CHoBa BbINNbLINK roAbl U3 Mpaka

W wymsaT, Kak pomMaLLKOBbIN NyT.
MHe npunomHunack HbiH4e cobaka,
YT0 BblNia MOel IOHOCTN OPYTr.

HblH4e — IOHOCTb MOS1 OTLIYMeNa,
Kak noarHMBLIWIA NOA OKHaMU KIeH,
Ho npunomHun s geByLuKy B 6enom,
[nsa koTopow 6bin Nec NoYTanboH.

He y Bcsikoro ectb cBov 6nm3skui,
Ho oHa MHe Kak necHs 6bina,
MoToMy 4TO MOW 3anNUCKK

M3 owerHuka nca He Gpana.

Hukorga oHa ux He YnTana,

M Mol novepk en Obin HE3HAKOM,
Ho o yem-To nogonry meytana

Y KanuHbl 3a XenTbiM NPYL0M.

A ctpagan... A xoten oTeeTa...
He poxpancs... yexan... I BoT
Yepes roabl... U3BECTHbIM NO3TOM
CHoBa 3gechb, Y poaAnMbIX BOPOT.

Ta cobaka paBHO okonena,

Ho B Ty > MacTb, YTO C OT/IMBOM B CUHb,

C naem n1BMCTO oLUanenbiv
MeHs BCcTpen Monogoun ee CbiH.

MaTtb yecTHas! M kak xxe cxoxu!
CHoga Bbinnbina 6onb gywn.
C aton 6onbto g 6yato monoxe,
M XoTb CHOBa 3amnMCKM MULLIN.

Pag nocnywaTtb 51 necHio 6binyto,
Ho He nan Tbl! He nan! He nan!
Xouelb, nec, 9 Tebsa nouenyro
3a nNpobyXeHHLIN B cepaue man?

Mouenyto, NPUXMYyCb k Tebe Tenom

W kak gpyra Beeny Tebsi B AOM...

[a, MHe HpaBunacb AeByLuUka B 6enom,
Ho tenepb s ntobnto B ronyoom.

And the mileage surfaced out of darkness,
This time rustling like mayweed from lea.
Now I've got in my mind this remembrance
Of the dog that was loyal to me.

Back then youth of mine used to be bustling,
By now life's like that maple: decayed.
There was girl in the whitishest clothing,
Whom | letters by dog had dispatched.

Not just everyone's got a darling,

Though she seemed to be honey-sweet song
Cause her hands wouldn't do any trying

Just a note from the dog to touch on.

She has never been reading my letters
So my hand has not meant for her thing,
But she sat all in dreaminess sometimes
By virburnum where's yellow of pond.

Oh, I anguished... | wanted answer...

Would not get it... So | left and today

After years... I'm the prominent writer,
I'm right here on the nativest way.

That she-dog had done perisher long now
But her son, with her kind of sheen—
Blue, there met me with barking so loud
That | have soon recalled whom I'd been.

Holy Mother! This striking likeness!

And my soul's occupied by pain.

It retrieves me to time of my young mess,
And | am to write notes again.

Though the song of old days sure delights me,
Please, don't bark, dog, don't bark, don't bark!
Are you willing that | should kiss you

For my heart again streaming May's spark?

| will kiss you and, tightly embracing,

| will welcome you home with hot stew...
Yes, | liked then the girl in white clothing,
But for now | love one in blue.



