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Croitb ropa BMUCOKaA,

Stojit’ hora vysokaja,

Stands a hill high,

Monip, ropoto ram,

Popid horoju haj,

Under the hill a grove,

3eneHnnm  ram, ryCTeCEHbKUN,

Zelenyj haj, hustesen'kyj,

Green grove, abundant,

HeHaue cnpasai pan.

Nenache spravdi raj.

As though truly paradise.

Kpai bepera, ae piYeHbKa,
Kraj bereha, de richen'ka,
By the shore, where the river
MpuB’a3aHi YOBHW;

Pryvjazani chovny;

Moored [are] boats;

Tpwu Bepbu Tam CXMANAUCA,

Try verby tam skhylylysja,
Three willows there have bent down,
Mos XypATbCA BOHMW.

Mov zhurjat'sja vony.

As though worrying they.

Lo nponge nobe NiTeykKo,

Shcho projde ljube litechko,

That will pass beloved summer,

[is],



MNoBitoTb Xxonopaa,

Povijut' kholoda,

Will blow chills,

Ocunnetbea 4 NINCTAYKO,
Osyplet'sja jikh lystjachko,

Will fall their leaves,

| noHece BOAA.
I ponese voda.
And [them] will carry away the water.
Oo Bac, BuM  nobi BEPOOHbKM,

Do wvas, vy ljubi verbon'ky,

To vyou, you lovely willows,

LUle BEepHeTbCA BECHa,

Shche vernet'sja vesna,

Still will return the springtime,

A MONOAICTb... He BepHeTbCA,
A molodist'... ne vernet'sja,
But vyouth... not will return,
He  BepHeTbcA BOHal..

Ne vernet'sja vonal..

Not will return it!..





