IV-1. MOJITECb, BPATIA, MONITECb! / MOLITES', BRATIJA, MOLITES'! /
BROTHERS, KNEEL AND PRAY
Tapac LLeByeHKo / Taras Shevchenko

Monitecb, 6paTia, moniTeco!
Molites', bratija, molites'!
Pray, O brethren, pray!
Kpyrom CBATOrO YurpuHa
Kruhom svjatoho Chyhyryna
Around holy Chyhyryn
Ctopoa CTaHe 3 TOro CBITY,
Storozha stane z toho svitu,
A guard will stand  from that world,
He AacTb CBATOrO PO3MNMHATb.
Ne dast' svjatoho rozpynat'.
Will not allow the saint to crucify.
A B  YKpaiHy XOoBaunTe:
A vy Ukrajinu khovaijte:
And you Ukraine shield:
He fanTte maTtepi, He fanTte
Ne dajte materi, ne dajte
Do not permit [your] mother, do not permit
B pyKax y KaTa nponagatob!
Vv rukakh u kata propadat'!
In hands of the hangman to perish!
(0] KoHaweBwnya i Aoci
Od Konashevycha i dosi
From Konashevych until now
Moxkap He racHe, noam MpPYTb,
Pozhar ne hasne, ljudy mrut',
The fire does not  go out, people die,



KoHatoTb B TIOPMaX, roni, 6oci...

Konajut' Y tjurmakh, holi, bosi...
Agonize in prisons, naked, barefoot...
[itn HexpeLeHi POCTYTb,

Dity nekhreshcheni rostut’,

Children unbaptized grow,

Kosaupki  gity; a AiByaTa,

Kozats'ki  dity; a divchata,

Cossack children; and girls,

3emni KO3aUubKoOl Kpaca,
Zemli kozats'koji krasa,
Of land Cossack the beauty,
Y naxa B'AHE, AK  nepL MaTu,
u liakha vjane, jak  persh maty,
At the Pole’s  wilts, like at first the mother,
I HenokpuTtaa Koca
I nepokrytaja kosa
And uncovered braid
Ctngom ciyeTbcs; Kapi oui
Stydom sichet'sja; kari ochi
Of shame frays; dark eyes
B HeBOI raCHyTb; pPO3KyBaTb
\Y nevoli hasnut'; rozkuvat'
In captivity grow dim; to unchain
Kosak cecTpy CBOIO He xoue,
Kozak sestru svoju ne khoche,
A Cossack sister his does not  wish,
Cam HEe  COpPOMMUTbLCA KOHaTb
Sam ne  soromyt'sja konat'

Himself not isashamed to suffer



B ApPMi y naxa...

Vv jarmi u liakha...

Under the yoke of the Pole...

Monitecb, pgitn! CTPALIHUMN cy4

Molites', dity! strashnyj sud

Pray, O children! aterrible judgment

Naxun B YKpainy HecyTb,

Ljiakhy Y Ukrajinu nesyt',

Poles into Ukraine carry,

| 3apmngatoTb YOPHI ropu.

I zarydajut' chorni hory.

And will wail the black mountains.

3rapgaunTe npaBeaHux reTbMaHiB:

Z-hadajte pravednykh het'maniv:

Remember the righteous hetmans:

Je iX mormnmn?  ge

De jikh mohyly? de

Where [are] their graves? where
OcTaHokK CNaBHOro borgaHa?
Ostanok slavnoho Bohdana?

The remnant of glorious Bohdan?

[e OcCTpAHMUMHA CTOITb

De Ostrjanytsyna stojit’

Where of Ostrianytsia stands

Xoy 6u yborasn moruna?

Khoch by ubohaja mohyla?

Even a poor grave?

Oe Hannsankosa? Hema!

De Nalyvajkova? nemal!

Where [is] Nalyvaiko’s? there is none!

rope!
hore!
grief!

JNIEXKUTb
lezhyt'
lies



Husoro n MepTBOro cnanunnu.

Zhyvoho j mertvoho spalyly.
The living and the dead were burned.
Oe ToM bBoryH, ae Ta 3nma?
De toj Bohun, de ta zyma?
Where [is] that Bohun, where [is] that winter?
IHryn wo3nmy 3ameps3ae,
Inhul shchozymy zamerzaje,
The Inhul [River] every winter freezes,
boryH He BCTaHe 3araTuTb
Bohun ne vstane zahatyt'
Bohun won’t arise to dam [it] up
LLnaxeTcbKum Tpynom. Nax rynae:
Shljakhets'kym trupom. Ljakh huljaje:
With aristocratic corpse. The Pole roams [free]:
Hema borpaHa — 4YEepPBOHUTb
Nema Bohdana — chervonyt'
No moreis Bohdan— [the Pole] reddens
[ KoBrTi Boaun, Y Pocb 3eNeHy.
I Zhovti Vody, j Ros' zelenu.
Both Zhovti Vody, and the Ros [River] green.
Cymye KopcyHb CTapOAEHHUN,
Sumuje Korsun' starodennyj,
Sorrows Korsun ancient,
Hema XKypby 3 KUM noA4iNnTb.
Nema zhurby z kym podilyt'.
There is [none] grief with whom to share.
I AnbTa nnave: “TaKo Kutn!
I Al'ta plache: “Tjazhko zhyty!

And the Alta [River] weeps: “IIt is] hard to live!



A COXHY, COXHY... ae Tapac?
Ja sokhnu, sokhnu... de Taras?
I dry, dry [up]... where [is] Taras?
Hema, He YyTh... He B b6aTbka
Nema, ne chut'... ne v bat'ka
Is no [more], nothing is heard... not with the father
He nnayre, 6paria: 3a Hac
Ne plachte, bratija; za nas
Do not weep, O brethren; for  us [are]
I aywi npasegHux, i cumna
I dushi pravednykh, i syla
Both souls of the righteous, and the power
ApxicTpaTtura Mwuxaina.
Arkhistratyha Mykhajila.
Of Archangel Michael.
He 3a ropamm Kapu yac.
Ne za horamy kary chas.
Not beyond the mountains of punishment the time.
Monitecb, 6paTia, mosnitecb!
Molites', bratija, molites'!
Pray, O brethren, pray!

aitn!”
dity!”

[are] the children!”



