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po3a npownwna...
Hroza projshla...
The storm has passed...
3iTXHY U Tpaswy,
Zitkhnuly travy,
Have sighed the grasses,
KBiTKK rON0BKMU nigHAann,
Kvitky holovky pidnjaly,
The flowers [their] heads have raised,
I COHUE Tenne i NlacKase
I sontse teple i laskave
And the sun warm and gentle
CnuHuno nornsag, Ha 3eMii.
Spynylo pohljad na zemli.
Has paused [its] gaze on the earth.
3pansa pO3BiANNCH TYMaHu,
Zdalja rozvijalys' tumany,
Afar have cleared the fogs,
3HOB ACHO, naxoluw,, Tenno...
Znov jasno, pakhoshchi, teplo...
Again bright, scents, warmth...
CnuHMAach KpOB, 3aMOBKU paHu,
Spynylas' krov, zamovkly rany,
Has stopped the blood, have fallen silent the wounds,
Mpnbute cepue OXKUNoO.
Prybyte sertse ozhylo.
The stricken heart has come alive.



NiTtae paaicThb,
Litaje radist’,

Flies joy,
[3BeHATb NTaLWKN
Dzvenjat' ptashky
Ring the birds
CmitoTbcA  3HOBY
Smijut'sja  znovu
Laugh again

A C/1bO3U we

A sl'ozy shche
But tears still

wacra cBiTE,
shchastja svite,
happiness shines,
B capax PACHMUX,
Y sadakh rjasnykh,
in orchards  abundant,
Tpaswy, KBIiTH,
travy, kvity,
the grasses, flowers
TPEMTATL Ha
tremtjat’ na
tremble on

HUX.
nykh.
them.





