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POEZIJA

STANZAS TO AUGUSTA

Though the day of my destiny's over,
And the star of my fate hath declined,
Thy soft heart refused to discover
The faults which so many could find;
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted,
Is shrunk not to share it with me,
And the love which my spirit hath painted
It never hath found but in thee.

Then when nature around me is smiling,
The last smile which answers to mine,
I do not believe it beguiling,
Because it reminds me of thine;
And when the winds are at war with the ocean,
As the breasts I believed in with me,
If their billows excite an emotion,
It is that they bear me from thee.

Though the rock of my last hope is shiver'd,
And its fragments are sunk in the wave,
Though I feel that my soul is deliver'd
To pain — it shall not be its slave.
There is many a pang to pursue me:
They may crush, but they shall not contemn -
They may torture, but shall not subdue me -
'Tis of thee that I think — not of them.

Though human, thou didst not deceive me,
Though woman, thou didst not forsake,
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me,
Though slander'd, thou never couldst shake, —
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me,
Though parted, it was not to fly,
Though watchful, ‘twas not to defame me,
Nor, mute, that the world might belie.

Yet I blame not the world or despise it,
Nor the war of the many with one —
If my soul was not fitted to prize it,



‘Twas folly not sooner to shun:
And if dearly that error hath cost me,
And more than I once could foresee,
I have found that, whatever it lost me,
It could not deprive me of thee.

From the wreck of the past, which have perish'd,
Thus much I at least may recall,

It hath taught me that what I most cherish'd
Deserved to be dearest of all:

In the desert a fountain is springing,
In the wild waste there still is a tree,

And a bird in the solitude singing,
Which speaks to my spirit of thee.

STANZOS AUGUSTAI

Nors lemties man skirta diena baiges,
Nusileido jau mano zvaigzde,
Neatstimeé taves mano klaidos
Ir Zmoniy primesta man kalté.
Nors ir skaudziai kentei mano gélg,
Dalinais su manim ja kartu,
Ir ta meilé, kurios trosko siela,
AS dabar jau zinau, kad tai tu.

Kai aplink gamta dziaugiasi saule
Ir su Sypsena lydi mane,

AS tikiu ja, uzmirSes apgaule,
Nes joje atpazjstu tave.

O kai véjai pries jara sukyla
Tarsi nirsty visi ant manes,

Jie tik tiek man tedrumscia ramybe.
Kad jie gena mane nuo taves.

Nors jau duzta viltis paskuting,
Greit jos Sipulius bangos nuplaus,

Nors kancia jau sukausté kratine,
Bet Sirdis mana jai nevergaus.

Daug dar negandy teks man patirti,
Jos iSsekins, bet rasiu jégy,

Jos prislégs, bet mokésiu pakilti,
Nes dabar as jau tavo, ne juy.

Tu iS ty, kas manes neapleidzia,
Nepaniekina mano jausmuy.
Tu is ty, kurios meile nezaidzia

Ir nebijo pikty apkalby.
Tu i ty, kuo galiu dar tiketi,



Tu toli, kad budétum greta,
Tu iS ty, kas nepuola kliedéti,
Tu tyli, kad apgintum mane.

AS nekaltinu Sito pasaulio
Ir kovot pries visus nemanau:

Jei pries jj mano siela maistauja,
Man reikéjo palikt jj anksciau.

Per vélai émiau klaidg suprasti,
Uzmokéjau uz ja su kaupu;

Nors ir daug ka man teko prarasti,
Bet uztat su manim lieki tu.

Praeitis mano zlugo galiausia.
Bet mane ji pamokeé gerai
Tai, kas buvo kadais man brangiausia.
Liks uz viskg brangiau amzinai.
Dykumoj dar Saltinis sruvena,
Dar ir medis Zaliuoja Salia,
Jame vienisas paukstis skardena,
Kad kasdien man priminty tave.

DARKNESS

I had a dream which was not all a dream.

The bright sun was extinguish'd, and the stars

Did wander darkling in the eternal space,

Rayless, and pathless, and the icy earth

Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air;
Morn came and went — and came, and brought no day,
And men forgot their passions in the dread

Of this their desolation; and all hearts

Were chill'd into a selfish prayer for light:

And they did live by watchfires — and the thrones,
The palaces of crowned kings — the huts,

The habitations of all things that dwell,

Were burnt for beacons; cities were consumed,
And men were gather'd round their blazing homes
To look once more into each other’s face;

Happy were those who dwelt within the eye

Of the volcanos, and their mountain-torch:

A fearful hope was all the world contain'd;
Forests were set on fire — but hour by hour

They fell and faded — and the crackling trunks
Extinguish’d with a crash — and all was black.

The brows of men by the despairing light

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits

The flashes fell upon them; some lay down

And hid their eyes and wept; and some did rest



Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smiled;
And others hurried to and fro, and fed

Their funeral piles with fuel and look'd up

With mad disquietude on the dull sky,

The pall of a past world; and then again

With curses cast them down upon the dust,

And gnash'd their teeth and howl'd: the wild birds shriek’d,
And, terrified, did flutter on the ground,

And flap their useless wings; the wildest brutes
Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl'd

And twined themselves among the multitude,
Hissing, but stingless — they were slain for food;
And War, which for a moment was no more,

Did glut himself again — a meal was bought

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart

Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left;

All earth was but one thought — and that was death,
Immediate and inglorious; and the pang

Of famine fed upon all entrails — men

Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh;
The meagre by the meagre were devour'd,

Even dogs assail'd their masters, all save one,

And he was faithful to a corpse, and kept

The birds and beasts and famish'd men at bay,

Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead
Lured their lank jaws; himself sought out no food,
But with a piteous and perpetual moan,

And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand

Which answer'd not with a caress — he died.

The crowd was famish'd by degrees; but two

Of an enormous city did survive,

And they were enemies: they met beside

The dying embers of an altar place

Where had been heap'd a mass of holy things

For an unholy usage; they raked up,

And shivering scraped with their cold skeleton hands
The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath

Blew for a little life, and made a flame

Which was a mockery; then they lifted up

Their eyes as it grew lighter and beheld

Each other’s aspects — saw, and shriek'd, and died -
Even of their mutual hideousness they died,
Unknowing who he was upon whose brow

Famine had written Fiend. The world was void,

The populous and the powerful was a lump
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifeless —

A lump of death — a chaos of hard clay.



The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still,

And nothing stirr'd within their silent depths;

Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea,

And their masts fell down piecemeal; as they dropp'd
They slept on the abyss without a surge —

The waves were dead; the tides were in their grave.
The Moon, their mistress, had expired before;

The winds were wither'd in the stagnant air,

And the clouds perish’d; Darkness had no need

Of aid from them — She was the Universe.

TAMSA

Regéjau sapna... gal visai ne sapna.
Uzgeso saulé. Amzinoj erdvej
Neregimos, be spindesio, be tikslo
Klajojo zvaigzdés. Apledéjus zemé
Paskendo naktyje be ménesienos.
Atéjus rytmeciui, diena neauso.

Ir zmonés, tikrg prazatj pajute,
Pamirso ankstesnes aistras: jy Sirdys,
IS baimés stingdamos, Sviesos maldavo.
Gyveno jie Salia lauzy; ir sostai,
Karaliy karGinuoty ramai, lGsnos,
Namai visy, kas tik namus turéjo,
Pleskéjo ugnyje. Liepsnojo miestai.

O zmoneés prie gaisravieciy buriavos
Pazvelgt dar sykj viens kitam j veidus.
Laimingi buvo tie, kurie gyveno

Salia deglais Zéruojanciy vulkany.
Pasaulis vis dar guodés viltimi.

Dar uzdegé miskus, bet juos bematant
Surijo liepsnos — traskantys kamienai
Juodais nuodéguliais ant Zemés virto.
Ir tos beviltiskos ugnies gaisuos
Zmoniq veidai, dar protarpiais susvite,
Nezemiskai atrodeé... Kas parkrites.
Akis uzmerkes, verke; kas sédéjo.
Parémes galva rankom, ir Sypsojos;
Kiti dar kursté laidotuviy lauzus.
Degésius rankiojo ir baugsciai kélé
Beprotiskas akis j nyky dangy —
Pasaulio Sio lavondengte; paskui

Vel su keiksmais j pelenus jas bede

Ir griezeé dantimis, ir kauke; pauksdiai,
IS siaubo klykdami, ant zemés blaskés
Nukarusiais sparnais; laukiniai zvérys
PasSiurpe romiai glaudés prie Zmoniy,
Gyvatés rangés kamuoliais ir Snypsté



Negeldamos — jas Zzmonés dobé maistui.
Ir karas, tas rajanas, vos aprimes,
Paduko veél — krauju kiekvieng kasnj
Reikéjo apmoket ir ryt tamsoj
Atokiai nuo kity; neliko meilés,
Pasaulis trosko vieno — tik mirties.
Mirties greitos ir negarbingos; badas
Kamavo zmones kanciomis — jie mire,
Bet kiny jy nepriglaudeé kapai,

O griaucius rijo griauciai dar gyvi.
Seimininkus i$alke $unys draske.

Tik vienas Suo tupéjo prie lavono

Ir gyné jj nuo alkany grobuoniy,

Kol jy godzius nasrus tebeviliojo

Kiti lavonai; pats jis badmiriavo,

Tai staugeé pratisai ir sielvartingai,

Tai gailiai inksciojo ir laizé ranka,
Nekylancig paglostyt; jis nugaiso.

O Zmonés nyko pamazu, galiausiai
Vienam mieste paliko tiktai du -

Du buve priesai; jiedu susitiko

Prie gestanciy nuodeéguliy altoriaus,
Prie Sventenybiy, suversty j krava
Niekingam tikslui; vienas salia kito
Drebédami, Saltom kaulétom rankom
Jie zarsté plénis ir silpnu kvapu

IpGst mégino ugnj. Pasaipiai

Liepsna sutvisko, ir ryskioj Sviesoj
Pakeélé jie akis j vienas kitg,

Pamaté, klaikiai suklyké ir mire,
Pasibaiséje, kad staiga iSvydo

Jie prie$ save ne zmogy, o Sétona.

Ir liko visiskai pasaulis tuscias.
Galingas, Surmuliuojantis pasaulis —
Be laiko, be Zolés, Zmoniy, gyvybés —
Negyvu molio gumulu pavirto.
Sustingo upés, ezerai ir jlros.

Ir stojo jy gelméj kraupi ramybe.
Laivai be jarininky jdroj puvo,
Bedugnén smego jy auksti stiebai —
Kiaurai Zemyn, nedrumsdami pavirsiaus.
Bangy kapais seniai pakrante tapo,
Nes zuvo Ménuo, potvyniy valdovas.
Nusciuvo véjas stingstanciam ore,
ISnyko debesys, nes ir be jy

Tamsa dabar jau buvo Visagale!
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