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The Wish, By a Young Lady
Keaanue 10HOM JIeaH.

By Laetitia Pilkington  (1708-1750)

I ask not wit, nor beauty do I crave,

[Ipomy He oCcTpOyMHUs, HE )KaXAy KPacoThl,
Nor wealth, nor pompous titles wish to have;
Hu o 60FaTCTBaX, HU O TUTYJIaX MCUYTBI MOH;

But since, 'tis doomed through all degrees of life,

Ho ckoinb moBCIO/ly pelieHo, Bo BCe Beka,
Whether a daughter, sister, or a wife;

Bynp nous, cectpa TO Wilb KEHA;

That females should the stronger males obey,
Yro JKCHIIVMHBI JOJIKHBI MY>KYHMHAM IMOTaKaThb,
And yield implicit to their lordly sway;

U GapckuM MOBENEHBSIM KPOTKO yCTYTaTh;
Since this, I say, is ev'ry woman's fate,

CkoJ1b, TOBOPIO 51, 3TO - )KEHCKasi cyap0a,
Give me a mind to suit my slavish state.

Jiist pabcekoid oyn aliTe MHE JOCTOMHOTO yMa.
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The Tunnel
TyHHeJab

By Robert Creeley (1926 —2005)

Tonight, nothing is long enough —
CeronHst HIYTO HE JUTHTCS JIOJTO -
time isn’t.

He Bpemsi.

Were there a fire,

Bynb 31eck nnams,

it would burn now.

OHO OBI Cropa’o.

Were there a heaven,

Bynb 31eck Hebeca,

I would have gone long ago.
$1 ObI TaBHO YK yIIIEI.

I think that light

MHe KaKeTcsi, CBET -

is the final image.
MOCICIHUI 00pa3.

But time reoccurs,

Ho Bpems Bo3Bpatiaercs,
love - and an echo.
JIF000BB — M DX0

A time passes

Bpewms ocraBusier
love in the dark.
JIF000OBb B TEMHOTE.



