XyOOXHin nepeknag (yKp — aHrn)

OpwuriHan:

BiTep Hic 3anax gouwly, i CTapa By aMus Burnsgana Tak, Hibu 4ekana Ha
nepwi Kpani. Y BikHax OyAVHKIB TPeMTifo CBiTM10, MOB Terni cnoragu,
LLLO HEe XO04YyTb 3racaTu.

[epeBa NoxXnnnnam CBOI FiNKK Nig Barok BOJIOrK, a KaatoxXi
Bioa3epkantoBanu 6nige Hebo. KoxxeH Kpok no 6pykiBLi BUaaBaB TUXUNA
O3BiH — MenoAito OCiHHLOro Be4vopa. Jlroam nocniwanm goaomy,
NpUKpUBa4YmM 0bamny4a napaconsamu, i 34aBanoch, WO Yac 3yNMHUBCA Ha
MUTb, AapYO4N MICTY XBUJIMHY CMOKOIO.

Mepeknapn:

The wind carried the scent of rain, and the old street seemed to wait for
the first drops. In the windows, the light trembled like warm memories
unwilling to fade away.

The trees bent their branches under the weight of moisture, and puddles
reflected the pale sky. Each step on the cobblestones produced a soft
chime — the melody of an autumn evening. People hurried home,
shielding their faces with umbrellas, and it seemed as if time had paused
for a moment, giving the city a minute of calm.

Translation by Volodymyr Bakuma



