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Fen, netm, NaByTUHA, NaBYTUHA TU AICHe,
Hej, lety, pavutynja, pavutynja ty jasne,
Hey, fly, cobweb, cobweb you bright,
Bitep 1nae no DOJINHI, rem netw, NaBYyTUHA,
Viter jde po dolyni, hej lety, pavutynja,
The wind goes along the valley, hey fly, O cobweb,
MoKku COHeYKo 310Te He 3racHe.
Poky sonechko zlote ne z-hasne.
While the sun golden doesn’t dim.
Ocb i BiTEP He Bi€, BClOAM JINCTE NOXOBK/O,
Os' i viter ne vije,  vsjudy lystje pozhovklo,
Here even wind doesn’t blow, everywhere leaves have yellowed,
B MpALi BigAanb CUHIE, HaBIiTb BiTEP He Bi€,
Vv mrjatsi viddal' synije, navit' viter ne vije,
In mist the distance turns blue, even wind doesn’t blow,
A B ayuli LWOCb HaBiKK 3aMOBK/NO.
A Y dushi shchos' naviky zamovklo.
And in the soul something forever fell silent.
Ho BecHa BCE po36yanTb, 6UCHYTb Yyapu BECHSAHI,
No vesna vse rozbudyt', blysnut' chary vesnjani,
But springtime all  will awaken, will shimmer enchantments  of spring,
Te, wo BMEpPNo y rpyanx, Te BECHa BXe He 36yaunTb,
Te, shcho vmerlo u hrudjakh, te vesna vzhe ne zbudyt',
That, which died in the breast, that spring already not will rouse,



He  BOCKpecHyTb BXe Mmpii KOXaHi.

Ne voskresnut' vzhe mriji kokhani.

Not will resurrect already dreams beloved.

Tinbkun Mpin NaByTUHA MNOHeceTbCA ropoto,

Til'ky mrij pavutynja poneset'sja horoju,

Only of dreams the web will carry up the mountain.
Cepue B CMYTKY roguHi PO3CHYE NaByTUHA
Sertse v smuktu hodyni rozsnuje pavutynja

The heart in of sadness the hour will unwind  the web

Mpin POXKEeBUX, Lo uBinm BECHOIO.
Mrij rozhevykh, shcho tsvily vesnoju.
Of dreams rose-coloured,  that bloomed in spring.





