The River of Life

by Thomas Campbell

The more we live, more brief appear

Our life’s succeeding stages;

A day to childhood seems a year,

And years like passing ages.

The gladsome current of our youth,

Ere passion yet disorders,

Steals lingering like a river smooth

Along its grassy borders.

But as the careworn cheek grows wan,
And sorrow’s shafts fly thicker,

Ye stars, that measure life to man,

Why seem your courses quicker?

When joys have lost their bloom and breath,
And life itself is vapid,

Why, as we reach the Falls of Death

Feel we its tide more rapid?

It may be strange—yet who would change
Time’s course to slower speeding,

When one by one our friends have gone,

And left our bosoms bleeding?

Pexa Kuzuu

IMepesoa T.U. I'mymienko

Yem noJIbIIe MBI )KMBEM, TEM CKOPOTEYHEN
Ham xaxap1ii )KU3HEHHBIN dTaIl.

OpnuH IeHb IETCTBA — TOA0M O€CKOHEUYHBIM.
A roja OJIMH yXK€ BEKa.

Kaxk pagoctHo TeueHbe Hamel ['eObl.

He yruxaromas ctpacrs,

W MbI TOHUMBI KaK pe4HbIe TPEeOHH,

Bpaosb nuHMM LBETYIIUX TPaB.

Ho TonpKO 1IeKH U3HYPEHHO MOOJIETHEIOT
W cHOBa BBIpACTET I1€YAIb,

3Be37a, 4TO YENOBEKY KU3Hb U3MEPUT
bricTpee ycTpeMuTCs Bab.

U panocts moTepsieT LBET, IbIXaHbE.

N xu3Hb OKaXKETCA MmycTa.

Tak nouemy y Bojonaaa yBsigaHbs

OTtnuBa cuiia Tak ObICTpA.

Jla, MOET CTpaHHO, HO HUKTO HE BIIPABE
TeueHbe BpeMEHU 3aMEJIUTh BAPYT.

N mycTh B IBETaX 3aKPOBOTOYAT PaHBI,

Koraa HEBO3BpaTUMO CTUHET APYT.



