Npo KOHMKa Ta UBIPKYHA

IxoH Kitc

[Toe3ig 3eMi1i He BMpe HiKOJIH,
OmiBaHi, SK MOBYaTh Cepeq T'iloK
[ITaxu B raro, HEBTOMHUY T'OJIOCOK
OOHM3YE MOKOCH ¥ YaCTOKOIIH.

Lle KOHUK, BiH IIOMMAa€E rOPU U OOJIH,
Ha cTepHSX OOBruil BeAy4u TaHOK,
A CTOMHUTBCSI — CTHUXa€ Ha 4acCOK

Y 3arinky crebia abo CTOmOIH.
[Toe3ig 3eMti He OHIMIE:

Konu 3uma B MOBUaHHS KpUXKaHe
[Tonst 3aK0OBYyE, UBIPKYH Y XaTi
3aBOAUTH IIICHIO, 1110 B TEIIJIi MillHIE,
Harapgyrouu BciM, XTO 3afpimMHe,
CmiB KOHUMKA B TpaBi Ha CIHOXKATI.
(ITepeknan Bacuns 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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