CBunbs nox yoom
H. A. KpbLioB

CuHbs oz JlyboM BEKOBBIM
Haenace xénynen no-cwita, 10-0TBaNa;
HaeBmucek, Beiciasiach O/ HAM;
[Torom, 11a3a nmpoapasIn, BCTala
U puinom nogpeiBath y /lyda kopHHU crana.
«Benp 310 IepeBy BpeauT,

Eii ¢ JIyoy Bopon roBopur:

«Komnb KopHU 0OHAXKHUIIB, OHO 3aCOXHYTHh MOXKET)».—
«IIyctb coxHeT», ToBOpUT CBUHBS:
«Hu4yTh MEHS TO HE TPEBOXKMUT;

B HeM npoky mano BUXKY f;

XO0Tb BEK €ro He Oy/b, HUUYTh HE MOXKAJICIO;
JIuirs OB O KOIYIU: BEAb 5 OT HUX JKUPEIO».—
«Heobnaronapnas!» npumonsui Jly0 e TyT:
«Korma 6b1 BBepX MOTIIA MOAHATH THI PBUIO,
Tebe Ob1 BUIHO OBLIO,

YTo 3TH XKOIyIU HA MHE PACTyT».

Hegexa Takke B OCJICIIIICHBE
bpanut Hayku u y4eHbe,
W Bce y4eHble Tpybl,
He 4yBCTBYysI, UTO OH BKYIIA€T UX TUIOJBI.

A Hog under an Oak
I. A. Krylov

A Hog under a mighty Oak
Had glutted tons of tasty acorns, then, supine,
Napped in its shade; but when awoke,
He, with persistence and the snoot of real swine,
The giant's roots began to undermine.
“The tree is hurt when they're exposed.”
A Raven on a branch arose.

“It may dry up and perish — don't you care?”
"Not in the least!" The Hog raised up its head.
“Why would the prospect make me scared?
The tree 1s useless; be it dead
Two hundred fifty years, I won't regret a second.
Nutritious acorns — only that's what's reckoned!” —

“Ungrateful pig!” the tree exclaimed with scorn.
“Had you been fit to turn your mug around
You'd have a chance to figure out
Where your beloved fruit is born.”

An ignoramus, likewise, in defiance
Is scolding scientists and science,
And all preprints at lanl _dot gov,

Oblivious of his partaking fruit thereof.

Translated by Alexander Givental and Elysee Wilson-Egolf



