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Tuxo B B6AMCKyYim NPOMIHHI
Tykho v blyskuchim prominni
Quietly in the shining ray
CoHuge XOBA€ETbCA B rau,
Sontse khovajet'sja Y haj,
The sun hides in the grove,
MNanHyTb BeyYipHil TiHi...
Plynut' vechirniji tini...
Float  the evening shadows...
Hiuko ajaHa, cxoBamn!
Nichko zhadana, skhovaj!
O night desired, hide [me]!
Moba, He  Tpeba BaraHHA...
Ljuba, ne treba vahannja...
Beloved, no need for hesitation...
Bauy A B o4ax TBOIX
Bachuzh ja Y ochakh tvojikh
See I in eyes your
Mope b6e3merkHe KOXaHHA,
More bezmezhne kokhannja,
A sea of boundless love,
bypto LWaneHnx yTix!
Burju shalenykh utikh!
A torrent of frenzied joys!
HUKHYTb nig, micagem KNEeHWN,
Nyknut' pid misjatsem kleny,
Disappear beneath the moon maples,
Cepue Tak CONoOAKO 6'e...
Sertse tak  solodko bje...
The heart so  sweetly beats...



bo  Hampgoporkue ana MeHe
Bo najdorozhche dlja mene
For dearest for me [is]
Tuxe KOXaHHA TBOE!
Tykhe kokhannja tvoje!
Quiet love your!
CoHue 33 raem 3racae,
Sontsem za hajem z-hasaje,
The sun beyond the grove dims,
Hiy 33 ropamm BCTAE,
Nich  za horamy vstaje,
The night  beyond the mountains rises,
MicHio TYMaH KONUCAE,
Pisnju tuman kolysaje,
A song the fog cradles,
Cepue B30OpAE MOE.
Sertse vzorjaje moje.
Heart dawns my.
Jloba CXUIUNACb, nUTaE:
Ljiuba skhylylas', pytaje:
[My] beloved leaned forward, asks:
“bypeL KOXaTw, nobutb?”
“Budesh kokhaty, ljlubyt'?”
“Will [you] cherish, love?”
MicHio TYMaH KONINCAE,
Pisnju tuman kolysaje,
A song the fog cradles,
Mam Hac ob6HsB i MOBYMUTb.
Haj nas obnjav i movchyt'.
The grove us embraced and is silent.
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