I-7. HE HA LLULOBKOBUX NENKOLWIKAX / NE NA SHOVKOVYKH PELJUSHKAKH / NOT IN SILK
SWADDLING CLOTHES
FannHa Komaposa / Halyna Komarova

He Ha LLOBKOBMX nentoLwKax,

Ne na  shovkovykh peljushkakh,

Not on silk swaddling clothes,

He vy BE/IMMHOMY nanawi;

Ne u velychnomu palatsi;

Not in a majestic palace;

B XaTUHI 6igHIn BiH pOAUBCH

Vv khatyni  bidnij vin rodyvs'

In a house poor he was born

Cepep, HeBOi, TbMMU i npaui.

Sered nevoli, t'my i pratsi.

Amidst slavery, darkness  and toil.
HewacHa MaTH cnosuna
Neshchasna maty spovyla

[His] unfortunate mother swaddled

Woro Masnoro " 3a)Kypunacsh.

Joho maloho j zazhurylas'.

Him little one  and worried.

I uiny HIYeHbKYy

I tsilu nichen'ku

And the whole night

BoHa 33 CUHA MO/JINNACh.

Vona za syna molylas'.

She for [her] son prayed.

| bor noyys MOJINTBY,

I Boh pochuv molytvu,

And God heard [her] prayer,



I nas ayuwi yborii

I dav dushi ubohij

And gave the soul meek strength,

I B PYKMU xnonuesi B/IOYKUB

I v ruky khloptsevi vlozhyv

And into the hands of the boy placed
CniBeubKy HaA3BUYANHY nipy.
Spivets'ku nadzvychajnu liru.

A singing extraordinary lyre.

I BUpIC BiH, i K063y B3AB,

I vyris vin, i kobzu vzjav,

And grew up he, and the kobza took,

I CTPYH 1] TOPKHYBCb pyKoto

I strun jiji  torknuvs' rukoju

And strings its  touched with [his] hand

| nicHA AWBHA nonmnnacob,

I pisnja dyvna polylas',

And asong mysterious poured forth,

MoBuTa BIYHOIO Xypboto.

Povyta vichnoju zhurboju.

Swaddled in eternal sorrow.





