YA RUSIN BYL

by Fr Alexander Duchnovich (1803-1865)

S PycuH OblL1, €cMb, U Oyay,
S poauncs Pycunowm,
YecTHbIi MOI poJt HE 3a0yy,
OcTaHyCh €0 CHIHOM;

Pycun Obin_moii otert, Matw,
Pycckas Bcst poiuHa,
Pycunsl cectpsl, 1 Opatbl

W mmpoka npyxuna;

Benukiii MOii_poJi, ¥ TJIaBHBIH,
Mipy €cTh COBpEMEHHBIH,
yxoM u cunoro ciaBHbIH,
Bcim Hapomam mpieMHBIH.

S cBiT y3pin noa beckuaowm,
[epBoIit BO3MyX pyccKiit cca,
W kopmuiicst pycckum XJrioom,
Pycun MeHe KonbIcall.

Konb nepBslii_pa3 oTBOpui poT,
Pycckoe cnoBo npopek,

Ha a3-0Oyui nepBsIii MO TOT

3 MOJIOJIOTO YeJa TeK.

Pycckum morom st mutaH ObLI,
Pycckum uiion pacxomaom

B mmpokiii cBiT; HO He 3a0bIT
C CBOMM 3HATHCS POJIOM.

U teneps, kTo nuTaet Ma?
KTt0 KOopMUT, KTO MS AEpKUT?
Camoe pycckoe miems

Moto roaHOCTb COAepKHUT!

IIpoTo T061, pose MOH,
Knenycs xxuBbim borom,

3a nevyayubHbIN IOT U TPYH TBOM
IToBuHyIOCS MONTOM.

U otnam TH KOIBKO MOTY,
[pitimu TOl UPHINA TapoK,
[IpiiiMu BOT MasieHbKY KHUTY,
W celi mucMeHHBIN PSIOK;

I Rusin was and am and ever shall be,
A faithful Rusin I was born,

I’ll not forget the honour of my family,
True son I'1l be from dawn to dawn;

Rusin were my father and my mother,
Rusin all my kin and near,

Rusin are my sister and my brother
And all who to me are dear;

My kinfolk have a great and mighty story,
To peace they give a fitting place,

Their spirit and their strength are full of glory,

They welcome guests of every race.

I saw my first light beneath the Beskid,
Rusin the air I breathed so free,

It was on Rusin bread that I was fed,
And Rusin arms did cradle me.

It was a word in Rusin that I said,

When I opened first my lips,

And first the furrow on my young forehead
Came from words in Cyrillic's.

Then a Rusin true I was raised and set,
A Rusin forth I did go

In the world so wide; but I did not forget
My own kin and folk to know.

And now who raises me and me does rear?
Who feeds me? Who holds me?

It is my Rusin kinfolk all so dear

Who all my worth do see.

Before the living God I now promise

To thee, O my kin and nation,

For all thy sweat, labour hard and sadness,
To pay back my obligation.

And so to thee I'll give back all I can,
Accept this heartfelt gift,

Accept this little book and take and scan
These writer's lines and drift;



IIpouee xe HE 3a0ymy And more than this, I'll not forget

Cepiiia MOETO CKPYXy To offer the regret
[oxxepTBuTH; 5 TBOU OYymy, Of my heart; thine I shall be for aye,
TBOMM ApYyroM U ympy. And Thy friend I'll die.

(Rendered into English verse by Fr Andrew Phillips)



