50. ENCHAINED ON EARTH AND IN HEAVEN/ | NEBO ZKOVANE
Mykola Filjans'kyj

| Hebo 3KOBaHe, i 3KOBaHa 3emns;
I nebo zkovane, i zkovana zemlja;
And the sky is shackled, and shackled is the earth;

CBuHUemM 3anuTi — | 3IArNNCb HebecHi pyHa;
Svyntsem zalyt’i — i zljahlys’ nebesn’i runa;
With lead flooded — and trampled are the heavenly fields;
Hi B nysi, Hi B rato HIXTO He npocnisa,
N’i Y luz’i, ni v haju n’ikhto ne prospiva,
Neither in the meadow nor in the grove no one will sing,
CToiTb  HimunM opraH i B apdax 3MOBKN CTPYHMW.
Stojit”  n’imyj orhan i v arfakh zmovkly struny.
Stands silent  the organ and the harps have silent strings.
I TEMHUM Ton 6anpak, wWo TakK Tebe  MmaHwusB,
I temnyj toj bajrak, shcho tak tebe  manyy,
And dark is that ravine that e} you lured,

(dark is the ravine that so lured you)

I 3 cTenom, 3 NlYKaMM  BeCb [AeHb nepekanKaBca —

I z stepom, z lukamy ves’ den’ pereklykavsja —

Both to the steppe, andto the meadows all day it called out —
(ravine)

HemoB  »xayuu 4OrocCb, 3atnx i 3aHimiB,

Nemov zhduchy chohos’, zatykh i zan’imiv,

As if awaiting something, it fell silent and became numb,

Hemos HIKONMM BiH  Hi 3KMM HE  TOMOHIB,

Nemov  n’ikoly vin n’i zkym ne  homon'’iv,

As if never it not with anyone conversed,

(as if the ravine never conversed with anyone)



He nnakas y HouYi, A0 COHUA He cmiaBcA...

Ne plakav u nochi, do sontsja ne smijavsja...
It did not cry at night, to the sun it did not laugh...
e X 4YoBeH TBiM Tenep i ae TBOE BeCN0?
De zh choven tvij teper i de tvoje veslo?
Where is boat your now and where is your oar?
Mig b6eperom CTOATD,
Pid berehom stojat’,

At the shore do they stand,

Yn  ix... Hece BOAOIO?
Chy jikh... nese vodoju?
Or them... are they carried away by the water?

(the boat and oar)

Yum ix necb CaBaHOM  [0aBHO B)e  3aHecno,
Chy jikh des’ savanom davno vzhe zaneslo,
Have they been somewhere with a shroud long ago now covered,

(have the boat and oar been sunk)

I XAOYTb BOHM W Tebe, M yepra BXKe 3a  TO0b6Ol0?

I zhdut’ vony | tebe, j cherha vzhe za  toboju?

And waiting are they for you... and the next now are you?
(are you the next to be drowned)

I Hebo 3KOBaHe, i  3KoBaHa 3emMns;

I nebo zkovane, i zkovana zemlja;

And the sky is shackled, and shackled is the earth;

Hi cepusa, Hi aywi He 3BYTb HebecHi pyHa;
N’i sertsja, n'i dushi ne zvut’ nebesn’i runa;
Neither your heart nor your soul is summoned by the heavenly fields;



Hi B nysi, HI B rato HIXTO He npocnisa,

N’i Vv luz’i, ni v haju n’ikhto ne prospiva,
Neither in the meadow nor in the grove no one will sing,
CTOiTb  HimuR opraH i B apdax 3MOBKNUN CTPYHMW.
Stojit”  n’imyj orhan i v arfakh zmovkly struny.

Stands silent  the organ and the harps have silent strings.



