Percy Bysshe Shelley

MUTABILITY

The flower that smiles to-day
To-morrow dies;
All that we wish to stay
Tempts and then flies.
What is this world's delight?
Lightning that mocks the night,
Brief even as bright.

Virtue, how frail it is!
Friendship how rare!

Love, how it sells poor bliss
For proud despair!

But we, though soon they fall,

Survive their joy, and all
Which ours we call.

Whilst skies are blue and bright,
Whilst flowers are gay,

Whilst eyes that change ere night
Make glad the day;

Whilst yet the calm hours creep,

Dream thou — and from thy sleep
Then wake to weep.
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[{BeTOK uyTh rASHET — U YMpET.
[IpoxuBI1IM 1IEHb BCETO;

Mupax BoCTOpra HaMm CBEpPKHET,
I'maoume 1 HET ero.

Hemnpouen cuactus npuser:

Bo TEMe HOYHOM JKUTEHCKHUX Oex
OH — OerJIbIX MOJHMI CBET.

Kaxk kpacora gymm xpymnka,
Kak penok n1pyx0sI cmex,

W xak B m100BU HAC KJET TOCKA
3a KpaTkuil Mur yrex!

Ho nycTh BocTOpr mpoMunTCSi CHOM, —

Bceraa Mbl TO IepexuBeM,
Y10 MBI CBOUM 30BeM!

[Toka nazypHs! HEOeca,
[Tokyna siceH neHsp,
[Toka GiecTuT MBETOB Kpaca
W menmut ckopOu TeHb, —
MrHoBeHbsI OBICTpPBIE CUHUTAM,
Ortpalicsi palicCkuM CHaM, MeuTaH,
[Tpobyauibes — puinaii!




