13. ONE SUNDAY MORNING/ V NED’ILEN’KU V RANTS’l/ B HEQINEHbKY B
PAHLY
Ocun ®egbkosuny/ Osyp Fed’kovych

B  HepineHbKy B paHu,i iAyTb  HOBOOpaHLU,,
V  nediilen’ku v rants’i idut’” novobrants’i,
On Sunday inthe morning march new recruits,
A Mi MUAnR, yopHobpunBUN, y  6inin KaTaHuUj,
A mij mylyj, chornobryvyj, u bil'ij katants’i,

And my sweetheart, darkbrowed, dressed ina white jacket,

«YeKkal, MUAUK xonye,  Haw NPUNHYTH POXY!»
“Chekaj, mylyj khlopche, naj prypnuty rozhu!”
“Wait, dear boy, let me pin a rose (on you)!»

«He u4ekKalo, cepue MOE, 4eKaTu HE MOXY.»
“Ne chekaju, sertse moje, chekaty = ne mozhu.”

“'lll not wait, heart my, wait | cannot.”

«bo Ti TBOI  POXKi CNIb0O3010 3pOLUEHi...

“Bo ti tvoji  rozhi sl’ozoju zroshen’i...

“For those your roses with tears are doused...

MNosinas MU TapabaHuuK, Wo MU PO3NYy4YeHi.
Povidav my tarabanchyk, shcho my rozluchen’i.

Remarked to me the drummer, that we are parted.

Ane sk y6’'toTb M, Kobu nocagunm Ty YEpPBOHY,
Ale jak ubjut’” mja, koby posadyly tu chervonu,
But if they kill me, may they plant that red,

TBOIO PpOXKY, HAa MO MoOrumAi.
Tvoju rozhu, na mojij mohyl’i.
Your rose, on my grave.

Ta  poxa npuiimeTbca,  masn PO3UBUTETHCA,
Ta rozha pryjmet’sja, maja roztvytet’sja,
That rose will take root, in May it will bloom,



Mig, 3€/IEHOB  MYpPaBOIo cepue cTpeneHeTbCA.
Pid zelenov  muravoju sertse strepenet’sja.
Under the green young grass my heart will shudder.



