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22 SIHBAPS 2018 —230 JIET CO AHA POXIEHMA JOKOPJUDKA
HOBJJIA TOPIOHA BAPOHA (1788-1824)

Jxopmx bailpoH uin B MHpe, B KOTOPOM PYLIMWJIMCH CTapble YCTOW,
MEHSUTUCh WAeaIbl. Bo MHOTOM 3TO OOYCIOBHMJIO TECCHUMH3M H
pa30yapoBaHHOCTb, KOTOPBIMH HCIIOJHEHbl IIPOM3BEACHUS MO3Ta-
pomantuka. OOpa3 "OGalipoHuueckoro repos” — pa304apoOBaHHOTO,
YyXJIOTO BCEM CTpaJiaiblia, OPOCHBIIETO BBHI30B OKPYKAIOIIEMY MHDY,
noiayuni passurue B mnosMmax "llamomuamdectBo Yaitnea ['apompaa”,
"lHunponckuid y3uuk". I'epoil mosm balipona — Bcerma wu3row,
HapyIIarolyil 3aKOHbI 00IIECTBEHHOM MOpall, OJJHOBPEMEHHO >KEPTBa
o0IIecTBa ¥ MCTUTENb, TEPOH U MPECTYIHUK B OJHOM JHue. B urome
1823 roma baiipon otmpaBmics B ['penuto, BOCCTaBIIYIO MPOTHUB
Ocmanckoil umnepuu. OH pacnopsauics MpoAaTh CBOE UMYIIECTBO B
AHrnuM, a JIeHbIM HAIPaBUTh B I10JIb3y ITOBCTAHYECKOTO IBMKCHMS.
CkoHuancs moaT B I'peliunt OT TUXOpaaKy.



She walks in beauty, like the night

Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes,

Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,

Or softly lightens o’er her face,

Where thoughts serenely sweet express,
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.
And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!



OHa npekpacHa, CJIOBHO HOYb

[Tox 3Be3THBIM HEOOM IOKHBIX CTpaH.
U cBeT 1 ThMa BMECTUIIUCH BTOUYb

B ee rna3a u CTpoiHbIN CTaH.

JIydom cTpemMuTcs e noMoYb

Hebec uyTh macMypHBIX TyMaH.

Yewm OoJiblile TEHb, TEM MEHBIIIE CBET
[TonyuctepTsiit, 6€3 UMEH,

B mMopirHKax, 1aHU OpEeXHUX JIET,
JIuua, comeaero ¢ MKOH,

I'ie MpIciel OE€3MATEKHBIX CIIEL
CrtpyuTcs Kak HEBUHHBINA COH

B y1oT Mex OpOBbIO U IIEKOM. ..
KpacHopeuuseit ToMHBIX (ppa3

VY 1bIOKH CBET, 3paYKOB MOKOM!

Bce B Hell MpeKkpacHo B 3TOT Hac,
Hepaznyunmo ¢ npocrorou

JIroOBM HEBUHHOM 0e3 npukpac!
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"Tis done!—I saw it in my dreams;
No more with Hope the future beams;
My days of happiness are few:
Chill’d by misfortune’s wintry blast,
My dawn of life is overcast,

Love Hope, and Joy, alike adieu!
Would I could add Remembrance too!



Bcé xonueno! Bes xu3Hb — COH;
W HeT yva HaieK bl B HEM.

W cyacThsi CUMTAHHBIE JTHU...

A BOT HecUacTHil yparaH

Pa3Besut roHocTn 0OMaH.
JIro00BB, HaiEK 1A, PAJIOCTh — BCE
Viiner B 3a0BeHne Moé!
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On the Day of the Destruction of Jerusalem by Titus

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine,
And health and youth possess’d me;,

My goblets blush’d from every vine,

And lovely forms caress’d me;

1 sunn’d my heart in beauty’s eyes,

And felt my soul grow tender,

All earth can give, or mortal prize,

Was mine of regal splendour.

1 strive to number o’er what days
Remembrance can discover,

Which all that life or earth displays
Would lure me to live over.

There rose no day, there roll’d no hour
Of pleasure unembitter’d:

And not a trapping deck’d my power
That gall’d not while it glitter’d.

The serpent of the field, by art

And spells, is won from harming;

But that which coils around the heart,
Oh! who hath power of charming?

1t will not list to wisdom’s lore,

Nor music’s voice can lure it;

But there it stings for evermore

The soul that must endure it.
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Ha nenb paspyuenus
Hepycaauma Turom ®Piuasuem

CrnaBa, MyApOCTb, JTF000Bb, CHJIA, BIACTb, -
Bcé crutenoch, Kak j103a, B rpaje MUpa

C KpacoToii, YTO HE B CHUJIAX YKPACTh
Jlaxxe caMbIil HCKyCHBIM TPOMUJIA. ..
BBICOTBI TBOEH TEPIIKYIO CIACTH
Bocneaer nicanoMmckas aupa!l

Thl MyYUTENIBHO XOUEHIbh MPUITACTD

K ponnuky, rae ymnpsimas namsth

He naet tebe, ropnomMy, mactb

[Ipen moiakom, OKpbUICHHBIM OpJiaMu !
JleB TBO# MepTB. O06€33y0IIeHA MMACTh.
ThI cropulllb HaBCETa BMECTE C HAMHU.

JpeBHuU 3Mei, 4TO TE€OS MOryOuI

He miaanin HUKOTO U HE CTaHET

Hwu KuBbIX, HU JOMOB, HU MOTHIL.

Thl morud B BUXpe AEP3KUX BOCCTaHMI!
[1ox BOCTOPT MTATMHCKUX TPOMUIT

UTO nMupyroT BO BpaKECKOM cTaHe!

13



14



15



Darkness

I had a dream, which was not all a dream.

The bright sun was extinguish’d, and the stars
Did wander darkling in the eternal space,
Rayless, and pathless, and the icy earth

Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air;

Morn came and went—and came, and brought no day,

And men forgot their passions in the dread

Of this their desolation; and all hearts

Were chill’'d into a selfish prayer for light:

And they did live by watchfires—and the thrones,
The palaces of crowned kings—the huts,

The habitations of all things which dwell,

Were burnt for beacons, cities were consum’d,
And men were gather’d round their blazing homes
To look once more into each other’s face;
Happy were those who dwelt within the eye

Of the volcanos, and their mountain-torch:

A fearful hope was all the world contain’d;
Forests were set on fire—but hour by hour

They fell and faded—and the crackling trunks
Extinguish’d with a crash—and all was black.
The brows of men by the despairing light

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits

The flashes fell upon them; some lay down

And hid their eyes and wept, and some did rest
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smil’d;
And others hurried to and fro, and fed

Their funeral piles with fuel, and look’d up

With mad disquietude on the dull sky,

The pall of a past world; and then again
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With curses cast them down upon the dust,

And gnash’d their teeth and howl’d: the wild birds
shriek’d

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground,

And flap their useless wings, the wildest brutes

Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl’d

And twin’d themselves among the multitude,

Hissing, but stingless—they were slain for food.

And War, which for a moment was no more,

Did glut himself again: a meal was bought

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart

Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left;

All earth was but one thought—and that was death

Immediate and inglorious; and the pang

Of famine fed upon all entrails—men

Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh;

The meagre by the meagre were devour’d,

Even dogs assail’d their masters, all save one,

And he was faithful to a corse, and kept

The birds and beasts and famish’d men at bay,

Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead

Lur’d their lank jaws, himself sought out no food,

But with a piteous and perpetual moan,

And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand

Which answer’d not with a caress—he died.

The crowd was famish’d by degrees, but two

Of an enormous city did survive,

And they were enemies: they met beside

The dying embers of an altar-place

Where had been heap’d a mass of holy things

For an unholy usage, they rak’d up,

And shivering scrap’d with their cold skeleton hands

The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath
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Blew for a little life, and made a flame

Which was a mockery, then they lifted up

Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld

Each other’s aspects—saw, and shriek’d, and died—
Even of their mutual hideousness they died,
Unknowing who he was upon whose brow

Famine had written Fiend. The world was void,

The populous and the powerful was a lump,
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifeless—

A lump of death—a chaos of hard clay.

The rivers, lakes and ocean all stood still,

And nothing stirr’d within their silent depths,

Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea,

And their masts fell down piecemeal: as they dropp’d
They slept on the abyss without a surge—

The waves were dead, the tides were in their grave,
The moon, their mistress, had expir’d before;

The winds were wither’d in the stagnant air,

And the clouds perish’d; Darkness had no need

Of aid from them—She was the Universe.
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MPAK

MHe cHUJICS COH, YTO OBLI €Ba JIM CHOM.
[Toracmo comHIle, 3B€3/16I HE CBETUIIN

W 60po3auiny BEYHOE TPOCTPAHCTBO
M0I00BEM CTaJl MOTAIICHHBIX CBEYCH.
be33Be3qHbIX 30JMaKOB MPAYHBI COHM
B3upain Ha 3emiI10 B JIEASTHOW MOTHIIE.

B 0e31yHHOM TEMHOM TpaypHOM YOpaHCTBE
Ona ObuTa 0COOCHHO HUYBEH.

W nroam, mo3a0bIBIIM CBOU CTPACTH,
[Ipenanuce yxacy, ynpamMomMy, Kak 00Jib.
OHu MOJIUITH, YTOO BEPHYJICS CBET.

W xrnu ABOpIIbI, JaYyTH, KHUTH, CHACTH,
Mps1 Mupy He ObLITH HH CBET, HU COJb...
Hy a 6e3 aToro Benb cBeTa HET

Kak 3aBeman Tort, y Koro Mmonunu
PacrisiB, 1 mpoosmkasi paclimHATh.

Ho cBeT He Toponmiics BO3BpaImaThes,
XOTs OHHU YK BCE JaBHO CITAJIWIIN

W nake mpuHSAIUCH ce0s CKUTATH

JIpyT ¢ Apyrom 4To0 IpH CBETE PacipoIaThCs.

U naxxe B jxepia rpo3HOTO ByJKaHA
CtpeMuuch Jroau, 4To0 YBUIETH CBET
[Toru6HyB Tam, HE OOpETS HAIEKY...
Jleca motima cropenu 6e3 oOmaHna,

U noTtepsisia Ha MUJUTMOHBI JIET

3eMJIsl CBOIO JIECUCTYIO OACKTY.

Bce Obu10 WepHBIM. bpoBH Y MyKunH
Bce oOropenu, X0Th KOCTPBI TTOTACITH.
VY JKeHIINH TOKe 00ropeNu KOCHL...

He npsua rna3 peiaainu, Kak OJuH
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3a 4To BCE 3TO, BCEM BeJlb OBLIO SICHO

He 3agaBas nuiHre BOMPOCHI.

C 6e3yMHOI HEYBEpEHHOCTBIO MUP

He y3naBan yxe Hu Oeper ganbHui,

Hu B Tyckinom HeOe OpOIIEHHBIX CBETUI
be3ymusiit mup. OH cam ceds criau

B kKoCcTpOB HEBEpHOM CBETE NMOTPedaTbHBIX
YBUIEB TOJIBKO CHITY3T MOTHIL.

A nITULIBI OUITUCH 03€Mb, TIEPHEB ITpax
Pa3BesiH B bUIb HA KPBUIbSX O€CIONIE3HBIX
W nns nmoneta, u 3y00B 3Bepeid,

HckaBuux nuury, no3adbIBIIM CTpax.

U ronog ux nymuia B OObATHIX TECHBIX,
Kak o3BepeBIIUX OH AYIIWI JIFOIEH

U BOT BOIiHA, 3aTUXHYB, B3BUJIACh BHOBb
Kak rurams, nokuparoliiee Ku3HH,

1 KpOBBIO BCJIACTH BCE HACBILAIHN ILJIOTh...
Yrto OyaeT cinaiiie Jj1s1 BOWHbBI, YeM KPOBb?
W, npaBst nup Ha GecpyUCTaHHOW TPU3HE,
CMepTh MOTI0THIIA CYACTHE U JIIOOOBb,

W MbICIIb 0 CMEPTH MOIJIoNIana BCeX...
beccnaBHOM CMEpPTH B TOJIOJE CTYAEHOM,
KT0 yMep panbLie Tex, rimoaas Koctu!
Cobak 6e3yMHBIX BOM MTOXO0X Ha CMEX.

A cMeX T'MeH — Ha IUIa4 HOBOPOKJI€HHBIX,
KoTopsiM sydiiie 6 He poXkAaTbCs BOBCE.
3Bepeil U ITHLL TIOBCIOAY JIWJICS CTOH,

Ho cMepTh B KOHIIE UX BCcex Opajia 3a ropio...
A CTOHOB THILIMHA yBBI CTPALIHEE...

N k anTapsm npuas co BCEX CTOPOH,
Jlapsl cBATBIE OTJIONIATH TOJIO

MBI OT BUHA IEPKOBHOTO XMEJIEL. ..
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Ckener Ipoxalluii ¢ XJIAAHBIMU PyKaMHu,
Ha ciaOsl1ii niemien ciiaboe apIxanue
TakuM cTaa TOT, KTO 3BaJICS YEJIOBEKOM...
Kakoe n3nesarenbcTBO HaX HaAMU!

Han Temu, KTO cunTall CBOMM MPU3BaHBEM
Ku4nThCs 1ONTUM U YCHICIIHBIM BEKOM.
W panble A3Ba HENPUI3HU

[InTana 371a CKBO3HYIO paHy,

A HBIHYE BO3TOPEJIOCH IIaMs

Takolt Onbselckoli Mephl Ka3HU,

YUTo COMHEBATHCS I HE CTaHYy,

Kakoil KoHel CIIy4uTCsl C HaMH...

U ronon, nanucan IIucanne,

Mup ormenui. 1 mup crai mycr.
besntonHbIi, cMpaHbIM, MPAYHBIN, TUKHAH,
Kak riimHbl KOM B TOM COCTOSIHbU

I"'ne mpaBUT XaoC MEPTBBIX YCT,
3acCTBIBIIMX B arOHAJILHOM KPHKE.

M okeaHbl BCe 3aCThLIN,

He menoxHyBmuch B riryOuHe
MorunsHOM 1 0€3MOJIBHOU OC3IHBI,

['ne mixyHsl 6€3 MaTPOCOB THIIIH

W MadThel pyXHYB B IOJIHOM THME,
Jlexxanu rpyaoi 6ecrone3HOM.

[TpunuB Bo3r00eHHBIN JIyHOM

Uccsaxk. B Tom He ero BuHa.

A JlyManu — HETJIEHHBIIL....

Tenepb ThMa cTaJIa BEUHON THMOMU.

Houb ctana 60blie HE HyXHa.

Mpak cran Beenennoi...
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When we two parted

In silence and tears,

Half broken-hearted,

To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy kiss;

Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sank chill on my brow
1t felt like the warning
Of what I feel now.

Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame:

1 hear thy name spoken,
And share in its shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o'er me
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not I knew thee,
Who knew thee too well:a€”
Long, long shall I rue thee
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met

In silence I grieve

That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.

If I should meet thee

After long years,

How should I greet thee?
With silence and tears.
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Korna paccranuce Mbl
B monuanpu u cnesax,
YOuThIE MEYTHI

Cepama pa30ouim Brpax.
N B xomo1e auia

U B One1HOCTH LIEKU
ITocTur s 10 KOHIIA
Bcto rinyOuny TocKu.

N nonenyi pocsl,

Yto B mpeapacCBETHBIN Yac

[IpegynpexaeHbem ObL,
Yrto yyBCTBYIO ceiyac.
Kak ot cTanbHO# KOCHI
Omnanu KJISTB JIUCTHI,

He mano Ha Beckl
[Tocnenuee «IIpocTu»

U B nMeHU TBOEM

Vike Hameka HeT

O TOM, 4TO MBI BABOEM
[Ipoxusin MHOTO JIET.
O ToM, KaK s pblaall,

W kak pbpraana Thl,
[ToxopoHUB B moaBai
YOuThle MEYTHI.

3anpeTHas 11000Bb
3aKOHYHIIACh TOCKOM.

N nyume 60mbliie BHOBb
He Bunerscs ¢ To00i.
JInme yepes3 MHOTO JIET,
OTOpOCHB CTHIT U CTpax,
[Tocnate Tebe nmpuBeT

B momuanby u cnesax.
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To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell,

To slowly trace the forest's shady scene,

Where things that own not man's dominion dwell,

And mortal foot hath ne'er or rarely been,

To climb the trackless mountain all unseen,

With the wild flock that never needs a fold;

Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean,

This is not solitude, 'tis but to hold

Converse with Nature's charms, and view her stores
unrolled.

But midst the crowd, the hurry, the shock of men,
To hear, to see, to feel and to possess,

And roam alone, the world's tired denizen,

With none who bless us, none whom we can bless;
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress!
None that, with kindred consciousness endued,

If we were not, would seem to smile the less

Of all the flattered, followed, sought and sued;
This is to be alone; this, this is solitude!
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CecTp Ha CKaJIe U HA IOTOK CMOTPETb,

W TUXO0 CIUTBCS C TEHbKO COHHOM POIILIH,

B Takoit MOMEHT BeJlb 1K€ YMEPETh,
MHe kaxetcs, ropa3fgo OyAeT Ipolle.
B3o0partbcs B BBICH MO cKajlaM 0€3 TPOIIbI,
N3 Bojonaa meHHOro HaIMUThCS,

bes kypaxa, 6e3 MyK, 0€3 CyeThl

C npupooi THXO HE3AMETHO CIIUTHCA.

YWUTH OT CyETAILENCs TOIIbI,

UT0o0 cHOBA CIIBIIIATH, YYBCTBOBATH U BUJIETH,
['ne B OIMHOYECTBE TBOU MEUTHI

HukTto npenath HE CMOXET, HU OOUIUTbD.

['ne ynbi6aThest IbCTUBO HU K YEMY

N 6ecnipecTaHHO MEJKO JINIIEMEPHUTb.

['1e MOXHO OBITh, KaK IPEXKJIE, OJTHOMY,

['1e MOKHO KUTb, TIOOUTH, MEUYTATh U BEPUThH!
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There be none of Beauty's daughters
With a magic like thee;

And like music on the waters

Is thy sweet voice to me:

When, as if its sound were causing
The charmed ocean's pausing,

The waves lie still and gleaming,
And the lulled winds seem dreaming;

And the midnight moon is weaving
Her bright chain o'er the deep,
Whose breast is gently heaving

As an infant's asleep:

So the spirit bows before thee,

To listen and adore thee,

With a full but soft emotion,

Like the swell of Summer's ocean.
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Hwu y onHOM U3 niieper KpacoTsl

S He Haliy Takoro BoJIeOCTBa,

M BorutonieHre Moei MeUThI

TBOM roJIOC HEXKHBIM 1 TBOHU CJIOBA.

OnHu CrIOCOOHBI IPOCTH OKEaHa

CMeHUTh Ha MIOPOX €/1Ba CIIBIITHBIX BOJH
N apemiiet THX0, OyaTO OBl OH NBSHBIN,
Ha rmagm Boa coBceM ycTanbiil 4ENH.

N nonyHOYHBIA MECSI] TUXO MAILIET
[{ermouxoii cBeTa B 3B€3HOM ITyOMHE
W, kak miajeHel] Ha TpyId MaMalliu,
OH 3achInaeT B TUXOM CHHEBE.

Jlyx okeaHa nuiet Tebe MOKJIOH

B HeBBIpa3nMOM HEKHOM BOCXHUIIICHBH,
AX, ecu 6 MOT ObI, TO CTUXOTBOPEHBE
TebOe, KOHEYHO, TTOCBIATHII OBI OH!
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A spirit passed before me: I beheld

The face of immortality unveiled

Deep sleep came down on every eye save mine
And there it stood all formlessad but divine:
Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake;
And as my damp hair stiffened, thus it spake:

"Is man more just than God? Is man more pure
Than He who deems even Seraphs insecure?
Creatures of clay "vain dwellers in the dust!
The moth survives you, and are ye more just?
Things of a day! you wither ere the night,
Heedless and blind to Wisdom's wasted light!"
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Hyx npeno MHo# nipeacTai. S 611 6e3 cut!
JIumo 6eccMepThs peio MHOM SIBHJIOCH

W cHOM OKyTaB BCcex, KpoMe MEHS,
becopMeHHOTO AyXa MOJIBIHBS

Bo by pexu co3HaHUs OTKPBLIACH.

M 3TOT 1yX CO MHOM 3arOBOPHII:

«Ts1 BO3oMHUI ceOst ipeBbItie bora?
[Ipen Kem pobGeet naxe Cepadum?
Komouek riunbl TeI. M3 ipaxa B mpax!
N y Te6s 3710CI0BBE HA yCTaX,

Kak OyaTo THI ¥ BIIpsMB HE TTOOSTUM

JIume B an 6e3 Mynpoctu Ero te6e mopora!»
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It is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale’s high note is heard;

It is the hour — when lover’s vows
Seem sweet in every whisper’d word;
And gentle winds and waters near,
Make music to the lonely ear.

Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the stars are met,

And on the wave is deeper blue,

And on the leaf a browner hue,

And in the Heaven that clear obscure
So softly dark, and darkly pure,

That follows the decline of day

As twilight melts beneath the moon away.
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N B 3TOT Yac cpenu BeTBEU

Tak THX0, HEOOBIKHOBEHHO
[To€t 0 yeM-To coJIoBEH,

W niecHb €ro NpOHUKHOBEHHA,
W My3bIKa 1acKaeT Ciyx,

W nyd 3Be31bI €11Ba NOTYX,
YT00 c npexxHel CUIol BCTIBIXHYTh CHOBA
Cpenu Tiryxoil HOYM MTOKPOBA.
Bce tuxo Ha ucxone 1Hs,

W Bce oT 111a3 BO Mpake CKpHhITO,
Bocxonut 6nennas nyHa,

U cepare auist 1F00BU OTKPHITO!
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1If, in the month of dark December,
Leander, who was nightly wont

(What maid will not the tale remember?)
To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont!

If, when the wintry tempest roared,
He sped to Hero, nothing loath,
And thus of old thy current poured,
Fair Venus! how I pity both!

For me, degenerate modern wretch,
Though in the genial month of May,
My dripping limbs 1 faintly stretch,
And think ['ve done a feat today.

But since he crossed the rapid tide,
According to the doubtful story,

To woo and Lord knows what beside,
And swam for Love, as I for Glory;

"Twere hard to say wh

o fared the best:

Sad mortals! thus the gods still plague you!
He lost his labour, I my jest;

For he was drowned, and ['ve the ague.
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Kak mpauno mope B nekadpe,
Jleanp, 1F000BBIO OOYXKIaeM,

B usBectHOM Mude, Kak BO CHE,

B Houb ['emiecnioHT nepenibiBaeT!

Kak ctpaien 3umHeit Oypu pés,
Cnemmt repoit k npekpacHoi ['epo
JIf000BB — MasiK, KaK CBET 03 CIIOB,
Kak xanp MHE HexHYI0 Benepy!

A MHe, B Halll BEK-JIETeHEpaT

3/1eCh IUIBITh MPUIIIOCH B OJIECTAIIEM Mae,
Tak aTOMYy 5 ObLT HE pa,

OT KayK1 UCTOBOM CTpaaasi.

Ho oH nepecekan BOT Tak
[ToTok, T11€ BOJIH PE3BUTCS JiaBa
JInmb 'ocioty n3BeCTHO, Kak.
OH - 3a TI000BBIO, S - 3a CJIABOM.

Her B 3TOl roHKE MEpPBBIX MECT.

Hac, sxalikux cMepTHBIX, TPOKJIMHAIOT OOTH.

HamnpacHblli Tpyz, HallpacHBIM XKECT.
OH yTOHYJI, a 51 IPOCTHLT HEMHOTO...
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