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John Keats.

The day is gone and all its sweets

The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone!
Sweet voice, sweet lips, soft hand, and softer breast,
Warm breath, light whisper, tender semitone,
Bright eyes, accomplished shape, and lang'rous waist!
Faded the flower and all its budded charms,
Faded the sight of beauty from my eyes,
Faded the shape of beauty from my arms,
Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, paradise—
Vanished unseasonably at shut of eve,

When the dusk holiday—or holinight
Of fragrant-curtained love begins to weave
The woof of darkness thick, for hid delight;
But, as I've read love's missal through today,
He'll let me sleep, seeing I fast and pray.

= _‘:C?__? %‘fk
1



IToracno cosHnE, a ¢ HUM BCSI IPENECTD JTHS;
[lacTenbHBIE TOHA, CNAAKUN TOJOC, TPYAH, TYObI, pyKH,
SIcHbIC r1a3a, JJIETKUM LICIOT TBOM,

U Bce, uto cocTaBnseT 00pasbl U 3BYKH.

Tax yBsAaroT mpeKpacHbIC I[BETHI;
N3 pyk MOUX yIUIBLIIO COBEPIICHCTBO,
Pacrasim B cympake HOUHOM
Bocropr, 6e3ymue, 01aKeHCTBO.

[Tox moorom HOYHBIM, MEJIBSIHBIN apOMAT,
JIt000Bb paznmiia s CTPACTHBIX HACTAKICHUMN,
Bce mywmsbl, muiis TOJbBKO 0 Tebe,

Moe BoieOHOE M HEXKHOE BHIACHBE.

Ho st MOTUTBEHHUK TI00BH YUTAN U BHOBb,
Moumo: «[Tommu mue ['ocrioan, poii 3a0BEHHBIX CHOB!»



Matthew Arnold. LA
Longing

Come to me in my dreams, and then
By day I shall be well again!
For so the night will more than pay
The hopeless longing of the day.

Come, as thou cam'st a thousand times,
A messenger from radiant climes,
And smile on thy new world, and be
As kind to others as to me!

Or, as thou never cam'st in sooth,
Come now, and let me dream it truth,
And part my hair, and kiss my brow,

And say, My love why sufferest thou?

Come to me in my dreams, and then
By day I shall be well again!
For so the night will more than pay
The hopeless longing of the day.




[Ipnan ko MHE BO CHe, oIy,
N 6yner nenp Moel oTpaagou,

Tax 3a 6e3HaEKHYIO TOCKY,
Bo3pacT MHE HOYb, CBOIO Harpany.
[Ipuau KO MHE CTO THICSY pas3,
[TocnaHHMKaM U3 CTPaH JYyYHCTBIX,
VY 1p10KO# TEIIIO0 COTpeH,

Kak Mup TBOH, J€BCTBEHHOI U YUCTOM.

SIBUCH KO MHE B MOMX MEYTaXx -
KuBoi, U3 IJI0TH, HACTOSIIEH,

W HEexXHO Kyapu MHE JIacKau,
Ilemys B 6poBB, KaK MOXKHO CIaIIle.
lenuu Ha yuiko: - «O J11000BB,
3aduem MeHs Thl OTIyCKaelb?
3auem ceOs U JeHb U HOYb,
CrpagaHbeM TOPECTHBIM TEP3aeIIb ?»

[Ipuan ko MHE BO CHe, ITpoILy,
U 6yner nenp Moel oTpaaou,
Tax 3a 6e3HaEKHYIO TOCKY,

Boznact MHE HOUYB, CBOIO Harpamy.



Edna St. Vinsent Millay. |

Love is not all

Love is not all: It is not meat nor drink

Nor slumber nor a roof against the rain,

Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink
and rise and sink and rise and sink again.

Love cannot fill the thickened lung with breath
Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone;
Yet many a man is making friends with death
even as I speak, for lack of love alone.

It well may be that in a difficult hour,
pinned down by need and moaning for release
or nagged by want past resolution's power,

I might be driven to sell your love for peace,

Or trade the memory of this night for food.
It may well be. I do not think I would.

2 ,%-\)fy
5



JIr060Bb, e He Bce... He xi1ed u He nMuThe,
Hu cnankast apemoTa B 4ac HEHACThS,
N H1 My»X)49WHA, C KEM JISTUIIH TTOTO0JIaM,
[Toporo rope, MOpor MUHYTHI CHACTBS.

JIt000Bb HE B CHJIAaX, HAIIOJIHUTH TYXOM I'PY/b,
O4YHCTHTH KPOBb, Wb 3aJICUUTH OOJIBHYIO paHy,
W Tem He MEeHee, MBI CMEPTh 30BEM B JIPY3bS,
[IpenaBmince, HemenmoMy oOMaHy.

beITE MOXKET CTaThCAA, OJTHAXKIABI B TPYIHBIN Yac,
CreHas OT BO3BBIILIEHHOTO YyBCTBA,
CBoto 11000Bb, 51 MUPY TIOIAPIO,
Cracasch OT BepHOTo 0€3yMCTBa;

Nnb namats, mpegaM 0 HOYU Cei,
Brnionxe Bo3moxHO... Ho monHoTE peuent.



Dante Gabriel Rossetti.
Sudden Light

I have been here before,
But when or how I cannot tell:
I know the grass beyond the door,
The sweet keen smell,
The sighing sound, the lights around the shore.

You have been mine before, -
How long ago I may not know:
But just when at that swallow's soar
Your neck turned so,
Some veil did fall, - I knew it all of yore.



Has this been thus before?
And shall not thus time's eddying flight
Still with our lives our loves restore
In death's despite,
And day and night yield one delight once more?

S panblie 371eck ObIBal,
Korpga, 3aueM HEe MOMHIO. ..
Ho momHI0 npsiHEIN apomar,
JIymmcThIX Tpas,
B3nox BeTpa, na3ypHbIi TEIUIBINA Oeper.

S momHI0 Bac, maBHEIM-J1aBHO;
Ortkyna, caM He 3Halo,
Ho Bpl, Ha 1acTO4UKy B3IUISIHYB,
MHe oceHu OBLIOMH,
HANIOMHWJIH TI€YaIu.

AXx, 6b110 116 IpOTIITOE? Y BHI,
Bce kanyo B nera.
U Bce ke, Kak TI000Bb BEPHYTb,
Kak cmepTh Ha Beku 0OMaHyTh,
W nHem 1 HOYbIO, BOCTOPTaMH >KUBSI?
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Robert Frost.

Acquainted with the night

I have been one acquainted with the night.
I have walked out in rain - and back in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city light.

I have looked down the saddest city lane.

I have passed by the watchman on his beat
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.
I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,
But not to call me back or say good-by;
And further still at an unearthly height,
One luminary clock against the sky
Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.
I have been one acquainted with the night.



Sl HOUb O3HAI, 51 ¢ HeM Ha - « Thi».
S BBIIIETT B TOK/1b, C TOKJIEM BEPHYJICH,
[TevanbHBIM, TOPOJ MHUIICS MHE;
B ero orusix s oOmanyscs.
Sl MEMO cTpa)XHHKa MpOLIET,
be3monBHO, B30pOM HE Kacasch,
U 3ByK miaroB cBOMX IpepBal,
PaccnpimaTte KpuK BIAJIM NBITASCH.

OH Haj XWIMIIaMu pa3Heccs,
U He 30B4 1 HE POIIAACH. ..
To B BbICM MasiTHHUK 4acOB,
3By4aJl Kak KOJIOKOJI, Ka4ascCh;
W 3Be3aubIif udeponat Bo ThMe,
Bpamascs, c10BHO HEMOABUKHO,
Ho cTpenok He ObLIO HA HEM,
XOTb BpeMsl, U JIETEIO BUXPEM.

Sl HOYB 1T03HAII, 5 ¢ HEU Ha - « ThI».

10



Robert Frost.

Now close the windows

Now close the windows and hush all the fields:
If the trees must, let them silently toss;
No bird is singing now, and if there is,
Be it my loss.

It will be long ere the marshes resume,
It will be long ere the earliest bird:
So close the windows and not hear the wind,
But see all wind-stirred.



3aKpoWTe CTaBHU, MyCTh CTUXHET MECHB MOJEH,
W menor smeca, B AJOM MOU HE BITyCKaWTe,
Mmue 6e30TpaiHbl TPEIH COJIOBbS;
[Tevans mor0, MpoNTy, HE MPOTOHSUTE.

Hagonro Bpemsi, 3amMpeT B TUIIH 0OJIOT,
[Toxyna nTuLbl, HE BEPHYTCS B CEHb C BECHOIO;
N BeTep, CMOJKHET 32 OKHOM,

Hap xenrtoro, npoxaiiero JIMCTBOIO.
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William Wordsworth.

The solitary reaper

Behold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!
Alone she cuts, and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;
O listen! for the Vale profound
Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt
So sweetly to reposing bands
Of Travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian Sands:

No sweeter voice was ever heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.
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Will no one tell me what she sings?
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of today?
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again!

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sung
As if her song could have no ending;
I saw her singing at her work,
And o'er the sickle bending;

I listen'd till I had my fill;

And, as [ mounted up the hill,
The music in my heart I bore,
Long after it was heard no more

14



Tcc! Ipucnymaitecs!
[[lornangka mojaoaas
Opna BO MoJie, U ¢ CEpIom,
Cpe3sas pox, IOET YHBLIO,
Jlackaema KaxXJIbIM KOJIOCKOM.
[IoBsxeT CHOIT OHA, ¥ BHOBBD,
3aTsHET CBOM MOTUB IICYaIbHEIHN,
N Gynet muThCs OH pydbeM,
OTtpanoil YUCTON U XPYyCTAIbHOM.

Tak CoJIHIIEM MYyTHUK YTOMJICHHBIH,
Cpenu Ilepcuackoro necka,
B Tenwm oa3uca BHUMaeET,
C Oya’xeHCTBOM,
Tpensam conoBbA.

O, Tak B BECCHHEH THIIIUHE,
Kyky1miku cipliiieH 308 BIIOOJICHHBIH,
B manu ['eOpuackux ocTpoBOB,

B nyCThIHHBIX 3eMJISIX OT/aJICHHBIX.

Ho kT0 oTkpoeT MHE cekper,
HeyXTO MHE HUKTO HE CKaXeT,
O 4em roprouu noer,
3a >xaTBOM >KHUIA MOJIoAas?!

O rope, 601 b Oee,

O cepaily MUJIOUW CTOPOHE,

O 4epHBIX THAX MUHYBIIUX B JIeTo;
A MOET MPOCTO 3TO IPYCTh,
Uro u He TpebyeT oTBeTa?

O dem OBl IeBYyIIIKA HU TIETa,

V necuu He ObLIO KOHIIA,

W necHs nrunen ynerana,

[Ipm kaxaom B3Maxe,
Eé€ cepma.

S Bce cTosin, CTOSIT U cirymiad,

Ho Bpemst ObLI0 yXOIUTB;

Ha xonm B300paBmuch,
B cBoewm cepare, s MeCHIO JKHULBI YHOCHUIL.

15






William Wordsworth.
Daffodils

I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

17



The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling leaves in glee;
A poet could not be but gay,
In such a jocund company!
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

18



Cpenu 10JMH, XOJIMOB 3€JIE€HBIX,
biryxnan st o6makoM cenbim,
Bnapyr ouytuiics nepen poien,
Cpenu HapIUCCOB 30J0ThIX.
OHu Haj 03€pOM CKJIIOHEHO,
BHumanu BeTpy ymnoeHHoO.

L{BeTHI MpeKpacHBIC CHUSIIH,
Kax 3Be31p1 MIICYHOTO TyTH,
W BUMCh HUTHIO HECKOHYAEMOH,
Jlo kpast HeOa 1 3eMJTH.

Hx B30pOoM OBLITO HE OOBSTH,
Ho Bce manunm TaHueBars.

U 36106 3epkanbHas Ka4yasch,
Jlukys B Omecke roayoom,
Tocky moara pasrossna,
CKOIB3SIINUM, TTO HEMY JTYyYOM.
Hy, pa3Be Mor s noragartsc,
Kakxoe MHe oTKpBLIACh IAPCTBO!

OTHBIHE B CIaaKHUi yac 0JaKEHCTBa,
B MUHYTBI TyMBI IpU CBEYAX,
[{BeThI MHE nyl1y 03apsIOT,
Hex1aHHO MBICTIEHHO SIBSACH.

U cepaue noNHUT yTEHIEHbE,
UYTO BHOBB B Ty pOULY Sl BEPHYCh.

19
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William Wordsworth.
On Westminster Bridge

Earth has not anything to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!
The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;
And all that mighty heart is lying still!

20



O, kak u3dilHa, MIEHUTENIbHA KYPTHHA,
UYel 1yx ocTaHETCS HEMOM,
[Tpu cozeprianum BeIMYaBOTO Mei3axa,
B xoem yTpo, yapyet kpacoroi?!

3aps 6e3MOIBHO, MTOJIHAS BOCTOPTra,
Opena B pu3y: - TeaTpsl, XpaMbl, KOpadu;
W Gamnram, Ka4aroTcs Ha BOJIHAX,
B npo3paunocTu 6aucTaromei pexu.

B nmazypu uncToi, HEerorw riry0oKo,
Cuser cosHile B JOJIMHE TOIyO00id,
XO0JIMBI 3€JIEHBIE U CKAJIbI B CHEXKHBIX IIIAIKaX,
BiiekyT Mol B30p, JI€EBCTBEHHOU KPACOW.

S mepemnonHeH 4yBCTBaMU O€3MEpHO,
Ho ropoj ciut, Tak cliajgko B TUIIHHE. ..

U cepane ucnonmHa 6€3MATEKHO,
brercs, B 4yTKOM MOJTyCHE.

21



James Joyce.

Simples

O bella bionda,
Sei come I'onda!

Of cool sweet dew and radiance mild
The moon a web of silence weaves
In the still garden where a child
Gathers the simple salad leaves.

22



A moondew stars her hanging hair
And moonlight kisses her young brow
And, gathering, she sings an air:
Fair as the wave is, fair, art thou!

Be mine, I pray, a waxen ear
To shield me from her childish croon
And mine a shielded heart for her
Who gathers simples of the moon.

O bella bionda,
Sei come ['onda!

B Onecke mpoxmagHONi, MEIBSHOM POCHI,
JlyHa mayTUHKHA MOJTYaHbs CILICTACT,
A neBwiia, B BOJIIIEOHOM JIeCy,
KonmoBckyro TpaBy coOupaer.

B xocax ee, 383161 TOpPAT,
Yero Moio10€, CBET JTYHHBIH J1003aeT;
«O, TBI IpeKpacHa CJIOBHO BOJIHA!»
B3apixas, oHa HaleBaeT.

Ho kak MHE BOCKOM YIIIH 3aKpbITh,
YroObI HE CIBIIIATH CUX HEXHBIX MOTHUBOB,
YToOsI HE TPE3UTH, HE TyMaTh O TOM. ..
Kto TpaBbl, moj myHOM coOupaer.

23



r I fn
e ‘EH‘ x.lh \.-;:‘\; -'- ‘ £
=4 HEFTTFQRY > V&

James Joyce.

She weeps over Pahoon

Rain on Rahoon falls softly, softly falling,
Where my dark lover lies.
Sad is his voice that calls me, sadly calling,
At grey moonrise.

Love, hear thou
How soft, how sad his voice is ever calling,
Ever unanswered, and the dark rain falling,
Then as now.

Dark too our hearts, O love, shall lie and cold
As his sad heart has lain
Under the moongrey nettles, the black mould
And muttering rain.

24



Joxnap Hax PaxyHOM THXO IuIader,
Tam cout 1F000BHUK MOJIOOH,
[TevanbHBIN TIIAC K HEMY B3BIBACT,
B cany, mox cympadHou TyHOM.

Most m1000Bb, yCIBIIIb MEHS !
Kak HexeH, 1acKoB ObLIT TBOM I'0JIOC;
B oTBeT nullb CIBIIIEH BCXIUI JOXKIS. ..
JINCTBBI OCEHHEN MIOPOX.

B x01101HOM Mpake ThI JEKHUIIb,
U s ycny ¢ 06010,
N mycTh 60pMOYET CTHUTBINA TOK b,
Han nepuom ¢ kpanusoro.
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Lewis Carroll.
Brother And Sister

"Sister, sister, go to bed!
Go and rest your weary head."
Thus the prudent brother said.

"Do you want a battered hide,
Or scratches to your face applied?"
Thus his sister calm replied.

"Sister, do not raise my wrath.
I'd make you into mutton broth
As easily as kill a moth"

The sister raised her beaming eye
And looked on him indignantly
And sternly answered, "Only try!"

Off to the cook he quickly ran.

"Dear Cook, please lend a frying-pan
To me as quickly as you can."

26



And wherefore should I lend it you?"
"The reason, Cook, is plain to view.
I wish to make an Irish stew."

"What meat is in that stew to go?"
"My sister'll be the contents!"
"Oh"

"You'll lend the pan to me, Cook?"
"NO' n
Moral: Never stew your sister.

Mos noporas roay0Oka cecrtpa,
Houb Ha nBope, u criate HaMm nopa,
A TIOTOMY, JI0)KUCBH - K& B ITOCTEIb,

[T03B0JIb OTIOXHYTH I'OJIOBKE CBOEH !

AX TBI KOBapHBIN, pacueTIUBBIN Opar,
Jla ThI TOYTOJI0#, MEHS BUJIETh paj!
WNnu mano mapanus Tebe,

S octaBnsito Ha GeccThIIHOM Jniie?!

Cecrtpuia, bora npoury, He THEBH,
U 3Beps Bo MHE, OTHIO/b, HE Oyu!
A ke Tebs1, Kak MOTBIIbKA pa3AaBIIio,
U cTpsimaro BenukoyenmHoe 6apaHbe pary.

- Hy u mep3aBen! B3ponuiia cectpa:
- Tonpko mocMeit, TPOHYTH MeHs!
Bo3nes npekpacHbie 04 K JyHE,
IIvnanma neBuIla, CIOBHO B OTHE.

Bbpar >xe Ha KyXHIO JIHIIb MATKH OJECTHT,
['maza B HETEpIIEHBE YTOJIBKAMU TOPAT;
- Kyxapka, noxxany¥icra, 3aiiMu CKOBOPO/IKY,
Mouto, moOBICTpEl, MHE OYEHD B OXOTKY!

27



[To3BOJIBTE CIPOCUTH XO35IMH, HO MPaBO,
Pa3Be ckoBoposka 310 3a0aBa?!
[IprunHa, KaK JeHb SICHBIA NPOCTA,
Pary no - upnanjacku TymmTs 0yay s!

Ho ¢ yem Bbl HamepeHHBI TOTOBUTH pary?!
Sl 3a ocHOBY cecTpHily BO3bMY!
bor ¢ Bamu, xo03suH!
IIpocture... Ho Her,
Buanao HOuHOM y Bac 310 Open!

Mopans:

OOBIYHBIN CITOP C POAHOM CECTPOH,
He pa3zpemuts ckoBOpoaoii!

28
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Hartley Coleridge.

November

The mellow year is hasting to its close:
The little birds have almost sung their last,
Their small notes twitter in the dreary blast -
That shrill-piped harbinger of early snows; -
The patient beauty of the scentless rose,
Oft with the morn's hoar crystal quaintly glassed,
Hangs a pale mourner for the summer past,
And makes a little summer where it grows; -
In the chill sunbeam of the faint brief day
The dusky waters shudder as they shine;
The russet leaves obstruct the straggling way
Of oozy brooks, which no deep banks define,
And the gaunt woods, in ragged, scant array,
Wrap their old limbs with sombre ivy-twine.
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bnusurcs roa x 3aBepUICHBIO,
W Bce pexe nTuisl NorT,
Wx TocknuBbIi 11€0€T BEUaeT: -
«bn13K0 BpeMs MOPO30B U BbIOT!»

JlymmcTeie po3bl MOHUKIIY;
CuHMI1 MHEN 1O YTpaM Ha CTEKIIE,
[IpuayaIMBO MUIIET KyPTHUHBI,
CIoBHO JI€TO pUCYET OHE.

OT J1ydeii MpomaabHbIX TPEIECIIET,
I'manp, cusromux BoJI,
Prpkue mucThs, Kayasch Ha 3bI0SX,
TockIUBO IIISAAT B HEOOCBOI.

N neca, B cympadHbIi ILTIOM,
OOepHYIHUCh B pBAaHHBIX OJEXKIAX,
W 6e3MONBHO KIyT XOJI0/I0B,
[TosHbIE BECEHHEN HAIECKBI.
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Hartley Coleridge.

September

The dark green Summer, with its massive hues,
Fades into Autumn's tincture manifold.
A gorgeous garniture of fire and gold
The high slope of the ferny hill indues.

The mists of morn in slumbering layers diffuse
O'er glimmering rock, smooth lake, and spiked array
Of hedge-row thorns, a unity of grey.

All things appear their tangible form to lose
In ghostly vastness. But anon the gloom
Melts, as the Sun puts off his muddy veil;
And now the birds their twittering songs resume,
All Summer silent in the leafy dale.

In Spring they piped of love on every tree,
But now they sing the song of memory.
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Bot u nera uzympyaHoro Kpacku,
Pa306aBuiia oceHb B HACTOWKaX 1IBETHBIX,
B Benukonenuu OarpsiHIa u 31ara,
3a X0JIMaMH yTONAIOT LIBETHI.

PanHUM yTpoM nacyTcs TyMaHsl,
Ha BepmmHax cusrommx ckai,
CepeOpom oTpaxaeTcs eIbHHK,

B ToHKOM rmaan 03epHBIX 3€pKall.

Ho noporo na3ypusie nanm,
3aTMEBAKOT CTaJa MpPavyHbIX TyY;
VYxKe NTHUIIBI TOKUHYJIN CEHHU,
U rpsinet mopa BIaCTHBIX CTYX.

JIumibs ¢ BECHOIO MTaXH BEPHYTCH,
CHoBa Tpenu JII00BU 3a3ByuUar,
A TI0Ka, IeCHIO MaMSTH B BalIbCE,
[lermuer B necy nucronani.
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Oscar Wilde.

Camma

As one who poring on a Grecian urn
Scans the fair shapes some Attic hand hath made,

God with slim goddess, goodly man with maid,

And for their beauty's sake is loth to turn
And face the obvious day, must I not yearn
For many a secret moon of indolent bliss,
When in the midmost shrine of Artemis
I see thee standing, antique-limbed, and stern?

And yet - methinks I'd rather see thee play
That serpent of old Nile, whose witchery
Made Emperors drunken, - come, great Egypt, shake
Our stage with all thy mimic pageants! Nay,

I am grown sick of unreal passions, make
The world thine Actium, me thine Antony!
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S ynoeHHbIi 6€3MEPHBIM BOCXHUIIICHBEM,
['peueckyro ypHy cozepuai,
brectsiee TBOpeHbE YEIOBEKA -
UynecHbix GOpM U KpacOK Ueall.
JlecHulie aHTUYHOTO TOHYApA,
I'opensedsr Boccozmansl boros,

Ho B30p npekpacHoi ApTeMHuIbI,
MaHus1 MEHsI B TAMHCTBEHHBIN aJIbKOB.

U tem He mMenee, Llapuiiero mpenbieHHbIN,
S mabGmroan, KaKk Tl UTpajia co 3Meeid,
N oxxuBanu MpauyHble BUIACHBS,

Han npesnero Erunerckon 3emien.
OpnHako, JOBOJIBHO MOUUIBIX 3PETUI,
JlemieBbIx, HEOOY3/TaHHBIX CTPACTEH,
Bozpanytics! IIpa3anayii ke modeny,
TBoit Mup — AkuuymM, a 1 AHTOHUN TBO!
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Oscar Wilde.

Impression du Matin

The Thames nocturne of blue and gold
Changed to a Harmony in grey:
A barge with ochre-coloured hay
Dropt from the wharf: and chill and cold

The yellow fog came creeping down
The bridges, till the houses' walls
Seemed changed to shadows, and S. Paul's
Loomed like a bubble o'er the town.

Then suddenly arose the clang
Of waking life; the streets were stirred
With country waggons: and a bird
Flew to the glistening roofs and sang.

But one pale woman all alone,
The daylight kissing her wan hair,
Loitered beneath the gas lamps' flare,
With lips of flame and heart of stone.
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B na3ypHo — 30710TOM HOKTIOPH,

PaccBeT BHeC MpayHble MOTHBBI;

ITo Bomam Temssl cepo — cuHuUN,
Kaugasce, kaTurcs Jaabs.

Tyman cezoii ¢ MOCTOB KITyOUTCH,
Becp JIoHI0H B cympak nmorpy»xeH,
JInme muuTCA, 9TO0 COOOp, KaK MpU3paK,
Ddupom OyATO OKPHIICH.

OpHako, CoHIE MPOOYAUBIIUCH,
CTpsIXHYJIO TPYCTh € 3JIOTHIX PECHHII,
U ropon cnusics B 0611eM xope,
3armederany CTalKH MTHII.

U ToABKO KeHIIMHA OECCHIILHO,
ITox B3opom doHapei Opena,
E# yTpo xkyapu nenosaio,

Ho xu3Hb B HEM CIOBHO, ymepJa.
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Oscar Wilde.
Symphony in Yellow

An omnibus across the bridge
Crawls like a yellow butterfly,
And, here and there, a passer-by
Shows like a little restless midge.
Big barges full of yellow hay
Are moved against the shadowy wharf,
And, like a yellow silken scarf,
The thick fog hangs along the quay.
The yellow leaves begin to fade
And flutter from the Temple elms,
And at my feet the pale green Thames

Lies like a rod of rippled jade.
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OmHHOYC 1O MOCTY MOJ3ET;
OH CJOBHO KEJITBIA MOTBUIEK,
Bokpyr Hero tyna — croza...
Cremur npoxoKux MOIIKapa.
[Tox >keNnThIM CEHOM y IIpUYalIa,
Kauasicy, KaTuTCs 1aaps,
Tyman rycroii mapdom aTiacHbIM. ..
OxyTain B xkenaToM Oepera.
U ¢ BsA30B xenTas JUCTBa,
CppbIBasch, MO BETPY JETHUT,

JIume Tem3a Gexiias y HOT ...

Kaxk xe31 HepUTOBBII JIEKUT.
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Robert Frost.

Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound's the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.
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B necy s cHexxHOM ouyTHIICH,
Ero xo3simH MHE 3HaKOM;
Ho 51, mox enkoi cXOpOHUBIIUCH,
JIro0yroch AUBHOM KPAaCOTOM.

Moeii nomajake HeBIOMEK,

Uro s men3axem o4apoBaH,

U cnoBHO Kk 3epkany ayuu,
XpycCTaJIbHBIM 03€pOM MPUKOBAH.

A Mexy, TEM IOJI IEJIECT BETPa,
Bewop risigurcs 3010101,
CkakyH, Maxasi YepHOIl T'PUBOH,
Cnemur ymyaTbcsi, 0poYb, JOMOM.

He B cunax s ceit iec NOKUHYTB,
A xonb 308BeT: Ilopa, nopa...
N K0JIOKONBYMK HANIEBAET:
Bo cHe BepHembes T CrO/a,
Bo cHe BepHembes ThI croa.
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Robert Frost.

Dust of Snow

The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree
Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day I had rued.

C 6oimmroJiona,
Bcnopxnyiia BopoHa;
C BETOK IOCHITIAJIACh,

CHeXXHas MbLIb,

H ot Toro,
Cepauy cTano TerJee;
[IpoxuThI 1E€HB,
He ka3ancs myctsim.
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George Meredith.

Song in the Songless

They have no song, the sedges dry,

And still they sing.

It is within my breast they sing,

As I pass by.
Within my breast they touch a string,

They wake a sigh.

There is but sound of sedges dry;

In me they sing.

VY cyXoH OCOKH, HET IIECHHU T'OBOPAT;
U Bce k... OHa noer,
Ee moTuB B rpynu moenu,
OTtpazio10 )KUBET.

Korna nymm KOCHYJIHUCH CTPYHBI,
D¢dup BokpyT 0xKuUII,
W nuiib 0COKM 3BYKH JTUITHCH,
OObsBIIME BECH MHP.
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