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Miit nyx sk Hid. O rpaii ckopimu!
A we BuyBato apdwu riac,

Hexaii Bopkye >kaniOHiln

I TimTh CcyX B OCTaHHii yac.

SIK e Hajiis B cepli CMUTh,

Ii po36yauTh Bitwmii criB.

SIk € cabo3a, BOHA 301KUTh,

IToku Mii1 MO30K He 3ropiB.

Augie CyBOpO i1 CMyTHO T'pai,
Hopaii >xanto B CBiil NEPILINII 3BYK.
Moitro Tebe, 3annakaTh fan,

Bo posnageTscs cepue 3 MyK.
BoHo B co6i TepnuTh AaBHO,
J1aBHO BKe B HbOMY BILEPTH 00pas3,
SIk He moMoxke cHiB, BOHO

Op MyK TSDKKHX TOPBETHCS Bpas!

Ilepexaao B. Camiiinenka
opuriHaj (aHIJIiMChKOI0)

My soul is dack — Oh! Quickly string
The harp I yet can brook to hear;

And let thy gentle fingers fling

Its meating murmurs o’er mine ear.

If in this heart a hope be dear,

That sound shall charm it forth again:
If in these eyes there luck a tear,

“Twill flow, and cease to burn my brain.

But bid the strain be wild and deep,
Nor let thy notes of joy be first:

I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep,
Or else this heavy heart will bust;
For it hath been by sorrow nursed,
And ached in sleepless silence long;



And now ° tis doom’d to know the worst,
And break at once — or yield to song.



