CD 2 - 4. SPRING IS BUT A DREAM / NE SPIVAJ PO VESN’I /HE CMIBAX NO
BECHI
IsaH MaH»ypa/lvan Manzhura

He cnieah nNo BecHi, CONOBEWKY MeHi

Ne  spivaj po vesn’i, solovejku men’i

Don’t sing in spring, oh nightingale, to me,
Cngaun y 6y3Ky Ha  TUYUHI,
Sydjachy u buzku na tychyn’i,

While sitting in the lilac bush ona stalk,

Mpo  wacnusii AHI,  Wwo MOB Hauye BiCHi,
Pro  shchaslyviji dn’i, shcho mov nache visn'i,
About happy days, that like a dream,
3aana MeHe MUHYUCA HUHI.
Zadlya mene mynulysja nyn’i.
For me have passed today.

(No more happy days)

He 6arato wocb X AHIB  LWACAMBUX OTUX
Ne bahato shchos’ jikh  dn’iv shchaslyvykh otykh
Not many of them days happy those,

(Not many of those happy days have | witnessed at my age)

Ha cBoriomy BiKy A 3a3Hana

Na svojomu viku ja zaznala

At my age have | witnessed

I 3arpa MpKUM cmix  Ha ycTax Bpas3 MOIX,
I zahra hirkyj smikh na ustakh vraz mojikh
And appears a bitter laugh on lips suddenly of mine

(And a bitter laugh suddenly appears on my lips)

AK KOMIU A L AHi Haragato.
Jak  koly ja tsi dn’i nahadaju.
When ever | those days recall.



