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Natalia Uzhvy

TECHE VODA

The Water Flows

Entr’acte and Excerpt
from Act 3 of the Opera

Victor Dobrovolsky
SVITE YASNY

Bright World

1 VERIS VA NA CHUZHYNI KATERINA
e . i Land
Ditrs Antonovich And I Grew Up in a Strange )
POSTAVLYU KHATU I KIMNATU | 2@LOTOYI I DOROHOYI music by ARKAS

Golden and Dear
MINAYUT INI, MINAYUT NOCHI
The Days Go By
DUMI MOYI
Thoughts of Mine
MENI ODNAKOVO
It's All The Same To Me
Sokirko
MENI ZDAYETSYA
It Seems To Me

I’ll Build a House Based on the poem by

TARAS SHEVCHENKO
Choir & Symphony Orchestra

Ivan Marianenko of The Kiev Radio

MENI TRINADTSYATI MINALO
I Was Thirteen
YAKBI VI ZNALI PANICHI

If You But Knew

KATERINA: Lilla Lobanova

Konstantin Simonenko, cONDUCTOR

SIDE I, Band 1: TECHE VODA, (The The cranes are off for home. SIDE I, Band 2: POSTAVLYU KHATU I

Water Flows). The Cossack weeps - his beaten KIMNATU, (I'11l
paths Build Myself A
The river empties to the sea, With weeds are overgrown. House ).

But out it never flows;

The Cossack lad his fortune seeks,

But never fortune knows.

The Cossack lad has left his home,

He's left his kith and kind;

The blue sea's waters splash and
foam,

Sad thoughts disturb his mind:

"Why, heedless, did you go away?

For what did you forsake

Your father old, your mother grey,

Your sweetheart, to their fate?

In foreign lands live foreign folks,

Their ways are not your way:

There will be none to share your
woes

Or pass the time of day."

Across the sea, the Cossack rests -
The choppy sea's distraught.
He thought with fortune to be
blessed -
Misfortune is his lot.
In vee-formation, 'cross the
waves

Teue Boja B CHHE MOpe,
Ta He BHTiKae€;
Illyka Kosak CBOIO HOJIO,
A noni HeMae.
ITiwoB ko3ak cBiT 3a 0ui;
I'pae cune Mope,
I'pae cepue Kosamexee,
A nyma roBoputh:
— Kyu ta iigem,

HE CNHTaBUIHCDL?
Ha xoro moxunys
Bartbka, HEHbKY CTapeHbKyio,
Mounony niBunmy?
Ha uyxuui e 1i moau,
TSXKKO 3 HUMH KHTH,
Hi 3 xum Gyne monsakaty,
Hi morosopurs.
CHauTh Ko3akK Ha TiM Gouwi —
I'pae cune mope.
JlymaB, 1oJsi 30CTpiHeTbCs —
CniTkaJsocs rope.
A xypaBai Jersitb cobi
Ha Toii 6ik Kmouamu.
[lnave ko3ak — wuisixu Guri
3apocin TepHaMH.

[C.-TTetep6ypr
1838]

I'11 build myself a cosy home

And plant a lovely orchard 'round.
And in my little paradise

I'11 rest or ‘'round my garden roam.
Thus by myself, alone, I'll rest
And in the orchard dream my dreams.
Gay children laughing at their play,
My mother's smiling face I'll see,

Scenes that have long forgotten

been,
Sun-kissed, will people then my
dreams!..
And you too!.. No, I'll never
rest
For you'll invade my dreams as
well.

You'll steal into my paradise
And work your evil...
My lonely haven turn to hell.

Jd.1

[TocraBmio xaty i kimHuary,
CazioKk-paliodoK Hacamxy.
IMochmxy s i moxomxy




B cBoiii ManeHbKiil Gaaroaari
Ta B oauui-caMOTHHI

B camouky Oyiy CIIOYHBATH.
IIpucHATBCS AITOUKH MeHi,
Pecenasi NMpHCHHUTbCA MaTH,
JlaBHe-KOMMIIHI Ta SICHUIH

* Tlpucuntbcs con Menil.. i Tul.
Hi, a ne 6yny crnoyuBati,

Bo i tu mpucHuumcs. I B Maauii
Paiiouok Mmiit cnigruxa-tuxa
Ilinkpaneruucsi, HapoOHIII JIHXA...
3ananum paif Miii caMOTHHH.

27 Centabpsa [1860
C.-ITerep6vrr]

SIDE I, Band 3: MENI TRINADTSYATT
MINALO, (When I

Was Thirteen)

My thirteenth birthday soon would
come .
I herded lambkins on the lea.
Was it the magic of the sun,
Or what was it affected me?
I felt with joy all overcome
As though in heaven...
The time for lunch had long passed
by,
And still among the weeds I lay
And prayed to God I know not why
It was so pleasant $hen to pray
For me, an orphan peasant boy,
Or why such bliss so filled me
there?
The sky seemed bright, the village
fair,
The very lambs seemed to rejoice!
The sun's rays warmed but did not
sear!

But not for long the sun stayed kind,
Not long in bliss I prayed ...

It turned into a ball of fire

And set the world ablaze.

As though just wakened up, I gaze:
The hamlet's drab and poor,

And God's blue heavens - even they
Are glorious no more.

I look upon the lambs I tend -

Those lambs are not my own!

I eye the hut wherein I dwell -

I do not have a home!

God gave me nothing, naught at alll..
I bowed my head and wept,

Such bitter tears... And then a lass
Who had been sorting hemp

Not far from there, down by the path,
Heard my lament and came

Across the field to comfort me;

She spoke a soothing phrase

And gently dried my weeping eyes

And kissed my tear-wet face...

It was as though the sun had smiled,

As though all things on earth were
mine,

My own...The orchards, fields and

groves!..

And, laughing merrily the while,

The master's lambs to drink we drove.

How nauseating!.. Yet, when I

Recall those days, my heart is sore

That there my brief life's span the
Lord

Did not grant me to live and die

There, plowing, I'd have passed away.

With ignorance my life-long lot,

I'd not an outcast be today,

I'd not be cursing Man and God!..

N. N.

Meni TpuHaILATHII MHHATIO
1 mac sirHATa 3a CEJIOM.
Uy TO Tak COHEYKO ciaro,
Um Tak Mmeni yoro Oy.10?
Meni tak J1060, J1000 cTadno,
Henaue B Gora {
YiKe MPOKJHKaI¥ J0 naio,
A s cobi y Oyp’siui
Mouoca Gory... I He 3Haio,
Uoro maJjeHbKOMY MeHi
Toai Tak MPHASHO MOJILICCh,
Yoro Tak Beceso 6yno?
Tocriogne HeGo i cemdo
SIrHs, 3MaEThCs, BECEJHIOCh
I comie rpisno, He HEKJO!
Ta uwegoBro conme rpiao;™ .
HeznoBro Mo/IHJIOCE... 4
3anek/s0, NOYEPBOHINO
I pait 3ananunjo.
MoB mpOKHEYBCS, AHBJIOCA:
CeJio MoYOpHio,
Boxe nebo romyGee
I Te momapsiso.
[TorasuyB s Ha srusTa —
He moi sarusta!
OOGepnyBcsi s Ha XaTH —
Hema B meHe xaTh
He naB meni 6or uivoro!..
I XJAHHYJH CIbO3H
TsaxKi capo3u!.. A niBuHHa
Tpu camiii aoposi
Henaneko kojo meHe
ITncckine BubHpana
Ta it mouy.aa, WO s MJjady,
[Mpuiina, npusiTana,
YTtupana Moi CJAbO3H
I nouinysaaa. >
Henaue coHue 3aciso,
Henaue Bce Ha CBiTi cTajno
Moe... aaum, rai, caaul..
I mu, JKapTyiouH, MOTrHAIH
UYyKi ArHATa 10 BOAH.

Bpuausa!.. a # npoci, Ak 3rajaio,
To cepue niaye Ta GONHTH,
YoMy rocnciib He 1aB NOKHTb
MauJioro Biky y TiM paio.

Vyep OH OpIOYH Ha HHBI,
Hivyoro 6 Ha cBiTi He 3HaB
He GyB 61 B CBiTi IOPOAHBHM,
Jliopeit i [6ora] e mpokass!..

[Opcbka kpinocThb
1847]

SIDE I, Band 4: YAKBI VI ZNALI
PANICHI, (If You

But Knew)

Young gentlemen, if you but knew
Where people weep their whole life
through
You'd not compose your rhapsodies
And God for nothing you'd not
praise --
And mock our tears and twit the truth.
The tranquil cottage in the grove
You call a paradise, I know.
In such a cottage once I dwelt
And there my first hot tears were
spilt,
My early tears! I know no vice,
No wrong or evil anywhere
That's not witfin that cottage fair..
And yet they call it paradise!

I do not speak of that wee house

Beside the village, by the copse,

As though 'twere paradise on earth.
'Twas there my mother gave me birth

And, singing as her child she nursed,
She passed her pain to me... 'Twas there,
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In that wee house, that Eden fair,
That I saw hell... There people slave
Without a let-up night and day,

Not even given time to pray.

In that same village to her grave

My gentle mother, young in years,

Was laid by toil and want and cares.
There father, weeping with his brood
(And we were tiny, tattered tots),
Could not withstand his bitter lot
And died at work in servitude!..

And we -- we scattered where we could
Like little field mice. I to school --
To carry water for the class.

My brothers slaved on the estate

And then, conscripted, marched away!
And you, my sisters! Fortune has
Reserved for you the cruellest fate!
What is the purpose of your life?
Your youth in service slipped away,
Your locks in service will turn grey,
In service, sisters, you will die!

My blood runs cold when I recall
That cottage in the village fair!
Such deeds, O God, do we do there
Where piety rules over all
And all in paradise should dwell!
Of heaven we have made a hell,
Yet for another heaven call.
We with our brothers live in peace,
We with our brothers plow the fields
And water them with brothers' tears.
And also, maybe... Nay, I fear,
But so it seems... perhaps, O God
(Because without, Thy will divine
We'd not in nakedness repine
In paradise), perhaps You mock
Us also, Father, from the sky
And with the masters You conspire
On how to rule us here below.
For look: there smiles a verdant
grove,
And from behind the grove a pool
Peeps shyly out, behind it stands
A row of willows washing hands,
Their branches, in the waters cool...
Is this not truly “paradise?
Look once again uhtil your eyes
See what has made this heaven cruel!
You'll see rejoicing, songs of praise
To Him, our God above, alone
For all the marvels He has made!
No, not a bit! There's praise for
none !
Just blasphemy and blood and wails =--
All things are curst, all is
blasphemed!
There's nothing sacred left on earth..
And even Thee, it seems to me,
The people have already cursed!
* *
*
Ax6n BH 3HAMH, NaHHUI,
,D.C JI01H NMNMavyTh ZHBVULL
To Bu 6 cacriii He TBORILIH
Ta mapHe Gora 6 He XBa li.TH,
Ha waiui ¢1503R CMIIOMHCh.
3a mo, He 3HAl0, HA3INBAOTL
XaTHHY B rai THXHM pa€m.
S B xaTi MYYHBCF KOJHCh,
Moi Tam CJTbO3H MPO.TH.IECh,
Haitnepwi cavosn. §1 He =iato,
Un ectb y Gora Jdiote 3.0,
Illo 6 y Ti# xaTi He xK10?
A xaTy paem Ha3HBawTh!

He wasuBao 11 paem,
Tii XaTHHOYKH Y rai
Han uicrum craBom Kpa# ce’da




Mene TaM MaTH nNOBHIA

1. nopuBaiouu, cnisaaa,

CBOIO HyAbry Tnepesunana

B cBoio anTHHY... B Tim raio,
Y T1i#i xartuui, y paio,

9] 6ayuB nek’ao.. Tam HeBOaf,
Pob6ora TaxKKas, HIKOJIH

I nomosnuTHCh He NAKOTh.

Tam matip no6pyio Moio.

lile Moaoxyio —y Moruiy
Hyxnaa Ta npans nojoXH.ia.
Taw GaTbko, niauyud 3 AiTbMH
(A mu mani 6yau i reai),

He surepnis anxol noni,
Yyep na namunuil.. A Mu
Posaisanca MeKH JI0AbMn,
Mos MuuichHaTa. §1 10 urkomi —
Hocutu BOay LLKOJAPAM.
Bpatu Ha nauuiMHy XOmdql,
TNoku J06H iM NOTOIHN!

A cectpu! Cecrpn! Tope Bay,
Moi roay6kn Moao04ii,

Jlas xoro B cBiti xwuBere?

Bun 2 waiiMax BUpOCJIH 4YyXKil,
Y wuaifimax kocu noGiniloTh,

Y waiimax, cectpu, i ympere!

Meni ax crpawmHo, AK 3rajaio
Oty xaThHy Kpait cena!
Takii, 6oxe Ham, Aina
Mu tBOpEMO y Hamim pai
Ha npasenniit TBOi#t 3emuil
Mu B pai mexso po3BesiH,
A B TeGe apyroro Gsaraem,
3 6paTaMH THXO JKHBEMO,
Jlanu GpataMH OpeMO
I ix cabo3aMu MOJHBAEM.
A Moxe H Te 1ie... Hi, HE 3HAIO,
A Tak 3maeTbCA.. CaM €CH..
(Bo 6e3 TBOEi, Goxke, BOJi
Mu 6 ne myaunuch B pai roai)
A moxe fi caMm Ha HeGecH
Cwmienica, 6aTedxy, Hal HaMH
Ta, Moske, pajuulica 3 MaHaMH,
Sk npasuTh Mupom! Bo mmBuCB:
On rait seneHuit NMOXHJIHBCH,
A ou 3-3a raioo BHTJIfJ2E
CTaBOK, HeHaue TOJOTHO,
A Bep6u retb MOHA CTaBOM
Tuxecenbko €061 KynaioTb
3eneni situ... [lpaBna, pai?
A nonusucss Ta cnutail
[llo Tam TBOpHTBCSA y TiM pai!
3pnruafline, paaocTb Ta xBaaal
To6i enuHoMy CBATOMY
3a ausuii TBOI Hinal
Otum-60 it 6a! XBaau niromy,
A KpoB, Ta CJIbO3H, Ta XyJa,
Xyna sesomy! Hi, mi, minoro
Hema cBsitoro Ha 3eMii...
Meni 3paerbes, 1O # camoro
Tebe Bxe JOAH NPOKNAIH!

[OpenGypr
18501

SIDE I, Band 5: SVITE YASNY,

(Bright World)

0 world of sunshine!. Peaceful world!
0 world unhampered, freedom world!
Why in your spacious, cheery home,
That's but to live in, brother-world

All-powerful you're yet

enchained

(211 wise, yet you're duped),
By royal purple mantle covered
And finished by the crucifix?

You are not finished! Wake and rise
And shed your brillisnt light on us,
Light up our lives!.. From royal
cloak
We'll yet make foot-cloths for
ourselves,

We'll light our pipes from the
censers,
We'll light the stove with miracle
icons,
With priest's sprinklers, brother,
we shall set
To sweep our new house free of dirt!

Caite sicnpit! Crite Thxufi!

CaiTe BO/BHHIT, HecrmOBHTHIT!

3a mo x Tebe, cpite-Gpare,

B cBoiii mo6piii, Temnili xarti
OKOBaHO, OMYDPaHO
(TIpemynporo OAypeHo),

BarpaBgisMy 3aKpHTO i

1 pear’stieM Jpo6uto?

He noGuto! Crpenenucs!
Ta Haj HAMH NPOCBiTHCH,
Tpocsitresl.. Byaem, Gpare,
3 OarpsHunb OHyYi apar,
JlionbKK 3 Kaiug 3aKypsTH,
SIBAeHHUMH Iy TOMHTH,
A gpopmiom Oymem, Oparte,
Hosy xary Bumitarta!

27 Lious [1860
C.-TTerepGypr]

SIDE I, Band 6: I VERIS VA NA

CHUZHYNI (And I
Grew Up In A Strange
Land)

I grew up away from home
And I'm turning grey in foreign parts:
In my alone-ness it seems to me --
There's nothing more beautiful than
the Dnieper
And our famous country entire...
But I see -- it's good only there
Where we are not. At an evil hour
I recently got the opportunity
To visit Ukraine,
To visit that best of all villages...
The one where my mother cradled me
When I was small and in the night
Went to work to earn enough
To buy candles to God;
Kneelind and bowing in the church
She placed those candles before the
Virgin,
Praying that good fortune should
bless
Her child ... It is well, my mother,
'Tis well you early went to sleep,
Else you would have cursed God
If you knew my fortune.
It is terribly bad
In that fine village:
The people roam about blacker
Than the black soil. The green
orchards
Have withered, the white cottages
Have rotted and have tumbled down,
The fishponds with weeds are over-
growm.
It's as though the village had
burned down
And the people as though bereft of

mind
Silently march to toil on the lord's
estate
And even lead their children with
them!..

I dropped a bitter tear and then
Went back to foreign parts again.
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It is not only in that one village
But everywhere in our famous Ukraine
The crafty masters have yoked up
The people in harness... They are

perishing!
The sons of knights are perishing
in yoke!
Meanwhile the despicable lords are
selling

To their brethren, the Jewish

enterpreneurs,

Their last pair of pants...

It's very bad, it's terrible
To perish in this wilderness!
But it's still worse in the Ukraine
To see, to weep and to keep silent!

‘When you don't look and see that evil

Everything appears so peaceful, fine

And good in the Ukraine.

Our ancient Dnieper 'tween steep
banks

Like a child swimming in milk

Is rejoicing in beauty

And all Ukraine is proud.

Above the Dnieper large villages

Are dressed in lush greens,

And in those happy villages

The people too are happy.

Perhaps it would really so become

If not a trace of the masters

Were left in the Ukraine...

I Bupic s Ha wyxuni,
I cuBilo B yyxomy Kpai:
To oaHHOKOMYy Meii
31a€TbCs — Kpalloro HéMae
Hiuoro B 6ora, six Juinpo
Ta Hamwa cjaaBuasi Kpaida...
Ax Gauy, Tam Ti1bKO 10GpO,
Jle nac nema. B auxy roauny,
SIkoch HeZABHO J0BEJIOChH
Meui saixate B YKpainy,
Y Te HallKpallee celo...
Y Te, ne MaTH noBuBaJja
Mene magsoro i Bitoui
Ha csiugy Gory 3apodiasia;
Tloknoun Tszkkii 0'10uw,
Ipeuncriii crasuaa, mouua,
100 pong ac 1 aobuaa
11 aurnay... Spe, MaMo,
1ilo Tu sapauue cuarp JdrJa,
A 10 6 TH Gora npok.Isiia
3a wiil Tajan.

Ak ctpax meramo
V' TiM XopoloMy cesi:
Uopuinte yopuoi semai
Bj1yKaloTh Jiio/1d; MOBCHXANN
Canu 3eseHi, MOTHYAN
BisenbKi xaTH, NOBAJAJIHCH,
Crasu Oyp’siHOM HOPOCJIH.
(Cesto HeHaue noropisgo,
lenaue M0 NOAYDIIH,
Hivi na marmuny iayts

I niTouok cBoix pepyTb!..

I s, 3anakaBuy, Hasan
IloixaB 3HOBY H& YyZKHiY.

I He B oaHiM oTim cedi,
A ckpiss Ha caaBHiit Yrpaini
Jhopeli y sipma 3anpsiriu
INaun aykasi.. Funyts! TaHyTh!
VY sipmax JurapchbKi CHHH,
A npenoratii naHn
JKunam, Gpatam CBOiM XOpOLIHM,
Ocrarhi npojiaioTh IITAHH...
ITorano ay:ke, crpax mnorato!
B ouiit mycriiHi nponanars.
A me norakwe Ha Yxpafiui
JuBuTHCh, MIaKaTh —i MOBUATDH!




A sk He Gayuml TOrO JHMXa,
To ckpisp 31aetbes 1060, THXO,
1 na Ykpaiui no6po.
Mix répamu crapuit Tuinpo,
Henauce B moJsoui autuna,
Kpacyerbea, moGyerbest
Ia Bcio Ykpainy.
A noHax HMM 3eJeHilOTh
Iupoxii cena,
A y cenax y BeceJux
I monu pecedi.
Bono 6, moxe, Tak i craJjocs,
$Ik6H He ocTasNoCh
Chiny naucbkoro B Yxpaiini.

[Koc-Apan
1848]

SIDE I, Band 7: I ZOLOTOYI I
DOROHOYI,

{Golden and Dear)

I'd have you know, I don't regret
My golen, precious youthful fate:
Yet sometimes such sadness fills
My soul that I am forced to weep.
And what is more, whene'er I see
A little lad in a village.
Like a bud torn from the bough,
All alone he sits beside a hedge,
Dressed in tatters, there he sits.
It seems to me that I'm that boy,
That it's my own childhood sitting
there.
It seems to me that lad will ne'er
Know what it's like to live free,
In sacred freedom. That just like
that
His finest years will slip away
Without a purpose, without use,
That he won't know which way to
turn
On this vast freedom world of ours,
He'll first go into se.vice, then
In order that he should cease to
fret,
That he should have a place to lay
his head,
They'll conscript him into the army.

I 3os10T01 i moporoi
Mesni, 11106 3Hanu BH, He XKaJb
Moei noni moaonoi:
A iHoni Taka negasn
OctynuTh ayumry, ax sariady.
A me po Toro, six nobauy
Manoro xJonu¥ka B cei.
Mos ozxipBasoch ox rinani,
Onno-oxHicinbKe mix THHOM
Cunute cobi B cTapiii paaunHi.
Metwi 31a€eThes, 10 ce f,
Illo me K Ta MoJOXICTH MOSL.
Memni 3naerbes, 10 HIKOJH
Bono ne Gauutnme BoJi,
CasiToi Bosensku. Illo rak
JlapemHe, MapHe NPOJIETATH
Moro naiikpamii Jita,
Illo BiH He 3HaTHMe, Ae AIiTHCH
Ha ciM mmpokiM BoJbHIM CBITi,
I mize B HaliMH, i KOJIHCB,
1Ilo6 BiH We mJaaKaB, He XKYPHBCH,
11106 Bin ne-HeOyab NPHXHIHBCH,
To omnanyte y MocKadi.

[Koc-Apan
1849]

SIDE I, Band 8: MINAYUT INI, SIDE I, Band 9: DUMI MOYI, (My

MINAYUT NOCHI, Thoughts)

(The Days Gone O

By) My thorny thoughts, my thorny thoughts,

PF You bring me only woe!
The days go by, the nights go by, Why do you on the paper stand
The summer's passing; yellow leaves So sadly row on row?...
Are rustling; light deserts the eye, Why did the winds not scatter you
Thoughts fade away and feelings Like dust across the steppes?

sleep - Why did ill-luck not cradle you

All falls asleep. And I don't know To sleep upon its breast?...
If I'm alive or but so-so,
Just floundering about the earth, My thoughts, my melancholy thoughts,
For I know neither rue nor mirth... My children, tender shoots!

0 I nursed you, brought you up - and now
Where art thou, Fate? Where _art thou, What shall I do with you?...

Fate? Go to Ukraine, my homeless waifs!
No fate have I at all! Your way make to Ukraine
If You begrudge good fortune, Lord, Along back roads like vagabonds,
Let evil fate befall! But I'm doomed here to stay.
Don't let me walk aroond asleep,
A dead heart in my breast, There you will find a heart that's true
And roll about, a rotten log, And words of welcome kind,
A hindrance to the rest. There honesty, unvarnished truth
Oh, let me live, live with my heart And, maybe, fame you'll find...
And. love the human race, So welcome them, my Motherland,
But if not that... then let me curse Ukraine, into your home!
And set the world ablaze! Accept my guileless, simple brood
It's terrible to lie in chains, And take them for your own!

To rot in dungeon deep,
But it's still worse, when you are free [lymu moi, aymu Moi,

To sleep and sleep and sleep - Jluxo meni 3 Bamu
And then forever close your eyes Hamto cranmn na nanepi
And leave not e'en a trace, Cymuumu psigamu?..

Up ae ~ %
So that the fact you lived or died ‘l‘““ Bac BiTep He pPO3BIfB
No whit of difference makes! f} creny, K MUIHHY?
Where art thou, Fate? Where art thou, 9i B THA0HS R

SIK cBOIO AMTHHY?..
Fate? -

No fate have I at all!

If You begrudge good fortune, Lord, Bo Bac JHx0 Ha cBiT Ha cMix mopoamno,

Let evil fate befall! [MonuBanK CJALO3H... YOM He 3aTOMHIH,
He BuHecqH B MOpe, He PO3MHJH B MOJi?..
He nutanau 6 moam — mo B MeHe GOJHTH?
MunaioTh 1Hi, MHHAIOTH HOUi, He muramn 6, 3a 1110 NPOKIAKHHAI AOJIO,
Munae aito. Hlenecturs Yoro nymxy csitom? «Hivoro po6urb»,—
IToxoBKJI€ JIMCTS, racHyTh Oui, He ckasanu 6 na &Mix...
3acHyJH JAyMH, ceple CIHTb, Kgitn moi, nitu!
I Bce sachyuio, i He 3Halo, Hauio Bac KoxaB s, Haulo, AOrJsaaB?

UK 51 KHBY, YH J0JKHBAIO,
Uu Tak mo CBIiTYy BOJIOYYCH,
Bo Bxke He miauy it He CMilOCh...

Un samave cepue 0OJHO HA BCiM CBiTi,
Sk 7 3 Bamu maakae?.. Moxe, i Brajas.
Mozke, HaliieTbest AiBoue

Cepue, kapi oui,

o sannauyTeh Ha ci AyMH —

S Ginbuie He Xouy...

Hoxe, ne tu! IHone, ne tu?
Hema Hisikoi;
Konn no6Gpoi xkanb, Goxe,

To pait 3x0i, 370i! Opny cibo3y 3 oueit KapHx —
. !

He nmait cnatu xomsuomy, L.. man wan nawnamul..

Cepuem 3aMupaTH Jdymn moi, nymn moil

I raujo0 Kosonowo Jluxo meHi 3 Bamul..

ITo cBity BasnATHCH. e
A nait XHTH, CepueM XHTH
I mopelt JioGUTH,
A Konu Hi.. TO NPOKJIHHATH
I cBir 3anmaautu!
CrpamHo .BnacTd y KaHpauu,
YMupath B HeEBOI,
A me ripue — cnart, cnar,
I cnartu nHa BOMTi —
I 3acHyTH HaBik-BiKH,
I criny He KuHYTB
Hiskoro, oxHakoBo,
Uu KuB, UM 3aruHys!
Hone, ne TH, none, ne TH?
Hewma nisikoi!
Koau no6poi xanb, Goxe,
To nait snoi!l anoil - ITpusirtait ke, MOsi HEHbKO!
Mos1 YkpaiHo!
#l %i':é‘:‘f:lam“ Moix IiTOK Hepo3yMHHX,
SIK cBOIO AMTHHY.

HOymu moi, aymu Moil

Ksith moi, aitu!

Bupocras Bac, Lor/iisifias BacC —
Jle » MeHi Bac IiTH?..

B VYkpaiuny igite, mitu!

B mnawy Ykpainy,
IToniATHHHIO, CHPOTAMH,

A s — TyT 3arumny.

Tam naitnere uupe cepue

I cnoBo sackase,

Tam naiigere mupy npasay,
A uie, MOXe, i caaBy...

[C.-TTetep6ypr
1839]




SIDE I, Band 10: MENI ODNAKOVO,

(It's ALl The Same
To Me)

It makes no difference to me

If in Ukraine I'll live or no.

If I'm remembered or I'm doomed

To be forgot in alien snows =--

It makes no difference to me.

I grew up 'mid alien folk in bondage,
And without tears from my own folk
I'11 die in prison, sad of heart,
And everything will pass with me --
Nor leave the very slightest trace

In our good and famous Ukraine,

In our land -- which is not ours.

A father won't remind his son

And say to him, "Oh, pray, my son,

A long time ago they tortured him

He died a martyr for Ukraine. --

It makes no difference to me

If that son prays or does not pray..
But it does make a difference to me
If evil and cunning men lull to sleep
Ukraine and rob her and she will wake
To flames about her...

Oh, it makes a difference to me.

Meni oaxakoBo, ud Oyay
S1 xuTb B YKpaiHi, ud Hi.
Yy xTto 3rajpae, 4yd 3adyile
Mene B CHiry Ha 4yKHHi —
OHAaKOBICIHBKO MeHi.

B HeBoJi BHpIC MiX YyXHUMMH,
I, HeonsiakaHuil CBOIMH,
B neposii, nuiauyuu, vMpy,
T Bce 3 coboio 3abepy,
Masnoro ciily He MOKHHY
Ha wawiit cnasuiii Ykpaiui,
Ha wuauwiii — He cBOilt 3emui.
I He nom’sine GATLKO 3 CHHOM,
He ckaxe cuHOBi: — MovHCh.
Mouucs, cuny: 3a Bkpainy
Vloro saMyuH/H KOJIHCH.—
Meui oanakoBo, un Gyne
Toil CHH MOJIATHCS, YH Hi...
Ta ne ©IHAaKOBO MeHi,
SIk Ykpainy 3aii Jaioae
IpucnasTte, Jykasi, i B orui
1i, okpanenyio, 36yISiTh..
Ox, He OIHAKOBO MEHi.
[13 kazemari

1847)

SIDE I, Band 11: MENI ZDAYETSYA,
(It Seems To Me)

I do not know, but it seems to me
That maybe some people in truth

don't die
But still while living they crawl
into

A hog or some such beast, and live,
Wallowing about in mud
As formerly they wallowed in sin.
It's really so. I'm not perturbed
About the poor grey common folk -=-
They are forgot by God Himself'!
So how can I avail them ought!
But where are those others?...Can
it be true
Some churl has strung them in the
smoke-house
May it not be so?
They made
A lot of good upon the earth,
Spilled people's tears in rivers

For bacon?

And blood in seas. The people know
Who 'tis they feed and whom they
tend.
wWas it for
fame
They spilled those seas of blood,
Or for themselves? No, 'twas
for us!
For us good folks they set the
world afire!
Until they were hung up in the
smoke-house
I'm sure a swineherd would have
pastured them
In the pasture-land. Oh cursed
ones!

And what d'ye think:

Where is your fame?
Where is your gold, where are your
palaces?
Where is your great power? In
vaults,
In vaults lime-painted by hangmen
Who are just as evil as you.
You lived as wicked beasts of prey
And turned to pigsi....
Where are you
0 sainted martyr?
Divine prophet? You're among us,
You are eternal, always with us
Hovering o'er us like a saintly
angel.
Dear friend, you will speak to us
Gently, gently...about love,
About the ill-fated masiden, about
grief,
Or else about God, about the sea
Or of the people's blood
Illustrous hangmen shed for nought.
You'll weep before us in great
sorrow
And we'll weep too... It is alive,
The poet's sainted spirit lives,
It lives in his sacred writings
And reading them we come alive
And get the feel of God on high.

Thank you, my poor friend!

I know that you shared your mite,

Shared all you had... Before God

You've earned an awful lot, my
brother!

You sent to me in prison vile

Our poet's works... You opened up

The gates to me to freedom!

Thank you, my friend! I will read

(If but a little...) and revive...

I'11 welcome hope back fo my

heart,
I'11l gently-gently sing a song
And speak of God as God again.

Meni sgaerbesi, 1 He 3HAI,

A noau crnpaBii He BMHPAIOTh,
A nepejyize Ie KHBE

B cBuuio, aboino, Ta H XKHBE,
Kynaerbess co6i B KaJoXi,
MoB nepw Kynajnocsi B Tpixax.
I cnpaBzni Tak. Meni 6aiinyxe
3a mpocTHX CipHX cipomax
Bouu i rocnogom 3abyri!

Tak mo > MeHi TyT rpiTH-AyTH!
A ne ori??. Hesxke B caxax
F'onye xam co6i Ha cano?

A moxe # Tak? Jlo6pa ummaino
Bouun TBOpHJIH Ha 3eM.i,
PikamMu cJbO3H PO3JIHJIH,

A xpoB MopsiMu. JIionu 3HAIOTh,
Koro roayiotb, AOrasnaloTh.

I mo 3K BH cKaxere: 3a CJlaBy
JInnn BoHH MOpsl KpoBaBi

2

Only in-words!

A60 3a ce6e? Hi, sa nac!

3a Hac, cep/ielIHAX, MHp majuiu!
IToku ix B cax He 3acajuJIH.
Adx6u He Te, TO neBHe 6 nac
Cunap B tosomi. Kumsaril knaril
Ie x cnasa sama?? Ha cuoax!
/e Bame 305070, MajnaTH?

Jle Bnacte Besmkasi? B ckaenax
B ckienax, TOBalIeHHX KaTaMH,
TakuMH X CaMHMH, SIK BH.
JKunu BH JIIOTHMH 3BipMH,

A B cBuHi nepeiuuu! .
Jle x Tn?
Besnukomyuenuue CBATHII? !
[Tpopoue Goxuit? Tu Mix HaMH,
Tu, mpHCHOCYIIH 2, BCIOAH 3 HAMH
Buraemnr aHrejiom CBSITHM.

Tu, mobuit npyxKe, 3aroBOPHLI
THUXeHBKO-THXO... TIPO JI060B

Flpo Gearananuyio, npo rope;
AGo mpo Gora, Ta npo Mope,

A60 mpo MapHe JIHTY KpOB

3 Jiofiel BeJIMKHMH KaTaMH.
3annavenr TAXKKO repex Hamu,

I mu samnauemo. )Kusa

Jlyia moeroBa cBsTas,

JKuBa B CBATHX CBOIiX pedax,

I Mu, uyurasi, OXKHUBAEM

I uyem Gora B HeGecax.

Criacu6i, npyxe Miit yGoruii!
Tu, 3Hato, JienTy pO3AiJIHB
Cgoio eauny... Ilepen Gorom
Barato, 6pate, 3apo6uB!

Tu mepecsiaB MeHi B HEBOJIO
Iloera Hamioro,— Ha BOJIIO
Meni Th nBepi oaYuHHUB!
Cnacu6i, apyxe! ITpounraio
(A6 XOTb Majo...), OXKHBY...
Hapnito B cepui mpusitaio,
THXEHBKO-THXO 3aCMiBalo

I 6Gora 6oromM Ha3oBYy.

[Opeunbypr
1850]

SIDE II

Katerina

.

The owls hoot, the forest slumbers,
Stars twinkle in splendour,
Through amaranth, by the wayside,
Gophers play and wander.
Good folk have long gone to rest,
Each his own way wearied:
Some — from success, some — from tears,
All by darkness cherished.
Like a mother o'er her children,
Night has spread her cover;
How has she emhraced Katrusya:
In house, or in forest?
In a meadow, beneath the sheaves
With her small son playing,

Or in a grove beside a log

A lone wolf awaiting?

Better that these brows so dark,
Should be owned by none,
When because of them such sorrow,
Such grief must be borne!

And what further still awaits?
More hardships, much more!
Yellow sands will bar the way
And folk that are foreign;

A harsh winter to endure . . .







