Iculo Lasenkwindia

Maduzane sje sizongena kwizithunzi ezimnyama;

Hambani, nkanyo ephilile yamahlobo ethu shambe masinyal
Ngivezwa vele ukugawulwa kwezinkuni zomgcwabo
Umdume wezingodo phezu kwamatshe asegcekeni,

Bonke ubusika bubuyela kubuntu bami: ulaka,

Inzondo, amakhaza, insabo, umsebenzi wempoqo nodikibalisayo,
Futhi, njengelanga kwisihogo salo sasenhiamhiaba,

Inhiiziyo yami iyoba kakhulu isixha esibomvu futhi isinqumela.

Ngilaiela ngighaghazela isipodo ngasinye esiwayo;
Isibekobholnsi esakhiwayo asikhali kabi kakhulu kunaiokhu.
Kodwa esabani? — Izolo bekuyihlobo; nansi inkwindlal
Lomgqumo oyimfihiakalo uduma engathi owomuntu osehambiie.

Ekushaqgakeni okwyindunduzo yogubhu olundondozelayo,
Muntu othile endaweni ethize ybethela ibhokisi lomngewabo;
Ingabe wenzela bani? - Bekuyihiobo izolo; sekuyinkwindia le!
Lomsindo oxakayo uyefana nowokugoduka
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Bieatit sous ploagerons dans las froides tinthres; Tout [hiver va rentrer dacs moe &re: colére,
Adieu, vive clarté de nos &bs trop couts! Plaine, frissons, bomews, abeur dur & forcd,
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Autumn Song

Soon, we will plunge into darkuess and ice;
Goodbye, summer lives, so bright and too short!
I now hear the falling from the hatchet's shice
Resounding in the woods along the court.

All of winter will reenter my soul;

Hate, horror, anger, labour forced and hard;
Shivering, Iike the sun in its polac hell,

My heart will be but a block, frigid and red.

¥ listen, shuddering, to sach log that falls;

The scaffold does not have an echo mere caim.
My spirit's the same ag the tower that fopples
From the indefatigable battering ram.

In the comforting shock of this monotone drum,
Someonc hastily naiis a coffin somewhere.

For whom? - yesterday was sumuner; here is autumn!
This mysterious noise seems the sound of departure.
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Ngiyawathanda amehlo amade akho anokukhanya okuluhlazana,
Buhle obumnandi, kepha konke namhlanje kumusncu,

Futhi akukho luthe, ngishe uthanda iwakko, igumbi kanye nomsamu,
Ongafana nelanga libenyezela pheru kolwandle.

Kepha ngithande noma kunjelo, nhliziyo ethambileyo! yiba umama
Wami lugobo ongenakubongs, wami luqobo oyisoni;

Sithandwa noma dadewethu, yiba ubumtoti cbuphelayo
Benkwindla ekhazimulayo noma belanga elishonayo.

Simelo esifishane! ithuna lilindile; liyalubaluba!

Al awungiyekele mina, ikhands lami ligingqika emadolweni akho,
Ngililele, ngokuzisola ihlobo climhlophe neliyisivuthevuthe,
Isizini yakamuva nemsebe yayo ephuzi nemnandil
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Taimne de vos longs yeux La fumikne verdiive, Et pourtant aimez-moi, tendre conur! sopez mére
Eiouce beuuté, mais iout anjourd b m'est amer, Méme pour un ingrat, méme pour ut méchant;
Et rien, ni volre amour, 1 J= boadoir, ni Mte, Amenie on soeur, sovez la doveeur épbéméne
Me me vau ic soleil reyonoant sur Le mer, [¥un giorieux sgtoemns ou dun aaleil couchant
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I love in your long eyes that greenish gieam,

But today, sweet beauty, I am bitter,

And nothing, not your love, your bed, your hearth flame
Is worth the sun shining on the water.

And yet, love me, tender heart! Mother me
As you would a naughty or ungrateful son;
Be the flesting sweetness that | see

In 2 glorious autumn or sleeping sun.

Short work! The tomb awaits: she is voracious!

Ah! Let me relish, my brow perched on vour knees,
With longing and regret for summer's torrid whiteness,
This receding season, its soft and yellow rays.

Courle thebe! Is tombe artend; elie oot avide!
Ab! laissez-moi, mon front post sar vos gepoux,
Goiltze, en regrettunt '#é blane of tarmide,

De famitre-saison e reyon jauns ef doux!
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