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A BiptO B KpaLLni yac, ane Aywa 6onnTb!

Ja virju Y krashchyj chas, ale dusha bolyt'!

I believe in a better time, but [my] soul aches!

XoTinocb  6m Tenep ycto cnaBeTHy A06y

Khotilos' by teper usju slavethnu  dobu

Like would now all the glorious age

Ayweto nigHecTuCH, 3pagitm Xoy Ha MWUTD,
Dusheju pidnestys', zradity khoch na myt',

With soul to rise, to rejoice  even for amoment,

AK He  naewn HaNTH, TO X0\ NIOACLKY nopnoby.

Jak  ne ljudej najty, to khoch ljuds'ku podobu.

If not people to find, then atleast human semblance.
lepoiB yac MMWHYB, LLLO X byaemo n 6e3 Hux!
Herojiv chas mynuyv, shcho zh budemoj bez nykh!

Of heroes the time has passed, so then [we] will be without them!

Ane HeBxe Hema Hi ICKOpKM 4YecHOTn?

Ale nevzhe nema ni iskorky chesnoty?

But canitbe there is no  spark of virtue?

Hesxxe, Kpim MULWHWNX ¢pas3 Ta nopueis ApibHMX,

Nevzhe, krim pyshnykh  fraz ta poryviv dribnykh,

Canitbe, Dbesides grand phrases and impulses  of small ones,

Hiuoro BXe Hema B HaMBULW,OI icToTn?

Nichoho vzhe nema Y najvyshchoji  istoty?

Nothing already remains in the highest being?

Hemae cepuA B Hac.

Nemaje sertsja nas.

There is no heart in us.

Konucb Koxanmcb MmMu  b6e3 Teopii,

Kolys' kokhalys' my bez teoriji,

Once loved we  without theories,



Ta Wwmpo cepuem YNCTUM,;
Ta  shchyro sertsem chystym;
And sincerely  with a heart pure;
Tenep MiPKYEMO Hapg CBITOM i NnoabMu,
Teper mirkujemo nad svitom i ljud'my,
Now [we] ponder on the world and people,
I Hag MalnHaAMU n Hag wWacTam ocobuctum.
I nad mashynamy j nad shchastjam osobystym.
And on  machines and on  happiness individual.
Hankpau,i nopuemn, rapAadvi noYyTTA
Najkrashchi  poryvy, harjachi pochuttja
The best impulses, ardent feelings
Poscikin  mu HOXeM XOJIO4HUM MipKYBaHHA,
Rozsikly my nozhem kholodnym mirkuvannja,
Rived we  with the knife of cold calculation,
I CKNanu MU cobi po3mipeHe KUTTA
I sklaly my sobi rozmirene zhyttja
And made we for ourselves a measured life
be3 rnyouHU AYMOK, 6e3 cmnm NOPUBaHHA.
Bez hlybyny dumok, bez syly poryvannja.
Without depth  of thoughts, without strength of impulses.
Hemae TBOPYOCTi, noesis B 6arHi,
Nemaje tvorchosti, poezija Y bahni,
There is no creativity, poetry [is] in the muck,
I dinocodito Tenep MU OCMIANN.
I filosofiju teper my  osmijaly.
And philosophy now we have ridiculed.
A reHimn HaLW,o BiH AnA poto KOMaLLHi?
A genij nashcho vin dlja roju komashni?
And the genius wherefore he for aswarm of insects?
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and pity for those ages,
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