Percy Bysshe Shelley

SONNET TO BYRON
(I'am afraid these verses will not please you, but)

If | esteemed you less, Envy would kill
Pleasure, and leave to Wonder and Despair
The ministration of the thoughts that fill

The mind which, like a worm whose life may share
A portion of the unapproachable,

Marks your creations rise as fast and fair
As perfect worlds at the Creator's will.
But such is my regard that nor your power

To soar above the heights where others [climb],
Nor fame, that shadow of the unborn hour

Cast from the envious future on the time,

More one regret for his unhonoured name
Who dares these words: — the worm beneath the sod
May lift itself in homage of the God.

ITepcu bumm Ilemmnm

COHET K BAUPOHY

(41 6or0Ch, UTO 3TH CTUXU HE TIOHPABSITCS BaM, HO)

Korma ObI MeHbIIIE IOYNTAI S BacC,

Ot 3aBucTu moru6io 6 HacnaxxmeHsne;
Otuasiabe Torna 6 u M3ymieHse

Hax tem ymom cmesinuch Obl ceiiuac,

Kortopslii,— Kak 4yepBsK, 4TO B BEIIHUI Yac
VYyacTByeT B 0€3MEPHOCTH I[BETCHbS,—
"5 Ha 3aBepLICHHBIE TBOPEHbS,
OTpasoro UCTIONHEH KaXK bl pas.

U BOT, HU BIACTh, UTO ABIIINAT BIIACTHIO bora,
Hu MoniHoe mapeHbe Mex BBICOT,
Kyna npyrue tamarcs yooro,—

Hwm cnaBa, 0, HHYTO HE H3BJICYCT
Hu B3710Xa y TOro, KTO BO3BEIIACT:
Yepask, Mossich, 10 bora gocsraer.




