9. ABURDENED SOUL/ CHOHO MEN’I TJAZHKO
Taras Shevchenko

Yoro MeHi TAXKO, yoro MeHi HYAHO?
Choho men’i tjazhko, choho men’i nudno?

Why forme isit heavy, why for me isit tedious?

Yoro cepue nnave, puaae, KPUYUTD,

Choho sertse plache, rydaje, krychyt',

Why  doesthe heart weep, sob, cry out,

Mos anTa ronogHe? Cepue MOE TPyAHe,
Mov dytja holodne? Sertse moje trudne,
Like a child hungry? O heart my difficult,
Yoro 6arkaew? Lo B Tebe 60nnTL?
Choho bazhajesh? Shcho Y tebe bolyt'?
What do you wish for? What in you hurts?
Ym NUTK, YK ictn, un CNATOHbKKU Xxoyew?

Chy pyty, chy jisty, chy spaton'ky khochesh?

Doyou todrink, or toeat, or tosleep want?

3acHu, MOE cepue, HaBiKK 3aCHM,

Zasny, moje sertse, naviky zasny,

Sleep, my heart, forever sleep,

HesKpwuTe, po3bure... A noa HaBICHWUM
Nevkryte, rozbyte... A ljud navisnyj
Uncovered, broken... And the people turn mad
Hexaw CKaXKeHie... 3aKpuin, cepue, ouil

Nekhaj skazhen’ije... Zakryj, sertse, ochi!

Let them rage... Shut, O heart, your eyes!

A cepue po3buTe, HaBiKWM 3aCHMW...

A sertse rozbyte, naviky zasny...

And may your heart crushed, forever sleep...



