THE TWO APRIL MORNINGS

We walk'd along, while bright and red
Uprose the morning sun,

And Matthew stopp'd, he look'd, and said,
"The will of God be done!"

A village Schoolmaster was he,
With hair of glittering grey;

As blithe a man as you could see
On a spring holiday.

And on that morning, through the grass,
And by the steaming rills,

We travell'd merrily to pass

A day among the hills.

"Our work," said I, "was well begun;
Then, from thy breast what thought,
Beneath so beautiful a sun,
So sad a sigh has brought?

A second time did Matthew stop,
And fixing still his eye

Upon the eastern mountain-top
To me he made reply.

Yon cloud with that long purple cleft
Brings fresh into my mind

A day like this which | have left

Full thirty years behind.

And on that slope of springing corn
The self-same crimson hue

Fell from the sky that April morn,
The same which now | view!

With rod and line my silent sport

| plied by Derwent's wave,

And, coming to the church, stopp'd short
Beside my Daughter's grave.

Nine summers had she scarcely seen

The pride of all the vale;

And then she sang!—she would have been
A very nightingale.

JBA AITPEJIbBCKUX YTPA

MBI exanu 1o pasHOUBETHIO,
3apeii ajnen BOCTOK;
OcTaHOBUBIINCH, MOJBUII M3ThIO:
«Tak, BugHo, xouet bor!»

[IpernomaBai OH B CEIBLCKOM LIKOJIE
U 6b11 yxe cenpim,

Ho, Beceno cMoTtps Ha noe,
Kazancst mosioasim.

Cpenu X0JIMOB, IIBETYIIUM JIYTOM,

I1o Tennpv pyuyernkam

Jlexan Ham MyTh, U KaK JIPyT C APYyroM
OTtpanno 66110 HaM!

«Ham Tpya, — ckasan si, — CJIaBHO Hauar,
VY nauen Oyner oH,

Ho, npyr, nosenait MHE, 4TO 3HAYUT

TBOM 4yTh 3aMETHBIN CTOH?"

OcranoBuiicss MaThIO CHOBA

N ycTtpemun cBout B30p, —

Kax BumHO, 4TOOBI MOJIBUTH CIIOBO, —
Ha nuk BocTOYHBIX TOP.

«BoH BuuIb, 001aK0, IPHUSITEND,
Kaxkoit mypnypHbIil 1eT!

S BCIIOMHMII IEHD U YTO YTPATHI
ToMy yx TpuALATH JET.

Torna, anpeabCKUM YTPOM TOXKE,
Hap cknonamu oBca,

C TakuMm e 00JIaKOM, ITOXO0XKE,
Anenu Hebeca.

Sl men Ha Ipy. € yIOU U JIECKOU,
Bokpyr 1Bena BecHa. ..

Ho BOT 51 mpen nepkByIIKOM CENBCKOU,
I'me nour morpebeHa.

Ei nessats Becen bor otmepu,
CoJioBylIKe MOEI:

Kak necHro nena, KaxJiplii BEpui,
YT0 3TO COJIOBEM.




Six feet in earth my Emma lay,
And yet | lov'd her more,

For so it seem'd, than till that day
| e'er had lov'd before.

And, turning from her grave, | met
Beside the church-yard Yew

A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet
With points of morning dew.

A basket on her head she bare,
Her brow was smooth and white,
To see a Child so very fair,

It was a pure delight!

No fountain from its rocky cave
E'er tripp'd with foot so free,
She seem'd as happy as a wave
That dances on the sea.

There came from me a sigh of pain
Which | could ill confine;

I look'd at her and look'd again;
—And did not wish her mine.

Matthew is in his grave, yet now
Methinks | see him stand,

As at that moment, with his bough
Of wilding in his hand.
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Ho na mects pyToB munoii bepte
B 3emute nexats Teneps,

JIrobui ee, a mocie cMepTU
CunbHeil m100110, TOBEPbD.

Nns o6paTHO, Y IEPKBYIIKH
YBuzen s B kpace

JuTs nBeTyiee, 1eBUYIIKY,
Ubu BOJIOCHI B POCE.

Ha rosioBe Hecna KOpP3UHKY,
JIo0 rimagok, uuct u Oen,
YBUAEB N€BOYKY-KAPTUHKY,
S Tak m onemen!

Her, ObeT HCTOUHMK HE TPOBOPHEH,
Yem HOXKKa Ha Oery,

[isicana v BOJIHBI 3aJ0PHEN,

Kak BCriOMHHUTS 51 MOTY.

U cTona ObuI10 MHE AOBOJIBHO,
A He neHs1 cyanoe,

Bcé nHa Hee cMOoTpen HEBOJIBHO,
N ne xoren cede".

W HBIHE BUKY 5 OPOIO,
Kak MaT1b10 MOY B TOCKE
Crout nepex MOTHIION TOKO
Bcé ¢ ynoukoii B pyke.
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