A. C. llymukun
ThI 1 BbI

ITycroe 6b1 cepIeUHBIM mbl
Omna, oOMOIBSICh, 3aMEHUJIA
W Bce cuacTIUBBIE MEUTEI

B nyuie BimtoOneHHoOM BO30yaAMIIa.

IIpen Hel 3ax1yMUYnBO CTOIO,
CBecTH ouei ¢ Hee HeT CUJIbI;
U roBopro eil: Kak b1 MUIIbI!
W MpICTIO: KaK mebs no0Iro!

A. S. Pushkin
YOU AND THOU

Sweet thou for an empty you

She humorously substituted

And every happy dream, anew,

In the enamored soul recruited.

I'm facing her, and nothing see

The eyes beside her smile disarming,
And lips recite: “You are so charming!”
And fancy echoes:“I love thee!”



A. C. MNyLwknH
(3 Ernnetcknx Houen)

[MOoST naeT — OTKPbITbI BEXAbI,
Ho oH He BMOUT HUKOrO;

A mMexay TeM 3a Kpaun ogexabl
[Mpoxoxun gepraert €ro...

«Ckaxn: 3a4yem 6e3 uenu 6poanub?
EfnBa gocTur Tbl BbICOTHI,

A BOT y>X Jony B30p HU3BOAULLb

A HM30MTU CTpEMULLLCS Thl.

Ha cTponHbLIV MUP Tbl CMOTPULLIL CMYTHO;
BecnnogHbin xap Teba TOMUT;
[MpeomMeT HUYTOXHBIN MOMUHYTHO
Tebs TPEBOXUT U MAHWUT.
CTpeMuTbCs K HEBY OOSMKEH reHun,
O6s13aH UCTUHHbIN NOJT

[1ns1 BOOXHOBEHHbLIX NECHONEHWUM
N36paTb BO3BbILLEHHbIN NPEAMET».

— 3auem KpyTuTCs BETP B OBpare,
[MogbemneT NUCT 1 NblNb HECET,
Korgoa kopabnb B HeaABWXXHOW Bnare
Ero obixaHbs xagHo XaoeT?

3a4em oT rop u mmmo bawleH
JleTnT open, TaXen n cTpalleH,

Ha wyaxnbin neHb? Cnpocu ero.
3ayem apana CBO€Ero

Mnapgas nodut [Je3gemona,

Kak mecsauy, nobut Houn mriy?
3artem, 4To BETPY M opny

N cepauy oeBbl HET 3aKOHa.

TakoB noaT: Kak AKBUIMOH,

UTO XO4eT, TO U HOCUT OH —

Opny nogobHo, oH netaet

A, He cnpocsach HU Y KOro,

Kak [lesanemoHa, nsdunpaet

Kymup ans cepgua cBoero.

A. S. Pushkin
(from Egyptian Night)

A poet wanders — eyes are open,

But senses do not take a note;

And meanwhile, random strangers often
Disturb his shabby, dusty coat ...

“Tell: What's the purpose of your roaming?
Why'd, barely reaching proper height,
You, in a fashion most ironic,

All of a sudden drop your sight?
Relentless fever burns you idly,

Our gracious, balanced world appalls;
Unworthy subjects daily, nightly
Excite your mind and move your soul.
A talent must aspire for beauty.

The poet of a great esteem

Has, as a matter of his duty,

To find a dignifying theme.”

— Why would the wind apply its prowess
To sweeping heaps of dusty leaves,
Whereas a brig awaits its powers

Amid the moist of breathless seas?
Why would, all hills beside and castles,
The eagle, bold and dreadful, hustle

To guard a stomp? Inquire of it!

Why, full of youth, and charm, and wit,
Would Desdemona love her Mauvre as
The Moon adores the gloom of night?

That's why: Since wind-squalls, eagle's flights,

And hearts of maids obey no orders ...
Such is the poet: like Aquill

He picks his burden at his will —

Like eagles, he is freely soaring,

And -- asking neither rich nor smart —
Like Desdemona, for adoring,
Appoints the fetish of his heart.



