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Lemady

One midsummer's morn as | were a-walking

The fields and the meadows were covered with green,
The birds a-sweetly singing so pleasant and so
charming,

So early in the morning by the break of the day.

Arise, arise, go pluck your love a posy

of the prettiest flowers that grows in yonder green.
O yes I'll arise and pluck lilies, pinks and roses

All for my dearest Lemady, the girl | adore.

O Lemady, O Lemady what a lovely lass thou art
Thou art the fairest creature that ever my eye did see!
I'll play you a tune all on the pipes of ivory

So early in the morning by the break of the day.

Morning (From This Way to the Tomb)

Morning is only
A heron rising
With great wings lifting day into the sky.

Morning is only

The white plumes of smoke
As the velvet snake

Night leaves the green valley.

Morning is only

A scarlet stallion

Jumping the ocean,

It's mane aflame on the seaq,

Morning is only

\Women bent at the well
Lifting their pails full

Of their hearts, too heawy.

Tit for Tat
A Song of Enchantment

A Song of Enchantment | sang me there,
In a green-green wood, by waters fair,
Just as the words came up to me

| sang it under the wild wood tree.

Widdershins turned I, singing it low,
Watching the wild birds come and go;

No cloud in the deep dark blue to be seen
Under the thick-thatched branches green.

Twilight came; silence came;

The planet of Evening's silver flame;

by darkening paths | wandered through
Thickets trembling with drops of dew.

But the music is lost and the words are gone
Of the song | sang as | sat alone,

Ages and ages have fallen on me —

On the wood and the pool and the elder tree.

Lemady

Vieng vasaros vidurio rytg as sau keliavau,

Laukai ir pievos buvo zaliai pasidabine,

Pauksciai saldziai giedojo, taip maloniai ir zavingai,
Ankstyvq rytg, austant dienai.

Kelkis, kelkis, eik nuskink savo meilei puokste

IS paciy graziausiy géliy, auganciy anoje zalumoje.

O taip, as$ kelsiuosi ir skinsiu lelijas, gvazdikus ir rozes —
Visas savo brangiajai Lemady, mergaitei, kurig dievinu.

O Lemady, o Lemady, kokia tu nuostabi merginag,

Tu pati graziausia butybe, kokig tik mano akys regéjo!

Grosiu tau melodijg fleitomis, pagamintomis i§ dramblio
kaulo,

Ankstyvq rytg, austant dienai.

Rytas (i§ Siuo keliu j kapq)

Rytas téra
Kylantis garnys,
DidZiuliais sparnais keliantis dieng j dangy.

Rytas téra

Baltos dumy plunksnos,
Kai aksominé gyvaté —
Naktis — palieka zalig slén;.

Rytas téra

Skais¢iai raudonas erzilas,
PerSokantis vandenyng,

Jo karciai liepsnoja virs jaros.

Rytas téra

Moterys, palinkusios prie Sulinio,
Keliancios pilnus kibirus —

IS savo Sirdziy, per sunkiy.

Dantis uz dantj
Uzbdrimo daina

Uzburimo daing ten sau dainavau,

Zalioje Zalioje girioje, prie skaidriy vandeny,
Kaip tik Zodziai patys man atéjo -

Taip jg ir dainavau po laukinio misko medziu.

AS pasukau priesinga kryptimi, tyliai dainuodamas,
Stebédamas laukinius pauksc&ius, ateinancius ir
iSeinancius;
Jokio debesies gilioje, tamsiai mélynoje padangéje,
Po storomis, tankiai susivijusiomis zaliomis Sakomis.

Atéjo prieblanda; atéjo tyla;

Vakaro planeta — sidabriné liepsna;
Tamséjanciais takais klajojau,

Per tankme, virpanc€ig nuo rasos lasy.

Bet muzika prarasta, ir zodziy nebeliko

Tos dainos, kurig dainavau, sédédamas vienas;
Amziy amziai nusileido ant manes -

Ant misko ir tvenkinio, ir senojo medzio.



Autumn

There is a wind where the rose was;
Cold rain where sweet grass was;
And clouds like sheep

Stream o'er the steep

Grey skies where the lark was.

Nought gold where your hair was;
Nought warm where your hand was;
But phantom, forlorn,

Beneath the thorn,

Your ghost where your face was.

Sad winds where your voice was;
Tears, tears where my heart was;
And ever with me,

Child, ever with me,

Silence where hope was.

Silver

Slowly, silently, now the moon
Walks the night in her silver shoon;

This way, and that, she peers and sees

Silver fruit upon silver trees;

One by one the casements catch

Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;

Couched in his kennel, like a log,
With paws of silver sleeps the dog;

A harvest mouse goes scampering by,

With silver claws, and silver eye;

And moveless fish in the water gleam,

By silver reeds in a silver stream.
Vigil

Dark is the night,

The fire burns faint and low,
Hours — days — years,

Into grey ashes go;

| strive to read,

But sombre is the glow.

Thumbed are the pages,
And the print is small;
Mocking the winds

That from the darkness call;
Feeble the fire that lends

Its light withal.

O ghost, draw nearer;
Let thy shadowy hair
Blot out the pages

That we cannot share;
Be ours the one last leaf
By Fate left bare!

Let's Finis scrawl,

And then Life's book put by;
Turn each to each

In all simplicity:

Ere the last flame is gone
To warm us by.

Ruduo

Ten, kur rozé zydéjo, dabar tik véjas;
Ten, kur Svelni Zzolé augo - Saltas lietus;
O debesys lyg avys

Slenka per Slaitus

Pilko dangaus, kur vieversys giedojo.

Nieko auksinio ten, kur tavo plaukai buvo;
Nieko Silto ten, kur tavo ranka ilséjosi;

Tik Smékla, vienisa,

Po erskédiu,

Tavo dvasia, kur tavo veidas buvo.

Liadni véjai ten, kur tavo balsas skambéjo;
Asaros, asaros ten, kur mano Sirdis buvo;
Ir visad su manimi,

Vaikeli, visad su manimi —

Tyla ten, kur viltis gyveno.

Sidabras

Létai, tyliai dabar ménulis

Sidabriniais bateliais vaiksto naktj;

Tai Sen, tai ten ji zvelgia ir regi
Sidabrinius vaisius ant sidabriniy medziy.

Po vieng langinés pagauna

Jos spindulius po sidabriniu stogu;
Sukniubes savo budoje lyg rgstas

Su sidabrinémis letenomis miega Suo.

Derliaus pelé pralekia skubriai,

Sidabriniais nageliais, sidabrine akimi;

O nejudrios zuvys vandenyje Zéri

Prie sidabriniy nendriy sidabriniame upelyje.

Budéjimas

Tamsi yra naktis,

Ugnis rusena silpnai ir Zemai,
Valandos — dienos — metai
Virsta pilkais pelenais;
Stengiuosi skaityti,

Bet Svytéjimas nidrus ir blankus.

Nuskaityti puslapiai,

O raidés smulkios ir menkos;
VVéjams besityCiojant,
Saukiantiems i tamsos gelmés;
Silpna ugnis, kuri teikia

Mums visg savo Sviesq.

O Smékla, priarték;

Tegul tavo Seséliniai plaukai

UzZkloja puslapius,

Kuriais mums nelemta dalintis;

Tebunie musy tas vienas paskutinis lapas,
Kurj Likimas paliko tusciqg.

Uzrasykime ,Pabaiga”,

Ir atidékime Gyvenimo knygq j Salj;
Atsigrezkime vienas j kitg

Visu paprastumu:

Dar prie$ uzgestant paskutinei liepsnai,
Kuri mus dar gali suSildyti.



Tit for tat

Have you been catching of fish, Tom Noddy?
Have you snared a weeping hare?

Have you whistled “No Nunny” and gunned a poor bunny,

Or blinded a bird of the air?

Have you trod like a murderer through the green woods,
Through the dewy deep dingles and glooms,
While every small creature screamed shrill to Dame
Nature
"He comes - and he comes!"?

Wonder | very much do, Tom Noddy,
If ever, when off you roam,

An Ogre from space will stoop a lean face,
And lug you home:

Lug you home over his fence, Tom Noddy,

Of thorn-sticks nine yards high,

With your bent knees strung round his old iron gun
And your head a dan-dangling by:

And hang you up stiff on a hook, Tom Noddy,
From a stone-cold pantry shelf,

Whence your eyes will glare in an empty stare,
Till you are cooked yourself!

Evening (From This Way to the Tomb)

The red fox, the sun.

Tears the throat of the evening,
Makes the light of the day
Bleed into the ocean.

The laced grace of gulls
Lift up from the corn fields;
Fly across the sunset,
Scarlet their silhouette.

The old owl, the moon,

Drifts from its loose thatch of clouds,
Throws an ivory glance

On an enamel sea.

Eves of mice, the stars,
From the privacy of light,
Peep into the darkness
With the temerity of night!

The foggy, foggy dew

When | was a bachelor | lived all alone

and worked at the weaver's trade

And the only, only thing that | ever did wrong,

was to woo a fair young maid.

| wooed her in the winter time, and in the summer too...
And the only, only thing | did that was wrong

was to keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.

One night she came to my bedside when | lay fast
asleep,

She laid her head upon my bed and she began to weep.

She sighed, she cried, she damn'd near died,

she said: “What shall | do?”

So | hauled her into bed and | covered up her head,

just to keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.

Dantis uz dantj

Ar zuvis gaudei, Tomai Kvaily?
Ar pinklemis verkiantj kiskj pagavai?

Ar Svilpavai ,No Nunny” ir Sovei j vargsq triugj,
Ar apakinai paukstj danguje?

Ar slinkai lyg Zudikas per zalig giriqg,
Per rasotas gilias daubas ir Gkanas,

Kai kiekvienas mazas padareélis klyké Motinai Gamtai:
Jis ateinag, jis ateina!”?

Stebiuosi labai, Tomai Kvaily,
Ar kartais, kai klajoji toli nuo namy,

Koks pabaisa i§ kosmoso nenulenkia lieso veido
Ir nenutempia taves namo.

Nenutempia per savo tvorg, Tomai Kvaily,
IS erskéciy, devyniy jardy aukscio,
Su tavo sulenktais keliais, apvyniotais apie jo seng
gelezinj Sautuvg,
O galva — tabaluojancia zemyn.

Ir nepakabina taves sustingusio ant kablio, Tomai Kvaily,
Ant akmeninio, Salto sandélio lentynos,

I$ kur tavo akys spoksos tusciu zvilgsniu,

Kol pats busi iSvirtas!

Vakaras (i$ Siuo keliu j kapg)

Raudonoji lapé - saulé.

Perplésia vakarui gerkle,
Leisdama dienos Sviesai
Nukraujuoti j vandenyng.

Gracingi kirai

Pakyla nuo kukurtzy lauky;
Skrenda per saulélydj -

Jy siluetai skaisciai raudoni.

Senoji peléda — ménulis —

Slenka i§ palaido Siaudinio debesy stogo,
Meta dramblio kaulo zvilgsnj

| emaliuotq jurg.

Peliy akys — zvaigzdeés —
IS Sviesos uzuovejos
Zvilgteli j tamsg

Su nakties jzalumu.

Miglota miglota rasa

Kai buvau viengungis, gyvenau visai vienas

Ir dirbau audéju.

Ir vienintelis dalykas, kurj padariau ne taip,

Buvo tai, kad jsimyléjau jaung grazig merging.

Viliojau jg ziemq — ir vasarg taip pat...

Ir vienintelis dalykas, kurj padariau ne taip,

Buvo tai, kad saugojau jg nuo miglotos miglotos rasos.

Vieng naktj ji atéjo prie mano lovos, kai miegojau kietai,
Padéjo galvg ant mano patalo ir émé verkti.

Ji disavo, raudojo, beveik miré is sielvarto,

Sakeé: ,Kg gi man daryti?”

Tad jsitraukiau jqg j lovq ir uzklojau jai galvg,

Kad tik apsaugociau jg nuo miglotos miglotos rasos.



Oh, I am a bachelor and | live with my son,
and we work at the weaver's trade.

And eVv'ry single time that | look into his eyes,
he reminds me of the fair young maid.

He reminds me of the winter time, and of the summer too,
And of the many, many times that | held her in my arms,

just to keep her from the foggy, foggy dew.

The ash grove

Down yonder green valley where streamlets meander,

When twilight is fading, | pensively rove,
Or at the bright noontide in solitude wander
Amid the dark shades of the lonely ash grove.

‘Twas there while the blackbird was joyfully singing,
| first met my dear one, the joy of my heart;

Around us for gladness the bluebells were ringing,
Ah! then little thought | how soon we should part.

Still glows the bright sunshine o'er valley and mountain,

Still warbles the blackbird his note from the tree,

Still trembles the moonbeam on streamlet and fountain;

But what are the beauties of nature to me?

With sorrow, deep sorrow, my bosom is laden,
All day | go mourning in search of my love.
Ye echoes, O tell me, where is the sweet maiden?

She sleeps ‘neath the green turf down by the ash grove.

There's none to soothe

There's none to soothe my soul to rest,
There's none my load of grief to share,
Or wake to joy this lonely breast,

Or light the gloom of dark despair.

The voice of joy no more can cheer,
The look of love no more can warm
Since mute for aye's that voice so dear,
And closed that eye alone could charm.

Songs and Proverbs of William Blake
Proverb |

The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.
The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.
The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.
The nakedness of woman is the work of God.

London

| wander thro' each charter'd street,

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow
And mark in every face | meet

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every Man,

In every Infant’s cry of fear,

In every voice, in every ban,

The mind-forg'd manacles | hear.

How the Chimney-sweeper’s cry
Every black’ning Church appalls,
And the hapless Soldier’s sigh
Runs in blood down Palace walls.

Dabar a8 viengungis, gyvenu su savo stnumi,

Ir mes abu dirbame audéjais.

Ir kiekvienq kartq, kai pazvelgiu jam j akis,

Jis man primena tqg jaung, grazig merging.

Jis primena man Ziemqg - ir vasargq taip pat,

Ir daugybe daugybe karty, kai laikiau jg glébyje,
Kad tik apsaugociau jg nuo miglotos miglotos rasos.

Uosiy giraité

Ten, zaliame slényje, kur upeliai vingiuoja,
Kai blésta sutema, as susimgstes klajoju,
Arba Sviesy vidurdienj vienumoje vaikstau
Tamsiuose Seséliuose vieniSos uosiy giraités.

Kai juodasis strazdas dziugiai giedojo,
AS pirmgkart sutikau savo mylimgjqg, Sirdies dziaugsmg;
Aplink mus i$ laimés skambéjo zydrosios zibutés —
Ak, tada dar nemaniau, kaip greitai mums teks
iSsiskirti.

Vis dar Sviecia saulé vir§ sléniy ir kalny,

Vis dar Ciulba strazdas savo giesme medyje,

Vis dar ménulio spindulys virpa ant upelio ir Saltinio;
Bet kg man reiskia visa gamtos grozybé?

Sielvartas, gilus sielvartas slegia mano krating,
Visq dieng litdédamas ieSkau savo meilés.

O aidai, pasakykite man: kur ta Svelni mergina?
Ji miega po zalia veléna, ten, prie uosiy giraités.

Néra kam paguosti

Néra kam mano sielos nuramint,

Neéra su kuo sielvarto nasta dalintis;

Néra kas 8ig vieni8q krating dziaugsmui pazadinty,
Néra kas nudviesty tamsiqg nevilties miglq.

Dziaugsmo balsas jau nebegali guosti,

Meilés zvilgsnis jau nebegali Sildyti,

Nes amziams nutilo tas brangus balsas,

Ir uzsimerke tos akys, kurios vienos galéjo zaveéti.

Williamo Blake'o dainos ir patarlés
Pirmoji patarlé

Povo puikybé — Dievo Slové.

Ozio geismas — Dievo dosnumas.
Liato jnirSis — Dievo iSmintis.
Moters nuogumas — Dievo darbas.

Londonas

Klaidzioju kiekviena apribota gatve,
Ten, kur apribota Temzé teka,

Ir kiekviename sutiktame veide

Regiu silpnumo Zenklus, kancios zymes.

Kiekviename kiekvieno Zmogous Sauksme,
Kiekviename Vaiko baimeés riksme,
Kiekviename balse, kiekviename draudime
Girdziu proto nukaltas grandines.

Kaip kaminkrécio rauda

Sukrecia kiekvieng pajuodusiq Baznyciq,
Ir nelaimingo Kareivio atodusis

Krauju nuteka RUmy sienomis.



But most thro’ midnight streets | hear

How the youthful Harlot's curse

Blasts the new-born Infant's tear

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse.

Proverb Il

Prisons are built with stones of Law,
Brothels with bricks of Religion.

The Chimney Sweeper

A little black thing among the snow,

Crying ‘weep ‘weep in notes of woe!

Where are thy father and mother? say?
They are both gone up to the church to pray.
Because | was happy upon the hearth,

And smil'd among the winter’s snow

They clothed me in the clothes of death,
And taught me to sing the notes of woe.

And because | am happy & dance & sing
They think they have done me no injury,

And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King
Who make up a heaven of our misery.

Proverb Il

The bird a nest,
the spider a web,
man friendship.

A Poison Tree

| was angry with my friend:

| told my wrath, my wrath did end.
| was angry with my foe:

| told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | water'd it in fears,

Night & morning with my tears;
And | sunned it with smiles,
And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright.

And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole

When the night had veil'd the pole,

In the morning glad | see

My foe outstretch’d beneath the tree.

Proverb IV

Think in the morning.
Act in the noon.

Eat in the evening.
Sleep in the night.

The Tyger

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night;

What immortal hand or eye,

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

Bet labiausiai vidurnaké&io gatveése girdziu,
Kaip jaunos Paleistuvés prakeiksmas
Sudrasko naujagimio asarg

Ir apkre¢ia maru Santuokos katafalkg.

Antroji patarlé

Kaléjimai statomi i§ Jstatymo akmeny,
VieSnamiai — i$ Religijos plyty.

Kaminkrétys

Mazas juodas padaras sniege,

Verkiantis ,Sluok, Sluok” lilidesio gaidomis.
Kur tavo tévas ir motina? — sakyk.

Jie abu nuéjo j baznyc€ig melstis.

Nes buvau laimingas prie zidinio

Ir Sypsojausi tarp Ziemos sniegy,

Jie apvilko mane mirties drabuziais

Ir iSmoké dainuoti kancios gaidas.

Ir kadangi esu laimingas, Soku ir dainuoju,
Jie mano, jog man nepadaré jokios skriaudos,
Ir eina Slovinti Dievg, Jo Kunigg ir Karaliy,
Kurie i§ musy vargo susikuria dangy.

Tredioji patarlé

Pauksciui — lizdas,
\/orui — voratinklis,
Zmogui — draugyste.

Nuodingas medis

Supykau ant savo draugo:
ISsakiau pyktj — ir pyktis nurimo.
Supykau ant savo prieso:
Nutyléjau — ir pyktis augo.

AS laisCiau jj baimémis,

Naktj ir rytg — savo asaromis;

Sildziau jj ypsenomis,

Ir Svelniomis, klastingomis gudrybémis.

Ir jis augo dieng ir naktj,
Kol subrandino spindintj obuolj.
Mano prieSas pamaté jj Svytint,
Ir suprato, kad jis mano.

Ir jis jsmuko j mano sodgq,

Kai naktis buvo apgaubusi asigalj;
O rytg dzZiaugsmingai matau -
Mano prieSas tjso po medziu.

Ketvirtoji patarlé

Ryte magstyk.
Vidurdienj veik.
Vakare valgyk.
Naktj miegok.

Tigras

Tigre, tigre, liepsnojantis ryskiai,
Nakties miSky gelmése degi;

Kokia nemirtinga ranka ar akis
ISdrjso sutverti tavo baugiqg simetrijg?



In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
\What the hand, dare sieze the fire?
And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?

And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?
What the hammer? what the chain,

In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!

When the stars threw down their spears
And water'd heaven with their tears:

Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

Proverb VV

The tygers of wrath are wiser than the horses of

instruction.

If the fool would persist in his folly he would become

wise.

If others had not been foolish, we should be so.
The Fly

Little Fly,

Thy summer's play
My thoughtless hand
Has brush'd away.

Am not |

A fly like thee?
Or art not thou
A man like me?

For | dance

And drink & sing:

Till some blind hand
Shall brush my wing.

If thought is life

And strength & breath
And the want

Of thought is death;
Thenam |

A happy fly,

If I live,

Orif | die.

Proverb VI

The hours of folly are measur'd by the clock;
But of wisdom, no clock can measure.

The busy bee has no time for sorrow.

Eternity is in love with the productions of time.

Kokiose tolimose gelmése ar padangése
Uzsidegeé tavo akiy ugnis?

Ant kokiy sparny jis drjso pakilti?

Kokia ranka drjso ugnj sugriebti?

Kokie peciai, koks menas galéjo

Susukti tavo Sirdies gyslas?

Kai tavo Sirdis pradéjo plakti,

Kokia Siurpi ranka? kokios Siurpios kojos?
Koks kujis? kokia grandiné?

Kokioje krosnyje buvo tavo smegenys?
Koks priekalas? koks baisus gniauztas
Drjso suciupti mirtinus siaubus?

Kai zvaigzdés numeté savo ietis

Ir aSaromis palaisté dangy,

Ar jis nusiSypsojo, regédamas savo darbg?
Ar tas, kuris sutvereé Avinélj, sutvere ir tave?

Tigre, tigre, liepsnojantis ryskiai,
Nakties miSky gelmése degi;

Kokia nemirtinga ranka ar akis
ISdrjso sutverti tavo baugiqg simetrijg?

Penktoji patarlé

|nirSio tigrai yra iSmintingesni uz pamokymo arklius.
Jei kvailys atkakliai laikytysi savo kvailumo, jis tapty
iSmintingas.

Jei kiti nebuty buve kvaili, tokie batume mes.

Musé

Mazyte muse,

Tavo vasaros zaismq
Mano nerlpestinga ranka
Nuslave.

Argi as

Ne musé, kaip tu?
Argi tu

Ne Zmogus, kaip as?

Juk as soksiu,

Gersiu ir dainuosiu,

Kol kokia nors akla ranka
Nubrauks mano sparng.

Jei mintis yra gyvybé,
Jéga ir kvépavimas,
O minc¢iy stoka —
Mirtis,

Tuomet a8 -
Laiminga musé,

Ar gyvenu,

Ar mir&tu.

Sestoji patarle

Kvailystés valandos matuojamos laikrodziu,
O iSminties joks laikrodis neiSmatuos.
Uzsiémusiai bitei néra laiko lindéti.
Amzinybé jsimyléjusi laiko karinius.



Ah, Sun flower

Ah, Sun-flower! weary of time,

Who countest the steps of the Sun;
Seeking after that sweet golden clime,
Where the traveller's journey is done:

Where the Youth pined away with desire,
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow,
Arise from their graves and aspire
Where my Sun-flower wishes to go.

Proverb VII

To see a World in a Grain of Sand,
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,

Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand,
And Eternity in an hour.

Every Night and every Morn

Every night and every morn
Some to Misery are Born.

Every Night & every Morn

Some are born to sweet delight.
Some are born to endless night.

We are led to believe a lie

When we see not thro’ the eye,

Which was born in a night to perish in a night,
When the soul slept in beams of light.

God appears, and God is light,

To those poor souls who dwell in night;

But does a human form display

To those who dwell in realms of day.

Night (From This Way to the Tomb)

Night is no more than a cat
Which creeos to the saucer of light,
Laps, the sleeps.

Night is no more than the place
Waves reach with their hands of surf
Seeking the beach.

Night is no more than the hounds
Of fear with bloody jowl and bark
Bullying the vear.

Night is no more than my love who lies
She dreams of a dream - lives, the dies.

Ak, saulégrgza

Ak, saulégrgza! Pavargusi nuo laiko,
Skaiciuojanti Saulés zingsnius;
Beieskanti to saldaus, auksinio krasto,
Kur keliauninko kelias jau baigtas;

Ten, kur Jaunuolis nyko i§ tro§kimo,

Ir blyski Mergelé, sniege apgaubta,

IS savo kapy pakyla ir siekia

Ten, kur mano saulégrgza troksta nukeliauti.

Septintoji patarlé

Matyti Pasaulj smeélio grude,

Ir Dangy laukineje géléje,
Laikyti Begalybe delne,

Ir Amzinybe — vienoje valandoje.

Kiekvienq naktj ir kiekvieng rytg

Kiekvieng naktj ir kiekvieng rytqg
Kai kurie gimsta kanciai.
Kiekvieng naktj ir kiekvieng rytqg
Kai kurie gimsta saldziai palaimai.
Kai kurie gimsta amzinai nakg¢iai.

Mums sigloma tikéti melu,

Kai nematome akimi,

Kuri gimeé naktyje ir zasta naktyje,

Kai siela miegojo Sviesos spinduliuose.

Dievas pasirodo, ir Dievas yra Sviesa

Toms vargS$éms sieloms, kurios gyvena naktyje;
Bet Zzmogiskqg pavidalg parodo

Tiems, kurie gyvena dienos karalystéje.

Naktis (i$ Siuo keliu j kapq)

Naktis téra ne daugiau nei kate,
Kuri prisélina prie Sviesos Iékstelés,
Palaizo ir uzmiega.

Naktis téra ne daugiau nei vieta,
Kurig pasiekia bangos savo bangavimu,
leSkodamos kranto.

Naktis téra ne daugiau nei baimés Sunys
Su kruvina puta nasruose ir lojimu,
Tampantys mety siaubu.

Naktis téra ne daugiau nei mano mylimoji, kuri guli.

Ji sapnuoja sapng: gyvena, o paskui mirsta.

Verté Steinas Skjervoldas



