4. THE RUSTLING, AUTUMN LEAVES/ LYSTJA OS’INNJE SHUMILO
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Nucta OCIHHE WYMIiNO B HIY NPOXONOAHY, CYMHY.

Lystja os’innje shumilo v n’ich prokholodnu, sumnu.

Leaves of autumn rustled in a night cool, sad.
Micaub cBiTWMB, i B MOTUNY MOBYKMU CAyCKanu  TPYyHYy.
Misjats’ svityv, i v mohylu movchky spuskaly trunu.

The moon shone andinto the grave  silently they lowered the coffin.

Tak 6e3 nnavy CXOPOHWUAN
Tak bez plachu skhoronyly
Thus without tears  they buried the dead

I po3iwauca BCi  3HOB,

I roZ’ijshlysja  vs'i znov,

And they parted all  again,
(they all parted)

TiNbKM BCHO  HIiY Ha MOTuny Mmicaub AMBUBCH i XOJ10B...
T'il'ky wvsju n’ich na mohylu misjats’ dyvyvs’ i kholov...
Only all night at the grave the moon looked and grew cold...



