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Tapac LWeByeHKo / Taras Shevchenko

3a AYMOIO ayma POEM
Za dumoju duma rojem
After thought a thought like a swarm
OaHa AaBUTb cepue, Apyra
Odna davyt' sertse, druha
One smothers the heart, another
A TpeTaa TUXO, TUXECEeHbKO
A tretjaja  tykho, tykhesen'ko
And a third quietly, most quietly
Yy camomy cepui, MOKe,
U samomu sertsi, mozhe,
Into the very heart, perhaps,
Komy K i NOKaXy a?
Komu zh jiji pokazhu ja?
Towhom it will show I?
| XTO TYHO MOBY
I khto tuju movu
And who that speech
MpwuBiTag, yragae
Pryvitaje, uhadaje
Will welcome, will guess

Bennkee CcNnoBo?

Velykeje slovo?
The great word?
Bci OrNyXnun — NOXUANAUCH
Vsi ohlukhly — pokhylylys'
Everyone has grown deaf — bent over

3A AYMOIK AYMA / ZA DUMOJU DUMA / THOUGHT FOLLOWS THOUGHT

BUNITAE,
vylitaje,
flies out,

pPOo3aunpac,
rozdyraje,
tears [it] apart,

nnave,

plache,

weeps,

Y bor He

j Boh ne

even God does not

6auunTb.
bachyt'.
see.



B KangaHax... banayxel...
Vv kajdanakh... bajduzhe!...
In chains... indifferent!...
Twn CMi€ELLCA, a A nnavy,
Ty  smijeshsja, a ja plachu,
You laugh, but | weep,

Benukuin MiM apyxe!

Velykyj mij druzhe!
O Great my friend!
A wo BpOAUTDb 3 TOro
A shcho vrodyt' z toho
And what will be born of that
Bornnosa, bpaTe.
Bohylova, brate.
Hemlock, O brother.
Hexan, bpaTe. A MU
Nekhaj, A my
So be it, O brother. But we
CmiaTtbesn Ta naakaTb.
Smijat'sja ta plakat'.
Laugh and weep.

nnavy?
plachu?
weeping?

oyaem
budem
will





