
PÁtÂPÉ 
 
   ªÉÆzÀ®Ä vÁAiÀÄ ºÁ® PÀÄrzÀÄ, 
   ®¯Éè¬ÄAzÀ vÉÆzÀ° £ÀÄrzÀÄ, 
   PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÉÆqÀ£É ¨É¼ÉzÀÄ §AzÀ 
   ªÀiÁvÀzÁªÀÅzÀÄ- 
   £À̄ ÉèAiÉÆ®ªÀ vÉgÀzÀÄ vÀAzÀ 
   ªÀiÁvÀzÁªÀÅzÀÄ- 
    
   ¸À«AiÀÄ ºÁqÀ, PÀxÉAiÀÄ, PÀnÖ, 
   Q«AiÀÄ É̄gÉzÀÄ, PÀgÀÄ¼À vÀnÖ, 
   £ÀªÀÄä d£ÀgÀÄ, £ÀªÀÄä £ÁqÀÄ,  
   J¤¹vÁªÀÅzÀÄ- 
   £ÀªÀÄä PÀ«UÀ¼ÉA§ PÉÆÃqÀÄ 
   vÀ̄ ÉUÀzÁªÀÅzÀÄ – 
 
   PÀ£ÀßqÀ£ÀÄr, £ÀªÀÄä ºÉtÄÚ, 
   £ÀªÀÄä vÉÆÃl¢¤AiÀÄ ºÀtÄÚ; 
   §½PÀ, ¨ÉÃgÉ É̈¼ÉzÀ ºÉtÄÚ 
   §½UÉ ¸ÀÄ½zÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   ºÉÆ¸ÀzÀÄ gÀ̧ ÀzÀ §½îºÀtÄÚ 
   M¼ÀUÉ ¸ÀÄ½zÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
   ¥ÀqÀÄªÀ PÀqÀ® ºÉÆ£Àß ºÉtÄÚ, 
   £À£Àß fÃªÀzÀÄ¹gÀÄ, PÀtÄÚ, 
   £À°¹, PÀ°¹, ªÀÄ£ÀªÀ£ÉÆ°¹ 
   PÀÄtÂ̧ ÀÄwgÀÄªÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   MªÉÄä EªÀ¼ÀÄ, MªÉÄä CªÀ¼ÀÄ,   
   PÀÄtÂ̧ ÀÄwgÀÄªÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
   »ÃUÉ £ÀUÉ ºÀ§âªÁV, 
   E¤AiÀÄj§âgÀ£ÀÄß vÀÆV, 
   EªÀ¼À ¸ÉÆ§UÀ£ÀªÀ¼ÀÄ vÉÆlÄÖ, 
   £ÉÆÃqÀ §AiÀÄ¹zÉ; 
   CªÀ¼À vÉÆrUÉ EªÀ½VlÄÖ 
   ºÁqÀ §AiÀÄ¹zÉ. 
 
   §®èªÀjUÉ É̈gÀUÉ E°è? 
   CjAiÀÄzÀªÀgÀÄ £Á®égÀ°è 
   PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ É̈¼ÀPÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ®AzÀÄ 
   zÀtÂzÀÄºÉÆÃzÉ£ÀÄ. 



   §qÀªÀ£À½®Ä¸ÉÃªÉAiÉÄAzÀÄ 
   zsÀ£Àå£ÁzÉ£ÀÄ. 
 
 
    CqÀ«ªÀÄgÀzÀrAiÀÄ°è 
 
   CqÀ«ªÀÄgÀzÀrAiÀÄ°è 
   £À£ÉÆßqÀ£É PÉqÉzÀ°è, 
   E¤AiÀÄ ºÀQÌAiÀÄ PÉÆgÀ® 
   vÀ£Àß PÉÆgÀ®° vÀAzÀÄ £À°ªÀ£ÁgÉÊ – 
   EvÀÛ ¨Á, EvÀÛ ¨Á, EvÀÛ ¨ÁgÉÊ, 
   JvÀÛ £ÉÆÃr É̄è®è, 
   ªÀÄvÉÛ ºÀUÉAiÉÆA¢®è, 
   PÉÆgÉªÀ ZÀ½ ©gÀÄUÁ½AiÀÄ®è¢ É̄èöÊ. 
 
   D¸É§ É̄AiÀÄ£ÀÄ vÉÆ®V, 
   ©¹® PÁAiÀÄÄvÀ ªÀÄ®V, 
   GtÄÚªÀÇlªÀ PÀAqÀÄ, 
   vÀtÚ£ÉAiÀÄ vÀtÂzÀÄAqÀÄ £À°ªÀ£ÁgÉÊ- 
   EvÀÛ ¨Á, EvÀÛ ¨Á, EvÀÛ ¨ÁgÉÊ, 
   JvÀÛ £ÉÆÃr É̄è®è, 
   ªÀÄvÉÛ ºÀUÉAiÉÆA¢®è, 
   PÉÆgÉªÀ ZÀ½ ©gÀÄUÁ½AiÀÄ®è¢ É̄èöÊ. 
    SHAKESPEARE (1564 – 1616) : Under the Greenwood tree 
 
 

Under the Green Wood Tree 

Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun 
And loves to live i' the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats 
And pleased with what he gets. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither 
Here shall he see No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 
 
It was a lover and- his lass  
With a hey and a ho and a hey-nonino  
That o'er the green cornfield did pass  



In spring time, the only pretty ring time.  
When birds do sing hey ding a ding ding:  
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

Between the acres of the rye 
These pretty country folks would lie : 
This carol they began that hour, 
How that a life was but a flower: 
And therefore take the present time 
With a hey and a ho, and a hey-nonino 
For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When birds do sing hey ding a ding ding: 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 
    William Shakespeare 

 
 
    ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà AiÀiËªÀ£À 
   £ÀgÉªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà AiÀiËªÀ£ÀPÉ 
    M®èzÉÆqÀ£Ál; 
   AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÀÅ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁä£À, 
    ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà «ÄqÀÄPÁl. 
   AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÀÅ ¹j ¸ÀÄVÎ 
    ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà §j ªÀiÁV; 
   AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÀÅ ±ÀÈAUÁj, 
    ªÀÄ¥ÀÄà vÀ̄ ÉzÀÆV. 
   AiÀiËªÀ£ÀPÉ ZÉ̄ Áèl, 
   ªÀÄÄ¦àUÀÄ¹gÉ¼ÉzÁl, 
    ºÀÄ¯Éè£ÉUÉ AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÀÅ, ºÉ¼ÀªÀÅ ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà; 
   AiÀiËªÀ£ÀzÀ gÀPÀÛ ©¹, 
   ªÀÄÄ¥Éà®è PÀÄUÀÄÎ PÀÄ¹, 
    JzÉUÉZÀÄÑ AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÀÅ, ¥ÉZÀÄÑ ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà. 
   J¯É ªÀÄÄ¥Éà ¸ÁgÀvÀÛ, 
   AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÉ ¨ÁjvÀÛ, 
    §gÀÄªÀ¼ÀzÉÆ aPÀÌªÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß ZÉ®ÄªÉ; 
   ªÀÄÄ¥Éà, £ÀqÉ, £ÀqÉ, M É̄è, 
   ªÀÄÄ¢PÀÄgÀÄ§, ¤®è É̄è, 
    §AzÀ¼ÀzÉÆ aPÀÌªÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß ZÉ®ÄªÉ. 
      SHAKESPEARE : Youth  & Age 
 
 

Crabbed age and Youth 

Crabbed age and youth, cannot live together; 
Youth is full of pleasure, age is full of care; 
Youth like summer morn, age like winter weather; 
Youth like Summer brave, age like winter bare. 



Youth is full of sport/age's breath is short; 
Youth is Nimble, age is lame; 
Youth this hot and bold, age is weak and cold ; 
Youth is wild and age is fame; 
Age, I do abhor thee, youth I do adore thee; 
O ! My love, my love is young; 
Age I do defy thee; O ! Sweet shepherd hie thee, 
For me thinks thou stay'st too long 

   -The Passionate Pilgrim 

    William Shakespeare 

(English verses-Vol I chosen and arranged by W. PEACOCK) 
 
 
     ªÀ¸ÀAvÀ 
   ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀ §AzÀ, IÄvÀÄUÀ¼À gÁd vÁ §AzÀ, 
   aUÀÄgÀ£ÀÄ vÀAzÀ, ºÉtÎ¼À PÀÄtÂ̧ ÀÄvÀ ¤AzÀ, 
   ZÀ½AiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÉÆAzÀ, ºÀQÌUÀ¼ÀÄ°UÀ¼É ZÉAzÀ, 
    PÀÆªÀÇ, dUï dUï, ¥ÀÄ«éÃ, lÆ«lÖªÀÇ! 
   
   PÀÄj £ÉUÉzÁl, PÀÄgÀÄ§gÀ PÉÆ¼À°£ÀÆzÁl, 
   E¤AiÀÄgÀ É̈Ãl, §£ÀzÀ° É̈¼À¢AUÀ¼ÀÆl, 
   ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À £ÉÆÃl, ºÀQÌUÉ £À°«£À ¥Ál, 
    PÀÆªÀÇ, dUï dUï, ¥ÀÄ«éÃ, lÆ«lÖªÀÇ! 
 
   ªÀiÁ«£À ¸ÉÆA¥ÀÄ, ªÀÄ°èUÉ §AiÀÄ É̄®è PÀA¥ÀÄ, 
   UÁ½AiÀÄ vÀA¥ÀÄ, d£ÀUÀ¼À eÁvÉæAiÀÄ UÀÄA¥ÀÄ, 
   Q«UÀ½VA¥ÀÄ ºÀQÌUÀ¼ÀÄ®Ä»£À ¥ÉA¥ÀÄ, 
    PÀÆªÀÇ, dUï dUï, ¥ÀÄ«éÃ, lÆ«lÖªÀÇ! 
 
   §AzÀ ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀ - £ÀªÀiÁä 
   gÁd ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀ! 
       NASH (1567 – 1601) : Spring 
 
 

Spring 

Spring, the sweet spring, is the year's pleasant king; 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring, 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo 
The palm and may make country houses gay, 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day, 
And we hear ay birds tune this merry lay. 



Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo  
The fields breathe sweet, the diasies kiss our feet, 
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit, 
In every street these tunes our ears do greet, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo 
Spring the sweet spring 
    Thomas Nash 

 
    
    ºÉÆ¼ÉPÀgÉ 
   ºÉÆ¼É ¨É¼ÀV eÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   V½ £ÉUÉzÀÄ ºÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   É̈¼ÉzÀ ºÉÆ® ©¹®°è ªÀÄ®VgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ; 
   w½AiÀiÁzÀ ¨Á¤£À° 
   ©½ªÀÄÄV®Ä vÉÃ®ÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   ªÀÄ¼É ¸ÉÆÃvÀ zÀ¼ÀzÀAvÉ PÀzÀÝqÀVvÀÄ! 
  
   PÀgÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆAUÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄgÀzÀ 
   £ÉgÀ¼À ¸ÉÆA¦£ÉÆ¼ÉÆgÀV 
   PÀÄgÀÄ§ºÀAiÀÄÝ£ÀÄ PÉÆ¼À®£ÀÆzÀÄwgÀ®Ä,    
   PÉÆgÀ¼ÉwÛ, ªÉÄÊªÀÄgÉvÀÄ, 
   ºÀgÀrzÉ¼ÀºÀ̧ ÀÄgÁzÀ 
   UÀgÀÄPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ªÉÄÃAiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ ªÀÄAzÉ EºÀÄzÀÄ. 
 
   J¼ÉªÀÄÄ¢AiÀÄgÉÆAzÁV 
   PÀ̄ ÉvÀÄ ºÉÆ®UÉAiÉÄäAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ 
   £À°zÀÄ°ªÀ £ÀUÉªÀiÁvÀÄ Q«UÉ¸ÉªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   ªÀÄ¯ÉAiÀÄ°è §AiÀÄ®°è 
   £É®zÀ°è d®zÀ°è 
   vÀ̄ ÉzÉÆÃjvÁ£ÀAzÀªÉ̄ Éè°èAiÀÄÆ! 
     WORDSWORTH (1770 – 1850) : Written in March 
 

Written In March  

while resting on the bridge at the foot of Brother's water. 

The cock is crowing, 
The steam is flowing, 
The small birds twitter, 
The lake doth glitter,  

The green field sleeps inthe sun; 
The oldest and youngest 
Are at work with the strongest; 
The cattle are grazing. 
Their heads never raising;  

There are forty feeding like one 



 
 

 
Like an army defeated  
The snow hath retreated,  
And now doth fare ill  
On the top of the bare hill;  

The ploughboy is whooping-anon-anon :  
There's joy in the mountains;  
 There's life in the -fountains;  
 Small clods are sailing,  
 Blue sky prevailing;  
 The rain is over and gone 
     William Wordsworth  

 
 
ªÀÄ¼É©®Äè 
 
ªÀÄÄV°£À° ªÀÄ¼É©®Äè PÁtvÀ̄ É £Á£ÀÄ 
£ÉUÉzÀÄ PÀÄtÂzÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ vÁ£ÀÄ! 
CAvÉ EzÀÄÝzÀÄ ªÉÆzÀ®Ä aPÀÌA¢£ÀAzÀÄ; 
CAvÉ EºÀÄ¢Ã ªÉÄgÉªÀ AiÀiËªÀ£ÀzÀ°AzÀÄ, 
CAvÉ EgÀ̄ É£ÀV£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄ¦à£À É̄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ- 
CAwgÀzÉ, ¸ÁªÀÅ §gÀ®AzÉ! 
ªÀÄ£ÀÄd¤UÉ ªÀÄUÀÄ vÀAzÉ-£Á£ÀzÀ£ÀÄ §UÉzÀÄ, 
ºÉÆA¢¸À®Ä §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄ vÉUÉzÀÄ 
MAzÀPÉÆAzÀ£ÀÄ ¥ÀæPÀÈw¨sÀQÛAiÀÄ° ©VzÀÄ. 
     Wordsworth: Rainbow 
 
'My  heart leaps up when I behold7 

My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky :  

So was it when  my lif began;  
So is it now I am a: man;  
So be it when I shall grow old, 
 Or let me die: 
The Child is father of the Man;  
And I could wish my days to be  
Bound each to each by natural piety. 
    William Wordsworth  
 
 
ªÀÄÄ¢Ý£À PÀÄjªÀÄj 
 
»rzÀÄ ªÀÄAdÄ ©Ã¼ÀÄwvÀÄÛ, ZÀÄQÌ PÀtÄÚ «ÄlÄPÀÄwvÀÄÛ; 



"PÀÄrAiÉÆ, PÀAzÀ, PÀÄrAiÉÆ" JAzÀÄ £ÀÄrzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ Q«UÉ ©vÀÄÛ; 
wgÀÄV £ÉÆÃqÀ̄ ÉÆ É̈âAiÀiZÉ, M§â¼À°è ºÉtÄÚªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
£ÉÆgÉAiÀÄ ©¼ÀÄ¥ÀÄ PÀÄjAiÀÄ ªÀÄjAiÀÄ vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ vÀqÀªÀÅwzÀÝ¼ÀÄ, 
 
PÀÄjUÀ½®è É̈ÃgÉ £ÉgÉAiÉÆ¼À°è ªÀÄjAiÀÄzÉÆAzÉ EvÀÄÛ; 
PÉÆgÀ½UÉÆAzÀÄ ¸ÀtÚ ºÀÄjAiÀÄ ©VzÀÄ PÀ̄ ÉÎ PÀnÖ EvÀÄÛ; 
¥ÀÄlÖ ºÀÄqÀÄV zÀlÖªÁzÀ ºÀÄ®è ªÉÄÃ É̄ ªÀÄArAiÀÄÆj, 
É̈lÖ¢AzÀ §AzÀ ªÀÄjUÉ wAr¬ÄqÀÄvÀ°zÀÝ¼ÀÄ. 

 
Q«AiÀÄ£À®ÄV, vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ£ÉÆ É̄zÀÄ, ¨Á®ªÀ£ÀÄß PÀÄtÂ¹, £À°zÀÄ, 
CªÀ¼À PÀAiÀÄå wArAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄ¢Ý¤AzÀ ¸À«ªÀ ªÀÄjUÉ 
"PÀÄrAiÉÆ, PÀAzÀ, PÀÄrAiÉÆ" JAzÀÄ £ÀÄrªÀ zÀ¤AiÀÄ PÉÃ½zÉÆqÀ£É, 
CªÀ¼À ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÉ£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ°è PÀ̄ ÉvÀÄºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
 
PÀtÂÚUÀAzÀªÁzÀ ªÀÄUÀÄªÉÇ, ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝUÁgÀ£ÁzÀ ªÀÄjAiÉÆ, 
PÀtÄÚ£ÉlÄÖ £ÉÆÃqÀÄwzÉÝ£ÉÆ®ÄªÉÄ¬ÄAzÀ eÉÆÃr ZÉ®ÄªÀ; 
PÀÄr¹ ªÀÄÄV¹ ªÀÄjAiÀÄ ©lÄÖ ºÀÄqÀÄV ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆgÀl¼ÁUÀ, 
£ÀqÉAiÀÄ°®è ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÉeÉÓ, ºÁUÉ ¤AvÀÄPÉÆAqÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
wgÀÄV ªÀÄjAiÀÄ£ÀPÀÌjAzÀ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀªÀ¼À ªÉÆUÀzÀ §UÉAiÀÄ 
ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ°zÀÝ eÁUÀ¢AzÀ PÀAqÉ£ÀªÀ¼ÀÄ PÁtzÀAvÉ; 
C¼ÀvÉªÀiÁr £ÀÄrAiÀÄ ºÉuÉªÀ ªÀgÀªÀ PÉÆqÀ®Ä ªÁtÂ, FUÀ 
J¼ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄjUÉ »ÃUÉ ºÁqÀ¢gÀ¼É JAzÀÄPÉÆAqÉ£ÀÄ. 
 
"PÉÆgÀvÉAiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ PÀAzÀ ¤£ÀUÉ? ºÀÄjAiÀÄ£ÉÃPÉ vÀÄAiÀÄÄåwgÀÄªÉ? 
ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄzÀÄt®Ä ªÀÄ®UÀ̄ É®è £ÉÃgÀÄàªÀiÁr EgÀÄªÉ£À®è! 
£É®zÀ ºÀÄ®Äè ªÉÄvÉÛAiÀÄ®è! EzÀPÉ ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÉ E®èªÀ®è! 
ªÀÄ®UÀÄ, ªÀÄjAiÉÄ, ªÀÄ®UÀÄ, PÀAzÀ; ¤£ÀUÉ PÉÆgÀvÉAiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÄ? 
 
K£ÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄwºÀÄzÀÄ? ªÀÄ£À¹UÉÃ£ÀÄ §AiÀÄPÉ EºÀÄzÀÄ? 
¤Ã£ÀÄ §°vÀÄ É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄwgÀÄªÉ; ¸ÉÆ§UÀÄ ºÉÆ«Ää ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄwgÀÄªÉ, 
E°è UÀgÀÄPÉ J¼ÉAiÀÄ UÀgÀÄPÉ, E°è ºÀÆ«UÀuÉuÉAiÀÄ PÁuÉ, 
C°è ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀÄ ¥À¬ÄgÀÄ ©Ã¹, ©qÀzÉ, Q«AiÉÆ¼ÀÄ°ªÀÅzÀÄ. 
 
©¹®Ä PÁzÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉªÀ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ, £ÁgÀÄºÀÄjAiÀÄ¤vÀÛ ¤ÃqÀÄ, 
§¹jªÀÄgÀzÀ £ÉgÀ¼À ¸ÉÃj vÀA¥ÀÄªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî§ºÀÄzÀÄ. 
VjAiÀÄ ©gÀÄ¸ÀÄ UÁ½ªÀÄ¼ÉUÉ ºÉzÀjPÉÆAqÀÄ £ÀqÀÄUÀ̄ ÉÃPÉ? 
VjAiÀÄ UÁ½ªÀÄ¼ÉUÀ½°è PÀ£À¹£À°è ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄªÀÅ. 
 
ªÀÄ®UÀÄ, ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝªÀÄjAiÉÄ, ªÀÄ®UÀÄ; ªÀÄgÉvÀAiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ ¤£Àß ¥ÁqÀ? 
ªÀÄ¯ÉAiÀÄ zÀÆgÀ¢gÀÄ©£À°è C¥Àà ¤£Àß PÀAqÀ zȨ́ ÉAiÀÄ? 



ºÀ®ªÀÅ ªÀÄAzÉ ªÉÄÃzÀÄªÀ°è, ¤£ÀUÉ ¤Ã£É J£ÀÄªÀj®è, 
PÉ®zÉÆ½gÀzÉ ¤£Àß vÁ¬Ä ©lÄÖ £ÀqÉzÀ¼É°èAiÉÆÃ. 
 
vÉÆÃ½£À°è JwÛPÉÆAqÀ, ªÀÄgÀÄPÀ¢AzÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ  vÀAzÀ, 
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ, §AzÀ s̈ÁUÀåªÀÅ½zÀÄ, J°è C É̄AiÀÄÄªÁ¸É PÀAzÀ? 
¸ÁPÀÄwºÉ£ÀÄ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄAvÉ-FzÀ vÁ¬Ä É̈lÖzÀ°è  
¸ÁQ ¸À®ºÀÄwzÀÝ¼ÉÃ£ÀÄ, EµÀÄÖ ¦æÃw vÉÆÃgÀÄvÀ? 
 
JgÀqÀÄ¸Áj, ºÀUÀ®Ä ºÉÆvÀÄÛ, £À£Àß ¥ÀÄlÖ vÉÆnÖAiÀÄ°è, 
vÉÆgÉAiÀÄ w½AiÀÄ ¤ÃgÀ vÀAzÀÄ, ¤Ã£É §¯Éè, PÀÄr¸ÀÄwgÀÄªÉ; 
JgÀqÀÄ¸Áj, ªÀÄAdÄ ©zÀÄÝ, ºÉÆ®UÀ¼É®è £É£ÉzÀ ªÉÃ¼É, 
PÀgÉzÀÄ ©¹AiÀÄ £ÉÆgÉAiÀÄ ºÁ®, ºÉÆ¸ÀzÀ vÀAzÀÄ ºÉÆAiÀÄåªÉ. 
 
É̈ÃUÀ ªÀÄ¬Äå vÀÄA©PÉÆAqÀÄ, PÁ®Ä §°vÀÄ £ÉUÉAiÀÄ§¯Éè, 

DUÀ £À£Àß ¥ÀÄlÖ §Ar PÀnÖPÉÆAqÀÄªÉ, J¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀAvÉ. 
£À£Àß eÉÆvÉAiÉÆ¼ÁlªÁr, ZÀ½AiÀÄ UÁ½ PÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÁUÀ, 
£À£Àß §½AiÀÄ gÉÆ¥ÀàªÁV, PÉqÉAiÀÄÄªÀAvÉ É̈ZÀÑUÉ. 
 
ªÀÄ®UÀ M®èzÉÆ®èzÉÃPÉÆ, ¥ÁætÂ, ¥Á¥À! ªÀÄ£À¹£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ 
¸ÀÄ½zÀÄ §AzÀÄ vÁAiÀÄ £É£ÀºÀÄ vÉÆ¼À®ÄwºÀÄzÉÆ K£ÉÆ CjAiÉÄ; 
£À£ÀUÉ w½AiÀÄzÀAvÉ ¤£ÀUÉ ¦æÃwAiÀiÁzÀÄzÁªÀÅ¢ºÀÄzÉÆ, 
PÀ£À¹£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ºÉÆ¼ÉzÀzÁªÀ £ÉÆÃl ¥Ál ¸É̄ ÉªÀÅzÉÆÃ! 
 
VjAiÀÄ £ÉwÛ K£ÀÄ ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀÄ, K£ÀÄ ZÉ®ªÀÅ £ÉÆÃqÀ®AiÉÆå! 
§gÀÄªÀÅªÉAzÀÄ PÉÃ½ § É̄è£À°è ©gÀÄ¸ÀÄUÁ½ ªÀÄ§Äâ. 
J¼ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄUÀÄ«£ÀAvÉ £ÀUÀÄvÀ £ÀUÀÄvÀ £ÉUÉªÀ vÉÆgÉUÀ¼À°è 
ªÀÄÄ½¸ÀÄ §gÀ°, JgÉUÉ ºÀ¹zÀ ¹AºÀzÀAvÉ ªÉÆgÉªÀÅªÀÅ. 
 
JgÀUÀ̄ ÁgÀ¢°è ºÀzÀÄÝ, CzÀPÉ ¨ÉzÀgÀ PÉ®¸À«®è.  
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ ºÀUÀ®Ä s̈ÀzÀæ«°è, ºÀnÖ EºÀÄzÀÄ ¥ÀPÀÌzÀ°è. 
C¼ÀÄQ KPÉ CgÀaPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ? ºÀÄjAiÀÄ vÀÄAiÀÄÄÝ »AzÉ §gÀÄªÉ? 
ªÀÄ®UÀÄ, PÀAzÀ, É̈¼ÀPÀÄºÀjzÀ UÀ½UÉ §AzÀÄ PÁtÄªÉ." 
 
vÀ¼ÀÄV, vÀ¼ÀÄV, ºÉeÉÓ¬ÄlÄÖ, ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ PÀqÉUÉ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÁUÀ, 
ºÀ®ªÀÅ¸Áj ºÁqÀ¤zÀ£ÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ £Á£É ºÉÃ½PÉÆAqÉ; 
¥ÀzÀªÀ£É®è ¥ÀAQÛ¥ÀAQÛAiÀiÁV ªÀÄUÀÄa £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÁUÀ, 
¥ÀzÀzÉÆ¼ÀªÀ¼ÀzÀzsÀðªÀiÁvÀæ, CzsÀð £À£ÀßzÉ¤¹vÀÄ. 
 
wjV, wgÀÄV, ¥ÀzÀªÀ¤zÀ£ÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ £Á£É ºÉÃ½PÉÆAqÉ; 
CgÉUÉ ºÉZÉÑ ºÉtÚ ¥Á®Ä JAzÀÄ vÉÆÃjvÉÃPÉ J£À®Ä, 
CªÀ¼À PÀtÚ £ÉÆÃl¢AzÀ, CªÀ¼À £ÀÄrAiÀÄ ªÀÄgÀÄPÀ¢AzÀ, 



CªÀ¼À ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÉ£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ°è PÀ̄ ÉvÀÄºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
      Wordsworth: The Pet Lamb 
 

The Pet Lamb 
-Apastoral 

The dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink; 
I heard a voice; it said, "Drink, pretty creature, drink !" 
And, looking o'er the hedge, before me I espied 
A snow-white mountain-lamb with a Maiden at its side. 
 
Nor sheep nor kine were near; the lamb was all alone,  
And by a slender cord was tethered to a stone;  
With one knee on the grass did the little maiden kneel,  
While to that mountain-lamb she gave its evening meal. 
 
The lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper took,  
Seemed to feast with head and ears; add his tail with pleasure 
       shook. 
 
"Drink, pretty creature, drink/' she said in such' at tone  
That I almost recieved her heart into my own- 
 
"Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty rare!  
I watched them with delight, they were a lovely pair, 
Now with her empty can the maiden turned away:  
But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she stay. 
 
Right towards the lamb she looked; and from a shady place  
I unobserved could see the workings of her face:  
If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers bring,  
Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little maid might sing. 
 
"What ails thee, young One? What ? Why pull so at thy cord!  
Is not well with thee ? Well both for bed and board!  
Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be ;  
Rest, little young one, rest; what is't that aileth thee ? 
 
"What is it thou wouldst seek ? What is wanting to thy heart ?  
Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiful thou art:  
This grass is tender grass; these flowers they have no peers;  
And that green corn all day is rustling in thy ears.! 
 
"If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch thy woollen chain,  
This beech is standing by, its covert tl\ou canst gairv;  
For rain and mountain-storms ! the like thou need'st not fear,  
The rain and storm are things that scarcely can come here. 
 
'Rest, little young One, rest; thou hast forgot the day  
When my father found thee first in -places for away;.  



Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert owned by none,  
And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone. 
 
"He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought thee home:  
A blessed day for thee 'then whither wouldst thou roam ?  
A faithful nurse thou hast; the dam that did thee yean  
Upon the mountain-tops no kinder could have been. 
 
Thou know'st that twice a day I have brought thee in this can  
Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran;  
And twice in the day, when the ground is wet with dew,  
I bring thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new. 
 
 
'Thy limbs will shortly be twice as about as they are now,  
Then I'll yoke thee to my cart like a pony in- the .plough;  
My playmate thou shalt be; and when the wind cold;  
Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be is fold. 
 

"It will not, will not rest! Poor creature, can it be 
That 'tis thy mother's heart which is working so in thee ? 
Things that I know of belike to thee are dear. 
And dreams of things which thou canst neither see nor hear. 
 
"Alas, the mountain-tops that look so green and fair!  
I've heard of fearful winds and darkness that come there;  
The iittle brooks that seem all pastime and all play,  
When they are angry, roar like lions for their prey, 
 
"Here thou need'st not dread the raven in the sky;  
Night and day thou art safe,-our cottage is hard by.  
Why bleat so after me ? Why pull so at thy chain ?  
Sleep-and at break of day I will come to thee again !" 
 
As homeward through the lane I went with lazy feet,  
This song to myself did I often times repeat;  
And it seemed, as I retracted the ballad line by line,  
That but half of it was hers, and one half of it was mine. 

Again and once again, did I repeat the song; 
"Nay"s said I "more than half to the damsel must belong, 
For she looked with such a look and she spake with such a tone, 
That I almost recieved her heart into my own/' 
       William Wordsworth  
 
 

 
¨Á£Ár 

DgÀÄ ¤Ã£É̄ É ºÀgÀÄµÀªÀÄÆgÀÄw? 
ºÀQÌAiÉÄA§gÉ ¤£Àß£ÀÄ! 
vÉÆÃj ¢«dgÀÄ ¸ÀÄ½ªÀ §½, ¸ÀÄR 



ªÀÅQÌ§ºÀ ¤£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ 
ºÁj £É£ÉAiÀÄzÀ PÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ PÀÄ±À®zÀ s̈ÀÆjUÁ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÉgÉAiÀÄÄªÉ! 
 
£É®ªÀ£ÉÆ®èzÉ aVzÀÄ aªÀÄÄävÀ 
ªÉÄÃ®Ä ªÉÄÃ®PÉÆÌÃqÀÄªÉ; 
M¯ÉzÀÄ, zÀ¼ÀÄîj£ÉUÉzÀÄ, UÀUÀ£ÀzÀ 
¤Ã°AiÀiÁ¼ÀzÉÆ¼ÁqÀÄªÉ; 
£À°zÀÄ ºÁqÀÄvÀ ºÁqÀÄvÉÃgÀÄªÉ, KgÀÄvÉÃgÀÄvÀ ºÁqÀÄªÉ. 
 
©½AiÀÄ ªÀÄÄV®£ÀÄ §tÚªÉÃj¹ 
PÉ¼ÀUÉ ºÉÆgÀ¼ÀÄªÀ ºÉÆwÛ£À  
w½AiÀÄ ºÉÆA©¹®°è vÉÃ®ÄªÉ, 
ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄV K¼ÀÄªÉ, ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÉ, 
PÀ¼Àa zÉÃºÀzÀ ¢ªÀPÉ ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀ s̈ÉÆÃVAiÉÆÃ¯ÁlzÀªÉÇ®Ä. 
 
ºÁgÀÄwgÀÄvÀ̄ É ¸ÀAeÉ ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Ä 
PÀgÀUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £À̧ ÀÄUÉA¥À£ÀÄ; 
vÁgÉ £ÀqÀÄºÀUÀ®°è ¨Á£ÉÆ¼ÀÄ  
PÀÄgÀÄºÀÄzÉÆÃgÀzÀ ¥ÀjAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ 
vÉÆÃgÉAiÀiÁzÀgÀÄ, PÉÃ¼ÀÄwgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¤£Àß QÃgÀÄªÀ £À°ªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
J¼ÉAiÀÄ É̈¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄ ªÉÆUÉzÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÛgÉ 
É̈¼ÀîUÉvÀÛ®Ä vÀÄ¼ÀÄPÀ®Ä, 

PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÉÆqÀ®£ÀÄ PÀÄUÀÄÎvÀqÀUÀÄªÀ 
É̈½î©A§zÀ §UÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ, 

w½ªÀÅ¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÉÄÃ É̄ J°èAiÉÆ, PÀtÄÚ vÀlÖ£É »rAiÀÄzÀÄ. 
 
E¼ÉAiÀÄ, UÁ½AiÀÄ vÉgÀºÀ£É®èzÀªÀ 
PÉ̄ ÉªÀ ¤£ÀÄß° vÀÄA©vÀÄ, 
vÉÆ¼ÉzÀ ¨Á£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉÆAnªÉÆÃqÀzÀ 
£É̄ ÉUÉ £ÀÄ¸ÀÄ½zÀ wAUÀ¼ÀÄ 
É̈¼ÀPÀÄªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÀgÉzÀÄ UÀUÀ£ÀzÀ §AiÀÄ® vÀÄA§ÄªÀ vÉgÀzÉÆ¼ÀÄ. 

 
K£ÉÆ ¤Ã£ÀzÀ £ÁªÀÅ PÁuÉªÀÅ; 
K£ÀÄ ¸Àj ¤£ÀUÉA§ÄzÀÄ? 
¤Ã£ÀÄ ¸À¤ß¢ü¬ÄAzÀ ©ÃgÀÄªÀ 
UÁ£ÀzsÁgÉAiÀÄ PÁAwUÉ 
¸ÉÆÃ£É ¸ÀªÀÄ£ÉÃ ©®ÄèªÀÄÆrzÀ ªÉÆÃqÀ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ! 
  
§UÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆ¼À¦£ÉÆ¼ÀqÀV vÀ£ÉÆß¼É 
vÀqÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀzÉ ºÁqÀÄvÀ, 



§UÉUÉ vÁgÀzÉ ¯ÉÆÃPÀ £ÀÆQzÀ 
«ÄqÀÄPÀÄ ºÀA§® §AiÀÄPÉAiÀÄ 
ºÉÆV¹ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄPÉ ªÀÄgÀÄPÀUÉÆ½¸ÀÄªÀ PÀ«UÉ ºÉÆÃ°¹ ºÉÆUÀ¼À̄ ÉÆÃ! 
 
PÉ¼À¢ ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄzÀ ªÉÃ¼É, M§â¼É 
Kj CgÀªÀÄ£ÉªÀiÁqÀªÀ, 
§®ÄªÉÄºÉÃjzÀ fÃªÀªÁgÀ®Ä, 
vÀÆj £É̄ ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÉÆaÑ¹, 
M®ÄªÉªÉÇ É̄ ¸À«AiÀiÁzÀ UÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ°ªÀ zÉÆgÉªÀÄUÀ¼ÉA É̈£ÉÆÃ! 
 
©½AiÀÄ ªÀÄAf£À ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄPÀÄ §¼À¹zÀ 
ªÉÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÉÆzÀgÀ° ¥ÀzÀgÀÄvÀ, 
§½AiÀÄ ºÀÆ«£À, ºÀÄ®è vÉgÉAiÀÄ° 
ºÉÆ¼À¥À ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄÄvÀ, ªÀÄgÀ̧ ÀÄvÀ, 
vÉ¼ÀªÀÅ ¨É¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄ PÉzÀj «Ä£ÀÄPÀÄªÀ «ÄAZÀÄºÀÄ¼ÀÄªÉAzÉtÂ̧ À É̄ÆÃ! 
 
ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀ ºÉÆgÀJ¸À¼À°è ºÀÄzÀÄUÀÄvÀ, 
ªÀÄÄUÀÄ¼À ¸ÉÆ§UÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀ, 
©¹AiÀÄ UÁ½UÉ §¼À° ©jAiÀÄÄvÀ, 
¸ÉÆUÀqÀÄUÀA¥À£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄvÀ, 
ºÀ¹zÀ eÉÃ¤£À ºÉÆgÉAiÀÄ PÀ¼ÀîgÀ ¸ÉÆQÌ¹qÀÄªÀ UÀÄ¯Á©AiÉÆÃ! 
 
ºÉÆ¼ÀªÀ UÀgÀÄPÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ É̄ ©Ã¼ÀÄªÀ 
ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ ºÀ¤UÀ¼À ¸ÉÆ¥ÀÄà¼ÀÄ. 
ªÀÄ¼ÉUÉ PÀtÂâqÀÄªÀgÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄwÛÃ 
E¼ÉAiÉÆ¼ÁªÀÅzÀÄ £À°ªÀÅzÀÄ, 
ºÉÆ¼À¥ÀÄ, ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀªÀ£É®è ªÀiÁj¹ ¤£Àß UÁ£ÀªÉ ªÉÄgÉªÀÅzÀÄ. 
 
zÉÃªÀ£ÁVgÀÄ, ºÀQÌAiÀiÁVgÀÄ, 
PÀ°¸ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄVÃ ºÀgÀÄµÀªÀ. 
¥ÉæÃªÀÄUÁ£ÀªÉÇ, ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄ¥Á£ÀªÉÇ, 
C¯ÉªÀÅzÁªÀÅzÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀ? 
DªÀ ¸À« §UÉ vÀÄA©vÀÄ¼ÀÄPÀÄªÀÅ¢¤vÀÄ ¢ªÁå£ÀAzÀªÀ? 
 
ªÀÄzÀÄªÉAiÉÆ¸ÀUÉAiÀÄ VÃvÀªÁUÀ°, 
dAiÀÄzÀ WÉÆÃµÀªÉ DUÀ°, 
J¢gÉ ¤£ÉÆßAzÀÄ°UÉ, vÉUÉ, ºÀÄ¹ 
ªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ PÉÆ¸ÀjPÉ!  
CzÀgÉÆ¼ÉvÀÛ É̄Æ ºÀzÀÄV K£ÉÆÃ PÉÆgÀvÉ EºÀÄzÉAzÀjAiÉÄªÉÃ? 
 
DªÀ ¹j£ÉÆÃlUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄqÀÄUÀ¼ÉÆ 



wÃ«¢Ã ¸ÀÄRUÁ£ÀPÉ? 
DªÀ vÉgÉUÀ¼ÉÆ, §AiÀÄ É̄Æ, É̈lÖªÉÇ, 
CªÀ UÀUÀ£À «avÀæªÉÇÃ? 
DªÀ eÁw¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÉÇÃ? £ÉÆÃªÉÃ£ÉÆ PÁtzÀ d£ÀäªÉÇÃ? 
 
UÉ®ªÀÅ »UÀÄÎªÀ ¤£Àß §UÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ 
¸ÉÆgÀUÀÄ ¸ÀAPÀl«½AiÀÄzÀÄ; 
PÀ®Q avÀÛªÀ PÀ«ªÀ aAvÉAiÀÄ 
£ÉgÀ¼ÀÄ §½AiÉÆ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄzÀÄ. 
M°ªÉ, M°ªÀgÀ zÀtÂªÀÅ ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÉÃ£ÉÆ ¤£ÀUÀzÉ w½AiÀÄzÀÄ. 
 
dqÀgÀÄ ªÀÄvÀåðgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ, vÀQð¹ 
ªÀÄgÀtªÀÄªÀÄðªÀ£ÀjªÉªÉ? 
»rzÀÄ PÀ£À¹£ÉÆ¼Á¼ÀªÉ®èªÀ, 
¥ÀgÀªÀÄ±ÁAwAiÀÄ ¥ÀqÉ¢ºÉ; 
¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ¢gÀ°AvÉAvÀÄ ºÀjªÀÅzÀÄ gÁUÀ w½ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄAzÀzÉ? 
 
»AzÀÄªÀÄÄAzÀ£ÀÄ £ÉÆÃr £ÀªÉÄªÉªÀÅ 
£É£ÉAiÀÄÄw®èzÀ ¸ÀÄRªÀ£ÀÄ, 
PÀÄAzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃPÀzÀ £ÀªÀÄä £ÀUÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ 
PÉÆ£ÉUÉ £ÉÆÃ«¤¹gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
£ÉÆAzÀ UÉÆÃ¼À£ÀÄ ºÉÃ½ PÉÆgÉªÀÅªÉ E¤AiÀÄ PÀªÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÉªÉÆä¼ÀÄ. 
 
ºÉÆÃUÀ®zÀÄ:-ºÀUÉ, PÉÆ§Äâ, PÀ¼ÀªÀ¼À 
zÉqÉUÉ É̄QÌ¸À¢zÉÝªÀÅ; 
»ÃUÉ PÀA§¤©qÀzÀ ºÀÄlÖ£ÀÄ 
¥ÀqÉzÉ s̈ÀÆ«ÄUÉ §AzÉªÀÅ; 
CUÀ̄ Á¬ÄvÀÄ, ¤£Àß £À°«£À ºÀzÀPÉ §gÀÄªÉªÉ? PÁuÉ£ÀÄ. 
 
Q«UÉ ¸À«AiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÀgÉªÀ ªÀÈvÀÛUÀ 
½gÀ° ºÉuÉAiÀÄÄªÉªÉ®ègÀÄ, 
PÀªÀ£ÀPÉÆÃ±ÀzÉÆ½gÀÄªÀ gÀvÀßUÀ 
½gÀ° PÀ¢AiÀÄ®Ä §¯ÉèªÀÅ, 
PÀ«UÉ É̈ÃqÀªÉ ¤£Àß PË±À®-£É®ªÀ dgÉAiÀÄÄªÀ fÃªÀªÉÃ! 
 
s̈ÉÆÃUÀ¤¢ü, ¤Ã£ÀjvÀ ºÀgÀÄµÀ¢ 

PÀ°¹PÉÆqÀÄ £À£ÀUÀgÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ; 
gÁUÀªÀÄzsÀÄgÁªÉÃ±ÀªÉ£Àß° 
vÀÄ¼ÀÄQ §gÀÄwgÉ vÀÄnAiÀÄ°, 
FUÀ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÉ £Á£ÀÄ, É̄ÆÃPÀªÉ DUÀ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉ£Àß£ÀÄ. 
      Shelley(1792-1822): Skylark 

 



To a Skylark 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit 
Bird thou never wert, 
That from heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 
From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 
Over which clouds are brightening 
Thou dost float and run. 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight; 

Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere, 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear 
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 
 
All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 
As, when nihgt is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflow'd. 
 
What thou art we know not; 
What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 
 
Like a poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden, 
Till the world is wrouhgt 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not 
 



Like a hihg born maiden 
In a palace tower, 
soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, 
which overflows her bower: 
 
Like a glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view: 
 
Like a rose embower'd 
In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflower's, 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged thieves. 
 
Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awaken'd flowers, 
All that ever was 
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 

Teach us, spirit or bird, 
What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus hymeneal, 
Or triumphal chant, 
Match'd with thine would be all 
But an empty vaunt 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want- 

What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain ? What fields, or waves, or mountains ? 
What shapes of sky or plain ? 
What love of thine own kind ? What ignorance of pain ? 

With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be : 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee; 
Thou lovest; but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep 
Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 



We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not: 
Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught: 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 
 
Yet if we could scorn 
Hate, and pride, and fear; 
If we were things horn 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 

Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground 

Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow 
The world should listen then, as I am listening now. 
       Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
 
 

PÁ¼ÀUÀzÀ ¥ÀzÀ 
PÁ¼É, ºÀgÉ, PÉÆA§ÄUÀ¼À 
K½, ªÉÆ¼ÀV, K½, 
£ÁqÀÄUÀ¼À PÀÄ¼ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄ 
PÀÆrPÉÆ¼À ºÉÃ½. 
§¤ßgÀtÚ, §¤ßgÀtÚ, 
CzÉÆ PÀÆUÀÄ, PÉÃ½. 
ªÀÄ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ §AljgÀ, 
MzÀV, K½, K½. 
 
PÀtÂªÉUÀ¼À, É̈lÖUÀ¼À 
UÀr¬ÄAzÀ §¤ß. 
PÀuÉ, ©®Äè, PÀÄqÀÄUÉÆÃ®Ä, 
PÉÆqÀ°UÀ¼À vÀ¤ß. 
PÉZÉÑzÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ½gÀ, 
ªÉÄÊeÉÆÃqÀ vÉÆrgÉÆ! 
©ZÀÄÑUÀwÛAiÀÄ gÀhÄ¼ÀªÀ 
PÉÊgÀhiÁr¹rgÉÆ! 
 
©r EgÀ° ªÀÄAzÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, 



ºÉÆ¸À GvÀÛ ªÀÄtÄÚ. 
©r EgÀ° ¸ÀvÀÛ ºÉt, 
ºÀ̧ ÉªÀÄuÉAiÀÄ ºÉtÄÚ. 
©r ºÀÄ¯Éè. ©r ºÀA¢, 
§ É̄zÉÆÃtÂUÀ¼À£ÀÄ. 
»rzÀÄPÉÆÃ½ ªÀÄÄlÄÖUÀ¼À, 
ºÀ®UÉ PÀwÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄ. 
 
PÁqÀ ¹Ã¼ÀÄvÀ UÁ½ 
§gÀÄªÀAvÉ §¤ß. 
NqÀ PÉÆZÀÑvÀ PÀqÀ®Ä 
§gÀÄªÀAvÉ §¤ß. 
Nr §¤ß, Nr §¤ß, 
Nr Nr §¤ß,  
UËqÀ, PÀÄ¼À; D¼ÀÄ,zÀtÂ: 
£ÁqÀ zÀ¼À §¤ß. 
 
§AzÀgÀtÚ, §AzÀgÀtÚ, 
QQÌjzÀÄ £ÉgÉzÀÄ, 
ZÉAzÀzÀ° ºÀÆªÀÅ UÀj 
¸ÉQÌ vÀ̄ É ªÀÄgÉzÀÄ- 
»j, PÀwÛ! Ej, ¸ÀÄgÀV! 
¸Àj, ªÀÄÄAzÉ, D¼ÀÄ! 
CjAiÉÄzÉAiÀÄ ©j, PÁ¼É! 
vÀj, PÉÆ®è ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ! 
   Scott(1771-1832): Gathering Song 
 

Gathering song of Donald the Black 
 
Pibroch of Dounuil Dhu,  
Pibroch of Dunuil,  
Wake thy wild voice anew,  
Summon clan Council.  
Come away, come away,  
Hark to the summons  
Come in your war-array,  
Gentles and commons. 
 
Come from deep glen, and  
From mountain so rocky;  
The war-pipe and pennon  
Are at Inverlocky.  
Come every hill-plaid, and  



True heart that wears one,  
Come every steel blade, and  
Strong hand that bears one. 
 
Leave untended the herd.  
The flock withour shelter;  
Leave the corpse uninterr'd,  
The bride at the alter;  
Leave the deer, leave the steer,  
Leave nets and barges;  
Come with your fighting gear,  
Broadswords and targes. 
 
Come as the winds come, when 
Forests are rended; 
Come as the waves come, when 
Navies are stranded: 
Faster and faster, 
Chief, vassal, page and groom, 
Tenant and master. 
 
Fast they come, fast they come;  
See how they gather.  
Wide waves the eagle plume.  
Blended with heather.  
Cast your plaids, draw your blades,  
Forward each man set- 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu  
Knell for the onset. 
     Sir Walter Scott 
 
 

«ÃgÀUÀ®Äè 
PÁr£ÉÆ¼ÀÄ ¤Ã¤®è, 
©Ãr£ÉÆ¼ÀV®è. 
§AiÀÄ¸ÀÄªÉÇqÉ É̈Ã¸ÀUÉAiÀÄ  
vÉÆgÉAiÀiÁzÉAiÀÄ®è! 
ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄ¼É PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀ̄ É 
K£ÀzÀgÀ ªÉÆ¼ÀUÀÄ! 
E£ÀÄß dAiÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ°è? 
¤£ÀUÉ°è É̈¼ÀUÀÄ? 
 
PÀtzÀ §½ PÉÆAiÀÄÄåªÀÅzÀÄ 
eÉÆÃ®ÄvÀ̄ É ºÉÆqÉAiÉÄ. 
gÀtzÉÆ¼ÀUÉÆ ºÉÆAiÀÄåªÀÅzÀÄ 
£ÉgÉzÁ¼À vÉÆqÉAiÉÄ. 
vÀÆgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ »ªÀÄUÁ½ 
ºÀuÉÚ É̄AiÀÄ£ÁzÀÄ. 



ºÉÆ¸À CgÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä PÀ° 
ºÉÆÃzÀ£ÉÃ ¹ÃzÀÄ! 
 
£ÀAiÀÄzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ¤Ã eÁt, 
ºÀÄ¬Ä É̄Æ¼ÀUÉ ¨Át, 
É̈ÃmÉAiÀÄ° §gÀ¹r®Ä, 

DlzÀ° £À«®Ä. 
ºÀUÀ̄ É¢gÀ ªÀÄAeÉAvÀÄ, 
vÉgÉAiÀÄ £ÉÆgÉAiÉÄAvÀÄ, 
ªÀÄÄV® PÀÄr«ÄAZÉAvÀÄ, 
ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁzÉAiÀÄAvÀÄ! 
   Scott: Coronach 
 

Coronach 

He is gone on the mountain, 
He is lost to the forest, 
Like a summer-dried fountain, 
When our need was the sorest, 
The font reappearing 
From the raindrops shall borrow, 
But to us comes no cheering, 
To Duncan no morrow 
 
The hand of the reaper  
Takes the ears that are hoary,  
But the voice of the weeper  
Wails manhood in glory.  
The autumn winds rushing  
Waft the leaves that are serest,  
But our flower was in flushing  
When blighting was nearest. 
 
Fleet foot on the correi,  
Sage counsel in cumber,  
Red hand in the foray,  
How sound is thy slumber !  
Like the dew on the mountain,  
Like the foam on the river  
Like the bubble on the fountain  
Thou art gone, and for ever 
    Sir Walter Scott 

 
 
¸Àgï eÁ£ï ªÀÄÆgÀ£ÀÄß ºÀÆ½zÀÄÝ 
 
vÀA§mÉºÉÆ¬Ä°®è, ªÁzÀåzÀ ºÀ®Ä©®è, 



ºÉtªÀ PÉÆÃmÉUÉ £ÁªÀÅ vÀégÉAiÀÄ É̄ÆAiÀiÁÝUÀ; 
M§â ¹¥Á¬ÄAiÀÄ PÀ¼ÀÄºÀÄªÀ ¸ÀÄgÀÄn®è, 
£ÀªÀÄä £ÁAiÀÄPÀ£À£ÀÄ ºÀÆ¼ÀÄwzÁÝUÀ. 
 
ºÀÆ½zÉªÀ£À£ÀÄ ¸ÀjºÉÆwÛ¤gÀÄ¼À° 
ªÀÄtÚ §AzÀÆPÀzÀ ªÉÆ£É¬ÄAzÀ wgÀÄ«; 
£ÀÄ¸ÀÄ½ §gÀÄªÀ ¨É¼À¢AUÀ¼À ªÀÄAd°è, 
ªÀÄAPÁzÀ ¨É¼ÀQ£À ¯ÁAzÀgÀzÀ°è. 
 
MqÀ® ¥ÉÃ½UÉAiÀÄ° M¥Àà ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä E®è,  
§mÉÖ zÀÄ¥ÀànAiÀÄ° ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Ä E®è; 
¤zÉÝºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ «ÃgÀ£ÀAzÀ¢ ©¢ÝzÀÝ 
AiÀÄÄzÀÞzÀ ¤®ÄªÀAV ªÀÄÄaÑ ªÉÄÊAiÉÄ®è. 
 
É̈ÃUÀ, MAzÉgÀqÀÄ ¥ÁæxÀð£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ºÉÃ½, 

GPÀÄÌªÀ zÀÄBRªÀ£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉAiÉÄ CzÀÄ«Ä,  
¸É¼ÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀzÉ PÀtÚ, ¸ÀvÀÛ ªÀÄÄRªÀ £ÉÆÃr, 
£É£ÉzÉªÀÅ gÉÆÃµÀ¢ £Á¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÁqÀ. 
 
£É£ÉzÉªÀÅ, QjzÀÄ ºÁ¹UÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ vÉÆÃqÀÄvÀ 
M§â£É MgÀUÀÄªÀ ¢A§£ÀÄ ¸ÀªÀj- 
£Á¼É ºÉgÀgÀÄ ºÀUÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ̄ É vÀÄ½ªÀgÉ! 
vÉgÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ°gÀÄªÉªÉ §®ÄzÀÆgÀ £ÁªÀÅ! 
 
ºÉÆÃzÀ fÃªÀ£À dgÉzÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÀgÁºÀ! 
vÀtÚUÁzÀÄjAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ªÀÄÆzÀ°¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ! 
JtÂ̧ ÀÄªÀ£ÉÃ? vÀ£Àß ªÀÄÄnÖzÉ ©lÖgÉ 
©æl£À¤nÖÃ PÀÄ½AiÀÄ° ªÀÄ®VgÀ®Ä. 
 
£ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀAPÀlzÀ° QæAiÉÄAiÀÄgÉAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀÄ; 
vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀÄ »ªÉÄänÖ §gÀ®Ä. 
PÉÃ½vÀÄ PÉÆÃ¦¹ ªÉêjUÀ¼ÉÆªÉÆäªÉÄä 
ºÁj À̧ÄwÛzÀÄÝzÀÄ zÀÆgÀzÀ UÀÄAqÀÄ. 
 
ªÉÄ®èUÉ, ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄvÀ, ªÀÄtÂÚ£À°mÉÖªÀÅ 
gÀtzÀ gÀPÀÛzÀ ZÉ®Ä«£À ZÉ®Ä«£À°. 
PÀ®è £ÉqÀzÉ MAzÀÄ ¥ÀAQÛAiÀÄ PÉvÀÛzÉ, 
CªÀ£À QÃwðAiÀÄ®ªÀ£À£É ©mÉÖªÀ°è! 
C. Wolfe(1791-1823): Burial of Sir John Moor 

 
Burial of Sir John Moore at Cobunna 



Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 
 As his corpse to the rampart we hurried; 
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
 O'er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried hin darkly at dead of night 
 The sods with our bayonets turning. 
By the struggling m' onbeam's misty light  
 And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 
 Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him; 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest,  
 With his martial cloak around him. 
 
Few and short were the prayers we said, 
 And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 
But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead,  
 And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 
 
We thought, as we hollo w'd his narrow bed  
 And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head,  
 And we far away on the billow 
 
Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone  
 And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him,- 
But little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on 
 In the grave where a Briton has laid him 
 
But half of our heavy task was done 
 When the clock struck the hour for retiring:  
And we heard the distant and random gun 
 That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
 From the field of his fame fresh and gory; 

 We carved not line, and we raised not a stone,  
  But we left him alone with his glory. 

      Charles Wolfe 
 
 

gÁªÀÅvÀgÀ zÁ½ 
ºÀjzÁj, ºÀjzÁj, 
ºÀjzÁj ªÀÄÄAzÉ, 
ªÀÄÈvÀå«£À ¥ÀAdgÀPÉ 
£ÀÄVÎzÀgÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ! 
“£ÀÄVÎ ªÀÄÄAzÀPÉ, PÀÄzÀÄgÉ! 
PÉÆaÑ UÀÄAqÀ£ÀÄ!” JAzÀ – 



DgÀÆßgÀÄ gÁªÀÅvÀgÀÄ 
ªÀÄÈvÀÄå«£À ¥ÀAdgÀPÉ 
£ÀÄVÎzÀgÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ. 
 
“£ÀÄVÎ ªÀÄÄAzÀPÉ, PÀÄzÀÄgÉ!” 
PÀÄVÎzÀªÀ£ÉÆ§ÄâAmÉ? 
AiÀiÁgÉÆ vÀ¦àzÀgÉAzÀÄ 
¢üÃgÀgÀªÀgÀjzÀÆ? 
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀPÀªÀgÀ®è, 
PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀPÀªÀgÀ®è, 
ªÀiÁr ªÀÄrªÀÅzÀPÀªÀgÀÄ- 
DgÀÆßgÀÄ gÁªÀÅvÀgÀÄ 
ªÀÄÈvÀÄå«£À ¥ÀAdgÀPÉ 
£ÀÄVÎzÀgÀÄ ºÀjzÀÄ. 
 
CªÀgÀ §®UÀqÉ UÀÄAqÀÄ, 
CªÀgÀ JqÀUÀqÉ UÀÄAqÀÄ, 
CªÀgÀ ªÀÄÄAUÀqÉ UÀÄAqÀÄ 
PÁjzÀÄªÀÅ aÃj. 
¹rªÀÄzÀÄÝ ZÉgÉ ©zÀÄÝ, 
dUÀÎzÉAiÉÄ £ÀÄVÎzÀgÀÄ. 
ªÀÄÈvÀÄå«£À zÁqÉAiÀÄ°. 
£ÀgÀPÀzÀÄj¨Á¬ÄAiÀÄ°, 
DgÀÆßgÀÄ gÁªÀÅvÀgÀÄ 
£ÀÄVÎzÀgÀÄ vÀÆj. 
 
©Ã¹, gÀhÄ¼À¦¹ PÀwÛ, 
£ÉUÉzÀÄ, PÉÊ ªÉÄÃUÉwÛ, 
UÀÄAr£ÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄ PÉwÛ, 
PÉÆwÛzÀgÀÄ ¥ÀqÉAiÉÆwÛ- 
É̄ÆÃPÀ É̈gÀUÁAiÀÄÄÛ! 

ªÀÄzÀÄÝºÉÆUÉAiÀÄ° ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄV, 
¸Á®Ä ªÀÄÄjzÀgÀÄ £ÀÄVÎ; 
PÁ¸ÀPÀgÀÄ, gÀµÀå£ÀgÀÄ,  
PÀwÛºÉÆ¬ÄèUÉ ºÉÆgÀ½, 
ZÉzÀj zsÀÆ¼ÁAiÀÄÄÛ. 
DUÀ, »A¢gÀÄVzÀgÀÄ- 
E®è, DgÀÆßj®è, 
»A¢gÀÄVzÀªÀgÀÄ! 
 
CªÀgÀ §®UÀqÉ UÀÄAqÀÄ, 



CªÀgÀ JqÀUÀqÉ UÀÄAqÀÄ, 
CªÀgÀ »AUÀqÉ UÀÄAqÀÄ, 
PÁjzÀÄªÀÅ aÃj. 
¹rªÀÄzÀÄÝ ZÉgÉ ©zÀÄÝ, 
D¼ÀÄ PÀÄzÀÄgÉUÀ¼ÀÄgÀÄ½, 
£ÀÄVÎzÁ ¢üÃgÀgÀ°, 
ªÀÄÈvÀÄå«£À §¹jAzÀ, 
£ÀgÀPÀzÀÄj¨Á¬ÄAzÀ, 
ªÀÄgÀ½ §AzÀgÀÄ PÉ®gÀÄ, 
DgÀÆßgÀÄ gÁªÀÅvÀgÀÄ 
D½¢½zÀ PÉ®gÀÄ. 
 
ªÀiÁ¸ÀzÀªÀgÀzÀÄ ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄ! 
©Ã¹, K£ÀÄßVÎzÀgÀÄ! 
É̄ÆÃPÀ É̈gÀUÁAiÀÄÄÛ! 

£ÀÄVÎ ºÉÆAiÀÄÄÝzÀ ºÉÆUÀ¼ÀÄ! 
dUÀÎzÉzÉUÀ¼À ºÉÆUÀ¼ÀÄ! 
DgÀÆßgÀÄ gÁªÀÅvÀgÀ ±ËgÀå ºÉÆUÀ¼ÀÄ! 
Tennyson (1809-1892): The Charge of the Light  Brig ade 

 
The Charge of the Light brigade 

i 
Half a league, half a league.  
Half a league onward,  
All in the valley of death  
Rode the six hundred. 
 
'Forward the light Brigade !,  
Charge for the guns!' he said.  
Into the valley of death  
Rode the six hundred. 

II 
'Forward the light Brigade !' 

Was there a man dismay'd ?  

Not tho' the soldier knew 
 Someone had blunder' d. 
 
Theirs not to make reply,  
Theirs not to reason why,  
Theirs but to do and die.  
Into the valley of Death 
 Rode the six hundred. 



Ill  
Cannon to right of them,  

Cannon to left of them,  

Cannon in front of them 
 Volley'd and thunder'd ; 
 
Storm' d at with shot and shell,  
Boldly they rode and well,  
Into the jaws of death,  
Into the mouth of hell, 
 Rode the six hundred. 

IV 
Flash'd all their sabres bare,  
Flash" d as they turn' d in air  
Sabring the gunners there,  
Charging an army, while 
 All the world wonder' d. 
 
Plunged in the battery-smoke  
Right thro' the line they broke;  
Cossack and Russian.  
Reel' d from the sabre-stroke  
Shatter' d and sunder' d.  
Then they Rode back, but not, 
Nor the six hundred. 
 
Cannon to right of them,  
Cannon to left of them,  
Cannon behind them 
 Volley'd and thunder' d ; 
 
Storm' d at with shot and shell,  
While horse and hero fell.  
They that had fought so well  
Came thro' the jaws of death,  
Back from the mouth of hell, 
All that was left of them, 
 Left of six hundred. 
 
VI 
When can their glory fade?  

0 the wild charge they made ! 
All the world wonder' d. 

Honor the charge they made!  
Honor the light Brigade, 
 Noble six hundred! 
    Alfred Lord Tennyson 



gÁAiÀÄ¯ï eÁdÄð ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVºÉÆÃzÀzÀÄÝ 
     

C½zÀgÉ ºÁ ¢üÃgÀgÀÄ! 
   PÀ¼ÉzÀÄºÉÆÃzÀgÉ ¢üÃgÀgÀÄ! 
   vÀªÀÄä £Ár£À PÀgÉAiÉÆ¼É®ègÀÄ 
   ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄV ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÄ vÉgÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ. 
 
    JAlÄ£ÀÆgÀégÀÄ ¢üÃgÀgÀÄ, 
   PÀAqÀ PÉaÑ£À ¢üÃgÀgÀÄ, 
   MAzÀÄ ªÀÄUÀÄÎ°UÉ¼ÉzÀÄ §VÎ¹ 
   MgÀV¹zÀÝgÀÄ ºÀqÀUÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    £ÉÃtÄUÀ¼À £É®UÁ½ PÀÄ®ÄQvÀÄ, 
   ºÀqÀUÀÄ vÀ̄ ÉPÉ¼ÀPÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
   ºÉÆÃAiÀÄÄÛ gÁAiÀÄ¯ï eÁdÄð vÀ¼ÀUÀqÉ 
   UÉÆ§â£ÀÄ½AiÀÄzÉ zÀ¼ÀzÉÆ¼ÀÄ. 
 
    C½zÀgÁºÀ ¢üÃgÀgÀÄ! 
   ºÉÆÃzÀ PÉA¥É£ï¥sÉ®Ö£ÀÄ! 
   CªÀ£À PÀqÉºÉÆÃgÁl ºÉÆÃjvÀÄ, 
   CªÀ£À ¸ÁºÀ̧ À wÃjvÀÄ. 
 
    PÁ¼ÀUÀzÉÆ¼ÀzÀÄ DUÀ°®è; 
   UÁ½ JgÀV MzÀgÀ°®è; 
   MqÀPÀÄ QvÀÄÛzÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄUÀ°®è; 
   CqÀVzÀgÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ºÁAiÀÄ°®è. 
 
    MgÉAiÉÆ½zÀÄÝzÀÄ CªÀ£À PÀwÛ, 
   É̈gÀ¼À°zÀÄÝzÀÄ §gÉªÀ PÀrØ, 
   vÀ¼ÀPÉ PÉA¥É£ï¥sÉ®ÄÖ ºÉÆÃzÁ 
   UÉgÀqÀÄ £Á£ÀÆgïzÀ¼ÀzÀ°. 
 
    JwÛ ªÉÄÃ®PÉ ºÀqÀUÀ£ÀÄ! 
   £ÀªÀÄä ºÀUÉAiÉÄzÉ£ÀqÀÄUÀ£ÀÄ! 
   PÀÄrvÀªÉÄgÉvÀ¢ ©qÀzÉ, EAUÉèAqï, 
   ¸À°¸ÀÄ PÀA§¤PÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    ºÀqÀUÀÄªÀÄgÀ PÉqÀ¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
   vÉÃ®§®ÄèzÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÛzÀÄ. 
   ºÉÃjPÉÆArAUÉèAqÀ UÀÄqÀÄUÀ£ÀÄ 
   zÀÆgÀzÁ¼ÀªÀ£ÀÄ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. 



 
    ºÉÆÃzÀ PÉA¥É£ï¥sÉ®Ö£ÀÄ! 
   DzÀÄªÁvÀ£À dAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ! 
   CªÀ£ÀÄ, CªÀ£Á JAlÄ£ÀÆgÀégÀÄ  
   vÉgÉAiÀÄ¤£ÀÄß¼À̄ ÁgÀgÀÄ! 
    COWPER (1731 – 1800 ) : Loss of the Royal George 
 

Loss of the Royal George 
 
Toll for the brave !  
The brave that are no more !  
All sunk beneath the wave  
Fast by their native shore" 
 
Eight hundred of the brave,  
Whose courage well was tried,  
Had made the vessel heel  
And laid her on her side. 
 
A land-breeze shook the shrouds  
And she was overset;  
Down went the Royal George,  
With all her crew complete. 
 
Toll for the brave !  
Brave Kempenfelt is gone;  
His last sea fight is fought,  
His work of glory done. 
 
It was not in the battle ; 
No tempest gave the shock;  
She sprang no fatal leak.  
She ran upon no rock. 
 
His sword was in the sheath,  
His fingers held the pen,  
When Kempenfelt went down  
With twice four hundred men . 
 
Weigh the vessel up  
Once dreaded by our foes,  
And mingle with your cup  
The tears that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 
And she may float again 
Full charged with England's thunder, 
And plough the distant main; 

But Kempenfelt is gone, 
His victories are o'er; 



And he and his eight hundred 
Must plough the wave no more 
    William Cowper  

 
     EAUÉèAqï £Á«PÀgÀÄ 
 
   EAUÉèAqï £Á«PÀjgÁ – PÁAiÀÄÄ«j 
   ¤ÃªÉªÀÄä PÀqÀ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄ; 
   ¤ªÀÄä ¨ÁªÀÅl vÀqÉ¬ÄvÉÆAzÀÄ ¸Á«gÀ ªÀgÀÄµÀ 
   UÁ½AiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÁ¼ÀUÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
   E£ÉÆßªÉÄä ¤ªÀÄä «dAiÀÄzsÀédªÀ vÀÆV©r, 
   E£ÉÆß§â ºÀUÉAiÀÄ vÁV 
   PÀqÀ®°è £ÀqÉUÉÆ½î – 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃqÀÄwgÀ®Ä, 
   »jzÁV PÁ¼ÀUÀªÀÅ É̈Æ©âjzÀÄ ºÀ©âgÀ®Ä 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃqÀÄwgÀ®Ä. 
 
    ¤ªÀÄä ¦vÀÈUÀ¼ÀÄ ¢üÃgÀgÀÄ – vÉgÉvÉgÉUÉ 
   ºÉÆªÀÄÄäªÀgÀÄ ºÀÄjUÉÆ½¸À®Ä; 
   ºÀqÀV£ÀlÖªÉ CªÀgÀÄ PÁ¢ ºÉ¸ÀgÁzÀ PÀt, 
   PÀqÀ® ¸ÀÄ½ ºÀÆ½zÀ PÀÄ½, 
   J°è ¨ÉèÃPï £É®ì£ÀgÀÄ ZÉ°è £ÉvÀÛgÀ PÉqÉzÀ 
   gÀ°è ¤ªÀÄUÀzÉ PÀ£À®zÉ, 
   PÀqÀ®°è £ÀqÉªÀ°è?- 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃqÀÄwgÀ®Ä, 
   »jzÁV PÁ¼ÀUÀªÀÅ É̈Æ©âjzÀÄ ºÀ©âgÀ®Ä, 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃqÀÄwgÀ®Ä. 
  
    PÉÆÃmÉUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÆvÀÛ¼ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - É̈ÃqÀzÉ ©æ 
   mÁ¤AiÀÄ¼ÀÄ ºÀzÀÄ¼À«ºÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   É̈lÖzÉgÉUÀ¼À vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄlÄÖªÀ¼ÀÄ zÁ½AiÀÄ°, 
   PÀqÀ®Ä ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀ¼ÀÄ. 
   UÀÄqÀÄV vÀ£ÀßqÀ«UÀ¼À vÉÃUÀÄªÀÄgÀzÉÆqÀ°AzÀ, 
   CqÀV¸ÀÄªÀ¼ÀrAiÀÄ ºÉÆ£À® 
   PÀgÉAiÀÄ°è ªÉÆgÉªÀ°è – 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃqÀÄwgÀ®Ä, 
   »jzÁV PÁ¼ÀUÀªÀÅ É̈Æ©âjzÀÄ ºÀ©âgÀ®Ä, 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃqÀÄwgÀ®Ä. 
 
    EAUÉèAqÀ zsÀéd¥ÀlªÀzÀÄ – gËzÀæzÀ° 
   zsÀÆªÀÄPÉÃvÀÄªÉÇ®ÄjªÀÅzÀÄ; 



   ©VzÀ ©üÃwAiÀÄ ¤²AiÀÄ PÁgÉÆlÄÖ PÀgÀUÀÄvÀÛ, 
   £ÀUÀÄªÀ£ÀPÀ ±ÁAwAiÀÄj®Ä. 
   DUÀ DUÀÄvÀìªÀ¢, ¸ÁUÀgÀzÀ «ÃgÀjgÀ, 
   ©ÃUÀÄªÉªÀÅ, QÃwð¸ÀÄªÉªÀÅ 
   ¤ªÀÄäUÀ¼À ºÀªÀÄÄäUÀ¼À – 

   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃr ¤®®Ä, 
   WÉÆÃgÀPÀzÀ£ÀzÀ ¨ÉÆ É̈â vÀÆj ªÉÆgÉªÀÅzÀÄ ¤®®Ä, 
   ©gÀÄUÁ½ wÃr ¤®®Ä. 
 
    CAMPBELL (1777 – 1844) : Ye Mariners of England 
 

Ye Mariners of England 

Ye mariners of England 
That guard our native seas, 
Whose flag has braved, a thousand years, 
The battle and the breeze. 
Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe: 
And sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy winds do blow; 
While the battle rages loud and long 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave- 
For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was their grave. 
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 
As ye sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy winds do blow; 
While the battle rages loud and long 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 
No towers along the steep; 
Her march is o'er the mountain waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 
With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below 
As they roar on the shore, 
When the stormy winds do blow; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 
 
The meteor flag of England  
Shall yet terrific burn ;  
Till danger's troubled night depart  
And the star of peace return. 



 
Then, then ye ocean warriors ! 
Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 
When the storm has ceased to blow; 
When the fiery fight is heard no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow 
     Thomas Campbell 
 
     D¼Ë, ©æmÁ¤AiÀiÁ! 
   D¢AiÀÄ°, zÉÊªÁeÉÕAiÀÄ°è ©æl£ï s̈ÀÆªÀiÁvÉ 
    ¤Ã®d®gÁ²¬ÄAzÀÄzÀã«¹zÀAzÀÄ, 
   DzÀj¹, C©üªÀiÁ£ÀzÉÃªÀvÉUÀ¼ÉÆ°zÀÄ, zÀAiÀÄ 
    ¥Á°¹zÀgÁPÉÃVÃ ±Á¸À£ÀªÀ ºÀgÀ¹ - 
   ``D¼Ë, ©æmÁ¤AiÀiÁ! D¼ÀÄ vÉgÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄ! 
   JA¢UÀÆ ©æl£À£ÀrAiÀiÁ¼É¤¹PÉÆ¼À£ÀÄ! 
  
   ¤£Àß ¥ÀÄtåªÀ ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ ¨ÁgÀ¢ºÀ d£ÀªÉ®è 
    PÀÆægÀgÁdgÀ ¨ÁzsÉ¬ÄAzÀ PÀÈ±ÀªÁV, 
   ¤ªÀÄä ªÀÄ»ªÉÄUÉ ºÉzÀj, PÀgÀÄ©, «ÄrAiÀÄÄwÛgÀ®Ä, 
    ¢üÃgÉ, ¸ÁévÀAvÀæöåzÀ° ¤Ã£ÀÄ ªÀ¢üð¸ÀÄªÉ! 
  
   ªÉÊjUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆqÉzÀµÀÄÖ, WÉÆÃgÀgÀÆ¥ÀªÀ vÁ½, 
    zsÉÊgÀåUÁA©üÃgÀåzÀ° £À̧ À£ÀUÀÄvÀ ¤®ÄªÉ; 
   QÃj UÀUÀ£ÀªÀ ¹Ã½, ©gÀÄUÁ½ QvÀÛµÀÄÖ, 
    É̈ÃgÀÆjPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÀAvÉ ¤£ÀßqÀ«vÉÃUÀÄ! 
 
   ªÀÄ¯ÉvÀÄ zÀÄ¤ðwAiÀÄ° ¤£Àß gÁdgÀÄ PÉlÄÖ, 
    »rzÀÄ ¸ÀAPÀ̄ É¬ÄlÄÖ dVÎ¸À®Ä §gÀ®Ä, 
   ªÀÄ®VzÀÝ ¹AºÀzÀAvÀÄjzÉzÀÄÝ vÉUÉzÉÆzÀj, 
    ©qÀÄUÀqÉAiÀÄ PÉÊPÉÆAqÀÄ QÃwðAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ¥ÀqÉªÉ! 
 
   ¤£ÀßzÉAiÉÄ ºÉÆA§tÚ vÀÄA© vÀÆUÀÄªÀ §AiÀÄ®Ä, 
    ¤£ÀßzÉAiÉÄ ªÀvÀðPÀgÀ ¹j ªÉÄgÉªÀ ºÉÆ¼À®Ä; 
   ¤£ÀßzÉAiÉÄ ¸ÁUÀgÀzÀ ¸ÀgÀé¸ÁªÀiÁædåªÀÇ, 
    ¤£ÀßzÉAiÉÄ vÉgÉ §¼À¹§gÀÄªÉ®è PÀgÉAiÀÄÆ! 
 
   ªÁtÂAiÀÄgÀÄ ¸ÁévÀAvÀæöåzÀPÀÌgÉUÉ £ÀqÉvÀAzÀÄ 
    ¤£Àß s̈ÉÆÃUÀzÀ s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ É̄è £É®¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ; 
   gÁtÂ¢Ã«AiÉÄ, ¤£Àß ZÉ®ÄªÉAiÀÄgÀ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ° 
    ¤£Àß «ÃgÀgÀÄ zsÀªÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄ PÁAiÀÄÄwºÀgÀÄ! 
   D¼Ë, ©æmÁ¤AiÀiÁ! D¼ÀÄ vÉgÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄ! 
   JA¢UÀÆ ©æl£À£ÀrAiÀiÁ¼É¤¹PÉÆ¼À£ÀÄ!" 



    THOMSON (1700 – 1748) : Rule Britannia 
 

Rule, Britannia 
 

When Britain first at Heaven's command  
Arose from out the azure main,  
This was the charter of the land,  
And guardian angels sung this strain:  
Rule, Britannia! rule the waves!  
Britons never will be slaves. 
 
The nations not so blest as thee  
Must in their turns to tyrants fall,  
While thou shalt flourish great and free,  
The dread and envy of them all. 
 
Still more majestic shalt thou rise,  
More dreadful from each foreign stroke;  
As the loud blast that tears the skies ;  
Serves but to lock thy native oak. 
 
Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame;  
All their attempts to bend thee down  
Will but arouse thy generous flame.  
But work their woe and thy renown. 
 
To thee belongs the rural reign;  
Thy cities shall with commerce shine;  
All thine shall be the subject main,  
Arid every shore it circles thine! 
 
The Muses, still with freedom found,  
shall to thy happy coast repair;  
Blest Isle, with matchless beauty crown'd,  
And manly hearts to guard the fain- 
Rule, Britannia! rule the waves!  
Britons never will be slaves 
     James Thomson 
 
 
     EAUÉèAqï 
   K£À ªÀiÁrzÉ £Á£ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ 
    EAUÉèAqï, £À¤ßAUÉèAqï! 
   K£À ªÀiÁqÉ£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ  
    £À£Àß EAUÉèAqï! 
   zÉÃªÀ£ÉÆgÉªÀÅzÀ PÉÃ½, 
   PÀtÚ «Ä£ÀÄUÀ£ÀÄ vÁ½, 
   WÉÆÃgÀAiÀÄdÕªÀ É̈Ã½, 



    UÁ£ÀzÀ° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä, 
     EAUÉèAqï, 
    E¼É§¼À¹ vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä. 
 
   E£ÀÄß gÀ« J°è PÁtÄªÀ£ÀÄ, 
    EAUÉèAqï, £À¤ßAUÉèAqï, 
   ¤£ÉßuÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄºÀvÀÄPÁgÀåªÀ£ÀÄ, 
    £À£Àß EAUÉèAqï! 
   J°è £À°ªÀ£ÀÄ PÀAqÀÄ 
   ¤£Àß ¢üÃgÀgÀ zÀAqÀÄ 
   £ÀÆAPÀÄªÉÇ®Ä ªÀÄÄAPÉÆAqÀÄ, 
    UÁ£ÀzÀ° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä, 
     EAUÉèAqï, 
    JqÀj£À° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä! 
 
   §¼ÀÄPÀÄªÉªÉ s̈ÀQÛAiÀÄ° £ÁªÀÅ 
    EAUÉèAqï, £À¤ßAUÉèAqï! 
   PÉÆ¼ÀÄ, PÉÆ°¸ÀÄ; ¤£ÀßªÀgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ, 
    £À£Àß EAUÉèAqï! 
   ¤£Àß ºÉÆ®, ªÀÄ£É, ZÉAzÀ; 
   ¨Á¼ÀÄ «ÄV¯Á£ÀAzÀ; 
   ¸ÁªÀ½ªÀÅ - ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ 
    UÁ£ÀzÀ° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä, 
     EAUÉèAqï, 
    ¸ÀéUÀðzÀ°  vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä. 
   
   UÀjé, WÁvÀQ, JA§gÀªÀÄä, 
    EAUÉèAqï, £À¤ßAUÉèAqï! 
   ¸ÀgÀézsÀgÉ ¤£Àß ºÉÆgÉAiÀÄªÀÄä! 
    £À£Àß EAUÉèAqï! 
   ªÀdæPÀªÀZÀªÀ vÉÆlÄÖ, 
   UÀwAiÀÄ PÁªÀÅzÀ ©lÄÖ, 
   dgÀÄUÀÄªÉAiÀÄ? ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄªÉAiÀÄ? 
    UÁ£ÀzÀ°  vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀzÉ, 
     EAUÉèAqï, 
    £ÀgÀPÀzÀ° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀzÉ? 

vÀÄ½zÀÄ§ºÀ £ÁªÉUÀ¼À vÁ¬Ä, 
 EAUÉèAqï, £À¤ßAUÉèAqï! 
ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄUÀæ¸ÁUÀgÀ£À PÉ¼À¢, 
  £À£Àß EAUÉèAqï! 
¸Áé«ÄAiÀÄPÀÌgÀ PÀÄªÀj, 



zsÀªÀÄðRqÀÎzÀ ªÀÄqÀ¢ - 
¹Ã½gÀzÉ, RÆ¼ÀgÉzÉ, 
 UÁ£ÀzÀ° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä 
  EAUÉèAqï, 
 ¸ÀvÀåzÀ° vÀÄvÀÄÛjAiÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÆzÀ®Ä! 

HENLEY (1849 – 1903) : What have I done for you, England, my England 
 
 
Pro rege nostro 

What have I done for you, 
England, my England? 
What is there I would not do 
England, my own? 
With your glorious eyes austere 
As the Lord were walking near 
Whispering terrible things and dear 
As the song on your bugles blown, England 
Round the world on your bugles blown. 

Where shall the watchful sun 
England, my England, 
Match the master-work you have done, 
England, my own? 
When shall here joice again 
Such a breed of mighty men, 
As come forward one to ten 
To the song on your bugles blown, England 
Down the years on your bugles blown? 

Fyen the faith endures, 
England my England 
'Take and break us: we are yours, 
England, my own. 
Life is good and joy runs high 
Between English earth and sky; 
Death is death; but we shall die 
To the song on your bugles blown, England 
To the stars on your bugles blown." 

They call you proud and hard, 
England, my England: 
You with worlds to watch and ward, 
 
England, my own- 
You whose mailed hand keeps the keys 
Of such teeming destinies, 
You could know nor dread nor ease 
Were the song on your bugles blown, England, 
Round the pit on your bugles blown. 

Mother of ships whose might, 



England, my England, 
Is the fierce old sea's delight, 
England my own, 
Chosen daughter of the Lord, 
Spouse-in-chief of the ancient sword, 
There's the menace of the word 
In the song on your bugles blown, England 
Out of heaven on your bugles blown 
     William Ernest Henley 

 
  ¨Éè£ï»ÃªÀiï PÀzÀ£À 
 
 É̈Ã¸ÀUÉAiÀÄ° ¸ÀAeÉAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀÄ; PÉ®¸ÀªÀ 
  ªÀÄÄvÀÛdÓ wÃj¹PÉÆAqÀ. 
 ºÀnÖAiÀÄ ¨ÁV® §½AiÀÄ° £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÀ 
  ºÉÆA©¹®° PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆAqÀ. 
 C°èAiÉÄ ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀªÉÄÃ¯ÁqÀÄvÀ°zÀÝ¼ÀÄ 
 CdÓ£À ªÀÄÄ¢Ý£À ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
 PÀAqÀ¼ÀÄ PÀÆVPÉÆAqÀtÚ£ÀÄ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀ- 
  DqÀÄvÀ, ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄAa¤AzÀ 
 zÀ¥ÀàUÉ, zÀÄAqÀUÉ, K£À£ÉÆ MAzÀ£ÀÄ 
  GgÀÄ½¹PÉÆAqÀªÀ vÀAzÀ. 
 zÀ¥ÀàUÉ, £ÀÄtÚUÉ, zÀÄAqÀUÉ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
 CdÓ EzÉÃ£ÉAzÀÄ PÉÃ¼À®Ä §AzÀ. 
 
 CdÓ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀ PÉÊUÀzÀ, ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ£ÀÄ 
  ¤A ºÀwÛgÀ Q«UÉÆlÄÖ. 
 £ÉÆÃr, D ªÀÄÄzÀÄPÀ£ÀÄ vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ£À̄ Áèr¹, 
  ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄvÀ ¤lÄÖ¹jlÄÖ, 
 ¥Á¥À, EzÁgÀzÉÆ vÀ̄ ÉAiÉÆÃqÀÄ - AiÀiÁªÀ£ÉÆ 
 ©zÀÝªÀ£Á zÉÆqÀØ AiÀÄzÀ° JAzÀ. 
 
 JµÉÆÖ £ÉÆÃrgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä vÉÆÃlzÀ̄ É®è, 
  ©¸ÀÄqÀÄªÉ£ÉÆPÀÌqÉVQÌ. 
 G¼ÀÄvÀ ºÉÆÃzÁUÉ®è ªÉÄÃ®PÉ §gÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ 
  £ÉÃV® PÀÄ¼ÀzÀ° ¹QÌ. 
 ¸Á«gÀUÀlÖ¼É d£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÆ É̄AiÀiÁV 
 ©zÀÝªÀgÁ zÉÆqÀØ dAiÀÄzÀ° JAzÀ. 
 
 D PÀxÉ K£ÀzÀÄ? £ÀªÀÄUÉ®è ºÉÃ¼ÀdÓ, 
  JAzÀ£ÀÄ ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ£ÀÄ. 
 CZÀÑj PÁAiÀÄÄvÀ, CgÀ½zÀ PÀuÉÚwÛ 



  ¤AzÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 AiÀÄÄzÀÞzÀ PÀxÉAiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ®è ºÉÃ¼ÀdÓ 
 KvÀPÉ PÁzÁrzÀgÉÆ CzÀ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ. 
 
 ªÀÄÄvÀÛdÓ ºÉÃ½zÀ- EAVèµÀjgÀÄªÀgÉ, 
  ªÀÄÄjzÀgÀÄ ¥sÉæAZÀgÀ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ. 
 KvÀPÉ PÁzÁrzÀgÉÆ CzÀ £Á É̈ÃgÉ 
  PÁuÉ£ÀÄ ZÉ£ÁßV CrAiÀÄ. 
 DzÀgÉ AiÀiÁgÀ£É PÉÃ¼ÀªÀgÉ®ègÀÄ 
 É̄ÆÃPÀ¥Àæ¹¢ÞAiÀÄ dAiÀÄªÉA§gÉAzÀ. 
 
 £ÀªÀÄäAiÀÄå UÀÄr¸À® ªÀiÁrPÉÆArzÀÝ£ÀÄ 
  D ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄAa£À̄ ÁUÀ, 
 ¸ÀÆgÉ ºÉÆqÉzÀÄ ©ÃqÀ £É®¸ÀªÀÄ ¸ÀÄlÖgÀÄ; 
  vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ vÀ¦à¹PÉÆAqÀÄ ¨ÉÃUÀ 
 ºÉAqÀw ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À PÀnÖPÉÆAqÉÆÃrzÀ 
 ¤AvÀ°è ¤®èzÉ £É̄ ÉUÁtzÀ¼ÉzÀ. 
 
 É̈AQAiÀÄ, PÀwÛAiÀÄ ¨Á¬ÄUÉ §°AiÀiÁV 
  zÉÃ±ÀªÉ ºÁ¼Á¬ÄvÉ®è. 
 vÀÄA§Ä§¹jAiÀÄgÀÄ, ºÁ®ÄªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀvÀÛ 
  É̄PÀÌªÀ zÉÃªÀgÉ §®è 
 DzÀgÀAvÀºÀÄzÉµÉÆÖÃ DUÀ̄ ÉÃ É̈ÃPÀ®è 
 É̄ÆÃPÀ¥Àæ¹¢ÞAiÀÄ dAiÀÄzÀ° JAzÀ. 
 
 £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä¨ÁgÀzÀÄ JA§gÀÄ WÉÆÃgÀªÀ 
  UÉzÀÝ ªÉÄÃ¯ÁgÀtzÀ°è. 
 ¸Á«gÀUÀlÖ¼É ºÉtUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀ 
  ©¹®°è ©¢ÝzÀÄÝªÀ°è. 
 DzÀgÀAvÀºÀÄzÉµÉÆÖ DUÀ̄ ÉÃ¨ÉÃPÀ®è 
 É̄ÆÃPÀ¥Àæ¹¢ÞAiÀÄ AiÀÄzÀ° JAzÀ. 
 
 zÉÃ±ÀªÉ ºÉÆUÀ½vÀÄ UÉzÀÝ £ÁAiÀÄPÀgÀ£ÀÄ, 
  ¸ÀÄjzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀÆªÀÅ ªÀÄ¼ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ - 
 cÃ vÉUÉ, K£ÀzÀÄ, §®ÄPÉlÖ PÉ®¸ÀªÀÅ! 
  JAzÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 C®èªÉ, C®èªÉ, ¥ÀÄlÖ ºÀÄqÀÄV, PÉÃ¼ÀÄ, 
 É̄ÆÃPÀ¥Àæ¹¢ÞAiÀÄ dAiÀÄªÀzÀÄ JAzÀ. 
 
 J®ègÀÄ ºÉÆUÀ½zÀgÁ zÉÆqÀØ AiÀÄÄzÀÞªÀ 
  UÉzÀÝªÀgÀ£ÀÄ ±ÀÆgÀgÀ£ÀÄß- 



 M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀzÀjAzÀ PÀqÉUÁzÀÄzÉÃ£ÀdÓ? 
  JAzÀ£ÀÄ ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ£ÀÄ. 
 CzÀ £Á£ÀÄ § É̄è£É? AiÀiÁgÀ£É PÉÃ¼ÀzÀÄ 
 É̄ÆÃPÀ¥Àæ¹¢ÞAiÀÄ dAiÀÄªÉA§gÉAzÀ. 
 
  SOUTHEY (1774- 1843) : After Blenheim 
 

After Blenheim 
 
It was a summer evening,  
Old Kaspar's work was done,  
And he before his cottage door  
Was sitting in the sun;  
And by him sported on the green  
His little grandchild Wilhelmine. 

She saw her brother Peterkin 
Roll something large and round 
Which he beside the rivulet 
In playing there had found; 
He came to ask what he had found 
That was so large and smooth and round. 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy 
Who stood expectant by ; 
Ann then the old man shook his head. 
And with natural sigh 
Tis some poor fellow's skull,' said he, 
'Who fell in the great victory'. 
 
'I find them in the garden, 
For there. 's many here about";  
And often when I go to plough  
The ploughshare turns them out.  
For many thousand men/ said he,  
'Were slain in that great victory'. 

'Now tell us what' 'twas all about/ 
Young Peterkin he cries; 
And little Wilhelmine looks up 
 
With wonder-waiting eyes:  
'Now tell us all about the war,  
And what they fought each other for,' 
,It was the English/ Kaspar cried, 

'Who put the French to rout; 
But what they fought each other for 
I could not well make out. 
But everybody said/ quoth he, 



That' twas a famous victory. 

'My father lived at Blenheim then, 
Yon little stream hard by; 
They burnt his dwelling to the ground, 
And he was forced to fly; 
So with his wife and child he fled, 
Nor had he where to rest his head. 

'With fire and sword the country round 
Was wasted far and wide, 
And many a childing mother then 
And new-born baby died; 
But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

They say it was a shocking sight 
After the field was won; 
For many thousand bodies here 
Lay rotting in the sun; 
But things like that, you know, must be 
After a famous victory. 
 
'Great praise the Duke of Marlbro' won  
And our good prince Eugene,' 
'Why't was a very wicked thing'  
Said little Wilhelmine;  
'Nay. .. nay. . . My little girl/ quoth he,  
It was a famous victory. 
 
'And everybody praised the Duke  
Who this great fight did win,' 
'Butwhat good came of it at last ?'  
Quoth little Peterkin:  
'Why, that I cannot tell/ said he,  
'But' twas "'1- famous victory. 
      Robert Southey 

 
 
 
  
   zÉÃ±À¸ÉÃªÀPÀ 
 (ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÀxÉ) 
 ªÀiÁ¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀiÁ É̄UÀ¼ÀÄ ©Ã¢ ªÀÄ£ÉªÀÄ£ÉUÉ; 
  ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛUÀ¼À ¸ÉÃ¸ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ̄ ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ «Ä£ÀÄUÉ; 
 ªÀiÁ½UÉUÀ¼ÉÆ É̄zÁr »UÀÄÎªÀÄÄUÁÎUÉ; 
  JwÛzÁ UÀÄr ¢Ã¥À UÉÆÃ¥ÀÄgÀªÀ É̈¼ÀUÉ- 
 MAzÀÄ ªÀgÀÄµÀzÀ PÉ¼ÀUÉ £À£ÀUÉ ªÉÄgÉªÀtÂUÉ! 
 



 UÁ½ £ÉÆgÉQÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÁzÀåUÀ¼À ªÉÆgÉUÉ; 
  HgÉ QvÉÆÛÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ d£ÀzÀ dAiÀÄdAiÀÄPÉ. 
 PÉÃ½zÉ£É -``CtÚ¢gÀ, KPÉ §j É̈Æ É̈â? 
  ¸ÀÆjAiÀÄ£À vÀAzÀÄPÉÆr'' J£ÀÄvÀ – CªÀgÉÆqÀ£É 
 ``DAiÀiÁÛAiÀÄÄÛ; ªÀÄvÉÛÃ£ÀÄ? PÉÃ¼ÀÄ'' J£ÀÄwºÀgÀÄ. 
 
 £Á£ÀPÀl! ¸ÀÆgÀå£À£ÀÄ vÀgÀ®Ä £ÉUÉzÀªÀ£ÀÄ! 
  £Ár£ÉÆ®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ d£ÀzÀ PÀAiÉÄÎ PÉÆqÀ®zÀ£ÀÄ. 
 ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀ£É®è ªÀiÁrzÉ£ÀÄ. 
  £ÉÆÃqÉ£Àß ¥ÁrÃUÀ £Á ¨É¼ÉzÀ É̈¼À̧ ÀÄ, 
 MAzÀÄ ªÀgÀÄµÀªÀÅ PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ £Á PÉÆAiÀÄé PÉÆAiÀÄ®Ä. 
 
 ªÀiÁ½UÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ°ÃUÀ MAzÀÄ vÀ̄ É PÁuÉ! 
  QlQAiÉÆ¼ÀUÀ®è°è ºÉ¼ÀªÀjtÂQºÀgÀÄ. 
 ``K½, J®ègÀÄ §¤ß, £ÉÆÃl §®ÄZÉ£ÀÄß, 
  ¸ÀÄqÀÄUÁr£ÉqÉAiÀÄ°è ±ÀÆ®zÀrAiÀÄ°è!'' 
 C°èUÉÆÃrzÀgÉ®è, vÀ½î vÀÄ½zÁr. 
 
 ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ; ªÀÄÄAUÀAiÀÄå PÉÆgÉzÀÄ 
  É̈¤ß£À° £ÉÃtÂAzÀ ©VzÀÄ PÀnÖºÀgÀÄ. 
 E½AiÀÄÄwzÉ ºÀuÉAiÀÄ°è gÀPÀÛ §¹§¹zÀÄ, 
  £À£Àß PÀqÉ PÀ̄ Éè¸ÉzÀÄ ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄ§AzÀªÀgÀÄ- 
 MAzÀÄ ªÀgÀÄµÀzÀ ¤£Àß vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ½UÉAzÀÄ! 
 
 ºÉÃUÉ §AzÉ£ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ, ºÉÃUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ! 
  »AzÉ «dAiÉÆÃvÀìªÀ¢ ¸ÀvÀÄÛ©¢ÝºÀgÀÄ! 
 `` É̄ÆÃPÀªÉÃ ¥sÀ®PÉÆqÀ®Ä, £À£Àß ºÀAUÉÃ£ÀÄ?'' 
  JAzÀÄ PÉÃ¼À£É DUÀ s̈ÀUÀªÀªÀÄvÀ! FUÀ, 
 PÉÆqÀÄªÁvÀ ¨sÀUÀªÀAvÀ – PÉëÃªÀÄ CzÉ £À£ÀUÉ. 
 
  BROWNING (1812 – 1889) : The Patriot 
 

The Patriot 
  -An Old Story 

   I 
It was roses, roses all the way, 
With Myrtle Mixed in my path like mad 
The house-roofs Seemed to heave and sway, 
The Church-Spires beamed, such Flags they had, 
A year ago on this very day! 

 



   II 
The air broke into a mist with bells, 
The old walls rocked with crowd and cries, 
Had I said 'Good folk, more noice repels- 
But give me your Sun from yonder skies!7 
They had answered 'And afterward. What else ?' 
 
   Ill  
Alack, It was I who leaped at the Sun  
To give it my loving friends to keep!  
Nought man could do, have I left undone:  
And you see my harvest, What I reap ?  
This very day, now a year is run- 
 
   IV 
There's hobody on the house-tops now- 
Just a palsied few at the windows set;  
For the best of the sight is all allow,  
At the Shamples' gate-or better yet  
By the very Scabbold's root, I trow 
 
   V 
I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 
A rope cuts both my wrists behind; 
And I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds, 
For they fling, whoever has a mind, 
Stones at me for my year's misdeeds. 
 
   VI 
Thus I entered, and thus I go !  

In triumphs, people have dropped down dead.  

'Paid by the world, - what dost thou owe  

'Me' ? God might question; now instead  

Tis God shall repay! I am safer so. 
     Robert Browning 

 
 

 
 §qÀªÀ£À ºÀÄgÀÄqÀÄ 
 

ªÀiÁ£ÀªÁV vÁ£ÀÄ §zÀÄQ 
  »Ã£À §qÀvÀ£ÀªÉÃ£É EgÀ°, 

£ÁaPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÀ ¤ÃZÀvÉÆvÀÛ 
 DZÉ£ÀÆPÀÄ, K£É EgÀ°. 
K£É EgÀ°, K£É EgÀ°, 
 PÀµÀÖ¤µÀÄ×gÀªÉÃ£É EgÀ°, 
ªÉÄgÉªÀ ¥ÀzÀ« ªÀgÀºÀªÀÄÄzÉæ, 
 D¼ÀÄ a£Àß, K£É EgÀ°! 



 
ºÉÆmÉÖVµÀÄÖ »lÄÖ UÀAf, 
 §mÉÖ aA¢, K£É EgÀ°, 
¸ÉÆUÀ̧ ÀÄ ¨ÉqÀUÀÄ vÉUÉzÀÄ ªÀÄqÀUÀÄ, 
 «ÄUÀÄªÀÅzÁ¼ÀÄ, K£É EgÀ°. 
K£É EgÀ° K£É EgÀ°, 
 xÀ¼ÀPÀÄ¥À¼ÀPÀÄUÀ¼ÉÃ£É EgÀ°, 
AiÀiÁgÀÄ ¸Ád, CªÀ£É gÁd, 
 s̈ÀAUÀ, §qÀvÀ£À, K£É EgÀ°! 
 
CPÉÆÌ §gÀÄªÀ, ¸ÉÆQÌ ªÉÄgÉªÀ 
 ®PÀÌªÀÄÄPÀÌ, K£É EgÀ°; 
CjvÀÄ PÀtÚ, ºÀjªÀgÀtÚ- 
 É̈¥Àà, ©qÉ̄ Á, K£É EgÀ°, 
 
K£É EgÀ°, K£É EgÀ°, 
 GrUÉvÉÆrUÉUÀ¼ÉÃ£É EgÀ°, 
vÀ£Àß §Ä¢Þ vÀ£ÀUÉ ¹¢Þ 
 J£Àß É̈ÃqÁ, K£É EgÀ°? 
 
CgÀ̧ À PÀgÉ¹, ©gÀÄzÀ ºÉÆj¹, 
 ªÉÄgÀ̧ À§®è, K£É EgÀ°; 
¸ÁdUÁgÀ J¤¸À̄ ÁgÀ, 
 vÉÃd«®è, K£É EgÀ°. 
K£É EgÀ°, K£É EgÀ°, 
 ºÀªÀÄÄäºÉªÉÄäUÀ¼ÉÃ£É EgÀ°, 
wgÀÄ½£ÀjªÀÅ, »jAiÀÄ £ÀqÀvÉ, 
 ªÉÄÃ®Ä¸Á®Ä, K£É EgÀ°. 
 
CjªÀÅ, £ÀqÀvÉ, zsÀgÉAiÉÆ¼É®è 
 ªÉÄgÉªÀ PÁ®, K£É EgÀ°, 
§gÀ° ¨ÉÃUÀ, ºÀgÀ̧ ÀÄ FUÀ; 
 §gÀzÉ EgÀzÀÄ, K£É EgÀ°. 
K£É EgÀ°, K£É EgÀ°, 
 §AzÉ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, K£É EgÀ°, 
CtÚvÀªÀÄä¢gÁV J¯Áè 
 EgÀÄªÀ PÁ®, K£É EgÀ°. 
 

 BURNS (1759 – 1796) : A man's a man for a 'that 
 

 
 



A man's a man for a' that 

Is there for honest poverty 
That hangs his head' an 'a' that; 
The coward slave-we pass him by, 
We dare be poor for a 'that 
Per a' that, an a' that, 
Our toils obscure aria'"that 
The rank is but the guinea's Stamp, 
The man's the gowd for a' that, 

What though on hamely fare we dine, 
Wear hoddin grey, an a' that? 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
A Man's a man for a 'that, 
For a' that, an 'a' that, 
Their tinsel show an 'a' that 
The honest man, the e'er sae poor. 
Is king of men for a' that. 
 
Ye see you birkie ca'd a lord,  
Wha struts, an' stares, an 'a' that;  
Tho' hundreds worship at his word,  
He's but a goof for a 'that,  
For a' that, an 'a' that,  
His ribband star, an'a' that  
The man o' independent mind  
He looks an 'laughs at a' that, 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 
A marquis, duke, an 'a' that; 
But an honest man's aboon his might, 
 
Gude faith, he manunna fa 'that 
For a' that, an 'a' that, 
Their dignities an 'a' that, 
The pith o' sense, an pride o' worth, 
Are higher rank than a' that. 
 
Then let us pray that come it may, 
(As come it will for a' that,) 
That Sense and Worth, o'er a' the earth, 
Shall bear the gree, an' a' that, 
For a' that, an' a' that, 
it's coming yet for a' that, 
That man to man, the world o'er, 
Shall brithers be for a' that 
 
     Robert Burns 
 



 
 ªÀiÁzÀ, ªÀiÁ¢ 
 

É̈ÃlPÁgÀ §AzÀ ªÀiÁzÀ, 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
É̈Ãr ¸ÀvÀÄÛ ¸ÀÄtÚªÁzÀ, 

 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
ªÀiÁ¢ PÀvÀÛ£ÀÆ É̄zÀÄzÉÃ£ÀÄ! 
CvÀÛ, EvÀÛ ¹rzÀÄzÉÃ£ÀÄ? 
ªÀiÁzÀ, ¥Á¥À, «ÄrzÀÄzÉÃ£ÀÄ! 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
 
PÀAiÀÄå ªÀÄÄVzÀ, PÁ® »rzÀ, 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
gÉÆAiÀÄå£ÉÆzÉAiÉÄ, ºÀ®è PÀrzÀ, 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
É̈ZÀÑUÀÄ¹gÀ ©lÖ, ªÀiÁzÀ, 

CvÀÛ, PÀAUÉqÀÄvÀÛ ¹ÃzÀ, 
ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ ©Ã¼À̄ ÉAzÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ! 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
 
DªÀ UÀ½UÉUÁªÀ ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄ! 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
M®èzÁPÉUÉÆ®ÄªÉÄ PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ  
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
ºÀÄZÀÑ £Á£ÀÄ! ¸ÁAiÀÄ É̄ÃPÉ? 
dA§UÁw dgÉAiÀÄ É̄ÃPÉ? 
d§Äð £À£ÀUÉ! ºÉtÂÚUÉÃPÉ? 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
 
ªÉÊzÀåjzÀ£ÀÄ w½zÀÄ ºÉÃ½, 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
JzÀÝ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ- ©zÀÝ½ªÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
K£ÉÆ JzÉAiÉÆ½jAiÀÄÄwºÀÄzÀÄ, 
¸ÀÄAiÀÄÄÝ, ¸ÀÄAiÀÄÄÝ, vÀtÚUÀºÀÄzÀÄ, 
PÀuÉÆÚ, MAzÀ £ÀÄrAiÀÄÄwºÀÄzÀÄ! 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
 
a£ÀßzÀAvÀ ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ ªÀiÁzÀ, 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 



¸ÁAiÀÄ¯ÁzÀ ºÀÄqÀÄV ªÀiÁ¢, 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
PÉÆ®è¯ÁgÀ£ÀªÀ¼À ªÀiÁzÀ, 
ªÀÄÄ¤¸ÀÄ PÀgÀV ªÀÄgÀÄVºÉÆÃzÀ, 
FUÀ »rAiÀÄzÀªÀgÀ ªÉÆÃzÀ! 
 ºÀºÀí! K£ÀÄ É̈ÃlªÉÇÃ! 
  BURNS : Duncan Gray 
 

Duncan Gray 

Duncan Gray came here to woo, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
On blythe Yula night when we were fou, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't,: 
Maggie coast head fu' high, 
Looke'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't 
Duncan fleech'd and Duncan pray'd ; 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig; 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin; 
Spak o' lowpin ower a linn. 

Time and chance are but a tide, 
Slighted love is sair to bide; 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he, 
For a haughty hizzie dee ? 
She may gay to -France for me. 
How it comes let doctors tell, 
Meg grew sick -as he grew heal; 
Something in her bosom wrings, 
For relief a sigh she brings; 
And O, her een, they spak sic things. 
 
Duncan was a lad o' grace;  
Ha, ha, the Wooing o't.  
Maggie's was a piteous case;  
Ha, ha, the wooing o't 
 
Duncan couldna be her death,  
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath;  
Now they're crouse and canty baith :  
Ha, ha, the wooing o't 
    Robert Burns 
 
 
 



£À£Àß ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ ºÀÄqÀÄV 
 

£À£Àß ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ ºÀÄqÀÄV vÁªÀgÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆ¸ÀPÉA¥ÀÄ, 
 vÁªÀgÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆ¸À CgÀ¼À ºÉÆ¼ÉªÀ PÉA¥ÀÄ. 
£À£Àß ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ ºÀÄqÀÄV PÉÆ¼À® ªÉÄ®Ä£ÀÄr¬ÄA¥ÀÄ, 
 PÉÆ¼À®Ä ªÉÆÃ»¹ £ÀÄrªÀ UÁ£À¢A¥ÀÄ. 
 
É̈¼É̈ É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÉµÉÖµÀÄÖ ©£Áßt, J É̄ ZÉ®ÄªÉ, 

 ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVzÉ£ÀÄ CµÀÖµÀÄÖ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 
§vÀÄÛªÀÅªÀÅ PÀqÀ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÁV, J É̄ ZÉ®ÄªÉ, 
 §vÀÛ¯ÁgÀzÀÄ vÉÆlÄÖ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 
 
§vÀÄÛªÀÅªÀÅ ªÀÄÄAzÁV PÀqÀ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, J É̄ ZÉ®ÄªÉ, 
 PÀgÀUÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ §AqÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ©¹°£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ, 
PÀgÀUÀ̄ ÁgÀzÀÄ ZÀÆgÀÄ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ̄ É ZÉ®ÄªÉ, 
 É̈gÉ¢gÀ®Ä fÃªÀPÀ¼É zÉÃºÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 
 
ºÉÆÃV §gÀÄªÉ£É ºÉuÉÚ, ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÉÆAzÉÃ ºÉuÉÚ, 
 ºÉÆÃV§gÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¸À»¸ÀÄ, JgÀqÀÄ UÀ½UÉ. 
PÉÆÃnAiÉÆÃ£À«gÀ°, zÁn§gÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ, ºÉuÉÚ, 
 É̈ÃUÀ §gÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ ºÁj ¤£Àß §½UÉ. 
 

  BURNS : O my love's like a red, red rose 
 
 
My Love is like A Red, Red Rose 

My Love is like a red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung in June :  

O my Love is like the melodie, 
That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
So deep in luve am I ;  

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a' the seas gang dry.  

Till a' the seas gang dry, my Dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the Sun;  

And I will Juve thee still, my Dear, 
While ttie sands Oflife shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only Luve ! 
And fare thee weel, a while!  

And 1 will come again, my Luve. 
Tho' twere ten thousand mile! 
      Robert Burns 



 
¸ÀÄAzÀj PÀªÀÄ¯É 
 

PÀArgÀ ¸ÀÄAzÀj PÀªÀÄ É̄AiÀÄ£ÀÄ? 
 PÀArgÀ PÉÆÃªÀÄ É̄ «ªÀÄ É̄AiÀÄ£ÀÄ? 
¢üÃgÀ£ÀªÉÇ®Ä ¢VédAiÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä 
 Hj£À UÀrAiÀÄ£ÀÄ zÁnzÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
CªÀ¼À£ÀÄ PÀAqÀgÉ M°AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉÃ, 
 CªÀ¼À£É JA¢UÀÆ M°AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉÃ. 
CªÀ¼À£ÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ ©¢ vÁ ªÀiÁqÀ£ÀÄ 
 E£Áß ZÉAzÀzÀ ZÉ®ÄªÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ. 
 
PÀªÀÄ É̄Ã, ¤Ã£ÉÃ gÁtÂ PÀuÁ, 
 £ÉÃ«Ä¸ÀÄ, ¥ÀæeÉUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÁªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
PÀªÀÄ É̄Ã, ¤Ã£ÉÃ zÉÃ« PÀuÁ, 
 zÁ¸ÀgÀÄ, ¸ÉÃ«¹ É̈ÃqÀÄªÉªÀÅ. 
 
¤£Àß£ÀÄ PÀ°AiÀÄÆ ¸ÉÆÃPÀÄªÀ£ÉÃ? 
 ¤£ÀßªÀgÉAzÀgÉ vÁPÀÄªÀ£ÉÃ? 
¤£Áß ªÀÄÄ¢Ý£À ªÀÄÄRªÀ£ÀÄ PÁtÄvÀ 
 ¤£Àß£ÀÄ PÁqÀzÉ vÉÆ®UÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
¢«dgÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄ PÁAiÀÄÄªÀgÀÄ, 
 ¤Ã ©¸ÀÄ¸ÀÄAiÀÄÝgÉ £ÉÆÃAiÀÄÄªÀgÀÄ, 
vÀªÀÄä£ÀÄ ªÉÄaÑ¹ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ PÀ£ÉßUÉ 
 PÉqÀÄPÀ£ÀÄ §½AiÉÆ¼ÀÄ §gÀUÉÆqÀgÀÄ. 
 
¨ÁgÉ̄ É, PÀªÀÄ É̄Ã, ZÉ®ÄªÀÅPÀtÂ, 
 HjUÉ ¨ÁgÉ̄ É, ºÉtÄÚªÀÄtÂ! 
vÉÆÃgÀ° EAvÀºÀ ZÉ®ÄªÉAiÀÄ£É£ÀÄßvÀ 
 HgÀªÀgÉ̄ Áè ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ. 
 

  BURNS : Fair Lesley 
 

Bonnie Lesley 

O saw ye bonnie Lesley 
As she gaed o'er the border ? 
She's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther. 
 
To see her is to love her,  
And love her but for ever;  



For nature made her what she is,  
And never made another 
 
Thou art a queen, fair Lesley.  
Thy subjects we, before thee;  
Thou art divine, fair Lesely.  
The hearts 0' men adore thee. 
 
The deil he cotildna scaith thee;  
Or aught that sad belong thee;  
He'd look into' the bonnie face,  
And say "1 canna wrang thee" 
 
The Powers aboon will tent thee;  
Misfortune sha'na steer thee;  
Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely,  
That ill they'll ne'er let near thee 
 
Return again, fair Lesley  
Return to Caledonie  
That we may brag we hae a lass  
There's nane again sae bonnie. 
     Robert Burns 
 

 
ªÉÄÃ®Ä£ÉÆÃlPÉ ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀ¼ÀÄ 
 

ªÉÄÃ®Ä£ÉÆÃlPÉ ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀ¼ÀÄ 
 ºÀ®ªÀÅ ºÉtÎ¼À ¥ÀjAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ; 
CªÀ¼À ZÉ®ÄªÀ£ÀÄ £Á£É CjAiÉÄ£ÀÄ 
 £ÀUÀÄªÀvÀ£ÀPÉÆ°zÉ£ÉÆß¼ÀÄ. 
DUÀ PÀAqÉ£ÀÄ PÀtÚ ºÉÆ¼À¥À£ÀÄ, 
 M®ÄªÉÄ vÀÄ¼ÀPÀÄªÀ É̈¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
FUÀ £ÉÆÃqÀ¼ÀÄ, £Áa £ÀÄ°ªÀ¼ÀÄ, 
 £Á£ÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä ªÀÄÄ¤ªÀ¼ÀÄ; 
K£É ªÀiÁqÀ°, »rAiÀÄ§ É̄è£ÀÄ 
 PÀuÉÆÚ¼ÉÆ®«£À É̈¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄ. 
CªÀ¼À ºÀÄ©â£À UÀAmÉ ZÉAzÀªÉÇ! 
 KvÀPÀÄ½zÀgÀ £ÀUÉUÀ¼ÀÄ? 
 

H. COLERIDGE (1796 – 1849) : She is not fair to outward view 
 
 
She is not fair to outward View  

She is not fair to outward view 
As many maidens be ; 



Her loveliness I never knew 
Until she smiled on me. 
O then I saw her eye was bright, 
A well of love, a spring of light 
 
But now her looks are coy and cold,  
To mine they ne'er reply,  
And yet I cease not to behold  
The love-light in her eye:  
Her very frowns are fairer far  
Than smiles of other maidens are. 
     Hartley Coleridge 
 
 

PÀ£ÀPÁAV 
 

    s̈ÁªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, gÁUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, §UÉ§UÉAiÀÄ s̈ÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
   DªÁªÀÅªÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ ªÀÄ£ÀÄd£ÉzÉAiÀÄ, 
   PÁªÀÄgÁAiÀÄAUÉ®è PÀÄ®¥ÀÄgÉÆÃ»vÀgÁV 
   ºÉÆÃªÀiÁVßAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ©Ã¹ PÉgÀ½¸ÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ. 
 
    £É£É£É£ÉzÀÄ ªÉÄÊªÀÄgÉvÀÄ £À°AiÀÄÄªÉ£ÀÄ ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄ 
   vÀÛ£ÀÄ s̈À«¹ D ¢£ÀzÀ ¸ÀÄRzÀ ºÉÆvÀÛ, 
   CAzÀÄ É̈lÖzÀ vÀÄ¢AiÀÄ ªÀÄÄgÀÄPÀÄzÉÃUÀÄ®zÀ°è 
   vÀAzÀÄ «¢ü £À£ÀVvÀÛ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄ¤¢üAiÀÄ! 
 
    ¸ÀAeÉ̈ É¼ÀPÀÄUÀ¼ÉÆqÀ£É ¸ÀÄ½zÀÄ ªÉÄ®è£É É̈gÉzÀÄ 
   gÀAf¹vÀÄ £Á É̄Ý¸ÉUÉ É̈¼À¢AUÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   CªÀ¼ÀÄ EzÀÝ¼ÀÄ C°è, £À£Àß ªÉÆÃºÀzÀ ºÉtÄÚ, 
   £À£Áß±É, PÀ£ÀPÁAV, £À£Àß fÃªÀ! 
 
    »jzÀ RqÀÎªÀ ¦rzÀ «ÃgÀ¥ÀÄgÀÄµÀ£ÀzÉÆAzÀÄ 
   PÀj² É̄AiÀÄ «UÀæºÀªÀ £É«Ää¤AvÀÄ, 
   C®ÄUÀzÉAiÉÄ £Á£ÀÄ ºÁrzÀ ¥ÀzÀªÀ PÉÃ½zÀ¼ÀÄ, 
   vÉÆ®UÀzÉAiÉÄ vÀAVzÀÝ ¨É¼ÀQ£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 
 
    vÀ£ÀßzÁUÉÆAzÀjAiÀÄ¼ÀªÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÆgÀUÉA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄ, 
   £À£Áß±É, PÀ£ÀPÁAV, £À£Àß fÃªÀ! 
   CªÀ½UÉ£Àß° ªÉÄZÀÄÑ ºÉZÀÄÑ, £Á ºÁrzÀgÉ 
   CªÀ¼À£ÉzÉUÀgÀV¸ÀÄªÀ ºÁqÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄ. 
 
    ªÀÄÈzÀÄªÁV zÀÄBRgÁUÀªÀ£ÉwÛ £ÀÄr¹zÉ£ÀÄ, 
   ªÀÄÈzÀÄªÁV ºÁrzÉ£ÀÄ PÀgÀÄtPÀxÉAiÀÄ,  
   D ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥Á¼ÀÄzÉÃUÀÄ®PÉ vÀPÀÄÌ¢zÉA§ 



   ªÉÆÃºÀvÁ¥ÀªÀ£ÉÆgÉªÀ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄ¥ÀzÀªÀ. 
 
     PÉ£ÉßAiÀÄ° PÉA¥ÀÄ ©¼ÀÄ¥À£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄ½¹ PÉÃ½zÀ¼ÀÄ, 
   PÀtÚ £ÁaPÉ¥ÀlÄÖ £É®zÀ°lÄÖ; 
   vÀ£Àß ªÀÄÄRªÀ£ÀÄ ©qÀzÉ £Á £ÉÆÃqÀ¢gÀ̄ ÁgÉ 
   £É£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀ vÁ£É®è §®è¼ÀªÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
    ºÉÃ½zÉ£ÀÄ RqÀÎªÀ£ÀÄ gÀhÄ¼À¦¸ÀÄvÀ gÀtgÀAUÀ 
   zÁ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄqÀÄV¸ÀÄªÀ «ÃgÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ 
   MwÛ£ÀgÀ¹£À ªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÉÆ°¸À̄ ÁgÀvÀzÉ «ÄqÀÄQ 
   ºÀvÀÄÛªÀgÀÄµÀUÀ½AzÀ É̈AzÀ ¥ÀjAiÀÄ; 
 
    ºÉÃ½zÉ£ÀÄ §½PÀªÀ£ÀÄ £ÀªÉzÀÄºÉÆÃzÀÄzÀ£ÁºÀ! 
   QÃ¼ÀÄzÀ¤AiÀÄ°, ¨ÉÃvÀÄ, ©¸ÀÄ¸ÀÄAiÀÄÄåvÀ, 
   E£ÉÆß§â£ÉÆ®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ ºÁrzÀ §UÉAiÉÄ 
   £À£ÉÆß®ÄªÉÄ É̈ÃUÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ vÉgÉzÀgÀÄ»vÀÄ. 
    
    PÉ£ÉßAiÀÄ° PÉA¥ÀÄ ©¼ÀÄ¥À£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄ½¹ PÉÃ½zÀ¼ÀÄ, 
   PÀtÚ £ÁaPÉ¥ÀlÄÖ £É®zÀ°lÄÖ; 
   ©qÀzÉ ªÀÄÄRªÀ£É £ÉÆÃr, ªÀÄÄzÀÝ PÀtÚ° É̈Ãr, 
   ¤qÀÄ¸ÀÄAiÀÄÄÝ £ÀÄrªÉ£Àß ªÀÄ¤ß¹zÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
    ªÀÄgÀ½ ªÀÄÄAzÀPÉ PÀxÉAiÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÉ£ÀÄ – zÉÆgÉªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
   dgÉzÀÄ ¤µÀÌgÀÄtzÀ° £ÀÆQ©qÀ®Ä, 
   CqÀ«AiÉÆ¼ÀUÁ «ÃgÀZÉ¤ßUÀ£ÀÄ ºÀÄZÀÄÑ»r 
   zÉqÉ©qÀzÉ ºÀUÀ°gÀÄ¼ÀÄ vÉÆ¼À°zÀÄzÀ£ÀÄ. 
    
    MªÉÄä ºÀÄ° PÉqÉ¢gÀÄªÀ VjAiÀÄ UÀÄºÉAiÉÄqÉAiÀÄ°è, 
   MªÉÄä PÀvÀÛ¯É PÀ«zÀ ªÉÄ¼ÉUÀ¼À°è, 
   MªÉÄä ©¹ É̄ÆgÀVgÀÄªÀ ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀÄ PÀtÂªÉUÀ¼À°è, 
   ©ªÀÄä£À®è É̄èzÀÄÝ, §AzÀÄ §AzÀÄ. 
 
    CªÀ£À PÀuÉÚ¢gÁV ¤®ÄèªÀÅzÀÄ, £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
   £ÀªÀPÀ̄ ÁªÉÊ s̈ÀªÀzÀ gÀÆ¥ÀªÉÇAzÀÄ! 
   CzÀ£ÀnÖPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ£ÀÄ -``ºÉÆÃºÉÆ! gÁPÀë¹'' JAzÀÄ 
   É̈zÀjPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ£ÀPÀmÁ «ÃgÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    ªÀiÁrwºÀÄzÉÃ£ÉAzÀÄ w½AiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ, CªÀ£ÉÆªÉÄä 
   PÁqÀPÀ¼ÀîgÀ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ £ÀqÀÄªÉ £ÉUÉzÀÄ, 
   CªÀgÀÄ »rzÉ¼ÉvÀAzÀ ºÉuÉÆÚAzÀ ¸À®»zÀ£ÀÄ; 
   CªÀ¼É D PÀ̄ ÉèzÉAiÀÄ zÉÆgÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ! 



 
    DUÀ ªÀÄ£ÀUÀgÀVzÀ¼ÀÄ; DUÀ PÀA§¤UÀgÉzÀ 
   ¼ÁUÀ É̈ÃrzÀ¼É£Àß ªÀÄ¤ß¸ÉAzÀÄ; 
   vÀAzÀÄ UÀ«AiÀÄ°èj¹, DgÉÊPÉ ªÀiÁrzÀ¼ÀÄ 
   JAzÉÆ ©jzÉzÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆA¢¸ÀÄªÉ£ÉAzÀÄ. 
 
    £À̄ ÉèAiÉÆ®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀÄ, ¸À®è À̧®ÄèvÀ ¸ÉÆÃvÀÄ, 
   ªÉÄ®èªÉÄ®è£É ºÀÄZÀÄÑ vÉÆ®VºÉÆÃAiÀÄÄÛ; 
   vÉÆ®VºÉÆÃAiÀÄÛzÀgÉÆqÀ£É ºÀuÉÚ É̄AiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ É̄ÆgÀV,    
   £À®ÄV §®Ä£ÉÆA¢zÀÝ fÃªÀzÀÄ¹gÀÄ. 
 
    ªÀÄgÀtPÁ®zÀ ªÀiÁvÀ ºÉÃ¼ÀvÉÆqÀVzÉ£ÁºÀ! 
   PÀgÀÄtzÀ° PÀÄ¹zÀÄºÉÆÃAiÉÄÛ£Àß PÉÆgÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   eÁj ©zÀÄÝzÀÄ «ÃuÉ; £À£Àß ¨ÉqÀVAiÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ 
   «ÄÃj PÀÄ¢PÀÄ¢zÀÄQÌ ¸ÀÄjzÀÄºÉÆÃAiÀÄÄÛ. 
 
    ªÀÄ£ÀªÀ zÉÃºÀªÀ£À É̄ªÀ aªÀÄÄäUÉUÀ¼ÉÆAzÁV 
   WÀ£À̧ ÀºÀdzÀAUÀ£ÉAiÀÄ PÉgÀ½¹zÀÄªÀÅ:- 
   ¸À«AiÀÄ «uÁUÁ£À, PÀ¤PÀgÀzÀ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄPÀxÉ, 
   PÀ«zÀ PÀA¦£À ¹jAiÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉªÀ ¸ÀAeÉ; 
 
    D±ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ; D±ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÀ£À°¸ÀÄªÀ «WÀßUÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   D±ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÀqÀVºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ s̈ÀAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ; 
   §ºÀÄPÁ® ªÀÄ£À¹£À̄ É ªÀÄgÀ¹zÀÄÝ É̈¼À¹zÀÝ. 
   §ºÀÄPÁ® É̈¼À¹zÀÝ ªÁAcvÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
    ªÉÄÃgÉ«ÄÃgÀÄªÀ PÀgÀÄt ºÀµÀð ¥ÉæÃªÀÄUÀ¼ÉÆqÀ£É 
   ºÉÆÃjzÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆ¸ÀºÉtÄÚ ®eÉÓ¬ÄAzÀ; 
   ªÀÄ°èUÉAiÀÄ ©jªÀÄÄUÀÄ¼ÀªÉÄÃ É̄ §gÀÄªÉ®gÀAvÉ 
   ªÉÄ®è£ÀÄ°zÀ¼ÀÄ PÀqÉUÉ £À£Àß ºȨ́ ÀgÀ. 
 
    ¤qÀÄ¸ÀÄ¬ÄèUÀÄ©âzÉzÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQ, MPÀÌqÉUÉ 
   £ÀqÉzÀÄ ºÀzÀÄVzÀ¼É£ÀUÉ PÁtzÀAvÉ; 
   wgÀÄV ºÁUÉAiÉÄ vÁ£É £ÉlÖ£É£ÀßAiÀÄ §½UÉ 
   ºÀjzÀÄ§AzÀ¼ÀÄ ºÀ¤AiÀÄ PÀtÚ ZÉ£Éß. 
 
    ªÉÄvÀÛ£ÉAiÀÄ vÉÆÃ½£ÉÆ¼ÀUÀgÉ§¼À¹PÉÆAqÉ£Àß 
   £ÉÆwÛzÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ£ÉßzÉUÉ, C¼ÀÄQ §¼ÀÄQ; 
   vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ »AzÀPÉ ¸ÀjzÀÄ, PÀvÉÛwÛ, £ÉÆÃlªÀ£ÀÄ 
   ¤°¸ÀzÀ¼ÀÄ £ÁnzÀAvÉ£Àß ªÀÄÄR¢. 
 



    MAzÀÄ PÀqÉ, CzÀÄ ªÉÆÃºÀ; MAzÀÄ PÀqÉ ¸ÀAzÉÃºÀ; 
   MAzÀÄ PÀqÉ, ®eÉÓAiÉÄÃ §®è É̈qÀUÀÄ; 
   PÀtÂÚ£À° PÁtzÀAiÉÄ, ¸ÉÆÃQ¤AzÀ̄ É w½AiÀÄ 
   É̄£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ ¥ÀzÀgÀ£ÉA§ ZÀzÀÄgÀÄ. 
 
    ©r¹zÉ£ÀÄ ©üÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄ, £Ér¹zÉ£ÀÄ ±ÁAwAiÀÄ£ÀÄ, 
   £ÀÄr¹zÉ£ÀÄ ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ° ºÀ¼ÉAiÉÆ®ªÀ£ÀÄ; 
   ¥ÀqÉzÉ £Á¤AvÉ£Àß ªÀÄqÀ¢ PÀ£ÀPÁAVAiÀÄ£ÀÄ, 
   PÀqÀÄZÉ®ÄªÀÅ ºÉÆ¼ÉzȨ́ ÉªÀ £ÀªÀªÀzsÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 

     COLERIDGE (1772 – 1834) : Love 
 

Love 
All thoughts, all passions, all delights,  
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,  
All are but ministers of love,  
And feed his sacred flame, 
 
Oft in my waking dreams do I  
Live o'er again that happy hour,  
When midway on the mount I lay  
Beside the ruin'd tower, 
 
The moonshine stealing o'er the scene  
Had blended with the lights of eve;  
And she was there my hope, my joy.  
My own dear Geneieve!. 
 
She leaned against the armed man,  
The statue of the armed knight;  
She stood and listend to my lay.  
Amid the lingering light. 
 
Few sorrows hath she of her own,  
My hope! my joy ! my Gene vie ve.!. 

She loves me best whene'er I sing  
The songs that make her grieve. 
 
I play'd a soft and doleful air,  
I sang an old and moving story  
And old rude song, that suited well  
That ruin wild and hoary. 
 
 
She listen'd with a fitting blush,  
With downcast eyes and modest grace;  
For well she knew I could not choosed  
But gaze upon her face. 
 



1 told her of the knight that wore  
Upon his shield a burning brand;  
And that for ten long years he woo'd  
The Lady of the Land. 
 
1 told her how he pined ; and ah !  
The deep, the low, the pleading tone  
With which I sang another's love  
Interpreted my own. 
 
She listen'd with a flitting blush,  
With downcast eyes and modest grace;  
And she forgave me, that I gazed  
Too fondly on her face. 
 
But when I told the cruel scorn  
That crazed that bold and lovely knight,  
And that he crosse'd the mountain-woods,  
Nor rested day nor night; 
 
That sometimes from the savage den,  
And some times from the darksome shade,  
And sometimes starting up at once  
In green and sunny glade. 
 
There came and look'd him in the face,  
An angel beautiful and bright;  
And that be knew it was a fiend,  
This miserable knight! 
 
And that, unknowing what he did,  
He leap'd amid a murderous band,  
And saved from outrage worse than death  
The Lady of the Land; 
 
 
And how she wept, and clasp'd his knees  
And how she tended in vain;,  
And ever strove to expiate  
The scorn that crazed his brain';. 
 
And that she nursed him in a cave,  
And how his madness went away,  
When on the yellow forest leaves  
A dying man he lay; 
 
His dying words - but when I reached  
That tenderest strain of all the ditty,  
My faltering voice and pausing harp  
Disturb'd her soul with pity; 
 
All impulses of soul and sense  
Had thrille'd guileless Genavieve;  



The music and the doleful-tale,  
The rich and balmy eve.; 
 
And hopes' and fears that kindle hope,  
And undistinguishable throng.  
And gently wishes long subdued,  
Subdued and cherish'd long! 
 
She wept with pity and delight, 
She blush'd with love and virgin shame ; 
And like the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 
Her bosom heaved-she stepp'd aside,  
As conscious of my Iqpk she stept  
Then suddenly, with timorous eye  
She fled to me and wept. 
 
She half enclosed me with her arms  
She press'd me with a meek embrace;  
And bending back her head, look'd up,  
And gazed upon my face. 
 
Tvvas partly love, and partly fear,  
And partly7 'twas a bashful art,  
That I might rather feel, than see,  
The swelling of her heart. - 
 
I calm'd her fears, and she was calm,  
And told her love with virgin pride,  
And so I won my Genevieve,  
My bright and beauteous bride. 
 
    Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

    
     ¥ÉæÃªÀÄgÀºÀ¸Àå 
 

   MgÀvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ É̈gÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ §½ ¸ÀAzÀÄ; 
   ºÉÆ¼É ºÀjzÀÄ PÀqÀ®° PÀÆqÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ §AzÀÄ; 
   UÀUÀ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀÄ UÁ½UÀ¼ÀÄ ºÀUÀ̄ É®è É̈AzÀÄ 
   ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ §AiÀÄ¹PÉÆAqÉÆAzÀ£ÉÆAzÀÄ. 
   zsÀgÀtÂAiÉÆ¼ÀUÁªÀÅzÀÆ MAn¬ÄºÀÄ¢®è- 
   ¸É¼ÉªÉÇAzÀÄ ¢ªÀå«¢ü¬ÄAzÀ dUÀªÉ®è 
   É̈ÃgÉ EgÀ̄ ÁgÀzÉAiÉÄ, «ÄÃgÀzÉAiÉÄ, ¸ÉÃgÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ; 
   ¤Ã£ÉÃPÉ É̈ÃgÉ EgÀÄªÉ?- J É̄ ZÉ£Éß, 
    ¤Ã£ÉÃPÉ É̈ÃgÉ EgÀÄªÉ? 
 
   J¼À©¹®Ä £É®ªÀ£ÀÄß vÀ§ÄâªÀÅzÀÄ vÉUÉzÀÄ; 
   ªÀÄ¼ÉªÀÄÄV® ªÀÄÄlÄÖªÀÅªÀÅ É̈lÖUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÉUÉzÀÄ; 
   É̈¼À¢AUÀ½½vÀAzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃPÀÄvÀ̄ É ºÉÆ«Ää 



   ¸É¼ÉzÀ̄ ÉUÀ¼À¥ÀÄàªÀÅªÀÅ »VÎ a«Ää. 
   ¸ÉÆPÀÄÌªÀÅªÀÅ ºÀÆªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ ©APÀªÀ£ÀÄ ©lÄÖ, 
   CPÀÌvÀAVAiÀÄgÀAvÉ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛUÀ¼À PÉÆlÄÖ, 
   AiÀiÁgÉvÀÛ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛUÀ¼À ©ÃjPÉÆ¼À̄ ÉÃ£ÀÄ ¥sÀ®, 
   ¤Ã£É£ÀUÉ ©gÀ¢gÀÄªÉ - J É̄ ZÉ£Éß 
    ¤Ã£É£ÀUÉ ©ÃgÀ¢gÀÄªÉ! 
 

     SHELLEY (1792 -1822) : Love's Philosophy 
 

Love's Philosophy 
The fountains mingle with the river  
And the rivers with the ocean,  
The winds of heaven mix for ever  
With a sweet emotion;  
Nothing in the world is single,  
All things by a law divine  
In one another's being mingle  
Why not I with thine ? 
 
See the mountains kiss high heaven  
And the waves clasp one another;  
No sister-flower would be forgiven.  
If it disdain'd its brother:  
And the sunlight clasps the earth,  
And the moon beams kiss the sea,  
What are these kissings worth,  
If thou kiss not me? 
    Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
 
    ©APÀzÀ ¹AUÁj 
 

   aªÀÄÄävÀ ¤jAiÀÄ£ÀÄ §£ÀzÀ° §AzÀ¼ÀÄ 
    ©APÀzÀ ¹AUÁj; 
   ºÉÆ«ÄäzÀ ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀ° ªÉÄgÉ¬ÄvÀÄ ºÀQÌ 
    PÉÆgÀ°£À zÀ¤zÉÆÃj. 
 
   ºÉÃ¼É̄ É ºÀQÌ, ZÉ®ÄªÀ£ÀÄ ¹QÌ, 
    £À£ÀUÉ ªÀÄzÀÄªÉAiÉÄAzÀÄ? 
   D½©â§âgÀÄ PÉÃjAiÀÄ ¸ÀÄwÛ, 
    ºÉUÀ®° ºÉÆvÀÛAzÀÄ! 
 
   ºÀQÌAiÉÄ ºÉÃ¼ÉÊ, M¸ÀUÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄAZÀªÀ 
    ¹AUÀj¸ÀÄªÀgÁgÀÄ? 
   ¸ÉÆQÌ£À ºÉuÉÚÃ ªÀÄtÚ°PÀÄ½AiÀÄ£ÀÄ  
    D¼À¢ vÉUÉAiÀÄÄªÀgÀÄ. 



 
   CqÀ«AiÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¼Àî° «ÄAa£À ºÀÄ¼ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
    ¥ÀAd£ÀÄ »rAiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ. 
   VqÀUÀ¼À ºÉÆ½î£À UÀÆ¨ÉUÀ¼É̄ Áè 
    ¨Á ºÀ̧ ÉUÉ£ÀÄßªÀÅªÀÅ! 
       SCOTT (1771-1832) : Proud Maisie 
 
 

The Pride of youth 
 
Proud Maisie is in the wood, 
 Walking so early;  
Sweet Robin sits on the bush, 
 Singing so rarely. 
 
Tell me, thou bonny bird,  
When shall I marry me ?' - 
'When six braw getlemen  
Kirkward shall carry ye'. 

'Who makes the bridal bed, 
Biride, say truly?' 
-'The gray-headed sexton 
That delves the grave duly: 
The glowworm o'er grave and stone 
Shall light thee steady; 
The owl from the steeple sing 
Welcome, proud lady 
    Sir Walter Scott 

 
    ªÀ¸ÀAvÀPÁ®zÉÆ®ÄªÉÄ 
 

    M®ÄªÉÄ JAzÉA¢UÀÆ, 
    ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄAvÉ ºÀjAiÀÄÄvÀÛ, 
   PÁ®gÁAiÀÄ£À ¨ÁAiÉÄÎ ©Ã¼À¢gÀ®Ä, 
    É̈ÃgÉÆAzÀÄ s̈ÁUÀåªÀ£ÀÄ 
    ºÁgÀzÉAiÉÄ §UÉUÀªÀÄj 
   ©VAiÉÄªÉÃ F ºÉÆ£Àß ¸ÀAPÀ É̄AiÀÄ£ÀÄ! 
    ºÁVgÀzÉ ¤lÄÖ¹gÀÄ 
    É̈ÃUÀ ©¹AiÉÄÃgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   ºÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ UÀjºÉÆAiÀÄÄÝ «ÄAa£ÉÆ®ªÉÄ; 
    CzÀPÁV M°AiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ 
    ªÀÄzÀªÉÃj MPÁÌ®- 
   D PÁ®ªÁªÀÅzÀÄ? ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀPÁ®! 
 
    M°zÀªÀgÀÄ É̈ÃgÁV, 



    ¥sÀ°¸ÀzÁ¸ÉAiÀÄ vÉÆgÉzÀÄ, 
   JzÉ ©jzÀÄ ¸ÁªÉ UÀw J£ÀÄßwºÀgÀÄ. 
    PÉ®PÁ® £ÀÆPÀÄªÀgÀÄ, 
    £À®ÄUÀzÉAiÉÄ PÁtÄªÀgÀÄ 
   PÁtÄvÀ̄ É PÉgÀ¼ÀÄvÀÛ £ÀgÀ½zÀªÀgÀÄ! 
    ZÉAzÀzÀ° E§âgÀÆ 
    ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ PÁ®, 
   D PÁ® »jPÉÆ¼À° M®ÄªÉÄ¹jAiÀÄ; 
    ZÀ½UÁ® PÀ«AiÀÄÄvÀ̄ É 
    G½ªÀÅzÉÆÃ, C½ªÀÅzÉÆÃ- 
   C½AiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉ ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀPÁ®? 
       BYRON (1788 – 1824) : Could love for ever 
 

    Could love -for ever 

(The Royal assent was given to a bill for "restoring Edward :zgerald and his sisters Pamel and Lucy to their blood" 
13,1819) 

Could love for ever 
Run like a river, 
And Time's endeavour 

Be tried in Vain- 

 

No other pleasure  

With this could measure;  

And like a .treasure 
We'd hug the chain. 
 
But since our sighing  
Ends not iri dying,  
And, formed for flying, 
Love plumes his wing; 

Then for this reason 
Let's love a season; 
But let that season be only spring. 
     George Gardon Byron, Lord 

  
 
    ¨ÉÃqÀ ©qÀÄ £ÁªÀ É̄ªÀÅ¢£ÀÄß 
 

    É̈ÃqÀ ©qÀÄ £ÁªÀ̄ ÉªÀÅ¢£ÀÄß, 
     EgÀÄ¼À°è ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÛ£ÀÄß, 
    DzÀgÀÆ, ªÉÆzÀ®AvÉ M°zÉ EºÉ£À̄ Áè, 



     wAUÀ¼ÀÆ É̈¼ÀUÀÄwºÀÄzÀ̄ Áè! 
 
    vÀ£ÉÆßgÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀªÉÄAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ RqÀÎ, 
     vÀ£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ vÉÃAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ fÃªÀ -    
    ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ §®ÄzÀtÂ¢ºÀÄzÀÄ, G¹gÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ, 
     M®ÄªÉÄUÀÆ, ©qÀÄªÀÅ É̈ÃPÀÄ. 
 
    EgÀÄ¼ÉÃPÉ? M°AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀPÀ̄ Áè? 
     ªÀÄgÀÄ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉ É̈ÃUÀ É̈¼ÀUÉ̄ Áè! 
    PÀ̄ ÉèzÉAiÉÄ, É̈ÃqÀ ©qÀÄ £ÁªÀ É̄ªÀÅ¢£ÀÄß 
     wAUÀ½£À É̈¼ÀQ£À°è£ÀÄß. 
 

      BYRON : We'll go no more aroving 
 

So, Well Go No More A roving 
 
So, we'll go no more a roving 
 So late into the night,  
Though the heart be still as loving, 

 And the moon be still as bright. 
 
For the sword outwears its sheath, 
 And the soul wears out the breast,. 
And the heart must pause to breathe,  

  And lover itself have rest. 
 

Though the night was made for loving. 
 And the day returns too soon,  
Yet we'll go no more a roving 

 By the light of the moon. 
    George Gardon Byron 

 
 
     ªÀÄÄ¢AiÀÄ gÁªÀÄUËqÀ 
 

    PÀÄjUÀ¼É̄ Áè gÉÆ¥ÀàzÀ°è, zÀ£ÀUÀ¼É̄ Áè vÉÆnÖAiÀÄ°è, 
    d£ÀUÀ¼É̄ Áè ºÀnÖAiÀÄ°è §¼À° PÉqÉzÀgÀÄ vÉ¥ÀàUÉ; 
    UÀAqÀ UÉÆgÀPÉºÉÆAiÀÄÄåwºÀ£ÀÄ ¤zÉÝ PÀ«zÀÄ ªÀÄUÀÄÎ®°è- 
    £À£ÀUÉÆ ºÉÆmÉÖAiÀÄ zÀÄBRªÉ¯Áè PÀtÚ ºÀ¤AiÀÄ° ¸ÀÄjªÀÅzÀÄ. 
 
    aPÀÌ ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀ ZÁªÀÄ£ÉÆ°zÀÄ ªÀÄzÀÄªÉUÉ£Àß §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝ, 
    ªÀiÁvÀ£ÉvÀÛ®Ä gÉÆPÀÌ«®èzÉ £Áa ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É EgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. 
    zÀÄqÀÄØPÁ¸À£ÀÄ PÀÆrºÁPÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃV ºÀqÀUÀ ¸ÉÃjPÉÆAqÀ- 
    zÀÄqÀÄØPÁ¸À£ÀÄ £À£Àß ¸À®ÄªÉÃ PÀÆrºÁPÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃzÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    CªÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃV £ÉlÖUÉ̄ Áè JgÀqÀÄ ªÁgÀ PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ°®è. 



    C¥Àà PÉÊAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄjzÀÄPÉÆAqÀ; PÀ¼ÀîgÉÆAiÀÄÝgÀÄ zÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
    CªÀé £ÀgÀ¼ÀÄvÀ ©zÀÄÝPÉÆAqÀ¼ÀÄ, ZÁªÀÄ JvÀÛ É̄Æ PÀqÀ®°zÀÝ£ÀÄ. 
    EvÀÛ ªÀÄÄ¢AiÀÄ gÁªÀÄUËqÀ £À£Àß §AiÀÄ¹ §AzÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    C¥Àà ºÉÆgÀUÉ UÉAiÀÄå¯ÁgÀ, CªÀé M¼ÀUÉ £ÉAiÀÄå¯ÁgÀ¼ÀÄ; 
    ºÀUÀ® EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ zÀÄrzÀÆ £ÀªÀÄUÉ »lÄÖ ºÀÄlÖzÀÄ. 
    gÁªÀÄUËqÀ PÀµÀÖPÁzÀ; PÉÊAiÀÄ »rzÀÄ PÀtÚ £É£À¹, 
    CªÀgÀ ¸À®ÄªÁUÉ£Àß, ZÉ¤ß, ªÀÄzÀÄªÉAiÀiÁUÀÄ, JAzÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    £À£Àß ªÀÄ£À̧ ÉÆìÃ M É̄è£É£ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ; ZÁªÀÄ §gÀÄªÀ £ÀZÀÄÑ ºÉÆÃUÀzÀÄ; 
    J°è §gÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ? UÁ½ §rzÀÄ ºÀqÀUÀÄ ¥ÀÄr¥ÀÄrAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
    ºÀqÀUÀÄ ¥ÀÄr¥ÀÄrAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀAiÉÆåÃ! ¸ÁAiÀÄzÉÃvÀPÉ ZÁªÀÄ G½zÀ! 
    PÉÆgÀV £Á¤Ã É̈ÃUÉAiÀÄ°è KPÉ §zÀÄPÀÄwÛgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ! 
 
    C¥Àà ºÉÃ½zÀ, UÀzÀjPÉÆAqÀ , CªÀé ¨ÁAiÀÄ° DqÀM®è¼ÀÄ; 
    CªÀ¼ÀÄ £ÉÆÃrzÀ £ÉÆÃlªÉÃ £À£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ¤j¬ÄvÀÄ, ªÀÄÄj¬ÄvÀÄ. 
    CªÀ£À PÉÊAiÀÄ° PÉÊAiÀÄ¤lÖgÀÄ; ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄ PÀqÀ®° ¤AvÀÄºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
    CAvÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¢AiÀÄ gÁªÀÄUËqÀ £À£ÀUÉ UÀAqÀ£ÁzÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    ªÀÄzÀÄªÉAiÀiÁV £ÉlÖUÉ̄ Áè £Á®ÄÌªÁgÀ PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ°®è, 
    ¨ÁV®°è PÀ®èªÉÄÃ É̄ PÀÄ½vÀÄ PÉÆgÀUÀÄvÀ – PÀAqÉ£ÀÄ! 
    UÁ½AiÀiÁV §AzÀ ZÁªÀÄ JAzÉPÉÆAqÉ£ÀÄ – ZÁªÀÄ £ÀPÀÄÌ, 
    vÉgÀªÀ vÀAzÉ, ªÀÄzÀÄªÉAiÀiÁUÀ®Ä §AzÉ, ZÉ¤ß, JAzÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
    ©QÌ ©QÌ £ÀÄr¹, £ÀÄr¹, zÀÄBRªÉ̄ Áè ºÉÃ½PÉÆAqÉªÀÅ, 
    MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄvÀÛ ¸É¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÉªÀÅ – CnÖ©mÉÖ, DUÀ̄ É! 
    ¸ÁAiÀÄ M É̄è£É £Á£ÀÄ ¥Á¦! CAiÉÆåÃ! ¥Á¦UÉ ¸ÁªÀÅ §ºÀÄzÉ? 
    ºÀÄlÖzÉ EgÀ̈ ÁgÀzÉÃ! F É̈ÃUÉ̈ Á¼À£ÀÄ vÁ¼É£ÉÃ! 
 
    UÁ½AiÀiÁV ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄÄwgÀÄªÉ- ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ PÉ®¸À CPÀÌj®è. 
    ZÁªÀÄ£À£ÀÄ £É£ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¥Á¥À; JµÉÆÖ vÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÉ ªÀÄ£À¸À£ÀÄ. 
    M¼Éî UÀgÀwAiÀiÁV §zÀÄPÀ®Ä JzÉAiÀÄ£ÉµÉÆÖ UÀnÖªÀiÁqÀÄªÉ, 
    gÁªÀÄUËqÀ£À ¦æÃw £ÀA§PÉUÀAvÀÄ zÉÆæÃºÀªÀ §UÉªÉ£ÀÄ! 
 

     LADY LINDSAY (1750 – 1825) : Auld Robin Gray 
 
 

Auld Robin Gray 
 
when the sheep are in the fauld, and the kye at home 
And a' the warld to rest are gane,  
The waes O' my heart fa' in showers frae my a'e,  
While my gudeman lies sound by me. 



Young Jamie le'ed me wed, and sought me for his bride;  
But saving a croun he had naething else beside:  
To make the croun a pund, young Jamie gaed to sea;  
And the croun and the pund were baith for me. 
 
He hadna been awa's week but only twa, 
When my father brak his arm and the cow was stown awa; 
My mother she fell sick, and my Jamie at the sea 
Ana auld Rabin Gray came a-courtin me. 
 
My father conldna work; and my mother couldna spin;  
I toiFd day and night, but their bread I couldna win;  
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi' tears in his e'e  
Said, Jennie, for their sakes, O, marry me ! 
 
My heart it said nay; I looked for Jamie back : 
But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was awreck ; 
His ship it was awrack-why didna Jamie dee ? 
Or why do I live to cry, Wae's me ? 
 
My father urgit sail' : my mother didna speak;  
But she look'd in my face till my heart was like to break  
They gi'ed him my hand, but my heart was at the sea;  
Sae auld Robin Gray he was gudeman to me. 
 
1 hadna been a wife a week but only four,  
When mournfu's as I sat on the stane at the door,  
I saw my Jamie's wraith, for a I couldna think it he  
Till he said, I'm come name to marry thee. 

O sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we say; 
We took but ae kiss, and I bad him gang away: 
I wish that I were dead, but I'm no like to dee ; 
And way was I born to say, wae's me! 
 
I gang like a ghaist, and I carena to spin;  
I daurna think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin;  
But I'll do my best a gude wife ay to be,  
For auld Robin Gray he is kind unto me. 
     Lady Anne Lindsay 
 

     ºÉzÀgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ £Á ¤£Àß ©£ÁßtPÉ É̄ ºÉuÉÚ 
 

    ºÉzÀgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ £Á ¤£Àß ©£ÁßtPÉ̄ É ºÉuÉÚ,  
     ºÉzÀgÀ¢gÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ. 
    ºÉÆgÀ̄ ÁgÀzÀ¼À°AzÀ £ÉÆAzÀªÀ£ÀÄ vÀAzÀªÀ£ÀÄ 
     ºÉÆj¸ÀÄªÉ£É ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ? 
 
    ºÉzÀgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¤£Àß £ÀUÉ, ¤£Àß £ÀÄr, ¤£Àß £ÀqÉUÉ- 
     ºÉzÀgÀ¢gÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ. 



    ºÉÆ®èzÀjAiÀÄzÀ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÉÆ É̄äAiÀÄ° ¸ÉÃªÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ 
     ¸À°è¸ÀÄªÉ zÁ¸À ¤£ÀUÉ. 
 

      SHELLEY : I fear thy kisses, gentle maiden 
 

    To 
I fear thy kisses, gentle maiden;  
Thou needest not fear mine  
My spirit is too deply laden  
Ever to burthen thine. 
 
I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion;  
Thou needest not fear mine;  
Innocent is the heart's devotion  
With which I worship thine. 
     Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
 
   MAzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄ ¯ÉÆÃPÀ ºÉÆ¯ÉUÉr¹PÉÆArºÀÄzÀÄ 
 

    MAzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄ É̄ÆÃPÀ ºÉÆ¯ÉUÉr¹PÉÆArºÀÄzÀÄ, 
     ºÉÆ®UÉr¸É£ÀzÀ£ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ; 
    MAzÀÄ s̈ÁªÀzÀ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀjAiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ dgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
      dgÉAiÀÄ¨ÉÃqÀzÀ£ÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ; 
    MAzÀÄ ªÀÄ£À¹£À §AiÀÄPÉ vÁ §jAiÀÄ ºÀA§°PÉ, 
     KvÀPÀqÀV¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀzÀ£ÀÄ? 
    MAzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀÄPÀzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ £À£ÀV¤zÀÄ ¤¤ßAzÀ- 
     «ÄPÀÌªÀgÀ É̈Ã¼ÀÄªÉUÀ¼ÉÃ£ÀÄ? 
 
    C£ÀÄgÁUÀªÉAzÀÄ d£ÀgÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀ PÉÆqÉ£ÀÄ, 
     PÉÆqÀÄªÉ¤zÀ - ¤Ã PÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉÇqÉ; 
    zÉÃªÀgÉÆ¥ÀÄàªÀ vÉgÀ¢ ªÉÄÃ® §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄªÀ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ 
     ¥ÀÆeÉUÉÊªÀAvÀ ¥ÀÆeÉ; 
    vÁgÉAiÀÄ° ¸ÉÆqÀgÀ ºÀÄ¼ÀÄ, É̈¼ÀV£À° PÁjgÀÄ¼ÀÄ, 
     D±É¥ÀqÀÄªÀAvÀ D±É; 
    F zÀÄBR s̈ÀÆ«ÄUÀwzÀÆgÀªÁVºÀÄzÀgÀ° 
     ±ÀæzÉÞ¬ÄqÀÄªÀAvÀ ±ÀæzÉÞ. 
 

      SHELLEY : One word is too often profaned 
      

To 

One word is to often profaned 
For me to profane it. 
One feeling too falsely disdain'd 
For thee to disdain it; 



One hope is too like despair 
For prudence to smother 
And pity from thee more dear 
Than that from another. 
 
I can give not what men call love ;  
But wilt thou accept not  
The worship the heart lifts above  
And the Heavens reject not,  
The desire of the moth for the star,  
Of the night for the morrow,  
The devotion to something afar  
From the sphere of our sorrow ? 
     Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
¤£ÉÆß¼É£ÀUÉÆ®«®è 
 

     ¤£ÉÆß¼É£ÀUÉÆ®«®è  E®è, M®«®è  
     ¤Ã£ÀvÀÛ ºÉÆÃzÉAiÉÄ£É PÀAzÀÄªÉ£ÀzÉÃ£ÀÄ! 
     ¨Á£À vÀuÉâ¼ÀPÉ®è PÀtÝtÂAiÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß 
     £ÉÆÃr £À°ªÀÅªÉ JAzÀÄ PÀgÀÄ§ÄªÉ£ÀzÉÃ£ÀÄ! 
 
     ¤£ÉÆß¼À£ÀUÉÆ®«®è- DzÀgÉ, CzÉÃ£ÉÆÃ, 
     ¤Ã£ÉÃ£É ªÀiÁqÀÄwgÀÄ, CzÉ £À£ÀUÉ ZÉ®ÄªÀÅ! 
     M§â½gÀÄvÁUÁUÀ ¸ÀÄAiÀÄÄåªÉ£ÀÄ ¤£ÀßAvÉ 
     £Á£ÉÆ°zÀjgÀ̈ ÁgÀzÉ JAzÀÄ £ÉÆAzÀÄ. 
  
     ¤£ÉÆß¼É£ÀUÉÆ®«®è  PÀtÂÎ®èªÁV, 
     Q«AiÉÆ¼ÁzÀgÀÄ, ¤£Àß ¸À«£ÀÄrUÀ¼ÀÄ®ÄºÀÄ 
     G½¢gÀ®Ä, ªÀiÁvÁr, C½¸ÀÄªÀgÉ CzÀ£ÉAzÀÄ 
     ªÀÄÄ½AiÀÄÄªÉ£ÀÄ £À£Àß PÀlÖPÀÌj£À §½AiÀÄÆ. 
 
     ¤£Àß¼É£ÀUÉÆ®«®è- DzÀgÀÆ PÀ¥ÁàV, 
     D¼ÀzÀ° ºÉÆ¼À¦qÀÄªÀ ¤£Àß £ÀÄrUÀtÄÚ, 
     £Á PÀAqÀ «ÄPÁÌªÀ PÀtÚ£ÀÆ ªÀÄgÉªÀiÁr, 
     ªÀÄÄAzÉ ¤®ÄªÀÅªÀÅ §AzÀÄ, £ÀqÀÄ«gÀ¼À ºÉÆvÀÄÛ. 
 
     ¤£ÉÆß¼É£ÀUÉÆ®«®è -§ É̄è, M®«®è! 
     £ÉZÀÑgÉÃ, DzÀgÀÆ, ªÀiÁdzÉ£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ! 
     ¤£ÉßqÉAiÉÄ £ÉmÉÖ£Àß PÀtÚ PÀAqÀªÀgÉ®è, 
     CwÛvÀÛ ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄÄvÀÛ £À̧ ÀÄ£ÀUÀÄªÀgÀPÀl! 
 

      CAROLINE NORTON (1808  1877) : I do not love thee 
 

 



I do not love thee 
 
I do not love thee - no, I do not love thee !  
And yet when thon art absent I am sad;  
And envy even the bright blue sky above thee,  
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad. 
 
1 do not love thee ! Yet I know not -why,  
Whate'er thou dost seems still well done to me;  
And often in my Solitude I sigh  
That those I do love are not more like thee! 
 
I do not love thee! yet when thou art gone  
I hate the sound (though those who speak be dear,  
Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone  
Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear 
 
I do not love thee! - yet thy, speaking eyes  
With their deep, bright, and most expressive blue,  
Between me and the midnight heaven arise,  
Oftner than any eyes I ever knew. 
 
I know I do not love thee ! Yet alas !  
Others will scarcely trust my candid heart ;  
And oft I catch them smiling as they pass, 
Because they see me gazing where thou art. 

Caroline Elizebeth Sarah Norton 
 
     MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ 
 

     MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ - ªÀÄvÉÛ ¨ÁgÉ£ÀÄ. 
    MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ - ªÀÄvÉÛ ºÉÆÃgÉ£ÀÄ. 
    »AzÀÄªÀÄÄA¢£À ¨ÉÃUÉAiÉÄ¯Áè 
    £ÀAzÉ, MAzÉÃ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ, £À̄ Éè! 
     
     CAiÉÆå, CjAiÀÄzÉ, M®ÄªÉÄAiÉÆUÉzÀÄ, 
    PÀAiÀÄå »rzÀjUÉgÀqÀ §UÉzÀÄ, 
    vÀqÉzÀÄ, vÀqÉAiÀÄzÉ, £Áa, ºÉtV, 
    PÀqÉUÉ ¸ÉÆÃvÉªÀÅ £ÁªÀÅ, £À̄ Éè. 
 
     M°zÀÄzÁ¬ÄvÀÄ, £À°zÀÄzÁ¬ÄvÀÄ, 
    £ÉÆAzÀÄzÁ¬ÄvÀÄ, É̈AzÀÄzÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
    E¯Éè £ÀgÀPÀªÀ PÀAqÀÄzÁ¬ÄvÀÄ; 
    J®è D¬ÄvÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ £À̄ Éè. 
 
     M°AiÀÄ¢zÉÝªÉ CZÀÄÑªÉÄZÀÄÑ, 



    M°AiÀÄ¢zÉÝªÉ ºÀÄZÀÄÑºÀÄZÀÄÑ, 
    PÁt¢zÉÝªÉ, vÉÆgÉAiÀÄ¢zÉÝªÉ, 
    E®è F JzÉ©jªÀÅ, £À̄ Éè! 
 
     UÉ®Äè ¤Ã£ÉÃ zsÀªÀÄð; ªÀiÁ¸ÀzÉ 
    ¤®Äè, bÀ®«£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÉ; 
    PÉmÉÖªÉÃ, £ÁªÉzÉUÉ £ÉmÉÖªÉ 
    ¸ÀvÉÛ ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀ PÉÆgÀUÀ, £À̄ Éè! 
 
     MAzÉ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ - ªÀÄvÉÛ ¨ÉÃqÉ£ÀÄ. 
    MAzÉ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ - ªÀÄvÉÛ PÁqÉ£ÀÄ. 
    ¨ÁgÉ, £À£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ¼À®£É̄ Áè 
    »Ãj PÀ¼ÀÄºÉ, £À£Àß £À̄ Éè! 
        BURNS : Ae fond kiss 
 
 

Ae Fond Kiss 
 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;  
Ae farewell and then for ever  
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,  
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee,  
Who shall say that fortune grieves him  
While the star of hope she leaves him ?  
Me, nae chearfu' twinkle lights me ;  
Dark despair around benights me. 
 
I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy,  
Naething could resist my Nancy:  
But to see her, was to love her;  
Love but her, and love for ever.  
Had we never loved sae kindly,  
Had we never met - or never parted,  
We had ne'er been broken-hearted.  
Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest 
Thine be like a joy and treasure, 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 
Ae fare weel, alas for ever 
Deep in Heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 
      Robert Burns 

 
     



¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ ¸ÀAPÀl 
 

    ¸ÉÆqÀ®ÄgÀÄ½ ªÀÄÄjAiÀÄÄvÀÛ É̄Ã, 
   ºÀÄrAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ©Ã¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀA¢ É̈¼ÀPÀÄ. 
    ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ZÉzÀÄgÀÄvÀÛ É̄Ã, 
   ¨ÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀÄ¼É©®è §tÚ É̈qÀUÀÄ. 
    «ÃuÉAiÉÄ¼É ºÀjAiÀÄÄvÀÛ É̄Ã, 
   ªÀiÁtÄªÀÅªÀÅ £É£À¦AzÀ UÁ£ÀzÀÄ®ÄºÀÄ. 
    M°zÀªÀgÀÄ £ÀÄrAiÀÄÄvÀÛ É̄Ã, 
   M®ÄªÉÄªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼É®è ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄÄwºÀÄªÀÅ. 
 
    UÁ£ÀPÁAwUÀ¼ÉAvÀªÀÅ 
   «ÃuȨ́ ÉÆqÀ®½zÉÆqÀ£É G½AiÀÄ¢ºÀÄªÀÅ. 
    CAvÉÆ°zÀ ¸ÉÆPÀÌqÀUÀ®Ä, 
   ¸ÀAvÀ̧ ÀzÀ gÁUÀªÀ£É JzÉAiÀÄÄ°AiÀÄzÀÄ. 
    UÉÆÃ¼ÀÄPÀgÉAiÉÆAzÀÄ°ªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   ºÁ¼ÀÄUÀÄrAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ ªÉÆgÉªÀ UÁ½AiÀÄªÉÇ®Ä; 
    £Á«PÀgÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄUÀÄwgÀ®Ä 
   ¸ÁªÉÇgÉzÀÄ PÀgÉzÀ¼ÀÄªÀ vÉgÉUÀ¼ÀªÉÇ®Ä. 
 
    ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀ̄ ÉvÀÄªÉ£À®Ä, 
   ªÉÆzÀ̄ ÉÆ®ÄªÉÄ UÀÆqÀ£ÀÄ½zÉÆÃqÀÄwºÀÄzÀÄ. 
    ¥ÀqÉzÀ ¹jAiÀÄqÀV, ºÀ®Ä©, 
   vÀqÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀzÉ vÀqÉªÀ UÀw §gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. 
    J¯É M®ÄªÉÄ, ZÀAZÀ®UÀ¼ÉÃ    
   £É®zÀ §zÀÄPÀÄUÀ¼ÉAzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄªÉAiÀÄ¯Á, 
    PÉlÖ ZÀAZÀ® ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÉÃ 
   vÉÆnÖ É̄Ã, ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÄ, CzÉ ¤£ÀUÉ awAiÉÄÃ? 
 
    gÁUÀzÀ° vÀÆUÀÄªÀÅzÀzÀÄ, 
   vÀÆUÀÄªÉÇ®Ä ©gÀUÁ½ ªÀÄjV½AiÀÄ£ÀÄ. 
    ºÉÆ¼ÉªÀ ªÀÄw CtQ¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
   ZÀ½ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ªÀÄÆrzÉ¼À£ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÉÇ®Ä, 
    PÉÆÃqÀ vÀÄ¢ §AiÀÄ¯ÁUÀÄvÀ, 
   UÀÆrAzÀ §gÀ®Ä PÉÆ¼ÉvÀÄ¢gÀÄ¢gÀÄvÀ, 
    »ªÀÄUÁ½UÉÆqÀ̄ ÉÆqÀÄØªÉ, 
   £ÀªÉÄªÉ, £ÀUÉUÉqÉAiÀiÁV ªÀÄÄzÀÄjPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ! 
 

      SHELLEY : Flight of Love 
 
      
 



The Flight of Love 
 
When the lamp is shattered,  
The light in the dust lies dead  
When the cloud is scattered,  
The rainbow's glory is shed.  
When the lute is broken,  
Sweet tones are remembered not;  
When the lips have spoken,  
Love accents are soon forgot. 

As music and splendor 
Survive not the lamp and the lute, 
The heart's echoes render 
No song when the spirit is mute 
No song but sad dirges, 
Like the wind through a ruined cell, 
Or the mournful surges 
That ring the dead seaman's knell. 

When hearts have once mingled. 
Love first leaves the well-built nest; 
The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possest. 
O Love who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here, 
Why choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier? 

Its passions will rock thee 
As the storms rock the raven on high; 
Bright reason will mock thee 
Like the sun from a wintry sky 
om thy nest every rafter 
ill rot, and thine eagle home 
jave thee naked to laughter. 
hen leaves fall and cold winds come. 
     Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
©lÖ ºÉtÄÚ 

 

    ZÉ®ÄªÀÅ ZÉ®ÄèªÀ vÉÆgÉAiÀÄ PÀgÉUÀ¼À, 
     JAvÀÄ ªÉÄgÉ«gÉÆ CgÀ¼ÀÄvÀ! 
    JAvÀÄ PÉ̄ É«gÉÆ ºÀQÌUÀ½gÁ, 
     ºÀ®Ä§ÄwºÉ£ÉÃ £ÀgÀ¼ÀÄvÀ! 
    
    ªÀÄgÀzÀ ¥ÉÆzÉAiÀÄ° ºÁr, ºÀQÌAiÉÄ,  
     PÉÆgÉzÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀ ©j¸ÀÄªÉ; 



    vÉÆgÉzÀ ªÀAZÀPÀ£ÉÆ°¹ £ÀA©¹ 
     £À°zÀ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À £É£À̧ ÀÄªÉ! 
 
    ¤£Àß UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ£À PÀÆr ºÁqÀÄªÉ, 
     £À£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀ ©j¸ÀÄªÉ 
    »ÃUÉ PÀÆrzÉ, »ÃUÉ ºÁrzÉ, 
     DUÀ, F UÀwAiÀÄjAiÀÄzÉ! 
 
    §½îUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉuÉªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄ vÉÆÃgÀÄvÀ 
     £À®è£ÉÆqÀ¤®è É̄zÉ£ÉÃ! 
    vÀªÀÄä ¥ÉæÃªÀÄPÉ ºÀQÌ £À°zÀgÉ, 
     £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÉæÃªÀÄPÉ £À°zÉ£ÉÃ! 
 
    M°zÀÄ, £À°zÀÄ, UÀÄ¯Á©AiÉÆAzÀ£ÀÄ 
     ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄîVqÀzÀ° PÉÆAiÉÄÝ£ÉÃ; 
    PÀ¼Àî, PÀÄ¸ÀÄªÀÄªÀ PÀzÀÄÝ, PÀÄlÄPÀÄªÀ 
     ªÀÄÄ¼Àî£É£Àß° ©lÖ£ÉÃ! 
 

       BURNS : Bonnie Doon 

Bonnie Doon 
Ye Flowery banks 0' bonnie Doon,  
How can ye bloom sae fair  
How can ye chant/ye little birds,  
And I sae fu' O' care. 
 
Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird  
That sings upon the bough;  
Thou minds me 0' the happy days  
When my fause Luve was true. 
 
Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird  
that sings beside thy mate;  
For sae I sat, and sae I sang,  
And wist na of my fate. 
 
Aft hae I roved by bonnie Doon  
To see the woodbine twine ;  
And ilka bird sang o' its love,  
And sae did I o' mine. 
 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 
 Frae aff its thorny tree;  
And my fause luver straw the rose,  
But left the thorn wi' me. 
     Robert Burns 

 



    zÀÄBR¸ÉÃvÀÄ 
 

    C£ÁxÉ EªÀ½£ÉÆß§â 
     ½Ã d£Àä gÉÆÃ¹, 
    ªÉÃzsÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ vÁ¼ÀzÉAiÉÄ 
     ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVzÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉUÉ. 
 
    ªÉÄ®èVªÀ¼À£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄlÄÖ, 
     ªÀÄgÀÄV »rzÉvÀÄÛ, 
    K£ÀÄ PÉÆÃªÀÄ®PÁAiÀÄ! 
     ºÉÆ¼À¥ÀÄ ºÉÆ¸À¥ÁæAiÀÄ! 
    £ÉÆÃqÀÄ, ªÉÄÊAiÉÆ¼ÀUÀÄrUÉ 
     vÉÆAiÀÄÄÝ ºÀwÛºÀÄzÀÄ; 
    vÉÆÃr, vÉÆgÉvÉÆgÉAiÀiÁV 
     ºÉÆ¼É §¹AiÀÄÄwºÀÄzÀÄ. 
    JzÉUÀgÀUÀÄ, ¨Á, JvÀÄÛ, 
     ªÀiÁPÀj¸ÀzÉÆ°zÀÄ. 
 
    zÀÄqÀÄQ, PÀlÖ£ÀÄ «ÄÃj, 
     PÉlÖªÀ¼ÀÄ EªÀ¼ÀÄ, 
    vÁ£ÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ PÀªÀÄð 
    vÀ£Àß É̈£Àß° §AzÀÄ 
     ¸ÀÄlÖªÀ¼ÀÄ EªÀ¼ÀÄ; 
    J£ÀÄvÀ zÉÆÃµÀªÀ É̈zÀQ 
     UÀzÀgÀ¢gÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ. 
    CªÀ¼À ¥Á¥ÀUÀ¼ÉÃ£ÉÆ, 
     ºÉÆ®è£ÀqÉAiÉÄÃ£ÉÆ, 
    CzÀgÉtÂPÉVzÉ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ? 
     £ÁªÉ dgÉªÀªÀgÀÄ? 
 
    dªÀgÁAiÀÄ £ÀÄAV¢Ã 
     ºÉtÄÚªÀÄUÀÄ«£À° 
    ºÉÆgÉzÀ PÀ®äµÀ vÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ, 
    FUÀ vÁ£ÀÄ½¢ºÀÄzÀÄ, 
    ZÉ®ÄªÁzÀ, ¤gÀä®zÀ 
     ºÉtÄÚvÀ£ÀªÉÇAzÀÄ! 
 
    K£ÀÄ PÀgÉUÀ¼É EgÀ°, 
     ºÉtÄÚºÀÄlÖºÀÄzÀÄ. 
    MgÀ̧ ÀÄ D vÀÄnUÀ¼À£ÀÄ, 
     PȨ́ ÀgÉÆ¸ÀgÀÄwºÀÄzÀÄ. 



    PÀlÄÖ PÀÆqÀ¹ PÀÄgÀÄ¼À,   
    PÀjAiÀÄ ¸ÉÆA¦£À PÀÄgÀÄ¼À, 
     C¢Ý PÉzÀjºÀÄzÀÄ. 
    DjªÀ¼ÀÄ? ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÄ°è? 
     §®èªÀgÀÄ AiÀiÁgÀÄ? 
 
    EªÀ¼À vÀAzÉAiÀÄzÁgÀÄ? 
    EªÀ¼À vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄzÁgÀÄ? 
    CPÀÌvÀAVAiÀÄjºÀgÉ? 
     CtÚvÀªÀÄä¢gÀÄ? 
    E£ÀÄß CPÀÌgÉAiÀiÁvÀ, 
    E£ÀÄß ºÀwÛgÀzÁvÀ 
     ªÀÄvÉÆÛ§â¤ºÀ£ÉÆ? 
    ¤j»rzÀÄ, £ÀqÀÄªÉÃj, 
    vÉÆzÀ¼ÀÄªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄ ©Ãj, 
    PÉÆgÀUÀ £ÀV¸À®Ä §®è 
     ªÀÄUÀÄ«®èªÉÃ£ÉÆÃ? 
 
    DºÀ, J®èqÀVvÉÆÃ 
    DgÀåzsÀgÀäzÀ PÀgÀÄt, 
    DgÀåd£ÀUÀ¼À ªÀÄgÀÄPÀ, 
     GjAiÀÄÄªÀ£É §®è! 
    CAiÉÆå, K£À£ÁåAiÀÄ, 
    vÀÄA©¢Ã HgÀ°è, 
     ªÀÄ£É EªÀ½V®è. 
    vÀÄA©¢Ã d£ÀzÀ°è 
     £ÉgÉ EªÀ½V®è. 
    C£ÁxÉ ºÁ, ¢QÌ®è, 
     ªÀÄgÀtªÉÃ ±ÀgÀtÄ. 
 
    ºÉvÀÛªÀgÀ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÉÇÃ, 
    ¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀgÀ ¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÉÇÃ, 
    PÀÆrzÀ£À ¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÉÇÃ, 
    ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À° ¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÉÇÃ, 
    AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÆ »rAiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ 
     vÀqÉAiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ ºÉÆÃAiÉÄÛ? 
    ¤µÀÌgÀÄtgÀ° É̈AzÀÄ, 
    ¥ÉæÃªÀÄ¸ÁUÀgÀzÀªÀÄÈvÀ 
     §AiÀÄ®ÄzÉÆgÉAiÀiÁAiÉÄÛ? 
    ¢Ã£ÀgÀPÀë÷PÀ ªÉÆgÉAiÀÄ 
    PÉÃ½ PÁ¥ÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 



     vÀ£ÀUÉ ºÀÄ¹AiÀiÁAiÉÄÛ? 
    K£ÀÄ §AvÉÆÃ zÀÄBR, 
    K£ÀÄ §AvÉÆÃ gÉÆÃµÀ, 
    PÀÆægÀªÀÄ£À̧ À£ÀÄ ªÀiÁr 
    ©ÃjzÀ¼ÀÄ §zÀÄPÀ! 
 
    HgÀ ªÀÄ£É̈ É¼ÀPÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
     zÀÆgÀ ¸ÀjAiÀÄÄvÀÛ, 
    PÀvÀÛ¯ÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆ¼É ºÀjzÀÄ 
     ºÀwÛgÀPÉ §gÀÄvÀ, 
    ZÀ½UÁ½ ¸ÉÆÃQzÀgÉ 
     É̈aÑ £ÀqÀÄUÀÄªÀ¼ÀÄ, 
    É̈aÑzÀ¼É, £ÀqÀÄVzÀ¼É, 
    ºÉzÀjzÀ¼É ºÉÆ¼ÉUÉ? 
    ºÀÄZÀÄÑ »r¹zÀ ºÁ¼ÀÄ 
     ¨Á¼À vÉUÉzÉÆUÉzÀÄ, 
    K¤zÉAiÉÆ CjAiÀÄ¢ºÀ 
     ¸ÁªÀ PÉ¼É§UÉzÀÄ, 
    J¯ÁèzÀgÀÆ ¸ÀjAiÉÄ, 
    J¯ÁèzÀgÀÆ ¸ÀjAiÉÄ, 
    F É̄ÆÃPÀ É̈ÃqÉAzÀÄ 
     ºÁjzÀ¼ÀÄ £ÉUÉzÀÄ. 
   
     ºÁjzÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVzÀ¼ÀÄ, 
    vÉÃ°zÀ¼ÀÄ, PÉÆaÑzÀ¼ÀÄ, 
     PÉÆgÉªÀ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ, 
    J®ªÉÇ PÁªÀÄÄPÀ, PÀlÄPÀ, 
    E°è ¨Á, £ÉÆÃqÀÄ ¨Á, 
    J°è ¨ÉZÀÑUÉ ªÀÄ®V 
    ¸À̄ Áè¥ÀªÀiÁqÀÄwºÉ, 
    FUÀ ¨Á, £ÉÆÃqÀÄ ¨Á,  
    EªÀ¼ÉÆqÀ£É ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄUÀÄ ¨Á, 
     ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄUÀÄ ¨Á, ¥Á¦! 

ªÉÄ®èVªÀ¼À£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄlÄÖ, 
ªÀÄgÀÄV »rzÉvÀÄÛ. 
K£ÀÄ PÉÆÃªÀÄ®PÁAiÀÄ! 
ºÉÆ¼À¥ÀÄ ºÉÆ¸À¥ÁæAiÀÄ! 
PÉÊPÁ®ÄUÀ¼À ¸ÀªÀj 
ªÀÄÈzÀÄªÁV ªÀÄr¸ÀÄ; 
©gÀÄUÀtÚ £ÉÆÃlªÀ£ÀÄß 
gÉ¥ÉàAiÀÄ° PÀ«¸ÀÄ;- 



dgÉAiÀÄÄªÀgÀ, ºÀ½AiÀÄÄªÀgÀ, 
PÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÀgÀ, vÀÄ½AiÀÄÄªÀgÀ, 
Q« PÉÃ½ PÉÃ½, 
ºÀ®ÄèªÀÄÄrAiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÀaÑ 
PÀ®ÄèªÀÄ£À̧ ÁzÁUÀ  
£ÉlÄÖ¢Ã £ÉÆÃl! 
 
ªÀÄÄAzÀ §®èªÀgÁgÀÄ? 
EAzÁAiÀÄÄÛ ±ÁAw. 
zÉÃªÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢gÀ°, 
£ÁªÀÅ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ »A¸É, 
CzÉ £ÀgÀPÀ»A¸É! 
zÀÄBTUÀ¼À, ¥Á¦UÀ¼À  
£ÁªÀÅ ¢üPÀÌj¸ÀÄªÉªÀÅ 
zÀÆgÀ ClÄÖªÉªÀÅ. 
ClÖ£Á jÃwAiÀÄ° 
vÀAzÉ, gÀPÀëPÀ£ÀÄ. 
zÉÊ£ÀåzÀ°, ªÀiË£ÀzÀ° 
vÀ£Àß ¥Á¥ÀªÀ£ÉÆ¦à 
ªÀÄgÉºÉÆUÀÄªÀ£ÁxÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ 
JzÉAiÀÄ°è PÉÊªÀÄÄV¹ 
CªÀ£À §½ PÀ¼ÀÄºÀÄ. 
 

 Hood (1799-1845): Bridge of Sighs 
 

The Bridge of Sighs 
 
One more Unfortunate  
Weary of breath..  
Rashly importunate,  
Gone to her death  
Take her up tenderly,  
Lift her with care;  
Fashion'd so slenderly,  
Round, and so fair  
Look at her garments  
Chinging like cerements,  
Whilst the wave constantly"  
Drips from her clothing; 
Take her up instantly, 
Loving, not loathing. 
Touch her not scornfully; 
Think of her mournfully. 
Gently and humanly; 
Not of the stains of her 



All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 
Make on deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 
Rash and undutiful: 
Past all dishonour, 
Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 
Still, for all slips of hers, 
One of Eve's family 
Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily, 
 
Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb, 
Her fair auburn tresses: 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home? 
Who was her father? 
Who was her mother? 
Had she a sister? 
Had she a brother? 
Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other? 
Alas for the rarity, 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun 
0 it was pitiful 
Near a Whole city full. 
Home she had none. 
Sisterly, brotherly, 
Fatherly, motherly 
Feeling had changed: 
Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its eminence. 
Even God's providence 
Seeming estranged. 
Where the lamps quiver 
So far in the river, 
With many a light 
From window and casement, 
From garret to basement, 
She stood, with amazement, 
Houseless by night. 
The bleak wind of March 
Made her tremble and shiver; 
But not the dark arch, 
Or the black flowing river: 



Mad from life's history, 
Clad to death's mystery 
Swifttobehurl'd 
Any where, any where 
out of the world 
In she plunged boldly, 
No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran, 
Over the brink of it, 
Picture it, think of it, 
Dissolute man 
Leave in it, drink of it 
Then, if you can  
Take her up tenderly  
Lift her with care,  
Fashion'd so slenderly,  
Young, and so fair  
Ere her limbs frigidly  
Stiffen too rigidly,  
Decently, kindly, 
Smooth and compose them;  
And her eyes, close them,  
Starring so blindly  
Dreadfully staring  
Thro' muddy impurity, 
 As when with the daring  
Last look of despairing  
Fix'd on futurity  
Perishing gloomily,  
Spurr'd by contumely.  
Cold inhumanity,  
Burning insanity,  
Into her rest  
Cross her hands humbly, 
As if praying dumbly, 
Over her breast 
Owning her breast 
Her evil behaviour, 
And leaving, with meakness, 
Her sins to her Saviour 
    Thomas Hood 



 
 

PÁjºÉUÀÎqÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
 

¥ÀqÀÄªÀ¢§âzÀ UËqÀ£ÉÆ§â£ÀÄ 
©qÀzÉ vÉÆgÉAiÀÄ£À PÀÆVPÉÆAqÀ£ÀÄ; 
vÀqÉAiÀÄ¢ÃUÀ̄ É UÀqÀÄªÀ ºÁ¬Ä¸ÀÄ, 
PÉÆqÀÄªÉ PÉÃ½zÀ ºÉÆ£Àß£ÀÄ. 
 
DgÀÄ ¤Ã«Ã PÀgÀÄV ªÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÀ  
¤ÃgÀ PÁAiÀÄ® ºÁAiÀÄÄªÀªÀgÀÄ? 
¥ÀqÀÄªÀ¢§âzÀ UËqÀ £Á¤Ã 
ªÀÄqÀ¢ PÁjAiÀÄ PÀÄªÀjAiÀÄÄ. 
 
Nr §AzÉªÀÅ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ ¢ªÀ¸À; 
eÁqÀ »rzÀÄ »AzÉ §AzÀgÀÄ; 
£ÀªÀÄä¤ÃPÀtÂªÉAiÀÄ° PÀAqÀgÉ 
a«Ää ºÀjªÀÅzÀÄ £ÉvÀÛgÀÄ. 
 
ºÀwÛ PÀÄzÀÄgÉAiÀÄ vÀgÀÄ© §gÀÄªÀgÀÄ, 
ªÀÄÄwÛPÉÆAqÀgÉ £À£Àß PÉÆ®ÄªÀgÀÄ; 
WÉÆÃgÀzÀÄBRzÀ £ÁjAiÀÄ£ÀÄ §½ 
PÁgÀÄ £ÀV¸À®Ä §®ègÀÄ? 
 
DUÀ, CAdzÉ, vÉÆgÉ£ÉAzÀ£ÀÄ: 
É̈ÃUÀ, fÃAiÀiÁ, NqÀ vÀgÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ, 

¸ÀÄqÀ° ºÉÆ£ÀÄß, É̈qÀV ¤¤ßÃ 
ªÀÄqÀ¢ UÉÆÃ¸ÀÄUÀ §gÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ. 
 
DzÀÄzÁUÀ°, ªÀÄÄ¢Ý£ÀgÀVtÂ 
UÁzÀ UÀAqÀªÀ PÁzÀÄPÉÆqÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ. 
PÀqÀ®Ä £ÉÆgÉUÀqÉzÉzÀÄÝ PÀÄ¢AiÀÄ° 
UÀqÀÄªÀ ºÁ¬Ä¹ ©qÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ, 
 
vÀÆgÀÄUÁ½UÉ PÀqÀ®Ä PÀÄ¢¬ÄvÀÄ, 
¤ÃgÀ zÉªÀéUÀ¼ÀgÀaPÉÆAqÀÄªÀÅ, 
ºÉ¥ÀÄàªÉÆÃqÀzÀ ºÀÄ§ÄâUÀAnUÉ 
PÀ¥ÀàUÁzÀÄªÀÅ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
 
PÉgÀ½ PÉgÀ½ UÁ½ ZÀaÑvÀÄ; 
EgÀÄ¼À PÀvÀÛ É̄ PÀ«zÀÄ ªÀÄÄaÑvÀÄ;- 
PÀtÂªÉ¬Ä½ªÀgÀ PÀÄzÀÄgÉ PÀwÛAiÀÄ  



RtÂRtÂzsÀé¤ PÉÃ½vÀÄ! 
 
K¼ÀÄ, É̈ÃUÉÃ¼ÀtÚ. JAzÀ¼ÀÄ; 
ºÀÆ½PÉÆ¼À° £À£Àß PÀqÀ®Ä, 
ªÀÄÄ½zÀ ªÀÄÄV® vÀqÉAiÀÄ§ É̄è, 
ªÀÄÄ½zÀ vÀAzÉAiÀÄ vÀqÉAiÉÄ£ÀÄ. 
 
EvÀÛ PÀgÉªÉÆgÉ »AzÀPÁ¬ÄvÀÄ; 
CvÀÛ vÉgÉªÉÆgÉ ¸ÀÄwÛPÉÆArvÀÄÛ; 
D¼À PÉÊAiÀÄ° vÁ¼À§ºÀÄzÉÃ 
K¼ÀÄ©Ã½£À PÀqÀ®zÀÄ! 
 
C¯ÉUÀ¼À§âgÀzÀ°è «ÄÃn 
ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄUÀÄwºÀgÀÄ, K¼ÀÄwºÀgÀÄ- 
PÀgÉUÉ §AzÀ PÁjºÉUÀÎqÉ, 
PÀgÀV ªÀÄÄ½¸ÀÄ, CvÀÛ£ÀÄ! 
 
vÉÆAqÀÄvÉgÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQ£À°è, 
PÀAqÀÄ ªÀÄUÀ¼À, PÀgÀVºÉÆÃzÀ_ 
MAzÀÄ PÉÊ ¤ÃrzÀ¼ÀÄ £ÉgÉ«UÉ, 
MAzÀÄ vÀ©âvÀÄ £À®è£À! 
 
ªÀÄgÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄgÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄUÀ¼É JAzÀ, 
ªÉÆgÉªÀ PÁAiÀÄ® UÀAl°AzÀ; 
ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ, M¦àzÉ ¤£Àß £À®è£À, 
ªÀÄgÀ¼ÀÄ PÀAzÁ JAzÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
ªÀÄgÀ¼À§ºÀÄzÉ? ºÉÆÃUÀ§ºÀÄzÉÃ? 
PÀgÉAiÀÄ vÉgÉAiÀÄ¥Àà½¹ ºÉÆAiÀÄÄÝ 
ºÉÆgÀ½ºÉÆÃzÀÄªÀÅ ªÀÄUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ É̄ 
PÉÆgÀV£À° CªÀ£ÀÄ½zÀ£ÀÄ. 
 

  Campbell; Lord Ullin's Daughter 
 

Lord Ullin's Daughter  
A chieftain to the Highlands bound  
Cries Boatman, do not tarry.  
And I'll give thee a silver pound  
To row us o'er the ferry. 
 
Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle  
This dark and stormy water!  
'0 I'm the chief of Ulva's isle.  



And this. Lord Ullin's daughter. 
 
'And fast before her father's w men  
Three days we've fled together.  
For should he find us in the glen.  
My blood would stain the heather. 
 
"His horsemen hard behind us ride- 
Should they our steeps discover.  
Then who will cheer my bonny ride  
When they have slain her lover! 
 
Out spoke the hardy Highland wight,  
Til go, my chief, 1'am ready:  
It is not for your silver bright.  
But for your winsome lady: 
 
And by my word the bonny bird  
In danger shall not tarry ;  
So though the woves are raging white  
I'll row you o'er the ferry. 
 
By this the storm grew loud apace,  
The water-wraith was shrieking-;  
And in the scowl of heaven each -face  
Grew dark as they were speaking. 
 
But still as wilder blew the wind  
And as the night grew drearer,  
A doon the glen rode armed men,  
Their trampling sounded nearer 
 
'0 haste thee, haste' the lady cries,  
Though tempests round us gather;  
I'll meet the raging of the skies.  
But not an angry father. 
 
The boat has left a stormy land.  
A stormy sea before her.  
When. Oh too strong for human hand  
The tempest gathe'd o'er her. 
 
And still they row'd amidst the roar  
Of waters fast prevailing:  
Lord Ullin reach'd that fatal shore,  
His wrath wras changed to wailing. 
 
For, sore dismar'd, through storm and shade,  
His child he did discover:  
One lovely hand she stretch'd for aid,  



And one was round her lover. 
 
Come back, corne back, he cried in grief  
Across this stormy water:  
And I'll forgive your Highland chief,  
My daughter O, my daughter. 
 
Twas vain: the loud waves lash'd the shore, 
Return or aid preventing: 
The water wild went o'er his child, 
And he was left lamenting. 
    Thomas Campbell 

 
 

ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀÄ 
 

K¼ÀÄ ªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ¢gÀÄ ZÉÆÃ¼ÀgÁAiÀÄ¤UÉ, 
M§â vÁAiÀÄ ¹jªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ. 
¸Á®zÉÆAzÀÄ ¢£À ºÉÃ½ ªÀÄÄV¸ÀÄªÀgÉ 
ºÀ©âºÉuÉzÀªÀgÀ »vÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
K¼ÀÄ £ÉÊ¢¯ÉUÀ¼ÀPÀÌvÀAVAiÀÄgÀÄ, 
ªÀiÁ¯ÉAiÉÆAzÀgÀ° ºÉÆA¢PÉ. 
CªÀgÀ vÀAzÉAiÉÆÃ, ¢üÃgÀ, PÁ¼ÀUÀzÉÆ 
¼ÀªÀgÀ aAvÉAiÀÄ£É PÉÆ¼Àî£ÉtÂPÉAiÀÄ°- 
CªÀ¤UÀµÀÄÖ gÀÄa gÀtzÀ°! 
vÁ¼ÀÄ PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, vÀÄA§Ä PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, 
ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ s̈ÀAUÀPÉ. 
 
ªÉÄgÉªÀ ªÀÄÆqÀ®°, ªÉÆgÉzÀÄ wÃqÀÄvÀ°, 
UÁ½ vÀgÀÄ§ÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÀqÀ®£ÀÄ; 
vÉgÉUÀ¼ÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ, ºÉÆgÀ½ ©Ã¼ÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ 
ZÉÆÃ¼ÀªÀÄAqÀ®ªÀ  vÉÆ¼ÉªÀÅªÀÅ. 
ºÀqÀUÀ £ÀqȨ́ ÀÄvÀ°. PÀqÀ® ºÁAiÀÄÄvÀ°, 
vÀrAiÀÄ ¸ÉÃgÀÄªÀgÀÄ PÀ¼ÀîgÀÄ. 
§Æ¢ªÀÄgÀ½£À° zÀÄªÀÄÄQ ¤®ÄèªÀgÀÄ; 
PÁ¢ PÀ«AiÀÄ®zÉÆ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ £ÁAiÀÄPÀ£ÀÄ 
H¢ ªÉÆ¼ÀUÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ PÉÆA§£ÀÄ, 
vÁ¼ÀÄ PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, vÀÄA§Ä PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, 
ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ s̈ÀAUÀPÉ. 
 
£ÉÆÃl¹AUÀgÀzÀ vÉÆÃlzÉÆwÛ£À° 
ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄPÀÄPÉÆA¨ÉUÀ¼À £ÉgÀ¼À°, 
ªÉÄÃ¼ÀzÉÆgÀVgÀÄªÀgÉÃ¼ÀÄ PÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀÄ 
«Ä¸ÀÄ¤fAPÉUÀ¼À vÉgÀzÀ°. 



D¼À ¨ÉÆ É̈âAiÀÄ£ÀÄ PÉÃ½ É̈ZÀÄÑvÀ°, 
©Ã¼ÀÄvÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀ° ºÀjªÀgÀÄ; 
eÁj ªÀÄÄUÀÄÎªÀgÀÄ, £ÉUÉzÀÄ £ÀÄUÀÄÎªÀgÀÄ- 
¢üÃgÀ d£ÀPÀ£ÉÃ, ¸ÀÆgÉUÉ°ègÀÄªÉ? 
¸ÀÆgÉ E°è ¹jªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ! 
vÁ¼ÀÄ PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, vÀÄA§Ä PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, 
ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ s̈ÀAUÀPÉ. 
JqÀPÉ §®PÉ ¸ÀjzÉÃ¼ÀÄ PÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀÄ 
ºÀ¼ÀîwnÖ£À° ºÀjªÀgÀÄ; 
¤r¹ ¸ÉÆQÌ£À°, ©qÀzÉ ¨É¤ß£À° 
PÀ¼ÀîZÉ¤ßUÀgÀÄ §gÀÄªÀgÀÄ. 
dgÉzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀgÀÄ-"ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄ 
ªÀÄgÀÄ¼ÀÄ vÀAzÉ CªÀ£À̄ ÉªÀ£ÀÄ. 
§jzÀÄ ¸ÁPÀÄ ªÀÄ£É, ªÀÄgÀ½ §AzÀªÀUÉ- 
£ÀªÀÄUÉ PÀÄgÀÄ¼À̧ ÀÄ½ ¨Áa w¢ÝPÉÆ½, 
£ÀªÀÄUÉ, ZÉ®ÄªÉAiÀÄgÀÄ M°¬Äj." 
vÁ¼ÀÄ PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, vÀÄA§Ä PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, 
ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ s̈ÀAUÀPÉ. 
 
PÉ®ªÀgÀvÀÛPÀqÉ, PÉ®ªÀjvÀÛPÀqÉ, 
ZÉ°è UÁ½ªÀÄÄV®AzÀ¢, 
"§¤ß J®ègÀÆ-E£ÀÄß ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉ, 
J®è ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉ" JAzÀgÀÄ. 
C¯Éè MAzÀÄ PÉgÉ; §AqÉ PÀrzÀÄ PÀgÉ, 
C°è D½£Àr ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄzÀÄ. 
ºÀjzÀÄ, D±ÉvÉÆgÉzÉÆAzÉ ºÁj£À° 
£ÉgÉAiÀÄÄvÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀgÀÄ ºÁj ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVzÀgÀÄ, 
ªÀÄgÀ½ PÀtÂÚ£À° ©Ã¼ÀgÀÄ. 
vÁ¼ÀÄ PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, vÀÄA§Ä PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, 
ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ s̈ÀAUÀPÉ. 
 
PÉgÉAiÀÄ ¤ÃgÀÄgÀÄ½ ºÀjªÀ PÁ®ÄºÉÆ¼É 
PÉÆgÉPÀ®°è ¸ÀÄ½zÁqÀÄvÀ, 
UÀgÀÄPÉPÀ®è §½, ºÉÆgÀ½ £ÀgÀ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
ªÉÄgÉªÀ PÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀÄ £É£ÉAiÀÄÄvÀ. 
K¼ÀÄ ¢§âUÀ¼ÀÄ, ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀÄºÉÆ¢PÉAiÀÄ°, 
D¼À¢AzÀ £ÉUÉzÉzÀÄÝªÀÅ. 
£ÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀÄPÀzÀ° £ÁUÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀÄ 
vÀAzÀÄ PÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ£À°è ºÀÆ½ºÀgÀÄ 
JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀgÀÄ vÉÆgÉAiÀÄgÀÄ. 
vÁ¼ÀÄ PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, vÀÄA§Ä PÀA§¤AiÀÄ, 



ZÉÆÃ¼ÀPÀ£ÉßAiÀÄgÀ s̈ÀAUÀPÉ. 
 

  Wordsworth: The Seven Sisters 
 

The Seven Sisters 
 i 
SEVEN Daughters had Lord Archi bald, 
All children of one mother : 
You could not say in one short day 
What love they bore each other. 
A garland, of seven lilies, wrought; 
Seven sisters that together dwell, 
But he, bold knight as ever fought, 
Their father, took of them no thought, 
He loved the wars so well. 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The soltitude of Binnorie ! 
  II 
Fresh blows the wind, a western wind, 
And from the shores of Erin, 
Across the wave, .a Rover brave 
To Binnorie is steering: 
Rights onward to the Scottish strand 
The gallantship is borne; 
The warriors leap upon the land, 
And hark! the Leader of the band 
Hath blown his Bugle horn. 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The soltitude of Binnorie. 
 
  Ill  
Beside a grotto of their own  
With boughs above them closing,  
The seven are laid, and in the shade  
They lie like fawns resposing. 
 
But now, upstarting with affright 
At noise of man and steed. 
Away they fly to left, to right- 
Of yonr fair household. Father-knight 
Methinks you take small heed! 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The soltitude of Binnorie. 

IV 
Away the seven fair Campbells fly,  

And, over hill and hollow,  

With menace proud, and insult loud,  

The youthful Rovers follow.  

Cried they, "Your father loves to roam:  



Enough for him to find  

The empty house when he comes home;  

For us your yellow ringlets comb,  

For us be fair and kind !"  

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,  

The soltitude of Binnorie. 

 
  V 
Some close behind, some side to side. 
Like clouds in stormy weather; 
They run, and cry, "Nay, let us die. 
And let us together 
A lake was near; the shore was steep ; 
There never foot had been; 
They ran, and with a desperate leap 
Together plunged into the deep, 
Nor ever more were seen. 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The soltitude of Binnorie. 

VI 
The stream that flows out of the lake,  

As through the glen it rumbles  

Repeats a moan o'er moss and stone, 
For those seven lovely Campbells.  
Sever little Islands, green and bare  
Have risen from out the deep :  
The fishers say, those sisters fair  
By faeries all are buried there  
And there together sleep.  
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,  
The soltitude of Binnorie. 
    William Wordsworth : The Seven Sisters 

 
 

C½¤ 
 

C½¤AiÀÄvÀÛ É̄ ºÉÆÃUÉ£À®è, 
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ ºÀUÀ®Ä PÀgÉªÀ¼À®è. 
CAiÉÆå, CvÀÛ¯É ºÉÆÃUÉ£À®è, 
ºÀÄ°AiÀÄPÉÆÃmÉAiÀÄ §AiÀÄ®°! 
 
ºÉÆ®èzÁ JzÉ £É£ÀºÀ £É£ÉzÀÄzÀÄ, 
ºÉÆ®èzÉÃ PÉÊ UÀÄjAiÀÄ¤lÄÖzÀÄ, 
C½¤. CgÀVtÂ, ¸ÀvÀÄÛ©zÀÄÝzÀÄ 
£À£Àß£ÀÄ½¹, vÉÆÃ¼À°. 
 



PÀÄ¢AiÀÄzÉÃ JzÉ É̈AQ ªÀÄÆr, 
©zÀÄÝ £ÀÄrAiÀÄzÀ ºÉtÚ £ÉÆÃr! 
M¥ÀàUÉÊzÉ£ÀÄ §PÀÄwUÀÆr 
ºÀÄ°AiÀÄPÉÆÃmÉAiÀÄ §AiÀÄ®° 
 
¤ÃgÀ vÀrAiÀÄ° £Á£ÀÄ ¸ÉÃj, 
£À£Àß ºÀUÉAiÉÄÃ zÁj vÉÆÃj, 
£À£Àß ºÀUÉAiÉÄÃ zÁj vÉÆÃj, 
ºÀÄ°AiÀÄPÉÆÃmÉAiÀÄ §AiÀÄ®° 
 
E½zÀÄ PÀwÛAiÀÄ »jzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ, 
vÀjzÉ£ÀªÀ£À£ÀÄ vÀÄAqÀÄ vÀÄAqÀÄ, 
vÀjzÉªÀ£À£ÀÄ vÀÄAqÀÄ vÀÄAqÀÄ- 
¸ÀvÀÛªÀ¼À ºÀUÉ wÃgÀ°! 
 
C½¤, ZÉ®ÄªÉ! ºÉÆÃ®®¼ÀªÉ? 
¤£Àß PÀÄgÀÄ¼À£ÀÄ ªÀiÁ¯ÉUÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ, 
©qÀzÉ JzÉAiÀÄ° ©VzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ- 
¸ÀvÀÛªÉÄÃ®zÀÄ ¸Àr®°! 
 
CAiÉÆå, CvÀÛ¯É ºÉÆÃUÉ£À®è. 
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ ºÀUÀ®Ä PÀgÉªÀ¼À®è! 
K¼ÀÄ, ºÁ¹UÉAiÀÄÄ½zÀÄ, £À®è, 
É̈ÃUÀ ¤Ã ¨Á £À£Àß°! 

 
C½¤, ZÉ®ÄªÉ? C½¤, £Áj! 
K£ÀÄ ¥ÀÄtåªÉ ¤£Àß ¸ÉÃj 
¤zÉÝºÉÆÃUÀ®Ä zÀÄBRªÁj, 
ºÀÄ°AiÀÄPÉÆÃmÉAiÀÄ §AiÀÄ®°. 
 
ªÉÄÃ¯É ºÀ̧ ÀÄgÀÄ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄzÀAiÉÆå! 
ºÁ¼ÀÄ PÀtÄÚ ªÀÄÄZÀÑzÀAiÉÆå! 
¤£Àß vÉÆÃ¼À° ©Ã¼É£ÀAiÉÆå! 
ºÀÄ°PÉÆÃmÉAiÀÄ §AiÀÄ®°. 
 
C½¤AiÀÄvÀÛ É̄ ºÉÆÃUÉÀ£À®è. 
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ ºÀUÀ®Ä PÀgÉªÀ¼À®è! 
£À£ÀUÉ É̈¼ÀPÉÃ É̈Ã¸ÀgÀ®è 
M®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ½¢Ã £É®zÀ°! 
    Anon: fair Helen 

 



Fair Helen 
 
I wish I were where Helen lies ;  
Night and day on me she cries;  
O that I were where Helen lies  
On fair Kirconnell lea 
 
Curst be the heart that thought the thought,  
And curst the hand that fired the shot,  
When in my arms burd Helen dropt,  
And died to succour me 
 
O think na but my heart was sair 
When my love dropt down and spak nae mair 
I laid her down wi' meikle care 
On fair kirconnell lea. 
As I went down the water-side.  
None but my foe to be my guide,  
None but my foe to be my guide,  
On fair Kirconell lea. 
 
I lighted down my sword to draw.  
I hacked him in pieces sma'  
I hacked him in pieces sma'  
For her sake that died for me. 
 
O Helen fair beyond compare  
I'll make a garland of thy hair  
Shall bind my heart for evermair  
Until the day I die. 
 
O that I were where Helen lies  
Night and day on me she cries;  
Out of my bed she bids me rise,  
Says, 'Haste and come to me' 

O Helen fair a Helen chaste 
If I were with thee, I were blest,  
Where thou lies low and takes the rest  
On fair kirconnell lea 

I wish my grave- were growing green, 
A winding-sheet drawn ower my een, 
And I in Helen's arms lying. 
On fair kirconnell lea. 
 
I wish I were where Helen lies;  
Night and day on me she cries;  
And I am weary of the skies,  
Since my love died for me. 
     Anon 



 
 
¥ÀzÀÄªÀÄ 
 

CgÀ¹£À PÀÄ®ªÉÇÃ, K¤zÉÝÃ£ÀÄ! 
¸ÀÄgÀªÀzsÀÄgÀÆ¥ÉÆÃ, K¤zÉÝÃ£ÀÄ! 
UÀÄtªÉÇÃ, ¸ÉÆ§UÉÆÃ, K¤zÉÝÃ£ÀÄ! 
¥ÀzÀÄªÀiÁ, EzÀÄÝªÀÅ ¤£ÀUÉ̄ Áè. 
¥ÀzÀÄªÀiÁ, JZÀÑvÀÛ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉ C®èzÉ 
PÀtÂÚªÀÅ ¤£Àß£ÀÄ PÁtÄªÀÅªÉ? 
£É£À¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ, ©¸ÀÄ¸ÀÄAiÀÄåªÉ, EgÀÄ¼À£ÀÄ 
¤£ÀUÉAiÉÄ «ÄÃ¸À®Ä vÉUÉ¢qÀÄªÉ. 
 

  Landor(1775-1864): Rose Aylmer 
 

Rose Aylmer 
 
Ah what avails the sceptred race,  
Ah what the form divine  
What every virtue, every grace  
Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 

Rose Aylmer, Whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 
A night of memories and sighs 
I consecrate to thee. 
    Walter Savage Landor 

 
UÁ£À ªÉÄ®Ä¦£À PÉÆgÀ®Ä PÀÄUÀÎ®Ä 
 

UÁ£À, ªÉÄ®Ä¦£À PÉÆgÀ®Ä PÀÄUÀÎ®Ä, 
ºÉÆ¼À®Ä PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀÄ. 
PÀA¥ÀÄ, ªÉÆ É̄èAiÀÄ ¸ÉÆA¥ÀÄ ¸ÉÆgÀUÀ®Ä, 
w½zÀ PÀgÀtzÉÆ¼ÀÄ½ªÀÅzÀÄ. 
PÀ¼ÀazȨ́ À¼ÀÄ, UÀÄ¯Á© PÀAzÀ®Ä, 
vÀ½ªÀÅ¢¤AiÀÄ¼À ±ÀAiÀÄ£ÀªÀ. 
¤£Àß §UÉUÀ¼ÉÆ- ¤Ã£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀ®Ä, 
MgÀV, M®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ §UÉªÀÅzÀÄ. 
 

   Shelley; Music, when soft voices die 
 

To 
Music when soft voices die.  
Vibrates in the memory  
O dours, when sweet violets sicken,  
Live within the sense they quicken. 



 
Rose leaves, when the rose is dead.  
Are heaped for the beloved bed;  
And so thy thoughts, when thou are gone.  
Love itself shall slumber on. 
    Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
CgÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅ¢°è? 
 

CgÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅ¢°è? 
dé°¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀ«zÉ, 
w½¤Ã° UÀUÀ£À«zÉ, 
PÉÆgÀvÉ E£Éß°è? 
dUÀªÉ®è É̈¼ÀUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ-PÀuÉÎ ¥Á¼É®è! 
¸ÉÆUÀ̧ ÁzÀ PÀnÖºÀÄzÀÄ- avÀæ¥Àl«®è! 
ªÀiÁ«£É¼ÀvÀ½gÉÃ£ÀÄ, ©jzÀ ºÀÆªÉÃ£ÀÄ, 
ªÀÄ°èUÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ-§jzÀÄ ªÀÄ£É vÁ£ÀÄ! 
¨Á, ZÉ®ÄªÉ, CgÀPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ¥Àj¥ÀÆtðªÀiÁqÀÄ, 
¤Ã®UÀUÀ£ÀªÀ §VzÀÄ £À£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ PÀÆqÀÄ; 
«Ä£ÀÄUÀÄvÀ ªÀ̧ ÀAvÀPÉÌ ºÉÆ¸ÀPÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¤ÃqÀÄ; 
ªÀÄ°èUÉAiÀÄ ¸ÉÆ§UÀ¤ªÀÄär¹ G¹gÁqÀÄ. 
dqÀªÁV ¸ÀwÛ°è 
PÉqÉ¢gÀÄªÀÅzÉ®è, 
fÃªÀPÀ¼É vÀÄA§ÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÀÅPÀÄÌªÀÅzÀÄ! 
¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÀÅPÀÄÌªÀÅzÀÄ. 
 
Browning (1812-1889): Wanting is- what? 
 

Wanting is-What 
 

Wanting is-what?  
Summer redundant,  
Blueness abundant,  
-where is the blot ? 

 
Beam the world, yet a blank all the same,  
Framework which wants for picture to frame;  
What of the leafage, what of the flower ?  
Roses embowering with naught they embower!.  
Come then, complete incompletion, O comer,  
Pant through the blueness, perfect the summer ! 
 

Breathe but one breath  
Rose beauty above.  
And all that was death  



Grows life, grows love, Grows Love! 
    Robert Brownig 

 
EgÀÄ¼À zÉÃ« 
 

É̈ÃUÀ ¥ÀqÀÄªÀ vÉgÉAiÀÄ vÀÄ½zÀÄ, 
EgÀÄ¼À zÉÃ«, ¨Á. 
ªÀÄ§ÄâUÀ«AiÉÆ¼ÉÆ§â½zÀÄÝ, 
ºÀUÀ®Ä ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÁUÀ ºÉuÉzÀ  
¸ÉÆUÀzÀ s̈ÀAiÀÄzÀ PÀ£À̧ À ©Ãj, 
G©â¸ÀÄvÀÛ, É̈zÀj¸ÀÄvÀÛ, 
¨Á, É̈ÃUÀ, ¨Á. 
 
Cj® ºÀÆªÀÅ £ÉAiÀÄÝ PÀ¥ÀÄà 
zÀÄUÀÄ®ªÀÅlÄÖ ¨Á. 
 ºÀUÀ® PÀuÉÎ PÀÄgÀÄ¼À PÀ«¹, 
ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛPÉÆlÄÖ zÀtÂ¹ PÀ½¹, 
¸ÀÄvÀÛ ¸ÀÄ½zÀÄ, £Ár£À°è 
ªÀÄAPÀÄ vÀ½zÀÄ, ±ÀAPÉAiÀÄ½zÀÄ 
CgÀ̧ ÀÄªÉ£ÀUÉ ¨Á. 
 
PÀgÀV ªÀÄAdÄ, É̈¼ÀPÀÄ §gÀ®Ä, 
¤£ÀUÉ ¸ÀÄAiÉÄÝ£ÀÄ. 
CgÀ¼À vÀ½gÀ ªÉÄÃ É̄ ©¹® 
ºÉÆgÉ ºÉÃj, Kj ºÀUÀ®Ä 
É̈ÃqÀªÁzÀ §¼ÀUÀzÀAvÉ 

PÁr vÀAUÀÄwgÀ®Ä, ¨Ár 
¤£ÀUÉ ¸ÀÄAiÉÄÝ£ÀÄ. 
 
¤£Àß vÀªÀÄä ¸ÁªÀÅ §AzÀÄ, 

ªÀj¸ÀÄ JAzÀ£ÀÄ. 
¤£Àß PÀAzÀ ¤zÉÝ §AzÀÄ, 
PÀtÚ ºÉÆ¸ÀQ, eÉÃ£À ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQ, 
C¦àPÉÆ¼À̄ É, §½AiÉÆ¼ÉÆgÀV? 
M¥ÀÄà, £À̄ Éè JAzÀ£ÀzÀPÉ 
M¯Éè JAzÉ£ÀÄ. 
 
¤Ã£ÀÄ ¸ÀvÀÛªÉÄÃ É̄ ¸ÁªÀÅ, 
É̈ÃUÀ, DUÀ̄ ÉÃ! 

¤Ã£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀªÉÄÃ É̄ ¤zÉÝ- 
PÉÃ¼À M É̄è ªÀgÀªÀ£ÀªÀgÀ, 
PÉÃ½PÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ£ÀªÀÄä ¤£Àß, 



M®ÄªÉÄ¬ÄgÀÄ¼É, §AiÀÄPÉ ¸À°¸ÀÄ 
É̈ÃUÀ, ¨Á, ¨Á. 

    Shelley; To Night 

To the Night 
Swiftly walk over the western wave  
Spirit of Night 
out of the misty eastern cave,  

Where, all the long and lone day light,  

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear  

Which make thee terrible and dear,  

Swift be thy flight 

 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey  

Star-inwrought. 
Blind with thine hair the eyes of day,  
Kiss her until she be wearied out,  
Then wander o'er city, and sea and land,  
Touching all with thine opiate wand- 
Come, long-sought. 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 
I sigh'd for thee; 
When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
And the weary day turn'd to his rest, 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 
I sigh'd for thee. 
 
Thy brother death came, and cried,  
Wouldst thou me ? 
Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,  
Murmur'd like a noontide bee,  
Shall I nestle near thy side ?  
Wouldst thou me ? -And I replied,  
No, not thee. 
 
Death will come when thou art dead,  
Soon, too soon 
Sleep will come when thou art fled;  
Of neither would I ask the boon  
I ask of thee, beloved Night-Swift be thine approaching flight. 
Come soon, soon. 
      Percy Bysshe Shelley 
 
 
 

 
 



¤gÁ±É 
 

©¹ É̄ÆÃ É̈¼É¬ÄvÀÄ; ¨Á£ÉÆÃ w½¬ÄvÀÄ; 
¸É¼Ȩ́ É¼ÉzÀ̄ ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀÄtÂAiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ; 
ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQzÀ ªÀÄAd£ÀÄ PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀ VjUÀ¼ÀÄ 
É̈¼ÀUÀÄªÀ ºÀUÀ®£ÀÄ ºÉÆzÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ; 

©jAiÀÄzÀ ªÉÆUÀÄÎUÀ¼Ȩ́ À¼À£ÀÄ vÉgÉAiÀÄÄvÀ 
¸ÀÄ½ªÀÅzÀÄ vÀA¦£À £É®zÀÄ¹gÀÄ; 
É̈gÉzÉÆAzÉÃ D£ÀAzÀzÀ zÀ¤ªÉÇ®Ä, 

ºÉÆ¼À®°, §£ÀzÀ°, §AiÀÄ°£À°, 
ºÉÆgÀ¼ÀÄªÀ PÀqÀ®° ºÉÆªÀÄÄäªÀ ªÉÆgÉvÀUÀ½A¥ÁUȨ́ ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅªÀÅ. 
 
PÀuÉÚ¢gÁ¼ÀzÀ vÀÄ½AiÀÄzÀ vÀ¼ÀzÉÆ¼À 
UÀÄgÀÄ¼ÀÄªÀ PÀ¼ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÉÆÃgÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ. 
¤tÚUÉ É̈¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄ PÀgÀV¹, Cj¯Á 
UÉgÉzÀªÉÇ®¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀÆgÀÄªÀÅªÀÅ. 
PÀÄ½wºÉ£ÉÆ§â£É ªÀÄgÀ¼À°; ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Ä 
ªÉÄgÉªÀÅzÀÄ «ÄAZÀÄªÀ PÀqÀ̄ ÉÆqÀ®Ä 
C¼ÀvÉAiÀÄ vÁ¼ÀPÉ vÀ̄ É vÀÆUÁqÀÄªÀ 
vÉgÉ¬ÄAzÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉÆAzÀÄ®ÄºÀÄ. 
w½zÉzÉUÉzÉ ºÉÆAzÀÄªÀÅzÉÆA¢ºÀÄzÉÃ K¤¤zÉÆÃ FUÀ! 
 
£À£ÀUÀmÁ! GvÁìºÀªÉ, D±ÉAiÉÄ, 
ªÉÆzÀ̄ ÁgÉÆÃUÀåªÉ, £ÉªÀÄä¢AiÉÄ? 
ªÀÄ£À¹£À ±ÁAwAiÉÄ, ¥ÀzÀ«AiÉÄ, QÃwðAiÉÄ, 
ªÀÄÄ¢AiÀiÁUÀ½AiÀÄzÀ ¸À«AiÉÆ®ªÉ? 
zsÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ «ÄÃjzÀ zÉÊªÀeÁÕ£ÀzÉÆ 
¼ÉÆzÀUÀÄªÀ vÀÈ¦ÛAiÉÄ, ªÀÄ»ªÉÄUÀ¼ÉÃ? 
d£ÀgÉvÉÛvÀÛ®Ä ºÉÆwÛÃ ¹jUÀ¼À 
§zÀÄPÀgÉ ¨Á¼Àw»vÀªÉ£ÀÄvÀ? 
£À£ÀUÉÆÃ D ºÉÆA§lÖ É̄Æ¼É¯Áè «µÀªÉÃ vÀÄA©ºÀÄzÉÃ! 
 
FUÀ ¤gÁ±ÉAiÉÄ E½vÀgÀªÁVzÉ, 
vÉgÉUÀ¼À UÁ½AiÀÄ ºÀzÀ vÉÆÃj, 
ºÁUÉAiÉÄ ¸ÉÆgÀVzÀ ªÀÄUÀÄªÀAvÀvÀÛ 
vÉÆÛgÀUÀÄªÉ, d£ÀäzÀ ºÉÆgÉ eÁj. 
¸ÀªÉAiÀÄ° EAzÉÃ »A¢£À ªÀÄÄA¢£À 
PÀgÉPÀgÉAiÉÄ¯Áè FqÉÃj; 
PÀ«AiÀÄ° ¤zÉAiÀÄªÉÇ®Ä ¸ÁªÉ®gÀ° 
PÉÆgÉAiÀÄ° PÉ£ÉßAiÀÄ ©¹AiÀiÁj; 
Q«AiÀÄ°èzÉ PÀqÉ ªÉÆgÉAiÀÄ° PÀqÀ̄ Á MAzÉÃ ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀzÀÄ°AiÀÄÆj. 
 



   SHELLEY: Dejection, near Naples 
 

Stanzas Written in Dejection Near Naples 
 
The sun is warm, the sky is clear,  
The waves are dancing fast and bright,  
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear  
The purple noon's transparent might:  
The breath of the moist earth is light   
Around its unexpanded buds;  
Like many a voice of one delight  
The winds, the birds, the ocean-floods  
The city's voice itself is soft like Solitude's. 

I see the Deep's Untrampled floor 
With green and purple seaweeds strown; 
I see the waves upon the shore, 
Like light dissolved in star-showers, Thrown : 
I sit upon the sands alone; 
The lightning of the noontide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a tone 
Arises from its measured motion 
How sweet did any heart now share in my emotion. 

Alas I have nor hope nor health, 
Nor peace within nor calm around, 
Nor that content, surpassing wealth, 
The sge in meditation found, 
And walked with inward glory crowned 
Others I See whom these surround 
Smiling they live, and call life pleasure; 
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure, 
 
Yet now despair itself is mild 
Even as the winds and waters are ; 
I could lie down like a tired child, 
And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne and yetmust bear. 
Till death like sleep might steal on me, 
And I might feel in the warm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o'ar my dying brain its last montony; 
       Percy Bysshe Shelley 
 
 

zÀÄBR¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ 
 

K£ÀÄ É̄ÆÃPÀªÉÇÃ! K£ÀÄ d£ÀäªÉÇÃ! 



K£ÀÄ PÁ®ªÉÇÃ! É̈ÃqÀªÉÇÃ! 
fÃªÀªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ PÀqÉAiÀÄ ºÀAvÀªÀ ºÀwÛ »AzÀPÉ £ÉÆÃr £ÀqÀÄUÀÄªÉ; 
AiÀiÁªÀ PÁ®PÉÆÃ ªÀÄgÀ½ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ D¢PÁ®zÀ s̈ÉÆÃUÀ̧ ÀA¥ÀzÀ? 
E®èªÉA¢UÀÆ, E£ÀßzÉA¢UÀÆ, E®èªÉÇÃ! 
 
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄºÀUÀ̄ ÉÆ¼ÀÄ, ºÀgÀÄµÀªÉ£ÉÆß¼ÀÄ, 
vÉÆgÉzÉºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÉÆÃ, ºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÉÆÃ! 
ºÉÆ¸ÀªÀ̧ ÀAvÀªÀÇ, ªÉÄgÉªÀ ±ÀgÀzÀªÀÇ, ©½AiÀÄ ªÀÄAf¤Ã »ªÀÄzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄªÀÇ, 
PÀÄ¹zÀ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀ PÉÆgÀV¤AzÀ̄ ÉÃ «ÄrªÀÅªÀ®èzÉ, £À°ªÉ£ÉA§ÄzÉÆÃ 
E®èªÉA¢UÀÆ, E£ÀßzÉA¢UÀÆ, E®èªÉÇÃ! 
     Shelley: A Lament 
 

A Lament 

O world O life O Time 
On whose last steps I climb, 
Trembling at that where I had stood before.; 
When will return the glory of your prime ? 
No more-Oh, never more 

Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken flight: 
Fresh spring and summer and winter hoar 
Move my faint heart with grief but with delight 
No more-Oh, never more. 
      Percy Bysshe Shelley 
 

 
 
PÀ¼ÉzÀ »A¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
 

ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÉÃ 
ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÁ®zÀ d£ÀUÀ¼À? 
ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÉÃ 
PÀ¼ÉzÀ »A¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À? 
 
PÀ¼ÉzÀ »A¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄ £É£É 
¢AzÀÄ PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À; 
PÀ̄ ÉªÀ, ºÀgÀlÄªÀ, £ÀUÀÄªÀ, £É£ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ 
PÀ¼ÉzÀ »A¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À. 
 
ºÀÄqÀÄUÀj§âgÀÄ vÉÆÃ¥ÀÄªÀÄgÀzÀ° 
PÉqÀ« wAzÉªÀÅ ºÀtÎ¼À, 
§½PÀ vÉÆ¼À®ÄvÀÀ zÀÆgÀzÉÃ±À¢ 



PÀ¼ÉzÉ«ÃZÉUÉ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À. 
 
PÉgÉAiÉÆ½§âgÀÄ FdÄwzÉÝªÀÅ 
ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À d£ÀUÀ¼À. 
£ÀqÀÄªÉ ºÀgÀqÀÄvÀ PÀqÀ®Ä ªÉÆgÉAiÀÄ®Ä 
PÀ¼ÉzÉ«ÃZÉUÉ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À. 
 
PÀÆrzÉªÀÅ ªÀÄwÛÃUÀ, PÉ¼ÉAiÀiÁ, 
¤ÃqÀÄ, CªÀÄÄPÀÄªÀ, PÀAiÀÄÎ¼À; 
ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ ºÀgÀÄµÀ¢ PÁ®PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ, 
£É£ÉzÀÄ »A¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À. 
 
£ÉÆÃqÀÄ, ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉÃ£ÀÄ ¸ÀqÀUÀgÀ! 
ªÀiÁqÀÄwºÀgËvÀ£ÀUÀ¼À! 
ªÉÄgÉªÀ, PÀÄtÂªÀ, «£ÉÆÃzÀªÁqÀÄªÀ, 
vÀgÀÄªÀ »A¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À! 
   Burns: Auld Lang Syne 
 

Auld Lang syne 
 
Should auld acquaintance be forget.  
And never brought to mind ?  
Should auld acquaintance be forget,  
And auld lang syne ? 
 
Cho-For auld lang syne, my dear,  
For auld lang syne,  
We'll tak a cup O' kindness yet  
For auld lang syne 
 
And surely yell be your pint-stowp,  
And surely I'll be mine,  
And We'll, tak a cup O' kindness yet  
For auld lang syne. 
 
We twa hae run about the braes  
And pou'd the gowans fine,  
But we've wandered monic a weary fit  
Sin auld laug syne. 
 
We twa hae paidl'd in the burn  
Frae morning sun till dine,  
But seas between us braid hae roared  
Sin' auld lang syne. 
     Robert Burns 

 



 
ªÀÄ£À¸ÁÛ¥À 
 

ºÉÆ¸À£ÀqÉvÉ ¤Ã£ÁzÉ £Á §qÀªÀ£ÁzÉ! 
ªÉÆ£Éß, §®Ä¢£À«®è, ¤£ÉÆß®ÄªÉÄAiÉÄ®è 
vÀÄA© vÀÄ¼ÀÄPÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀÄqÀÄªÁV «ÄÃj. 
£ÀA© £ÉªÀÄä¢AiÀiÁzÀ £À£ÉßzÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÆj. 
HgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ É̈ÃgÉÆAzÀ£ÉtÂ¸ÀzÉAiÉÄ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉ, 
©ÃjzÉ£ÀÄ «ÄV¯ÁV, ¸ÁQªÀ¤UÉ£ÀzÉ. 
 
K£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄRzÀ° ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄV PÁ®ªÀ£ÀÄ PÀ¼ÉzÉ! 
£Á£É zsÀ£Àå£ÀÄ zsÀ£ÀågÉÆ¼ÀUÉAzÀÄ w½zÉ! 
FUÀ, ªÀÄÄr¥É£ÀUÉ¤¹, d®d®£É ©ÃV, 
fÃªÀPÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄPÀÄÌwzÁÝ M®ÄªÉÄ ºÉÆÃV, 
K¤ºÀÄzÀÄ? ¨Á¬Ä©mÁÖqÀÄªÉ£É? PÉÃ¼ÀÄ, 
PÀÄrAiÀÄ¨ÁgÀzÀ ¨Á«, PÀ̧ À PÀ«zÀ  ºÀÆ¼ÀÄ! 
 
vÀÄA©zÉÆ®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ ¨Á«-D¼À«gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. 
£ÀA§ÄªÉ£ÀÄ-EgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ-§vÀÛ¢gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. 
¸É®ªÉÃ£ÀÄ? d®ªÉ®è ªÀÄÄZÀÄÑªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁV 
ªÀÄ®VgÀ®Ä ªÀiË£ÀzÀ° £À£ÀUÀÄ°AiÀÄzÁV, 
F §UÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆ¸À£ÀqÀvÉ £À£ÉßzÉAiÀÄ PÉÆgÉAiÉÄ, 
£Á §qÀªÀ£ÁVAvÀÄ ºÀzÀÄVºÉ£ÀÄ, zÉÆgÉAiÉÄ! 
 

    Wordsworth: A Complaint 
A Complaint 
 
There is a change-and I am poor,  
Your love hath been, not long ago,  
A fountain at my fond heart's door.  
Whose only business was to flow,  
And flow it did: not taking heed  
Of its own bounty or my need. 
 
What happy moments did 1 count!  
Bless was 1 then all bliss above!  
Now, for that cousecrated fount  
Of murmuring, sparking, living love,  
What have I ? Shall I dare to tell ?  
A confortless and hidden well. 

A well of love-it may be deep- 
1 trust it is,- and never dry: 
What matter If the waters sleep 
In silence and obscurity. 
-Such change, and at the very door 



Of my fond heart, hath made me poor. 
      William Words worth  

 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj 
 

ªÀgÀÄµÀ«¥ÀàvÁÛ¬ÄwÃUÀ 
£ÀªÀÄä UÀUÀ£ÀªÀ ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQ ªÉÄÃWÀ, 
DºÀ, E¤ßzÉ PÀqÉAiÀÄzÁUÀ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
PÁuÉ ¤£Àß° ªÉÆzÀ° ºÀªÀÄä, 
¢£À¢£ÀPÉ §® PÀÄVÎvÀªÀÄä,  
£À£Àß PÉÆgÀUÉÃ PÉÆgÉzÀÄzÀªÀÄä, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
¤£Àß ¸ÀÆfUÀ¼ÉÆªÉÄä ºÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ 
£À£Àß PÉ®¸ÀPÉ zÀÄrzÀÄ, zÀÄrzÀÄ, 
FUÀ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄªÀÅ ªÀÄtÄÚ »rzÀÄ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
ªÀiÁqÀºÉÆÃUÀÄªÉ ªÀÄgÀÄV, E£ÀÄß, 
ªÉÆzÀ°£ÀAvÉAiÉÄ PÀÄjvÀÄzÀ£ÀÄß- 
ªÀiÁqÀUÉÆqÀzÀÄ ¤£Àß PÀtÄÚ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
UÀgÀw ¤Ã ªÀÄ£É§zÀÄPÀ £ÉÆÃr, 
£ÀÆ°£É¼ÉUÀ¼À ªÀiÁlªÀiÁr 
£ÉAiÉÄÝ £À¤ßÃ JzÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆr, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
 ¤£Àß ªÀiÁvÉÆÃ vÉÆzÀ®ÄwºÀÄzÀÄ, 
PÀ£ÀªÀjPÉªÉÇ®Ä PÀ®¹ §ºÀÄzÀÄ-  
£À£Àß Q«UÀzÉ ¸ÉÆUÀ̧ À vÀºÀÄzÀÄ,  
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
¤£Àß ¨É½îAiÀÄ PÀÆzÀ®AzÀ 
£À£Àß PÀtÂÚUÀzÉÃ£ÀÄ ZÉªÀÄzÀ! 
ªÀÄÆqÀ ¨É½îAiÀÄ xÀ¼ÀPÀÄ ªÀÄAzÀ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
PÁt¢Ã ¹jzÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ 
£ÉÆÃqÀvÀPÀÌ £ÉÆÃlªÉÃ£ÀÄ? 



KPÉ vÉÆ¼ÀUÀÄªÀ ¸ÀÆgÀå vÁ£ÀÄ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
K¼ÀºÉÆÃV, G¹gÀÄºÀwÛ, 
EqÀÄªÉ PÉÊAiÀÄ° PÉÊAiÀÄ£ÉwÛ, 
ªÉÄ®è£ÉÆvÀÛ®Ä ªÉÄ®è£ÉÆwÛ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
£ÀqÉªÉ, E§âgÀÄ »rzÀÄ, §VÎ, 
ºÉeÉÓºÉeÉÓUÉ dVÎ, dVÎ; 
M®ÄªÉÄAiÉÆAzÉÃ dUÀÎzÉÆVÎ 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
PÉÃqÀ£À° PÀAUÉqÀzÉ M®ªÀÅ, 
ªÀÄÄ¦à£À° ZÀ½UÉÆ¼ÀzÉ UÉ®ªÀÅ, 
£ÀUÀÄvÀ°ºÀÄzÉÃ ¤£Àß ZÉ®ªÀÅ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
DzÀgÉÃ£ÀºÀ! £Á£É § É̄è, 
ªÀÄvÉÛªÀÄvÉÛ£Àß¼À°UÀ̄ Éè 
PÀtÚ £ÀUÉ PÀÄrªÀÄÄjªÀÅzÀ̄ Éè, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
 
£À£Àß ¥Á°UÉ ªÀÄÄAzÉ £ÀqÀUÉ 
»A¢£ÀAvÉAiÉÄ §gÉzÀÄ ªÀÄqÀUÉ, 
©jAiÀÄzÉÃ JzÉ ¤£ÀUÉ PÀqÉUÉ, 
£À£Àß ªÉÄÃj! 
   Cowper: My Mary 
 
To Mary 
 
THE twentieth year is well- nigh past,  
Since first our sky was overcast;  
Ah would that this might be the last! 
   My Mary ! 
 
The spirits have a fainter flow,  
U see thee daily weaker grow- 
Twas my distress that brought thee low, 
   My Mary! 
 
Thy needless, once a shining store,  
For my sake restless heretofore,  
Now rust disus'd, and shine no more, 
   My Mary ! 



 
For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil  
The same kind office for me still,  
Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 
   My Mary ! 
 
By well thou play'd'st the housewife's part,  
And all thy threads with magic art  
Have wound themselves about this heart, 
   My Mary ! 
 
Thy indistinct expressions seem  
Like language utter'd in a dream;  
Yet me they charm, what'er the theme, 
   My Mary ! 
 
The silver locks, once auburn bright,  
Are still more lovely in my sight  
Than golden beams of orient light, 
   My Mary ! 
 
For could I view nor them nor thee,  
What sight worth seeing could I see ?  
The sun would rise in vain for me, 
        My Mary! 
Partakers of thy sad decline, 
Thy hands their little force resign; 
Yet, gently prest, press gently mine, 
       My Mary ? 
 
And then I feel that still I hold  
A richer store ten thousandfold  
Than misers fancy in their gold, 
      My Mary! 
 
Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st,  
That now at every step thou mov'st,  
Upheld by two; yet still thou lov'st, 
   My Mary! 
And still to love, though prest with ill,  
In wintry age to feel no chiil,  
With me is to be lovely still, 
   My Mary! 
By t ah ! by constant heed-1 know  
How oft the sadness that I show  
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe, 
   My Mary! 
And should my future lot be cast  
With much resemblance of the past,  
Thy worn-out heart will break at last, 
   My Mary! 
    William Cowper 
 



ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ 
 

PÀAzÀ ©zÉÝAiÀÄ JAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¢Ý¹ £À£ÀUÉ ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄªÀjzÀÝgÀÄ; 
CA¢£ÉÆÃ¢£À ¸ÀÄRzÀ ¢£ÀzÀ° dvÉUÉ PÀÄtÂAiÀÄÄªÀjzÀÝgÀÄ. 
J®è, J¯Áè ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
¥Àj¸É£ÉÆÃlªÉÇ, ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ®ÆlªÉÇ, §AiÀÄ°£ÁlªÉÇ, ¥ÁlªÉÇÃ, 
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQAiÀÄÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ £É£ÉAiÀÄzÀ £ÀªÀÄä ®UÉÎAiÀÄ PÀÆlªÉÇÃ; 
J®è, J¯Áè ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
ºÀgÀ¹ ¥ÀqÉzÉ£ÀÄ ºÉtÚ£ÉÆAzÀ£ÀÄ-ºÉÃ¼À®jAiÉÄ£ÀÄ »vÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ; 
GjzÀÄºÉÆÃzÀ¼ÀÄ, §Æ¢AiÀiÁzÀ¼ÀÄ, »rªÀÅ¢£Éß®èªÀ¼À£ÀÄ; 
J®è, J¯Áè ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ¤gÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ- AiÀiÁjVgÀÄªÀgÉÆ DvÀ£ÀPÀÌgÉAiÀiÁ¥ÀÛgÀÄ? 
PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÉ£ÀÄ; ªÉÄÃ É̄ £ÀUÀÄªÀÅzÉ, M¼ÀUÉ PÀ̄ ÉèzÉAiÀiÁzÀ£ÀÄ. 
J®è ºÉÆÃzÀÄªÀÅ, J®è ºÉÆÃzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
UÁ½PÀÆlªÉ £À£ÀÄ; ¸ÀÄ½ªÉ£ÀÄ ºÀ̧ ÀÄ¼É ¸ÀÄ½zÉqÉAiÉÄqÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ. 
ºÁ¼ÀÄ¨Á½£À ªÀÄgÀÄ¼ÀÄPÁr£ÉÆ¼ÀgÀ¹ »A¢£À ¤¢üAiÀÄ£ÀÄ! 
JAzÉÆ ºÉÆÃzÀÄªÀÅ, JAzÉÆ ºÉÆÃzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 
£À£Àß PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ£É, MAzÉ PÀgÀÄ½£À ªÀÄªÀÄvÉ «ÄÃjzÀ PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ£É, 
£À£Àß vÀAzÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ É̄ÃvÀPÉ ºÀÄnÖ É̈¼ÉAiÉÄAiÉÆ, PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ£É? 
ºÉÆÃUÀªÀ®èªÉ DUÀ, J¯Áè ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ! 
 
PÉ®ªÀgÀ½zÀgÀÄ, PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ½zÀgÀÄ, PÉ®ªÀgÉÆUÀÎzÉ ªÀÄÄ½zÀgÀÄ, 
PÀqÀ®ªÀgÉ£Àß£ÀÄß zÀÆj ºÀ½zÀgÀÄ, ºÉÆgÀUÉ ºÁQzÀgÉ®ègÀÆ! 
J®è, J¯Áè ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁzÀÄªÀÅ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¥À¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
 

   Lamb(1775-1834): Old Familiar Faces 
 

The Ikd Familiar 'Faces 
 
I have had playmates, I have had companions 
In my days of childhood, in my joyful school days; 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 
 
I have been laughing, I have been carousing,  
Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies;  
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces 
 
I loved a love once, fairest among women:  
Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her  



All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 
 
I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man:  
Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly;  
Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 
 
Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood,  
Earth seem'd desert I was bound to traverse,  
Seeking to find the old familiar faces 
 
Friend of my bosom, thou more then a brother,  
Why wert not thou born in my father's dwelling?  
So might we talk of the old familiar faces. 
 
How some they have died, and some they have left me,  
And some are taken from me ; all are departed;  
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 
      Charles Lamb 

 
ºÉÆAiÀiï, ºÉÆAiÀiï, ºÉÆAiÀiï 
 

ºÉÆAiÀiï, ºÉÆAiÀiï, ºÉÆAiÀiï, 
É̈¼ÀvÀ vÀtÎ®Î¼À°, PÀqÀ̄ ÉÃ! 

£À£ÉßzÉAiÉÆ¼ÉÃ¼ÀÄwºÀ §UÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄ £Á®UÉUÉ 
vÀAzÀÄ £Á £ÀÄrAiÀÄ®ºÀÄzÉÃ! 
 
K£ÉÆ¸ÀUÉ vÉÆgÉAiÀÄgÉ¼ÀAiÀÄ¤UÉ! 
vÀAVAiÉÆqÀ£ÁqÀÄvÀÛ PÀÆUÀÄwºÀ£ÉÃ! 
K£ÉÆ¸ÀUÉ CA©UÀgÀ ªÀÄUÀÄUÉ! 
vÉgÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ É̄ÆÃqÀzÀ° ºÁqÀÄwºÀ£ÉÃ! 
 
UÀA©üÃgÀzÀ° £ÀqÉzÀÄ ºÀqÀUÀÄ 
É̈lÖzÀrAiÀÄ° £É̄ ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÉÃgÀÄwºÀÄªÀÅ! 

-CAiÉÆå D §AiÀÄ¯ÁzÀ PÀAiÀÄå¸ÉÆÃAPÉÃ! 
ªÀiÁvÀqÀVºÉÆÃzÀªÀ£À PÉÆgÀ°£ÀÄ°AiÉÄÃ! 
 
ºÉÆAiÀiï, ºÉÆAiÀiï, ºÉÆAiÀiï, 
¤£ÀßgÉUÀ¼ÀrAiÀÄ°è, PÀqÀ̄ ÉÃ! 
C½zÀÄºÉÆÃzÁ ºÀUÀ°£ÀPÀÌj£À ¹jAiÉÆAzÀÄ 
ªÀÄUÀÄ½Ý£ÀÄß ¨ÁgÀzÉ£ÀUÉ! 
 

  Tennyson: Break, break, break 
 
 
 

 



To 

Break, break, break, 
On thy cold grey stones, O sea 
And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 
 
O well for the fisherman's boy,  
That he shouts with his sister at play  
O well for the sailer lad,  
That he sings in his boat on the bay 

And the stately ships to on 
To their haven under the hill; 
But O for the touch of a vanished hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still. 

Break, break, break. 
At the foot of thy crags, O sea 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me. 
     Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 
    £ÉªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £ÁqÀÄ 
 

    £Á ¸ÀªÉzÀÄ ¸ÀjAiÀÄÄwºÉ£ÀªÀÄä, 
    É̈Ã¸ÀUÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄAf£ÀAvÀªÀÄä, 
    £Á ¸ÀªÉzÀÄ ¸ÀjªÉ£ÀªÀÄä 
     £ÉªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £ÁqÀ §½UÉ; 
    C°è PÉÆgÀUÉA§Ä¢®èªÀÄä, 
    C°è ZÀ½ czÀæ«®èªÀÄä, 
    ¨Á¼ÀÄ §¯ÉÆìUÀ̧ ÀªÀÄä 
     £ÉªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £Ár£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 
 
    £À£ÀßZÀÄÑªÉÄZÀÄÑ ¤Ã£ÀªÀÄä, 
    ¤£Àß ±ÀæªÀÄ wÃjw£ÀßªÀÄä, 
    ¤£Àß£É¢UÉÆð¼ÀÄªÉ£ÀªÀÄä 
     £ÉªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £Ár£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ; 
    C°èºÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉtÚªÀÄä, 
    M¼ÉîAiÀÄªÀ¼ÉµÀÄÖ ZÉ®ÄªÀªÀÄä, 
    ºÉÃUÉ PÀ¼ÀÄ»zÉªÀªÀÄä 
     £ÀªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £ÁqÀ §½UÉ! 
 
    £ÉÆÃªÀ£ÀÄ½, PÀtÚ£ÉÆgÀ̧ ÀªÀÄä, 
    fÃªÀ̧ ÉgÉ vÉgÉAiÀÄÄwºÀÄzÀªÀÄä, 



    zÉÃªÀgÀPÉÆ PÀgÉªÀ£ÀªÀÄä 
     £ÉªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £ÁqÀ §½UÉ; 
    ±ÉÆÃQ¸ÀzÉ £À£Àß PÀ¼ÀÄºÀªÀÄä,   
    É̄ÆÃPÀ¢Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ s̈ÁæAvÀªÀÄä, 
    £À°ªÀ, ¨Á, £À£ÀßªÀÄä 
     £ÉªÀÄÄäUÉAiÀÄ £Ár£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 

    LADY NAIRNE (1766 – 1845) : The Land of the Leal 
 

The Land of the Leal 

I'm wearing awa', Jean, 
Like snaw wheu it's thaw, jean, 
I'm wearing awa' 
To the land o' the leal. 
There's nae sorrow there, jean, 
There's-neither cauld nor care; jean, 
The day is ay fair 
In the land o' the leal. 
 
Ye were ay leal and true, jean,  
Your task's ended noo, jean, 
And I'll welcome you 
To the land of the leal. 
Our bonnie bairn's there, jean. 
She was baith guid and fair, jean; 
O we grudged her right sair'  
To the land o' the leal. 
 
Then dry that tearfu'e'e,jean,  
ILsoullangstobefree,jean,  
And angels wait on me. 
To the land O'the leal  
Now-fareyeweelmyain jean. 
This world's care is vain, jean,  
We'll meet and ay be fain 
In the land o'leal. 
     Lady Carolina Nairne 
 

 
    ¥ÉqÀ¸ÀÄ zÁj 
 

    zÁj GzÀÝPÀÆ §¼À¹ KgÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 
     CºÀÄzÀÄ, PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄªÀgÉUÉ. 
    ¢£ÀzÀ ¥ÀAiÀÄt ¢£ÀªÉ®è »rAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉ? 
     J®è EgÀÄ¼ÀªÀgÉUÉ 
 



    EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ vÀAUÀÄªÀgÉ bÀvÀæªÉÃ¤ºÀÄzÉ? 
     EºÀÄzÀÄ, ªÀÄ§Äâ PÀ«AiÉÄ. 
    PÀ«zÀ ªÀÄ©â£À° PÁt¢gÀ§ºÀÄzÉ? 
     E®è - PÁt¢gÀzÉ. 
 
    D°è zÁjUÀgÀÄ §AzÀÄPÀÆqÀÄªÀgÉ? 
     ªÀÄÄAzÉ ¸ÁVzÀªÀgÉ. 
    vÀnÖ ¨ÁV®£ÀÄ PÀÆV ¸ÉÆÃ®ÄªÀÅzÉ? 
     PÀÆV vÉgÉªÀgÀªÀgÉ. 
 
    £ÀqÉzÀÄ £ÉÆAzÀªÀ£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄRªÀ£ÀÄtÄÚªÉ£É? 
     GtÂªÉ, zÀÄBRªÀ½zÉ. 
    §AiÀÄ¹ §AzÀªÀjUÉ®è ºÁ¹UÉAiÉÄ? 
     §AiÀÄ¹ §AzÀªÀjUÉ. 
 

     CHRISTINA ROSETTI (1830 – 1894) : Up- hil 

Up-hill 
 
Does the road wind uphill all the way ? 
  Yes, to the very end.  
Will the day's journey take the whole long day ? 
  From morn to night, my friend. 
 
But is there for the night a reasting-place ? 
  A roof for then the slow, dark hours begin.  
May not the darkness bide it from my face ? 
  You cannot miss that inn. 
 
Shall I meet other wayfarers at night ? 
  Those who have gone before.  
Then must I knock, or call when just in sight ? 
  They wili not keep you waiting at that door. 
 
Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak ? 
  Of labour you shall find the sum.  
Will there be beds for me and all who seek ? 
  Yea, beds for all who come. 
       Christina Rossetti 

 
      
      JgÀqÀÄ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì 
 

      1 
     ºÉÆÃUÀ̈ ÁgÀzÉ £ÁªÀÅ- 
      CªÀ£ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ! 
     DUÀ dUÀzÀ° zÀÄBR 



      ¸ÀªÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. 
 
     PÀtÂÚ®èzÀªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄ, 
      w½AiÀÄzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
     £À£Àß ªÀÄ£É ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀiÁAiÉÄÛ? 
      PÉ¼É PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÉ? 
 
     ¨Á¼À §AqÉUÉ §rzÀÄ, 
      C¯É ºÉÆqÉzÀÄ, ºÉÆqÉzÀÄ, 
     D¼ÀzÀ° ¸ÉÆÃwºÉªÀÅ : 
      ¤®ÄªÀÅ -¸ÁªÀÅ! 
 
      2 
     PÀë«Ä¸ÀÄ, ¢üÃgÀgÀ zÉÃªÀ, 
      ºÉÃrAiÉÄzÉAiÀÄ; 
     £ÉÆAzÀÄ ¸ÉÆQÌzÀ ªÀÄgÀÄ¼À 
      QÃ¼ÀÄ§UÉAiÀÄ; 
   
     HzÀÄ G¹gÀ£ÀÄ; vÀÄA§Ä 
      £ÀA§ÄUÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ. 
     fÃªÀ, PÁ¼ÀUÀ PÁzÀÄ, 
      K¼ÀÄ, UÉ®Äè. 
 

       ANON : Two moods 
    (No english Poem) 

 
    ºÉÃ¼À¢gÀÄ ºÉÆÃgÁr ¥sÀ®«®èªÉAzÀÄ 
 

      ºÉÃ¼À¢gÀÄ ºÉÆÃgÁr ¥sÀ®«®èªÉAzÀÄ, 
     vÉÆÃ¼À zÀtÂ¹zÉ §jzÉ WÁ¹AiÀiÁAiÉÄÛAzÀÄ; 
     UÉ®ÄèªÀÅzÉ PÁuÉ, ºÀUÉ »ªÉÄälÖ£ÉAzÀÄ; 
     J®è EzÀÝAwºÀÄzÀÄ – C¯ÁèqÀzÉAzÀÄ! 
 
      £ÉaÑ PÉqÀÄªÉÇqÉ PÉZÀÄÑ, ¸ÉqÉzÀ¼ÀÄPÀÄ PÉqÀzÉ? 
     ªÀÄÄaÑ D ºÉÆUÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ, F UÀ½UÉ, ©qÀzÉ, 
     ¤£Àß PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ ºÀUÉAiÀÄ vÀgÀÄ§ÄwgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ– 

     ¤£Àß ¨ÉA§®«zÀÄÝ, PÀ¼À£À UÉ®§ºÀÄzÀÄ! 
 
      vÉgÉ §¼À°, ºÉÆAiÀÄÄÝ ºÉÆAiÀÄÄÝgÀÄ¼ÀÄgÀÄ½, ZÉ°è, 
     É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ£É®ªÀ£ÀÄ PÉÆ¼ÀzÉ PÀÄ¢AiÀÄÄwºÀÄ¢°è- 
     §®Ä»AzÉ, PÉÆgÀPÀ®°, PÉÆÃ«£À° vÀÆj 
     G°AiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ ¨ÁgÀzÉÃ PÀqÀ® É̄AiÀÄ ©Ãj! 



 
      É̈¼ÀUÁUÀ ªÀÄÆqÀzȨ́ É¨ÁV É̄Æ¼É §gÀzÀÄ, 
     É̈¼ÀPÀÄ vÁ §gÀÄªÀAzÀÄ, ºÉÆ¸À̈ É¼ÀPÀÄ ºÀjzÀÄ; 
     ªÀÄÄAzÉ ªÉÄ®èUÉ ªÉÄ®èUÉÃgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ– 
     »AzÉ ¥ÀqÀÄªÀ®Ä £ÉÆÃqÀÄ - £É®zÀ ¸ÀA¥ÀvÀÄÛ! 
 

   CLOUGH (1819 – 1861) : Say not The struggle naught availeth 
 
 

  To 
 
Say not the struggle naught availeth,  
The labour and the wounds are vain,  
The enemy faints not, nor faileth,  
And as things have been they remain,  
If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars;  
It may be, in you smoke conceal'd,  
Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers,  
And, but for you, posses the field.  
For while the tired waves, vainly breaking,  
Seem here no painful inch to gain,  
Far back, through creeks and inlets making.  
Comes silent, flooding in, the main.  
And not by eastern windows only  
When daylight comes, comes in the light;  
In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly  
But westward, Ibok, the land is bright 
     Arthur Hugh Clough  

 
     PÀ«²µÀå 
 

    ºÉÆvÀÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀÅzÉ£ÀUÉ ¸ÀvÀÛªÀgÀ ¸ÀAUÀzÀ°; 
     §¼À¹£À° §A¢ºÀgÀ PÁtÄwºÉ£ÀÄ, 
    JvÉÛvÀÛ ¸ÀÄ½¸ÀÄªÉ£ÉÆ F PÀtÚ£ÀvÀÛvÀÛ, 
     ºÀ¼ÀªÉÄAiÀÄ ªÀÄºÁvÀägÀ£ÀÄ ¥ÀgÀªÀÄPÀ«UÀ¼À£ÀÄ. 
    £À£ÀUÀªÀgÉ PÉÊ©qÀzÀ PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÁzÀªÀgÀÄ; 
    ¢£À¢£À¢ ªÀiÁvÀÄPÀxÉUÉ£ÀVgÀÄªÀgÀªÀgÀÄ. 
 
    CªÀgÉÆqÀ£É ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¥ÀqÀÄwºÉ£ÀÄ ¸ËRåzÀ°; 
     PÀµÀÖzÀ° ±ÁAwAiÀÄgÀ̧ ÀÄªÉ£ÀªÀgÀ°, 
    CªÀgÉÃ£ÀªÀiÁrºÀgÀzÉ®èªÀ£ÀÄ §UÉzÉtÂ¹, 
     JµÀÄÖ IÄtÂ £Á£ÀªÀjUÀzÀ £É£À¹PÉÆ¼À®Ä, 
    £À£Àß PÉ£ÉßUÀ¼À̄ Éè vÉÆAiÀÄÄåwºÀÄªÉ¤vÀÄ, 
    zsÀ£ÀåvÉ PÀÈvÀdÕvÉAiÀÄ PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ ºÀ¤vÀÄ! 
 



    £À£Àß AiÉÆÃZÀ£ÉAiÉÄ®è ¸ÀvÀÛªÀgÀ ¸ÉÃjzÀÄªÀÅ- 
     CªÀgÉÆqÀ£É ¨Á¼ÀÄªÉ ¥ÀÄgÁvÀ£ÀzÀ°, 
    CªÀgÀ UÀÄtUÀ¼À£ÉÆ°ªÉ, CªÀgÀ zÉÆÃµÀªÀ ¸ÀÄ°ªÉ, 
     CªÀgÁ±É ¨sÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À° ¥Á® PÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ; 
    «£ÀAiÀÄ¨sÁªÀzÀ®ªÀgÀ ªÀÄ£ÀªÀ£ÁgÀAiÉÄé; 
    M£ÉzÀ ²PÀëtzÉqÉUÉ §UÉAiÀÄ£É¼ÉzÉÆAiÉÄé. 
 
    £À£Áß±ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆÃV ¸ÀvÀÛªÀgÀ ¸ÉÃjzÀÄªÀÅ – 
     CªÀgÉÆqÀ£É PÀ̄ ÉªÉ £Á¤AzÀÄ £Á¼É, 
    PÀ̄ ÉvÀÄ £Á£ÀªÀgÉÆqÀ£É ¥ÀAiÀÄt£ÀqÉªÉ£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ 
     ¸À«AiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ ¤ÃqÀÄªÁ PÁ®ªÉ̄ Áè! 
    £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ £ÉaÑgÀÄªÉ¤°è £Á£ÉÆAzÀÄ 
    ºÀÄrAiÉÆ¼À½AiÀÄzÀ ºȨ́ ÀgÀ ©nÖgÀÄªÉ£ÉAzÀÄ. 
 

      SOUTHEY : The Scholar  

 
The Scholar 

My days among the Dead are past; 
Around me I behold, 
Where'er these casual eyes are east, 
The mighty minds of old; 
My never-gailing friends are they, 
With whom I converse day by day. 

With them I take delight in weal 
And seek relief in woe; 
And while I understand and feel 
How much to them I owe, 
My cheeks have often been bedew'd 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude. 

My thought's are with the Dead; with them 
I live in long-past years, 
Their virtues love, their faults condemn, 
Partake their hopes and fears 
And from their lessons seak and find 
Instruction with an humble mind. 
 
My hopes are with the Dead; anon  
My place with them will be.  
And I with them shall travel on  
Through all futurity;  
Yet leaving here a name, I trust,  
That will not perish in the dust. 
    Robert Southey 
 

 



      
      ¸ÀÄRfÃªÀ£À 
 

     K£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄTAiÉÆÃ vÁ£ÀÄ ºÀÄnÖ£À° PÀ°PÉAiÀÄ°, 
    E£ÉÆß§â¤ZÉÒAiÀÄ£ÀÄ zÀÄrAiÀÄ¢gÀÄªÀªÀ£ÀÄ! 
    M½îvÀ£ÀÄ §UÉªÀÅzÉÃ vÀ£Àß PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ AiÀÄAvÀæ, 
    ¤dzÀ £ÀqÀvÉAiÉÄ vÀAvÀæ vÀ£ÀUÉ¤¹zÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
     gÁUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ£ÀUÉÆqÉAiÀÄgÁUÀzÀªÉÇ¯Á¼ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ, 
    fÃªÀªÀ£ÀÄ ¸Á«UÀtÂªÀiÁr ¨Á¼ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. 
    JAvÀÄ zsÀtÂAiÉÆ®ªÉAzÀÄ, £ÉgÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄZÉÑAvÉAzÀÄ, 
    «ÄqÀÄ«ÄqÀÄQ É̄ÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄ PÀnÖPÉÆ¼ÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
     £ÁqÁrUÀ¼À ¨ÁAiÀÄ §¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ° £ÁlzÉAiÉÄ, 
    vÀ£ÁßvÀä¸ÁQëAiÉÄÃ PÉÆÃmÉAiÀiÁzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
    ºÉÆUÀ¼ÀÄªÀgÀÄ £ÉgÉzÀÄAqÀÄ vÉÃUÀzÀªÀ¤zÁÝUÀ, 
    ©zÁÝUÀ §UÀÄ¼ÀÄªÀgÀÄ dgÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
     PÉlÖvÀ£ÀzÀ°, zȨ́ ÉAiÀÄ¯ÉÃgÀÄwgÀ̄ ÉÆ¨ÁâvÀ, 
    PÀAqÀzÀ£ÀÄ PÀÄ¢UÉÆAqÀÄ vÁ PÀgÀÄ§zÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
    £ÀUÀÄ£ÀUÀÄvÀ £ÉgÀªÀ ZÀÄZÀÄÑªÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ§gÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄ; 
    zsÀªÀÄðªÀ®èzÉ ¨ÉÃgÉ ¸ÀÆvÀæ«gÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
      
     ¤£Àß PÀÈ¥É EgÀ°, ¹j K£ÉAzÀÄ, zÉÃªÀgÀ£ÀÄ 
    É̈¼ÀUÀÄ §AiÀÄÆÎ ©qÀzÉ ¨ÉÃqÀÄwgÀÄªÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
    PÉÃr£À° PÉÊ¬ÄqÀzÉ, vÀ£ÉÆß¦à£ÉÆÃ¢£À°, 
    PÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ£À°, vÁ ºÉÆvÀÛ PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ £À°ªÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 
 
     F §UÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄPÀÛ¤UÉ vÉÆvÀÄÛUÀ¼À vÉÆqÀj®è, 
    KgÀÄªÁ¸ÉUÀ½®è, ©Ã¼ÀÄªÀ¼ÀÄQ®è. 
    ºÉÆ£ÀÄßªÀÄtÂÚ®èzÉÆqÉ, vÀ£ÉÆßqÉAiÀÄ – vÁ §®è! 
    MAzÀÄ vÀ£ÀV®èzÉAiÉÄ, GAlÄ vÀ£ÀUÉ®è! 
 

   SIR HENRY WOTTON (1568 – 1639) : Character of a Happy Life 
 

 Character of a Happy Life 
 
How happy is he born or taught  
That serveth not another's will;  
Whose armour is his honest thought,  
And silly truth his highest skill. 
 
 



Whose passions not his masters are,  
Whose soul is still prepared for death  
United unto the world with care  
Of princely love or vulger breath; 
 
Who hath his life from rumours freed,  
Whose consience is his strong retreat  
Whose state can neither flatterers feed,  
Not ruin make accusers great; 
 
Who envieth none whom Chance doth raise  
Or vice; who never understood  
How deepest wounds are given with praise;  
Not rules fo state, but rules of good! 
 
Who God doth late and early pray  
More of his grace than gifts to lend ;  
Who entertaius the harmless day  
With a well chosen book' or friend; 
 
This man is free from servile bands  
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall;  
Lord of himself, though not of lands ;  
And having nothing, he hath all. 
    Sir Henry Wotton  

 
 
    PÀ£À¸ÀÄ É̈ÃPÀÄ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ 
 

    PÀ£À̧ ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄ PÀÆUÀÄwgÀ®Ä 
     K£À PÉÆ¼ÀÄ«j? 
    ¥Áæt vÉgÉzÉ §gÀªÀÅ PÉ®ªÀÅ- 
     K£À PÉÆ¼ÀÄ«j? 
    ¨Á¼À ºÉÆ¸ÀzÀÄ ºÁgÀ¢AzÀ, 
    ¸ÀÄAiÀÄÄÝ ºÀÆ«£Ȩ́ À¼À£ÉÆAzÀ 
    ©Ã½¹zÉÆqÉ §ºÀÄªÀÅ PÉ®ªÀÅ- 
    ©Ã¢©Ã¢, C¼ÀÄªÀ, £ÀUÀÄªÀ 
    PÀ£À̧ ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀÆUÀÄwgÀ®Ä, 
     K£À PÉÆ¼ÀÄ«j? 
 
    ªÀÄA¢ ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄzÉÆAzÉ UÀÄr®Ä; 
     vÉÆÃ¥ÀÄ, £ÉgÉAiÉÆ¼ÀÄ; 
    £ÉgÀ¼ÀÄ, ¸ÁªÀvÀ£ÀPÀ £À£Àß 
     £ÉÆÃªÀÅ vÀA¥À®Ä. 
    ¨Á¼À ºÉÆ¸ÀzÀÄ ºÁgÀ¢AzÀ, 
    PÀ¼ÀaPÉÆqÀÄªÉ ªÀÄÄvÀÛ£ÉÆAzÀ- 
    DAiÀÄÄÝ, ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄ §AiÀÄ¹zÀAvÉ 



    PÉÆ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÁUÉ PÀ£À̧ ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄ, 
    £À£Àß £ÉÆÃ«VzÉAiÉÄ ªÀÄzÀÄÝ, 
     EzÀ£É PÉÆ¼ÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ. 
 

     BEDDOES (1803 – 1849) : Dream Pedlary 
 

If there were Dreams to Sell 

If there were dreams to sell 
What would you buy? 
Some cost a passing bell; 
Some a light sigh, 
That shakes from Life's fresh crown 
Only a rose-leaf down. 
If there were dreams to sell, 
Merry and sad to tell, 
Add the crier rang the bell, 
What would you buy 1 
 
A cottage lone and still,  
With bowers nigh,  
Shadow, My wees to still,  
Until I die. 
 
Snach pearl from Life's fresh crown  
Fain would I shake me down.  
Were dreams to have at will,  
This would best heal my ill,  
This would I buy. 
    Thomas Levell Beaddoes 
 

     fÃªÀ 
 

    J¯É, fÃªÀ, ¤Ã£ÁgÉÆ £Á w½AiÉÄ£ÀAiÀÄå, 
   w½ªÉ¤zÀ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £Á£ÀUÀ®¨ÉÃPÀAiÀÄå! 
   J°è PÀ̄ ÉvÉªÉÇ ªÉÆzÀ®Ä, ªÉÄÃuÉAzÉÆ, JAvÉÆÃ, 
   J®è EA¢UÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ ªÀÄgÀä PÁtAiÀÄå. 
    J¯É fÃªÀ, ¨Á½zÉªÀÅ §ºÀÄPÁ® E°è, 
   ºÉÆ¼ÉªÀ ¹j¢£ÀUÀ¼À°, zÀÄ¢ð£ÀUÀ¼À°è. 
   ºÉÆA¢ PÉ¼ÉvÀ£À ¸À«zÀÄ, CUÀ®ÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÀrzÀÄ; 
   MAzÉgÀqÀÄ ¤lÄÖ¹gÀÄ, PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ ©qÀzÀÄ. 
   ºÉÃ¼ÀzÉAiÉÄ PÀzÀÄÝ £ÀqÉ; ªÉÄ®è£ÉZÀÑgÀ PÉÆqÀzÉ 
    ¤£Àß ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄªÀ £ÉÆÃr eÁgÉÊ! 
   ºÉÆgÀmÉ¤gÀÄ¼ÁAiÉÄÛ£ÀzÉ, £À°ªÀ £ÁqÉ®è°è 

K¼ÀÄ ¨É¼ÀUÁAiÉÄÛ£ÀÄvÀ ¨ÁgÉÊ! 
 

    MRS. BARBAULD (1743 – 1825) : Life 

 



 Life 

Life I know not what thou art, 
But know that thou I must part; 
And when, or how, or where we met 
1 own to me's a secret yet. 
Life we've been long together, 
Through pleasant and through coloudy weather; 
Tis hard to part when friends are dear 
Perhaps twill cost a sigh a tear; 
Then steel away, give little warning, 
Choose thine own time; 
Say not good night,-but in some brighter Clime 
Bid me Good morning 
    Anna Letitia Barbauld  

 
 

 ¥ÁæxÀð£É 
 

PÀgÀÄuÁ¼ÀÄ, ¨Á, É̈¼ÀPÉ, ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄQ¢Ã ªÀÄ©â£À°, 
 PÉÊ»rzÀÄ £ÀqȨ́ É£Àß£ÀÄ. 
EgÀÄ¼ÀÄ PÀvÀÛ É̄AiÀÄ UÀ«; ªÀÄ£É zÀÆgÀ; PÀ¤PÀj¹. 
 PÉÊ»rzÀÄ £ÀqȨ́ É£Àß£ÀÄ. 
ºÉÃ½ £À£Àßr¬Är¸ÀÄ; §®ÄzÀÆgÀ £ÉÆÃlªÀ£ÀÄ 
PÉÃ¼É£ÉÆqÀ£ÉAiÉÄ - ¸ÁPÀÄ £À£ÀUÉÆAzÀÄ ºÉeÉÓ. 
 
ªÀÄÄ£Éß EAwgÀzÁzÉ; ¤£Àß É̈ÃqÀzÉ ºÉÆÃzÉ, 
 PÉÊ»rzÀÄ £ÀqȨ́ ÀÄ J£ÀÄvÀ. 
£À£Àß zÁjAiÀÄ £Á£É £ÉÆÃr »rzÉ£ÀÄ:- E£ÀÄß, 
 PÉÊ»rzÀÄ £ÀqȨ́ ÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ. 
«ÄgÀUÀÄ§tÚPÉ ¨ÉgÉvÀÄ, s̈ÀAiÀÄªÀÄgÉvÀÄ, PÉÆ©âzÉ£ÀÄ; 
ªÉÄgÉzÁAiÀÄÛ; £É£ÉAiÀÄ¢gÀÄ »A¢£ÀzÀ£É®è. 
 
EµÀÄÖ ¢£À ¸À®»gÀÄªÉ ªÀÄÆRð£À£ÀÄ; ªÀÄÄAzÉAiÀÄÆ 
 PÉÊ»rzÀÄ £ÀqȨ́ À¢ºÉAiÀiÁ? 
PÀµÀÖzÀqÀ«AiÀÄ PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ, É̈lÖºÉÆ¼ÉUÀ¼À ºÁzÀÄ, 
 EgÀÄ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀÆPÀ¢ºÉAiÀiÁ? 
É̈¼ÀUÁUÀ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄzÉÃ »AzÉÆªÉÄä £Á£ÉÆ°zÀÄ 

F £ÀqÀÄªÉ PÀ¼ÉPÉÆAqÀ ¢ªÀåªÀÄÄR £ÀUÀÄvÀ? 
 

     NEWMAN (1801 -1890) : Lead, kindly Light 
 

Lead’ Kindly Light 
 
Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom  
  Lead Thou me on ! 



The night is dark, and I am far from home- 
  Lead Thou me on! 
Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
  The distant scene,-one step enough for me. 
 
I was not ever thus, nor pray'd that Thou 
  Shouldst lead me on.  
I loved to choose and see my path, but now 
  Lead Thou me on !  
I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 
  Pride ruled my will: remember not past years. 
 
So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still 
  Will lead me on,  
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 
  The night is gone. 
And with the morn those angel faces smile  
Which I have loved long since, and lost a while. 

John Henry Newman 
 
 

  §AzÀgÀÄ zÁlÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
 

 ºÉÆwÛ½ªÀÅ, ¸ÀAeÉ̈ É½î 
  £À£Àß PÀgÉzÉÆAzÀÄ PÀÆUÀÄ! 
 E®è¢gÀ̄ ÉÃ£ÉÃ£ÀÄ §AzÀj£À £ÀgÀ¼Ál, 
 £Á PÀqÀ® ¸ÉÃgÀÄªÁUÀ; 
 ºÉÆgÀ½ ¤zÉÝªÉÇ°gÀ°, ªÉÆgÉAiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ, £ÉÆgÉAiÀÄzÉAiÉÄ 
 vÀÄA§ÄzÉgÉAiÀÄÄ§ÄâºÉÆ£À®Ä, 
 PÀgÉ¬Ä®èzÁ¼À¢AzÉzÀÄÝ ºÉÆgÀ©zÀÄÝzÀzÀÄ 
  ªÀÄgÀ½ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉAiÀÄÄÝªÁUÀ! 
 
 PÀtä§Äâ, ¸ÀAeÉUÀAmÉ, 
  D §½PÀ PÀUÀÎvÀÛ É̄! 
 E®è¢gÀ̄ ÉÃ£ÉÃ£ÀÄ PÀ¼ÀÄºÀÄªÀgÀ PÉÆgÀUÁl, 
  £Á ºÀqÀUÀ£ÉÃgÀÄªÁUÀ; 
 F £ÀªÀÄä ºÉÆvÀÄÛ PÀqÉ UÀr¬ÄAzÀ §®ÄzÀÆgÀ 
  ºÉÆ£À̄ É£Àß PÉÆAqÉÆAiÀÄÝgÀÆ, 
 £À£Àß vÁgÀPÀ£À ªÀÄÄR PÁtÄªÀÅzÀ £ÀA©ºÉ£ÀÄ 
  §AzÀgÀ£ÀÄ zÁnzÁUÀ. 
 

      TENNYSON : Crossing the bar 
 
 

 Crossing the Bar 

Sunset and evening star. 



And one clear call for me 
And may there be no meaning of the bar, 
When I put out to Sea. 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep. 
Too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening belL 
And after that the dark 
And may there be no sandness of farewell, 
When I embark;, 

For the' from but our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 
I hope to see my pilot face to face 
When I have crost the bar. 
    Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 
  
 «ÃgÀd£Àä 
 

EgÀÄ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ ¸ÀzÀÄÝ¤AvÀ ¤zÉÝºÉÆvÀÄÛ- ¤ªÀÄä £É£ÀºÀÄ 
 ºÀjªÀÅªÉvÀÛ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀ? 
ªÀÄgÀÄ¼ÀgÉtÂPÉAiÀÄAvÉ, ¸ÁªÀÅ ¸ÉgÉAiÀÄ PÉqÀ»zÉ£Àß §½AiÉÄ? 
MªÉÄä ¤AvÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÉÆ°zÀ! M°zÉªÀªÀ£À£ÉAvÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ! 
 J£ÀÄvÀ ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄvÀ? 
 
DºÀ! M°zÉ, M°¢gÀAvÀÄ! ¤ÃªÀÅ £À£Àß£ÀjzÀÄ¢AvÀÄ! 
 £ÀAmÉ £À£ÀUÉ £É®zÀ° 
ªÉÆÃºÀªÀÄÄjAiÀÄzÀ®¸ÀÄªÀgÀ°, ¸ÉÆUÀ̧ ÀÄªÀgÀ°, ºÉtÂÚUÀgÀ°? 
UÀÄjAiÉÄ? ºÀÄjAiÉÄ? PÉZÉÑ? £ÉZÉÑ? CªÀgÀ ºÀÄZÀÄÑºÀgÀmÉ, £Á£É? 
 DgÀÄ PÁtÂgÀ? 
 
JAzÀÄ É̈£Àß vÉÆÃgÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄ; JzÉAiÀÄ PÉÆlÄÖ £ÀÄVÎzÀªÀ£ÀÄ; 
 ªÀÄÄV®Ä PÀ«AiÉÄ dVAiÀÄ£ÀÄ; 
¸ÀjAiÉÆ É̄zÀgÀÄ, vÀ¥ÀÄà UÉ®ÄªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ PÀ£À̧ ÀÄUÁtzÀªÀ£ÀÄ; 
©Ã¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ, K¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉ; ¸ÉÆÃ®Ä, PÀ°vÀÄ PÁzÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉ; 
 MgÀUÀÄ, JZÀÑgÉA§£ÀÄ. 
 
E®è! D¼ÀÄ ºÀUÀ®£ÀqÀÄªÉ ¸ÀA s̈ÀæªÀÄzÀ° zÀÄrªÀ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ. 
 PÁtzÀªÀ£À ºÀgÀ¹j! 
£ÀÄUÀÄÎ ªÀÄÄAzÉ JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½- JzÉAiÀÄ, É̈£Àß, £ÉÃgÀ vÁ½; 
ºÉÆÃgÀÄ, «ÄÃgÀÄ JAzÀÄ PÀÆV - UÉ®Äè, §zÀÄPÀÄ, K¼ÉÎAiÀiÁV 



 E°èAiÀÄAvÉ C°èAiÀÄÆ! 
 

     BROWNING Epilogue to Asolendo 
 

Epilogue to 'Asolando' 

At the midnight in the silence of the sleep- time. 
When you set your fancies free. 
Will they pass to where-by death, fools think imprisoned - 
Low he lies who once so loved you, whom you loved so,  
   Pity me? 

Oh to love so, be so loved, yet so mistaken ! 
What had I on earth to do 
With the slothful, with the mawkish the unmanly?  
Like the aimless, helpless, hopeless, did I drivel  
   -Being-who ? 

One who never turned his back but marched breast forward, 
Never doubted clouds would break,  

Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong would 
 triumph,  

Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better 
   Sleep to wake. 

No, at noonday in the bustle of man's work-time 
Greet the unseem with a cheer! 
Bid him forward, breast and back as either should be,  
'Strive and thrive! 'cry' Speed,-fight on, fare ever  
   There as here ! 

Robert Browning 
 


