65. WITH A SONG IN MY HEART/ DVI DOL’I
Dmytro Pavlychko

Mpuiwna po meHe pgonAa, Ak OyB ManeHbKUn A:
Pryjshla do mene dolja, jak buv malen’kyj ja:
Came to me fate, when was little l:
(Fate came to me when | was little)

-Y4 ™M nigew 3iMHOKO  AUTMHOYKO MoOS?
-Chy ty pidesh Zz'imnoju dytynochko moja?

Will you go with me child my?
A XBOpa MaTM 3 neui: - TaX TO MOE  AnTA,
A khvora maty z pechi: - tazh to moje dytja,
But aninfirm mother from the hearth said: - but  this is my child,
CKkaxkn meHi 3 no4aTKy,  fKe noro Kutra?!
Skazhy men’i z pochatku, jake joho zhyttja?!
Tell me  from the beginning, how will be his life?!
BiH ©Oyae TAKO  XWUTW,- Bignosigana Ta,
Vin bude tjazhko zhyty,- vidpovidala ta,
He  will hard live, - answered fate,
-B 3axypi Ta HewacTi npomayTb MoOro Aita.
-V zazhuri ta neshchast’i projdut’  joho [lita.
-In sorrow and misfortune will pass his  years.
Xoantume o  WKOAM, Ae KNWHM - NaHWui,
Khodytyme do shkoly, de kpyny - panychi,
He will go to school where there are mocking, rich boys,
3i WKOAM A0 poboTH, @ BUATMCA, a  BYUUTKCA B HOMi.
Z'i  shkoly do roboty, a vchytysja, a  vchytysja v nochi.

From school to work, and study, and study he will at night.



Ta BcA WMOro Hayka [ApeMHO nponaae,

Ta vsja joho nauka daremno propade,

And all his learning in vain will be lost,

bo ON1A  TaKoro npawi He 3HangeTbcsa Hige.

Bo dlja takoho prats’i ne znajdet’sja n’ide.
Because for such aperson work hewillnot find anywhere.
Xiba 3peyeTbca MOBMW,  LWO ™ nomy aana,

Khiba zrechet’sja movy, shcho ty jomu dala,

Maybe he will renounce thelanguagethat youtohim  gave,

I KNUHe pigHYy NiCHIO Yy nasypu opna.
I kyne ridnu pisnju u lazury orla.
And he will throw his native song intothe skies where the eagle reigns.

Ta He Kypucs, HeHe, LbOro He 3pobuTb BiH.
Ta ne zhurysja, nene, ts'oho ne zrobyt” vin.
But do not worry, dear, that will not do he.

(he will not do that)

3a pigHe cnoBO M MiCHWO  TBiKM CWH nige Ha CKiH!
Za ridne slovo j  pisnju tvij syn pide na skin!
For his native language and song your son will go to his death!
Mucatu 6yae Bipwi, ane 3a Te
Pysaty bude virshi, ale za te
Write he will  verses, but because of that

Nomy yxe nobyaysann Kasapmy i TIOpMY.

Jomu uzhe pobuduvaly kazarmu i tjurmu.
For him already is built a barracks and a prison.
TyT  CKpWKHyna MaTycAa: - Tob6i 1oro He gam!
Tut  skryknula matusja: - Tobi joho ne dam!

Then cried the mother:- Toyou him lwillnot give!



I AONA BMMWANA 3 XaTW, a A  JMWKMBCA CaM.

I dolja wvyjshla z khaty, a ja lyshyvsja sam.
And fate left the house, and I remained alone.
(the son)
imwmneca 1 6e3 Aoni,
Lyshyvsja ja bez dol’i,
Left | was without a fate,
Ta 4epes Bicim AiT CMUHUANACL Apyra  [A0NAa Hac Koo BOPIT.
Ta cherez vis'im it spynylas” druha dolja nas kolo vorit.

And after eight years stopped another fate us at the gates.
(another fate stopped us at the gates)

Ha ©GolioBomMy TaHKy Yy BepecHeBi AHi
Na bojovomu tanku u veresnevi dn’i

On a battle tank in september days
Mpuixana A0 MeHe, BCMiXHyAnaca MEH;.
Pryjikhala do mene, vsmikhnulasja  men’i.
Another fate came to me, smiling at me.
i 3ycTpina MaTy, BKNOHMNACL i A0 Hir,
Jiji zustrila maty, vklonylas’ jij do n’ih,
This fate was met by the mother, she bowed toit  to her feet,

(the mother bowed to fate’s feet)

3a KBiTamm aOna Hel vy none s nobir.

Za kvitamy dlja neji u pole ja pobih.

For flowers for it into afield | ran.

BoHwu BEN PO3MOBY, a AK  BepHyBcA A,
Vony vely rozmovu, a jak vernuvsja ja,
They conducted a conversation, and when returned had |,

(fate and the mother)



MeHi  cKasana MaTn: - oue cyabba TBOA!

Men’i  skazala maty: - otse sud’ba tvoja!
Tome said my mother: - this is destiny your!
ool A niwoB 33 Hew, O3YBLUK NnocToNun.
..l ja pishov za neju, ozuvshy postoly.
..and | went afterit, after puttingon my shoes,

(fate)

LWacnmea Ta Aopora, AKOWD MM iWwan,
Shchaslyva  ta doroha, jakoju my ishly,
Happy isthatroad, on which we walked,
LLlachuea Ta [opora, AKOKO MU iaem,
Shchaslyva  ta doroha, jakoju my idem,
Happy isthatroad, on which we walk,
| nicHa Ta WwacamBa, WO B cepyi Mu  Hecem!
| pisnja ta shchaslyva, shcho v serts’i. my nesem!

And song thatis happy, which in our heart we carry!



