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BockpecHoe yTpo
(Tomac Damor)

Cmompu, cmompu macmep, om udym o0se
PeauzUO3HbLE 2YCEHULbL.

EBpeiickas MasbTa

[MonuramHele, pa3yMHble JToau oT bora,

0OIIAIOTCS TOJIBKO Yepe3 OKOHHBIE CTEKJIA.

B nauane 6pu10 TONBKO €110BO. CTpOro

OIJIONOTBOPSIMCH BO BPEMsI MEHCTPYaJIbHOTO LIMKJIA.

B paccnabieHHOM cOCTOSHUM YMOPUICKHIA XYAO0KHUK,
pUCYeT MyCTBIHIO B TPELIMHAX, PACKATIEHHBINA TPAHHUT,

TaM 10 BOJIE Xy/I0W ¥ OJISAHBIN Mepe/IBUraeT HOrH,

Orery ¢ KpacoyHbIM HUIMOOM U ¢ HUM [lapakiuT.
CBAIIGHHUKM B YEPHOM TMPOXONAT IO ajjiee MOKasHUS
MHMO.

Morozpie, pblKU€e U MPBIILABbIE, YXBATHUBIINCH 32 MOSCHUILY
nepes TMOKasHHBIMH  BOPOTaMH, CMOTPST Ha 00pas
Cepaduma.

Tam npegaHHble AYIIH TIEIOT, 00pa3ysl TYCKJIYIO 3apHHILY.
Bronb creH caga posTcst muestsl ¢ BOJIOCATHIMU JKMBOTAMH.
ThluMHKa W TECTUK OOMOOOBaIM  OnecTsmyii  oduc
OeCIIONBIX.

CyuHu KylIaeT BETYMHY, IEpeMelIrBasi BOLY B BaHHOM.



9py,I[I/ITBI TOHKOI'O UCKYCCTBA BEAYT NNOJIEMUYCCKHUE CIIOPHI.



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.



I'mnnonoram U HepKoOBb
(Tomac Dimor)

[Iupoko3zaslii 6eremor,

ONUpasich Ha KHUBOT,

JeXUT cede B rpsA3d MOTYUUM TeJIOM,
B HEM IUJIOTh U KPOBb UMEETCS BCELIEIIO.
JKuBast Iuioth 1 KpoBb criaba, OHa
paccTpoiiCTBOM HEpB MOJBEPkKEHA,
oesrpemina LlepkoBb B Boxxbem Xpame,
TaK KaK OCHOBaHa Ha KaMHe.
HetBépnpiii y Geremota 1miar,
TePHUCTBIH MyTh K JOObIYE OJIar,

a llepkBu gymarb HEOCYT,

ell 1TaHb CO BCEX CTOPOH HECYT.

He cmoxet maxe I'mrmo HUKoOrga

XOTb C JiepeBa JI0CTaTh IJIOA,

a TIEpPCUK U 3aMOPCKUM (PPYKT,

B CBATYI0 IEPKOBb U3-32 MOPEU BE3YT.
Bo Bpems cityuku 6eremMot

XPUILIBIM T'OJIOCOM OpET.

ITo BockpeceHusAM KaxIblil 3HAET,

uto B LlepkBu bora BocneBaior.

JIHEM ipemieT GereMoT CTETIeHHO,

OH B HOYb OXOTHUTCSI OOBIKHOBEHHO,

a bor TauHCTBEHHO TBOPUT,



OJHOBPEMEHHO €CT U CIHT.
4 Bupen, kak [loram HexmaHHO,

BO3HECCS B HEOO HAJl CABAHHOUN

Y TIeJI aHTeJibl BOKPYT COMPAHO,

Cnaga bory, rpoMKO B OCaHHax.

KpoBblo ArHIIa yMOETCSl OH B OTHOYAChE
Y CTaHET cpa3y K CBATOMY MPUYACTEH,

a HeOeca ero OKyTaTb CMOTYT U OOBSITh,
M Ha apge OyIeT OH U3 30JI0Ta UTPaTh.
OH OyzieT BBIMBIT UMIIle U Oeliee CHera,
J003aHUEeM MYYEHHII B JIOBOJIbCTBE Hera,
noka Casras LlepkoBb npeObIBaeT B CTaHe,
B 3JIOBOHHOM, 3apa3UTeIbHOM TyMaHe.



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.



bepo6ank ¢ benekepom,
baenmTanH ¢ curapon
(Tomac Damor)

BepOaHk mepecek MajeHbKUI MOCT,
CITyCTHJICS B HEOOJIBILION OTeJIb.
ITpunuecca BomonaiiH oxujaia B Cpok,
OHM OBUTH BMECTE, KaK OH XOTeJ.
I'poxor, kak Habar c Hebec,
TMIPOIIIEN TIO BCel ITyOuHe Mops,
mMeasieHHo bor ['epkyiec

3a)KUraj ux Bceil JIoOOBBIO.

ITo HeOy mposneten Ilerac

Hapn Vctpueit ¢ paccBeTOM.

Ero 3akpwiThIil Gapkac,

OrecTes Ha BOZIE TIPU STOM.

10 ObLT yTh BiielimTaiina,

€ro JIOKTH, JIaJJOHU, apTPHT,

€ro oOBHCIIIETO M3ruda KoJieHa.
[Tpoum Yukaro, Benckuit Cemur.
Be3 Gnecka BbINyKJIbIE I71a32,

BUJAT IPOTO30MHYIO CJIU3b CEMEHM.
B nepcnextuse Kananerro uyzeca,
JOropaeT cBeya KOHLIA BpEMEHH.
Ha Puanbro nopHsiiach BHE3aItHO BOJa.



[ox cBassMU KPBICH KyNaKOTCS.

EBpeii B roHi0n1€, C HUM JIEHBI'H, MEXa.
JIonOYHUK MPOCTO yIbIOaeTCsl.

[Mpunniecca BomonailtH oxuiaeT mKBaj JI0OBH.
CkynHasi, ¢ royObIMU HOI'TSIMH, C YaXOTKOM,
11araeT 10 BOJHOM JIECTHULIE, BCIOAY OTHU.

Ona pasBiekaet capa PepauHaHa NOIKOM.
JIbBUHBIE KPbLTbs HUKTO HE MO03PEBaL.

bnoxa He ymper oT mope30B KOrTeil B pUTOHAX.
BepOaHK B rojioBe CBOEH pa3MBIIILISLI,

00 UCTPAaueHHOM BPEMEHH U CEMU 3aKOHaX.



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.



MegoBbIN MeCHIL
(Tomac Damor)

Iocerus crpansl benumoke, onu BepHymch B Teppe-Xor,
HO OJIHY JIETHIOIO HOYb IpoBenu B PaBeHHe.

OHu gJexanun Ha TMPOCThIHE, TOJ KOTOPOH KJIOMOB
HECKOJIBKO COT.

Bbu1 1eTHUI 3HOM, TAXJIO IIOTOM U KEHCKHM TEJIOM.

Jléxa Ha chuHe, pa3fBUHYB KOJIEHM, MX HOI'M IyXJU
OT YKYCOB,

BOPOYAsCh HA MaTpace, pacyechblBaJI CBOU PaHBbI 10 KPOBU.
B muie ot Hux Haxonwiicsa Cesroil-AnonnuHepe-un-Kiacce,
I71€ TYPHUCTBI C SHTY3Ma3MOM M3Y4asId CBOIBI U KAITUTEIH.
OHu cenM Ha CKOPOCTHOM 10e3]] U B MO3/IHUI vac,
npoieBaay cBou crpaganus ot [lagyn B Mua.

Tam ux oxuganu «TaiiHasi Beuepsi» U PecTOpaH.

OH nozcuuTan pacxonsl ¥ B3sU1 UX Ha KapaHAaIll.

Ouu yBugenu Ileedinapuio u @PpaHuuio B CBOU
ME/IOBbIE JIHU.

Mex TeM nocTosiHHbIN ackeT CBATON ANOJIMHAPUA,
CJIOBHO cTapasi, Boxbs MenbHUIA, 10 CUX MOP COXPaHseT

B CBOMX MOTEPTHIX KAMHSAX TOUHYIO (hopMy BuszanTun.



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



IlocBaAmenne Moen KeHe
(Tomac Dimor)

41 eit 00s13aH OYEHb, OTHEHHBIM BOCTOPIOM,
PaHo yTpoM IpoOyKAaINCh YyBCTBA CTPOTO,
a CEeKCyaJIbHBI PUTM Halll IPEPHIBAET COH,
KOTJa Mbl CTOHEM M JBIIIMM B YHHCOH.
IlaxHyT Ipyr IpyroM Haiiy Tena,

peub He HyKHA U3JIUILIHY CJI0Ba.

Harmu MeIcy euHbl, CJIOBHO 01103,

Jyd COJIHLIA HE PACILJIABUT HAl COI03.

Hac Betep 3umoi1 He 3aMOpO3HT,

B CaJy LIBETYT U HE BAHYT PO3BIL.

Sl 3TUM NpeJaHHOCTh K HEell MPOSBIISIO,
3T CTPOKHU MYOIMYHO BCEM 3asIBIIAIO.



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.



B pecropane
(Tomac Damor)

Hemonogoii opunmant, ot Hevero jienath,
HAKJIOHWJICS ¥ TUXO TOBOPHT:

«Ha mMoeit poguiHe JOX/IH el XOJIoIHee,

a COJIHIIE Kapue 3eMJII0 KOPOOUT».

CaMm OH CBETJIbII M TYUYHBIN B KUJIETE,
cnepenu apryk, cangerka Ha pyKe BUCHT.
Hanetoch He mumoet oH B cym Ha OaHKeTe,
7€ Mbl YKPBUIHCh, YTOO OT JIOXKS YUTH.

S1 TIeTHO MBITAJICS, HO OHA HE JKeJlasa,

TaK Kak OT JIMBHSI IPOMOKJIA 10 HUTKH,

e€ cuTiieBast 100Ka K AroAuIIaM MPUJIKIaa,
sI IEKOTaT €€, 9T0O MPOCTO PACCMEIHTh.
Wb ThI, cTaphiii pa3BpaTHUK, B TAKUE TOJIB,
OHa JIET Ha BOCEMb ITOMOJIOXKE ObLIa,

s 3aJ1e3 Ha He€, KaK Iy/esb 3HATHOM TTOPOIbl,
NPUIIENT U OOHIOXAJI, OHA ITyrajlach MEHSI.
TBos rosoBa He 151 OJI0X, YCIIOKOWCS

Y COCKpeOu Ipsi3b CO CBOEH KOXH,

BOT IIeCTh NIEHCOB, C MBUIOM TTOMOWCSI,
4epT modepu, 3To CyIpOa TBOEH POKH.

Bpbl, myparikas, mycTsiIkoBasi peivKBHS,

He OOMKalTeCh Ha CBOH OIIBIT B MPOIILIOM,
€CTh MapajijieJIbHOe CXOJICTBO C. YXOJis,



CKaXYy, 4TO MO0OEIal0 C BAMHU TO3KE.

drnedac PUHMUKCKINA, YECTHBIN YEJIOBEK,
3a0BIB O JIOCTHKEHUSIX, IOl KPUKH YaeK U Ty,
JBE Hesienu OapaxTajcs B MOPCKOM BOJIE,
MOTEPSJT CUJTBL, YIauy U B COPOK JIET YTOHYJI.
Beper Kophyosnia riauet B rieHe BOJTH,

OH B TIPeIbIIYIIYIO0 )KU3Hb BO3BPATHIICA,

B MOpTax MpeObIBaHUsI, OH ObLT MOJIOZIOH,
OBIBIITMI MOPSIK M3 TIPOIILIOTO TIOSIBUJICS.



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 in 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

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



KyaunapHoe siio
(Tomac Damor)

[Munut B Kpeciie BEpTUKAJILHO CUMT,
ocmarpuBast Oxkcdopaa Kosuieaka BU/I.
OHa 3aJ10;)K11a BA3aJIbHOM CITULIEN aJIbOOM
1 OTJIOKUJIA HE JAJIEKO OT MEHs Ha CTOJL.
CwityaThl €€ AeymKu u 6abyIiKy,
JareppoTUIIbl U3BECTHOM TETYIIIKHU,

CHSUTA Ha KAaMUHHOM TIOJIKE TJISHIIEM,

Kak Oy[ITO 3a3bIBaJIi CBOUM TAHIIEM.

4l He Xouy npu3HaHUS Ha HeOecax,

yBUKY capa Cujinu 6e3 nmpome JieHus,
MYCTh CAJIIOTH HABOJST CTPaX,

Ha JIPyruX IepoeB TOro MOKOJIEHU .

Mmae He Hy)eH Karmuran Ha Hebecax,
nioriporry capa Monza 6e3 abcTpakiyu,
BJIOJKMTBCSI BMECTE B KaKOW-TO OaHK,

WY B TISITY TIPOIICHTHBIE OOIUTAINY.

41 He xouy ObITh B Paiickux Kyinyapax,

rae Jlykperms bBopmxua Oynetr HeBectkoi.
E€ anexnoThI OyayT Tam BceM 3a0aBoi,

HO onbIT [Iunut oGecneynT UM N3BECTHOCTb.
He xenawo Bugers ITurir Ha HeOecax,

rae Manam biaBarckas Ja€r ykazaHue.



Tonbko B cemu CsiteHHbIX Tpynax,
[Mukapn [loHaty HAWAET MOe OTMIO3HAHUE.
I'ne mou nieHu, 4TO A HaKoIWII,

4100 Kymars ¢ [Turmur B pecropane?

N3 ropona Kentuin u I'enpep I'pun,
OpenyT OOMKH C TOJIOAHBIMHU TJIA3aMH.
I'ne dandaps u rae opibi?

IMon cuerom Al orpeOeHsl.

[TnagyT HumKMeE, MIaver Toma

Haz Oynodkoii ¢ maciom. Beerna.



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*



IllenoT 0eccmepTuA
(Tomac Damor)

V306cTep onepKUMBbINA CMEPTHIO ObLI,

Y BUJIEN Yepe3 KOKY KOCTH.

Be3nomMHBIX oA, 3eMJIER JTIOOWII,
OIJISIABIBAJICS, HE UMES 3JIOCTH.

OH 3HaJ1, 4TO 3TO HE 3pavoK,

TaK CMOTPUT U3 MYCTOH IJIA3HMUIIBI,

1, BOXJeJes] K MEPTBBIM BIIPOK,

B HEM IIOXOTbh MBITAETCS BMECTUTHCS.
JIOHH KOHKPETHO ObLTT IPyTrUM

Y He UCKaJl 3aMeHYy CMBbICJIa HACJIaKACHUH.
3aBjieub, OOHATH U OBJIAJIETh TyXKUM,

OH OBLT OITBITHBIM 3KCIIEPTOM TTOXOKICHU.
OH 3HaJ, KaK KOCTHBIM MO3T CTpajiaeT

1 O0JTb CKeJleTa B JIMXOPATIKE,

KOI'JIa KOHTAKTa C IUIOThIO HE OBIBAET,
COBOKYIUJIEHUU U PA3PAIKH.

Bo3zno6nenHast ['puiikuH — mpesectHa, Xopoia,
TO TMOATBEPXKIAET €€ aKIIeHT, POCCHICKAs IyIIa,
a O10cT e€ OOIIMPHBINA, €CTh COBEPIIIEHCTBO,
BCET/la CYJIUT ITHEBMATUKY OJTaXKEHCTBA.

SApkuit OpasubCKuii Aryap

He 3acTaBJisieT OpaTh MUHET.



V I'pyiIKMHON KoIIauui aap,

U JJaKe €CTh CBOM ME30OHET.

SAryap Bpazunbckuil Bcex CUbHEN,

B JIMKOM 4aIoOe v TpsiCuHe,

Pa3UT KOIATUHON HAMHOTO crabeid,
yeM ['puilIkMHA B CBOEH FOCTUHOM.
[Tpoo6pasbl KUBBIX, PHUIIEAIIHIA TOCTb,
BOKDYT IpeJiecTeil e€ Bcerua posTcs,

HO MBI, JTI0OS1 ¥ TUIOTh, ¥ KOCTb,

XOTHM JIMIIb C MeTapU3UKON OOHATHCS.



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.



CyuHu Jpekryc
(Tomac Damor)

«BOKpYT 1epeBbs CyXHUE U JIMCThsI ONAJIN.
[Tyctb Oypst peBET U Tep3aeT CKaJIbl,

a 10331 MEH$ OCTAIOTCS ITYCTBIHHBIE JIAJIH.
CMoTpuTe IEBKHU, MBI X JOJITO UCKAJIH |»

OcTtaBbTe MeHS B HEM3BECTHBIX KMKagax,
HApHCYITE MEHsI B HEPUCTYITHBIX CKaJIax.
INokaxxute MHe Oeper C MelmepHbIM OPH30M,
7€ CTOJKHYJIMCh MOPSI C OTTYIIIUTEIbHBIM BU3TOM.
ITokaxute Dona MHe B 00J1aKax,

mycThb Oyplo BBI30BET Ha HeOecax,

YTOOBI BCKJIOKOYHUTh A pUaTHBI BOJIOCA

Y HaIlOJTHUTh TTOITyTHBIM BETPOM Tapyca.
PananM yTpoM mpoOykIainch 4acTy Tena,
Hagcukau, Iomudgema, nepconaxeit 'omepa.
JKecramu B mocres BoBce O€3 CIIOB,
MIOIHUMAJICS TIap OT OMABIIMX JICTOB.
Cyxue BeKH, PECHUYKH C BOJIOCAMH,
pacIIerIsSIOTCS COHHBIMU TJIa3aMHU.

Bot oBan yura o6HakwuIICs 3y0amu,
3aJIBUraJIUCh OE/Ipa C MPSIMBIMU HOTAMHU.
JI€xa Ha cniuHe, ja BBEPX HOTaMH,
BBINIPSIMJISISL KOJIEHH OT OeJipa JIo TATKHY,



BLEMMBIIKUCH B MOLYIIKY CBOUMH PyKaMH,
TPSICIIA KPOBATh, KOHYAsI B TIPUTIAJIKE.
CyHHU BCKOYMJI, YTOOBI TOOPUTHCS

C MEHOM Ha JIMLIE, HE YCTIEB YMbIThCS.
[upoko3aapiii, pO30BbIN 10 OCHOBAHUS,
3HAJ TEMIIEPAMEHT KEHCKOTo MPU3HAHUSI.
Wcropus anvHHAs TeHb YeIoBeKa,

CKa3aJl IOKTOp DMEPCOH Tjie-To.

Hukro He Bunen Cyunu cumysta

B IIpe3aKaTHOM OTpPaXeHUH CBETa.

He npukocHynach OpuTBa K JISIKKE,
OXKMJasl IOKA YTUXHYT BU3TM OOBATU.
Konotunack u apiinana o4eHb TSKKO,
DnuiienTUyKa Ha CBOe KPOBaTH.

Jambl ceOs BOBJIEUEHHBIMHU CUATAIOT

U B KOpUJOpax Oopresis Mponajaior.
Haiinure cBuaereneil npucyTcTBus

1 00€eCIIEeHUTE BKYC UX OTCYTCTBUSI.
3ameuaeM, YTO UCTEpUsI BCETAa HEMpUsATHA
Y HEMPABUJIbHO MOXET OBITh BCEM MOHSITHA.
Manam TepHep cooOraeT BCTpeBOKEHHO,
YTO B 9TOM JIOME HET HUYEro XOPOIIIEro,
HO Jlopyc BO3BpalliaeTcsi U3 BaHHBI,
1aTasCh HA HOTaX, U, KaK-TO CTPAHHO,
CJIOBHO TPUITYAPHUB ceOe YeM-TO HOC,
AKKypaTHO CTaBUT OpeHIH Ha MOIHOC.



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

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.



Cyunu cpeam c0JI0BbEB
(Tomac Damor)

CyuHH, pa3BHHYB KOJIEHH, OONTast pyKaMmu,
TOMEPUYECKH MPOIOTKAET CMESIThCS,
CKYJIBI, KaK y 3e0pbl, C JBYMSI TIOJIOCAMH,

B IISITHA kupada criemar npeBpararbes.
Kpyru ot B30yg0paxeHHO! JTyHBI,
nBurarorcs Ha 3anaf o Jla-ITnara.
CMepTb ¥ BOPOH XOTSIT BBIIIIMHBI,

Cyunu oxpansier Poroseie Bopora.
Oo6mnaka Bonpimoro Ilca m Oprona
3aTEHWIM MOPCKYIO ITyUUHY.

Ha ucnanckom mMeice Hekast lama,

cagurcs Ha KosneHu CyuHU.

3ajieB MoJoJIoM T10 CTOITY,

Yaimky pa3ouBaeT Bapede3ru

Y pacIoNOKUBIINCH Ha MOy,

3eBasi, MOTMPABJISIET YyJIKH.

Be3mosBHBIN, B KOPpUUHEBOM MYKUYHMHA,
CHU[ISl HA MIOJOKOHHUKE, 3TUTCS.

Odpurmiant nona€t GaHaHbI, areIbCUHBI,
VHKUP ¥ BUHOTPAJ U3 TETUIULIBL.
My:x4nHa B KOpUYHEBOM (papTyKe BIOIMbIXAX,
KOHTPAKThI ¥ KOHIIEHTPAThI, U3bIMAET.
Pamiesis PabuHoBMY o cie3aMu Ha rasax,



BUHOI'PaJl pyKaMu CBOMMH XBaraer.
OHa ¥ ¢ UCNaHCKOTO MbIca JaMa

AyMAaIOT, YTO OHU CEKCYaJIbHBbI,

YeJIOBeK C YCTaJIbIMU IJ1a3aMH,

OTBEpraeT ux raMOUT U3HAYATIBHO.

Boliiis 13 KOMHAThI, OSIBJISIETCS B CHEIIKE,
0003Hauas1 Ha JIUIE 30JI0TYIO0 YCMEIIKY,

a 32 OKHOM CyOTPONMKH CBHCAIOT

Y IJIMLIMH KPyroM OJ1aroyxaer.

XO035IMH € KEM-TO HEMOHSATHBHIM

pasroBOp BEAET HEBHSATHO.

ConoBbM Ha/IPHIBAIOT CBOU T0JIOCA,

psinom Monacteips CsiThie Ceppnia.

N nenu B KpoBaBOM JieCy MUMOJIETOM,
AramMeMHOH KpuyaJ BO BCE ropiio,

opollasi CaBaHbl KUJAKUM ITOMETOM

1 63 TOro OCKBEPHEHHBIN T'OPOJI.



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.



Ilecus o J100BM

Aabgpeny Ipydpoky
(Tomac Damor)

S Tak m gymait, yto gan tebe OTBET,

YeJIOBeK He BEPHETCS B 9TOT MUP.

ITO TUIaMsI He TOracHeT OoJbIle, HET,

sI HE BEPHYCh B TOT (DOH]T KMBBIM.

Bcro mpaBay 3Ty g mpocTo 3Haro,

niepes; Mo30pOM CTpaxa OTBEYAI0».

JlaBaii oiaéM ¢ ToOOI0, THI Ja 4,

KOTJ[a MOJIHUMETCsI BEUepHsIs 3aps,

KaK MAalMeHTHI M0JI HAPKO30M Ha CToJIe,
MPOMIEM 1O YJIHIIAM ITYCTHIM Be3[e.
VYenuHuMcs B HOWIEKKE JUIs1 HOYerd OECCOHHBIX,
B JIeNIEBOM Kabake, B O0OpMOYYIIIMX MPUTOHAX,
e Ha NOJIy OMWIKU U CKOPJIYIIKU YCTPHLI,
KaK apryMeHT KOBAapHBIX, CKyUHbIX YJIHII.
YrtoObl K UCTHHE BAaC KOTAA-TO MPUBECTH,

HE HaJIO CIIPAIMBaTh, 3a4eM TAKOW BU3UT.

B roctuHOI 1aMBbl OrojTesio

OecenyoT po MuKeIaHIKeo.

JIbIM ¢ TYMaHOM TBIYYT XEJITU3HON B CTEKJIO,
BBUIM3BIBAsI CYMEPEK YIJIbI,

BCE, UTO 32 HOUb C BOJIOCTOKOB HATEKJIO



U JJaKe Caxy KOMOTH TPYOBL.

CkoJb3HYB K Teppace, IoM HeKHO OOHMMAIOT
00BUB COOOIO IOM, MTHOBEHHO 3aChIIAIOT.
Koneuno, Oyaer BpeMs [1sl KENTOTO JIbIMa,
KOTOPBIN CKOJIB3UT 10 OKHAM, MOTUPAsi CIIUHY.
HacraneT Bpemsi BCTpETUTHCS JIMIIOM K JIMILY,
4T00 CO3MIaTh M YOUBaTh, TBOPIY U TIOIJIEITY.

Jla ©ynmet Bpems 1 BceX padoT, YTOO HE TYKHUTh
Y He BO3HUKHET BOMPOC, YTO HA TAPEJIKY TOJIOKHTh.
Bot yac npuaér 11 MHOXeCTBA COMHEHUH,
BOCIIOMMHAHWIA, PEBU3UI U BUJECHUI.

Hacranet Bpems aJis1 Bac v 1Sl MEHsl,

riepe/1 AOMaITH|M YaeM Ha MCXOIe JTHS.

B canone gambl OroTesio

mededyT o MuKenaHkeso.

W peiictBuTeIbHO, BpeMsi POMAET.

NurepecHo, cmero u 51?7 Hanepén,

T0 JIECTHULIE BEPHYThCS U CITYCTUThCH,

C JILICHHOM, 4TO OyHeT CBETUThCSI.

OHU CKaxyT, YTO €ro BOJIOCHI CUJIBHO TOpeesu!
Moé€ nanbTo, MOl BOPOTHUK, UTO Ha MEHsI OfIefH,
MO¥ rajiCTyK GoraThiii, HO ¢ OyJaBKOW yOOroil.
Onu ckaxyT: «Ho Kakue TOHKHE pyKd U HOTH |»
Pa3Be s cMory 6ecrioKOUTh BCEJIEHHYIO?

Kaxnas MuHyTa MMeeT TouHOe BpeMs,

JUTS1 PEelieHi, OTCTYIIJIGHUIA, COMHEHUIA.

Ila, MHe 3HaKOMBI 3TH JIMIIa U B MTpoduJib, B aHpac,
I71a3a, 4TO JepKaT Hac B rpaHuIiax oomux ¢pas,
KOI/Ja K CTeHe MPUKOJIOT IINUIbKAMU ITUX IJ1a3,



s1 KOPUYCh Cpe/ib I'PaHull, CTEHAIO,
TOT/Ia CTPA/IATh 51 MPOCTO HAYMHAIO.
BririecknBaTh HErOAOBaHMST HETTPUIIMIHO

1 KakK, 51 3TO JIOJIKEH C/ielaTh JIMYHO?

M60 s ux Bcex 3HaJ, PO BCE HEMHOKKO,

MPO YTPEHHUKH, Beuepa, KaJleHIapHbIE THHU.

S xu3Hb M3Meps KoelHON JTOKKON

Y 3HaJI OTIOJIOCKH AajibHel OOJTOBHHU,

TaM O[] MYy3bIKY B TOCTUHOM J1aMbl CIIEJUC.

Tak Kak *ke 51 MOry, KaK 51 OCMEJIOCh ?

Sl BUzIeN roJioBy CBOIO IUICHIMBYIO Ha OJTiofie,

S He MpOpOK U MaJIo JyMaio O 4yJe,

HO 51 IOMIMaJ1 MOMEHT, KOTJIa MO€ BeJIMUUE yracio,
KakK JIakeH, epxka MajibTo, eXUIHO Yabioaics.
Kopoue rosops, st ucryrascs.

3TO CTOUJIO TOTO, YTO MOCJIe TPUrOBOpa,
MapMeJsaja, Jailek 4das, cpeau gapdopa,

CpeAr HErPOMKOIO MEK HaMU pa3roBopa,

C yJIBIOKOH MpepBaTh OOIeHre B pasrap,

YT00 MUPO3JaHUE BTHCHYTh B 3¢MHOU IIIap

Y KaTUTh €ro, Kak TBOM KeJIaHHBIN aap.

Ckazatb: «4 Jlazapp, BEpHYJICS M BOCCTAN B Tpo0y,
4yT00 pacckasaTh BaM BCE. S BceM, BCE paccKaxy».
Bort HekTO, Ha MOAYIIIKE YCTPOUB TOJIOBY CBOIO,
BaM CKa)eT: «IJTO TO, YTO s HE UMEJI B BUJLY;

DTO COBCEM HE TaK».

A Kak?

3TO CTOWJIO TOTO, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB,

Ha yJMILIax Mocje 3aKaToB U IBOPLOB,



TMI0CJIE POMAHOB, IOCIIE YallleK, Mocie MOKOs,
1000K TSHYBILIUXCS BJOJIb 110J1a 1 MHOTOE JIPYTO€.
HeBo3MoxHO cKa3arh, 4TO s UMEJ B BUy Takoe!
Bor eciu Ob1 hoHApH BOJIIICOHBI,

Ha 9KpaHe cOPOCUII CTYCTKU HEPBOB,

a Hekasi 0co0a, cOpOCHB AT,

YCTaBMBIINCH B OKHO CKazana: «KaJb.

ITO COBCEM HE TaK U XBaTUT,

HET, 9TO BCE HEKCTATU».

Her, s1 310 He umen B BULY.

51 ne l'amrer, u He nomkeH [IpuHIieM OBIT.

¢l rocrionuH, KOTOpHIN fesaer Oeny,

YTOOBI ITPOTPECC U CIEHY 3aIyCTUTb.

CoBeTylo MpUHITY TPOCTON UHCTPYMEHT:
TMOJIOKUTEIIbHBIM ObITh U TIOJIE3HBIM,
OCTOPOKHBIM, JIOTOITHBIM, KaK KEHTJIbMEH,
MOJIUTUYECKU TYIIBIM, HO TPE3BbIM.

[opoii, IecTBUTENIBHO, TIOYTH CMEILHO,
AypaduMcsi ¥ 3TO BCE pa3pelieHo.

S crapew. Crapero. Her cios.

41 HazleHy MOTHIO OT IITAHOB.

41 He xo4y paccrarbes ¢ BOJIOCaMU?

Cmory 11 KymaTh nepcuk 3yoamu?

Byny B Genbix Oprokax Mo IIshKy TYJIsITh

U CIIyIIaTh, KaK PyCaJIKH MOIOT,

HO OHM He OyIyT MHe TeTh U IUISCATh,

Kayasl Ha BOJIHAX MOPCKOU ITPUIOT

U pacuechiBasi OeJIbIMU BOJIOCAMH,

BOfly OelyIo MoJ] BeTep BOJHAMH.



MpbI 3a7iepKaIich Ha MOPCKOM Ter3axe,
C IeBYOHKAMH Pa3/ICTHIMU Ha TUISIKE.
MB&I TOHEM, MOKa JIIOJICKHE roJioca,

Hac He pa30yasaT Ha HeOecax.



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

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,

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.



YeTnIpe KBapTEeTa
(Tomac CrepHc Diamor)

1. bépuT HopTon

1.1

Hacrosiiiiee u npoiuioe, Bpoyem,
Oy/IyT IPOMCXOIWTH U B OyIyIIIEM,

Kak Ipsyiiee Mocelaso Mpole/Iiee.
3HauuT, BpeMs1 BCera HacTosIee

Y OHO HUKOIJIA HE MPUXOJIHT,

He CBEepIIIUBILeeCs: eCTh aOCTPAKIINS,
OyneM HaOJoaTh, YTO MPOUCXOIUT,
HaM JaéTcs, JIMIIb BO3MOXHAS aKIIns.
Tosbko B 00J1aCTH pa3MbIIILICHUH,
KeJlaeMoe M yxke HacTaBIiee,

OceaaloT B MaMsITH 6e3 IpoMeJIeHH
U MIPUBOJIAT HA IPaHb HACTOSIIETO.
[Ilaru o Tporam HEXOKEHBIM,

K HE OTKPBITHIM €IIE JABEPSM,

KakK CJIOBO YbE-TO TPEBOXKHO,

ObeT 110 MOMM MO3raM.

He GecrokoiiTe pax po30BbIX JIEIECTKOB,



TOr/AA cajl 3alOMHAT OTIOJIOCKU MHBIE.
[Nocnemmm 3a MOBOPOT, re medeT CKBOPIIOB.
MoskeT 1 HaM Cy/IEHO TTOUTH 32 HUMU?

B Hau nepBblil MUp U TIEPBBIE JIBEPH,

¢ 0OMaHHOM TeCHe# CKBOpIIa

Y HE3PUMO B 3TO MOBEPUB,

BOWTH U OCTaBHUTh CEPALIA.

B ocennem Teruie, CKBO3b BO3/1yX 3BEHSIINH,
NTULA 3a3bIBaJIa CIIOBHO B OTBET,

MBI HEBECOMO CTYIAJIH 10 JIMCTBE OIaBIIeH,
TO/1 MY3bIKATbHBII B KYCTax CIOXKET.
Hespumbie B3Il Epecekaiuch,

Ka3aJI0Ch, HA PO3bI IVISI/IENT KTO-TO TYT.
Xo3sieBa OyATO B TOCTSAX OKA3aJIMCh

U 1IUIM TIOCMOTPETh Ha BBICOXILIUI NPy,
KOTOPBIA OBUT OKPYXEH KYCTAMHU CaMIIIUTA.
Bricox GeTOH, MOpbIKEI MO KpasiM,

a BeJb ObLJT 3aIOJIHEH COJTHEYHBIM CBETOM,
TaM KPOTKO POC JIOTOC, CIIOBHO OypbsIH.
Korzaa-To nmoBepxHOCTH NOJ JIy4YaMu CBETa,
OnucTana U Mbl CTOSUIH, OTPaXkasiCh B BOJE,
TY4H YXOOWIH U IIPYH OIYCTOLIAJICA CIIEAOM,
JIMUIb IETCKUI CMEX U3 KyCTOB JOHOCUJICS BE3JIE.
«CwMmernee.», — YenoBeky BTOpuIIA MTHIIA,

HE BBDKUTDH B CJIMIIKOM PEATbHOM KU3HH.
[Mpomwtoe u Oyaylee yxe He CIIy4HuTCs,

MBI TOJIBKO B HACTOSIIIEM, Ha TPAaHU MBICITH.

1.2



ITo ock B rps3u Tenera 3acTpsiia,

CKpHI1 000710B, KPOBb B a0pTe phljiaia,
TOKJIA)KU C YECHOKOM, caripupoM yTiaiu,

a paHa 3a0bITOI BOWHBI CTOHAJIA.

7Ku3Hb 10 BpaIleHHIo 3BE3/1 YUTaEM,

TI0 KOJIbIIaM JiepeBa rofja CYUTaeM.

Croum cebe B CBOUM MaJIblii pOCT,

BCTYIMB Ha IMATKUH KU3HU MOCT

Y CJIBIIIMM TOIOT OEryIeroB,

OeXHUT KaOaH OT TOHYMX IICOB.

[NoroHs auTcst cpeb BEKOB

TI0/1 B30POM 3BE3/I, IPYTUX MUPOB.

B 3acThiBINEi TOUKE BpallleHUs] MHpa,

HU TUIOTh, HU OECIIOTHOCTD, HU TYJIAa, HU CIOJIa,
€CTh JIBMIKEHHE, HET OCTAHOBKU PUTMA,
BCTPEUAIOTCS MPOIILIOe ¢ OYIYIIUM B TOYKE BCEr/a.
MOo3KHO CKa3aTthb, Mbl Iie-TO ObUIH, HO Iae?
Kak gonro? Bpems B Touke He TOMECTHTH !
OT XUTENCKUX KeJIaHUi CBOOOIY B Cyaboe,
OT CTpaxa M COCTPa/IaHUI HE Orpa/IuTh.
CeetoM pazyma, OeJbIM, CIIOKOHHBIM,

OT BOJIM CBOEH U 4yXKO¥ OJ1arosiars,

0€e3 IBMKEHUI BHUMAHUE ITOJIHOE,
OTPEMIEHHOCTh HEJIb3s1 TOJIKOBATh.
[TocTurHyTh HOBBII U CTapBIi MUD,
OIIYTUTh UX HETIOJHBIA BOCTOPT,
MOTPY3UBIIKCH B YACTUYHBIN KOIIIMAp,

C y4eToM OyaylIMX U MPOIIEANINX CHOB,



CI1abOCThI0 HEHAMIEKHOTO Tella COMraTh,
CIIACTH YEJIOBEYECTBO OT MPOKJIATHS Heba.

B miporiioe u Oyjiyiiiee He BBIHECTH TLIOTb,
CO3HAHMIO HEe OCTA&TCsI MECTa U CliefIa.
Co3HaBaTh, 3HAYMT HE 3aBUCETh OT BPEMEHH,
MOMHHUTH cebs1 cpe po3, Ho Oe3 OpeMeH!.
Mur roj IMBHEM, 3ariax JiaJaHa Mpu KypeHuu,
BpeMsI B HACTOSIIIEM TTOKOPSIETCSI BPEMEHEM.

1.3

Mpak Mexy TpOIUTHIM 1 OYIyIIUM IPaBUT Oe3 CBeTa,
OH O0JIEKaeT TeJIO TPO3PayHbIM ITOKOEM,

TeHb MMOCTUTAET HEM3MEHHOCTb, I(pemMepHast KpacoTa
OUHIIAET AYITy BO MPaKe HOUM U TaKoe

JIVIIIIAET OINYIIEHUH, OTpeliaeT JJoO0Bb OT CYETHI.
He u30bITOK U HE yracaHue, a MepIiaHus,
paccesiHHas BsUIOCTh YEPEAYET ITYCThIE MEYTHI.
Hanpsoxk€anele nuia, CMEHSIIOT CMSITEHHUS,

CJIOBHO KJIOUbsI OyMaru, BeTep KpyTHUT JIofIeH,
MEKIY TPOIUIBIM U OYIyIIHM.

Buxpb nposyBaer Jierkue 10 caMmbiX KOCTei,

IyUI U3HEMOXEHHBIX Y HEMOUTHBIX.

B Gr1exsiom Bo3yXe O4eHb BSUIbIE TyIIH,
MOCTENIEHHO BETEP BBIMETAET XOJIMBI,

Jlongona, Xamricrena, Kemmnena, [Tatau.

31ech Mpak OTCTYNAET 3a MPEesIbl ThMBbI.
Criyckaemcsl HUKe, ieJlaeM TIOC/IeIHUM 1ar,

B LIAPCTBO, I7I€ OJMHOYECTBO BEYHO,



B MUP MHOM, B AHTUMMUP, I7le BHYTPEHHUN MpaK.
Tam n30aBiieHre OT Belllel Oe3ynpeyHo,
OTPEIIEHHOCTh OT YYBCTB U MHUPA T'PE3,

B HETOJBMKHOM JYXOBHOM MMUpE,

rJe MyTh B HUKY/A, K HEIBUKUMOCTH 3BE3I.
Tam nmporwioe u Oyayriee cTaao eauHo!
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KonokonbHeIi 3BOH.

BpeMst XOpOHUT JieHb.

ITycToii HEOOCKIIOH,

OT COJIHIIA YKPBIBACT TCHb.

[MosconmHyX ecTh COJTHEUHBIN JIMK IS HAC.
ViKke 3MMOpPOJIOK YCTPEMUIICS BBBICH,
JIETAIIEro MUpa CBET He yrac,

OTBETUJI CBETOM Ha CBET M 3aTHX.

1.5

CrnoBa 1 My3blKa BCerzia B IBUXKECHHH,
He I0CJIe CMEPTU U TOJIBKO BO BPEMEHHU.
Peub ymoskaer, uayT npuyuTaHusA

U cJI0BO oOpeTaeT (popMy MOTYAHUS.
CrnoBa 1 My3bIKa MOTYT JOCTUTHYTb
HEMOTY OE€CCMEpTHOM KUTAWCKOW Ba3bl.
B BEYHOM ITOKOE MOXET CTUHYTh,
CKPUITMYHBIN KJII0Y B KaHTUJIEHOM (pase.
A npeniecTByoOIUI (PUHAT U HAYAJIO



CXOIATCS] BMECTE B HauaJle KOJbLa
Y BCE 9TO B HACTOSIILIEM HACTaJIo,

10 Havaja v MocJjie KOHLA.

CroBa Beerja B HaCTOSIILEM JIBUKEHUH,
HaJpbIBAsCh, TPEIIAT ¥ TYXHYT,

MHOT/IA pa3pbIBAIOTCS OT HAIIPSKEHUS,
OT HETOYHOCTH 'HUIOT ¥ THOHYT.

MM He nof cujly CTOATbh Ha MECTe, TIOHBIHE,
UX IIOCTOSIHHO aTaKyloT B IPOCTPAHCTBE,
BOILIM, YIIPEKH, OCaXJAIOT B ITyCThIHE
NPU3pPaK, OPYILHIA B 3arpOOHOM TaHIIE.
I'poMKast kayoba HEYTEIIHOW XUMEPHI,
ABUXEHHE €CTb TOAPOOHOCTh PUTMA,
Kak Y JIECTHULIBI IEpUJIa, CTYIEHH,

a 'y CJIOB CyIIeCcTBYeT pudma.

ITo cyTw, M060B HE OBUKEHHUE,

JIMIIb IPUYMHA €0 BO BPEMEHHU.

BHe BpeMeHU 1 BHE keslaHus,

€CTb JIUILIb OJHO CTPEMJICHHE.
BbipBaTbcsl HA UCTUHHBIN MyTh

U3 HEOBITUA B OBITHE,

HEO)KUJJAaHHO COJTHEYHBIN JIyY,
COTPSACAET CMEXOM JIeTeN,

B JIUCTBE 3aTaMBIINX CBOW BOCTOPI.
Ckopee, cioa, K Ipuyaiy.

HenenbiM cTaHOBUTCS BpEMEHHU CPOK,
ME>X/1y KOHLIOM M €ro Ha4ajioM.



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,
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

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.
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Time and the bell have buried the day,

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—

Ridiculous the waste sad time

Stretching before and after.



2. Uct Koykep
(Tomac CtepHc Dauor)

2.1

B mMoem Hauasnie MO¥ KOHEIl 1 TO1 32 TO/IOM,

JI0Ma BO3BOJSATCS, PyLLIATCS] U CHOBA BO3HUKAIOT,
T0CJIe HUX OCTaETCs roJioe 1oje, Wik Jopora,
KaMHHM yXOZISIT B HOBOE 3/1aHKe, a OpEBHA B IUIaMs,
TUIaMsl TIEPEXOUT B 3011y, a 30J1a B 3eMITIO,
KOTOpasi CHOBA ILJIOTh, IOKPOB U TIOMET,

KOCTH JIOJEH, CKOTa, KyKypy3Hble CTeOnu.

Bpewms crpouts, poxars. Bpems 30BET.

Bpems BeTpy TpsicTH, ocliaOeBIIIe pambl,

CTEHBI TPSIXHYTh, 32 KOTOPBIMHU OETaeT MBIIIIb,
PACTPSCTH LINAIephl U TOOEIICHBI,

a Takxe OE3MOJIBHBIN Y TUXUH IEBU3.

B moem Hauane BujieH MO KOHEIl.

Cger, NpoHUKas Ha Tojoe MoJie, OCBEIAET aJUIelo.
B monyieHb noj ceHblo BETBEH MTEHell,
MPUKUMACTCS K Orpajie, yCTymas Iopory (yprouy.
Cama ayutest HarpaBisieTcst K IepeBHe,

B IIPE/IBU/IHUM 3HOS1, TPO30BOTO JOKS,
TIOIJIONIAIOT JKap M CBET Cepble KAMHH,

0’KMJasi IEPBOW COBBI, T€OPIHHBI CIIAT.

B otkpbITOM M071€, KOT/Ia Oy/ellb CIIMIIKOM OTU3KO,



MO’HO YCJIbIILIATh B MOJHOYb 3BYKH JIETHETO MpakKa:
OapabaH, CBHpEIY, YBUJIETh Y KOCTPa TaHEeI] JUCKO,
MYKUMHA 1 KSHIITMHA TIOCTUTAI0T TAMHCTBO Opaka.
OTa Yyera U eCcTh HEOOXOOUMBIH COM03,

JepiKarcs 3a pyKH, Kak MYXK U jKeHa,

MIPBITAIOT Yepe3 KOCTEP, TAHIYIOT 003,
T0-IEPEBEHCKY CMEIIUTUBO, B JKaHpe

Y/IOEB, ypOXkasi U BIIOOJIEHHBIX COUTHIA,

B3/IBIMAIOT HEYKJIIO)KKE HOTU, HOTH 3€MJIH,

KaK B CJTy4Ke XMBOTHBIX B U3BEUHOM PUTME,
CMpaja ¥ CMEpTH, a TaKXKe MUThS U ebl.

Bocxon oTKpbIBaeT HOBBIH [IEHD,

’kapa Ha B3Mopbe. Betep B MoyaHuu,

IIEKOYET BOJIHBL. BOT MOs TeHb,

WJI OHA IIe-TO B MOEM CaMOM Hayvaie.

2.2

Yro HOAOPIO JO NMEPBBIX IPO3 U BECEHHETO MPOOY:KAeHN,
10 BO3POXAEHUS JUIMHHOTO, JIETHETO 3HOS,
MOJCHEKHUKA, OBIOLIErocsl U3-10J HOT 10 U3HEMOKEHHUS,
0 MaJIbB, UTO BBBICH CTpeMsTCS K HeOy CTOsl.

Jlo paHHero cHera cpeay No31IHUX po3?

I'pom xouer oueHb CpaBHUTHCA,

¢ TpUyM(paJIbHBIM JBUKEHUEM 3BE3]I,

rpoxoYa B KOJIECHULIE C 3apHHULIEH,

B BOMHAaxX norpsi3uimii Becb CKOPITUOH,

BOCCTAB Ha COJIHLIE, KJET 3aTMEHUS.

Komers! miauyt u MepkHer [Ipakon,



netsT JIeOHUIBl B BUXPE CPAKEHUSI.

B orse nmonsixaior 3emiis1, HeOOCKJIOH,

TJ1aMsl CXKUATAeT MOBEPXHOCTD TIAHETHI,

710 OJIe/IEHEHUsI TPOJIOJIKUTCS COH,

MOKa He OIMUIIYT KaTAKJIU3MBbI ITOITHI.
Beepruer B 6e37/Hy My4YHTEIHLHON CXBATKH,
CO CJIOBOM M CMBICJIOM, TT033Us1 HU TIPH YEM.
[To33uio He MpUIIAIIAIM K TaKOW JIMXOPAJIKe,
HaJe:X bl J)KeJIaHHBI, M BCE HUTIOUEM.
OceHHuI OKOW WM MyJpast CTapocThb?
BhiTh MOXET, HAC OOMaHYIU, UK ceOs1?
Crapiipl 1151 oOOMaHa TyMaH 3aBelam,
OCTaBMB B HACJIeICTBO (hasIbIllb BEKCEIIS.

WX mpocBeTIeHHOCTD, KaK pa3yMHasi TYIIOCTb.
BeccuibHa mipe; MpakoM, Tyfia ke Mx B30p.
UcTtriHa MEPTBBIX KOJUIEKIUIA, 3TO UX MYIPOCTb.
3HaHusl, BOT €JMHBII U JIOKHBII 0030,

HO B KQXX/IbIi MUT OHU MOTYT MEHSIThCSI.

Ha monmyTr B TepHOBHUKE, B TEMHOM JIeCy,
y Kpasi 0OpbIBa, re Mbl OyzieM OOSIThCS
YYJIOBUIII, T/Ie HABAK/IEHHS HAC 3aBJIEKYT.
[ToaToMy He TOBOpUTE O MYIPOCTH CTapIIEB,
uX ciaboymue u 6e3yMCTBO HEOOO3pUMO.
MBI MOXEM yIOBaTh Ha TIOKOK CTpaIajiblIcB.
MynpocTb cMUpeHHSs — BCeria He3puma.
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YXOI[HT BC€ B KOCMUYECCKYIO ITYCTOTY, KaK BO MpPaK.



MepKHeT JIyHa, «HOBOCTH OUpPXk>» U «['OTCKMIl AJlbMaHax».
Oduuiepsl, TUTEpaTOpHl, MOJTUTUKH, MELIEHATHI,
CJIyTW HapoJa, MpeJceaaTeIM KOMUTETOB, MarHaThl,
CTBIHYT YyBCTBA U JIEHCTBOBATh HET MOOYkKICHUSI.
Tuxo, ckazan s jyiie, ThMa OOHUMaeT TeOsl.

MBbl uaEM ¢ HUIMU MOJTYa Ha IOMUHKH TOTO,

KOTO HE XOPOHUM, UOO HET ero.

Sto Oynet BeeBbllHEero Mpak, Kak B TeaTpe HOUb,
CJIOBHO TIBIIITHBINA, OpOCKUi hacaj, youparoT mpoyb,
KOIJIa TaCHET pamIia, IeKopalii 3aMeHy BeIyT,
TYJI 32 KYJIUCaMH, a ThMa HACTyMaeT Ha TbMY.

Kak B moazemke, OcTaHOBKa ME:X CTaHIIMH,
3aMETHO, KaK C yKacoM OIyCTOIIAIOTCS JIMIa

Y Pa3roBOp, HAYABLIKC, B ITyCTOTE yracaer,
MYYHTEIbHBII CTpax 0e3yMus Bce HapacTaer.
Korpa mon Hapko30M co3HaHUE OXUIAET,

AylIa KAET HAJekK /1y U 3aMUpPaeT.

Pazym nocruraer Bcio mycrory

1 Oe3HaJEKHO TaCUT MEUTY.

Be3 mo0OBu ocTaérest oHa TOIBKO Bepa.

K 6e3 pa3mymuii, MbICTb €I1IE He co3pea,

HO Bepa, HaJIeK/1a, JTIOOOBb €CTh paObl OKKUIAHUS,
MpaK CTAaHOBHUTCSI CBETOM M HAYMHAET JABHKEHUE.
7KypuaHue nepBbIX py4ybeB U rpO3bl 3UMO,
HEBUJIMMBII JUKUI TMUH U JUKasl 3eMJISTHUKA.
CwMmex B cally 9TO OTTOJIOCKM BOCTOPTOB TIOPOW,
M3BENIAIOT, YTO POXKICHUE U CMEPTh 3TO MYKA.
Yr1o0ObI OBITh TaM, IJIE BAC EILE HET,

BbI JIOJKHBI UJITH 110 IyTH HE3HAHUS,



TMO3HABAS! TAMHBI JIMIIIEHHBIX CTPACTEH,
BJIAJICTh TEM, UYTO He UMEJI C POXKJICHHUS.
YtoOBl MOKMHYTH CBOM TTPEKHMIA 00pas,

WM TIO IOpOTe yTpar, riie He XOAWI HUKOT/Ia,
B TBOEM HeBeJleHUH OyJIeT 3HAHUE U HEMOIIIb.
Tebst HUKOIIa HET TaM, e Th ecTh! Beerma!
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Ot panbl cTpaxayIIui caM Bpay,
JIOJICKUE paHbl HOXKOM JICUUT,

KaK COCTpaJalolui najad,

OH Hac Criacaet OT YBEUHH.

Bornesnr ma€t HaM HClIeIEHIE,
CHJIEJIKA, XOTh caMma OOJIbHA,

HO TIPU3BbIBAET K UCLIEJICHUIO,

WCIIUTh HEIYT BO BCEM JIO JHA.

Jl71s1 Bcex OONbHBIX, BECh MUP OOJIbHUIIA.
Mb1 B Hell yMpeM OT BCSYECKHUX 3a00T.
E€ x0351H ycrieeT pa3opuTbes

Y MBI HUKOT/Ia HE BBI/IEM U3 €€ BOPOT.
O3H00 B3ABIMAETCS OT HOT,

B CO3HAHUM MOJIbIXAET Kap,

YTOOBI COrPEThCS, 51 IPOIPOT.

[Tnams ectp boxwuit nap!

CBATYI0 KpPOBb TIPUBBIKJIN ITUTh,
TI'ocnogHIO MIOTH €1UM MOHBIHE,

HO Bepy B bora npogonkaem MHUTb,

a [TATHUILY MBI YTUM CBSITBIHEW.



2.5

JIBammare Jiet mo3aau, MpolaeHo MoMIyTH,
3aryO1eHO BpeMsl B ITPOLIEAIINX BOIHAX.

C KakJIpIM IIaroM MbITAIOCh CJIOBA HAWTH,
HO OHH TOKOPSIIOTCS TOJIBKO B KHHTaX.
HaunHaeMm 1TypM HEBBIPa3UMOCTH CYpPOBOM,
OecCrIIBHBIM BO BceoOItieM Oecriopsijike,

C 9MOIMOHAIHBIM BOMCKOM BCEX MOPBIBOB,
HEYIpaBJIsieMbIX B )KECTOKOW CXBaTKe.
OnHax B! U IBAX/IbI 1 MHOXKECTBO pas,

HE MUHOBATh OTKPBITUN YMHBIMU JIIOJIbMU,
ClIelyeT BEPHYTh, YTO YTPAUYEHO ceryac,
KOI/Ia YCJIOBUSI BCE TaK O3JI00JICHHBI.

BBITh MOKET, HET yXe ToTepb, Mo0e],
Apyroe He Halll yIeJ, a JIUIIb MOMbITKY.

Hair oM HavanbHbIN My Th HAa UCXOJIE JIET,
HeObITHE U ObITHE NEPEIUIeSNCh B YOBITKH.
Cropaer X13Hb MTHOBEHHUEM,

HE TOJIbKO JIIO/IU, HO ¥ KaMHH,

XpaHsiIMe TallHy CMUpPEHu s,

P CBETE JIyHBI WU JIAMIIBL.

Koraa mo6oBbs oOpeter ceos,

CO CTapbIM CEMEHHBIM aJILOOMOM,

TO U CTAPOCTh TPOXOIUT JIIOOS,
©e3pa3nyvHO, 3/1eCh WIIb 32 JIOMOM.

Tawm, rae Hall myTh K UHBIM OXKHUIAHUSIM.
CKBO3b ThbMY U X0JI0[, B O€3/I0IHOI MycTOTE,
CTOHET BeTep, BOJIHBI K MOPE pa304apOBaHUI.



AJ'Ib6an0C u ).Ie.]'[b(bI/IH. Moe Hauaio B MoeM KOHIIE.



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 thythm in their dancing

As in their living in the living seasons

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
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.

23

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,

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
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.



3. Apan Criuasenpxec
(Tomac CtepHc Dauor)

3.1

O Gorax U3BECTHO HEMHOTO, HO AyMalo, 4TO peKa
OpOH30Bas1, CHJIbHAsI, HEYKpOTHUMAas OOTHHS,
TeprieuBasi ¥ MOHSATHAsI I'PaHUIIa BO MHOTHE BEKa,
ObLIa 17151 TOCTAaBKM TOBApa MOJIE3HON TOpAbIHEN.
IMocne Toro, Kak Ha peke HaBeJU MOCTBI,
OpPOH30BYI0 OOTHMHIO B TOpOJIe 3a0BIBAIOT,

HO BpeMs1 HABOJHEHUI OHa CTapaeTcsi OJIOCTH.
Bymyer, cmeraer nperpaisl 1 HATOMHUHAET,

YTO JIJI1 HEE HET XKEPTB, OHA UX CO3EPLIAET,

BO BJIACTU MAIIIMH KJIET ¥ HAOMIO/IaeT.

Putm peku s omrymian B CBOeH AETCKOM CIaJIbHE,
TPACYILYIOCS TPO3Jb BUHOTPAJa, IPH ra30BOM JIaMIIe.
Peka BHyTpH Hac, a MOpe BHE,

OHO T'paHuIla, MEXIY 3eMJIEH U IPAaHUTOM,

rie B OyxTax ObeTcsl HaeuHe

Y TOBOPHT O JIPyTOM MUPO3aHUU, TIPOMBITOM:

0 MeJy3e, KUTOBOM XpeOTe U pribe-3Be3sie.

B 3a1mBax OHO SIBJISIET HAILIEMY B3IJIsIAY,

HE’KHbIE aHEMOHBI B MOPCKOH Cpejie,

MOpe BbIOpachIBaeT HaIllM yTPaThl, JOCAY,



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npegocraBieH OO0 «Jlurpec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
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