Jhkenmce Jxouc

James Joyce

All day I hear the noise of waters
Making moan,

Sad as the sea-bird is, when going
Forth alone,

He hears the winds call to the waters,
Monotone.

The grey winds the cold winds are blowing
Where I go.

[ hear the noise many waters
Far below.

All day, all night I hear them flowing
To and fro.

Becb neHb 51 cayag 3ByKH BOJL.
X HeXKHBIH CTOH,

Kak anbb6aTpoca rpycTHbIN 30B.
3aBOpOKeEH,

[TapuJ, Kak BeTep s MexK BOJL
N 6eperos.

Kak xsiannbiil Betep, Oypblil BeTep
Hapn semuieit

[Tapua, Tymanamu ogier,
OxkyTan mMrJioi.

Bechb 1eHb, BCIO HOUb LLIyMeJIH BOJIbI
[Tono mHoO¥.
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[ hear an army charging upon the land,

And the thunder of horses plunging, foam about their knees:
Arrogant, in black armor, behind them stand,

Disdaining the reins, with fluttering whips, the charioteers.

They cry unto the night their battle-name:
[ moan in sleep when I hear afar their whirling laughter.
They cleave the gloom of dreams, a blinding flame,
Clanging, clanging upon the heart as upon an anvil.

They come shaking in triumph their long, green hair:
They come out of the sea, run shouting by the shore.
My heart, have you no wisdom thus to despair?
My love, my love, my love, why have you left me alone?

$1 caibilly Kak IBUXKETCSl BOMCKO JJABUHOW OTHEH,
M KoHu KonblTaMu ObIOT B OXKHIAHHUU CEUH:
Hanmennble, B TOJICTBIX KOJIbUYTax U paTHOH GpoHe,
[ToBonbSI OTOPOCUB, KHYyTAMU UTPAIOT BO3HUUHE.

Kinuku koHell 6oeBble ClIeTatoT ¢ UX ryo:
Caibilia 6e3paJloCTHBIH CMeX, S PblIAlo BO CHE.
1 BuneHuit 0OpbIBKM HEUCTOBBIM TJIaAMEHEM XKIYT,

M no cepaity KoJIOTAT, KaK 110 HAKOBaJIbHE.

[IpenBkytiast Tpuymd, HaBUTAETCS TPO3HAsT PaTh,

C KpHKOM BUTSI3M MUATCs BIIEPEJL 10 MOPCKUM Geperam.
O raynoe cepple, K uemy Te6e TaK TOCKOBATh?

O n1060Bb, Thl ONATL OCTABJSELIb MEHSI OIHOTO.



