Utushka - YTyuwka - Little duck
Russian folk song, arrangement by Polina Shepherd
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Na mori utushka kupalas'a,
Na mori s'eraya palaskalas'a, palaskalas'a.

Vlyshidshi na bireg, fstripinulas'a,
Fstripinuvshis', utushka vaskliknula,
vaskliknula:

- Kak-ta mn'e s morim rasstatis'a?
Kak s krutykh birigof padn'atis'a, padn'atis'a?

Pridut marozy zhistokiye,
vypadut sn'egi glubokiye, glubokiye.

F t'erimi F'oklusha umuvalas'a,
Gar'uchimi slizami ablivalas'a, ablivalas'a.

Kak-ta mn'e s bat'ushkai rasstatis'a,
Kak-ta mn'e s matushkai prashatis'a,
prashatis'a...

Prid'ot Naum sa vs'em poyizdam,
Vaz'm'ot F'oklu-dushu za pravu ruki,
za pravu ruku.

Pavid'ot Klimavnu ka sudu bozhiyu,
At suda bozhiya ka sib'e na dvor,

ka sib'e na dvor.

Na mori utushka kupalas'a,
Na mori s'eraya palaskalas'a, palaskalas'a

Ha mope yTyLuKa kynanacs,
Ha mope cepas nonockanacs.

Bbiweawm Ha beper,
BCTpEneHynacs,
BcTpeneHyBLUMC, YTyLUKA
BOCKIMKHYNa:

- Kak-T0 MHe ¢ MmopeMm paccTatucs?

Kak ¢ kpyTbix 6eperoB nogHATUCS?

[MpugyT MOPO3bI XeCTOoKKe,
BbinagyT cHeru rnybokve.

B Tepeme deknywa ymbisanacs,
Foprounmu cnesamu obnmeanacs,
Kak-To MHe ¢ baTtoLuKoi
paccTaTtucs,

Kak-To MHe ¢ MaTyLUKOW
npoLaTucs...

MpugeT Haym co Bcem noesgom,
Bo3bmet ®ekny-ayLy

3a fpasy pyKy,

lMoBepet KnumoBHy ko cyay
BOXbHO,

O cyna 60xus

ko cebe Ha gBop.

Ha mope yTyLuKa kynanacs,
Ha mope cepas nonockanacs.

On the sea a little duck was
bathing, on the sea a little duck
was splashing.

Coming onto the shore, she shook
herself and cried:

‘How do [ part with the sea?
How do | rise from the steep
shore?

Cruel frosts will come soon, deep
snow will fall soon.

In a hut a fair Fyokushka was
washing her face and tears were
streaming down her face. “How do
| part with my father, how do | say
farewell to my mother?”.

Naum will come with his wedding
train.

He will take Fyokla, lovely soul, by
the right hand and lead her to
God'’s court and then to his
house...

On the sea a little duck was
bathing, on the sea a little duck
was splashing.



