hac  AinAaTtb aonv n ropwm,
I nyn’i, khoch nas  d’iljat’ doly j hory,
And today, though us separate valleys and hills,

(Though we are separated by valleys and hills)

Tebe wyKa ayuwa.
Tebe shuka dusha.
Foryou searches my soul.
(my soul still searches for you.)

I A0 TBOEI  rpyai npunagae,
| do tvojeji hrud’i prypadaje,
And to your breast it falls,

Yy CTin TBOIX  BEeCb CBiK TArap CKMAaQE,
U stip tvojikh ves’ svij tjahar skydaje,
At feet your all my burdens unload,

(All my being unburdens itself at your feet)

| ronoc TBil BeCb  nnay Ti B TULLQ,
I holos tvij ves’ plach jiji v tysha,
And voice your all thetears of mysoul will silence.
Becb pgeHb, MOB  WOCb cBATe B aywi  nenito,

’

Ves’ den’, mov shchos’ svjate v dushi lel’iju,
All  day, asif somethingsacred inmysoul |Icherish,

Xoy He noboB, He Bipy, He Hagito,
Khoch  ne ljubov, ne viru, ne nad’iju,
Though not love, not faith, not hope,

A YUCTUN, ACHUN o0bpa3  TBIM.
A chystyj, jasnyj obraz tvij.
But a pure, bright image of you.
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