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BockpecHoe yTpo
(Tomac Dauor)

Cymompu, cmompu macmep, 60m uoym 06e peauzuo3tble 2yceHuybl.

EBpeiickas Mainbta

IMonvramHeie, pa3ymMHbIe JToau oT Bora,

OOIIAI0TCS TOJIBKO Yepe3 OKOHHBIE CTEKIA.

B nHauase 6pu10 TONBKO €10BO. CTpOro

OILIOIOTBOPSLIUCH BO BPEMsI MEHCTPYaJIbHOTO IUKJIA.

B paccnaGieHHOM COCTOSIHUM YMOPUICKHUI XYIO0KHUK,
PHUCYET MYCTBIHIO B TPEIIMHAX, PACKATIEHHbIA TPAHHUT,

TaM 110 BOJIE Xy/IO¥ U OJIeIHBII MepeIBUraeT HOrH,

Orer1 ¢ KpacOYHBIM HUMOOM U ¢ HUM [lapakuT.
CBAIIEHHUKY B YEPHOM TIPOXOIAT MO aJliee MOKASTHASI MUMO.
Morofipie, pbiXKU€E U MPBIIIABbIE, YXBATUBIIKCH 32 MOSICHULLY
niepen MOKassHHBIMU BOPOTaMHU, CMOTPSAT Ha oopa3 Cepadrima.
Tam npeaHHbIe YU TIEI0T, 00pa3ys TYCKJIYIO 3apHHMILY.
Brosb cTeH cajia posATCs IUYesIbl C BOJIOCATBIMU KUBOTAMHU.
THIUMHKA U NIECTUK 00M000BaM OJiecTsAnmid ouc OeCroNbIX.
CyuHM KyIllaeT BETUMHY, TIepeMellBasi BOAY B BAHHOM.
SpyAUTH TOHKOTO UCKYCCTBA BEAYT MOJIEMUYECKUE CIIOPHI.
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Mr. Eliot Sunday Morning Service
(Tomas Eliot)

Look, look, master, here comes two religious caterpillars.

The jew of Malta.

Poly philoprogenitive

the sapient sutlers of the Lord
Drift across the window-panes.

In the beginning was the Word.
Superfetation of to en,

and at the mensual turn of time
Produced enervate Origen.

A painter of the Umbrian school
Designed upon a gesso ground

the nimbus of the Baptized God.
the wilderness is cracked and browned
but through the water pale and thin
Still shine the unoffending feet

and there above the painter set

the Father and the Paraclete.

The sable presbyters approach
the avenue of penitence;

the young are red and pustular
Clutching piaculative pence.
Under the penitential gates
Sustained by staring Seraphim
Where the souls of the devout
Burn invisible and dim.

Along the garden-wall the bees
With hairy bellies pass between
The staminate and pistilate,
Blest office of the epicene.
Sweeney shifts from ham to ham
Stirring the water in his bath.
The masters of the subtle schools
Are controversial, polymath.



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

I'mnnmomoram M epKOBb
(Tomac Dauor)

[Mupoko3a st Geremor,

ONMUpPAsICh HA KUBOT,

JIeKUT ceOe B IPSI3U MOTYUYUM TEJIOM,

B HEM IUIOTh U KPOBb MMEETCSI BCELIEIIO.
7KuBast mioth 1 KpoBb crabda, oHa
paccTpoOMCTBOM HEPB MOJBEPKEHA,
6esrpemia LlepkoBb B boxbem Xpame,
TaK KaKk OCHOBaHa Ha KaMHe.
Hers€pnplii y Geremora 1mar,
TEPHUCTBIN MyTh K JOOBIYE OJIar,

a llepkBu 1ymars HEJOCYT,

el J1aHb CO BCEX CTOPOH HECYT.

He cmoxet maxe I'unmo HUKorma

XOTb C IepeBa JI0CTaTh IJI0AA,

a MIEpCUK Y 3aMOPCKUI (PPYKT,

B CBATYIO LIEPKOBb M3-32 MOPEU BE3YT.
Bo Bpewmst cityuku GereMot

XPUILIBIM FOJIOCOM OPET.

ITo BockpeceHrsAM Kaxxapblil 3HAET,

yto B Llepksu bora BocnieBaior.

JTHEM ipemiieT 6ereMoT CTeTeHHO,

OH B HOYb OXOTHUTCSI OOBIKHOBEHHO,

a bor TaMHCTBEHHO TBOPMUT,
OJHOBPEMEHHO €CT U CITUT.

S Bupen, kak Ilotam HexxkIaHHO,
BO3HECCS B HEOO HaJl CaBaHHOMN

Y TIeJI aHTeJIbl BOKPYT COMPAHO,

Cnaga bory, rpoMKO B OCaHHax.
KpoBbio ArHIIa yMOETCSl OH B OAHOYAChE
Y CTaHeT cpa3y K CBATOMY ITPUYACTEH,

a HeOeca ero OKyTaTb CMOTYT U OOBSITh,
uM Ha apde OyaeT OH U3 30JI0Ta UTPaTh.
OH OyzieT BBIMBIT YHMIIle U Oejiee CHera,
7003aH1EeM MyYEHHMIT B IOBOJIbCTBE Hera,
noka Cesras [lepkoBb peObIBacT B CTaHe,
B 3JIOBOHHOM, 3apa3UTEIbHOM TyMaHEe.
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The Hippopotamus
(Tomas Eliot)

The broad-backed hippopotamus
Rests on his belly in the mud;
Although he seems so firm to us

He is merely flesh and blood.
Flesh-and-blood is weak and frail,
Susceptible to nervous shock;

While the True Church can never fail
For it is based upon a rock.

The hippo’s feeble steps may err

In compassing material ends,

While the True Church need never stir
To gather in its dividends.

The ’potamus can never reach

The mango on the mango-tree;

But fruits of pomegranate and peach
Refresh the Church from over sea.

At mating time the hippo’s voice
Betrays inflexions hoarse and odd,
But every week we hear rejoice

The Church, at being one with God.
The hippopotamus’s day

Is passed in sleep; at night he hunts;
God works in a mysterious way —
The Church can sleep and feed at once.
I saw the *potamus take wing
Ascending from the damp savannas,
And quiring angels round him sing
The praise of God, in loud hosannas.
Blood of the Lamb shall wash him clean
And him shall heavenly arms enfold,
Among the saints he shall be seen
Performing on a harp of gold.

He shall be washed as white as snow,
By all the martyred virgins Kist,

While the True Church remains below
Wrapt in the old miasmal mist.
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bepoOank ¢ benekepom, baeiimraiid ¢ curapou
(Tomac Dauor)

Bepbank nepecek MajleHbKUIA MOCT,
CITyCTHJICSI B HEOOJIBIIION OTEJIb.
[Tpuniiecca BomonaiiH oxxuaaia B Cpok,
OHH OBLJIM BMECTE, KAaK OH XOTeJL.

I'poxor, kak Hadar c Hebec,

MPOIIET O BCer rTyOuHe Mops,

MeieHHO bor ['epkynec

3aXKUTaJl UX BCEH JTIOOOBBIO.

Io HeOy mponeren [Nerac

Haj Hcrpuen ¢ paccBeToM.

Ero 3akpbIThIil Oapkac,

OrecTes Ha BOJIE TIPU TOM.

Ito ObuT yTh BriefimTaiina,

€ro JIOKTH, JIAIOHU, apTPHUT,

€ro oOBHCIIEro U3rnda KojeHa.

[Tpouum Yukaro, Benckuit Cemur.

Be3 OGnecka BbINyKJIbIE T71a32,

BUJAT MTPOTO30MHYIO CJIU3b CEMEHH.

B nepcniexktuse Kananerro uygeca,
JOTOPAET CBeYa KOHIIA BPEMEHH.

Ha PuanbsTo nmomHsuiack BHE3aImHO BOJA.
[Ton cBasiMu KpBICH! KYNalOTCS.

EBpei1 B ronjone, ¢ HUM J€HbI'M, MeXa.
JIONOYHUK TPOCTO YIIbIOAETCHI.

[Tpunniecca BomonaiiH oxxuiaer mKBaj JIO0OBU.
CkynHast, ¢ royObIMU HOT'TSIMH, C YaXOTKOWH,
iaraeT Mo BOJHOW JIECTHULIE, BCIOLy OTHHU.
OHa pasBiekaet capa PepavHaHa MOMKOM.
JIbBUHBIE KPbUIbSI HUKTO HE MO03PEBAL.
brioxa He ympeT oT nope30B KOrTer B MPUTOHAX.
BepbaHk B rosioBe CBOel pa3MBIIILIsL,

00 MCTpaueHHOM BpeMeHH U CEeMU 3aKOHaX.
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Burbank with a Baedeker: Bleistein with a Cigar
(Tomas Eliot)

Burbank crossed a little bridge
Descending at a small hotel;

Princess Volupine arrived,

They were together, and he fell.
Defunctive music under sea

Passed seaward with the passing bell
Slowly: the God Hercules

Had left him, that had loved him well.
The horses, under the axletree

Beat up the dawn from Istria

With even feet. Her shuttered barge
Burned on the water all the day.

But this or such was Bleistein’s way:
A saggy bending of the knees

And elbows, with the palms turned out,
Chicago Semite Viennese.

A lustreless protrusive eye

Stares from the protozoic slime

At a perspective of Canaletto.

The smoky candle end of time
Declines. On the Rialto once.

The rats are underneath the piles.

The jew is underneath the lot.

Money in furs. The boatman smiles,
Princess Volupine extends

A meagre, blue-nailed, phthisic hand
To climb the waterstair. Lights, lights,
She entertains Sir Ferdinand

Klein. Who clipped the lion’s wings
And flea’d his rump and pared his claws?
Thought Burbank, meditating on
Time’s ruins, and the seven laws.



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

MegoBbBII MeCHIL
(Tomac Dauor)

[Tocetus crpansl benumokce, onu BepHymucek B Teppe-Xor,

HO OJHY JIETHIOIO HOYb NpoBeJM B PaBeHHe.

Omnu Jsiexany Ha TPOCTBIHE, MOJ KOTOPOU KJIONOB HECKOJIBKO COT.
Bbu1 nieTHni 3HOM, MaxJI0 NOTOM U KEHCKUM TEJIOM.

JIéxa Ha cnivHe, pa3aBUHYB KOJIEHH, UX HOTH ITyXJIM OT YKYCOB,
BOPOYAsACh HA MAaTPace, pacueChIBaIM CBOU PaHBI 10 KPOBH.

B mune or Hux Haxonuics Caroi-AnoumHepe-uH-Kiacce,
II€ TYPUCTHI C SHTY3UA3MOM U3y4YaId CBOABI U KaIIUTEIN.

OHu cesm Ha CKOPOCTHOM MOE3]] U B MO3JHUH 4ac,
MIpoJIeBaIM cBOU crpananus ot [lagyn B Muian.

Tam ux oxunanu «TaliHasi Beuepsi» U pecTopaH.

OH noxcumTasn pacxoisl ¥ B3sU1 UX Ha KapaH/Jalll.

Onu yBunemu Iserinapuio u @paHLui0 B CBOM MEJOBBIE JHU.
Me:x TeM nocrosiHHbIM ackeT CBAToN AnosuMHapui,

CJIOBHO cTapas, boxbsa MeNpHMIIA, 10 CUX TIOP COXPAHAET

B CBOMX IMOTEPTHIX KaAMHAX TOUHYI0 (popmy Buszanrum.
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Lune de Miel (Honeymoon)
(Tomas Eliot)

They have seen the Low Countries, they are going Terre Haute;
But one summer night finding them in Ravenna, at ease
Between two sheets in the home of two hundred bugs,
The sweat of summer, and the smell of a bitch in heat,
They lie on their backs and spread apart the knees

Of four sticky legs all swollen with bites.

They raise the sheet so that they can scratch better.

Less than a mile from here is Saint Apollinare in Classe,
The basilica known to enthusiasts

For its acanthus columns which the wind batters.

At eight o’clock they will catch the train

To prolong their miseries from Padua to Milan

Where they will find The Last Supper, and an inexpensive
Restaurant. He will calculate the tip with a pencil.

They will have seen Switzerland and crossed France.

And Saint Apollinare, straight and ascetic,

Old, disaffected mill of God, still keeps

13



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

IlocBAmenne Moen KeHe
(Tomac Dauor)

4 eit 06s13aH OYEHb, OTHEHHBIM BOCTOPIOM,
paHo yTpPOM MpoOYKAAIUCh YyBCTBA CTPOTO,
a CeKCyaJIbHbIIA PUTM Halll IIPepbIBaeT COH,
KOTJJa Mbl CTOHEM M JbILIMM B YHHCOH.
[TaxHyT ApYr Ipyrom HalM Tesa,

pedb He Hy)KHA U3JIUIIHY CIIOBA.

Harmm Mpiciu eauHbl, CJIOBHO OTI03,

JIyd COJIHLIA HE PACIIJIABUT Halll COI03.

Hac Berep 3umoii He 3aMOpO3HT,

B CaJly LIBETYT U HE BSHYT PO3BI.

Sl 3TUM NpeJaHHOCTh K HEll MPOSBIISIO,
3TU CTPOKH ITyOJIMYHO BCEM 3aSIBIISIIO.

14
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A Dedication To My Wife
(Tomas Eliot)

To whom I owe the leaping delight

That quickens my senses in our waking time

And the rhythm that governs the repose of our sleeping time,
the breathing in unison.

Of lovers whose bodies smell of each other

Who think the same thoughts without need of speech,
And babble the same speech without need of meaning.
No peevish winter wind shall chill

No sullen tropic sun shall wither

The roses in the rose-garden which is ours and only.
But this dedication is for others to read:

These are private words addressed to you in public.

15
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B pecropane
(Tomac Dauor)

Hemononoit opuiiant, ot HeYero gesnarsb,
HAKJIOHWJICS | TUXO TOBOPHT:

«Ha Moei1 poauHe JOXIU e1E XONOIHee,

a COJTHIIE XkKapye 3eMJII0 KOPOOHT».

Cam OH CBETIBbIN U TYYHBIU B KUJIETE,
cnepenu apryk, cajerka Ha pyKe BUCHT.
Hanetoch He mutioeT oH B CyIT Ha OaHKeTe,
I7Ie Mbl YKPBUIUCh, YTOO OT JIOK/S YITH.

4 TImeTHO MBITAJICS, HO OHA He JKejaja,

TaK Kak OT JIMBHS IPOMOKJIA JO HUTKH,

e€ cutieBast 100Ka K ATOAMIIAM MTPUJIMTIANA,
s IIEKOTaJ €€, YT00 MPOCTO PACCMEIIUTb.
Wb ThI, cTapblil pa3BpaTHUK, B TAKUE TOABI,
OHa JIET Ha BOCEMb ITOMOJIOKE ObLiIa,

1 3a71€3 Ha HEE, Kak IyJeJib 3HATHOU MOPOIHI,
MPULIET U OOHIOXAJI, OHA Iyrajlach MEHsI.
TBost rosioBa He 1is1 OJIOX, YCIIOKOMCS

Y COCKPEOU I'psi3b CO CBOEW KOXKH,

BOT IIIECTH TTEHCOB, C MBIJIOM IIOMOMCH],

4yepT nodepu, 3TO CyabOa TBOCH POXKH.

Bbl1, gypatikas, mycTskoBasi peJuKBUS,

He OOMKalTech Ha CBOM OIIBIT B MPOIILJIOM,
€CTb MapaJuIeIbHOE CXOJCTBO C. YXO0a4,
CKaXy, 4TO OOOEal0 C BAMU TTO3XKE.
dnedac PUHUKCKUI, YECTHBIN YEJIOBEK,
3a0bIB O JJOCTHIKEHUSIX, IO KPUKHU YaeK U Ty,
IBe HeJen OapaxTajicsi B MOPCKOM BOJIe,
MOTEPSUT CUJIBL, yIa4y U B COPOK JIET YTOHYII.
beper KopHyoiia riayer B neHe BOJH,

OH B IMPEAbIIYIIYIO KU3Hb BO3BPATHIICA,

B TIOpTax MpeObIBaHMS, OH ObLIT MOJIOJOM,
OBIBLINI MOPSIK U3 MPOILIOTO MOSBUJICS.

16
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Dans le Restaurant
(Tomas Eliot)

The waiter idle and dilapidated

With nothing to do but scratch and lean over my shoulder
Says:

«In my country the rain is colder

And the sun hotter and the ground more desiccated
and desecrated».

Voluminous and spuminous with a leguminous

and cannimaculated vest-front and pant front

and a graveyperpulchafied yesterdays napkin in a loop
over his elbow

(I hope he will not sputter into the soup)

«Down 1n a ditch under the willow trees

Where you go to get out of the rain

I tried in vain,

I mean I was interrupted

She was all wet with the deluge and her calico skirt
stuck to her buttocks and belly,

I put my hand up and she giggled»,

You old cut-up,

«At the age of eight what can one do, sir,

she was younger

Besides I’d no sooner got started than a big poodle
Came sniffing about and scared me pealess»,

Your head is not flealess

now at any rate, go scrape the cheese off your pate
and dig the slush out of your crowsfeet,

take sixpence and get washed, God damn

what a fate

You crapulous vapulous relic, you ambulating offence
To have had an experience

so nearly parallel, with, ....

Go away,

I was about to say mine,

I shall dine

elsewhere in future,

to cleanse this suture.

Phlebas the Phenicien, fairest of men,

Straight and tall, having been born in a caul

Lost luck at forty, and lay drowned

Two long weeks in sea water, tossed of the

streams under sea, carried of currents

Forgetful of the gains

forgetful of the long days of sea fare

17
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Forgetful of mew’s crying and the foam swept coast
of Cornwall,

Born back at last, after days

to the ports and stays of his young life,

A fair man, ports of his former seafare thither at last

18
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Kyaunapnoe siiino
(Tomac Dauor)

[Tunut B Kpecne BepTUKATIBLHO CUIUT,
ocMarpuBas Okcgopra Kouieaka BUj.
Ona 3aJI0KWiIa BA3aJIbHOMN CIULEN aIbOOM
Y OTVIOKWJIA HE JaJIEKO OT MEHS Ha CTOJL.
CwtyaThl €€ eylKu U 6a0yIIKHY,
JareppoTUIThl U3BECTHOM TETYIIIKH,

CUSIIM HAa KAMUHHOM ITOJIKE IVIHLIEM,

Kak Oy[ITO 3a3bIBaJI CBOUM TaHIIEM.

Sl He Xouy npuU3HaHUS Ha HeOecax,
yBUKYy capa Cuanu 6e3 npomMesieHus,
MyCTh CATIOTHl HABOIAT CTPaX,

Ha JIPYTMX T€POEB TOI'O MOKOJICHUSI.

Mtae He HyxeH Kanuran Ha HeOecax,
nonpoiry capa MoHnza 6e3 abcrpakiumy,
BJIOXKUTHCS BMECTE B KAKOW-TO OaHK,
WU B IISITY TIPOIICHTHBIE OOJTATAIY.

51 He xouy ObITh B Paiickux Kynyapax,
rae Jlykperms Bopmxkua Oyner Hesectkoi.
E€ anek10THI Oy/1yT TaM BceM 3a0aBOiA,
HO onbIT [TMIUT 00eCIEYNT UM U3BECTHOCTD.
He xemaro Buners [Tunur Ha HeOecax,
rae Manam biaBarckas Ja€r ykazaHue.
Tonbko B cemu CseHHbIX Tpynax,
[Mukapn JoHaTtn HAUAET MOE OMO3HAHUE.
I'me Mou 11eHu, YTO I HAKOIIMJI,

4yT00 Kymars ¢ [Tunur B pectopane?

N3 ropoga Kenrum u 'enpep ['pun,
OpenyT OOM:KU C TOJIOIHBIMU TJIA3aMH.
I'ne dandapst u rue opiel?

INon cuerom AJibIl orpeOeHs.

[InauyTt HUIIKE, TUIAYET TOJIA

HaJ OyJI0uKoi ¢ Maciiom. Beerna.

19
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A cooking egg
(Tomas Eliot)

Pipit sate upright in her chair

Some distance from where I was sitting;
Views of the Oxford Colleges

Lay on the table, with the knitting.
Daguerreotypes and silhouettes,

Her grandfather and great great aunts,
Supported on the mantelpiece

An Invitation to the Dance.

I shall not want Honour in Heaven
For I shall meet Sir Philip Sidney
And have talk with Coriolanus

And other heroes of that kidney.

I shall not want Capital in Heaven

For I shall meet Sir Alfred Mond:

We two shall lie together, lapt

In a five per cent Exchequer Bond.

I shall not want Society in Heaven,
Lucretia Borgia shall be my Bride;
Her anecdotes will be more amusing
Than Pipit’s experience could provide.
I shall not want Pipit in Heaven:
Madame Blavatsky will instruct me

In the Seven Sacred Trances;

Picard de Donati will conduct me...
But where is the penny world I bought
To eat with Pipit behind the screen?
The red-eyed scavengers are creeping
From Kentish Town and Golder’s Green;
Where are the eagles and the trumpets?
Buried beneath some snow-deep Alps.
Over buttered scones and crumpets
Weeping, weeping multitudes

Droop in a hundred A.B.C.’s*

20
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IllenoT 6eccmepTus
(Tomac Dauor)

Va6cTep onepKUMBIA CMEPTHIO ObL,

Y BUJEJ Yepe3 KOXKY KOCTH.

bBe3noMHBIX o1 3emiel JIIoou,
OIJIS/IBIBAJICS], HE UMEs 3JI0CTH.

OH 3HaJ, 4TO 3TO HE 3pavyoK,

TaK CMOTPUT U3 IyCTO! IJIa3HULIBL,

U, BOXK/IeJies] K MEPTBBIM BIIPOK,

B HEM IIOXOTb IbITAETCS] BMECTUTHCS.
JIOHH KOHKPETHO ObLT IpyrUM

1 HE MCKaJl 3aMeHy CMBbICJIa HacJIaxX JEHU.
3aBiedb, OOHATH U OBJIAJIETh UYKUM,

OH OBUI OIBITHBIM 9KCIEPTOM MOXOKICHUH.
OH 3HaJ1, KaK KOCTHBII MO3T CTpajiaeT

1 OOJIb CKeJIeTa B JIMXOPAJKe,

KOTJJa KOHTAKTa C IUIOThIO He ObIBaeT,
COBOKYIUJIEHU M pa3psaKu.

Bo3snmobnenHas ['puiikuH — npenectHa, Xopoiia,
TO MOATBEPXKJIAET €€ aKIIEHT, POCCHICKas JIyIla,
a O1ocT e€ OOIMPHBIH, €CTh COBEPIICHCTBO,
BCET/a CY/IUT ITHEBMATUKY OJTa)KEHCTBA.

Spkuit Opa3UIIbCKUIL sIryap

He 3acTaBJisieT OpaTb MMUHET.

V I'pyiikuHOM KolIauui aap,

U JJaKe €CTh CBOM ME30HET.

SAryap Bpa3unbCckuil Bcex CUIIbHEM,

B IMKOM YaIoOe U TPpsICUHE,

Pa3uT KOIATUHOW HAMHOTO Clladet,

yeM ['pyIIKMHA B CBOEU TOCTUHOM.

[TpooOpasbl KUBBIX, TPHUIIEAIININ TOCTb,

BOKDYT IpeJiecTeil e€ Bceraa posrcs,

HO MBI, JTI0OSI ¥ TUIOTb, U KOCTb,

XOTUM JIMIIb C METa(pU3UKON OOHATHCS.
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Whispers of immortality
(Tomas Eliot)

Webster was much possessed by death
And saw the skull beneath the skin;
And breast less creatures under ground
Leaned backward with a lipless grin.
Daffodil bulbs instead of balls

Stared from the sockets of the eyes!
He knew that thought clings round dead limbs
Tightening its lusts and luxuries.
Donne, I suppose, was such another
‘Who found no substitute for sense,

To seize and clutch and penetrate;
Expert beyond experience,

He knew the anguish of the marrow
The ague of the skeleton;

No contact possible to flesh

Allayed the fever of the bone.

Grishkin is nice: her Russian eye
Is underlined for emphasis;
Uncorseted, her friendly bust
Gives promise of pneumatic bliss.
The couched Brazilian jaguar
Compels the scampering marmoset
With subtle effluence of cat;
Grishkin has a maisonnette;

The sleek Brazilian jaguar

Does not in its arboreal gloom
Distil so rank a feline smell

As Grishkin in a drawing-room.
And even the Abstract Entities
Circumambulate her charm;

But our lot crawls between dry ribs
To keep our metaphysics warm.
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Cyunu Jpekryc
(Tomac Dauor)

«BOKpyr iepeBbs CyXue U JIUCThS ONAJIH.
ITycth Oypst peBET U Tep3aeT CKabl,

a 1103311 MEHS OCTAIOTCS ITyCTHIHHBIE TAJIN.
CMoTpuTe IEBKHU, MBI X JOJITO UCKAJIH | »

OcraBbTe MeHS B Hem3BeCcTHHIX Knkitamax,
HApUCYWTE MEHS B HEMPUCTYIHBIX CKaJax.
[NokaxuTe MHe Oeper C MemepHbpM OprU30M,
€ CTOJKHYJIMCh MOPSI C ONTYIIUTEIbHBIM BU3TOM.
ITokaxute Doa MHE B 00IaKax,

ycTh OypIo BHI30BET Ha Hebecax,

YTOOBI BCKJIOKOUUTh ApUaiHbl BOJIOCA

Y HaIOJIHUTh MOMYTHBIM BETPOM Mapyca.
PanHuM yTpOoM mpoOykIauch YacTH Tena,
Hagcukau, [lonudema, nepconaxeit ['omepa.
JKecramu B nocres BoBce Oe3 CJIOB,
MOJHUMAJICSA TTap OT OMABILIUX JIMCTOB.
Cyxue BeKU, pECHUUYKHU C BOJIOCAMH,
PaCHICTUISIOTCS COHHBIMU [JIA3aMHU.

Bor oBat suiia oOHa)MIICS 3y0amu,
3aIBUTAIUCH OEApa C MPSIMBIMU HOT'aMHU.
JIExa Ha ciMHe, 1a BBEpX HOraMu,
BBINIPSMJISISL KOJIEHH OT OeJipa JIo MATKH,
BLIEMTMBUINCh B MIOAYIIKY CBOUMHU PYKAMH,
TPSACIIM KPOBaTh, KOHYAS B MPUIIAJIKE.
CynHM BCKOYMJI, YTOOBI MOOPUTHCS

C MEHOW Ha JIULIE, HE YCIIEB YMBIThCSI.
[npoko3aapiii, pO30BbIM 10 OCHOBAHUS,
3HAJI TEMIIEPAMEHT KEHCKOT'O MPU3HAHUS.
Ucropus nnmHHAA TeHb YesloBeKa,

CKa3aJl JOKTOP DMEPCOH T/Ie-TO.

Huxkro we Bunen Cynnu cuinysta

B [IPE/I3aKaTHOM OTPAKEHUHU CBETA.

He npukocHynach OpuTBa K JISTKKE,
OXMJasi TOKa YTUXHYT BU3TU OOBATUI.
Konorunacek u gplimaja o4eHb TSIXKO,
SNUIENTUYKA HA CBOEW KPOBATH.

Jambl ceOsl BOBJIEYEHHBIMU CUUTAIOT

Y B KopHuiopax Oopessi mpornajiaior.
Haiinure cBunereneid npucyTCTBUs

1 00eCIIeHUTE BKYC UX OTCYTCTBUSI.
3ameuaeMm, 4TO UCTEPHS BCEI/la HEMPUATHA
Y HETIPaBUJIbHO MOKET OBbITh BCEM MOHSITHA.
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Manam TepHep cooOIaeT BCTpeBOKEeHHO,
YTO B 9TOM JIOME€ HET HUUYETO XOPOLIEro,
HO [lopuc BO3BpaaeTcs: u3 BaHHBHI,
I1aTasiCh Ha HOTax, W, Kak-TO CTPaHHO,
CJIOBHO TIPHITYZIPUB ceOe YeM-TO HOC,
AKKypaTHO CTaBUT OpEeHIM Ha IMOJHOC.

24



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

Sweeney Erect
(Tomas Eliot)

And the trees about me,

Let them be dry and leafless; let the rocks
Groan with continual surges; and behind me,
Make all a desolation. Look, look, wenches!
Paint me a cavernous waste shore

Cast in the un stilled Cyclades,

Paint me the bold anfractuous rocks
Faced by the snarled and yelping seas.
Display me Aeolus above

Reviewing the insurgent gales

Which tangle Ariadne’s hair

And swell with haste the perjured sails.
Morning stirs the feet and hands
Nausicaa and Polypheme,

Gesture of orang-outang

Rises from the sheets in steam.

This withered root of knots of hair
Slitted below and gashed with eyes,
This oval O cropped out with teeth:

The sickle motion from the thighs
Jackknifes upward at the knees

Then straightens out from heel to hip
Pushing the framework of the bed

And clawing at the pillow slip.

Sweeney addressed full length to shave
Broadbottomed, pink from nape to base,
Knows the female temperament

And wipes the suds around his face.
The lengthened shadow of a man

Is history, said Emerson

Who had not seen the silhouette

Of Sweeney straddled in the sun.

Tests the razor on his leg

Waiting until the shriek subsides.

The epileptic on the bed

Curves backward, clutching at her sides.
The ladies of the corridor

Find themselves involved, disgraced,
Call witness to their principles

And deprecate the lack of taste
Observes that hysteria

Might easily be misunderstood;

Mrs. Turner intimates
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It does the house no sort of good.
But Doris, towelled from the bath,
Enters padding on broad feet,
Bringing sal volatile

And a glass of brandy neat.
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CyuHu cpeau c0JIOBbEB
(Tomac Dauor)

CyuHH, pa3IBUHYB KOJIEHH, OONTasl pyKamH,
TOMEPUYECKHU MTPOIOJIKAET CMEATHCS,
CKYJIB, KaK y 3e0pbl, C ABYMSI TIOJIOCAMH,

B IIATHA kupada crienar npeBpamaTbes.
Kpyru ot B30ynopakeHHO! JIyHBl,
nBuUramTcd Ha 3anaz 1o Jla-ITmara.
CMepTb ¥ BOPOH XOTAT BBIIMHBI,

Cyunu oxpansier Poroseie Bopora.
Ootmnaka Bonpmoro Ilca u Oprona
3aT€HWIA MOPCKYIO ITyUUHY.

Ha mncnanckoM Mbice Hekas [lama,

caautcs Ha KoneHu CyrHH.

3azieB NOA0JIOM 10 CTOIY,

Yaniky pa3ouBaeT BapeOe3ru

Y PacIoioKMBIIKCH Ha IO,

3eBasi, NOIpPaBJISIeT YYJIKH.

be3MonBHBIN, B KOPUYHEBOM MYKUMHA,
CHJISI HA IOJOKOHHMKE, 3JIATCH.

Od¢unmanTt nona€r GaHaHbl, areIbCUHBI,
VHXWP Y BUHOTPAJ U3 TEIUIMLIBL.
Myx4rHa B KOPUYHEBOM (papTyKe BIOIBIXAX,
KOHTPAKTbl ¥ KOHLIEHTPAThl, U3bIMAET.
Pamens PabuHOBHY cO clie3aMM Ha I71a3ax,
BUHOTIpaJl PyKaMy CBOUMHM XBaTaeT.

OHa 1 ¢ UICIAHCKOTO MbICa JaMa

JYMAIOT, YTO OHU CEKCYaJIbHBI,

YEJIOBEK C YCTaJIbIMU [JIA3aMH,

OTBEpraeT ux raMOMT N3HAYAIBHO.

Brliinst 3 KOMHATHI, TTOSBIISIETCS B CIIEIIKE,
0003Havas1 Ha JIMIE 30JI0TYI0 YCMEIIKY,

a 32 OKHOM CyOTpOITMKU CBHUCAIOT

Y IJIMIUH KpyroM Onaroyxaer.

XO0391H C KEM-TO HETTOHSITHBIM

PasroBop BEAET HEBHSATHO.

CoJ10BbY Ha/IPHIBAIOT CBOU TOJIOCA,

panom Monacteips CsATbie Cepana.

N nenu B KpOBaBOM JIECY MUMOJIETOM,
AraMeMHOH KpHuaJj BO BCE TopIo,
opollast CaBaHbl )KUAKAM [TOMETOM

1 6e3 TOro OCKBepHEHHbIN FOpO/I.
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Sweeney among the Nightingales
(Tomas Eliot)

Apeneck Sweeney spread his knees
Letting his arms hang down to laugh,
The zebra stripes along his jaw
Swelling to maculate giraffe.

The circles of the stormy moon

Slide westward toward the River Plate,
Death and the Raven drift above

And Sweeney guards the horn; d gate.
Gloomy Orion and the Dog

Are veiled; and hushed the shrunken seas;
The person in the Spanish cape

Tries to sit on Sweeney’s knees

Slips and pulls the table cloth
Overturns a coffee-cup,

Reorganised upon the floor

She yawns and draws a stocking up;
The silent man in mocha brown
Sprawls at the window-sill and gapes;
The waiter brings in oranges

Bananas figs and hothouse grapes;
The silent vertebrate in brown
Contracts and concentrates, withdraws;
Rachel n;e Rabinovitch

Tears at the grapes with murderous paws;
She and the lady in the cape

Are suspect, thought to be in league;
Therefore the man with heavy eyes
Declines the gambit, shows fatigue,
Leaves the room and reappears
Outside the window, leaning in,
Branches of wistaria

Circumscribe a golden grin;

The host with someone indistinct
Converses at the door apart,

The nightingales are singing near

The Convent of the Sacred Heart,
And sang within the bloody wood
When Agamemnon cried aloud

And let their liquid siftings fall

To stain the stiff dishonoured shroud.
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IlecHst o mo6Bu Aabdpeny IIpydpoky
(Tomac Dauor)

S Tak u gymai, 4ro aan trede OTBeT,

YEJIOBEK HE BEPHETCS B ITOT MHUP.

DT0 IU1aM4 He MOracHeT OOJIBIIE, HET,

51 HE BEpPHYCb B TOT (POH] )KMBBIM.

Bcio npaBay 31y s IpocTo 3Haw,

repe]; o30poM CTpaxa OTBEYaI».

JlaBaii moraémM ¢ T000I0, THI 1A 1,

KOI/a MOJHUMETCS BEeUEpHss 3aps,

KakK MalMeHThl MO0/l HAPKO30M Ha CToJIe,
MPOMAEM IO YJIMLAM ITYCThIM BE3/JIE.
YeauHuMcs B HOWIEXKKE 1711 HOYEH OECCOHHBIX,
B JICIIEBOM Kabake, B OOpPMOUYIIHMX MTPUTOHAX,
€ Ha MOJTy ONWJIKUA Y CKOPJIYTIKHU YCTPHII,

Kak apryMeHT KOBAPHBIX, CKYUHBIX YJIMII.
UroObl K UCTUHE BaC KOTAA-TO MPUBECTH,

HE HAJI0 CIIPALIUBATh, 3a4EM TAKON BU3UT.

B roctuHO#M gamel oronresio

Oecenyiot mpo MukenaHaxeso.

JIbIM C TYMaHOM TBIYYT KEJITU3HOU B CTEKJIO,
BBUIM3bIBasA CYMEPEK YIJIbl,

BCE, UTO 3a HOYb C BOJIOCTOKOB HATEKJIO

U JTaKe Caxy KOIOTH TPYOBL.

CKoJIb3HYB K Teppace, JIoM He)KHO OOHUMAIOT
00BHB CcO0OO0I0 IOM, MTHOBEHHO 3aCBIITAIOT.
KoHneuHo, OyaeT Bpemst ist KENTOTO JIbIMa,
KOTOPBII CKOJIB3UT MO OKHAM, [IOTUPAs CIIMHY.
Hacraner BpeMs BCTpETUTHCA JTULIOM K JIMILY,
4yT00 CO3UIATh ¥ YOMBATh, TBOPILY U MOJJIEITY.
Ha Oyner Bpems [uist BceX paboT, 4TOO HE TYKHUTh
Y HE BO3HUKHET BOIPOC, YTO HA TAPEJIKY MOJIOKUTb.
Bot yac npuaé€r 11 MHOXXECTBa COMHEHUN,
BOCIIOMUHAHW, PEBU3UI U BUJIEHUM.

Hacraner Bpems 1151 Bac v 17151 MeHS,

nepe] IOMallHUM YaeM Ha UCXO[IE JIHS.

B canone gamel oronreo

edeuyT o MukenaHxeso.

WU nevicTBUTENBHO, BpEMS MPOUIET.

NurepecHo, cmero nu g? Hanepén,

T10 JIECTHHULIE BEPHYTbCS U CITYCTUThCH,

C JIBICUHOM, 4TO OyJeT CBETUThHCHI.

OHU CKaXyT, YTO €ro BOJIOCHI CUJIbHO Tope/ienu!
Mo¢€ nanbTo, MO BOPOTHUK, YTO HA MEHS OLIENH,
MOW TaJICTYK OOraThlii, HO ¢ OyJIaBKOW YOOTOH.
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Onu ckaxyT: «Ho Kakue TOHKHUE PyKU ¥ HOTH | »
PazBe 51 cMory GecriokouTh BCEEHHYIO?

Kaxnasa MuHyTa MMeeT TOYHOE BpeMs,

IUIsl pellieHUI, OTCTYIUIEHUI, COMHEHHUH.

Ila, MHe 3HaKOMBI 3TH JIUlIa U B Ipopuib, B aHdac,
I71a3a, YTO JepkaT HaC B TpaHMLIaX oOmwmx ¢pas,
KOTJia K CTeHe TIPUKOJIOT IIMMIBKAMK THX TJIa3,
s1 KOPUYCh Cpejib TPaHUIl, CTEHAIO,

TOT/Ia CTPAJIaTh s MPOCTO HAUYMHAIO.
BelirteckBaTh HETOIOBaHUSI HEMPUIMIHO

¥ KaK, sl 9TO JOJDKEH CHeJaTh JUYHO?

N60 51 mx Bcex 3HAI, MPO BCE HEMHOXKKO,

PO YTPEHHUKH, Beuepa, KaJIeHIapHBIC THH.

S KU3Hb U3MEPsIT KOPENHOM JIOKKOM

1 3HaJI OTTOJIOCKU JaJbHEN OO TOBHU,

TaM MO/ MYy3bIKY B TOCTUHOM JaMBbI CIIEJTUCh.

Tak Kak ke 51 MOTY, KaK 5 OCMeJIOCh?

Sl BUIIEN roJioBy CBOIO IUIEHIMBYIO Ha OJmofe,

S He MpOPOK U MaJIo AyMalo O uyne,

HO $1 TIOMMaJI MOMEHT, KOrJja MOe BeJIMUue yraclio,
KakK JIake, iepka MajibTo, eXUIHO YIIbIOacs.
Kopoue rosops, s ucryraics.

3TO CTOWIO TOTO, YTO MOCJIE TPUTOBOPA,
MapMmeJaja, Jaiiek vas, cpeau gapdgopa,

Cpeay HErpOMKOTO MeX HaMU Pa3roBopa,

C yBIOKOH MpepBaTh OOIIEHKE B pasrap,

Y100 MUPO3aHUE BTUCHYTh B 3¢€MHOU IIap

Y KaTUTb €ro, Kak TBOU JKeJJaHHbINA Jap.

Ckazarb: «4 Jlazapb, BepHYJICS U BOCCTAN B Tpody,
9100 paccka3aTh Bam BCE. S BceM, BCE paccKaky».
Bot HekTo, Ha MOAYIIKE YCTPOUB TOJIOBY CBOIO,
BaM CKakeT: «TO TO, 4TO s He MMeJT B BUY;
ITO COBCEM HE TaK».

A kak?

3TO CTOMJIO TOTO, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB,

Ha yJIUIIaX MOCJie 3aKaTOB U ABOPIIOB,

MIOCJIe POMAHOB, TTOCJIe YallleK, IOCe TIOKOs,
1000K TSHYBIIUXCS BJIOJIb 012 U MHOTOE JIPYTOe.
HeBo3MoxHO cka3arhb, 4TO s UM B BUy Takoe!
Bor ecu Ob1 (poHApH BOJIIIEOHBI,

Ha 9KpaHe cOPOCUJT CTYCTKU HEPBOB,

a Hekast oco0a, COPOCHB IaJTb,

YCTaBMBILXCH B OKHO CKasaJia: «7KaJb.

ITO COBCEM HE TaK U XBATHUT,

HET, 9TO BCE HEKCTaTH».

Her, s 310 He umen B BULY.

51 ne lamuner, u He nomkeH [IpuHIIEM OBITH.

1 rocrioguH, KOTOPBI AeaeT Oey,

YTOOBI MPOTPECC U CLIEHY 3aIyCTHTh.
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CoBeTylo NPUHILY [TPOCTON UHCTPYMEHT:
HOJIOKUTETLHBIM OBITh U TTOJIE3HBIM,
OCTOPOKHBIM, JOTOIIHBIM, KaK JKEHTJIbMEH,
TOJIUTUYECKH TYIIBIM, HO TPE3BBIM.
[Topoii, neicTBUTENHHO, IOUYTH CMEIITHO,
JypaurMCs ¥ 3TO BCE pa3peleHo.

4 crapero. Crapero. Her cios.

Sl HaeHy MOTHIO OT IITAHOB.

51 He xouy paccTarbces ¢ BojiocaMu?
CmMory 1M KymiaTh epcuk 3yoamu?
Byny B Oesbix Oprokax Mo MIshKy TYJIsTh
Y CIIyIlaTh, KaK pycajKu MOI0T,

HO OHM He Oy/yT MHE IeThb U IUISICaTh,
Kayasi Ha BOJITHaX MOPCKOW IIPUIOT

M pacyechiBasi OeJIbIMUA BOJIOCAMH,

BOAy O€JyIo 1oJ] BETep BOJHAMM.

MBblI 3a/1epkanich Ha MOPCKOM Men3axe,
C IEBUOHKAMU PA3[EThIMU Ha IUISIKE.
MBI ToHEM, NOKa JIIOJICKHUE ToJIoca,

Hac He pa3OyasT Ha HeOecax.



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock
(Tomas Eliot)

S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse

A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,

Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.

Ma percioche giammai di questo fondo

Non torno vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero,

Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.

Let us go then, you and I,

When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherized upon a table;

Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,
The muttering retreats

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels

And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that follow like a tedious argument

Of insidious intent

To lead you to an overwhelming question...

Oh, do not ask, «What is it?»

Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes,
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

And seeing that it was a soft October night,
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.
And indeed there will be time

For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;

There will be time, there will be time

To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;
There will be time to murder and create,

And time for all the works and days of hands
That lift and drop a question on your plate;

Time for you and time for me,

And time yet for a hundred indecisions,

And for a hundred visions and revisions,

Before the taking of a toast and tea.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.

And indeed there will be time
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To wonder, «Do I dare?» and, «Do I dare?»

Time to turn back and descend the stair,

With a bald spot in the middle of my hair —

(They will say: «How his hair is growing thin!»)

My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin —
(They will say: «But how his arms and legs are thin!»)
Do I dare

Disturb the universe?

In a minute there is time

For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.
For I have known them all already, known them all:
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,

I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;

I know the voices dying with a dying fall

Beneath the music from a farther room.

So how should I presume?

And I have known the eyes already, known them all—
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,

And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,

When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,

Then how should I begin

To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?

And how should I presume?

And I have known the arms already, known them all—
Arms that are brace leted and white and bare

(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!)

Is it perfume from a dress

That makes me so digress?

Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.

And should I then presume?

And how should I begin?

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes

Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows?...
I should have been a pair of ragged claws

Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!
Smoothed by long fingers,

Asleep... tired... or it malingers,

Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.

Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,

Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?

But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,
Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon
a platter,

I'am no prophet — and here’s no great matter;

I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,

And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker,
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And in short, I was afraid.

And would it have been worth it, after all,

After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,

Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,
Would it have been worth while,

To have bitten off the matter with a smile,

To have squeezed the universe into a ball

To roll it towards some overwhelming question,

To say: «I am Lazarus, come from the dead,

Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all» —

If one, settling a pillow by her head

Should say: «That is not what I meant at all;

That is not it, at all».

And would it have been worth it, after all,

Would it have been worth while,

After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the
floor—

And this, and so much more? —

It is impossible to say just what I mean!

But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:
Would it have been worth while

If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,

And turning toward the window, should say:

«That is not it at all,

That is not what I meant, at all».

No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;

Am an attendant lord, one that will do

To swell a progress, start a scene or two,

Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,

Deferential, glad to be of use,

Politic, cautious, and meticulous;

Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;

At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—

Almost, at times, the Fool.

I grow old... I grow old...

I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.
I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back
When the wind blows the water white and black.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown

Till human voices wake us, and we drown.
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YeTnIpe KBApTETA
(Tomac CtepHc Danor)

1. bépuT HopToHn

1.1

Hacrosiimee u npoiiuioe, BripoueM,

Oy/lyT MPOUCXOIAUTH U B OYIyILEM,

KaK rpsiyliiee nocemiauo Mporieaiiee.
3HauuT, BpeMsl BCeria HacTosIee

Y OHO HUKOTJa HE MPUXOUT,

HE CBEpIIUBINEeCs eCTh aOCTpaKIys,
OyzeM HaOmoAaTh, YTO MMPOUCXOIUT,

HaM JaéTcd, JIMIIb BO3MOKHAS aKIs.
TosbKO B 00J1aCTH pa3MBIIIUICHUT,
JKeJlaeMoe U yKe HacTaBllee,

OCENaloT B MaMsATH 0e3 MpOoMeJICHUI

Y IIPUBOJSAIT HA TPaHb HACTOSIIIETO.

[aryu nmo TponaM HEXOKEHbIM,

K HE OTKPBITHIM eIl ABEpsIM,

KaK CJIOBO UbE-TO TPEBOXKHO,

OBET IO MOMM MO3TaM.

He GecnokoiiTe mpax po30BbIX JIETIECTKOB,
TOrda caj 3aroyJHAT OTTOJIOCKU HHBIE.
[Nocnemmm 3a MOBOPOT, re Hie0eT CKBOPLIOB.
MoxeT 1 HaM CykJIEHO MTOWTHU 32 HUMU?

B Haim nepBblii MUp U NIepBbIe JBEPH,

¢ 0OMaHHOM TecHel CKBOpIIa

Y HE3pUMO B 3TO MOBEPUB,

BOITHU M OCTaBUTh CEepMIIa.

B ocennem Teruie, CkBO3b BO3/yX 3BEHSIIIUI,
MITHIIA 3a3bIBajia CJIOBHO B OTBET,

Mbl HEBECOMO CTYTIaJIY 1O JIMCTBE OMNAaBIIIEH,
TO/1 MY3bIKAIBHBIN B KyCTaX CIOKET.
Hespumbie B3rsiabl epecekaiuch,
Ka3aJI0Ch, HA PO3BI MIISIZIEN KTO-TO TYT.
Xo3sieBa OYATO B TOCTSIX OKA3aJIUCh

Y 11T IOCMOTPETh Ha BBICOXIIIUIA TPy,
KOTOPBI ObUT OKPYXEH KYCTAMHU CAMIIIUTA.
Bricox OeToH, MOPBIKEI MO KpasiM,

a BeJb ObLI 3aII0JIHEH COJTHEYHBIM CBETOM,
TaM KPOTKO POC JIOTOC, CJIOBHO OYpbsIH.
Korna-To nmoBepxXHOCTb MO/ JTy4aMU CBETa,
OMMcTana U Mbl CTOSLTH, OTPaskasich B BOJE,
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TY4U YXOAWIU U Y/ OIYCTOLIAICS CIIEIOM,
JIAIIIb JETCKUI CMeX M3 KyCTOB JIOHOCHJICS Be3/Ie.
«Cmeree.», — YesoBeKy BTOpuia NITUIIA,

HE BBI’KUTH B CJIIMIIIKOM peaanoﬁ JKN3HU.
[pornwioe u Oyayiiee yxe He CIyIUTCS,

MBI TOJILKO B HACTOSIIIEM, HA TPAHK MBICIIH.

1.2

ITo ock B rps3u Tenera 3acTpsia,

CKpun 000/10B, KPOBb B a0pTe phlAaa,
TIOKJIaXHU C YECHOKOM, caripripoM yHasu,

a paHa 3a0bITON BOWHBI CTOHAJIA.

7Kv3Hb MO BpalICHUIO 3BE3]] YUTAEM,

10 KOJIbIIaM JIepeBa Tofia CUMTACM.

Croum cebe B CBOW MaJblii POCT,

BCTYNHB HA MATKWHA KU3HA MOCT

¥ CJIBIIIAM TOIIOT OerJieloB,

OekHT KabaH OT TOHYMX IICOB.

[Toronsa nmmres cpelib BEKOB

TIOJT B30POM 3BE3]1, IPYTHX MUPOB.

B 3acThiBIIICH TOUKE BpallleHUs] MHpa,

HHU TUIOTh, HU OECIUIOTHOCTD, HU Ty, HU CIOa,
€CTh JIBUKEHHE, HeT OCTAHOBKH PUTMA,
BCTPEYAIOTCs MPOIILIoe ¢ OYAyIIUM B TOUKE BCETA.
Mo3kHO cKa3arhb, MBI I11e-TO ObUIH, HO Iie?
Kak nonro? Bpemsi B TOUKe HE IOMECTUTB !
OT XUTEHCKUX XeJJaHu! CBOOOIY B Cyaboe,
OT CTpaxa U COCTPaJaHUil HE OTPAJUTh.
CgetoMm pazyma, OesibIM, CTIOKOMHBIM,

OT BOJIM CBOEW M UyXOi OJ1aroaars,

0e3 IBMXEHUI BHUMAaHUE OJTHOE,
OTPEIIEHHOCTb HEJIb3s1 TOIKOBATb.
[TocTUrHyTH HOBBIM M CTapblil MUP,

OIIYTHUTh X HETIOJHBIA BOCTOPT,
TIOTPY3UBIIIKCH B YaCTUYHBIN KOIITMAp,

C y4eToM OyIyIuX ¥ MPOIIEANINX CHOB,
c1abOCThI0 HEHAIEXKHOTO TeJla CONTaTh,
CMIACTH YeJIOBEUECTBO OT MPOKJIATHS Heba.
B nporioe u Gynyiiee He BHIHECTH TUIOTh,
CO3HAHUIO HE OCTAETCSl MeCTa U Cliefia.
Co3HaBarh, 3HAUUT HE 3aBUCETh OT BPEMEHH,
TIOMHUTB ceOs1 cpeid po3, HO O6e3 OpeMeHH.
Mur ot JIuBHeM, 3arax JiafaHa Mpy KypeHuw,
BpeMsl B HACTOSIIIIEM TIOKOPSIETCSI BpEMEHEM.

1.3

Mpax Mexly TpOoIuTbIM 1 OyIyIIUM MpaBUT Oe3 cBeTa,

36



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

OH 00JIEKaeT TeJIO MPO3PAYHBIM ITOKOEM,

TEHb IIOCTUTaeT HEU3MEHHOCTb, I(peMepHast Kpacora
OYMILIAET AYIy BO MpaKe HOUM U TaKoe

JIMIIAeT OUIYIIEHUH, OTPEIIaeT JI0OOBb OT CYEThI.
He n30bITOK 1 He yracanue, a MepIaHus,
paccesiHHas BSJIOCTb Y€peyeT IyCThle MEUTHI.
Hanpsix€HHble Jiva, CMEHSIOT CMSTEHUS,
CJIOBHO KJIOUbsi Oymaru, BeTep KpyTHT JIIOeH,
ME3K/1y TIPOILIUTBIM U OYIYIIHM.

Buxpp nposyBaer sierkue 10 caMbIX KOCTeH,
AyIIl I3HEMOKEHHBIX 1 HEMOIITHBIX.

B 6r1exsiom BO3yXe OueHb BSUTBIC TYIIIH,
MOCTENIEHHO BETEP BHIMETAET XOJIMBI,

Jlonnona, Xamrcrena, Kemmnnena, ITatau.
31ech Mpak OTCTYIAeT 3a Mpejiesibl ThMBI.
Criyckaemcsl HUKe, ieJlaeM NOC/IeIHUI 1ar,

B LIApCTBO, 1€ OIUHOYECTBO BEUHO,

B MUD MHOM, B aHTUMUP, [JI€ BHYyTPEHHUI MpPaK.
Tam n30aBiieHre OT Belel Oe3yNpevyHo,
OTPEIIEHHOCTh OT YyBCTB U MUpA T'PE3,

B HETIOJBUKHOM JIyXOBHOM MMpE,

I7Ie IyTh B HUKY/IA, K HEJBYKUMOCTHU 3BE3]I.
Tam mporioe u Oyayinee cTajio eauHo!

14

KosiokosbHbIM 3BOH.

Bpems XOpOoHUT J1eHb.

I[Tycroit HeGOCKIIOH,

OT COJIHIIA YKPBIBAET TEHb.

[TonconHyx ecTh COMHEYHBIN JIMK 1S HAC.
V:ke 3MMOpOJIOK YCTPEMUJICS BBBICH,
JIETSILEro MUpa CBET He yrac,

OTBETUJI CBETOM Ha CBET U 3aTHUX.

1.5

CrnoBa 1 My3bIKa BCerja B JBUKEHNUH,
HE I10CJIe CMEPTU U TOJIbKO BO BPEMEHH.
Peub ymoskaer, uayT npuauTaHus

¥ CJIOBO oOpeTaeT (hopMy MOITYAHHUSL.
CrnoBa 1 My3bIKa MOTYT JOCTUTHYTh
HEMOTY OeCCMEpPTHOM KUTANCKOM Ba3bl.
B BEYHOM ITOKOE MOKET CTUHYTD,
CKPMITMYHBIN KJII0Y B KAaHTUJIEHOH (pase.
A mpeamecTByIOUMIA (pUHAT U HAYAJIO
CXOZISITCSI BMECTE B Havasie KOJIblia

Y BCE 3TO B HACTOSILIEM HACTaJIO,

70 HayaJla U 1ocJIe KOHIA.
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CroBa Bcerja B HACTOSIIIEM JBUKEHUU,
HAJ[PbIBAsICh, TPEIAT U TYXHYT,

WHOT/Ia Pa3pBIBAIOTCS OT HAMPSIKEHUS,
OT HETOYHOCTHU THUIOT U TUOHYT.

WM He moj1 crity CTOSITh Ha MecTe, MIOHbIHE,
WX TIOCTOSTHHO aTaKyIOT B IIPOCTPAHCTBE,
BOILTH, YIIPEKH, OCAK/IAIOT B ITyCTHIHE
NpU3paK, OPYIIUHI B 3arpOOHOM TaHIIE.
I'pomkast xanoba HeyTEITHON XUMepHI,
JBVKEHUE eCTh MOJPOOHOCTh PUTMA,
KaK y JICCTHHIIBI TIEpUJIa, CTYIICHH,

a 'y CJIOB CyIIECTByeT pudmMa.

Io cytu, moOOBb HE ABUKEHUE,

JIVIIITH TIPUYMHA €T0 BO BPeMEHH.

BHe BpemeHU U BHE KeJlaHu4,

€CTb JIUIIIb OJTHO CTpEeMJICHHE.
BeipBaThCs HA UCTUHHBINA Y Th

13 HeOBITUA B OLITHE,

HEOKU/IAHHO COJIHEYHBIN JyY,
COTpsICaeT CMEXOM JeTel,

B JIUCTBE 3aTaMBIIUX CBOW BOCTOPT.
Ckopee, ciofa, K mpavay.

HenenbiM cTaHOBUTCSI BpEMEHH CPOK,
MEX Iy KOHIIOM M €r0 HavajioM.
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1. Burnt Norton
(T.S.Eliot. No. 1 of «Four Quartets’)

1.1

Time present and time past

Are both perhaps present in time future,

And time future contained in time past.

If all time is eternally present

All time is unredeemable.

What might have been is an abstraction
Remaining a perpetual possibility

Only in a world of speculation.

What might have been and what has been
Point to one end, which is always present.
Footfalls echo in the memory

Down the passage which we did not take
Towards the door we never opened

Into the rose-garden. My words echo

Thus, in your mind.

But to what purpose

Disturbing the dust on a bowl of rose-leaves

I do not know.

Other echoes

Inhabit the garden. Shall we follow?

Quick, said the bird, find them, find them,
Round the corner. Through the first gate,

Into our first world, shall we follow

The deception of the thrush? Into our first world.
There they were, dignified, invisible,

Moving without pressure, over the dead leaves,
In the autumn heat, through the vibrant air,
And the bird called, in response to

The unheard music hidden in the shrubbery,
And the unseen eyebeam crossed, for the roses
Had the look of flowers that are looked at.
There they were as our guests, accepted and accepting.
So we moved, and they, in a formal pattern,
Along the empty alley, into the box circle,

To look down into the drained pool.

Dry the pool, dry concrete, brown edged,

And the pool was filled with water out of sunlight,
And the lotos rose, quietly, quietly,

The surface glittered out of heart of light,

And they were behind us, reflected in the pool.
Then a cloud passed, and the pool was empty.

Go, said the bird, for the leaves were full of children,
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Hidden excitedly, containing laughter.
Go, go, go, said the bird: human kind
Cannot bear very much reality.

Time past and time future

What might have been and what has been
Point to one end, which is always present.

1.2

Garlic and sapphires in the mud

Clot the bedded axle-tree.

The trilling wire in the blood

Sings below inveterate scars

Appeasing long forgotten wars.

The dance along the artery

The circulation of the lymph

Are figured in the drift of stars

Ascend to summer in the tree

We move above the moving tree

In light upon the figured leaf

And hear upon the sodden floor

Below, the boarhound and the boar

Pursue their pattern as before

But reconciled among the stars.

At the still point of the turning world. Neither flesh nor fleshless;
Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is,
But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity,
Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor
towards,

Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still point,
There would be no dance, and there is only the dance.

I can only say, there we have been: but I cannot say where.
And I cannot say, how long, for that is to place it in time.

The inner freedom from the practical desire,

The release from action and suffering, release from the inner
And the outer compulsion, yet surrounded

By a grace of sense, a white light still and moving,

Erhebung without motion, concentration

Without elimination, both a new world

And the old made explicit, understood

In the completion of its partial ecstasy,

The resolution of its partial horror.

Yet the enchainment of past and future

Woven in the weakness of the changing body,

Protects mankind from heaven and damnation

Which flesh cannot endure.

Time past and time future

Allow but a little consciousness.

To be conscious is not to be in time
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But only in time can the moment in the rose-garden,
The moment in the arbour where the rain beat,

The moment in the draughty church at smokefall

Be remembered; involved with past and future.
Only through time time is conquered.

1.3

Here is a place of disaffection

Time before and time after

In a dim light: neither daylight

Investing form with lucid stillness

Turning shadow into transient beauty

With slow rotation suggesting permanence

Nor darkness to purify the soul

Emptying the sensual with deprivation
Cleansing affection from the temporal.

Neither plenitude nor vacancy. Only a flicker
Over the strained time-ridden faces

Distracted from distraction by distraction

Filled with fancies and empty of meaning
Tumid apathy with no concentration

Men and bits of paper, whirled by the cold wind
That blows before and after time,

Wind in and out of unwholesome lungs

Time before and time after.

Eructation of unhealthy souls

Into the faded air, the torpid

Driven on the wind that sweeps the gloomy hills of London,
Hampstead and Clerkenwell, Campden and Putney,
Highgate, Primrose and Ludgate. Not here

Not here the darkness, in this twittering world.
Descend lower, descend only

Into the world of perpetual solitude,

World not world, but that which is not world,
Internal darkness, deprivation

And destitution of all property,

Desiccation of the world of sense,

Evacuation of the world of fancy,

Inoperancy of the world of spirit;

This is the one way, and the other

Is the same, not in movement

But abstention from movement; while the world moves
In appetency, on its metalled ways

Of time past and time future.

14

Time and the bell have buried the day,

41



T. C. Omor. «Ilostnyeckue nepeBogb»

The black cloud carries the sun away.

Will the sunflower turn to us, will the clematis

Stray down, bend to us; tendril and spray

Clutch and cling?

Chill

Fingers of yew be curled

Down on us? After the kingfisher’s wing

Has answered light to light, and is silent, the light is still
At the still point of the turning world.

1.5

Words move, music moves

Only in time; but that which is only living

Can only die. Words, after speech, reach

Into the silence. Only by the form, the pattern,
Can words or music reach

The stillness, as a Chinese jar still

Moves perpetually in its stillness.

Not the stillness of the violin, while the note lasts,
Not that only, but the co-existence,

Or say that the end precedes the beginning,
And the end and the beginning were always there
Before the beginning and after the end.

And all is always now. Words strain,

Crack and sometimes break, under the burden,
Under the tension, slip, slide, perish,

Decay with imprecision, will not stay in place,
Will not stay still. Shrieking voices

Scolding, mocking, or merely chattering,
Always assail them. The Word in the desert

Is most attacked by voices of temptation,

The crying shadow in the funeral dance,

The loud lament of the disconsolate chimera.
The detail of the pattern is movement,

As in the figure of the ten stairs.

Desire itself is movement

Not in itself desirable;

Love is itself unmoving,

Only the cause and end of movement,
Timeless, and undesiring

Except in the aspect of time

Caught in the form of limitation

Between un-being and being.

Sudden in a shaft of sunlight

Even while the dust moves

There rises the hidden laughter

Of children in the foliage

Quick now, here, now, always—
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Ridiculous the waste sad time
Stretching before and after.
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2. Uct Koykep
(Tomac CtepHc DamoT)

2.1

B MoeM Havasie MO KOHell ¥ TOJ1 32 TOJIOM,

JIOMa BO3BOJISITCSI, PyIIATCS M CHOBA BO3HUKAIOT,
TIOCJIe HUX OCTaETcs ToJIoe MoJie, Wk Jopora,
KaMHU YXOJISAT B HOBOE 3/IaHKe, a OpEBHA B IJ1aMsl,
TIamMs TIEPEXOIUT B 301y, a 30J1a B 3eMJTIO,
KOTOpasi CHOBA IJIOTh, IOKPOB U TIOMET,

KOCTH JIIOfIeH, CKOTa, KYKypy3HBbIe CTeOJTH.

Bpems crpouts, poxars. Bpems 30BET.

Bpewms BeTpy TpsicTu, ocnadeBIle pamsl,

CTEHBI TPSIXHYTh, 32 KOTOPBIMU OETaeT MBIIIIb,
pacTpsiCTH Imajiepsl U ToOeIeHbI,

a Takke OE3MOJIBHBIA Y TUXUI JIEBU3.

B Moem Havasie BujieH MOii KOHell.

Cgert, MPOHUKAsl Ha TOJIOE T0JIe, OCBEIaeT ajlieio.
B nonaeHs nop ceHpio BETBE NTEHEI,
NPYKUMAETCS K Orpajie, yeTynas Jopory (pyprosy.
Cama ajutes1 HarpaBJIsieTCs K JIepeBHe,

B TIPEIBUJICHUY 3HOSI, TPO30BOTO JIOXK/IS,
TIOTJIOIIAIOT JKap W CBET Cepble KAMHH,

OXHJasi IePBOW COBBI, TCOPI'HHBI CITAT.

B oTkpbiTOM M071€, KOT/12 OYyelIh CIMIITKOM OIU3KO,
MOXHO YCJIBIIIATH B ITOJTHOYb 3BYKH JIETHETO MpaKa:
OapaOaH, CBUpEIY, YBUIETh Y KOCTPa TaHEeIl JUCKO,
MYKYMHA ¥ JKEHIIIMHA MIOCTUTAI0T TAMHCTBO Opaka.
Ora YeTa U ecTh HeOOXOIUMBIN COI03,

JepKarcs 3a pyKH, Kak MyXK U KeHa,

IPBITAIOT Yepe3 KOCTEP, TAHITyIoT OJTi03,
TO-/IEPEBEHCKU CMEIILIMBO, B KaHPE

yIOEB, ypoXkasi U BIIOOJIEHHBIX COUTHUH,

B3JIBIMAIOT HEYKJTIOXKKE HOTH, HOTH 3EMJIH,

KaK B CJTyYKe ’KUBOTHBIX B U3BEYHOM PUTME,
CMpajia ¥ CMEPTH, a TAK)KE MMUThSI U JIBI.

Bocxoa oTKpbIBaeT HOBBIH JIEHD,

’Kapa Ha B3Mopbe. Betep B MoTyaHuu,

IIeKovYeT BOJTHBL. BOT MOS TeHb,

WY OHA IJIe-TO B MOEM CaMOM HavaJie.

2.2

Uro HOSIOPIO JI0 TIEPBBIX I'PO3 M BECEHHETO MPOOYKAEHMS,
10 BO3POXAEHHSI JUIMHHOTO, JIETHETO 3HOS,
TIOJICHe)KHUKA, OBIONIErOCs U3-TI0]] HOT JI0 U3HEMOKEHHU S,
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JI0 MQJTbB, UTO BBBICh CTPEMSATCS K HEOY CTOSI.
Jlo paHHero cHera cpeiy MO3AHUX po3?
I'pom xoueT oueHb CpaBHUTHCS,

¢ TpuyM@asbHbIM JIBUKEHUEM 3BE3]L,
rpoXoyYa B KOJIECHUIIE C 3apHUIIEH,

B BOMHax norps3imii Bech CKOPITHUOH,
BOCCTaB Ha COJIHIIE, JKIET 3aTMEHMSI.

Komersl miauyT n mepkHer [lpakoH,

netat JIeoHubl B BUXPE CPakeHHUSI.

B orne nosneixaior 3emiisi, HEOOCKJIOH,

TJ1aMsi CKUTAET MOBEPXHOCTD IJIAHETHI,

JI0 OJIeICHeHU s TIPOJIOJIKUTCS COH,

MOKa He OMUIIYT KaTaKJIU3MBbI [TOITHI.
BBeprHer B 6e31HY MYUYHUTEILHON CXBATKH,
CO CJIOBOM U CMBICJIOM, 103931l HU TIPU YEM.
[Toa3ui0 He mpuUramamm K Takol JIMXOPAJIKE,
HAaJIeXK bl JKEJTaHHBI, UM BCE HUMTOYEM.
OceHHul NOKOW WM MyJpasi CTapoCTb?
BTk MOXeT, Hac oOMaHyH, Wi ceOs1?
Crapripl 7151 oOMaHa TyMaH 3aBelliay,
OCTaBUB B HACJEJICTBO (pasbIllb BEKCEJIs.

WX npocBeTIeHHOCTh, KaKk pa3yMHasi TYHOCTb.
BeccunbHa pes MpakoMm, Tya ke Ux B30p.
HcTtriHa MEPTBBIX KOJUIEKIIHIA, 3TO UX MYAPOCTb.
3HaHW, BOT €VHBIN 1 JIOXKHBIA 0030p,

HO B KQXX[IbIl MUT' OHU MOTYT MEHSIThCSI.

Ha nonnyrty B TEpHOBHUKE, B TEMHOM JIECY,
y Kpasi 0OpbIBa, I7ie Mbl OyzieM O0sThCs
YYJIOBMIIL, T/Ie HABAXJCHUS HAC 3aBJIEKYT.
[Toatomy He roBopute 0 MyApOCTH CTapIIeB,
ux cradoymue U 6e3yMCTBO HEOOO3PHMO.
Mpbl MOKeM yroBaTh Ha TIOKOM CTPaIasiblieB.
MyapocTb cMUpeHUst — BCErjia He3puma.

23

VXoasT Bce B KOCMUUYECKYIO MYCTOTY, KaK BO MpPaK.
MepKHeT JiyHa, «<HOBOCTH OMpik» U «[ OTCKUI AJlbMaHax» .
Odcuniepsl, 1uTepaTopsl, MOJTUTUKH, MELIEHATHI,
CJIyTH Hapoja, MpejceaTe M KOMUTETOB, MarHaThl,
CTHIHYT YyBCTBa M JICUCTBOBATh HET TIOOY K ICHHS.
Twuxo, ckazas s ayiie, ThMa OOHUMaeT TeOsl.

MBbl uéM ¢ HUMJ MOJTYa Ha TIOMMHKH TOTO,

KOTO HEe XOPOHUM, OO HET €ro.

Sto OyeT BeeBblliHero Mpak, Kak B TeaTpe HOYb,
CJIOBHO TIBIIITHBIN, OPOCKUH hacas, youpawioT mpoub,
KOIJIa TaCHET pamria, JeKopaluii 3aMeHy BeayT,

IyJ1 32 KyJIMCaMH, a ThMa HACTYIIAeT Ha ThbMY.

Kak B mog3eMke, OCTaHOBKA MEX CTaHLIMH,
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3aMETHO, KaK C y’KaCcOM OITyCTOIIAIOTCS JIUIIA
Y pa3roBOp, HAYABIIIKCh, B TIyCTOTE yracaer,
MYYHTEJIbHBIA CTpax Oe3ymMHsi Bce HapacTaer.
Korma mon Hapko30M CO3HaHUE OKUALT,

JyIIa KJIET HAIEKAY Y 3aMHUPAET.

Pa3ym nocruraer Bcio mycrory

1 Oe3Ha/IEXHO TaCUT MEUTY.

Be3 mo6Bu ocTaérest oOjHa TOJIBKO Bepa.

Knu 6e3 pasmymuil, MbICITb elE He co3pena,

HO Bepa, HaJek/1a, JIIOOOBb €CTh paObl OXKHUIAHUS,
MpaK CTAaHOBHUTCSI CBETOM M HAUMHAET JIBUXKEHYE.
JKypuanue repBbIX pyYbeB U IPO3bl 3UMOM,
HEBUIUMBIA TUKUI TMUH U TUKasl 3eMJISTHUKA.
CmMmex B cajly 3TO OTTOJIOCKH BOCTOPIoB MOPOH,
W3BEIIAIOT, YTO POXIACHUE U CMEPTh 3TO MYyKa.
Yr10o0BI OBITH TaM, i€ BaC EIIE HET,

BBI JIOJDKHBI MITH TIO TTYTH HE3HAHUS,

MO3HaBasl TAMHBI JIMIIIEHHBIX CTPACTeN,

BJIaJIeTh TEM, YTO HE UMEJI C POXKICHUS.

UYroObl IOKUHYTH CBOH MPEXHUI 00pas,

WY TIO JIOpOTe yTpar, I1e He XOAWU HUKOT/a,

B TBOEM HeBeJIeHUH OyJeT 3HAHWE W HEMOIIIb.
Tebs Hukorna HeT TaMm, riae Tl ecth! Beermal
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OT paHbl CTpaXIyIIUi caM Bpady,
JIOJICKWE paHbl HOXKOM JICUUT,

KaK COCTpaJalolIuii rajad,

OH HAac CIacaeT OT YBEUui.

Bone3np na€r Ham ucuesnenue,
CHIEJNKA, XOTh caMa OOJIbHA,

HO TIPU3BbIBAET K UCIIEJICHUIO,

UCIIUTH HEJIyT BO BCEM JIO JIHA.

Jlnst Bcex OOJTBHBIX, BeCh MUP OOJIBHUIIA.
MpbI B Hell yMpeM OT BCSYECKUX 3a00T.
EE€ xo3siuH ycnieeT pa3opuThCs

Y Mbl HUKOT/IA HE BBIIJIEM U3 €€ BOPOT.
O3H00 B3ABIMAETCS OT HOT,

B CO3HAHWH TIOJTBIXAeT Kap,

YTOOBI COTPeThCH, 51 MPOAPOT.

[Tnams ects boxwii nap!

CBATYI0 KPOBb IIPUBBIKJIU ITUTh,
T'ocriomHIO IIJIOTH €IUM ITOHBIHE,

HO Bepy B bora nponoikaem MHUTB,

a [IATHUIlY MBI YTUM CBSITHIHEH.

2.5

JBaauaTh JeT mo3aau, MPoruAeHO MOJIIYTH,
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3ary0ieHO BpeMsl B IPOIIE/IINX BOMHAX.

C KaIpIM IIarOM ITBITAIOCh CJIOBA HAWTH,

HO OHU TIOKOPSIIOTCS TOJIbKO B KHUTAX.
HauuHaeM 1mTypm HEBBIPa3UMOCTH CypPOBOH,
OeccrJIbHBIM BO BceoOIeM Oecriopsiake,

C SMOIIMOHAILHBIM BOHCKOM BCEX IOPHIBOB,
HEYIPaB/ISIeMbIX B )KECTOKOW CXBaTKe.
OpHaXIbI U BTl 1 MHOKECTBO Pas,

HEe MUHOBATh OTKPBHITUN YMHBIMH JIIOIbMHU,
ClIelyeT BEPHYTh, UTO YTPavyeHo ceiuac,
KOTJIa YCJIOBHSI BCE TaK O3JIOOJICHHBI.

BBITh MOXET, HET yKe IMoTeph, Moode,

Jpyroe He Hall yaeJ, a JIMIIb MOMBITKY.

Harmr iom HavatbHBIN My Th HA UCXOME JIET,
HeObITHE U OBITHE MEPETIeNCh B YOBITKH.
Cropaet x13Hb MTHOBEHHUEM,

HE TOJIBKO JIIOAH, HO U KAMHH,

XpaHsIIe TalHy CMUPEHUS,

IIPY CBETE JIYHBI VJTU JIAMITHI.

Korna mo6oBb oOpeteT ceos,

CO CTapbiM CEeMEHHBIM aJTbOOMOM,

TO ¥ CTAPOCTh MTPOXOUT JIIOOS,
0e3pasIMyIHO, 37IeCh Wb 32 TOMOM.

Tawm, rae Hail myTh K MHBIM OKHMIAHUSIM.
CKBO3b TBMY M XOJIOJI, B OE3JTI0IHOM TTYCTOTE,
CTOHET BeTep, BOJIHBI U MOPE Pa304apOBaAHUM.
AnpOarpoc u genbguH. Moe Hayasio B MoeM KOHIIE.
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2. East Coker
(T.S.Eliot. No. 2 of «Four Quartets’)

2.1

In my beginning is my end. In succession

Houses rise and fall, crumble, are extended,

Are removed, destroyed, restored, or in their place
Is an open field, or a factory, or a by-pass.

Old stone to new building, old timber to new fires,
Old fires to ashes, and ashes to the earth

Which is already flesh, fur and faeces,

Bone of man and beast, cornstalk and leaf.

Houses live and die: there is a time for building
And a time for living and for generation

And a time for the wind to break the loosened pane
And to shake the wainscot where the field-mouse trots
And to shake the tattered arras woven with a silent motto.
In my beginning is my end. Now the light falls
Across the open field, leaving the deep lane
Shuttered with branches, dark in the afternoon,
Where you lean against a bank while a van passes,
And the deep lane insists on the direction

Into the village, in the electric heat

Hypnotised. In a warm haze the sultry light

Is absorbed, not refracted, by grey stone.

The dahlias sleep in the empty silence.

Wait for the early owl.

In that open field

If you do not come too close, if you do not come too close,
On a summer midnight, you can hear the music

Of the weak pipe and the little drum

And see them dancing around the bonfire

The association of man and woman

In daun singe, signifying matrimonie—

A dignified and commodiois sacrament.

Two and two, necessary conun action,

Holding eche other by the hand or the arm
Whichever betokeneth concorde. Round and round the fire
Leaping through the flames, or joined in circles,
Rustically solemn or in rustic laughter

Lifting heavy feet in clumsy shoes,

Earth feet, loam feet, lifted in country mirth

Mirth of those long since under earth

Nourishing the corn. Keeping time,

Keeping the rhythm in their dancing

As in their living in the living seasons
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The time of the seasons and the constellations

The time of milking and the time of harvest

The time of the coupling of man and woman

And that of beasts. Feet rising and falling.

Eating and drinking. Dung and death.

Dawn points, and another day

Prepares for heat and silence. Out at sea the dawn wind
Wrinkles and slides. I am here

Or there, or elsewhere. In my beginning.

2.2

What is the late November doing

With the disturbance of the spring

And creatures of the summer heat,

And snowdrops writhing under feet

And hollyhocks that aim too high

Red into grey and tumble down

Late roses filled with early snow?

Thunder rolled by the rolling stars

Simulates triumphal cars

Deployed in constellated wars

Scorpion fights against the Sun

Until the Sun and Moon go down

Comets weep and Leonids fly

Hunt the heavens and the plains

Whirled in a vortex that shall bring

The world to that destructive fire

Which burns before the ice-cap reigns.

That was a way of putting it — not very satisfactory:

A periphrastic study in a worn-out poetical fashion,
Leaving one still with the intolerable wrestle

With words and meanings. The poetry does not matter.
It was not (to start again) what one had expected.
What was to be the value of the long looked forward to,
Long hoped for calm, the autumnal serenity

And the wisdom of age? Had they deceived us

Or deceived themselves, the quiet-voiced elders,
Bequeathing us merely a receipt for deceit?

The serenity only a deliberate hebetude,

The wisdom only the knowledge of dead secrets
Useless in the darkness into which they peered

Or from which they turned their eyes. There is, it seems to us,
At best, only a limited value

In the knowledge derived from experience.

The knowledge imposes a pattern, and falsifies,

For the pattern is new in every moment

And every moment is a new and shocking

Valuation of all we have been. We are only undeceived
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Of that which, deceiving, could no longer harm.

In the middle, not only in the middle of the way

But all the way, in a dark wood, in a bramble,

On the edge of a grimpen, where is no secure foothold,
And menaced by monsters, fancy lights,

Risking enchantment. Do not let me hear

Of the wisdom of old men, but rather of their folly,
Their fear of fear and frenzy, their fear of possession,
Of belonging to another, or to others, or to God.

The only wisdom we can hope to acquire

Is the wisdom of humility: humility is endless.

The houses are all gone under the sea.

The dancers are all gone under the hill.
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O dark, dark, dark. They all go into the dark,

The vacant interstellar spaces, the vacant into the vacant,

The captains, merchant bankers, eminent men of letters,

The generous patrons of art, the statesmen and the rulers,
Distinguished civil servants, chairmen of many committees,
Industrial lords and petty contractors, all go into the dark,

And dark the Sun and Moon, and the Almanach de Gotha

And the Stock Exchange Gazette, the Directory of Directors,
And cold the sense and lost the motive of action.

And we all go with them, into the silent funeral,

Nobody’s funeral, for there is no one to bury.

I said to my soul, be still, and let the dark come upon you
Which shall be the darkness of God. As, in a theatre,

The lights are extinguished, for the scene to be changed

With a hollow rumble of wings, with a movement of darkness on
darkness,

And we know that the hills and the trees, the distant panorama
And the bold imposing facade are all being rolled away—

Or as, when an underground train, in the tube, stops too long between
stations

And the conversation rises and slowly fades into silence

And you see behind every face the mental emptiness deepen
Leaving only the growing terror of nothing to think about;

Or when, under ether, the mind is conscious but conscious of nothing
I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope

For hope would be hope for the wrong thing; wait without love,
For love would be love of the wrong thing; there is yet faith
But the faith and the love and the hope are all in the waiting.
Wait without thought, for you are not ready for thought:

So the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness the dancing.
Whisper of running streams, and winter lightning.

The wild thyme unseen and the wild strawberry,
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The laughter in the garden, echoed ecstasy

Not lost, but requiring, pointing to the agony

Of death and birth.

You say I am repeating

Something I have said before. I shall say it again.
Shall I say it again? In order to arrive there,

To arrive where you are, to get from where you are not,
You must go by a way wherein there is no ecstasy.

In order to arrive at what you do not know

You must go by a way which is the way of ignorance.
In order to possess what you do not possess

You must go by the way of dispossession.

In order to arrive at what you are not

You must go through the way in which you are not.
And what you do not know is the only thing you know
And what you own is what you do not own

And where you are is where you are not.
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The wounded surgeon plies the steel

That questions the distempered part;

Beneath the bleeding hands we feel

The sharp compassion of the healer’s art
Resolving the enigma of the fever chart.

Our only health is the disease

If we obey the dying nurse

Whose constant care is not to please

But to remind of our, and Adam’s curse,

And that, to be restored, our sickness must grow worse.
The whole earth is our hospital

Endowed by the ruined millionaire,

Wherein, if we do well, we shall

Die of the absolute paternal care

That will not leave us, but prevents us everywhere.
The chill ascends from feet to knees,

The fever sings in mental wires.

And quake in frigid purgatorial fires

Of which the flame is roses, and the smoke is briars.
The dripping blood our only drink,

The bloody flesh our only food:

In spite of which we like to think

That we are sound, substantial flesh and blood—
Again, in spite of that, we call this Friday good.

2.5

So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years—
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of I'entre deux guerres
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Trying to use words, and every attempt

Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure
Because one has only learnt to get the better of words

For the thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which
One is no longer disposed to say it. And so each venture

Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate

With shabby equipment always deteriorating

In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,
Undisciplined squads of emotion. And what there is to conquer
By strength and submission, has already been discovered
Once or twice, or several times, by men whom one cannot hope
To emulate — but there is no competition—

There is only the fight to recover what has been lost

And found and lost again and again: and now, under conditions
That seem unpropitious. But perhaps neither gain nor loss.
For us, there is only the trying. The rest is not our business.
Home is where one starts from. As we grow older

The world becomes stranger, the pattern more complicated
Of dead and living. Not the intense moment

Isolated, with no before and after,

But a lifetime burning in every moment

And not the lifetime of one man only

But of old stones that cannot be deciphered.

There is a time for the evening under starlight,

A time for the evening under lamplight

(The evening with the photograph album).

Love is most nearly itself

When here and now cease to matter.

Old men ought to be explorers

Here or there does not matter

We must be still and still moving

Into another intensity

For a further union, a deeper communion

Through the dark cold and the empty desolation,

The wave cry, the wind cry, the vast waters

Of the petrel and the porpoise. In my end is my beginning.
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3. Apai CouBenaxec
(Tomac CtepHc DamoT)

3.1

O Gorax U3BECTHO HEMHOTO, HO yMalo, 4TO peKa
OpoH30Basi, CUJIbHASI, HEYKPOTUMas OOTHHS,
TEpIiC/inBas U NMOHATHAaA I'paHUlla BO MHOI'MIC BEKa,
ObL1a /17151 TOCTABKY TOBapa MOJIE3HOM TOpIbIHEH.
[Tocne Toro, kak Ha peke HaBeIu MOCTBI,
OpPOH30BYI0 OOTMHIO B TOpOJIE 3a0BIBAIOT,

HO BpeMs1 HABOJIHEHUI OHa cTapaeTcsi OJII0CTH.
bymiyer, cmeraer nperpaipl 1 HAIIOMUHAET,

YTO ISl HEE HET JKEPTB, OHA UX CO3EPLAET,

BO BJIACTH MaIlIMH XJIET ¥ HAOMIO/IaeT.

Put™m peku s omryian B CBOel IETCKOW CrajibHE,

TPACYILYIOCSA I'PO3/b BUHOTPAJA, IIPH Fa30BOM JIAMIIE.

Peka BHyTpH Hac, a Mope BHe,

OHO TPaHUIIA, MEXKY 3eMJIEN 1 TPAHUTOM,

r7ie B OyxTax ObeTcsi HaeJHe

¥ TOBOPUT O JIPyTrOM MUPO3AaHUU, IIPOMBITOM:
0 Mejy3e, KHTOBOM XpeOTe 1 phiOe-3Be3/Ie.

B 3a1mBax oHO SIBJISIET HAIIEMY B3LJISIY,
HEXHbIe aHEMOHBI B MOPCKOM Cpe/ie,

MOpe BHIOpACHIBAET HAIIM yTPAThI, 10CAY,
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

[TpounTaiite 3Ty KHUI'Y LIEJIMKOM, KYIIMB IIOJIHYIO JIETaJIbHYI0 Bepcuio Ha Jlutpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,

WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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