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Xouy 9 6bITb pe6eHKOM BOJIbHbIM

oo N cHOBa XWTb B POAHbLIX ropax,
CknTaTbCs MO flecaM pasfosibHbIM,

(I KayaTbCs Ha MOPCKUX BOJTHaX.
He coknTbcs MHe Aywon cBo60aHOMN

(I C CaKCOHCKOM MblWHON cyeToun!
Munee MHe Hapj 3bl6bl0 BOAHOM

oo YTec, B KoTOpblih 6beT Nnpnboii!

Cyabba! Bo3bMM Hasaa weapoThl

(] N TUTyn, 4to B BeKax 3By4uunT!
XKuntb Mex paboB — MHe HET 0XOThl,

(] NX pyku noxmmaTb — MHe CTbig!
BepHu MHe Kpali MOW ogmn4dansbii,

o 'Ae 3Han g rpesbl paHHUX NET,
Foe peBy OkeaHa ckanbl

oo LLintoT cBom 6ecTpeneTHbiit oTBET!

0! 4 He cTtap! Ho mup, 6eccnopHo,

Od Bbin coTBOpeH He aAng mMeHs!
3a4eM e CKpbITbl TEHbIO YepHOM

(] MpnMeTbl pOKOBOro AHA?

MHe npexae CHMUACS COH NMpeKpacHbIi,
(] BuaeHbe AMBHOM KpacoThl...
[encTBuTENbHOCTL! Thl peublo BAaCTHOM
o PaszorHana mMon MeuThl.

KTo 6b11 MOW Apyr — B Kpato AasiekoM,
o Koro ntobun — tex HeT CoO MHOMN.
YHbINI0 B cepALle O4MHOKOM,

Od Korga Hagexa ncdesHer poi!
Mopon Hap Yawamm Becenbs

oo 3abyaycb 9 Ha KpaTKuIA CPOK...
Ho uTO MrHoBeHHbIN 6pea noxmenbs!
a0 S cepauem, cepaueM — oaMHOK!

Kak rnyno cnywaTtb paccy>XaeHbs —

oad O, He opy3en n He Bparos! —
Tex, KTO MO NpPUXOTU POXAEHDbS

aoad Cran coToBapuweM NMpos.
BepHuTe MHe Apy3el 3aBeTHbIX,

Od Jennelumnx TpeneT HbIX AYM,

N 6powy opruii JOpacCBETHbIX

[ Sl 6neck nNycTon v NpasgHbIil WYM.

A XeHWmnHbI? Tebsa cuntan A

0O Hapexaon, yteweHbeM, BceM!
Kaknm xe MepTBbIM KaMHEM CTan ,
[ Korga TBOM NuK Ans cepaua Hem!

[apbl cyabbbl, ee NnpucTpacTbs,
oo Becb 3710T npa3gHumk 6e3 KoHua
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A oTaan 6bl 3a Kan cYacTbs,
Ood YT0 3HaKOT 4ncTblie cepaua!

S U3HEMOT OT MYK Becesbs,

Ood MHe HeHaBUCTEH poj IOACKON,

W xaxaeT rpyab MOS yuwenbs,

oo rae mrna HaBUCHET, Hapg AyLwon!
Koraa 6 s mor, pacnpaBuB Kpblsibs,

oo Kak ronybb K pagoctsim rHesaa,
YMuaTbcs B He6o 6e3 ycunbs

(I [Mpoyb, Mpo4Yb OT XWU3HU — HaBceraa!

Mepesog K.[l. BanbMoHTa

TekcT opurnHasna Ha aHIJINIACKOM SI3bIKE!

(George Gordon Byron)
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1.
I would I were a careless child,
O Still dwelling in my Highland cave,
Or roaming through the dusky wild,
o Or bounding o'er the dark blue wave;
The cumbrous pomp of Saxon pride,
OO Accords not with the freeborn soul,
Which loves the mountain's craggy side,
OO And seeks the rocks where billows roll.
2.

Fortune! take back these cultur'd lands,
o Take back this name of splendid sound!
I hate the touch of servile hands,

o I hate the slaves that cringe around:
Place me among the rocks I love,
OO Which sound to Ocean's wildest roar;

I ask but this—again to rove
O OThrough scenes my youth hath known before.

3.

Few are my years, and yet I feel

[ The World was ne'er design'd for me:
Ah! why do dark'ning shades conceal

aoad The hour when man must cease to be?
Once I beheld a splendid dream,

aoad A visionary scene of bliss;
Truth!—wherefore did thy hated beam

[ Awake me to a world like this?

4,

I lov'd—but those I lov'd are gone;
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oo Had friends—my early friends are fled:
How cheerless feels the heart alone,

oo When all its former hopes are dead!
Though gay companions, o'er the bowl
od Dispel awhile the sense of ill;

Though Pleasure stirs the maddening soul,
oo The heart—the heart—is lonely still.

5.

How dull! to hear the voice of those

OO Whom Rank or Chance, whom Wealth or Power,
Have made, though neither friends nor foes,

O JAssociates of the festive hour.

Give me again a faithful few,

o In years and feelings still the same,

And I will fly the midnight crew,

oo Where boist'rous Joy is but a name.

6.

And Woman, lovely Woman! thou,

o My hope, my comforter, my all!
How cold must be my bosom now,

oo When e'en thy smiles begin to pall!
Without a sigh would I resign,

oo This busy scene of splendid Woe,
To make that calm contentment mine,

OO Which Virtue knows, or seems to know.
7.

Fain would I fly the haunts of men—

OO I seek to shun, not hate mankind;

My breast requires the sullen glen,

o Whose gloom may suit a darken'd mind.

Oh! that to me the wings were given,

oo Which bear the turtle to her nest!
Then would I cleave the vault of Heaven,
oo To flee away, and be at rest.



