30. ABROODING MEADOW/ JAK TYKHA N’ICH SPOVJE DOLYNU/ fIK TUXA
HI4 CNOB’€ AO/IUHY
MeTpo KapmaHcbkuii/ Petro Karmans’kyj

AK TMXa Hi4  cnos’e OONNHY
Jak tykha n’ich spovje dolynu
As the silent night envelops the valley

I Micaub nocpibanTb py4yan,
I misjats’ posriblyt’ ruchaj,
And the moon turns to silver the brook,
Toai Ha Kpuaax TYyrm A 31MHY

Tod’i na krylakh tuhy ja zlynu

Then onthe wings of sorrow | fly

B 3ayM/INBUN Tal - po3maMn.

Vv zadumlyvyj haj - rozmaj.

To the brooding grove in bloom.

I CTaHy nig, BiIKOHLEM XaTu,
I stanu pid vikontsem khaty,

And | will stand beneath the window of a house,

B aAKkin A Tinbku nepempis,
V jakij ja t'il’ky peremriv,
In which | just dreamt my dream,

I 6y4y HUIWKOM BOpPKYyBaTU
I budu nyshkom vorkuvaty

And | will secretly coo
TyknmMBy nicHO, MNicHb 6e3 chnis.
Tuzhlyvu pisnju, pisn’ bez sl’iv.

A sorrowful song, a song without words.

I MOXe  TWU Kpi3b COH NoYyeLl
I mozhe ty  kriz’ son pochujesh
And perhaps you through your dream will hear



Moi TyXAnuBii  nicHi,
Moji tuzhlyviji  pisn’i,
My sorrowful songs,

I MOXe  TUXO  LWoOoCb BigYYy€ELL
I mozhe tykho shchos’ vidchujesh
And perhaps quietly something you’ll sense

Bopan y  cHi, B HEBUHHIM  CHI.
Bodaj u sn’i, v nevynn’im  sn’i.
Albeit ina dream, in an innocent dream.



