The Aim Was Song (Robert Frost)

Before man to blow to right

The wind once blew itself untaught,
And did its loudest day and night

In any rough place where it caught.
Man came to tell it what was wrong:
It hadn't found the place to blow;

It blew too hard - the aim was song.
And listen - how it ought to go!

He took a little in his mouth,

And held it long enough for north
To be converted into south,

And then by measure blew it forth.
By measure. It was word and note,
The wind the wind had meant to be -
A little through the lips and throat.

The aim was song - the wind could see.



LLlogHs 7 WOHOuI BiTEp LWaneHis

| BUB HECAMOBUTO LLIOXBUITUHN,

AKX OOKN HA NOro HEBMINTUM cniB
3’'asunacs, Wo0 HaBYNTb NOro, NanHa.
BoHa ckasana: “CTpuman-Ho CBil MHiB,
CnuHMcb Ha vac, Wwob 3mir MEHE MoYyTHw.
To mae ByTu NicHS, HiXXKHUKA cniB -
[Mocnyxan, ik BOHO NOBUHHO ByTI”.
3iTXHYNa Ha sIKyCb KOPOTKY MUTb,
Mopo3HOro noBiTps 3axonuna,

B aywi noro satpumana, sirpina

| BXX€ BOHO HEe CTOrHe, a A3BEHUTD.

Lle 6yB TOM camui BiTep, ane BiH

|3 ByCT ntognHM nmBs NOCTYMNoBO -

Lle He peBiHHSA, a YapiBHUI O3BiH.

Lle 6yna nicHa. Mysuka i crnoso...
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