ALONE

From childhood’s hout I have not been
As others were; I have not seen

As others saw; I could not bring

My passions from a common spting,
From the same source I have not taken
My sorrow; I could not awaken

My heart to joy at the same tone;
And all I loved, I loved alone.

Then - in my childhood, in the dawn
Of a most stormy life — was drawn
From every depth of good and ill
The mystery which binds me still:
From the torrent, ot the fountain,
From the red cliff of the mountain,
From the sun that round me rolled

In its autumn tint of gold,

From the lightning in the sky

As it passed me flying by,

From the thunder and the storm,
And the cloud that took the form
(When the rest of Heaven was blue)
Of a demon in my view.

OAMHOKUI

51 He TakmuM OBIA C ACTCKIX AET
Kaxk Bce: nmave Buaea cBer,

1 B pycao obmee He Mor
CBOMX BACUEHHI BAUTD IOTOK,
U u3 unoro Obér kAIOUa

Mot reqann; He B TOH 3BydaA
3BOH PAAOCTH I CEPAITA TTBIA;
Bcé, uto A0OMA — OAMH AFOOHA.



Toraa e, — B A€TCTBE, ¥ HCTOKA
AKureiicknx 6yps, — 10 BOA€ poka
3 Beex rayOum A0Opa 1 342
Mue raiima sBAcHA ObiA2
(ITaenéH 1 €ro AO CHX TTOP):

I3 KkpacHBIX CKaA CYpOBBIX TOP,
3 poanmka m BoAOmaAQ,

3 sEATOIT OCEHH MPOXAQAB,
U3 coamra B HebOe HAAO MHOI,
YUro AApHT CBET 1 ACTHHIT 3HOI,
3 rpoma, MOAHMH 1 TIITOpMA —
I1 obaaxa, ato cvermT opmy,
U rasier AeMoH mAH Oec

B raasa us cumennr medec.

A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM

Take this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow —
You are not wrong, who deem
That my days have been a dream;
Yet if hope has flown away

In a night, or in a day,

In a vision, ot in none,

Is it therefore the less gone?
All that we see or seem

Is but a dream within a dream.

I stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,
And T hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sand —
How few! yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While I weep — while I weep!
O God! can I not grasp
Them with a tighter clasp?

O God! can I not save

One from the pitiless wave?
Is all that we see ot seem
But a dream within a dream?

COH BO CHE

[Torreayem ADa Kacasch

1 ¢ Toboro paccrasasics,

S 1ebe cettyac pHU3HAIOCH:
He ormmbAach o B oAHOM:
A 1 BIPaBAY CTAAH CHOM.
Koab yrmaa mapexaa mpoun
To AM B A€HD, 4 TO Al B HOYD,
Hassy nan B BuaeHmm,

Boab yrpatsr passe menee?
Buixy uro mab MEHTCA MHE,
Bcé — Beero anmip con Bo cre.



Bor ncrepsanmmi mprboem
nAstk. CTOIO CpeAb BeTpa Bost
H ACPIKY — ADOKHT pyKal —
30A0TOIO TOPCTH IIECKA.
Maxso kak! Teuér crpysa
Mexay maspmami, a 1 —

O, # mAa4y — maauy 1!

Boixe! Kak nx yaepiars,

Kak maotnee pyky cixars?
Kak mecunnky xo1p 0AHY
Msue He ypoHuTD B BOAHY?
Buiky uto mAb MEHTCA MHE —
Brpaay Ab Bcé — AvIIb COH BO CHE?

EL DORADO

Gaily bedight,
A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,
Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old,
This knight so bold,
And 0’et his heart a shadow
Fell as he found
No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength
Failed him at length,
He met a pilgtim shadow;
“Shadow,” said he,
“Whete can it be,
This land of Eldorado?”

“Over the mountains
Of the moon,
Down the valley of the shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,”
The shade replied, -
“If you seek for Eldorado!”

BAAAAAA OB DABAOPAAO

Kua peiaps-cpant:

Ha masme — Oanr,
AroOnA MeHATb HAPSABL

3HaA TeHb U CBET,

Ho mmoro aer
Mewuraa 00 DAbAOPAAO.

Ho crap on craa
I Tak yeraa,
I cepary Her oTpaabL.
Ou Ha mean,
W mer semamn,
Yro cxoka ¢ DABAOPIAO.



Hacraa tor aenp,
Yro BeCTHHK-TEHD
ViKe mmaraet pAAOM.
«Tenp, rae TBOIL pait —
Tor AuBHBIT Kpait
C HasBaHbeM — DABAOPIAOPY

«CpeAb AVHHBIX TOp
Ectp ¢ AaBHIX 1TOp
Ao TeRI 1 IPOXAAABI,
I'ae crosar mMedTs, —

"TaM CBIIIEITb THI
Aopory B DApAOpaso».



