
The dead these duly buried.

The guests and priests got drunk and fed

:

And then, the serious business done,

Sedately home went every one.

And lo! Onegin, in his village,

He who till nbw all order hated,

A genuine spendthrift, fresh translated,

To lordship over woods and tillage,

O'er mills and waters, and elate

At all that changed his former state!

LIV.

For two whole days the meadows made

A novel pleasure for his eyes.

Their loveliness, the oak grove's shade.

The quiet brook's soliloquies

—

.Ml soothed and won him: after that

Woods, hills, and the far readiing flat

Staled on his fancy; nor could keep

Eyes open that were tired of sleep.

Even here, he learned, aye, even here.

Where there were neither cards nor balls,

Nor poet's verse, nor princely halls.

The ill he fled from waited near-

Ennui—the shadow of his life.

More pertinacious than a wife.

LV.

Now I was bom for peaceful things.

For rustic scenes, for country quiet.

My lyric muse most blithely sings

In deserts wild. On country diet
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