TO THE THAWING WIND

Come with rain, O loud Southwestet!
Bring the singer, bring the nester;
Give the butied flower a dream;
Make the settled snowbank steam;
Find the brown beneath the white;
But whate’er you do tonight,

Bath my window, make it flow,
Melt it as the ice will go;

Melt the glass and leave the sticks
Like 2 hermit’s crucifix;

Burst into my narrow stall;

Swing the picture on the wall;

Run the rattling pages o’e;

Scatter poems on the floor;

Turn the poet out of door.

TEITAOMY BETPY

[Ipixoan ¢ pomaém, 3roiia-Becr!
[Tyt BepHy B3 FOKHEIX MECT;
A\aif IBETKY HBETEHDBA AQp;
[Ipesparu cyrpoOr! B 11ap;
Bypeiii et Hafiam oA GeAbim;
ToABKO, UTO OB TH HE ACAQA,
CMoOII €O CTEKOA 3UMHHII AEA!
A¥h OKOHHBIIT ITEpEnAET
Coxpamn Mue, Moit 3rofia-Becr,
Kax otmeapHIMecKmit kpecr.

B KeABFO TH BOPBHCH KO MHE,
CABHHD KapTHHY Ha CTEHe,

Ha oa cbpocs cruxu, rasers —
1B passuue croxera

Brronmn 32 Aepp mosra.

RELUCTANCE

Out through the fields and the woods
And over the walls I have wended;

I have climbed the hills of view

And looked at the wotld, and descended;
I have come by the highway home,

And lo, it is ended.

The leaves are all dead on the ground,
Save those that the oak is keeping

To ravel them one by one

And let them go scraping and creeping
Out over the crusted snow,

When others are sleeping,



And the dead leaves lie huddled and still,
No longer blown hither and thither;
The last long aster is gone;

The flowets of the witch-hazel withet;
The heart is still aching to seek,

But the feel question ‘Whither?”

Ah, when to the heart of man
Was it ever less than a treason
To go with the drift of things,
To yield with a grace to reason,
And bow and accept the end
Of alove or a season?

POIIOT

Yepes mos 1 Aeca

S 1éa, me crparmach perpaal;
Ha xoAnmsr BocxoAHA, 9TOOB! MIp
C BepIIIMHBI OKIHYTb B3TAAOM;
1 cyetnaca, 1 BOT — MO AOM,
Yto mpHIITéA B YITAAOK.

Ha semae Bce AmcTosl MepTBHI,
A criacénnsie Ay0a 3a00TOI
Oaus 32 ApyriM 00A€TAT,
Tpepoixa mmyprarmeit HOTOI
\HCTBL, 9TO IIOA HACTOM ACKAT,
OOmbATH APEMOTOIL.

W oxarku omasuiert AMCTBE
HeABYKHBI TOA CHEKHBIM MEXOM;
[Tocaearne acTper yImAm,

1 BAnyT 1IBETH Opexa;

Awirs ceparte Beé paéred. .. Kyaa?
Ho otBerut Anmp sxo.

Ax, ceparte! Paccyaky BHATS
Tebe An? — BeAb 9TO M3MEHa:
[TopsiaoKk Bermeit PHHATD,
AMINMBIINCH MAAFO3MIT IIAEHA,
1 emupurbes ¢ KOHIIOM AIOOBH,
Yro, Kak 1 OCEHB, OpEHHA. ..

INTO MY OWN

One of my wishes is that those dark trees,

So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Werte not, as ‘twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

I should not be withheld but that some day

into their vastness I should steal away,

Fearless of ever finding open land,

ot highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.



I do not see why I should ¢’er turn back,

Or those should not set forth upon my track
To overtake me, who should miss me here
And long to know if still I held them dear.

They would not find me changed from him they knew —
Only more sure of all I thought was true.

B I'AVBUHE AVIIIN

S Onr xOTeA, uTOD 31 ACpeBa

Moryune — nx Betep AMIITH €ABA

Kaunér — evennan ckopObii cBoit yoop
Ha Gyitnbix kpon paspocimmiics mpocTop.

Aa Dyaer MHE TOrA2 HEBEAOM CTPax
caesnyTs, 3aTepaThes B TEX Aecax
1 me maitti mpocBeTa 1 TPOIIH,
I'A€ MeCHT KOAECO ITeCOK CYABOBL

He aymaro, 9o 5 croAa BepHYCb.

A e, KoMy A BIIPAMb 3A€CH HYAEH, — IIyCTh
[o caeay MOEMY IIPOFIAYT B HAACHKAC
V3HaTh, OANBKI AW MHE OHIL, KAK TIPEKAC.

Onn ORAMYT, 9TO A AMIIb B OOABIIIEN Mepe
VBepeH B TOM, BO UTO I PAHbIIIE BEPHA.



