George Gordon Byron

STANZAS FOR MUSIC

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 lull'd 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.

(1816)

Jxopmx I'opnon baiipon
CTAHCHI JIs1 MY3bIKH

1.

KTo cpaBHMTCS B BBICILIEM CIIOpE
Kpacotoii ¢ T060ii?
To4HO My3bIKa Ha MOpe —
HexHblii ronoc TBOi.
To4yHO My3bIKa B TyMaHe
Ha namexom okeane,

B ugac, kak BeTpHI B ClIaJIKUX CHaX
YyTh TpenenryT Ha BOJIHAX.

2.

B moxHOYB MecsIIT 9yTh KOIBIIIET
Boapl B rmyOuHe;
JIoHO MO ene ABIINUT,
Kak guts Bo cHe.

Tak gyma, mojgHa MEUTOIO,
YyTKO ABIIINT KPACOTOIO;
HexHo B Helt pacTeT mpuboid,
3ayapoBaHHbIN TOOOM.




