VI-16. HA CIPI/ CKE/Il MAK LBITE / NA SIRIJ SKELI MAK TSVITE / ON THE GRAY CLIFFS
BLOOMS A POPPY
OnekcaHpep Oneckb / Oleksander Oles

Ha cipin cKkeni MaK uBiTe,

Na Sirij skeli mak tsvite,

On agray cliff a poppy blooms,

I BiTEP 371N noro romgae,

I viter zlyj joho hojdaje,

And awind angry it rocks,

[ nMa Ha UBIT moro MmeTe,

I pyl na  tsvit joho mete,

And dust on flower its throws,

I nncT 6e3 Xanko obpwuBae.

I lyst bez zhalju obryvaje.

And leaf without pity tears off.

bniga i HiXKHa, i CYMHa,

Blida i nizhna, i sumna,

Pale and tender, and sad,

Cepep, nwoaen ™, AK B nycreni.
Sered ljudej ty, jak pusteli.
Among people you [are], asthough in the desert.
[ ™ Ha Linnm CBIT OA4Ha,
I ty na tsilyj svit odna,
And vyou in the whole world [are] one,

I ™, AK MaK Ha cipin CKeni.
I ty, jak mak na Sirij skeli.
And you, [are] like a poppy on agray cliff.





