CD 2-11. ELIXIR OF LOVE / ZHYTA / }XUTA
OnekcaHap Onecb/Oleksandr Oles’

HunTtal! Mpuragyto...
Zhyta! Pryhaduju...
Rye fields! | remember...
Ak COH... ANTAYMMN, 30/10TUN.
Jak  son... dytjachyj, zolotyj.

Like a dream... childlike, golden.

CxunaoTbca | NagaloTb  Ha 3eM1o,
Skhyljajut'sja i padajut’ na zemlju,
They bend and fall to the earth,

I cepue KO0 HUX Knaagy.
I sertse  kolo nykh kladu.
And my heart next tothem | lay.

O, popori moi, 0, AOpPOri *uTa,
O, dorohi moji, o, dorohi zhyta,
Oh, dear my, oh,dear ryefields,

O, popori Mmoi  KuTa, 0, Aopori.
O, dorohi moji zhyta, o, dorohi.
Oh, dear my, rye fields, oh, dear  ones.

KaxiTb MeHi 3abyTty Ka3Ky,
Kazhit’ men’i  zabutu kazku,
Recount to me a forgotten tale,

M'aniTb MmeHe CBOIM  AUXaHHAM,
Pjan’it’ mene svojim dykhannjam,
intoxicate me  with your breath,

Wob A ynuBca i He 3HaB, Je 3apa3 1,
Shchob ja upyvsja i ne znav, de zaraz ja,
That | should intoxicate myself and not know, where now | am,
Yn Ha YYXWHI, yn Tam, ax Tam, B Kpal KOXaHim,
Chy na chuzhyn’i, chy tam, akh tam, v kraju kokhan’im,

Whether in foreignlands, or there, oh there, inmyland beloved,



Yu Ttam, um Tam B Kpalo KoXaHim, *Kuta!
Chy tam, chy tam v kraju  kokhan’im, zhyta!
Or there,or thereinmy land beloved, oh, rye fields!

O, popori Mmoi  XuTa, 0o, Aopori.
O, dorohi moji zhyta, o, dorohi.
Oh, dear my, rye fields, oh, dear  ones.



