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RENDERING ACCOUNT

Rendering account — what remained to me of life, what remained?
Whate’er | gave another, strange, only that remained!
A secret affection tender and blessings that are not known,
Now and then a fainting heart, tears silently dropping down.
' ’ vy B ' . '
Whate'er | gave another, returned to me, sweeter
And stronger, forever in my soul to stand.
Whatever love tock from me, was not by God lost either,
But given me back to make my life fore’er and ever fragrant.

And now, O Lord, despite’all my suffering, and despite
This dried source of happiness that was mine,
Still e’en now I'm drunk with the old abundant wine.
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And I don't say what remained, of the reeds supplé and slight,
And of the oak trees strong, in the earth deeply sunk

What remained — Th'infinite comfort of the\sun they’d drunk.
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", THE FAIR ONES _,

She is th'eternal fair one who one day passed by you,
And your eyes anointed — O, heavenly visitor —

With a beauty which you nev'r again did turn to view,
And you did not try even once-more to meet her either.
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And the fair one is she still, forever-and forever,

Who was slowly maturing under the sun of your sight,

And in the breeze of the spring: was swaying like a flower,

When she parted,’ in your)'mind remained »e’er fragrant, eer bright.

And the fair one — to you her blesséd name is known -

Is yet the one, you think still might have her l.ove to you impart,
Who certainly divined your love and waited with eye cast down,
And yet it was better you did not ever trouble her heart.

The fair ones are those alone who have passed_ and gone through
Your desire and now from far distance are calling you.

Translated by M. MANOUKIAN VAHAN TEKEYAN
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