34. SPRING RETURNED TO MY SOUL ONCE MORE/ ZNOV POVIJALO

V DUSHU VESNOJU
Pavlo Hrabovs’kyj

3HOB NOBIANO B Aywy BECHOH,

Znov povijalo v dushu vesnoju,

Again blew into my soul spring,

Xou Kpyrom e 6initoTb CHiru;
Khoch  kruhom shche bil’ijut’ sn’ihy;
Though all around still white are the snows;
3HOB NOBITPAM  3Li/THOWMM A roto
Znov povitrjam zts’iljushchym ja hoju
Again with a breeze healing | nurse
[aBHi  paHun CBOEI  HyAbru.

Davn’i rany svojeji nud’hy.

old wounds from my boredom.

B cepuy, Haye B NOPOXKHIN oceni,
Vv serts’i, nache v porozhn’ij osel’i,
In my heart, itis like inan empty home,
[JasHo 1 cnigy XMBOTO HEMQ;
Davno  |j sl’idu zhyvoho nema,

For long thereis trace of life no,

(For long there is no trace of life)

Ane AyMK 3abunnce Beceni,
Ale dumy zabylys’ vesel’i,
But my thoughts were full of fun,

Lo MMWHAE xonogHa 3umal
Shcho mynaje kholodna zymal!
That is passing the cold winter!



