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Haeud Wanupo

Poguncs B benopyccun. WHxeHep.
Pabotaet B aBWaLMOHHO
NPOMbILUMEHHOCTW.  JluTepaTypHo
[eATeNbHOCTbI0 Havan 3aHUMaThbCes
B M3apaune. MNevataetcs

B IUTEepaTypHO-XYA0XKECTBEHHbIX
N30aHusX.

Jlnpunyeckue cTuxu
M nepeBoAbl

Y eorvuux,

Acconb MHe He cHUTCS,

CTapeto, HaBepHo.
Tak Bbl rOBOPUTE, YTO Napyc Obin anbin?
BbixoauT, HanpacHo Tynast KanepHa
rMyMunach

Hap 3TOM MeYToNn HeObIBANON.

Hy yt0 BbI! — 91 pag.
Tonbko Ham, paboTsram,
He 04YeHb-TO BEPUTCS B pancKkue KyLu

Dasud Uanupo

nog anbim fk napycom,
arneIM nn dnarom.
Ho Mpain?
£ HagetCb, XoTs Obl HEMBIOLMIA. ..
MeLoBble AHV NPONETAT, Kak MUHYTBI,
a [Jame He MEeCTO Ha napyCHOM CyaHe,
11 CKOPO, B3aMeH KanMUTaHCKO KatoTbl —
TpeBork, 3aboTkl, cemeitHble ByaHM.
OTkyna eit 3HaTb, kak becegyloT neam?
Ei npoLue co MHoM —
Mpo LBEThI 1 KOP3UHY.
A Tam?
YyTb owmbnack Ha 3saHoM obefe —
W Ccpasy xe B3rnsgpl...
KOMIOYME. .. B CTIMHY.
A, Bnpoyem,
N6t aTUX AeByLuek xpabpbix.
W nycTb UM BO3gacTcs,
COrNacHo ux Bepe,
WX PYKM KpacHbl
OT NAUTbI 1 OT LIBabpsI,
HO Tycherbku —
3onyLwkuHoro pasmepal!!

N3 Yunbama Llekcnupa

My mistress' eyes
are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips' red;
If snow be white;
why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires,
black wires grow on her head.
| have seen roses damasked,
red and white,
But no such roses see | in her cheeks,
And in some perfumes
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is there more delight
Than in the breath

that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well | know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

| grant | never saw a goddess go -
My mistress
when she walks treads on the ground.
And yet, by heaven,
| think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.

Conem 130

E€ rnasa, Kak conHue... YTo 3a B3gop!
Kopann kyga kpacHee aTux ry0,
rpyab He Gena, kak CHer,

XOTb MaHWT B30p,
kak MPOBOMOKA, YEPHbIN NOKOH rpyb.

[lamacckux po3 51 3Ha0 HEXHbIi LiBET.
W nx YygecHbIin 3anax MHe 3HaKoM.
Ha Wweéukax Mumnon aTux Kpacok HeT,
OHa W NaxHeT BOBCE HE LIBETKOM.

MoB1to A roNoc XeHLMHbLI MOEH,

XOTb OH M HE 3BYYUT, KaK KNaBeCyH,
€€ Luarn, KOHeYHo, Taxenen
BO3AYLUHOM, NNaBHON NOCTYMK BOMHb.

Ho ans MeHs oHa munee BCE X
no6oi, yel 0bpas - BbICAPEHHSS NOXb.

—_ -
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Dasud Ulanupo

13 PoGepTa dpocTa

Whose woods these are I think | know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.
My little horse must think it queer

To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and, frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.

The only other sound's the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But | have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before | sleep.

Ocmanosusuucs y reca
CHEXKHDBIM BEUEPOM

Tomy, Yeil NIeC YKPbIT CHEXKOM,
Yeil JOM B JepeBHE MHE 3HaKOM,
He Hajo 3HaTb, YTO ObiN A 3A€eCh,
CMOTPEN Ha nec, CMOTPEN Ha oM.
3auem cToum, Yero 5 xay

Haj COHHbIM 03€pPOM BO by ?-
Moei noluagke HeBAOMEK
TEMHEWLLMM BEYEpOM B rogy.
OHa BCTPSIXHETCS HEPBHO BAPYT,
HO OyGeHL0B YTOHET 3BYK

B TEX XJI0MbSAX, YTO HANCKOCOK,
Menbkas, nagatoT BOKpYT.

INec Tak 3amaH4mBO rnyboK,

HO OTAbIXaTb ELLE HE CPOK —

W NyTb MOV TPYAEH W Janéx.

W nyTb MO TPyZEH 1 fanéx.



