bpregenuss

A CH)KY Y OKHa

1 Bcerpna TBepAMA, UTO cyAabba - wurpa.
Uro 3auem Ham pbiba, pa3 ectb MKpa.
UTo rotTuuecKum CTUAb NO6EeAUT, KaK LUKOAA,
KaK cnocoOHOCTbL TOpuaTh, U36e)xaB ykoaa.
A cMXy Yy OKHa. 3a OKHOM OCHMHA.
A Anlo6uA HemHorux. OAHaAKO - CHUABHO.

I sit by the window

I said fate plays a game without a score,
and who needs fish if you've got caviar?
The triumph of the Gothic style would come to pass
and turn you on — no need for coke, or grass.
I sit by the window. Outside, an aspen.
When I loved, I loved deeply. It wasn't often.*



To A Young Lady
Who Sent Me A Laurel Crown

Fresh morning gusts have blown away all fear
From my glad bosom, - now from gloominess
I mount for ever - not an atom less
Than the proud laurel shall content my bier.

HOHOM neam,
npucnasLlen MHe 1aBpOBbIN BEHOK

BCcTawowmn AeHb AOXHYN M cBeX u 6oap,
N BeCb MOM CTpax, U MPaYHOCTb - BCE NPOLUO.
Mo siceH AyX, rpsayuee cBeTno,
JlaBp OCeHM/Z1 MOW HenpuMeTHbIn oap.*



1 Bac AlIOOMA...

f1 Bac AloO6uA: A106OBDL ewe, ObITh MoXKeT,
B Aywle mMoeM yracana He coBceM;
Ho nycTb oHa Bac 60AblUE HE TPEeBOXXMT;
i He XOouy mMeYyaAuTb BaC HHUUEeM.

| loved you...

I loved you once, and still, perhaps, love's yearning
Within my soul has not quite burned away.
But may it nevermore you be concerning;
I would not wish you sad in any way.*

pe n mn gl v e o o v MIATOOMToa
*Translated b vV J. Lowenreid



Sonnet Ne 25

Let those who are in favour with their stars
Of public honour and proud titles boast,
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,
Unlook'd for joy in that | honour most.

CoHHeT N2 25

Kro noa 3Be3A0M CUACTAMBOIO POXXAEH -
fopaMTCA CAaBOM, TUTYAOM M BAACTbIO.
A A cyAbOOM CKpOMHee HarpaxAaeH,
U AR MeHA AlI060Bb - MICTOUYHMK CYACTbA. *

*MNMepesop C. Mapuwaka



