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ÁÅÇÑÎÍÍÀ Í²×

Äóøíî, ³ òèõî, ³ òåìíî óñþäè,
Òüìà ìåíå äàâèòü, çëîâ³ñíàÿ òüìà,
Ñâ³òó ÿñíîãî íåìà... Äå æ âè, ëþäè,
Äå âè ïîä³ëèñü? Íåìà âàñ, íåìà...

Ãð³çí³¿ ñò³íè ñòîÿòü ìîâ÷àçëèâî,
Êðóòÿòüñÿ ïðèâèäè â äèê³ì òàíêó...
Äå æ òè, ïðåêðàñíàÿ, äå òè, ùàñëèâà,
Â ñÿéâ³ êðàñè, ÿê ó ïèøí³ì â³íêó?

Äóøíî... Â³êíî îä÷èíèòè? Í³ � òèõî
Ìð³¿ áëàêèòí³ âëåòÿòü ó â³êíî,
Â ñåðö³ æ íåìà äëÿ íèõ ì³ñöÿ... òàì ëèõî...
Ñåðöå íóäüãóº, ³ ïëà÷å âîíî.

Äóøíî ³ òèõî... Î ñíè ÷àð³âí³¿,
Äå âè? Íà ìåíò ëèø îäèí ïðèëåò³òü!
Ñò³íè áåçäóøí³¿, ñò³íè í³ì³¿ �
Àõ, ðîçñòóï³òüñÿ! Íà âîëþ ïóñò³òü!
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A SLEEPLESS NIGHT

It�s stuffy, quiet and dark everywhere,
A darkness strangles me, an evil darkness,
The bright world is gone... Where are you, people,
Where have you disappeared? You�re gone, all gone...

Threatening walls stand in silence,
Apparitions twist in a wild dance...
Where are you, beautiul one, where are you, happy one,
In the glow of beauty as if in an elegant wreath?

It�s stuffy... Open a window? No � quietly
Azure dreams fly into the window,
There�s no place in the heart for them... calamity�s there...
My heart broods and cries.

It�s stuffy and quiet... Where are you,
Enchanted dreams? Let one fly to me for just a moment!
Soulless walls, mute walls �
Move apart! And set me free!
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* * *

ßê âå÷³ð ðîæåâèé íà çåìëþ çëåòèòü,
ß âèéäó ñàìîòí³é ó ãàé,
Ïîãëÿíó, ÿê ñîíöå â ï³âñí³ çîëîòèòü
Âåñü ñòîìëåíèé, çìó÷åíèé êðàé.

Øåïòàòèìóòü êàçêó ÷óäîâó ëèñòêè,
Òó êàçêó, ùî ÷óëè â³ä õìàð,
² ìð³¿ ïîëèíóòü íàä ÿñí³ ç³ðêè,
Â êðà¿íó äàëåêóþ ÷àð.

Íà êðèëàõ øîâêîâèõ, áëàêèòíî-ÿñíèõ
ß ç íèìè çä³éìóñü, ïîëå÷ó,
² çíîâó íå áóäå ó äóìàõ ìî¿õ
Í³ ìóê, í³ ñòðàæäàíü, í³ ïëà÷ó�
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* * *

As the pink evening descends onto the earth
I step out alone into a grove,
I�ll look as the sun half asleep turns to gold
The entire weary, worn out land.

Leaves will whisper a wondrous fairy tale,
One that is heard from the clouds,
And dreams will take wing over bright stars
To a far-off land of enchantments.

On silken wings, a bright sky-blue,
I�ll rise up with them and fly off.
And once again in my thoughts there will be
No agony, suffering, or tears...
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ÍÀ Á²ËÈÕ ÎÑÒÐÎÂÀÕ

I
Áëàêèòíèé îêåàí íåáåñíèé íåçì³ðÿííèé

Ðîçêèíóâñÿ âèñîêî íàä çåìëåþ,
² õìàðè-îñòðîâè ïëèâóòü â ò³ì îêåàí³.

Ïëèâó÷³ îñòðîâè, íåíà÷å ç ñí³ãó, á³ë³ �
Íà âàñ ëå÷ó� õî÷ äóìêîþ ñâîºþ,

Ùîá ñåðöå ÷àðàìè ñïîêîþ âè óêðèëè.

II
Á³ë³, ëåãåíüê³ õìàðè ñíîâ³éí³

Òèõî ïëèâóòü;
Í³æíî-ñïîê³éí³ ³ ãàðìîí³éí³

×àðè ñêð³çü ëëþòü.

III
ß íà îñòðîâ³-õìàð³ ïëèâó

Â íåáåñàõ,
Íà çåìë³ ÿ âæå á³ëüø íå æèâó!

Êðóãîì ìåíå ïðîì³ííÿ áëèùèòü,
², ìîâ ïòàõ,

Õìàðà â áåçâ³ñòü äàëåêó ëåòèòü.

IV
Ïðîùàéòå, ñòðàæäàííÿ

² ìóêè êîõàííÿ!
Ïðîùàé, óñÿ çåìëå, íå âìèòà îä ñë³ç,
Äå â ãîð³, ñàìîòíèé, æóðëèâèé ÿ çð³ñ�

´

´
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ON WHITE ISLANDS

I
The immeasurably heavenly blue ocean

Spread high above the earth,
With cloud islands floating in this ocean.

Floating white islands as though made of snow �
I fly at you... at least in my thoughts,

So that you could shelter my heart with serenity�s charms.

II
White, buoyant sleepwalking clouds

Quietly float;
Tenderly peaceful and melodious

Everywhere they pour out their charms.

III
I float along on an island cloud

In the heavens,
No longer living on earth!

Around me a ray of light gleams
And, like a bird,

The cloud flies into the far-off unknown.

IV
Farewell, suffering

And the agony of love!
Farewell, entire earth, unwashed from tears,
Where in grief, alone, I grew up sorrowful...
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Òåïåð ÿ â ïðîñòîð³,
Â áëàêèòíîìó ìîð³!

Òóò ñîíöå áëèñêó÷å,
Ëàñêàâî-ìîãó÷å
Âñå ò÷å çîëîòèñòó íàì³òêó ÿñíó�
Áåçæóðíèé, ñïîê³éíèé ÿ òèõî çàñíó

Ï³ä ïðîìåíåì ìèëèì,
Íà îñòðîâ³ á³ë³ì�

V
ß ïðîêèíóâñü� â³òåð âèº,
Õìàðè ÷îðí³ â ãóðò çãàíÿº,
Õìàðè á³ë³ ðîçðèâàº�
Ñîíöå çëÿêàíå íå ãð³º�

Çîëîòèñò³ íèòêèí³æí³
Õìàðè ÷îðí³ ðîç³ðâàëè�
² îä ñòðàõó çàäðèæàëè
Îñòðîâè âñ³ á³ëîñí³æí³.

Ãðàº áëèñêàâêà ó õìàð³,
Ãð³ì ãóäå ó ãð³çí³ì ãí³â³�
Á³ë³ õìàðè ïîëîõëèâ³,
Äå ïîä³ëèñü âàø³ ÷àðè?
. . . . . . . . . . . .
Äîù ñòðóìêàìè ç íåáà ëëºòüñÿ,
Ñèëà â òèõ ñòðóìêàõ ìîãó÷à,
¯õ âïèâà çåìëÿ æàãó÷à
², ÿê ä³â÷èíà, ñì³ºòüñÿ�

VI
Çíîâ ñîíöå ò÷å íàì³òêó çîëîòèñòó,

Âåñåëêà ãðàº ó áëàêèò³,
À òàì, âíèçó, ñð³áëèñò³, ÷èñò³ êðàïë³

Áëèùàòü íà äåðåâàõ, íà òðàâàõ.´
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Now I�m in space,
In an azure sea!

Here the sun is brilliant,
Lovingly powerful
It still weaves a bright golden head scarf...
Carefree, peaceful I�ll quietly fall asleep

Beneath a sweet ray of light
On a white island...

V
I awakened... the wind is blowing,
Gathering black clouds into a cluster,
Tearing apart the white ones...
A frightened sun no longer warms...

Black clouds tore out
The tender, golden threads...
All the snowy white islands
Began to tremble from fear.

Lightning plays in a cloud,
Thunder rumbles in threatening anger...
Timid white clouds,
Where have your charms gone?
. . . . . . . . . . . .
Rain falls from the sky in streams,
There is mighty power in those streams,
The thirsty earth drinks them up
And, like a girl, laughs...

VI
Once again the sun weaves a golden head scarf,

A rainbow plays in the azure,
And there, below, pure silver droplets

Glitter on the trees and grass.
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Çíîâ ñîíöå ò÷å íàì³òêó çîëîòèñòó,
² á³ë³ îñòðîâè ïëèâó÷³

Çíîâ ÷àðè ëëþòü ëåãåíüê³ ³ áåçæóðí³,
² ñåðöå ðàä³ñòþ çíîâ á�ºòüñÿ.

VII
Âå÷³ð çë³òàº,
Âå÷³ð ñíîâ³éíèé,
Ñîíöå õîâàºòüñÿ.

Âå÷³ð çë³òàº,
Äåñü ãàðìîí³éíèé
Ñï³â ðîçëèâàºòüñÿ.

Âå÷³ð çë³òàº�
Ñï³â ñîëîâ�¿íèé
Òàì, íà çåìë³.

Âå÷³ð çë³òàº�
Îñòð³â ñïîê³éíèé
Òàíå ó ìë³.

VIII
ß ñïëþ � ³ áà÷ó ñîí� Íà îñòðîâ³ ïëèâó÷³ì,
Â áëàêèòí³é, ñð³áí³é, çîëîò³é îäåæ³
Â íåñêàçàí³é êðàñ³ ³äóòü-ñ³ÿþòüÔå¿.

Ó êîñàõ ãðàþòü çîð³, íà÷å ñàìîöâ³òè,
Ìîâ êâ³òè ÷àð³âí³ íåáåñí³,
² ãîëîâàìè âñ³ ïðèâ³òíî òàê êèâàþòü.

² êðàñåíü ìîëîäèé âèõîäèòü ³ç-çà ë³ñó,
² ì³ñÿöü ñÿº íà ÷îë³ âèñîê³ì�
ß ñïëþ ³ áà÷ó ñîí íà îñòðîâ³ ïëèâó÷³ì.
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Once again the sun weaves a golden head scarf,
And the floating white islands

Once again pour out their light and carefree charms,
And the heart beats in joy.

VII
The evening rushes about,
The sleep-inducing evening,
The sun hides.

The evening rushes about,
Somewhere harmonius
Singing pours out.

The evening rushes about...
The nightingale�s song is
There, on the earth.

The evening rushes about...
The peaceful island
Disappears in the fog.

VII
I sleep and see a dream... On a floating island,
In azure, silver and golden clothing
In indescribable beauty Fairies are walking and glowing.

In their braids the stars play like gems,
Like enchanted heavenly flowers,
And all of them so amiably nod their heads.

And a handsome young man steps out of the forest,
And the moon shines on his high forehead...
I sleep and see a dream on a floating island.
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1 Äðóãó ÷àñòèíó öüîãî òâîðó äèâ. íà ñ. 224.

IX
Ñîíöå ñõîäèòü, ñîíöå ãðàº,
Ñêð³çü óñì³øêè ðîçëèâàº,
Ëàñêè ñèïëå, ëàñêè ñ³º
×åðåç òåìðÿâó � ³ ãð³º,
Ï³òüìè íî÷³ ðîçãàíÿº�

Òàì, âíèçó � ïòàøèí³ õîðè,
Òàì, â óáðàíí³ ïèøí³ì Ôëîðè,
Äåðåâà ñòîÿòü, ñì³þòüñÿ�
Ñï³âè ëëþòüñÿ� é ñëüîçè ëëþòüñÿ�
Àõ! Ïðîêèíóëîñü òàì ãîðå!

X
Íà îñòðîâ³ ïëèâó÷³ì

Çàáóâ ÿ ïðî ãîðå,
Ùàñëèâèé � ó ìîãó÷³ì
Áëàêèòíîìó ìîð³.

XI
Öå ëèø ìð³¿, öå ëèø ìð³¿�

Òàê� ÿ íà çåìë³,
Äå õî÷ ñîíöå ñÿº é ãð³º,

À âåñü ñâ³ò ó ìë³�
..........................................
Ìð³¿, ìð³¿ çîëîòèñò³,

×îìó âè ëèø ìð³¿,
Ñåðöÿ ïîðèâè îãíèñò³,

×îì âè� áåç íàä³¿?..1
´
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IX
The sun rises, the sun plays,
Pouring out smiles every which way,
It scatters graces, and it sows them
Through the darkness � and warms,
Chasing away the darkness of night...

There below are choirs of birds,
There in luxurient clothes Floras,
Trees stand and laugh...
Singing pours out... and tears too...
Ah! Grief has awakened there!

X
On a floating island

I�ve forgotten about grief,
I�m happy in the mighty
Azure sea.

XI
These are just daydreams, just daydreams...

Yes... I�m on the earth,
Where at least the sun shines and warms,

And the whole world is in a fog...
. . . . . . .
Daydreams, daydreams, so golden,

Why are you just daydreams,
Fiery impulses of the heart,

Why are you... without hope?..




