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BOCEHU / VOSENY / AUTUMN

IBaH ®paHKo / Ivan Franko

Oon, iayto, iayTb TYMaHMU
Oj, idut!, idut' tumany
Oh, are coming, are coming fogs
Hap, AHiCTpOBUMM Nyramm,

Nad dnistrovymy luhamy,

Over  the Dnister’s meadows,

Haue BilCbKO 3 KOoporsamu,
Nache vijs'ko z korohvamy,
Like an army with standards,

A nepeaom OTaMaHMu.

A peredom otamany.
And in front the chieftans.
Cypmu 6onoBi He rpatoTh,
Surmy bojovi ne hrajut’,
Trumpets of battle  do not play,

I NaHUMPUKK He 3BOHATD,

I pantsyryky ne zvonjat',

And armours do not ring,

Tinbku CMYTOK HaBiBalOTb,

Til'ky smutok navivajut’,

Only sorrow [they] suggest,

Bepbu BITU HM30M KNOHATb,
Verby vity nyzom klonjat',
Willows branches to the ground bend,
TinbKK B MpAL TOHYTb cena
Til'ky Y mrjatsi tonut' sela
Only in mist sink villages



I yABa Mmapu nnoauTb,

I ujava mary plodyt',
And the imagination spectres breeds,
Tinbkun ayma HeBecesna,
Til'ky duma nevesela,

Only a thought unhappy,

Mos Xebpak, no  Aaywax XOAUTb.
Mov zhebrak, po  dushakh khodyt'.
As though abeggar, in souls wanders.



