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XOTiB OM KUTHU 3HOB Y TOpax

JuTsiM 6e3>KypHIM, SIK KOJIUCH,
Baykarb MiX cKellb, B MOPSIX CYBOPHUX
Mix XBWJIb pO30ypXaHUX HECTHUCh.
Mos x fy1ia, MOB NITax MPUIT'SITUA,
IIlo mparxe ckeunb i BUCOTH,

Crpaxnae B AHruii nuxarii,

B kpato nykaBcTBa il HIMOTH.

Jlail yTeKTH MeHi, TaJlaHe,

Ha nono ypBui i rop6is,
3abynb BCi TUTYJU 1 KaljjaHu,
Jlaky3 BebMOXHUX 1 paliB.
Benu meHe Ha XxMypi ckedi,

Jle cTorHe rpi3Huii okeaH, —
BepHu B quTHHCTBA JHI Bece,
Haii cepLto BIANOYUTH Off PaH.

51 masno xuB, Ta BiluyBaro:

Uy>kuii 51 B IbOMY CBITi JIXI.

Hagiiwo x TempsiBa XxoBae

Toii 3HaK OCTaHHBOT MEKi?

I cnas, 51 CHMB PO WACTS, JOKK

He 3acTynuB TMX MapeHb THIT, —

To, [TpaBao, NpoMiHb TBiil >KOPCTOKUIA
BepHyB MeHe y HULIMIA CBIT.

Koro mo6uB — gaBHO HeMa BXKe,
Ta i1 ipy3i po3IALLIINC, SIK IUM.
Hapiro BrpaTuBIIM Ha3aBLIe,

Bxke i1 cepue cTano Kpu>KaHuM.
Xaii 1HKOJIM TaMy€e KeJux
Ckopbory ii 6in1b, Hexai ycTa
CMIFOTBCST MiK TUTIIB BECENX, —
S cepueMm 3aBx/u cUpOTA.



SIk ciyxaThb JIsicu pa3ypasHi

He npy3iB 1 He BoporiB,

Koro y Tinym ctpokatuii 6;1a3HiB
MaertHicTb a60 caH npuBiB!

e x ipy3iB Kos0? YoM He ckiaiach
Ta npusi3Hb BipHa i cBATa?

HaGpup MeHi BepTenHuii ranac

I BTiX Hewmpux MapHOTa.

A 1, o XiHKO, CBITOY BpO/IH,

1 T06i po3paja i moGos,

Ta B ceplii B MEHE CTIIIbKU JIbOALY
o s i1 mo Tebe 0X0JIoB.

Leii cBiT mykaBcTBa 1 00IyIU

51 6 MpoMIHSITh Ha Kpail XOTiB,

B sikomy BiIbHO MUY Th TPyAU
Mix TeMHUX ypBHUILL 1 XpeOTiB.

Tynu 6, 3 He37100HKUM cepleM, B Oypro,
Ha te 6e3mongs, no ctuxiit!

Boudito nycTKy UMKy i XMypy,

Taky X, sIK TyX MOXMYPUI Miid.

O, sIK MeHi 3 IyIIHOTO CBITY,

MoB romny6 o cBoro KyoOa,

Y He6o rpo3oBe 371eTiTH,

B kouiBmto conig Ta opaa!l

opuriHaj (aHIJIiACHKOI0)

I would I were a careless child,

Still dwelling in my Highland cave,
Or roaming through the dusky wild,
Or bounding o 'er the dark blue wave.

The cumbrous pomp of Saxon pride



Accords not with the free-born soul,
Which loves the mountain's craggy side,
And seeks the rocks where billows roll.
Fortune! take back these cultured lands,
Take back this name of splendid sound.
I hate the touch of servile hands,

I hate the staves that cringe around.
Place me among the rocks I love,
Which sound to Ocean's wildest roar;

I ask but this — again to rove

Through scenes my youth hath known before.
Few are my years, and yet I feel

The world was ne'er designed for me;
Ah! why do darkening shades conceal
The hour when man must cease to be?
Once I beheld a splendid dream,

A visionary scene of bliss!

Truth! — wherefore did thy hates beam
Awake me to a world like this?

I'loved — but those I loved are gone;



Had friends — my early friends are fled;
How cheerless feels the heart alone,

When all its former hopes are dead!
Though gay companions o'er the bowl
Dispel awhile the sense of ill;

Though pleasure stirs the maddening soul,
The heart — the heart — is lonely still.
How dull! to hear the voice of those

Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power,
Have made, though neither friends nor foes,
Associated of the festive hour.

Give me again a faithful few,

In years and feelings still the same,

And I will fly the midnight crew,

Where boisterous joy is but a name.

And woman, lovely woman! thou,

My hope, my comforter, my all,

How cold must be bosom now,

When e'en thy smiles begin to pall!

Without a sigh would I resign



This busy scene of splendid woe,

To make that calm contentment mine,
Which Virtue knows, or seems to know.
Fain would I fly the haunts of men —

I seek to shun, not hate mankind;

My breast requires the sullen glen,
Whose gloom may suit a darkened mind.
Oh! That to me the wings were given
Which bear the turtle to her nest!

Then would I cleave the vault of heaven,

To flee away, and be at rest.



