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ConosinoBa nicHA  NNETHLCH,
Solovijova pisnja lljet’sja,
A nightingale’s song pours forth,

Po3nnBaetbcA B HU3aXx,
Rozlyvajet’sja v nyzakh,
It spills into the lowlands,

Conosen NAWMNTD, CMIETbCA...

Solovej liashchyt’,  smijet’sja...

The nightingale chirps, laughs...

Haye.. ToOHe Yy  CNbO3ax.

Nache... tone u sl’'ozakh.

As if... drowning in tears.
KBiTHYTb AGNYHI i rpywi,
Kvitnut’ jablun’i i hrushi,

Are blossoming the apple trees  and the pear trees,

B cBiThi micauA TPEeMTATD...
Vv svitl’i misjatsja tremtjat’...
Inthe light of the moon they tremble...

Haue... MepPTBUX CKOPOHI  aywi
Nache... mertvykh skorbn’i  dushi
Like... the dead’s grieving  souls
B 6inmx  caBaHax CTOATD.
V  bilykh  savanakh stojat’.

In white shrouds they stand.



Bca 3emn MUAiWa pato...
Vsja zemlja myl’isha raju...
All  the earth is more precious than paradise...

Wym,  nicHi i LLaCTA CKpi3b!
Shum, pisn’i i shchastja  skriz’!
Noise, songs and happiness everywhere!

A  amentoca, A puaaio,
Ja dyvljusja, ja rydaju,

I look, I sob,
A He 6auy i3-3a Cnis...
Ja ne bachu iz-za sliz...

I cannot see for the tears...



	7. A NIGHTINGALE’S SONG POURS FORTH/ SOLOVIJOVA PISNJA LLJET’SJA

