I-1. YOBEH / CHOVEN / THE SAILBOAT
€sreH pebiHka / Yevhen Hrebinka

3arpano, 3aniHnMNoChb CUHEE mope,

Zahralo, sapinylos' synjeje more,

Struck up, foamed blue sea,

I OynHii BiTpMH no MOPHO WYMANATD,

I bujniji vitry po morju shumljat’,

And raging winds on thesea howl,

I XBUNA rynse, MOB YOpPHIT ropu
I khvylja huljaje, mov chorniji hory
And a wave gallivants, like black mountains
OpHa 3a Apyroto 6ixaThb.

Odna za druhoju bizhat'.

One after another run.

AK TeMHas HiYKa, Hacynuanchb XMapu;

Jak temnaja nichka, nasupylys' khmary;
Like dark night, glower clouds;

B TNX XMapax, MOB ronoc HebecHoOI Kapw,
Vv tykh khmarakh, mov holos nebesnoji kary,
In those clouds, as though avoice of heavenly punishment,
3a rPOMOM rpomm rypkotatb!

Za hromom hromy hurkotjat'!

After thunder thunders roar!

I rpae, i NiIHNTbLCA CUHEE mope,

I hraje, i pinyt'sja synjeje more,

And plays, and foams blue sea,

XTOCb YyoBeH Ha mope nycTms;

Khtos' choven na more pustyv;

Someone a boat on the sea released;



BypxHysB BiH Ha XBWANI, HUPAE noBoi,
Burkhnuv vin na khwvyli, nyrjaje povoli,
Jolts it on the wave, dives slowly,
(0)i] bepera retb NMOKOTUB:

Od bereha het' pokotyv:

From the shore far rolled:

KayvaeTbcs, 6igHUN, OAVH bes BecenbLs.
Kachajet'sja, bidnyj, odyn bez vesel'tsja.

Rolls, poor one, alone without an oar.

Ox, *Kanb MeHi yoBHa!

Okh, zhal' meni chovnal!

Oh, pity I the boat!

Ox, *Kanb MOro cepuya!

Okh, zhal' moho sertsjal

Oh, pity my heart!

Yoro BiH nig, oypto nonaue?

Choho vin pid burju poplyv?

Why it under the storm swam out?

YuwyxHyno Mmope, i XBUAI NArAnCA,
Ushchukhnulo more, i khvyli liahlysja,

Subsided the sea, and waves settled,

MNycTyoTb no NiHi MaBKM,

Pustujut’ po pini mavky,

Idle on the foam nymphs,

I 3HOB 3abininn, i 3HOB npocTarnmca
I znov zabilily, i znov prostjahlysja
And again grew white, and again stretched out
Mo MOpIO Kpyrom 6alpaKku.

Po morju kruhom bajdaky.

On thesea all around ships.



e X 4YOBEH noaiscs,

De zh choven podivsja,

Where [has] the boat gone to,

Je nanHe MiM MUNNIN?

De plyne mij mylyj?

Where floats my darling?

MabyTb, BiH He navHe, 60 ogaHe
Mabut' vin  ne plyne, bo odne
Probably it does not  float, for alone
binitoTb i3 noro TPiCKW.

Bilijut' iz joho trisky.

Glimmer from its splinters.

AK YOBHOBI Mmope, ana  MeHe
Jak chovnovi more, dlja mene
Like for the boat the sea, for me
I3manky 34aBaBcA CTPALHNM.

Izmalku zdavavsja strashnym.

From childhood seemed frightful.

Ta AK 3axoBaTbcA? He  moOXHa X
Ta jak zakhovat'sja? Ne mozhna zh
But how to hide? Not possible
MpobyTtn 3 coboto oAHUM!
Probuty z soboju odnym!

To spend with oneself alone!
Mpowamn, MiW CNOKOI0, NycKarCb
Proshchaj, mij spokoiju, puskajus'
Farewell, my tranquility, [1] set out

| MOXKe HegonA i

I mozhe nedolja i

And perhaps misfortune and
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MorpatoTbca 3 YOBHOM MOIM.
Pohrajut'sja z chovnom mojim.
Will play with boat my.



