O ¢akre u meure

Kak Tmieten Tot cnemnern, 4To yMCTBYsI TyKaBo,
[Ipe3penbeM oTMeHMN (aHTa3uH 3a0aBBL;

KTo0 pagocTs cKynocThio U3 MBICIIN UCKITIOUNII,
U cTUXOTBOPHBIX TyM MOKO# pa3oun!

Kax momnoz0it 3eH0OH, MOKJIIOHHUK CTOMIIU3MA,
OTBepr NbLIAKOIIETO CEPALA CHIUIOTM3MBI;
Jlens Ha mpaBuIJI aTOMBI IPUPOJIBI UyJieca,

TrI Ha SIBIEHBSA IPOMEHSUT IPUUYMHBI CIIOBECA;
B cyxoii crathe OBHIMS HECUACTHOT'O YXKaB,
CMmeémibest, B METKOM OacHE TOJKY HE TIOHSB!
B Hagex w1 moncke (haHaTHK Oe3HAEKHBIH,

TeM ngymamu MpayHeil, yeM N03HAET NpUsIeKHE !

[ocroii! Coduct, cTuparoniuii mpemMyapoCcThiO CBOEH

[Ipenanss 6maromaTHIC JABHO YIISATNX JHEIH;
SI3bIK LIEH3YPHI TBOM C CTPaHUL CAUPAET KPACKH,
UTo cyMpadHBIX BEKOB pacliBEUNBAIH CKA3KH;
VYxens Tl 001€pEIIb C BETBEH KHUBBIX KOPY,
Urto6 3aMaHNATH HAPOJI B 3aHY/I CIEIBIX HOPY?
BitaxkeH TOT cBEXUI yM, YTO INIa30M HETIOPOYHBIM
3aBuaut [lanTeoH B cBepkaHbe HEOA COYHOM;
Hatinér npuan v cuiib(oB B KOJIbIXaHbE KPOH

U B ro’)xHOM Opm3e 3ampumeTutT HoTOB TpOH;

Tot, 11t KOro pydel ManbHON NOET 3a10PHO,
AKKOMITaHUPYS Ha CTEOAX KaMblllla IPOBOPHO;
KoMy BBepsiroT Hepenibl IOBECTh BOIHBI,

INoka mpuimBa cuol He 3aNbETCs Geper MOHBII;
CuacTiuBell TOT, KTO, H30€KaB MO3HAHbS 6éz[51,
[Ipupoas! uenbHOM CyTh 3GUPHYIO U3BEAAT;

51 mpesuparo Mypena, oTua peueii 6e3gapHbIX,

Ero creneHHocTh 0OcMero BO rpé3ax Jyde3apHbIX !
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Fact and Fancy

How dull the wretch, whose philosophic mind
Disdains the pleasures of fantastic kind;

Whose prosy thoughts the joys of life exclude,
And wreck the solace of the poet's mood!

Young Zeno, practis'd in the Stoic's art,

Rejects the language of the glowing heart;
Dissolves sweet Nature to a mess of laws;
Condemns th' effect whilst looking for the cause;
Freezes poor Ovid in an iced review,

And sneers because his fables are untrue!

In search of hope the hopeful zealot goes,

But all the sadder tums, the more he knows!
Stay! Vandal sophist, whose deep lore would blast
The grateful legends of the storied past;

Whose tongue in censure flays th' embellish'd page,
And scorns the comforts of a dreary age:
Wouldst strip the foliage from the vital bough
Till all men grow as wisely dull as thou?

Happy the man whose fresh, untainted eye
Discerns a Pantheon in the spangled sky;

Finds sylphs and dryads in the waving trees,
And spies soft Notus in the southern breeze

For whom the stream a cheering carol sings,
While reedy music by the fountain rings;

To whom the waves a Nereid tale confide

Till friendly presence fills the rising tide.

Happy is he, who void of learning's woes,

Th' ethereal life of bodied Nature knows;

I scorn the sage that tells me it but seems,

And flout his gravity in sunlight dreams!
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