7. THE GUELDER-ROSE/ KALYNA/ KAJIUHA
Neca YkpaiHka/ Lesja Ukrajinka

Kosak YMUpPaE, AiBYMHOHBbKA NJave:

Kozak umyraje, d’ivchynon’ka plache:
The Cossack is dying,  the maiden cries:
«Bisbmn meHe B cupy  3emnio 3 coboto, Ko3aue!»
“ViZZmy mene v syru zemlju z soboju, kozache!”
“Take me into the barren earth with you, dear Cossack!”

«™A AK TM € cnpasai  BipHaa  AiBYMHA,
“A  jak ty je spravd’i virnaja d’ivchyna,

“And if you are truly a faithful maiden,
Byae 3 Tebe Ha MOruni Xopowa KajuHa,
Bude z tebe na mohyl’i  khorosha kalyna,

Will become of you onthegrave afine guelder-rose,

(You will become a fine guelder-rose)

AK  ynaayTb pocKn Ha PaHHi nokocwu,

Jak upadut’ rosy na rann’i pokosy,

As falls the dew onthe morning mown grass,

To HeE B MOK [JOMOBMHY, a Ha TBOI KocCH,
To ne v moju domovynu, a na tvoji kosy,
So it will fall not intomy  coffin, but upon your locks,
A AK CTaHe COHUEe npunikaTy, rpitn,

A jak stane sontse  prypikaty, hrity,

And when begins the sun  to scorch, to warm,

Xan He B'A/IMTb MOIX  KOCTel, ane TBOi BiTU.»

Khaj ne vjalyt’ mojikh kostej, ale tvoji vity.”

Mayit not dryup my bones, but your branches.”
«On, wo XK TOb6i, MMM, 3 TO0rO0 3a noTixa,
“0Qj, shcho zh tobi, mylyj, ztoho za pot’ikha,

“O, how for you, dearest, can it give pleasure,



o6 A Mana u4epBOHITM  cepes MOro Jnxa.
Shchob ja mala chervon’ity sered moho lykha.

That | should blossom amidst my misfortune.
Oon, wo X T06i, MmnnmMn, 3 TOro 3a nopaaa,

0j, shcho zh tobi, mylyj, ztoho za porada,

O, how for you, dearest, isthat a relief,

o6 A Mana npougiTaTu, AK MeHi pocaga?
Shchob  ja mala protsvitaty, jak men’i dosada?
That | should blossom, when for me itis frustration?
Yn TO XK TObi cTaHe MUAiW AOMOBWHA,
Chy to zh tobi stane myl’ish domovyna,
Will it for you become more cherished the coffin,

Ak a 6ypy 3eneHitm Hima aepeBuHa?»

Jak ja budu zelen'’ity n‘ima derevyna?”

If | will flourish asa silent tree?”

«On, Tak He 3aTyXWUTb | piAHaA HeHbKa,

“Qj, tak ne zatuzhyt' i ridnaja nen’ka,

“O, so would not grieve evenmy own  mother,

AK ™!, mosA KaJIMHOHBLKO, Mo ¥anibHeHbKa!»

Jak ty, moja kalynon’ko, moja zhal’ibnen’ka!”

As you, my dearest guelder-rose, my sorrowful one!”

on, we Ha Mmoruni He 3pocna TpaBuuA,

Oj, shche na mohyl’i ne zrosla travytsja,

O, still  onthe grave hadnot grown high the grass,

Ak BXKE cTana KaJINHOLO MUNA  XKanibHuuaA.
Jak  vzhe stala kalynoju myla zhal’ibnytsja.

When already had become a guelder-rose the caring mourner.

AnsyloTbeA noan i Mmanii - 4itn,
Dyvujut’sja ljudy i mal’iji d’ity,
Amazed are the people and small children,



Lo TaKol NPUro40OHbKMU He BMAaNu B cBiTy!

Shcho takoji pryhodon’ky ne vydaly v svitu!
That such a wonder they had not seen in the world!
Yua TO MOruna B noni npm [0posi,
Chyja to mohyla v pol'i pry doroZz’i,

Whose is that grave inthe field by the road,

Lo Hag Hewo KaJIMHOHbKa UBITE Ha MOpO3i,
Shcho nad  neju kalynon’ka  tsvite na moroz’i,
That upon it a guelder-rose blossoms in the frost,
LWo Ha Tin KaNuHi nctAa Kyyepsasi,
Shcho na tjj kalyn’i lystja kucherjavi,
That on that guelder-rose grow leaves lush,

A MixXK uBitTom  bineceHbKkum AriAKNW  KpuBaBi.
A mizh tsvitom bilesen’kym jahidky  kryvavi.
Yet among the blossom white grow berries bloody.
Wymina KasnHa NINCTAM  3eIeHEeHbKUM:
Shumila kalyna lystiam  zelenen’kym:
Rustled a guelder-rose with leaves green:

«On,yomy X A Hima CTOI0O Hag, MOIM  MWNEHbKMM!»
“0Oj, choho zh ja n’ima stoju nad mojim mylen’kym!”

“O, why do | silently stand over my beloved!”
Mokun HiXK He Kpag, Aepeso He rpae,
Poky n’izh ne kraje, derevo ne hraje,
While the knife does not cut, the tree does not swish,

A XTO BpiXe ranbovyeHbKo, TOMy 3acnisae,
A khto vrizhe hlybochen’ko, tomu zaspivaje,
But he who cuts deeply, to him will the tree sing,

A XTO  BpiKe  TiNKy, 3arpae B CONiNKy,

A khto vrizhe hilku, zahraje v sopilku,

And he who cuts a branch, will play on the pipe,



To Tom cobi B cepue
To toj sobi Y sertse
Itis he who himself into his heart

MycTntb KaJIMHOBY CTPINKy.
Pustyt’ kalynovu strilku.
Will release the guelder-rose’s arrow.



