3. THE SEA POURS FORTH/ LLJET’SJA MORE
Oleksandr Oles’

Nnetbes Mmope, nneue B beper,
Lljet’sja more, pleshche v bereh,
Pours forth the sea, it splashes onto the shore
B'etbca B cipi cKeni,
Bjet'sja v siri skel’i,

It crashes against the grey cliffs,

Mos 3 KanaaHis xoye BUNTU
Mov z kajdan’iv khoche vyjty

Asif from its chains it wants to break free
Ha cTenn  Beceni.

Na stepy vesel’i.

Onto the steppes joyous.

Ocb i MW Ha BOJIO PBANUCD,
Os" i my na volju rvalys’,
Here are we into freedom breaking out,

B cipi  ckeni 6unu...
Vv s'iri skel’i byly...
Into the grey cliffs we crashed...

Mope, mope!
More, more!
Oh sea, oh sea!

[nAHb, ycloam HalWWnx  XBWJb MOTUAMN...
Hljan’, usjudy nashykh khvyl’ mohyly...
Look, everywhere are of our waves the graves...

(the graves of our waves)
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