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PaHo BpaHU,i A BCTaBana,
Rano vrantsi ja stavala,

In early morning | awoke,

Muury MMWKana Ta npAana,
Mychku mykala ta prjala,

A tuft [1] pulled and spun,

A cepaeHbKo 3aHY4uN0Ch,

A serden'ko zanudylos',

But [my] heart grew weary,
BepeteHue He KPYTUANOCh.
Veretentse ne krutylos'.

The spindle didn’t turn.

PaHo BpaHU,i A BCTaBana,
Rano vrantsi ja vstavala,

In early morning I awoke.

MiBnoymHKa He HanpAana,

Pivpochynka ne naprjala,

Half a bobbin didn’t spin,

Aymka cepAeHbKo MyTUNa:
Dumka serden'ko mutyla:

A thought [my] heart troubled:

Bce Ao MWNOro netina.

Vse do myloho letila.

Always to [my] beloved [it] flew.

A 6osanacb byane MaTH

Ja bojalas' bude maty

I feared would [my] mother

3a poboTy AOKOPATH,

Za robotu dokorjaty,

For [my] work chide [me],



A MmaTycA Aoraganace,
A matusja dohadalas’,
But mother guessed,
HYom Ta HWUTKA He CyKanacho.
Chom ta nytka ne sukalas'.
Why that thread did not twist.
CTin xe, Mmamo! B iHLWY HIYKY
Stij zhe, mamo! Vv inshu nichku
Halt, O mother! On another night
He OAHY cnpAaay A MWYKY,
Ne odnu sprjadu ja mychku,
Not [just] one will spin I tuft,
Cokin MiM MeHi NPUCHUTbLCA,
Sokil mij meni prysnyt'sja,
Eagle my to me in a dream will appear,
BepeTteHue 3aBepTUTbCA.
Veretentse zavertyt'sja.

The spindle will spin.

HuTka 4yncTa i TOHEeHbKa

Nytka chysta i tonen'ka
A thread pure and fine
Mob6ixkntTb 3 ny4yoK PiBHEHbKO,
Pobizhit' z puchok rivnen'ko,
Will run from bundles evenly,
I NMOKM Te COHUe 3ingae,
I poky te sontse zijde,
And before that sun rises,
He OAWH NOYNHOK Bunae!
Ne odyn pochynok vyjde!
Not [just] one bobbin will come out!



