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JITIETS

| loved you, and that love, to die refusing,

May still - who knows! - be smouldering in my breast
Pray be not pained - believe me, of my choosing

I'd never have you troubled or distressed.

| loved you mutely, hopelessly and truly,




WINTER MORNING

Snow, frost and sunshine... Lovely morning!
Yet you, dear love, its magic scorning,

Are still abed... Awake, my sweet!...
Cast sleep away, I beg, and, rising,
Yourself a northern star, the blazing




A mellow glow like that of
amber

lllumes the room... ‘Tis good to
linger

Beside the gaily crackling stove,
And think and dream... But let




We’ll give free rein to her, and lightly,

The snow of morning gleaming brightly,
Skim over it, and, full of glee,

Cross empty fields and empty meadows,




B nycTbiHe Yaxsion u CKynowu,
Ha nouBe, 3HOEM packaneHHon,
AHYap, KaK rpo3HbI HaCcoOBOW,

CTouT - 0AnH BO BCEW BCENEHHOMWN.

[Mpupoaa xaxgyLwmx crenemn
Ero B geHb rHesa nopoauna,

A 3eneHb MepTBYyIO BETBEWN

A KopHU 900M Hanouna.

An kannet ckBo3b €ro Kopy,

K nonyaHio pactonsack OT 3HOHO,
A 3acTbiBaeT BBeYepy

[yCTOM NpPO3pavyHO0 CMOSIOH.

K HemMy 1 nTuua He neTwur,

AHuaAN
{IDEBO fja)

Ho yenoBeka 4Yenosek

[Tocnan K aH4Yapy BNacTHLIM
B3rNs140M,

A TOT nocnywHo B NyTb NOTEK

A K yTpy BO3BpaTUICS C SA0M.
[TIpHEC OH CMEPTHYIO CMOSTY
[la BeTBb C yBAALWMMU NUCTaMU,
A not no 6negHomy yeny
CTpyuncs xnagHbIMn pyYbsiMu;
[MpuHec - u ocnaben u ner




ExamepuHa KepH,( komopou lnuHka
rnocessmuJsi poMaHc) — 0o4b AHHbI [lempo8HbI




i dnsul

A Bac nodun: nobosb eLle, ObITb MOXET,
B aywe moen yracna He COBCEM;

Ho nycTb oHa Bac 0orblUe HE TPEBOXUT;
7 He xo4y neyannTb Bac HUYEM.




