THE BLOSSOM OF A PLUM TREE/ SLYVY TSVIT/ CTMBU UBIT — A SONG CYCLE
Mauyo bacbo/ Matsuo Basho

I. AT THE HARVEST FEAST/ RYSU — NOVYNY/ PUCY - HOBUHU

Pucy - HOBWHM Ha  OOXWHKax vy ceni
Rysu — novyny na  obzhynkakh u sel’i
Rice  with fresh harvest produce at the festival in the village
Moimo 3 NOAbMMU. ..
Pojimo z ljud’'my...
We will eat with our friends...
U a X MWAOrO CBOTO
Chy ja zh myloho svoho
Will | indeed beloved my
3amopoxy 3a asepmn?
Zamorozhu za dvermy?
Leave beyond the door?

(not allow to enter the house)

Il. THE BIRDS’ MOCKING LAMENT/ JAK NA TU BIDU/ IK HA TY BIAY

AK  Ha TY 6igy 3acnisanu NTaxm — Aaxu
Jak na tu bidu zaspivaly ptakhy - zhdakhy
How of that misfortune sang the birds thirsty
Yy MOIM caay.

U mojim  sadu.

In my garden.

Je X TWM,  MWUANKA, YoM He wnaew?

De zh ty, mylyj, chom ne jdesh?

Where are you, dearest, why do you not come?

A A Tebe xay, xay!
A ja tebe zhdu, zhdu!
And | you await, await!



A xKay.
Ja zhdu.

| wait.

Ill. WOULD HAVE FORGOTTEN/ BULA B NE ZABULA/ BY/1A b HE 3ABY/1A

byna 6 3abyna,
Bula b zabula,
| would have forgotten,

AKGW He Harapana nTMuAa — 303yA:
Jakby ne nahadala ptytsja — zozulja:
Had not reminded me the bird — the cuckoo:

Moro nwboro i3HoB
Moho ljuboho iznov

Of my dearest again

3BiB Ha MMUCNOHbKW TOW 308,
Zviv na myslon’ky toj zov,
Summoned up thoughts that call,

(The call of the cuckoo reminded me once again of my dearest)

Ton 308!
Toj zov!
That call!

IV. HARVEST TIME/ VZHE DOZHDALY J ZHNYV/ B}XXE AOXXOAN U }KHUB

Bxke [OXA3aNn " YKHUB.
Vzhe dozhdaly j zhnyv.
Already we have been awaiting the harvest.

Op camoi CiAHKM
Od samoji s’ijanky
Since the day of sowing



Mwunumn He XoAawuB.
Myly;j ne khodyv.
My dearest has not come.

A, Mo1043, HYOXKYCA:
Ja, moloda, nudzhusja:
I, a young girl, am weary:

Konn noro noxayca?
Koly zh joho dozhdusja?
How long forhim mustl wait?

V. THE MOUNTAIN PEAKS/ HORA — VYSHYNA/ TOPA - BULLNHA

lopa — BULLKNHA.
Hora - vyshyna.
A mountain - so high.

Monig, XMapu nopocna
Popid khmary porosla
Upto the clouds has grown

[OpibHeHbKa cocHa...
Dribnen’ka  sosna...
A fine pine tree...

[ Take OTO rinnga
I take oto hillja
And did such a branch

MeHi COHUe 3aTynA,
Men’i sontse zatulja,
From me the sun hide,

(Did that branch hide the sun from me?)

3atyna?
Zatulja?
Hide?



VI. SILENT DREAMS/ TYKHO, MOV U SN’I/ TUXO, MOB Y CHI

Tnuxo, MOB Yy  CHi,
Tykho, mov u sn’i,

Silently, as if asleep,
Bucouie A.- ropa
Vysochije Jav- hora
Rises the Yao mountain

B  Hawin CTOpPOHI.
V  nashij storon’i.

In our land.

Hi HasB, aHi  BBi CHi
N’i najav, an’i wvi sn’i
Neither awake, nor asleep

Tebe He 6aunTM  MeHi, MeHi...

Tebe ne bachyty men’i, men'i...
You not see l, l...

(I do not see you...)
VIl. ON A GLOOMY NIGHT/ KHMUROJI NOCHI/ XMYPOI HOMI

Xmypoi HOMI,
Khmuroji nochi,
One gloomy night,

y MOXMypy - XMypy nyTb
U pokhmuru - khmuru put’

Onadim - gloomy path
niay, MabyTb...
Ja pidu, mabut’...

| will wander, perhaps...



Micauto  Hap ropoto,
Misjatsju nad horoju,
O moon above the mountain,

He cBitTM cTopoHoto!

Ne svity storonoju!
Do not shine away!

VIIl. A WHITE BROOK/ NA BILYJ RUKAV/ HA BIIUA PYKAB

Ha 6inMn pykas —
Na bilyj  rukav -
Onto awhite brook -

Ha PO3/YKY, Ha neyanb —
Na rozluku, na pechal’ -
When parting, when in sorrow

CHir pocm vynas, ynas..
Sn’ih  rosy upav, upav...
Snow drops fell, fell...

Yy cepue Hesirpite
U sertse neZ'ihrite
Into a heart  frosty

BiltHyB OCiHHIN BiTEp.
Vijnuv os’inn’ij  viter.
Blowed an autumnal wind.

IX. APLUM TREE IN THE SPRING/ DUMALOS’ MEN’l/ AYMANIOCb MEHI

Adymanocb MEHi:
Dumalos’ men’i:
Thoughts came to me:

Xpu3aHTema BOCEHM,
Khryzantema voseny,
A chrysanthemum in Autumn,



CnuBa HaBecHi, -
Slyva navesn’i, -
A plum inSpring, -

Ta Ha nNAaTTi Uim, hapi,
Ta na platt'i ts'im, dari,
And on dress this, gifted,
(on this dress, gifted to me)

BoHu KBITHYTb Y napi.
Vony kvitnut’ u pari.
They  will blossom as a pair.

X. THE FRAGRANCE OF A BLOSSOMING PLUM TREE/ PAKHNE SLYVY TSVIT/
NAXHE C/ZIUBU LBIT

MaxHe CAVBM  UBIT.
Pakhne slyvy  tsvit.
The scent of a plum’s blossom.
Max ToM BiTEP noHece
Pakh toj viter ponese

Scent that the wind will carry

y cniBouunm CBIT.

U spivochyj svit.

Into the singing world.

I ANA Hac, ue piy ACHa,

I dlja nas, tse rich  jasna,
And for wus, itis a thing obvious,

HacTtae yKe BECHaQ,
Nastaje uzhe vesna,
Approaching already is Spring,

Y e BecHa.
Uzhe vesna.
Already  Spring.



BecHa!
Vesnal!
Spring!
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