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The Tunnel
Robert Creeley

Tonight, nothing is long enough -
time isn’t.

Were there a fire,

it would burn now.

Were there a heaven,

| would have gone long ago.
| think that light

is the final image.

But time reoccurs,
love - and an echo.
A time passes

love in the dark.

The Wish, By a Young Lady

By Laetitia Pilkington

| ask not wit, nor beauty do | crave,
Nor wealth, nor pompous titles wish to have;

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

Whether a daughter, sister, or a wife;

That females should the stronger males obey,
And yield implicit to their lordly sway;

Since this, | say, is ev'ry woman's fate,

Give me a mind to suit my slavish state.

ToHHenb
Pobepm Kpunu

CeroaHsA Be4yepom.

HuyTO He ANUTCA CAULWKOM AONTO.
N BpemeHn octaHoBUACA Ber.
Byapb 34ech OroHb,

Kak oH 6bl 06xkuran.

Byab Hebeca,
Yuwen 6bl 2 yXKe AaBHO.
N nymaeTcs MHe, 4TO CBET -

Ho Bpema cHoBa Habupaert xoa.
Nto60Bb U 3XO0.

TeyeHbe BpemeHU.

NtoboBb CTPYUTCA B TEMHOTE.

*enaHue, ot lOHOU Nlegu
Jlemuuyusa lNuakuHemMoH

Mpouwy He 06 yme, U He 0 KpacoTe meyTato,
He HyXHO MHe 60raTcTB M 3BaHWM MbILWHbIX HE
)enato.

Ho HameyaTaHo Ha XKU3HU KarKaoW CKBO3b
BEKa,

HeBaXHo, f04b, CecTpa, Nogpyra Unb XKeHa,
YTO JKEHLMHAM MYKUYUHE O0/KHO
NOAYMHATLCS.

M Kaxaoin 6apcKkon NPUXoTU CMUPEHHO
ynblbaTbes.

TaK KONb Yy TaKOBa BCEX XKEHLMH Ha 3emne
cyabba,



To paiiTe pasym mHe, 4Tob noaxoAnn nog,
XM3Hb paba.



