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The Ukrainian Alphabet

and Pronunciation

a b v h g d
u,cup b,bad v,voice h,hat g,got d,day

e ye zh z
e, let ye, yet si,vision z,zoo i,ill 'y, yellow

i yie c 1 m n
i, Hawaii yei, yield ¢, can 1, like m, man n, name

0 p r S t u
o,not  p,pet rbright s,see t,tea  u,put

f h ts ch sh
f, find h, help ts,its  ch, check sh, she

shch u ya no
shch, u, use ya, yard sound
scottish-cheese





































































The Little Ukrainian Book 25






My Family. I am most happy in my family home. My Daddy, my
Mommy and my brother live here. This is my family. In my family,
Daddy is the oldest. He is working to support the family. We all
listen to him. Mommy keeps the house in order. Dad and Mom
love us and we love them. What would we do without them, who
would take care of us?

Orysya

In the gardy-garden | Guelder rose grows
The sun sheds warmth on it | And the rain nurtures.

In the white house | Orysya was brought up
Father loves her | Mommy caresses.









Taras Shevchenko

This is Shevchenko. He is our Ukrainian Father.
He stands high above us in our school, looking
down over us with kind eyes. We speak about him
with respect. Shevchenko is the greatest son of
Ukraine. He loved Ukraine very much. He worked
and suffered for it. Shevchenko was a great
Ukrainian writer. He composed beautiful poems.
He described the glory of Ukraine in them.

Every year we celebrate his memory. We
decorate the school hall with greenery and
flowers, and we decorate Shevchenko with
embroidered scarves. We celebrate Shevchenko
by doing speeches, singing songs and reciting
poetry.

We all try to follow in Taras Shevchenko’s
footsteps. We love Ukraine and we work for it like
Taras Shevchenko did.



N.N.

The sun sets, the mountains darken,

A bird grows quiet, the field grows mute,
People rejoice that they will rest,

And I'look, and with my heart I rush forth
To a dark tiny orchard to Ukraine

I think a thought, I ponder it,

And it’s as though my heart is resting.

The field blackens, the grove and mountains, too,
And a star emerges in the blue sky.

Oh star! Star! And tears fall.

Have you already risen in Ukraine yet?
Are brown eyes searching for you

In the deep blue sky? Or do they forget?

If they’ve forgotten, may they fall asleep,
To keep from hearing of my fate.

—Taras Shevchenko, 1847



