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Taras Shevchenko

CBiTe TUXMW, Kpakw MUAUN,
Svite  tykhyj, kraju mylyj,
World quiet, land dear,

Moa  YKpaiHo,
Moja Ukrajino,

My  Ukraine,
3a wo Tebe CNAOHAPOBAHO,
Za shcho tebe spljundrovano,

For what have you been desecrated,

3a wpo, MaMo, rmHew?
Za shcho, mamo, hynesh?
For what, oh mother, are you dying?

Y1 T™ paHo Jo cxiz coHuA
Chy ty rano do skhid sontsja
Did you early before therising of the sun

bory He moaunace,

Bohu ne molylas’,
ToGod not pray,

Yn  AaitToyok ronoAHmnX

Chy d’itochok  holodnykh
Or children hungry

3Buyato He BYMna?
Zvychaju ne vchyla?
Our customs did you not teach?

"Monwunaca, TypbyBanach,
“Molylasja, turbuvalas’,
“I prayed, | worried,



JeHb i Hiy He cnana,
Den’ i n’ich ne spala,
Day and night | did not sleep,

Manux  AiTokK aornagana,
Malykh  d’itok dohljadala,
Little children | looked after,

3BKU4ato HaBYana.
Zvychaju navchala.
Our customs | taught.

Bupoctann moi KBITW,
Vyrostaly moji  kvity,
Grew up my dear ones,

Moi  pobpi aitn,
Moji dobri  d’ity,
My  good children,

MNaHyBana i A  KOJUCb
Panuvala i ja kolys’
Reigned even | once
Ha LWWMPOKIM  CBITI,
Na shyrokim  svit’i,
In the wide world,

MaHyBana.. Oun borpaHe!

Panuvala.. Oj Bohdane!
| reigned... Oh Bohdan!

(Bohdan Khmel’nyts’kyj — founder of the Cossack state)

Hepo3ymHuit  cuHy!
Nerozumnyj synu!
Oh foolish son!



MoamBucb Tenep Ha Marip,

Podyvys’ teper na mat’ir,

Look now at  your mother,

Ha cBoto  Bkpainy,

Na svoju  Vkrajinu,

At  your Ukraine,

Lo, KONMLWYYN, cnigana

Shcho, kolyshuchy, spivala

Who, cradling, used to sing

NMpo cBOWO Hepont,

Pro  svoju nedolju,

About her misfortune,

Lo, cnigarouu, pupana,

Shcho, spivajuchy, rydala,

Who,  while singing, wept,
Burnagana  Boato.
Vyhljadala  volju.

She looked at freedom.

On borpaHe, borgaHouKy,

Oj Bohdane, Bohdanochku,

Oh Bohdan, dear Bohdan,

AK6M 6yna 3Hana,

Jakby bula znala,

If Ukraine had  known

Y Konucui 6 npuaywmna,

U kolysts'i b prydushyla,

In her cradle | would have strangled her,



MNig, cepuem npucnana.
Pid sertsem pryspala.
With a clear conscience | would have slept.

Crenn  moi 3anpoAaHi
Stepy moji zaprodan’i
Steppes my have been sold

"Knaosi, HiMOTI,

Zhydovi, n’imot’i,
To the Jew, to the dumb,
CvHM  moi Ha  YYXKMHI,
Syny  moji na chuzhyn’i

Sons my are in foreign lands

Ha uyxin poborTi.
Na chuzhij robot’i.
At another’s work.

[OHinpo, 6pat Mili, BUCUXaE,
Dn’ipro, brat mij, vysykhaje,
The Dnieper, brother my, dries up,

MeHe NOKNAQAE,
Mene pokydaje,

Me it renounces,
I MOTUAN Mol muAni
I mohyly moji  myl’i

And the burial mounds my  cherished

Mockanb  pO3puBaE...
Moskal’ rozryvaje...
The Muscovite tears apart...



