54. THE SILENCE OF WISTFUL FLOWERS/ TYKHO SKRIZ’
Danyil Rathaus

Tuxo CKpi3b, PO3NUTO 3anax KBITIB NiCOBUX...
Tykho skriz’, rozlyto zapakh kvit'iv I'isovykh...
Silence is everywhere, flooded with the fragrance of the flowers of the forest...

Tuxo B ain 3eMHUN 3NiTaE aHren CHiB ACHUX.

Tykho v d’il zemnyj zl'itaje anhel sn’iv. jasnykh.

Quietly into the valley of the earth flies an angel of dreams bright.
Oy6 ppimae, cnuTb  AAMHaA, Nic y Yyapax CHY.
Dub drimaje, spyt’ jalyna, [lis u charakh snu.

An oak slumbers, sleeps a spruce, a forest lies under the spell of sleep.

MOKpUBaE  HeEpPyXOMiCTb LWMPOYiHb 3EMHY.

Pokryvaje  nerukhomist’ shyrochin’ zemnu.

Covered instillness is the breadth  of the earth.

B Hebi cnnAaTb cpibasacti xmapw,

Vv nebi spljat’”  sribljast’i khmary,
Inthe sky sleep  silvery  clouds,

Micaub Tam cis.
Misjats’ tam s’ija.
The moon there shines.

Yom He MmoxKex ™ 3aCHYTH, 0, Hyabro mosnA?!

Chom ne mozhesh ty zasnuty, o, nud’ho  moja?!

Why not able are you to sleep, oh, boredom my?!

Tuxo CKpi3b, PO3UTO 3anax KBITIB NicoBuX...
Tykho skriz’, rozlyto zapakh kvit'iv I'isovykh...

Silence is everywhere, flooded with the fragrance of the flowers of the forest...



