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AK noYyew BHOUI
Jak pochujesh vnochi
If [you] hear at night
o LWOCb nnaye
Shcho shchos' plache
That something weeps
He TPUBOMKCA 30BCiM,
Ne tryvozhsja zovsim,
Do not worry at all,
He AnBucA B TOM
Ne dyvysja v toj

Do not look that

Ce He € CcuporTa, L0
Se ne je syrota,

It not is orphan, who
He rofIoaHNM xebpak,
Ne holodnyj zhebrak,
Not a hungry beggar,
Ce po3nykKa MOH,

Se rozpuka moja,

It [is] despair my,

Ce nobos Mmos

Se ljubov moja

It [is] love my

shcho

Kpawn CBOMOTO BiKHa,

kraj svojoho vikna,

by your window,

i XINNaE BaXKKO,

i khlypaje vazhko,

and sobs heavily,

He 36aBnan  cobi CHa,

ne zbavljaj sobi sna,

don’t disrupt your sleep,

6iK, Mof nTawkKo.

bik, moja ptashko.

way, O my little bird.
6e3 MaMWU 62yKa,
bez mamy bluka,
without a mother  wanders,

MOA 3ipKo.

moja zirko.

Omy star.

HEeBTULIMMA TOCKa,

nevtyshyma toska,

inconsolable yearning,

nnadve TaK ripko.

plache tak hirko.

weeping  so bitterly.





