55. A FUNEREAL LAMENT/ POKHORONNA PISNJA
Percy Byssche Shelley

O, BiTpe, ™™, WO KnunyeLu 6ypi,
O, vitre, ty, shcho klychesh buri,
O, wind, youwho calls the storms,

O, BICHUKY CTPAWHMX rpomis!
O, visnyku strashnykh hromiv!
Oh, herald of terrible thunders!

Neyepn TemHi Ta noxmypi,
Pechery temn’i ta  pokhmuri,
Caves dark and gloomy,

Lo yyTM 3 Bac BUTTA BiTpiB!
Shcho chuty z vas vyttja vitriv!

Where is heard from you the howling of the winds!

T, HecnokinHe BiYHO Mope,
Ty, nespokijne vichno more,
You, restless eternally sea,
(you, eternally restless sea)

Bn, COCOH BIKOBI wnuni,
Vy, soson  vikovi shpyl’i,
You, covered in pines eternal peaks,
(you, eternal peaks of pines)

Onnaute LbOro  CBiTy  rope,
Oplachte  ts’oho svitu hore,
Weep  forthis  world’s grief,

Meyanb  O6yTTS Ha Uuin 3emnil
Pechal’ buttja na ts’ij zeml'i!
For the sorrow of existence on this earth!



