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Air Cosaque Christoph August Tiedge, translation by Barbara Miller

Olis  Schone Minka, ich muf} scheiden!
Ach, du fiihlest nicht das Leiden,
Fern auf freudelosen Heiden
Fern zu sein von dir!
Finster wird der Tag mir scheinen,
Einsam werd' ich geh’n und weinen;
Auf den Bergen, in den Hainen
Ruf' ich, Minka, dir!

Minka Tief verstummen meine Lieder,
Meine Augen schlag' ich nieder,
Aber seh' ich einst dich wieder,
Dann wird's anders sein!
Ob auch all die frischen Farben
Deiner Jugendbliite starben:
Ja, mit Wunden und mit Narben

Bist du, Siifler, mein!

Lovely Minka, I must leave!

Oh, you don’t know the pain,
Far away upon the joyless heath
Far from you to be!

The day will seem dark to me,
Lonely will I go and weep;

On the mountains, in the groves,

I will call to you, Minka!

My songs will fall deeply silent,
I will cast my eyes downward,
But I will see you again one day,
Then it will be different!

Even if all the beautiful colors
Of your youth have died:

Yes, with wounds and scars,

You will be mine, darling!

Semen Klymowski, translation by Ahmed El Masry

IxaB xo3ak 3a JlyHaii, ckazas: "JliBunHO, mpomiaii!
Ty, KOHUKY BOPOHEHBKUI1, HECH Ta TymstiA!"
ITocriii, mocTii, Miit Ko3a4ye, TBOS JiBUMHA II1aue,

Ha xoro * TH TOKHIAEIT - TIJIBKHU ITOTyMaii.

Jlyumie Gyrno 6, mydie Oyno 6 He XOTUTh,
Jlyuie Oyso 6, yuiie Oy0 6 He JTFOOUTB,
Jlyumie Oyio 0, y4iie Oyno 6 Ta i He 3HATH,

UYum tenep, uum terep 3a0yBars.

The Cossack rode beyond the Danube, said: “My girl, say farewell!
You, my dear raven horse, carry me and ride on!”
O wait, o wait, there Cossack, your dear maiden is weeping,

For whom are you leaving her - just think on this.

It would have been better, have been better not to go out,
It would have been better, have been better not to have loved,
It would have been better, have been better not to know,

But o0 now, but 0 now how to forget.

3umoro / In Winter Oleksander Oles, translation by Bohdan Parashchak

JluBuiiocst conie Ha cpiOHii BiTH,
BcwMixamocs iM, 1 BOHE HE 3MOTJIH
YeMimkn 6JIMCKYYO0Tro COHIIS CTEPIITH
I TanyTH B MJIOCTI SIKIWCH TIOYAITH. ..

I cpibmno posraso... i Gauwnm BiTH,

SIk Kamaju CIb03H 110 OJ(HIH 13 HUX,
SIK COHIIE CMISIIIOCEH 1 CSIJIO B OJIAKUTI. ..

O conne! Haro v Bemixanoch g0 Hux?!

The sun looked upon the silver branches,

And smiled, but they could not stand the smile

Of the shining sun,

And fainting, began to melt...

The silver melted... and the branches saw,

As the tears dropped, one by one,

How the sun was laughing and shining in the blue sky,

O sun! Why did you smile on them?
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Ycenenie / Assumption Vira Vovk, translation by Maria Lukianowicz

Moprana / Morhana

[mma yemixneHa, noroxa,
Bromuiiach menoromM Tpasu:
3acHyrna B 3unti Maru boxa;
31T pOMEHOM PyKaBH.
ChiBaru cTaHyJIU TOTON

I posnuBarucs craBku,
3Bopyl1IeHi, 00 cepes mois

Po3KBITIM MaKoM yCTaBKH.

Bwu mapwutisg mpo3opux, sk MapeBo, ¢ei,

Bu Moprana npekpacHa;

A s enbd, OiHiA eb(, T MOB YCMIX JTUTCH,

Mog Ta Mpis HesCHA.

Mu, roiiIarounch, TMHEMO B JIETKIM TaHKY

[To He3HaHOMY Kpato,
S MPOMIHHSM CILTITAI0 MEPEKKY TOHKY

I Bam ctaH oOBHBAIO.

Sl ciBaro BaM ITiCHIO, cIIiBaro Oe3 CIIiB,
Hi6u TijIbKM 3iTXaHHA,
Hibu meniT mymri s BKIamao B TOH CITiB

HesemHOro xoxaHss.

S] Tak HIXKHO JUBIIIOCH HA OOTMHIO MOIO,
Ha xpacynro Moprany...
41 3a Bamu ey, st BaI 00pa3 JOBIHO—

I B Tim 00pa3i Tany...

She walked with a smiling, untroubled face,
The whisper of the grass tired her,

The Mother of God fell asleep among the herbs.
Daisies covered her sleeves,

Tall poplars stood up to sing

And little ponds spilt over,

Overwhelmed, that in the meadow

Poppies embroidered her sleeves.

Mykola Voron, translation by the Ukrainian Art Song Project (UASP)

You are the queen of the transparent fairies,
You are the beautiful Morgana, and I am an elf,
A white elf, I am like the lily’s smile

Or like that murky dream.

Swaying, we glide in our weightless dance
Across an unknown land.
I weave the rays of light into a fine mesh

And wrap it around your waist.

I sing you a song, a song without words,
As if it were only sighs,
As if the whisper of my soul

Were in this otherworldly love.

So tenderly I gaze at my goddess,
At the lovely Morgana,
I take flight in my quest to capture your image,

And in it I drown.
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Henepexiznum Mypowm / Insurmountable Wall
HenepexinHum MypoMm MoMixK HaMU
Ta nons crana! MoB aBa cynHa Mmope
Po3nocuts Hac Mix ABOMa Oeperamu,

Most TH sicHa, HEeTpUBiTHA 30pe!

e 3naneka Tebe Miid CIIUATS 3ip.
Tgili cBixkmMit cinin s panx Ou winmyBaTu
[ mymy TMM MOBITpSIM HamyBaTH,

1o 3 TBOiX yCT NepernBa B IpoCTip.

Ta mesna tu! Mo B Jici 6e3 qoporu
Jlummsces 1. Kynu tenep? 3a unm?
[TinTsaTi AymMu, HE TPOBAISATH HOTH,

A B cepui xomof... um noBkoma, aum!. ..

Hamo, Hamo To6i [Turatu / Why, Why Do You Ask

Hartno, Hamo To61 nurarti,
Yu s m100mr0 Tebe, UM Hi. ..
O, neruie cepue po3ipsardy,

Hix 3HaTH BiAIOBIAL MEHI.

Yu s mo0io Tede, He 3Halo,
Criutaii BHOUI y CpiOHHX 3ip,
BecHoro Beimyxaiich B IIENECT Tako,

Brusucs B najb 3 3eJIEHUX Tip.

Cruraii y 9aiiku, 110 rojoce,
Crmraii y XxMap, 1o CIIb031 JUTIOTh,
ITigu Ha cnajieHi ITOKOCH,

[{o Bpa3 ocTanHHii pocH MIOTh, —-

Cnuraii, 00 51 cka3arh Oe3cuia...
S1 3HaI0 TIJIBKH TE,
[lo migent Tv, i BUpUTA MOTHIIA,

1 3racio coHe 3o510TE.

Ivan Franko, translation by Vira Slywotzky
Fate has become an insurmountable wall
Between us! We are like two ships
The sea carries apart between two shores

You my bright, inhospitable star!

From far away my gaze follows you.
Your fresh trail I would gladly kiss
And fill my soul with the air

That flows from your lips into the ether.

But you have vanished! As if in a forest without a path
I remain. Where to now? To what end?
Confused thoughts, my feet do not lead me,

A chill in my heart... Smoke all around me, smoke!...

Oleksander Oles, translation by UASP
Why, why do you ask

If I love you, or not?
It is easier to tear my heart apart

Than to know the answer.

Do I love you? I don’t know.
Ask the silver stars at night,
Listen in spring to the orchard’s rustle,

Look out in the distance from green mountain peaks.

Ask the seagull that laments,
Ask the clouds that spill their tears,
Go ask on the burnt fallow fields,

Drinking their last of the morning dew.

Ask them, because I cannot tell you.
I know only this: That you will leave
And there’s a grave already dug
And the golden sun has set.



Tsoi Oui / Your Eyes

TBo1 oui, sIK Te MOpe
CynokiiiHe, CBITJISIHE;
Ceplst MOTO JIaBHE Tope,
MoB NuIMHKA, B HUX TOHE.

TBOI 04i, MOB KPUHULIS
YHucTa Ha NepJIoBiM JiHi,
A Hafisi, MOB 3ipHULI,

3 HUX MPOOJIMCKYE MEHI.

Micsaup ScnHecenbkuii / Bright Moon

Micsripb ICHECEHBKUIT
[IpomiHb THXECEHBKUIA
Kunys 1o Hac.

Cu K TH MaJieCCHbKHIA,
[Ti3Hiit 00 yac.

JIr060 TH catuMmertr,
IToxu He 3HAaTHMeT,
[0 To mevans;
XyTKO IpuiMaTuMelI
JInxo Ta xKab.

Micsip ICHECEHBKUIA
[IpomiHb THXECEHbKHI
Kunys no Hac.

Cnu K TH MaJleCEHbKHH,
[Tokwu € gac!

Ceuio / Village

Ceno! I cepue onnounne:
Ceno Ha Hamiit Ykpaini —
Henaue nucanka, cemno.
3eeHNuM TraeM MopoCIo.
LIBiTyTh caam, OiNTiFOTH XaTH,
A Ha TOpi CTOSITH NaJarH,
Henaue nuBo. A kpyrom
[Hupoxonucrii Tomnou,

A Tam 1 mic, 1 Jic, 1 mone,

I cuni ropu 3a JIHimTpom.

CamM bor Butae Haj celIoM.
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Ivan Franko, translation by Steve Repa

Your eyes are like the sea
Light-hearted, so bright:
My heart’s old grief,

Like dust, drowns in them.

Your eyes are like a well
Pure on a pearly day,
And hope, like a star,
Sparkles out to me.

Lesia Ukrainka, translation by Anja Jov

The moon is bright,
A quiet ray of light
It sent to us.

Sleep, little child
It’s already late.

Peacefully you’ll sleep,
Until you learn

What sadness means;
You’ll quickly accept
Misery and regret.

The moon is bright,
A quiet ray of light
It sent to us.

Sleep, little child
While there is time!

Taras Shevchenko, translation by Olga Shartse
Our village! It’s a joy indeed
A village in Ukraine to see!
A painted Easter egg, no less,
A green grove grown all around.
White houses peep through trees in bloom,
And on the hill a mansion looms,
A perfect marvel. On all sides
Grow tall and stately poplar trees,
Then forests green, and rolling fields,
Beyond the Dnieper River mountains rise,

And God seems smiling from the skies!



