II-5. PO3BIMTECA 3 BITPOM / ROZVIJTESJA Z VITROM / SCATTER IN THE WIND

IBaH ®paHKo / Ivan Franko

PosBinTecs 3 BITPOM, JIMCTOYKM  3iB’ani,
Rozvijtesja v vitrom, lystochky  zivjali,
Scatter with the wind, leaves withered,
PossinTecs, AK Tnxe 3iTXaHHA!
Rozvijtes', jak tykhe zitkhannja!
Scatter, like aquiet sigh!
He3roeHi paHu, HEeBTULLEHI *Kani,
Nez-hojeni rany, nevtysheni zhali,
Unhealed wounds, unquelled SOrrows,
3amepnee B cepui KOXaHHA.
Zamerleje v sertsi kokhannja.
Quenched in the heart love.
B 3iB’AnmnX JINCTOYKaX XTO MOKe Bragatu
Vv zivjalykh lystochkakh khto mozhe vhadaty
In withered leaves who can guess
Kpacy Bcto 3e/IeHoro rato?
Krasu vsju zelenoho haju?
The beauty all of a green grove?
XTO0 B3HaE, AKUM f yyTTS CKapb
Khto vznaje, jakyj ja chuttja skarb
Who will guess, what I of feeling treasure
B Ti Bborii BipLi BKNnagato?
Vv ti vbohiji virshi vkladaju?
Into those impoverished verses imbue?
Ti CKapbu HaMKpaLy,i aywi MONOAOI
Ti skarby najkrashchi dushi molodoji
Those treasures  best of a soul young
Po3Tpatmsuu MapHoO, 6e3 TAMMU,
Roztratyvshy marno, bez tjamy,
Spent in vain, without thought,

baratui
bahatyj
rich



ebpak oAMHOKKIA, Ha3ycTpiy Heponi

Zhebrak odynokyj, nazustrich nedoli
A beggar  solitary, toward misfortune
Nigy A CYMHUMM CTeXKaMMu.
Pidu ja sumnymy stezhkamy.

Will go I on sad paths.





