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BIAPOIUCS, TAPACE!

Binpoawucs, Tapace, MoBo¥oO,
OAKpOBEHHSM, AYIII PO3MOBOIO.
Binpoaucs, Tapace, kpuHuiero,

[Tynbc XKUTTA B Hill, BiJy1aya — CTOPHUIICIO

Toro kpamoro, Kpaii YuM yCIJIaBJICHUM.
TBoiM iMEHEM B CBiTI BiH 3HaHHH €.
Binpoaucs 6insBKOI0-XaTOIO,
[IlepuM KOI0COM, CITIBOM KPUJIATHM.

Kpait xynoxxHuK CBili nHILIe,

B HbOMY pail, i0MeHi€ ayia,
JlpaMaTypr cJI0OBOM CJIiJT CBili 3aJTUIIINB,
A moer HamucaB Bipia.

Tox, sk 6auuill, KPOKaMH, PyXoM
Hamm napon TBOIM cepruem KuBe,
I3 TBOIM HECKOPEHUM AYXOM,
3 KOJIIH BCTaBIIIH, BIIEPE 1]1€.

I, TpuMaroun KeTAr KalnuHy,
bins cepist BOrOHb He 3racHe.
VY iM’s Bciei Bkpainu,

S mpomry, Bigpoaucs, Tapace.

COME, TARAS, AND WE’LL BE
TOGETHER!

In a word of a verse, come, Taras, and be here
with us,

Every secret the soul has told,

In a water of well, come, Taras, and be here
with us,

It brings life and returns you tenfold.

In the very best thing, every child then should
know,

One can ask once “Ukraine?”, then your name
will be written below.

In a snow-white and tiny hut — just be here,

In a winged, airy song, and a lavish ear.

Every artist his Land only paints,
Paints a paradise, soul in its flames,
And the writer his poems creates,
And the dramatist words us remains.

See, Taras, every step, every view,

And your heart — that’s our life,

With your mind that can no one subdue,
We’re up, go ahead, we’re alive.

We hold viburnum in a hand,

And the heart will be hot forever,

For the sake of the whole Land,

Come, Taras, and we stay there together.




