1-21. B KBITKAX BY/JIA AYLWIA MO4 / V KVITKAKH BULA DUSHA MOJA / MY SOUL HAS

BLOSSOMED

OnekcaHpep Oneckb / Oleksander Oles

B KBiTKax byna aywa mos,
Vv kvitkakh bula dusha moja,
In flowers was soul my,
| OoCb AWUBUCb, — Manao A,
I os' dyvys', — palaju ja,
And now look, — burn l,
A 3ananume KBITKM MOI:
Ja zapalyv kvitky moji:
I set afire flowers my:
Hexawn ropAatb y CUBIN M.
Nekhaj horjat' u SyVij mli.
Let [them] burn in the grey mist.
Hexamn ropATb, Hexaun ropAaTb...
Nekhaj horjat', nekhaj horjat'...
Let [them] burn, let [them]  burn...
NiTa neTaThb, niTa neTAaTb.
Lita letjat’, lita letjat'.
The years fly, years fly.
B OrHi roputb Aywa MOH,
Vv ohni horyt' dusha moja,
In fire burns soul my,
3ropto i cam A, — 3Hato A,
Z-horju i sam ja,— znaju ja,
Will burn  also myself l,— know l,
bo BeCb nanato A B OTHi, —
Bo ves' palaju ja Y ohni, —
For all burn I in fire, —



He  »kanb cebe, He  aib MEH;.
Ne zhal' sebe, ne zhal' meni.
No pity for myself, no  pity for me.

AnBuco, nobymncs, He TYXKM,
Dyvys', ljubujsja, ne tuzhy,
Look, delight in it, don’t yearn,
He kanb MEHi, He *Kanb ayuwi.
Ne zhal' meni, ne zhal' dushi.

No pity for me, no  pity for [my] soul.





