17. AT THE CLIFF’S FACE/ BESKET/ BECKET
Mwukona YepHascbkuii/ Mykola Chernjavs’kyj

Bigbutum BiTPAaMM  Big, PigHOro CTaHy,
Vidbytyj vitramy  vid ridnoho stanu,
Hacked off by the winds from its natural form,
MoHATMM BO4OO i3 Kpy4i  BEpLUMH,
Ponjatyj vodoju iz kruchi  vershyn,

Stripped by water fromthe steep peaks,

Mig, COHUEeM nantymm i puBax TYMaHYy,
Pid sontsem paljuchym i ryvakh tumanu,
Under the sun burning  and the gusts of fog,

Ha MOpi CYMYE becker, BiH OAMH.

Na  mori sumuje besket, vin odyn.

Atthesea s distressed the cliff face, it alone.

BiH cnyxae cnisu 6nCKy4Ooi  xBWUI,
Vin slukhaje spivy blyskuchoji khvyl’i,
It listens tothe songs of the sparkling waves,

BiH 3Hae BcCi TalHU nNiagBOAHUX  KpaiH.
Vin znaje vs'i tajny pidvodnykh krajin.
It  knows all the secrets of the underwater lands.

Ta mope W T 3BYKM nomy BCi HE MW,
Ta more ti zvuky jomu vs'i ne myli,
Butthe sea and those sounds toit all arenot pleasant,
nAanTb BiH Ha cKkeni POAMHHMUX BEPLUUH.
Hljadyt” vin na skel’i rodynnykh  vershyn.
As it looks at the cliffs of the neighbouring peaks.
Open Tam  niTaEg, Ha ropai  BepLInHMW,
Orel tam [litaje, na hord’i  vershyny,

An eagle there flies, onthe proud peaks,



CnunHAeTbCA XMmapa nepow rpisHa.

Spynjajet’sja khmara peroju hrizna.
Covers them a cloud likea blanket frightful.
I rpim OK/IMKaE HaripHi  IOWWUHWN,
I hrim oklykaje nahirn’i  loshchyny,

And thunder summonsthe mountain valleys,

A BiH, BIH HEeBO/IbHUK 3/IM4EHHOro0  AHa.
A vin, vin nevol’ nyk zlydennoho  dna.
Butit, it remainsa slave of the impoverished lowlands.

(The cliff face remains impotent before the elements in the sky)



