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Scarlet light of sunset shows up on the lake.
Grouses are crying in the wood, awake.

Hidden in hollow, cries an oriole.

I don’t feel like crying, brightness in my soul.

You’ll come out to meet me later in the day,
We’ll sit down there under stack of hay.

I will kiss and squeeze you, like an ardent boy!
One can’t blame a man for being drunk with joy.

You will chuck your kerchief as I hold you tight,
I will keep you, tipsy, in the bush all night.

Let the birds keep crying as we neck and bask.
There’s a happy yearning in the purple dusk.

1910
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BriTKasicst Ha o3epe ablil CBET 3apu.

Ha 6opy co 3BoOHamMu mavyyT myXapu.

[1nauer roe-To nBOJIra, CXOpOHACH B AYILIO.

Tonbko MHE He I1aYeTcss — Ha Aylie CBETJIIO.

3Halo, BbIIIEIb K BEYEPY 3a KOJIbLIO 10POT,

CseM B KOIMTHBI CBEXKE MOJI COCEAHUI CTOT.

3anenyio 161nbsiHA, U30MHY, KaK IIBET,

XMETbHOMY OT PaJIOCTH TIepecyay HeT.

Te1 cama 1101, TacKaMu COPOCHIIIB IIEK (PaThl,

VYHecy 1 bSIHY10 10 YTpa B KYCThI.

M nyckaii co 3B0HaMu IU1avyT IJyXapu,

Ectb TOCKa Becenas B aJloCcTsIX 3apu.

1910
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The Night

The tired day droops, slowly waning ,
The noisy waves are now tranquil.
The sun has set, the moon is sailing
Above the world, absorbed and still.
The valley listens to the babbles

Of peaceful river in the dale.

The forest, dark and bending, slumbers
To warbling of the nightingale.

The river, listening in and fondling,
Talks with the banks in quiet hush.
And up above resounds, a-rolling,
The merry rustle of the rush.

<1910—1912>
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Houb

Ycranblit AeHb CKJTOHUIICS K HOUU,
3aTuxja 1yMHasi BOJHa,

Iloracno conHie, 1 HAO MUPOM
[1nbIBET 3aAyMUYMBO JyHA.
JlonnHa Tuxast BHUMaeT
KypuyaHbI0 MUPHOTO PyYbsI.

M TeMHBII1 1eC, CKIOHSISICh, ApEeMJIeT
ITon 3ByKu mecHU COJIOBbSI.
Buumas necHsim, ¢ 6eperamu,
Jlackasce, memnyercs pexa.

M Thxo CAbIINMTCS HAl HEKO

Becenbrit menecT TpocTHUKA.

<1910—1912>
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The Stars

Stars little stars, you’re so high and so clear!
What have you got in you, so fascinating?
Stars, deep in thought, so discreet you appear,
What is the power that makes you so tempting?

Stars, little stars, you’re so dense and so solid!
What is it that makes you so great and alluring?
How can you, heavenly bodies, afford it:
Stirring a thirst and desire for learning?

Why, as you shine, are you nice and inviting
Into your wide open arms, on the instant?
Pleasing the heart, so benign and enticing,
Heavenly stars, so remote and so distant!

<1911>
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3Be3/1bl

3Be3I04YKM SICHBIE, 3BE3/bl BLICOKME!
Yro BbI XpaHUTE B ceOe, UYTO CKphIBaeTe?
3Be3/bl, Tasie MbICIU IIyOOKue,

Cuioit Kakoo BbI AyIIY TJIeHseTe?

YacTbie 3Be3004YKH, 3BE300YKHM TeCHBIE!

Yto B Bac mpeKpacHOro, 4To B Bac MOryJyero?
Yewm yBiekaeTe, 3Be31bl HeOECHBIE,

Cuny BeJIUMKYy10 3HaHUS XKrydyero?

W nouemy Tak, Koraa BbI CUSIETE,
MaHuTe B HEOO, B OOBSThS IIMPOKUE?
CMoOTpuTe HEXHO TaK, CepALIe JIaCKaeTe,

3Be3abl HeOeCcHBIE, 3Be3Ibl JajleKue!

<1911>
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What Is Gone Cannot
Be Retrieved

Lovely night, I will never retrieve it,

And I won’t see my sweet precious love.
And the nightingale’s song, I won’t hear it,
Happy song that it sang in the grove!

That sweet night is now gone irrevocably,
You can’t tell it: please come back and wait.
Autumn weather has now set in locally,

With perpetual rains, all is wet.

Fast asleep in the grave is my sweetheart
Keeping love, as before, in her heart.
And however it tries, autumn blizzard

Cannot wake her from sleep, flesh and blood.

So the nightingale’s singing has ended,
As the song-bird has taken to flight,
And I can’t hear the song now, so splendid,

Which it sang on that sweet chilly night.
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Yro npomto —
He BePHYTb

He BepHYTHh MHE Ty HOUKY MMPOXJIAAHYIO,
He BunaTth MHe monpyru cBoeid,
He cibixaTh MHe Ty TIECHIO OTpaIHYIO,

YTo B camy pacrnieBaj cooBeit!

VHecnacst Ta Houka BeCeHHSIs,
Ei1 He ckaxelnb: «BepHUCH, TOTOXIN».
Hacrtynuna moroga oceHHsIs,

beckoHeuHbIe JBIOTCST JOXKIIN.

KpenkyuMm cHOM CITAT B MOTHJIE TTOJpYTa,
CXOpOHS B CBOEM cepilie JTIOOOBb.
He pa30yauT oceHHsIs1 Bblora

Kpenkuii coH, He B3BOJHYET U KPOBb.

M 3amonkia Ta necHb CONIOBbUHAS,
3a Mops1 COJIOBEM yieTel,
He 3ByuuT yxe 60nee, cuiibHasl,

YTO OH HOUYKOM TPOXJIATHOIO MeJl.
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Gone and lost are the joyous emotions
That I had in my life and conceived.
All I have now is chill in my conscience.

What is gone can’t be ever retrieved.

1911—1912
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ITponerenu u pagocT MUJIBIE,
UYTO MCTIIBITBIBAJ B KU3HU TOTZA.
Ha nmymie ye 4yBcTBa OCTBUIbIE.

Yto npolwio — He BepHYTh HUKOTA.

1911—1912
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My Life

It appears, my life is fated to torment;

My way is dammed up by grief and distress.

My life has been severed from fun and enjoyment,
Vexation and wounds are afflicting my chest.

It seems I’m fated to suffer from pain.

All I have in this life are bad luck and misfortune.

I have suffered enough in this life, and again

Both my body and soul have been put to the torture.

The expanse, vast and hazy, promises joy,
Sighs and tears, however, are the real solutions.
A storm will break out, the thunder — oh boy! —

Will ruin the magical luscious illusions.

Now I know life’s deception, and nevertheless

I don’t want to complain of bad luck and misfortune.
So my soul doesn’t suffer from grief and distress,

No one ever can help to relieve me from torture.

1911—1912
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Mos Xu3ab

Bynro Xu3Hb Ha cTpagaHbs MOsI OOpeUEHa;
T'ope BMecTe ¢ TocKo¥i 3arpaauad MHE IyThb;
bynTo ¢ pagocThio XXU3Hb HaBCErIa pa3ydyeéHa,

OT TOCKM 1 OT paH UCTOMMUJIACS TPY/b.

ByI[TO B XKM3HU MHE BbIITaJI CTpagdaHbsa YACI,
He3aBuaHast MHe B XKM3HM BbITaja A0JS.
VX 1 TaK B )KM3HU MHOTO BCETO 5 TEPIICI,

M3HbiBaeT AJy1lia OT TOCKU U OT rops.

Hanb TyMaHHas1 paloCTh U CYACThE CYJINT,
A IOy — TOJIBKO CJIBIIIATCS B3I0XU Aa CJIE3bI.
Bapyr HacTynuT rpo3a, CUJIbHBIM TPOM 3arPEMUT

N pa3pymut BoJieOHbIe, CIaaKue rpe3bl.

Jloragancs v MOHSJI 1 2)KM3HU 0OMaH,
He poniny Ha cBOIO HE3aBUAHYIO JOJIIO.
He cTtpamaer ayiia ot TOCKM U OT paH,

He nmomMoxeT HUKTO HU CTpadaHbsIM, HU TOPIO.

1911—1912
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You were crying on a quiet night,

Those tears in your eyes you weren’t hiding,

I was so sad and so depressed inside,

And yet we couldn’t overcome misunderstanding.
Now you are gone, I’'m here, on my own,

My dreams have faded, losing tint and colour,
You left me, and again I am all alone,

Without tenderness and greeting, in my parlour.
When evening comes I often, crowned with rue,
Come to the place of our dating here,

And in my dreams I see the sight of you

And hear you crying bitterly, my dear.

<1913>
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Tel mnakana B BeUepHEN TUILIMHE,

M cne3bl ropbKye Ha 3eMITIO yHaaaliu,
M 6b110 TSDKENTO 1 TaK MevyaibHO MHE,
M Bce e MBI ApYT ApyTra HE TTOHSIN.
YMmuanace Tel B ajieKue Kpasl,

M Bce MeuTnl yBSIHYIU 0€3 1IBETa,

M BHOBB OISITh OAWH OCTAJICS S
Crpanate nymoit 6€3 J1acKu U IIpUBETA.
M gacTo g BeyepHero mopou

X0Xy K MECTaM 3aBETHOTO CBUIAHbS,
M BuKy s B MeUuTax MHE MIJIbII 00pa3 TBOM,

" CJIbIITY B THINMHEC TOCKJINBBIC PbIIaHbA.

<1913>
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Canes have started rustling on the river bank,
Princess-girl is crying with her face pale, blank.

Pretty girl has chanted “loves me — loves me not”,
The unwoven flowers down the river float.

She is not to marry later in the spring,
Goblin has foretold a very frightening thing.

Mice have stripped the birch-tree of the bark, so hard,
They have frightened girlie out of the yard.

Horses fight, so threateningly jerking their heads,
Ah, dark hair is what goblin really hates.

Incense smell is coming from the nearby groves,

Loud winds are singing their dirge-like songs.

On the river bank she sadly walks around,

As the foamy wave is spinning her a shroud.

1914



3anrymesii HaJl 3aTOHOM TPOCTHUKH.
[Tnauet neBylIKa-LIapeBHA Y PEKU.

IToramana KpaCHa IC€BH1Ila B CEMUK .

Pacriiena BoiHa BEHOK U3 MOBUIHUK.

AX, He BBIMTH B 3K€HBI IEBYIIIKE BECHOM,

3anyraj ee MpuMeTaMU JIECHOI:

Ha 6epe3ke mooobeneHa Kopa, —

BbIXMBaOT MBIIIN JEBYIIKY C IBOpA.

brloTcs KOHH, T'PO3HO MalllyT FOJIOBOP'I, —

Oii, He TIOOUT YepHBI KOChI JOMOBOIA.

3anax jagaHa ot po1iu €1 JIbIOT,

3BOHKM BETPbI NAHUXUIHYIO MOIOT.

XoauT aeBylIKa 1Mo 0epexXKy I'pycTHa,
Tkert et caBaH HexXXHOMNEHHAas1 BOJIHA.

1914

* CeMUK — HApOIHBINA MpPa3aHUK, CIPABISIEMbIl Ha CENbMOIl Heaene
nociae ITacxu B uetBepr. — Ilpum. peo.
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