A. C. MNywknH
(13 Ermnetcknx Ho4en)

[MO3T naeT — OTKPbITbI BEXAbI,
Ho oH He BUOUT HUKOTO;

A mMexay TeM 3a Kpaun ogexabl
[Mpoxoxun gepraert ero...

«Ckaxn: 3a4em 6e3 uenu bpoanwib?
EnBa gocTtur Tbl BbICOTHI,

A BOT y>X Aony B30p HU3BOAMLLb

N HN30NTU CTPEMULLLCS Thl.

Ha CTpOMHBLIN MUP Tbl CMOTPULLL CMYTHO;
BecnnogHbin xap Teba TOMUT;
[MpeaMeT HUYTOXKHbLIA MOMUHYTHO
Tebsa TPEBOXUT U MAHWUT.
CTpemMuntbCs K HEDOY A0MKEH FrEHUHN,
O0BA3aH NCTUHHbIN NO3T

[1ns1 BOOXHOBEHHbIX NECHOMEHNN
N36paTb BO3BbILLEHHbLIN NPEOMET.

— 3auem KpyTuTCs BETP B OBpare,
[MogbeMneT NUCT U Nblfb HECET,
Korgoa kopabnb B HEABWXKHOW BNare
Ero abixaHbs »XagHo XaeT?

3a4em oT rop u mmmo bawleH
JletnT open, Taxen v CTpalleH,

Ha wyaxnbin neHb? Cnpocu ero.
3a4em apana cBoero

Mnapas nodout [leagemoHa,

Kak mecsu nobut Houn mriy?
3arem, 4To BETPY M Opny

N cepouy oeBbl HET 3aKOHa.

TakoB noaT: Kak AKBUIMOH,

YTO XO4eT, TO M HOCUT OH —

Opny nogo6bHo, oH netaet

A, He cnpoCsCb HU Y KOTro,

Kak [lesanemoHa, nsdunpaet

Kymup ons cepgua cBoero.

1835

A. S. Pushkin
(from Egyptian Night)

A poet walks — with seers open,

But his sensations take no note;

And meanwhile random strangers often
Disturb a button on his coat ...

“Tell: What's the purpose of your roaming?

Once having reached a proper height,
You, in a manner most ironic,

Would suddenly reduce your sight.
Relentless fever burns you vainly,
The world of symmetry appalls;
Unworthy subjects nightly, daily
Excite your mind and move your soul.
A talent must aspire for beauty.

A poet of your self-esteem

Has, as a matter of his duty,

To find a dignifying theme.”

— Why would the wind apply its prowess
To sweeping heaps of dusty leaves,
Whereas a brig awaits its powers
Amidst the moist of breathless seas?
Why would, all hills beside and castles,
The eagle, bold and dreadful, hustle
To guard a stump? Inquire of it!

Why, full of youth, and charm, and wit,
Would Desdemona love her moor as
The Moon adores the gloom of night?
Because no wind's blast, eagle's flight,
Or maiden's heart abides by orders ...
Such is the poet: Much like winds,

He picks whatever suits his whims, —
Like eagles, he is freely soaring,

And — heeding neither rich nor smart —
Like Desdemona, for adoring,
Appoints an idol of his heart.
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