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B’toTb Nnoporu; MicsiLb CXoauTb,
Ak i nepwe cxoams...

Hema Ciui, nponas i ToMn,
XT0 BCiM BepxoBoaumB!
Hewma Civi; ouepetn

Y [Hinpa nutatoThb:

«[e-To Hawi aiTn ainuce,
[e BOHU rynsawTb?»

Yanka ckurnnTb nitarum,
Mog 3a giTbMu nnade;
CoHue rpie, BiTep Bie

Ha cteny ko3auim.

Ha 1im cTeny ckpisb mornnu
CT0AaTb Ta CyMYIOTb;
MuTtatoTbesa y BynHoro:

«[le Hawi naHyTb?

[e nanyoTb, 6EHKETYHOTL?
[e Bn 3abapunmco?
BepHiteca! [usiteca —
Knta noxununuce,

[le nacnucsa Balui KoHi,

e tnpca wymina,

[le KpoB nsaxa, TatapuHa
Mopewm yepBoHina...
BepHitecal» — «He BepHyTbCa!l —

3arparno, ckasano

CwuHe mope. — He BepHyTbCH,
Hasiku nponanu!»

lMpaBaa, mope, npaBaa, CUHE!
Takas ix gons:

He BepHyTbCS cnogisaHi,

He BepHeTbCA BONA.

He BepHyTbCS 3anopoxu,,

He BcTaHyTb reTbMaHu,

He nokputoTb YKkpaiHy
UepBoHi xxynaHu!

O6igpaHa, cnpoToto

Monag OHinpom nnade;
TSKKO-BaXXKO CUPOTUHI,

A HiXTO He 6aunTb...

Thresholds hit; the moon descends,
As it went down the first time...

Here is no Sichi, he is also gone
Who was in charge of everything!
No Sichi; reeds of river

Dnipro ask:

"Where are our children sharing,
Where are they walking?"

The seagull whines as it flies,

As she cries for her children;

The sun is warm, the wind is blowing
On the Cossack steppe.

Graves are everywhere on that steppe
They stand and grieve;

They ask the riotous:

"Where do ours rule?

Where do they rule and feast?
Where did you stay?

Come back! Look —

The rye bowed,

Where did your horses graze

Where the sawdust made a noise,
Where the blood, of Tatars

Like the sea was turning red...

Come back!” - "It won’t come back! —

It played, said

Blue sea. — It won't come back,
Gone forever!"

True, sea, true, blue!

This is their fate:

Hope won't return,

The Will won’t return.

Won’ come back, the Zaporozhians,
Hetmans will not stand up,
Ukraine will not be covered by
Red robes!

Torn, an orphan

Over the Dnieper is crying;

It's hard, it's hard for the orphans,
And no one sees...
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TinbKo BOpOT, WO CMIETBCA...
Cwmincsa, niotun spaxe!

Ta He goyxe, 60 BCe rMHe —
CnaBa He nonsxe;

He nonse, a po3skaxe,

LLlo gisnock B cBiTi,

Yna npaega, uns kpmeaa

| yni mu giTu.

Hawa gyma, Hawa nicHs
He BMmpe, He 3aruHe...

OT pe, noge, Hawa cnaea,
CnaBa YkpaiHu!

be3 3onoTa, 6e3 kameHto,
bes xutpoi moBu,

A ronocHa Ta npasauea,
Ak Nocnoaga cnoso.

Uu Tak, 6aTbky oTamaHe?
Uun npaegy cnisato?

Ex, akbu-To!.. Ta wo n kasaTtb?
Kebetn He mato.

A pgo toro — MocKoBLLUMHA,
Kpyrom 4yxi noge...

«He notypan», — moxe, ckaxeLu,

Ta wo 3 Toro 6yae?
HacwmitoTbca Ha ncanom Ton,
LUlo sunnto cnbosamu;
HacmitoTbes... Tskko, 6aTbky,
Kntun 3 Boporamu!
Mo6oposcs 6 i s, moxe,
AkOn manocb cunu;
3acnisaB 6u — 6yB ronocok,
Ta no3unyku 3'inu.

OTake-To NNXO TAXKe,
baTbky ™1 min, gpyxe!
Bnyxy B cHirax Ta cam cobi:
«On He wymu, nyxe!»

He BTHy GinbLue. A T, 6aTbKy,
Ak cam 300poB 3HaeL,
Tebe ntoge noBaxatoTb,
[obGpuin ronoc MaeLw;
CniBan xe M, Mmin rony6e,
Mpo Ciyv, npo morunu,

Konu siky Hacunanu,

Koro nonoxxunu.

Only the enemy laughs...

Laugh, evil foe!

But not much, because everything dies -
Glory will not rest;

It will not lie down, but will tell

What was happening in the world
Whose truth, whose wrong

And whose children we are.

Our thought, our song
Will not die, will not perish...
Here, people, is our glory,
Glory to Ukraine!
Without gold, without stone,
Without clever language,
But loud and true,
As the Lord's word.
Is that so, Father Otaman?
Am [ singing the truth?
Eh, if only!... But what can | say?
| don't have a cab.
And besides, Muscovite,
Strange people around...
"Don't indulge," you might say
But what will come of it?
But what will come of it?
They will laugh at the psalm,
For which | will shed tears;
They will laugh... It's hard, father,
To live with enemies!
| would fight too, maybe
If there was strength;
| would sing — had | a voice,
But the loans were eaten.
Such a calamity is heavy,
You are my father, my friend!
Wandering in the snow and to myself:
"Oh, don't make noise, kid!"
| can't sleep anymore. And you, father
How well you know
People respect you
You have a good voice;
Sing to them, my love,
About Sich, about graves,
When it was poured,
Who was laid to rest.




Mpo cTtapuHy, Npo Te A1BO,
Lo 6yno, MuHyro...

YTHK, 6aTbKy, Wo6 HEXoTH
Ha Becb CBIT no4vynu,

Lo gisnock B YKpaiHi,

3a wo nornbana,

3a wWo cnaea Ko3aubkas
Ha Bcim cBiTi ctanal!

YTHuW, 6aTbKy, opre cnaun!
Hexawn g 3annauy,

Hexawn cBoto YkpaiHy

A we pas nobauvy,

Hexan we pas nocnyxato,
Ak Te mope rpae,

Ak giBunHa nig Bepboto
lpuys 3acniBae.

Hexawn we pa3s ycMmixHeTbcA
Cepue Ha YyXuHi,

[Moku nsxke B 4yXy 3eMnto
B uyxin JOMOBUHI.

About the old times, about that miracle,
What happened is over...

Shut up, father, you don't want
The whole world to unwillingly hear
What happened in Ukraine.

What did she die for

What is the Cossack glory for?

It became all over the world!

Shut up, father, gray eagle!

Let me cry,

Let my Ukraine

Let me see it again,

Let me listen again

How the sea plays

How a girl under a willow tree

Will sing the song Gritsya.

Let her smile again.

The heart is in a foreign land,

Until she lies in a foreign land

In someone else's home.




