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Binpoaucs, Tapace, MmoBoIO,
OZIKpOBEHHSM, TYITiPO3MOBOIO.
Binpomaucs, Tapace, kpuHHIIEIO,

[Tynec XUTTA B Hilf, Bigmadya — CTOPHUIICIO

Toro kpaioro, Kpaii YUMycCJIaBIECHHUH.
TBoiMiMEHEM B CBITIBIH 3HAHUM €.
Binpoaucs0insgBkoro-xartoto,
lenpum KoJIOCOM, CITIBOMKPHIATHM.

Kpaii xynoxHUK cBilinuie,

B HpOMYy paii, ruiomeHie ayma,
JpamaTypr cJI0BOM CIIiICBiH3aIAIINB,
A moer HammcaB BipIa.

Tox, K GayuIl, KPOKaMH, PyXOM
Hamr Hapox TBOIMCepIIEMIKHBE,
[3TBOIMHECKOPEHUM JTYXOM,
3KOJIiH BCTABIIH, BIEPEN i71e.

I, TpuMaroYMKeTATKaINHH,
binscepusBorons He 3racHe.
VY im’siBcieiBkpainu,

S mpomy, Binpomwmcs, Tapace.

Come to life Taras, in a language,
In a talk, in a soul revelation.
Come to life in a spring, Taras,

It gives life, it gives all for us.

As the best of what world can be proud
Is your name uttered aloud.

Come to life in a fair house,

in an ear and songs throughout.

When the artist his home glorifies
It is pictured like paradise.
Dramatist with a word it describes,
And the poet presents his rhymes.

As you see, by a move, by a step

With your heart people go ahead.

With your spirit that never was chained
They live on no more enslaved.

With a brunch of viburnum in hand
Flame in heart never will fade.

For the sake of Ukraine and for us

Come to life, | beseech you, Taras!



