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Laugh not when I am sick in heart with future sorrow.
I knew I had no chance to pass the fateful blow;
I knew, the head that thee caressed would morrow
Abandon thy embrace for scaffold; so
I confessed to thee that neither bliss nor glory
I would attain; and that the future would be gory.
And when I fall and bloody doom I face,
The cunning mob would mock my ephemeral gift;
Then I'd be gone without a trace
Of hopes I had and troubles I grieved.
I fear not the end that comes before my time,—
I know it's right for me to start a different journey;
And let the crowd destroy the crown that I'm
Now wearing — the poet's garland thorny!..

And so be it! I prized it not.
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He cmelics Han Mmoel mpopoYeCcKOr TOCKOKO.
4 3nan: ynap cynpObl MEHs1 HE OOOMAET;
41 3HAI1, YTO roJjioBa, JJr06MMas1 TO0010,
C TBOEH Irpyau Ha IU1axy NEPENAET;
51 roBopuit Te0Oe: HU CYaCTHs, HU CI1aBhbI
MHe B Mupe He HalTH; HaCTaHET Yac KPOBaBbIN,
N s nany, u xuTpas Bpaxna
C ynbIOKOM OYEPHUT MO HEAOUBETIINN TEHUI;
N s moruOny 6e3 cnena
Mowux HaZIeK I, MOUX MyYECHUN.
Ho s Ge3 cTpaxa xmy 1OBpeMEHHBIN KOHELl,—
JTaBHO ITIOpa MHE MUP YBUIETb HOBBIN.
ITyckaii Tonma pacTomyer MO BEHELL:
Benen neBua, BeHel TEPHOBBIN!..

ITyckaii! I uM HEe TOPOXUIL






