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CyHyTbCA  Kynamu YOPHIl XMapu,

Sunut’sja  kupamy chorn’iji ~ khmary,

Gather masses of black clouds,

MAnHYTL MO Heby, HeHaye npumapwm,
Plynut" po nebu, nenache prymary,
They glide through the sky like ghosts,
CoHue nackaBe, bauckydye BKPMBAIOTD,
Sontse laskave, blyskuche vkryvajut’,

The sun gentle, shining they cover,
Xonogom cepue i Aywy NPOMMaloTh.
Kholodom sertse i dushu projmajut’.

With cold our heart and soul they pierce.

(the clouds pierce our heart and soul)
Bitep B cTeny  3aBMBa,
Viter v stepu  zavyva,

A wind into the steppes blows,

Kypsasy  cuBy 36uBa...

Kurjavu  syvu zbyva...
Dust grey it chases away...

bypa nwTye, xmapu LWMATYE

Burja ljutuje, khmary shmatuje
A storm rages, clouds it tears apart

(the wind)

I Bpa3 Hag, Yycim KOTUTbCA, TOHWUTbCA rpim.
I vraz nad us’im kotyt’sja, honyt’sja hrim.

And suddenly over everything rolls, chases the thunder.



