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One word is too often profaned
For me to profane it,

One feeling too falsely disdained
For thee to disdain it,

One hope is too like despair
For prudence to smother,
And pity from thee more dear
Than that from another.

| can give not what men call love,
But wilt thou accept not
The worship the heart lifts above
And the Heavens reject not,
The desire of the moth for the star,
Of the night for the morrow,
The devotion to something afar
From the sphere of our sorrow?

[Tepcn bumm Hlennn

CauikoM 9acTo 3aBETHOE CII0BO JIFOJIBMH OCKBEPHSIIOCH,
51 ero He X04y TOBTOPSITH,
CauikoM 9acTo 3aBETHOE YyBCTBO IIPE3PEHBEM BCTPEUAIIOCH,
ThI ero He 10MKHA TPE3UPATh.
U ciioBa cocTpasanbs, 4TO C YCT TBOMX HEXKHBIX COPBAJIUCH,
Hukomy s oTnate He xouy,
W 3a cyacTbe HaAEXK /1, UTO C OTUASTHBEM T'OPHKUM CMEIIAINCH,
S Bcelt )KM3HBIO CBOEH 3aruiayvy.

Her Toro B Moem cepztie, 4To B MUpe JIF00OOBbIO 30BETCH,
Ho MonuTBBI OTBEpPrHELLb JIU ThI?
HeyznepHo BKpyT COJHIIA BO3AYIIHOE 00IauKO BbETCH,
Ynanaer poca Ha LBETHI,

[onHoYb Xk1eT, YTOOBI CHOBA 3apu 3aropesiocs OKo,

W oTBepruems au Thl, 0, MOU APYT,

OTO YyBCTBO CBATOE, YTO MAHUT KyJa-TO JAJIEKO,
[Ipoub OT HAIIMX TOMUTENBHBIX MYK?




