1. When I was loved

When I was loved, in delight, in pleasure,

Like a dream, my whole life flowed on.

But I am forgotten by thee — where is the spectre of
joy? Ah! Your love was my joy!

When I was loved, inspired by you,

I sang, my soul was alive with thy praise.

But I was forgotten by thee, my instant gift was lost:
Ah! thy love was my genius!

When I was loved, the favours of charity

To the shelter of poverty my hand carried.

But I am forgotten by thee, there is no compassion in
my heart! Ah, thy love was my grace!

2. A little flower

The minute beauty of the fields,

A wilted, lonely flower,

You've been stripped of your beauty
by the cruel hand of autumn.

Alas, we share the same fate,
And the same fate oppresses us:
Thy leaf has flown from thee.
and our mirth is gone.

Every day takes from us

Our dreams and our pleasures.
And every hour destroys

A delusion dear to our hearts.

Look... the charm is gone;
The star of hope is fading.
Alas, who can say whether life or a flower
Fades faster in the world?

3. Wanderer

In the spring of my days

I left my home

Everything had forgotten me —
My family and my friends.

In a wanderer's robe of squalor,

With childlike simplicity in the heart,
I went on my way

Faith was my guide

And in hope, in belief

The way seemed not far,
‘Wanderer,” [ heard, ‘patience!
Straight, straight to the east.’

1. Korna st Ob01 JTIOOMM

Korma st 6511 TF0OMM, B BOCTOpPrax, B HaCJIaXICHbBE,
Kak coH mueHHUTENbHBIN, BCS )KH3Hb MOS TEKJIA.

Ho s To00ii 3a0BIT, — TJIe CYACThs MPUBHJICHBE?
Ax! cuactreM MOMM J1IF0O00Bb TBOs OblLja!

Korma st 6611 1106MM, TOOOI0 BIOXHOBEHHBIH,

A nen, Most Ty11a XBajaoW TBOEH KUJIA.

Ho s 106011 3205IT, OO MO¥ Tap MIHOBEHHBIH:
AX! reHreM MOHUM JIFOOOBH TBOsI ObLIa!

Korma st 6611 TF0OMM, Taphl OJ1arONesTHbS

B oOutenp HUANIETHI pyKa MOSI HECITA.

Ho s To00i1 3a0bIT, HET B CEP/IIIE COCTPAIaHbs!
Ax! 6marocTrro Moeii 1IF000Bb TBOS ObLa!

2. IIBeTok

MuHnyTHas Kpaca nojiei,
[[BeToK yBAAIINNA, OIUHOKUH,
JIumen 11 penecTu cBoOei
Pykoro oceHu keCTOKOM.

VBEI! HAM TOT K€ IaH yIe,
U ToT %e pok HAC yTHETaeT:
C Tebs 1ucTouYeK 00IeTesr —
OT Hac Becebe OTIIETaET.

OTbeMJIET KaX/IbIi I€Hb y HAC
Wnu meuty, Uik HacllaXKJAeHbE.
W kaxxaplii pazpyiaer yac
Hparoe cepairy 3a0myxIeHbe.

CMOTpH... O4apOBaHbsI HET;
3Be3/a HaJeKIbl yracaer. . .
VBEI! KTO CKaKeT: JKU3Hb Wb IIBET
BricTpee B mupe ncuesaet?

3. [lyTeniecTBEeHHUK

JlHel MouX ellle BECHOIO
OTuuii 10M NOKUHY ;
Bce 3a0bITO OBLIIO MHOK —
U cemelicTBO U Jpy3b4.

B puse cTpanHnka yooroi,

C neTckoit B ceple mpoCTOTOH,
A nowen nmyTeM-10poroi —
Bepa Obu1 BOKATBIN MOIA.

W B Hanexne, B yBEPEHbE

[Tyt Ka3ancs Heganex,

«CTpaHHUK, — CIBIIIATIOCH, — TEPIEHbE!
IIpsiMo, psIMO Ha BOCTOK.




‘Thou shalt see the marvellous temple;
Thou shalt enter the sanctuary;

There in heaven’s inherence

Thou shalt acquire all earthly things.’

Morning was succeeded by evening;
The evening yielded to the morning;
The unknown was hiding;
I sought and did not find.

There I met the abysses;

Here the high mountains ridge by ridge;
I've climbed the rapids;

I made bridges across the streams.

Suddenly the river before me
The waters slope eastwards;
Shaking, [ saw a stream

A ferry near the shore.

I'm in hope, I'm in confusion;

I surrender myself to the waves;
I see happiness in the distance;
All that's sweet, I think it's there!

Ah! In the unknown ocean

My ferry found itself;

The distance is still misty;

The shore is far away and invisible.

And ever above me

The sky and the earth,

The bright sky and the earth...
There won't be forever here.

4. Ring

The ring of the soul-maiden
I dropped it in the sea;
With my ring I have ruined
The earthly happiness.

When she gave it to me, she said:
‘Wear it! Never forget!

As long as the ring is yours,

I'm yours!’

At a bad time, this trammel

I began to wash clean in the sea;
The ring slipped into the water;
I looked for it... in vain !...

We've been strangers ever since

When I come to her, she won't look at me!
Since then my happiness

lies at the bottom of the sea!

Th1 yBUIMIIIb XpaM YyAE€CHBIN;
TbI B CBATHIIMIIIE BOUIEIIID;
TaM B HETIICHHOCTH HEOECHOI
Bce 3emMHO€ 00peTeniby.

YTpo Be4EPOM CMEHSIIOCH;
Beuep y1py ycrynan;
HewusBecTHoe CKpBIBaIOCH;
S uckan — He oOpeTau.

Tam BeTpeyanucy MHE ITy9HHBL;
31ech BEICOKUX TOp XpeOThl;

S B3OMpascs Ha CTPEMHHUHB,
Upes MOTOKHU CTi1al MOCTHI.

Bnpyr peka nepeno MHOWO —
Box ckioHeHbE Ha BOCTOK;
Bmxy 3p101€MBIH CTpYEro
[Momyte Gepera 4eTHOK.

S B HamexAe, 1 B CMATCHELE,
[Ipenato cedst BoHAM;

CuacTbe BUXKY B OT/IAJICHBE;

Bce, uTo Muia0, — MHUTCS — TaM!

Ax! B 6€3BECTHOM OKeaHe
OuyTuics MOl YEITHOK;

Hane no-npexxHemy B TyMaHe;
Bbper HeBuauMm u ganex.

U BOBEKM HAIO MHOIO

He conwercs, kak MogHecCs,
Hebo cBetnoe ¢ 3emitero. ..
Tam He OyIeT BEYHO 30€eCh.

4. Komb110

Koub1io mymm-ieBuist

41 B Mope ypoHu;

C MOUM KOJIBLIOM 5 CHACThe
3eMHO€E OTyOuII.

MsHe, naB ero, ckazana:
«Hocu! He 3a0b1Baii!
IToxa TBOE KOIEUKO,
Memnst cBoer cuuraii!»

He B no0psIii yac s HeBOA
Crair B MOpE MOJIOCKATH;
KoJ1b110 FOpKHYIIO B BOAY;
Hckan... HO rie ChICKaTh!..

C Tex mop MBI KaK dyXKue
IIpuny x Hel — He mAANT!
C Tex nmop Moé€ Becenbe

Ha gre mopckoMm iexur!




O midnight wind,

Wake up! Be my friend!

Seize my ring from the seabed
and roll it out into the meadow.

Yesterday she felt sorry for me:
She found me in tears!

And something, as in the past,
Awoke in her eyes!

She came to me with affection,
She gave me her hand,

She wanted to say something
But she could not !

I don't need your caress!

I don't need your greeting
Love, love is all I want...
I don't have love!

Whoever wants rich amber
try looking in that sea.

All I want is my ring

With my hope.

5. Fate

With a light head, on heavy leaden feet between us
walks Fate!

Man, walk straight and bold!

If, frightened by her, you fall before her, she will
step on you.

If you fall down before her, you'll be trampled in the
mud.

If, when you meet her, you keep your eyes open and
look at her face

You'll be enlightened;

6. Prisoner to the butterfly that has flown into his cell

Where do you come from, ether’s inhabitant?
Tell me, unexpected guest from heaven,
What zephyr brought thee

To my sad abode?

Alas, the sweet light of the day

does not reach these vaults;

In this abyss dwelleth horror;

There is no mirth to be found here.

How sweet is thy appearance!

I know, my dear guest, that from on high.
Thou hast heard the sigh of a sufferer
And regret has come to thee;

Alas, my dear guest.

My soul saw the world in thee,

And a bright hope has flown

To the prisoner from thee.

The iron shutters will fall

O BeTep MOTYHOUHBIH,
IMpocuucs! 6yap mue apyr!
CxBarH co JHa KOJIEUKO

U BbIkaTu Ha JIyT.

Buepa eii xanko crano:
Harma menst B cie3ax!
U uto-TO, KaK ObIBaJIO,
3axriock y Hel B r1azax!

Ko MHe mtozcena ¢ rackou,
MkHe pyky nogana,

W 4gro-To el XoTenoch
Ckasarb, HO He Morvia!

Ha 4arto TBOSI MHe s1acka!l
Ha ut0 MHe TBOI1 npuser!
JIto6BH, MOOBH X0UY A1...
JIro6BU-TO MHE 1 HET!

Ny, k10 X0U€eT, B MOpe
borareix ssHTapei. ..
A MHE MOE KOJICUKO
C HaIeX 010 MOEIi.

5. Cynbba

C cBeTIION I71aBOM, Ha TSHKKMX CBHHITOBBIX HOTaX
MEXAy HaMHU

Xomut cynp6a!l UenoBek, mpsMo 1 cMeno uau!
Ecnn x, ncnyransslil 1o, npes] Hero Maaenb Thl —
HACTYIIUT

Tsoxkolt HOTOH Ha TeOst, Oynenb 3aTonTaH B Tpsi3u!
Ecnn, ee moBcTpeyas, He MOTYIHILIB OYEH U
CIIOKOWHBIM

OxoM eil B3DISIHETh B JIUII0 — CaM MPOCBETIEEHIb
JIULIOM;

6. Y3HHK K MOTBIJIbKY, BIE€TEBIIEMY B €T0 TEMHHUILY

Otkyna Tel, 3¢upa xuTesnp?
Ckakul, HeXKJaHHBIN TOCTh Hebec,
Kaxkoii 3edup Teds 3aHec

B Mot0 nevanbHyr0 00UTENH?

VBEI! ICHHUIIEI MUJIBIA CBET

JIo CBOIIOB CHX HE JIOCTHUTAET;

B ceii 6e3mHe yxac oOuTaer;
Becenbs 31ech U cneny HeT.

CKoIlb CITaJIOCTHO TBOE SIBIIEHBE!
3HaTh, MUJIBII TOCTh MOM, C BEICOTBI
Crpananbia B340X YCIbIIAT THl —
TeOs mpuM4ao coxalleHbe;

VBoI! yOuTas TOCKOMH

[ymra Becy Mup B TeOe y3pena,
Hanexna sicuas Brnerena

B temHMIy K y3HUKY C TOOOIA.




Children, spouse, heaven,

My native land, the hills, the forests
My eyes again will see.

But what? I have rattled my chain;
The seductive ghost is gone.

The ethereal visitor soared.

Wait !...but he's gone.

Fly, fly to freedom in the field;
Leave the depths of this abyss;
Hurry to live your spring

There'll be no other;

Hurry, beauty of creation!

The silken meadows are calling you:
Thy whims are thy fetters;

Your dungeon is heaven

7. Night

Already the weary day

Has sloped into the scarlet waters,
The azure vaults are darkening,

A cool shadow falls;

And the silent night peacefully
Walks on the ethereal road,

And Hesperus flies before her
With his beautiful star.

Come down, oh heavenly one, to us.
With thy magic veil,

With thy healing violet of oblivion.
Give peace to our weary hearts.
With thy peace-making presence,
With thy lulling song

To languishing souls,

Like a mother to a child.

8. A little leaf

Separated from the friendly branch,

Tell me, you solitary leaf,

Where are you going? - ‘I don't know;

The storm broke my dear oak tree;

Since then, over the valleys, over the hills.
I've been carried by chance,

I've been travelling wherever fate leads me,
Where everything in the world strives,
Where the laurel leaf rushes,

And the light rose-leaf too.’

9. Poor man's song

Where shall I bow my head?

I am forsaken and orphaned;
I'd like to, cheerfully for once,
See the world of God.

[TanyT *ene3Hble 3aTBOPHI —
Hereit, cynpyry, Hebeca,

Poaumelit kpaif, XoaMbl, Jieca

OnsTh MOM YBHUIST B3OPHI. . .

Ho 4to?.. 1 uemnelo 3arpemer;
CoKpbLICS MPU3PAK-000TBCTUTEb. . .
Bcemopxuayn 3¢upHBI TOCETHTEND. ..
[Tocroit!.., HO OH YK yIeTen.

JletH x, eTH K CBOOO/E B I0JIE;
OcraBs ceil 6e3aHbI TITyOuHY;
Criemy npoXUTh TBOIO BECHY —
Hpyroii BecHBI HE OyzneT 6oite;
Crnemn, TBOpeHUS Kpaca!

TeOst 30ByT Jyra IIENKOBHI:

Tam MpUXOTH — TBOH OKOBBI
TBost TemHHUIIa — HEOeca.

7. Houb

Vike yTOMUBLIMIACS I€Hb
CkioHuIicst B OarpsiHbie BOABI,
TeMHEOT J1a3ypHBIE CBOBI,
[IpoxnanHas cTeneTcs TeHb;

U HOYb MONTYanuBas MUPHO
[Nomwna mo mopore 3huUpHON,
U TI'ecniep netut nepen Heil

C npekpacHOU 3B€310I0 CBOEH.

Coiian, o HeOecHasl, K HAM

C BOMNIIEOHBIM TBOUM ITOKPHIBAJIOM,
C neneOHbIM 3a0BEHBS (PHUATOM.
Jaif Mupa ycrajibIM cepaiam.
CBOMM MHUPOTBOPHBIM SIBJICHBEM,
CBOMM YCHIMUTENBHBIM ITIEHbEM
ToMumyro 1ynry TOCKOH,

Kak marepp auTs, ycrokoi.

8. JIuctok

OT npyXHOHM BETKH OTIY4YEHHBIH,
Ckaxxu, IMCTOK yeTUHEHHBIH,
Kyna netumn?.. — «He 3Hat10 cam;
I'poza pazbuna 1y0 poauMebIii;

C Ttex nop, 1o oy1aM, 10 ropam
ITo BoJIE Ciyyast HOCUMBIA,
CrpemMitiock, KyJia BEJIUT MHE POK,
Kyna na cBete Bc€ cTpemurces,
Kyna u nmuct naBpoBbIi MUUTCS,

W n€rxuil po30BbIil JIUCTOKY.

9. Ilecus Oenusika

Kyna mHe rosioBy CKIOHUTH?
IloxuHyT 51 1 cup;

Xoten ObI BECE0 XOTh Pa3
B3msHyTh Ha 00XKMiA MUP.




In my family

I was once happy;

But sorrow has been my companion ever since
Since I buried them.

I see the castles of the rich

And their gardens round about.

My way is past them

With care and labour.

But I do not envy the happy;

My sorrow is in silence;

I'm glad to say to the merry ones:

So help God! From the bottom of my heart.
O generous God, I am not altogether
Forgotten by thee;

The source of thy favour

Is open to all alike.

In every village there is thy temple
With a shining cross,

With thy sweet prayer and thy
Available altar.

The sun and the moon shine on me;

I praise the dawn;

And, hearing the gospel, with thee,
Creator, I speak.

And I know: there will be a good feast
In heaven;

I will feast there too;

There is room for me also.

10. [A. S. Pushkin]

He lay unmoving, as if after hard labour.

With his arms folded. His head bowed silently,

I stood over him for a long time,

alone, looking with attention

Directly into the dead man's eyes; closed were his
eyes,

His face was so familiar to me, and so obvious,
What it expressed, — never in our lives.

had we ever looked on that face.

No flame of inspiration burned on it; no sharp wit
sparkled;

No! But it was possessed with a thought, a deep,
high thought.

At that moment it seemed to me as if he was
presented with a vision,

Something was fulfilling over him, and I wanted to
ask: What do you see?

11. My Meagre gift

My gift is meagre and my voice is not loud,
But I live, and on the earth

my gift exists to someone's favour:

My distant descendant will find it.

In my poems: who knows? My soul

Will be in communion with his soul,

U g B ceMbe MOUX POJIHBIX
Korna-To cuactius ObLT;

Ho rope crmyTHUK MOii ¢ Tex mop,
Kak s ux cxopoHu.

A BuKy 3aMKku Oorayeit

N ux canpl Kpyrom. ..

Mos x gopora MUMO UX

C 3ab0T0i1 1 TpyHAOM.

Ho 51 cuacTiuBbIX HE TUYYCh;
Mos rIegans B THIIH;

SI Bcem BecelibIM paj] CKa3arh:
Bbor nomous! ot gymiu.

O menpsiii 60T, HE BOBCE XK S
ToOor0 1103a05IT;

Hctounuk MunocTu TBOEH

Js1 Bcex paBHO OTKPBIT.

B cenenbe kaxxaoM e€cThb TBOH Xpam
C cHsIIOIIM KPECTOM,

C MOJIMTBOI CJIaAKON U C TBOUM
HocTynHbIM antapem.

MHe CBETUT COJIHLE U JIyHA;
JIro0ytrock Ha 3apio;

W, cnplia 01aroBecT, ¢ TOOOM,
Co3znarensb, TOBOPIO.

U 3nHaro: Oyaet 1oOpbIM mup

B HebGecHol cTopoHE;

Tam Oyay mpa3IHOBATH U

Tam mMecTo ecTh U MHE.

10. (A. C. Ilymkun)

OH nexan 06e3 JBIKEHbS, KaK OyJTO MO TSHKKOH
pabote

Pyxu cBou omycTuB. [0110BY THXO CKIIOHS,

Jloaro CTOST 1 HAJl HUM, OJIUH,

CMOTpPs CO BHUMAaHbEM

MepTBOMY TIpsIMO B T71a3a; OBLTH 3aKPBITHI 71432,
BrII0 U0 €ro MHE Tak 3HAKOMO, 1 OBIIIO 3aMETHO,
UTo BBIpaXKajJoCh HA HEM, — B KU3HH TaKOTO

MBI He BHIAH Ha 3TOM JIHIIE.

He ropen BIOXHOBEHbBS IJIaMEHb HAa HEM; HE CUSUT
OCTpPBIX yM;

Het! Ho kakoro-TO MBICIIBIO, TITyOOKOM, BBICOKOHO
MBICJTBIO

Bbu10 00BATO OHO: MHHIIOCS MHE, YTO EMY

B atot Mur npencTosiio kak 6yATo Kakoe BHIACHBE,
Uro-T0 cOBIBAIOCH HAJl HUM, U CIIPOCUTH MHE
XOTEJIOCh: YTO BUJIUIIL?

11. Moit map y6or

Mot gap yOor 1 TosI0C MO¥ HE TPOMOK,
Ho s xuBy, 1 Ha 3emiin Mo€e
Komy-HuOynp m06e3Ho0 ObITHE:

Ero maninér nanéxuii Mol IOTOMOK

B Moux cTmxax: Kak 3HaTh? AyIia MOst
OkakeTcs ¢ AyLIOH ero B CHOLIECHbH,




And as I have found a friend in a generation,
I shall find a reader in posterity.

12. Old man

Wreathed in roses, ‘Lel's’ roses,
My first age, my youthful age:

I was a happy hollow man

And the maidens liked me too.

I remember their vivid caresses,
Kisses full of fire...

But the days of my youth are gone;
They don't look at me !

What shall I do? By the bright fireplace,
In my secluded hut,

I'll set the table, I'll set the wine
And gather my friends.

Let the wreath woven by Lel,
Never to be renewed:

Years crowned with hops,

The years that are still beautiful.

13. Waterfall

Rumble, rumble from the high peak,
Don't hush, grey stream!

Unite the long howl

with the lingering echo in the valley.
I hear the whistling of that wind,

the fir-trees swaying,

And with the bad weather's roar
Your rebellious cry is consonant,
Why, with frantic expectation,

Why do I keep listening to thee?
Why does my breast tremble

With some prophetic thrill?

I stand enchanted

Above thy smoky abyss

And I seem to understand with my heart
Thy wordless speech.

Rumble, rumble, from the high peak,
Don't hush, grey stream!

Unite the long howl

with the lingering echo of the valley!

14. There were storms. ..

There were storms, bad weather,

There were years of youth!

On a foul day, in an oppressive hour.

A mighty sigh will rise in my breast;

A free song will be heard.

This sorrowful grief will be sung!

And as the age, the age of old

will be betrothed to a fierce punishment.
The double weight of the tired chest
The old man's breath won't lift anymore:

U kak Hamién s gpyra B MOKOJICHBH,
Uwurarens Haliy B IOTOMCTBE 5.

12. Crapuk

Benuanu po3ssl, po3sl Jlens,

Mot nepBblii BEK, MOM BEK MJIa[0M:
41 OBbIIT CHACTIAMBBIN MycTOMENS

W neBam HpaBmiics mopowu.

51 IOMHIO JTAaCKH UX JKHUBBIE,
JloG3aHbs, OJIHBIE OTHSL. ..

Ho nponerenu nuu Mnazasie;

OHU HE CMOTPSAT Ha MEH!

Kak OpITB? Y sipKOTO KaMHWHAa,

B ykpoMHOI XW>KMHE MOEH,
Hakpoto cromn, mocrasito BUHa

U cobepy Moux mpy3eii.

Ilyckaii BeHOK, CILUIETEHHBIH Jlenem,
He oOHOBHUTCS HUKOTZA:

T'ona, yBeHUaHHBIE XMENEM,

Emé npekpacHele rona.

13. Bononan

[ITymu, nrymu ¢ KpyTOil BEpLIUHBL,

He ymonkaii, motok cenoii!

CoeauHsAT NpOTSHKHBINA BOI

C IpOTSHKHBIM OT3BIBOM JTOJUHBL. Sl CHBIITY: CBUILET
AKBUJIOH,

Kagaet enuto ckpeinmyuen,

U ¢ nenoronoto peByueit

TBoi1 péB MATEXKHBIH coramnieH.3aueM, ¢ 0e3yMHBIM
OKUAHbEM,

K tebe mpucnymmBaroch s?

3adeM TpenemeT rpyab Most

Kakum-To Bemmum Tpeneranbem? Kak ouapoBaHHEI
CTOIO

Han neiMHOI 0€30HO0 TBOECK)

U, MHUTCS, cepAlIEM pa3yMeEr0

Peur Ge3rmaroneryto TBOM. I yMu, TIIyMu ¢ KpyTOit
BEPILUHBI,

He ymonkaii, motok cenoii!

CoenuHsii TPOTSHKHBIA BOK

C NpOTSHKHBIM OT3bIBOM JIOJIMHBI !

14. beum Oypu...

beutn Oypu, HeToro b1,

Jla mitajipie ObIIH TOABI!

B neHb HEHACTHBIN, YaC THETYYU
['pynp moabIMeT B340X MOTYYUH;
BosbHOM NECHBIO PA30JIBETCS -
Cxopbb-HeB3rona pacmoercs!

A Kak BeK TO, BEK-TO CTapbIit
OOpy4uTCs C IOTON Kapoii.

I'py3 ABoITHOI C rpyau ycTanon
Yk HE COPOCHT B30X YIaJIBIN:




Thou shalt not add into thy voice
A white trace with black thought !

15. Slave to a lingering dream

How much in a few days you have
managed to live through, to feel!
In the rebellious flames of passion
How dreadfully you've burned out!
Slave of a lingering dream!

In the sadness of your inner void,
What more do you want, oh soul?
Like Magdalene, you weep,

And like a mermaid, you laugh!
Slave of a languishing dream!

16. Spring, spring!

Spring, spring! What a clear air!
How clear the sky!

With its vivid azure

It dazzles my eyes.

Spring, spring! How high
On the wings of the wind
Basking in the sun's rays,
The clouds are flying!

The brooks murmur! The brooks glisten!
The roaring river carries

On its triumphant ridge

The ice it has lifted!

The trees are still bare,

But in the grove is a leaf,
As before, beneath my foot.
Noisy and fragrant.

The sun itself has risen

And in the brightest sky

The invisible lark sings

A cheerful hymn to the Spring.

What's the matter with her, what's the matter with my
soul?

She's a brook within a brook

And with the bird she's the bird that murmurs,

Flying in the sky with it!

Why does it make her so joyful

And sunshine and spring!

Does she rejoice like a daughter of the elements,
At their feast?

What desires! Blessed is the one being there
who drinks the oblivion of thought,

Whom far from her

He, the marvellous one, will carry away!

He nonoxxumnis TeI Ha Tonoc
C 4epHOii MBICTBIO OeTbIii Bosoc!

15. Paba TOMUTENBEHO MEUYTHI

Kak MHOTO THI B HEMHOTO JHEH
[IpoxkuTh, IpOUyBCTBOBATH ycmena!
B MsATERXHOM M1aMeHH cTpacTeit
Kak ctpamxo Te1 neperopena!
Paba TomuTenbHOM MeUThI!

B TOCKE Iy1IEeBHOM ITyCTOTHI,

UYero erre AyIow Xo4yemib?

Kax Marmanusa, I1adenib THI,

U, xax pycaika, ThI XOXO4eIb !
Paba TomMuTensHOM MEUTHI!

16. BecHa, BecHa!

Becha, BecHa! kak Bo3ayx uucrt!
Kak sicen Heb6ockioH!

CBoeil 1a3ypuro >KUBOU

CrenuT MHE 0YH OH.

Becna, BecHa! Kak BEICOKO

Ha kppuibsix BeTepka,
Jlackasch K COJTHEUHBIM JIydaM,
Jleratot obmakal!

[ymsT pyusu! onecTsT pyupn!
B3peses, peka HeceT

Ha TopskecTBytomem xpedTe
IlomusaTeiii ero nen!

Eme npeBa oOHaXeHBI,

Ho B pomie BeTxuii nucr,

Kak nipex e, mox Moeii Horoi
W mymeH u qymucr.

Ilox connue camoe B3BHIICA
W B spxoii BeIINHE
Hespumpblii ;xaBpOHOK ITOET
3a3apaBHBIA TUMH BECHE.

Uro ¢ HEro, 9TO ¢ MOeH JTyIion?

C pyubeMm oHa pyueit

U ¢ ntrdkoit nTryka! ¢ HUIM XKYypUuT,
Jleraet B HeOe ¢ Heil!

3aueM Tak paayeT ee

U connie u BecHa!

JlukyeT nu, KaKk 10Yb CTUXUA,
Ha nmpe nx ona?

UTto HyKIbl! CHACTINB, KTO HA HEM
3a0BEeHbE MBICIIH IIBET,

Koro manéko ot Hee

OH, AuBHBIH, yHECET!




17. Muse

I am not blinded by my muse:

No one calls her beautiful,

Nor will youths, on seeing her,

Chase her down in a passionate swarm.
To lure them with exquisite dress,
Sparkling conversation and glittering eyes
She has neither inclination nor gift;

But the world can be struck by a glance of light,
The unpretentious expression of her face,
And the calm simplicity of her speech;
And sooner than a harsh judgement,

It will honour her with gentle praise.

17. My3a

He ocnenien s My3010 Mo€to:
Kpacasurieil ee He HAa30BYT,

W 1onomm, y3pes ee, 3a HEO
BioGneHHO0 TOON HE MOOeTyT.
ITprmaHMBaTh U3BICKAHHBIM yOOPOM,
HUrpoto a3, GnecTsIImuM pa3roBopoM
Hu cxkiloHHOCTH y HEH, HU Jjapa HET;
Ho nopaskeH ObIBaeT MEIBKOM CBET
Ee nuna HeoOmMM BBIpaKEHbBEM,

Ee peueit ciokOMHON TPOCTOTOM;

U o, ckopeil ueM eIKUM OCYKIECHbEM,
Ee moutuT HEOpEI)KHOM TTOXBAJIOH.




