MNMoe3isa 3eMni He BMpe Hikou,
OniBAHi, IK MOBYaTb cepen risiok
MNTaxwu B rato, HEBTOMHUIN rOJIOCOK
OOGHM3YE NOKOCU N HaCTOKOJIN.

Lle KOHUK, BiH MOWMAaE ropu n nonu,
Ha cTepHsaX OOBrun Beoy4v TaHoK,
A CTOMUTLCA — CTUXAE Ha 4YaCoOK

Y 3aTiHKy cTebna abo ctogonu.
MNMoe3isa 3eMNi He OHiMiE:

Konu 3uMa B MOBYaHHS KpuxaHe
NMons 3aKOBYE, UBIPKYH Y XaTi
3aBOANTb NICHIO, WO B TernJi MiyHiE,
Haranyto4u BCiM, XTO 3agpiMHe,
CniB KOHWKa B TpaBi Ha CiHOXXaTI.

(Mepeknag Bacuna Mucuka)

THE POETRY of earth is never dead:
When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run
From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead,;
That is the Grasshopper’'s—he takes the lead 5
In summer luxury,—he has never done
With his delights; for when tired out with fun
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never:
On a lone winter evening, when the frost 10
Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The Cricket’s song, in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,
The Grasshopper’'s among some grassy hills.
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