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A. JI. Topmon. «Ilos3ua ABcrpam»

B kHUry BKJIIOYEHBI TPOM3BEAECHUS Beryaniiero nosra Ascrpamu Anama Jlunaces ['opnona
(1833-1870). Ha pycckuii s13bIk IPOM3BENEHUS ABCTPAIMICKUX I[MOITOB paHee He NMEPEBOIMIIUCE.
Hacrosmmuii nepeBos, OCyIIECTBIEH 3aMevaTesIbHbIM PYCCKUM II09TOM U niepeBoguukoM CraHucina-
BOM BukropoBruiyeM XpOMOBBIM.

Kop3una useTon
(ot PaccBera no 3akara)

PaccBer

Ilon 3B€31HBIM ITOKOEM ITPEKPACHBIM
PackunyTsl Gesble cety,

W cepocts cnmBaeTcs ¢ KpaCHbIM,

N kpacHOE 30710TOM CBETHT.

N ConHire ¢ OTKpHITHIM 3a0pajioM
BosHocuTtcs B 3apeBe anom,

Kak mapa BmoOneHHas psgom
CnuBaloTcs MbUIKOCTH 3TH.

Em€ He nonukim B cany

I"a30H u nyxaiika ¢ pocoio,

XOTs B 9TOM KapKOM IOy
[NonsepxeHsl MacTOUIIA 3HOIO.

B xapy o6m1eTsIT MeJOHOCHI,

Ho myctb 7151 76651 TOBKO € PO3BI
ITokporotr xkeMuykKHbIE pOCHI

C 3apeii JIeNIeCTKU KPacoTol0.

A TIOMHHUT JI1 3TOT ra30H

Kacanus Hor Be3zpecyiux,

['ne B yrisix OCEHHUX U OH

Crau OypbIM OT 3aCyXH B KyIlax,
Korpa Ha nocneaneit u3 po3
CMBbIKaIMCh pecHUIIb 6e3 crie3

B 3artumbe no Oymymmx rpos,

B npenBepuu IITOPMOB TpsIIyIIUX ?

B 1060BHBIX MeJIOMUAX eCTh
HameB Yacrenapnia kak Oyaro,
Tocka Abensipa v Bech
Opkectp cepaeyHoro 3ya!
Cando penerupyer BHOBb
Bocropr 1 kunsugyo KpoBb,
W B nmupuKe MBUIKOM TI0OOBb
CBoI0 BOCKpelIaeT oTTy/a.

W a! — $ ucneiTeIBaI 3T0
U caprman Takoe gaBHO,
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Ho B xu3HM U clI0Ba HE CIETO -
O Be4yHOM IHCaTh HE JaHO,
VBB, HE O] MaIbIIEM MOUM
BmoGieHHBIX poKIaeTcs TUMH,
JIt000BHBIX JIUTAHUI UHTHM,
Paniconum npeBHei BUHO.

Bot cBexuX KOp3MHA LIBETOB -
TeGe mogHOIIEHUE 3TO -

XoTs MOH NTOJAPOK HE HOB,

W B HE pocuIIa 1o3ra,

B 3acymumBebiil MecsiIl, Kak 3HaTh,
YCOXHET He KaxJ0ro cTarh

N cmoxer kpacoio BO3aaTh

3a cBeXylo Bjary paccBera.

IupnsHOp! CTUXOB cOOUpalo,
[TocnemHo pudmysi, HO CTPOKU
Crapatoch pUBA3BIBATH C Kpalo
Bceerna akkyparHo B UTOTE.
TeHucThIil 1epeBbEB HaBEC
Kopoue k nonyaHio, u Jiec,
HarmomuuB o 3H0€ ¢ Hebec,
Benwur Topornutecsa B gopore.

IlycTsle, HO Jlerkue 3Has

CroBa, s 3anMChIBAJI CTPOYKH
VinepOusie, Mapu porHast!
[Mpoct Menst — 1 KOOpot HOUM!
LIBeTsl OKpy:xatoT Tebs,

S i BeroMuHa Teds,

Tor Kpaid, riie 1 BCTpeTus 1eds,
He BuaAT neyasibHbIe OYM.

JI71s1 IpoIIoN MoOBH, 111 YacoB
[ToxoxuxX Ha CTPYIO CKa3Ky,
ITpumu xe «Kopsuny LiBeTtos»
N pudm He3aTeiyIuBbIX CBA3KY,
3aBSHYT OHU — MMOKA CBEXKU,

WX pyuku TBOM OyqyT HEXKUTD,
Korma Tsoxeio, mo-MeaBe:Kbr
BepmOpsl osmyyar oracky.

B BocTouHbIE 3eMIIH OT IoJIaHA
TponuHKa TOCKJIMBOIO CTaJIa,
Ckopeil OTIpaBJIsioCch CEroAHs,
Ho Bce x ormnsnych a5 Havana, -
Na OINIAHYJICA — KaK TIOETHO,
Ho sicHO yBUaEN BCE 31O,
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N pyku ¢ noBoapsAMHU rae-To
Hecmeno moBuciu 1 BsIIO.

JlpIxaHue TEeruioro BeTpa,

Ot b 71a3a 3a1uinan,
MuHyB1I€Ee BBIJOXHY LIEAPO,

A B3J0X MOAABJIIO HEB3HAYALA.
[Ipenropbs B 3en€HOM oaexkIe,
[TanomHuKa BUJOM yTeIlIbTE -

51 B COH OKyHYJICS, KaK IPEXIE,-
Te6e no6poit Houn! — [Tporaii!

Cymepkn

ITyctb po3a 3akoHUMT pacckas!
Cyxoii memyxo y BOpOT
N3BecTHOCTD, MOHUKHYB cerlvac,
Wcnoptuiia MycKycHbIN COPT.
[TpuGMM3UT KOHEYHOCTH HOYb,
W Tycki0My CONHITy HEBMOYb -
B OarpsiHIie 3akaTtuTcs Mpovb,

W B cympak GarpoBbIM COUET.

A Basket of Flowers
(from Dawn to Dusk)

Dawn

On skies still and starlit
White lustres take hold,
And grey flushes scarlet,
And red flashes gold.
And sun-glories cover
The rose shed above her,
Like lover and lover
They flame and unfold.

Still bloom in the garden

Green grass-plot, fresh lawn,
Though pasture lands harden

And drought fissures yawn.
While leaves not a few fall,

Let rose leaves for you fall,
Leaves pearl-strung with dew-fall,
And gold shot with dawn.

Does the grass-plot remember
The fall of your feet
In autumn's red ember,
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When drought leagues with heat,
When the last of the roses
Despairingly closes

In the lull that reposes

Ere storm winds wax fleet?

Love's melodies languish
In "Chastelard's" strain,
And "Abelard's" anguish
Is love's pleasant pain!
And "Sappho" rehearses
Love's blessings and curses
In passionate verses

Again and again.

And I'—I have heard of
All these long ago,

Yet never one word of
Their song-lore I know;
Not under my finger

In songs of the singer
Love's litanies linger,
Love's rhapsodies flow.

Fresh flowers in a basket—
An offering to you—

Though you did not ask it,
Unbidden [ strew;

With heat and drought striving,
Some blossoms still living
May render thanksgiving

For dawn and for dew.

The garlands I gather,
The rhymes I string fast,
Are hurriedly rather
Than heedlessly cast.

Yon tree's shady awning
Is short'ning, and warning
Far spent is the morning,
And I must ride fast.

Songs empty, yet airy,

I've striven to write,

For failure, dear Mary!

Forgive me—Good-night!

Songs and flowers may beset you,
I can only regret you,

While the soil where I met you
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Recedes from my sight.

For the sake of past hours,
For the love of old times,
Take "A Basket of Flowers",
And a bundle of rhymes;
Though all the bloom perish
E'en YOUR hand can cherish,
While churlish and bearish
The verse-jingle chimes.

And Eastward by Nor'ward
Looms sadly MY track,
And I must ride forward,
And still I look back,—
Look back—ah, how vainly!
For while I see plainly,

My hands on the reins lie
Uncertain and slack.

The warm wind breathes strong breath,
The dust dims mine eye,

And I draw one long breath,

And stifle one sigh.

Green slopes, softly shaded,

Have flitted and faded—

My dreams flit as they did—
Good-night!—and—Good-bye!

Dusk

Lost rose! end my story!

Dead core and dry husk—
Departed thy glory

And tainted thy musk.

Night spreads her dark limbs on
The face of the dim sun,

So flame fades to crimson

And crimson to dusk.

PparmeHTt

T'oBOpAT, y IIBETOB SAOBUTHIX
Apomarsl 1yIIUCTeN,

UYeMm B OyTOHAX, MOKY/IA OTpaBa

He xocHynach MX paioCTHBIX KU3HEN.

['oBOpAT, OCY)XAEHHBIE K CMEPTH
[Tnm cnagkue BUHa
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C HacnaxaeHueM OOJIBIINM, YeM COKHU
OT 103b1, YTO YKCTA U HEBUHHA.

T'oBopsT, OyITO B BEABMHUHOM TIECHE,
XoTh pe3ka OHa M rpy0oBaTta,
TaiiHbIi, UKW IPUCYTCTBYET CMBICI
Camoii cTpaHHOU MeJIOIMH aj1a.

W s Bepio, 4TO ABSBOJILCKUIL FOJIOC
[TpoHuKkaer Bcerya B HAIIU YK
3ajynieBHel, YeM IIomoT HeOeCHBIH,
Kaxk ObI HU ObLT MUJIEH OH M JTyYIIIE.

A Fragment

They say that poison-sprinkled flowers
Are sweeter in perfume

Than when, untouched by deadly dew,
They glowed in early bloom.

They say that men condemned to die
Have quaffed the sweetened wine
With higher relish than the juice

Of the untampered vine.

They say that in the witch's song,
Though rude and harsh it be,

There blends a wild, mysterious strain
Of weirdest melody.

And I believe the devil's voice

Sinks deeper in our ear

Than any whisper sent from Heaven,
However sweet and clear.

OX0THHYbSI IECHA

Brinbem MBI 32 310pOBbE CIOPTCMEHA, OyIb KOHIOXOM OH HMJIH JIOPIIOM,
Ecnu uctuna B cepalie, To MHE Bce PaBHO, U3 KaKOT'O COCIIOBUSI OH POJIOM,
[TycTh MOOBIM BUJJOM CHIOPTA BCETJa 3aHUMAETCs B JKM3HU Kak HaJo,
Ecnu 3HaeT oH Mepy CiupTHOMY, ceOst OrpaJuT OT pacnaja.

W ero He BOMHYET CiTydailHBIN MPUIUB CYAbOOHOCHOTO ITaHCA,

Kro, kak Onusep e31uT BepXoM, U Kak beHaIuro Moxer cpaxarbcsl.
OH cmeeTcst pedaM OCTOPOKHBIM, He BUIUT BPakIeOHbIE JIUIIA,
Koraa npeiraer uepes 6apbep WM B Y4ECTHOM OOI0 Pa303/IUTCA.

[TycTh CKy4HBIN MUP JIEASHON MyCTh BUHHUT Hac, pedsTa!
Her Ham f10 3TOr0 1€71a, ecnu yabpi0Ka ¢ KOpaJuIoBBIX TyO mpuieTera,

10
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Benp xeaHHBIE TaCKM BO3TIOOIEHHBIX HAM BO3MEIIAIOT BEpHEH
BecnokoiicTBO, ycTanocTh TPEBOKHBIX M CYMPAUHBIX JHEH.

Brinbem ¢ Bamu, HATIOJTHUB OOKAJTBI, € IYIIOI0 U CEPALIEM — 32 HAIITy
Ku3Hb a3apTHYI0, JIMCHIO OXOTY, €IUHbIE YyBCTBA U Yallly,

3a oTBaXHOE cepalle, YTO HAC MPOBEET 10 HEB3rojaM U Oes1am,
Korga ectb nBa necsitka apyseit 1 PopTyHa B 3aCTONBE MOOSTHOM.

A Hunting Song

Here's a health to every sportsman, be he stableman or lord,
If his heart be true, I care not what his pocket may afford;
And may he ever pleasantly each gallant sport pursue,

If he takes his liquor fairly, and his fences fairly, too.

He cares not for the bubbles of Fortune's fickle tide,

Who like Bendigo can battle, and like Olliver can ride.

He laughs at those who caution, at those who chide he'll frown,
As he clears a five-foot paling, or he knocks a peeler down.

The dull, cold world may blame us, boys! but what care we the while,
If coral lips will cheer us, and bright eyes on us smile?

For beauty's fond caresses can most tenderly repay

The weariness and trouble of many an anxious day.

Then fill your glass, and drain it, too, with all your heart and soul,
To the best of sports—The Fox-hunt, The Fair Ones, and The Bowl,
To a stout heart in adversity through every ill to steer,

And when Fortune smiles a score of friends like those around us here.

Ilecus ocenn

«IInpITh HAM Ky[1a 3a TUPJISTHAAMU PaOCTH
[TpexHelt — Ha caMOM 3aKare B Mpea3uMbe,
Pa3 Gepera noxenTenu ot CTapocTH,

BetBu cropaiot rccoxiye ¢ HUMU?

['ne naie npexHee 4yBCTBO,

Ecnu He Buautcst HoBoe psiiom?

['ne Mbl rUpASHAB HAWAEM, €CIIU TTYCTO

Ha nenenuiie oceHHeM, 3aKaTHOM 7»

«Jletka! Hy uToO 5 ckaxxy mpo rupJisiHpl,
3Halo 1 yTh YJIeTAIOIINX JTUCThEB?
JlMKue BETphl CPhIBAIOT HAPSIBL,

KpoHbl ymepiriero jieca BO3BBICUB?
Munas neBouka! PaHHel BecHOIO

WX cobeperib B pa3HOIBEThE OOraToMm,
Ho ¢ nucronaiom He cieayit 3a MHOIO
Ha nenenumnie oceHHEM, 3aKaTHOM».

11
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A Song of Autumn

‘WHERE shall we go for our garlands glad
At the falling of the year,

When the burnt-up banks are yellow and sad,
When the boughs are yellow and sere?
Where are the old ones that once we had,
And when are the new ones near?

What shall we do for our garlands glad

At the falling of the year?

‘Child! can I tell where the garlands go?

Can I say where the lost leaves veer

On the brown-burnt banks, when the wild winds blow,
When they drift through the dead-wood drear?

Girl! when the garlands of next year glow,

You may gather again, my dear—

But I go where the last year’s lost leaves go

At the falling of the year.’

HpomaHne HN3TrHAaHHUKAa

Bokpyr eriie KosbImeTcst BOJHA
PasmepenHo u gonro B okeane,

B mropMmbl X0s1CTHMHA TTapyca MoJHa,
[TpuBBIYHO KOPAOITIO €0 CKUTAHUE.

B AmnaHTrKe OTKpBITOI CHOBa IIEHa
Pacxomurcs ot HOca 1o 6opTam,
[NokuHyB 10M, 51 BeJl ceOsl CTENeHHO,
W He mponui cre3bl HU 3/1eCh, HU TaM.

K anpmbopry Ha kOpme ceituac

S nIpUCIOHAI0Ch, M CMOTPIO, KaK COJIHIIE
3a ropu30HT CKJIOHSIETCSI OT HaC -
Hazan B perare 3Toii He BEpHETCH.

W BoHBI HE mOracsT €ro CBeET,

XOTs BHM3Y CMBIKAIOTCSI Kak OyaTO,
Hazastpa Bo3ponutcs sipkuii cief,

OHO B30MJIET, KaK B HBIHEIIIHEE YTPO.

Kak sgpko ocsemaer 31or map
[TpoxsiagHoe HeTpoHyTOE JIoKe!
Wrpaiot BOIHBI BOJIbHBIE B pasrap
[onynus, u genbguHb TOXKE!

MHe KaxeTcsi, YTO BOJbI TOBODSIT,
TpeBoxHbIE, HAILIETITHIBAIOT CHOBA

O TOM, YTO MHOTO TBICSIY MIJTb TTOAPSI]T
Sl mpoub TUIBIBY OT Gepera poxHOro!

12
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Ckaxu MHe, OkeaH, MOH JIOM Tenepb TaKOB,
Uro Bce B HEM HOBO /17151 MEHSI M CTPAHHO?
Tporuyeckoe HEOO — TIAMEHHBIN AJIbKOB,
ITpocrop Mopckoil B uepTorax okeaHa?

W Hem3MeHHbIe sIBJIEHUS TIPUPOJIBI
3HAKOMBII OTKPBIBAIOT BCIOAY BUJL?

HeyxTo paccrossHue 3a rozpl

V3 HUYEero BO MHE He OOHOBUT?

brectsmas pyka BoclioMuHaHUN
MHe cuieHy nuieT u3 naMsTH ojiHy!
Bricokux Tomosnei Baau OT 31aHui
[llepenra Hag KaJIUTKOIO B cafy,

S BUKY KJIETKY ITUYBIO y OKOIIIKA,
Tam, rae cuguT cefiyac Mosi cectpa,
[{BeTH! Ha IOIOKOHHKKE U KOIIKA,
Vineamas uanums crapa?

Ho mycTh TOCKyeT keHCKast HaTypa,

A s B3JIpIXAI0 PEJIKO U TAaKOM,

IMoka smoruu emié BEIXOAAT OypHO,

A 10c1e He Mmevanoch HA O KOM,
Koria ¢ KopMbl IpIXaHHE CBUPEITN
VYo kiybamu K TEMHBIM HeOecam,

W BosHBI 110 HOraMM 3a0J1ECTENIH -

B omHOOOpasum cimBaoch ¢ HUMU cam !

Ha neGecax OGarpoBbiii 0TOIECK € Kpalo,
[Mocenuii iyu cOeraet Moj YKJIOH,
ConeHbIX Kareib HeCKOJIbKO CTUPAI0

Co mEK CBOMX, BCETO JIMIIb OPBI3rU BOJH!
[Tyctb 60pO3AUT MPOCTOPHI HAIIIE CYIHO,
U pexeT BOHBI OelIeHbIe KW,

A cné3 He nponmBall, NpoAsCh TPYIHO,
U He niposnbio Tereps, 3a CTOIBLKO MUJTb!

An Exile's Farewell

The ocean heaves around us still
With long and measured swell,
The autumn gales our canvas fill,
Our ship rides smooth and well.
The broad Atlantic's bed of foam
Still breaks against our prow;

I shed no tears at quitting home,
Nor will I shed them now!

Against the bulwarks on the poop
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I lean, and watch the sun

Behind the red horizon stoop—

His race is nearly run.

Those waves will never quench his light,
O'er which they seem to close,
To-morrow he will rise as bright

As he this morning rose.

How brightly gleams the orb of day
Across the trackless sea!

How lightly dance the waves that play
Like dolphins in our lee!

The restless waters seem to say,

In smothered tones to me,

How many thousand miles away

My native land must be!

Speak, Ocean! is my Home the same
Now all is new to me?—

The tropic sky's resplendent flame,
The vast expanse of sea?

Does all around her, yet unchanged,
The well-known aspect wear?

Oh! can the leagues that I have ranged
Have made no difference there?

How vivid Recollection's hand
Recalls the scene once more!

I see the same tall poplars stand
Beside the garden door;

I see the bird-cage hanging still;
And where my sister set

The flowers in the window-sill—
Can they be living yet?

Let woman's nature cherish grief,

I rarely heave a sigh

Before emotion takes relief

In listless apathys;

While from my pipe the vapours curl
Towards the evening sky,

And 'neath my feet the billows whirl
In dull monotony!

The sky still wears the crimson streak
Of Sol's departing ray,

Some briny drops are on my cheek,
"Tis but the salt sea spray!

Then let our barque the ocean roam,

14
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Our keel the billows plough;
I shed no tears at quitting home,
Nor will I shed them now!

HUckyccTBO BeuHo
(CTMXOTBOpEHUE U3 CTPAHCTBUS)

Hapnexp! Hatm — qukuii Ope,
JIBOPIIOB BO3IYIITHBIX 3aJIbI,

Ho Ha 3emuie ux BBHIIIIE HET,

A MBI JUI HUX BaccaJibl,

W 10HBI pasioCTHBIN MOJIET -

J1s1 MHOTMIX JIOXKHBIA TE3HC,
Jluib BO3pacT rnpaBy MpU3HAET,
«Ars longa, vita brevis».

MBb1 3a0pasiuch Ha XOJIM BpeMEH
[NocrienmHo CBETIbIM yTPOM,
JlioGo¥i 13 HAC MTpeAyNpexIeH
B nytu o6patHOM Myzpom,
Kocas TeHp usmoxaeHa -

Kro nokopun ben-Hesuc,

W3 Mmyxu BbLIENINI CJIOHA,

«Ars longa, vita brevis».

[Iperpaga Ha nopore BHU3

He nacr Bnepen ymuarscs,

A B IOHOCTH OJIMH JI€BU3:

«JIumib BOJIS yTh JJ1S1 CUACTBSI»,
I'opsyas y 10HBIX KPOBb

Kunur, ciioBam nosepsch,

Ho cepaity Tl HE TPEKOCIIOBD,
«Ars longa, vita brevis».

«7KM3Hb KOPOTKA, UCKYCCTBO BEYHO» -
He cpa3y 3Haer yenosek,

U Bce ke ¢ BO3pacToM, KOHEUHO,

B nievanu npoBofsi CBOI BeK,

OH, HaKOHeIl, MPU3HAET rOPbKO,

C Tockolo B OymyIiee 1esCh, -

BepHa u BeyHa NOroBopka,

«Ars longa, vita brevis».

W3 roHOCTH 111araeM B rofpl

Tonmoin — crapuk, MaTpoHa, JeBa,

WNnem, kak CTpaHHUKH B TTOXO[IbI,
Hocwunbiuk, pad u koposesa,

N kaxaplil CUIbHBINA CTPAHHUK K 3TOU
Tosnrmne NpUMKHYBIIWIA, TPEXKHUN CKETICUC
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OcraBuB, XoueT creTh Haj JleToi:
«Ars longa, vita brevis».

YTpamu ¢ MOCOXOM B CaHJAIUAX
Mpl nyTemecTByeM, Kak BeTep,
Ho krto-TO 10 MonyaHs B fassax
Vike ycrai, — Kak Bce IoJl Bevep,
Bes otrapixa maras B nmosijieHb,

A Ha 3akare B TpaBax I'pesiCh,

I'ne 3BOH 11MKa]] BO3BBIILIEH OYEHbD,
«Ars longa, vita brevis».

Hcrepcs nocox u canaaivu,
Kemub BonpIpent OkaMeHesa,

MBbI He ToMOXeM OpaTbsiM, B AaJH
U k cecTpam nomolns He mocrena,
T'oTroBUT IMa 371BIE CETH,

Pa3pbiB ckasbl, €1Ba BUTHESICh,
I'posut Genoii — KOIMap Ha CBeTe,
«Ars longa, vita brevis».

Ox, MynpocThb, 4T0 IO3HAIU BPsijL Jn !

Ox, Cuia, BepujM KoTopou!

Ox, CnaBa — ¢ ropI0CTbIO MPUHSLIIH !

Ox, Bceil MapMOHETOYHOIO CBOPOH !

B 3emute GecruiofHOM ceMsi JIUIIIb TIECOK,
INopBetcs cabo COTKaHHBIA T'eHe3uc,
HannomuieHHbI TPOCTHUK MTPOH3UT BUCOK,
«Ars longa, vita brevis».

Mpi, «MOBBI IOCTOMHBIE» BCTpeUaIv
Naymux crienoM poOKUMHU IaraMu,
Cebe Obl IOMOIJIM OHU BHAYaJe,

Yem Hac cyauTh, HacJeIys 3a HaMH,
Ho, HakoHel, IPOTOPEH KU3HU IyTb,
U Bor rotoB 0TCpo4YMTh HOBBIN TE3UC,
Ero ymepime BepHyT KOrma-HUOYIb,
«Mors gratum, vita brevis».

Ars Longa
[A Song of Pilgrimage]

Our hopes are wild imaginings,

Our schemes are airy castles,

Yet these, on earth, are lords and kings,
And we their slaves and vassals;

Your dream, forsooth, of buoyant youth,
Most ready to deceive is;

But age will own the bitter truth,
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"Ars longa, vita brevis."

The hill of life with eager feet

We climbed in merry morning,

But on the downward track we meet
The shades of twilight warning;

The shadows gaunt they fall aslant,
And those who scaled Ben Nevis,
Against the mole-hills toil and pant,
"Ars longa, vita brevis."

The obstacles that barr'd our path

We seldom quail'd to dash on

In youth, for youth one motto hath,
"The will, the way must fashion."

Those words, I wot, blood thick and hot,
Too ready to believe is,

But thin and cold our blood hath got,
"Ars longa, vita brevis."

And "art is long", and "life is short",
And man is slow at learning;

And yet by divers dealings taught,
For divers follies yearning,

He owns at last, with grief downcast
(For man disposed to grieve is)—
One adage old stands true and fast,
"Ars longa, vita brevis."

We journey, manhood, youth, and age,
The matron, and the maiden,

Like pilgrims on a pilgrimage,

Loins girded, heavy laden:—

Each pilgrim strong, who joins our throng,
Most eager to achieve is,

Foredoom'd ere long to swell the song,
"Ars longa, vita brevis."

At morn, with staff and sandal-shoon,
We travel brisk and cheery,

But some have laid them down ere noon,
And all at eve are weary;

The noontide glows with no repose,

And bitter chill the eve is,

The grasshopper a burden grows,

"Ars longa, vita brevis."

The staff is snapp'd, the sandal fray'd,
The flint-stone galls and blisters,
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Our brother's steps we cannot aid,
Ah me! nor aid our sister's:

The pit prepares its hidden snares,
The rock prepared to cleave is,
We cry, in falling unawares,

"Ars longa, vita brevis."

Oh! Wisdom, which we sought to win!
Oh! Strength, in which we trusted!

Oh! Glory, which we gloried in!

Oh! puppets we adjusted!

On barren land our seed is sand,

And torn the web we weave is,

The bruised reed hath pierced the hand,
"Ars longa, vita brevis."

We, too, "Job's comforters" have met,
With steps, like ours, unsteady,

They could not help themselves, and yet
To judge us they were ready;

Life's path is trod at last, and God
More ready to reprieve is,

They know who rest beneath the sod,
"Mors gratum, vita brevis."

Beaona

Tol B Mpamope JIpeBHEM OeccTpacTHO BOccTalla
Cauperioii OoruHei paszyiopa, Tpuymda Ha TpU3HE,
CrouIib ¥ ¢ MACCMBHOTO CMOTPHIIIb HA HAC MIbEAECTaNa,
DmoOemMa O0pbObI MM 3HAK CUMBOJIMYECKUN KU3HU.
HckyccTBO CMOKOIHOE, JIOXKHOE B KAMHE OCTaJIOCh,
Be3Berpue MHIMOE THXO YHJET CTOPOHOIO,

Crtuxus TBOg — 3TO 6I/ITBa W THEBHAsA APOCTD,

Uro Obercst B rpyIu YesoBeKa Ha/IeK 01 UHOIO,

Korna onepxuma nogiepxkoi TBoel U BOMHOIO.

Apxanresa najuero JJoO MOXeT B MpaMope KHTb,

W ryObl mpeKpacHOTO IeMOHA TOHKHE CKaThl,

A JIOKOHBI BBIOTCSI, KaK 3M€H, YTOO BMHUT 3a/yIIUTh,
B razax HenonzenbHbIE CTPACTU IPOpOYAT yTPaThl,
OTKpBITHI YEPTHI, CIUIIKOM TOpIIbIe, YTOObI CKPBIBATB,
M cminikom XOJ0gHBIE, CIUIIKOM CITOKOMHBIE, YTOOBI
PasymHbIX co31aHUi U3 TIMHBI IPUBbIUHAS PATh
ToTuyac mpercnoHUIACH MTPABEIHOM 3JI00HI -

He Bemaer cMepTHBIN HAMEPEHUH 3TO 0COOBI.

JpIxaHuem OyauT psifibl TPYIIIIMPOBOK M MAPTUH,
Tonma nogHUMaeTcsi, — B30pbl OOTMHU HE CKJIOHHBI

18
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Msitex ynepxarb, arpecCCHBHOMY OOJIbIIIe CUMITATHIA,
W naxe Acrapra GnegHeet noj 3HakoM besoHbl.
INockonbKy KpoBaBbIi OarpsiHell 6oradye u riyoxe
Bcerma mo3aau codepercs, pa3opbi3ra 1Mo Xomy
CBoil cBET Ha pyKax W OJEkK/e, U KPaCHbIE JTyKH,
Cren 3TOT GarpoBbIil OKPACUT 3eMHYIO TIOPOLY,

W rHeBHOTO MpeccuHra Macca CTeKaeT K Hapopy.

3a IBIMKOM BUJHBI OJIMKM KPACHBIX PYYbeB MMO3a/IH,
W napaiot mony ot B3MaxoB BOMHCTBEHHBIX PYK,

Kak B ’aTBy CHOIIBI IO/ CEpIIaMu, U C PaHOM B TPyAH,
Kak TpaBbl 103karcs moj B3MaxoM KOChI B TIOJIYKpYT,
Kecrokasi, cuibHasi, CTpOiHas A€Bbl pyKa

Korbe nopHrMaet 6e3 kaaocTi OCTpoe CMeNo,
Hacwue, ruGesnb, pyrHBI IPUIYT HA BEKa,

N ®ypuii Tonma K 0OpeyeHHbIM CTeHaM MpuJIeTera,
Ounysicst Apec OT 9KcTaza KpoBaBoro JeJa.

N MBI mpoOysxaaemcs, cinadbie TyXOM U TeJIOM,

C cepaiamu )KeCTOKMMH, K PUCKY OITACHOMY TOXe
Mnem 3a TOOOM, a CBATON B OfIeSTHUM O€JIOM

CrpaiaeT CMUPEHHO, HO 3TO Ha HAC He MOXOXKE.

Jlasia cBOE# CHJIbI YaCTHILY €llle ¢ KOJIbIOe M

TeM cMepTHBIM, KOTOpBIE Oy/IyT CTapaThCsi HAMPACHO
[TpoxuTh 6e3 Te0s1. Mbl 60pONHCh, CTPaaaI, CKOPOeH,
[Noka He BocnpuHSIH 00 6@3paCcCyIHO U CTPACTHO,
XOTb HEMOIIIHBI CEPALIEM U Pa3yMOM YacTo.

JlyX cCBETJIbIil ObIBaET 3aMaHYMBBIM, €CJTH OH 3071,
CoMHUTETBHBIN 3HAK OOKECTBA M3 PeaIbHOTO ajia,
HacturnyTsl uyBCTBa, B OOMaHyTHIX JIyIIaX PAcKoJ
JII0OBIX MIEaIoB — MyCTHIX [JIsI TPOCTOTO COJIZIATA,
Kotopeiit B 0010 yraget B CHApsIKEHUH PaTHOM,
Ocnabieit pykoii CBOH MOC/IeTHUN yaap HAaHOCS,
TBOW rHEB U NTPE3PEHBE BO B30PE €r0 HEBO3BPATHOM
Ocranytcs... Ox! A nyina, u3MoxieHHas BCs,
Haiiner nu crpany, rae npukasbl UCIIOTHUTD HEJb351?

Korpa craneT kpacHoO# OT KpOBU paBHUHA U CKJIOH,
[Tocnennee none cpaxeHus, caMoe CTpAILIHOE B MUPE,
Ve Ha 3aKkaTe yKpalleHHbIH 30J10TOM ApmarejioH

B GaranpHOM, Tenephb yracaioliemM OpueHTHpe -

Korma 1piM KTyOUTCSI OT CHUTBHBIX TTOKApOB MOBCIOAY,
ITonsa HakpeIBas, Kak KpbUIbsIMU YepHas NTULIA,

['ne monu mozeit npeBpaTUIN B HEIBUXKHYIO TPYyAY,
Koposb ¢ koponeM 3axotei 3a ImycToe CLENUThCH,

W B Mupe HacTynwT KOHell, U 3a0yayTCs JIUIIA -

Torga TepneauBbIM, KTO 3/1€Ch HE TTPOTUBUIICS KaXI0M
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OO6une u 6011, BCe TATOTHI BBIICPKA CBSTO,

3a 1bUT TBOETO HEHACBITHOTO MIIIEHUS C JKaXA0M -

WM Oynet nu nocrie 3a 3T0 MmoveT U Harpana?

A K Tem, coOTa3HEeHHBIM TBOMUMH TpUuyMdaMu OUTBbI
W naBpamu, mpu3BaHHBIM K OO0 ¥ MPOKJISTHIM JOISIM,
V3HaBmmM B 60pbOe OpakeHUH U pacrperd MOTHBHI,
[puzet 11 MOKO¥ U TpOIIeHNe, UK OCYIUM?

He 3Hato — HafeAThCsI Bee ke Ha Jrydlee OyaeM.

Bellona

Thou art moulded in marble impassive,
False goddess, fair statue of strife,

Yet standest on pedestal massive,

A symbol and token of life.

Thou art still, not with stillness of languor,
And calm, not with calm boding rest;

For thine is all wrath and all anger

That throbs far and near in the breast

Of man, by thy presence possess'd.

With the brow of a fallen archangel,

The lips of a beautiful fiend,

And locks that are snake-like to strangle,
And eyes from whose depths may be glean'd
The presence of passions, that tremble
Unbidden, yet shine as they may

Through features too proud to dissemble,
Too cold and too calm to betray

Their secrets to creatures of clay.

Thy breath stirreth faction and party,
Men rise, and no voice can avail

To stay them—rose-tinted Astarte
Herself at thy presence turns pale.

For deeper and richer the crimson

That gathers behind thee throws forth

A halo thy raiment and limbs on,

And leaves a red track in the path

That flows from thy wine-press of wrath.

For behind thee red rivulets trickle,

Men fall by thy hands swift and lithe,

As corn falleth down to the sickle,

As grass falleth down to the scythe,
Thine arm, strong and cruel, and shapely,
Lifts high the sharp, pitiless lance,

And rapine and ruin and rape lie

Around thee. The Furies advance,
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And Ares awakes from his trance.

We, too, with our bodies thus weakly,
With hearts hard and dangerous, thus

We owe thee—the saints suffered meekly
Their wrongs—it is not so with us.

Some share of thy strength thou hast given
To mortals refusing in vain

Thine aid. We have suffered and striven
Till we have grown reckless of pain,
Though feeble of heart and of brain.

Fair spirit, alluring if wicked,

False deity, terribly real,

Our senses are trapp'd, our souls tricked
By thee and thy hollow ideal.

The soldier who falls in his harness,

And strikes his last stroke with slack hand,
On his dead face thy wrath and thy scorn is
Imprinted. Oh! seeks he a land

Where he shall escape thy command?

When the blood of thy victims lies red on
That stricken field, fiercest and last,

In the sunset that gilds Armageddon

With battle-drift still overcast—

When the smoke of thy hot conflagrations
O'ershadows the earth as with wings,
Where nations have fought against nations,
And kings have encounter'd with kings,
When cometh the end of all things—

Then those who have patiently waited,
And borne, unresisting, the pain

Of thy vengeance unglutted, unsated,
Shall they be rewarded again?

Then those who, enticed by thy laurels,
Or urged by thy promptings unblest,
Have striven and stricken in quarrels,
Shall they, too, find pardon and rest?
We know not, yet hope for the best.

3auMcTBOBaHHbIE NEPbs
(ITpenucnoBue 0 nuparcree)

IIpoaor

I'pex marmaropcrBa Ha MHe,
A miepeesika cTapbix NeceH
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Yyxkux Bam CKaXeT B TUILMHE,
YTO JIOKHBIN CTUJIb HE UHTEPECEH.

Ux aBrop Darap Aunan Ilo,
W3BombTe 3TO BUAETH CAMH,

Ho T0, 4To npo3oii poxaeHo,
Kak Genblil cTHX mepeq riia3amu.

Bce 31 mycTsiku MHOU cOOpaHBI ¥ U3[JaHbl TIOBTOPHO

Panu ciaceHust OT MHOTUX YITyUIIIEHUH, s1 B BUAY UMEIO

WX n3meHeHusl, oKa OHU KPYXKUJIH 110 cTpaHuiiam [Ipecchl,

U xouetcs1, 9ToOBI HANMMCAHHOE MHOW PAaCcIPOCTPAHSLIIOCH

Tak ¥MEHHO, KaK s 3ayMaJl, €CJI BOOOIIe mevyararb OyayT.

B 3ammry coOCTBEHHOTO BKyca, TEM He MEHee, CKaxy,

Uro B 9TOM KHUTE, KaK MHE KaXeTCsl, HUYTO He MPeCTaBIIseT
Bosbinoii Kakoi-To IEHHOCTH ISl Iy OJTUKH, )KUBOTO MHTEpeca,
W noxBasbl yuTaTens s 3/1eCh, YBbI, HE 3aCITyKUJL.

Dnuuaor

Teneps s yudeH B OECCTBIIHON Kpake,
Moi1 nepBblii IU1arvaT CyMeeT 3aMaHUTh
Bac u k 1pyrum cocegHum pudmam, Jaxe
OTByieYb BHUMAHUE U BBITSHYTb BCIO HUTb.

Ax! [Ipyr, Kauaellp rpycTHO IOJIOBOH,

YTo CKaxKeIllb O MOEH MO33UU celvac:

S1, BUIUMO, TaJIAaHT JABHO pacTpaTujl CBOH,
Benp cTpouku enie xyxe B 3TOT pas.

Borrow'd Plumes
[A Preface and a Piracy]

Prologue

Of borrow'd plumes I take the sin,
My extracts will apply

To some few silly songs which in
These pages scatter'd lie.

The words are Edgar Allan Poe's,
As any man may see,

But what a POE-t wrote in prose,
Shall make blank verse for me.

These trifles are collected and republished chiefly with a

view to their redemption from the many improvements to which
they have been subjected while going at random the rounds of
the Press. I am naturally anxious that what I have written
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should circulate as I wrote it, if it circulate at all.

In defence of my own taste, nevertheless, it is

incumbent upon me to say that I think nothing in this volume
of much value to the public, or very creditable to myself.

Epilogue

And now that my theft stands detected,
The first of my extracts may call

To some of the rhymes here collected
Your notice, the second to all.

Ah! friend, you may shake your head sadly,
Yet this much you'll say for my verse,

I've written of old something badly,

But written anew something worse.

JI>KuBBI NACTHIPb
(ITepenoxenne n3 'opanus)

Korna oH, JokuBBIA IACTHIPb, HA (PPUTHICKOM CYJHE
Cgorto Biajpiuuity Eneny yBo3ui uepes mops,

B npemorHOM cHe Hepeit XpaHu BIOOJIEHHBIX OyIHU
Ot Oypb, 4TOO MEeTh 00 UX CyAbOe, HICTOPHIO TBOPSI.
[TpoxksiTie Be3elib Thl HAPCTBY MPEIKOB C HEo,

W mHOTO XpaOpbhIX BOMHOB CIOJIa OTIIPABAT IPEKHU,
OHM BaM OTOMCTSIT, ITyCTUBIIUCH BHOBb K Hepeto,

U c 6pakom BammmM pa3opByT [IpraMoB oM HaBeKH.
VBbI! A CKOJIBKO TIOTA BIIEPEAN JAOJIKHO MPOJIUTHCS

C moeit 1 Jiommazen, 3emJie CBoel Kakoe rope
Heceun Th1, pa3 yxe ceituac [lamiaapl konecHuna
l'otoBa — T, 1OCeXH, UIeM HaJeThl OYIyT BCKOpE.
Hanpacho nymaeins, yto nop 3amuToil AppoauTsl
PacueckiBaeinb Kyapu, 1 Ha KEHCKOM JIMpe
MotuBam# JTIOOBU KpacaBHUIly CyMeelllb OTrPaanuThb Thl,
Ha crpactHOM J10%%€ MSATKOM M30esKaTh pa3nopa B MHpe,
V1apoB KPUTCKUX KOMUHI OCTPBIX CTOPOHSICH,

AsIKca, 9TO CTPEMUTENIBHO YKe MPUOIU3UIICS K Tede -
W xynpu HedecTuBbIe, MyCTh MO3IHO, JISTYT B IPA3b.
Ax! Tol He BUIMIIG (B BaIliell IIapCTBEHHOM cyboe),
Kak cbin Jlaspra, uro nocroun mygporo Ilenes,
Beccrparnbiii 3a To60i ceituac uaet co CteHenaem,
OTBaXxHBIM B OMTBE PYKOMAIITHOM, BCEX cMeiee

B 00be31Ke OIUKUX JIOIAIENH, HACKOIBKO 3HAEM,
Mepuonuc u TeBkp ¢ HUMH, IOMHU. .. [Inomen,
@paxuiickuil Hapb, CBUPEIEil U OTBAXKHEE OTIIA,

OH B sipocTu TeOsI HalAET, TeOe JOPOru HEeT
Hagcrpeuy BoJIKy B CKOPOM O:XMAaHUM KOHIIA,
OrieHs1, 9TO TIOUYsUT TUOETTh, HE 3aMaHSAT TPaBbI
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Uepe3 10MHY MEPEelTH Ha MACTOUIIE — JIETH
TpycnuBbIii, OJIeHBINA, Tl HE CHIICIIH CJIABbI,
Kotopoii xBacrascsi cBoeid BO3IIOOJIEHHO! B Iy TH.
Ho Bpems a5t Tebs1 OTCPOUUT rHEB AXIILIA,
Uro6 Tpoio ¢ KEeHIMHON pa3pylIUTh Ha KOPHIO,
B HeoTBpaTUMBIN HYKHBII CPOK Apyrasi Cuia,
JlapaaHuio IpeaacT aprocCKoOMy OTHIO.

Pastor Cum
[Translation from Horace]

When he, that shepherd false, 'neath Phrygian sails,
Carried his hostess Helen o'er the seas,

In fitful slumber Nereus hush'd the gales,

That he might sing their future destinies.

A curse to your ancestral home you take

With her, whom Greece, with many a soldier bold
Shall seek again, in concert sworn to break

Your nuptial ties and Priam's kingdom old.

Alas! what sweat from man and horse must flow,
What devastation to the Trojan realm

You carry, even now doth Pallas show

Her wrath, preparing buckler, car, and helm.

In vain, secure in Aphrodite's care,

You comb your locks, and on the girlish lyre
Select the strains most pleasant to the fair;

In vain, on couch reclining, you desire

To shun the darts that threaten, and the thrust
Of Cretan lance, the battle's wild turmoil,

And Ajax swift to follow—in the dust
Condemned, though late, your wanton curls to soil.
Ah! see you not where (fatal to your race)
Laertes' son comes with the Pylean sage;
Fearless alike, with Teucer joins the chase
Stenelaus, skill'd the fistic strife to wage,

Nor less expert the fiery steeds to quell;

And Meriones, you must know. Behold

A warrior, than his sire more fierce and fell,

To find you rages,—Diomed the bold,

Whom like the stag that, far across the vale,

The wolf being seen, no herbage can allure,

So fly you, panting sorely, dastard pale!—

Not thus you boasted to your paramour.
Achilles' anger for a space defers

The day of wrath to Troy and Trojan dame;
Inevitable glide the allotted years,

And Dardan roofs must waste in Argive flame.

IIpu3nanue
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(Kparkas nokassHHass MOJIMTBA)

K ormubITHIO NUTIONKA FOTOBUTCSI B YTPEHHEM CBETE,
Kopab:1b xopo11o cHapsiiuy B IOpOry CHavasa,
[Tpo3pauHoe HEOO cUsIeT B Jlyyax Ha paccBere,

XOTb BeTep MOPBIBUCTHIN TUIAKaJT B MTHOBEHHS 3TH,
U puda rpsina nepen raBaHbio Oesible MATHA Kavyana,
V pymnens Bcrail pyJIeBOi, — ILE pbILaphb B CIOKETE
C kopMBI Yepe3 opyueHb CBECUJICS] BHU3 Y IpUYaa.

«Ectb Bpems, 1oka e1ie CyqHO B IIOKOE PAaCCBETHOM,

Ectb Bpems, 1oka He HaTsHyTa KpenKas BaHTa,

Ectb Bpems, 1oka napyca HaroJIHSIIOTCS 3allaIHbIM BETPOM
Jo Jaca, korjga u3 nop Kuisi OypyHbI MOTSHYTCS CIIEI0M,

Jo Jaca, Korja 3T¥ Ma4Thl 32 JHIMKON MEJIBKHYT OJIeHOBATO,
Ha ncnosenp BpeMsi octanoch TomMy, KTO HyKAa€Tcsl B 9TOM,
Tomy, KTO BO3MOXXHO, YK€ HUKOTJa He BEPHETCS] 00paTHO».

«Cap macrop, BbI BIIpaBe cefvac MCIOBEIOBATh ITUX JIIOICH,

WU s ymonsiio, 4To0 BbI, IO BO3MOKHOCTH, JIeJIai KpaTKou Oeceny,
OTBaXXHBIX CHIHOB OK€aHa IPUMUTE AYIIOI CKOpPEH,

Bort cam kanuTaH, naccaxupsl, — 1py3bs DIVIaHTalHa, y per
Marpochl XJIONOYyT MoJ, MauTaMu, paaysch BETPY,

MeHs ke Bbl KMIIPCKUM BHHOM YTOCTHUTE U3 Yallld CBOEH,

S1 ¢ paocThio, MPOIILIOE 3/1ECh OCTABJIsSAS, CIIOKOWHO YeIy».

«W/ He B uem pacKasiThCsl, CBIH MO, ceroyiHs Tede?
PackasiHue, ucnoBe/ib TH TIpe3upaeiiib, CIuTast oOMaHoM?
[TponbeTcst necok U3 cocyaa B UCTEKIeH cyaboe,

OcraBu1 1 ciief] Thl Ha JKU3HEHHOW BEYHOW TPOIIE,

Ycren coBepinTh, YTO MOJOKEHO MPOYUM MUPSTHAM 7

W camoii BUHOBHOW JIyIiie TpeX OTITyCTUTCS Ha Kopaoie,

A cepjlie U3 KaMHs pacilie/IMHY JacT Ha IMyTH MOKASTHHOM> .

«$1 pa3Be He CIBIITY MOJIUTB HAPACTAIOIININ IITKBAJ,

W gyBcTBa K MPU3BIBAM O MOMOIIH B O€/ICTBUU TTyXH?
41 mano masaji, OoJibLe B3sU1?

K nopory BIOBBI 51 IPOKJISTUI BOJTHY Harpapisii?
CupoT 0OMXkas Ui YTO-HUOYAb B ITOM ke ayxe?

Sl KpOBBIO HEBMHHOM KOT/1a-TO 3a0pbI3rall MoJBal,

W BOT moATBEpAUTh IOHEBOJIE PUXOTUTCS CITyXH ?»

«[laru, oTBevait, HaNpaBJISIIUCh TBOM YHCTOTOH,

A MOXeT MyTsIMH, KOTOPHIMHU BCSIKOE 3JI0 TIPOLIBETATIO?
Bpara nopasut Tl Kora-HUOY/Ab KU3HBIO CBSITOW?

W noxoTh B 0Uax CUJIBbHBIN AyX HE Ociabuia TBOMH,
JKureiickasi roprocTb TBOMM TMOpakeHHEM He craja?
ThI ceTn G1akeHCTBA CyMesl OOONTH CTOPOHOM?
Paznop u ycobuiry cOpocut i Thl ¢ TibeaecTana?»
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«Koneuno ke, HeT! JKu3Hb, MOCKOJIbKY, 51 TPELIHYIO Bell,
Ho cepnuiem crpanan u nutaiicst Haie K10,

Sl manblue cymelo crpajarh, HO MCYe3Jia MedTa Cpe/id BOJH -
Hanexap! yium, 1 KOIIMapHbIN 3aKOHYMIICS COH,

CynpOe MOKOPUTBCS CyMelo Oe3BECTHOM,

W ecnu BoHa HAJI0 MHOIO COMKHETCSI C 00EMX CTOPOH,

To Bpsia M cXBauych 32 BEPEBKY HaJl OE3MHOM.

«Crtpanats? braronarbio, BO3MOXHO, HAIIOTHUTCSI CKOPOB,
IMockomnbKy elrie HUKOTJa JIUIIb OMHUMHY JeJIaMy
Criacaembl He ObLITM MBI, — U Pa300OWHUK, PACKaATLCS YTO0,
He kak ¢apuceit nnm camoHaJestHHBIN CHOO,

V3peer OorarcTsa JoOBH B JInke BoxkbeM Hall HAMU -
Torma MarganrHa 10OCTieXy MOJIOKUT Y CTOII,

[TogHOXbsI TIpEeCTOIa U3 ANIMBI KOCHYBIIIUCH TIEPCTAMU».

«Cap mactop, 00I0Ch TSKKOM CMEPTH BO Mpaxe M TICHE,
A B KXW3HU Tenepb NpOsIBJICHUsI OOJIM U HEMOIIU HET,
JIumb 9yBCTBYIO TSKECTh, KOT/IA MPEKJIOHSIO KOJICHU
(M 310 HE peub (papuces OT IPABEAHOM JIEHN),

Moii B30p B HeOecax He HAXOMUT JOCTOMHBIN OTBET,
Jliobumast Tam 3a MeHs TTpeObIBaeT B MOJjieHue !

4l cnancsi, MonMIach HaIIPACHO OHA CTOJIBKO JieT!

CKBO3b IPOXOT CpakeHUs Uy, BCIOMHHUTh CHIISICh,
VYenplmare noJ KpUKM BOCTOPKEHHOM MTPa3/IHOM TOJIIIbI,
Kaxk ToHKHe Genble pyKH CIIOKHB, OHA CTPACTHO MOJIUJIACh,
Hymioo Ge3rpentHoi Hajesiach BHIMOJIUTh MUJIOCTD
Tomy, KTO BO Mpake 0e3paloOCTHOM COUJICS C TPOIIBI,
Uro6 TéMHas 3Ta IyIa K MOKASHUIO CKJIOHWJIACH,
OcrenHyB B ciie3ax, JIMIIb B ceOst 00paTuia MOJIbOBI.

Ckaxu, nocssieHHbIN! B 3acTynHruKax MHOTO Jid ITPoKa,
N npockOa cBATOro 3a HAC HANIPABJISAECT B MYTH?

Kak criomaHHBIH cTeOenb ero yremeHe kKecToko,

[TycTh BeTKa yBsaIIast MpOCUT cama uctesieHus y bora,
IToka Momoyibie moderv BHUMaHUs KIyT BIIEPEIH,

S B cMbIcT HeOeCHBI BHUKAT, YTOO UCUe3/ia TPEeBora,

Ha nene cBoil cympak oT4asiHbsl TOKE OCHIIAI B TPYIIU».

«BceM manbiM B TeOe, MPeBOCXOIHBIM U CMEJTBIM,

He BOBCe noruoiem, X0Th MIAHC UCKYTUICHUST MaJ,
Jly1I0ii, BOIHIOIIEH ¢ HAArpoOUsi caBaHOM OeJTbIM,
Jli060BbI0, KOTOpYIO a1 OH, ¥ MPaBEAHBIM JEJIOM

(B ero muiocepauu KU3HU yracHeT 3anai),

Tebs 3akJIMHAIO, O TPEITHUK, PACKASIThCA B OpeHHOM!

W 51 ymonstio, o cisiiuii, MOMEHT MPOoOYXIeHUsT HacTas!»

26



A. JI. Topmon. «Ilos3ua ABcrpam»

«Wmm 1! O0s13aH CKJIIOHUTBCS TYIION YepHena s
Ceituac nepeJ] 5TUM TUIECIABHBIM [NIyXUM Y€JIOBEKOM?
I'pexu 1 neyam MoU J1JIs1 HEero JMIIb 3a00Ta ImycTas,
Ho ecnu s BcTpeuy Toro, KTo ¢ nevyaiisio cedst oopeTas,
Crpasanusi HAIlI BO3BBICKIT HAaJl MUPOM IIPU 3TOM,

C MOIMTBEHHO# MTPOCKOOI CONBETCS] MOJIMTBA BTOpAs,
A BOIUIb TPAKTUPIIMKA C MBITAPEM JIyIIIaM HEBEIOM>.

«Moi ChIH, 5 3aCOXIIas1, CJUIIKOM MOXYyXJIasi BETKa,
JlaBHO MOe MecCTO U CTyk0y OTIaH APYTUM,

W 51 He criporiry, BeJMKa JIM TPEXOB TBOUX KJIETKA,
INockosbKy $1 TpelieH 1 cam, TOJIBKO K CJIOBY 3aMeTKa -

C rpexamu s ci1abo 60posicsi, TOTBOPCTBYS MM,

«[Ipoctu Hac Terneps!» — MBI ¢ TOIaMU BUHUMCST HEPEJIKO,
N xaxapiii OTIIOM HAIIUM CYIITUM Ha HeOe XpaHuM !»

Confiteor

The shore-boat lies in the morning light,

By the good ship ready for sailing;

The skies are clear, and the dawn is bright,
Tho' the bar of the bay is fleck'd with white,
And the wind is fitfully wailing;

Near the tiller stands the prit, and the knight
Leans over the quarter-railing.

'"There is time while the vessel tarries still,

There is time while her shrouds are slack,

There is time ere her sails to the west-wind fill,
Ere her tall masts vanish from town and from hill,
Ere cleaves to her keel the track;

There is time for confession to those who will,
To those who may never come back.'

'Sir priest, you can shrive these men of mine,
And, I pray you, shrive them fast,

And shrive those hardy sons of the brine,
Captain and mates of the Eglantine,

And sailors before the mast;

Then pledge me a cup of the Cyprus wine,
For I fain would bury the past.'

'And hast thou naught to repent, my son?

Dost thou scorn confession and shrift?

Ere thy sands from the glass of time shall run

Is there naught undone that thou should'st have done,
Naught done that thou should'st have left?

The guiltiest soul may from guilt be won,

And the stoniest heart may be cleft.’
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'Have my ears been closed to the prayer of the poor,
Or deaf to the cry of distress?

Have I given little, and taken more?

Have I brought a curse to the widow's door?

Have I wrong'd the fatherless?

Have I steep'd my fingers in guiltless gore,

That I must perforce confess?'

'Have thy steps been guided by purity
Through the paths with wickedness rife?

Hast thou never smitten thine enemy?

Hast thou yielded naught to the lust of the eye,
And naught to the pride of life?

Hast thou pass'd all snares of pleasure by?
Hast thou shunn'd all wrath and strife?'

'Nay, certes ! a sinful life I've led,

Yet I've suffer'd, and lived in hope;

I may suffer still, but my hope has fled,—
I've nothing now to hope or to dread,
And with fate I can fairly cope;

Were the waters closing over my head,

I should scarcely catch at a rope.'

'‘Dost suffer? thy pain may be fraught with grace,
Since never by works alone

We are saved;—the penitent thief may trace
The wealth of love in the Saviour's face

To the Pharisee rarely shown;

And the Magdalene's arms may yet embrace
The foot of the jasper throne.'

'Sir priest, a heavier doom I dree,

For I feel no quickening pain,

But a dull dumb weight, when I bow my knee,
And (not with the words of the Pharisee)

My hard eyes heavenward strain,

Where my dead darling prayeth for me!

Now, I wot, she prayeth in vain!

'Still I hear it over the battle's din,

And over the festive cheer,—

So she pray'd with clasp'd hands, white and thin,—
The prayer of a soul absolved from sin,

For a soul that is dark and drear,

For the light of repentance bursting in,

And the flood of the blinding tear.
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‘Say, priest! when the saint must vainly plead,
Oh! how shall the sinner fare?

I hold your comfort a broken reed;

Let the wither'd branch for itself take heed,
While the green shoots wait your care;

I've striven, though feebly, to grasp your creed,
And I've grappled my own despair.'

'By the little within thee, good and brave,
Not wholly shattered, though shaken;

By the soul that crieth beyond the grave,
The love that He once in His mercy gave,
In His mercy since retaken,

I conjure thee, oh sinner! pardon crave!

I implore thee, oh sleeper, waken!'

'Go to! shall I lay my black soul bare

To a vain, self-righteous man?

In my sin, in my sorrow, you may not share,
And yet, could I meet with one who must bear
The load of an equal ban,

With him I might strive to blend one prayer,
The wail of the Publican.'

'My son, I too am a withered bough,

My place is to others given;

Thou hast sinn'd, thou sayest; I ask not how,

For I too have sinn'd, even as thou,

And I too have feebly striven,

And with thee I must bow, crying, 'Shrive us now!
Our Father which art in heaven !"

Komy BbIrogso

[TopbIB yparaHHOro B3/10Xa 10 TEPHUSM YEPTOIIOJIOXA,

B 3emJ1e m1onopoHo#, MogoOHO MPOKA3HUKY TbQY,
TpynuTbes He cTaHy — yeldy, IOMOYb HE yMesl COCely,

51 crumikom G6e3yMeH | MPOCTO CKOJIBKY IO pelibedpy?
Boii 6pr3a MOPCKOTO MHE CIIBIIIMTCS B 3apPOCTISIX CHOBA,

B HeMm cpeHee HeYTO CKBO3UT MEKAY CMEXOM M CTOHOM,
A 3ByKH NpHOOEB YCTAJIBIX YTPOOHO Pa3HOCATCS B CKaJIax,
B cBOEM MOHOTOHHOM HaIUIBIBE U PEBE MO BOJIHAM,
XoTenock ObI ¢ 3TOro MbICa MOHSThH BHIPA3UTENILHOCTb CMBICTA,
Kotopslil npucyTCTBYET B Kak/I0M aKKOpPAE, KOHEUHO,
HuxkTo He naer MHe oTBETa U, BUOIMMO, K JIydlIeMy 3TO -
Ubs Bbiroga 371ech? — Mup no Kpyry BpaiaeTcsi BeuHo!

dopryHa rpyda U KecToKa, Mbl 3HAJIM U BUJIEJTT MHOTO,
W xaxercs MHe — MHOT/Ia HEITPUCTOMHOTO OYEHb,
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Mynperi, 4To yMHee, HaBEpHO, LITyTa WM Jaxke TpeMbepa,

OH 3aBUCTb JIIOAEW 3aCTYKU WX TUXYIO OCEHb?

He mHoro, He MaJio, HO B pa3HOil — cBoeil (prstocoduu npa3aHoM
HeBonbHO ero pa3nocaayioT BbIBOIBI MYIPOI HATYPHI,

CrtpaHoll yrpaBJISIIOIIUI Kail3ep, Ha TPOHE JepkKaThCsl HE MacTep,
Cryn CKOJB3KUI 1O HUM, Y BJIACTUTENISI HET CUHEKYPBI,

lyTty, apnexuny, 0y doHy U B KU3HU Bpy4yasl KOPOHY,

OH MOXeT MPUHSATH ¢ OJIaroJapHOCTHIO, WK K HET,

MoprHyTh He ycrieeTe IJ1a30M, € Ipy3bsMH MPOIBET €€ PA3OM -
Ubs Bbiroga 31ech? — Mbl co3peeM, 3aTsHeTcs ciief!

INon conmHieM 3a JoaTHE TOAbI TPOJETaHO MHOTO pabOTHI -
[IyTom u mpaButeseM, U Myaperom, u padom,

Bce celot, JKHYT ¢ BLIOOPOM CTPOTrUM, a cOOp ypoxasi HEMHOTUM
JloBepeH B CHOIBI 30JI0ThIE BEKOB Ha ITOPOTe JIIOOM.

Kuth DOMmKeH B Tpyaax 4eJoBeK Ha 3eMJie U Ha MOpe BOBEK,

W naxe meuTaTenb, 4TO KJIET BIOXHOBEHHO MPHJINBA,

OH BrpaBe Ha BpeMsi 3a0bITh TIPO HACYIITHOE JIEJIO U IIJIBITh

K cBoeil He cBepilieHHOM MeuTe, BhIpacTasi CUacCTIMBO,

OH MoXxeT B300paThCsl Ha Kpal, YTOObl BHU3 3aIJITHYTh HEB3HAYAM,
['me pIXJIbIid yCTYN HEroroja MovTy packiieBasa,

[TpuBs3aHHBIN TPOCAMU IITOPMA B pacKarax HeOECHOro rpoma -
Usbs Beiroga 31ech? — lllectepenku B Kosecax mryppajal

Pabotarb TOKHBI, HE pPKaBeTh, HO KUBYT U O€3/1€IbHUKU BE[lb,
W kymarb 1OmKHBL, 4TOOBI B (hopMe MOIepKUBATh TEJIO,
CerofHs TOJICTEIOT HEPEIKO — a B3BECh CYXOIAporo mpeaka,
Hoponnsiii conuaneit? — Hert, Tsaxkects eMy Hagoena. ..

3eMHO YTOMUTEJbHBII KPYT, IJ€ Ha MPUBS3U JIOAU BOKPYT
HaGop oqHOTUIHBIX Bellel MOBTOPSIOT YCTaO,

Be3 cueta TpyaoB 1 3a00T, HO My3bIpb PA3HOIBETHBIN BOT-BOT
Hanysimiics 1onHeT, a MHOTMM €ro He XBaTajlo,

MBblI poriiem, Opow, HO OT KU3HH, Kak 3yObl B pab0Te HE CTHCHH,
[Monyurm cBoe 1 He OOJIBIIIE — @ MOJKEM O JIydIlleM MeuTaTh? -
PeByT 3TH BOJIHBI B yCTOTaX, M 9XO PACXOAMUTCS B BOAAX -

Ubs BhITONA 371eCh? — B X packarax u ecTh Oarogars!

Cui Bono

Oh! wind that whistles o'er thorns and thistles,
Of this fruitful earth like a goblin elf;

Why should he labour to help his neighbour
Who feels too reckless to help himself?

The wail of the breeze in the bending trees

Is something between a laugh and a groan;
And the hollow roar of the surf on the shore
Is a dull, discordant monotone;

I wish I could guess what sense they express,
There's a meaning, doubtless, in every sound,
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Yet no one can tell, and it may be as well—
Whom would it profit?—The world goes round!

On this earth so rough we know quite enough,
And, I sometimes fancy, a little too much;

The sage may be wiser than clown or than kaiser,
Is he more to be envied for being such?

Neither more nor less, in his idleness

The sage is doom'd to vexation sure;

The kaiser may rule, but the slippery stool,

That he calls his throne, is no sinecure;

And as for the clown, you may give him a crown,
Maybe he'll thank you, and maybe not,

And before you can wink he may spend it in drink—
To whom does it profit?—We ripe and rot!

Yet under the sun much work is done

By clown and kaiser, by serf and sage;

All sow and some reap, and few gather the heap
Of the garner'd grain of a by-gone age.

By sea or by soil man is bound to toil,

And the dreamer, waiting for time and tide,

For awhile may shirk his share of the work,

But he grows with his dream dissatisfied;

He may climb to the edge of the beetling ledge,
Where the loose crag topples and well-nigh reels
'Neath the lashing gale, but the tonic will fail—
What does it profit?—Wheels within wheels!

Aye! work we must, or with idlers rust,

And eat we must our bodies to nurse;

Some folk grow fatter—what does it matter?

I'm blest if I do—quite the reverse;

"Tis a weary round to which we are bound,

The same thing over and over again;

Much toil and trouble, and a glittering bubble,
That rises and bursts, is the best we gain;

And we murmur, and yet 'tis certain we get

What good we deserve—can we hope for more?—
They are roaring, those waves, in their echoing caves—
To whom do they profit?—Let them roar!

O Teo0e

Topur crekJio Onectsimeit Meny,
B nyyax naput MOpCKoOe JIOHO,
N copHAKU-LIBETHI IIPU CBETE
[TputaI0T 30710TOM CO CKJIOHA.
3a cepedpHcTO-cepoii raMMoH,
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3a TeHbI0 CyMpayHOro Jieca

Bech HEOOCKIIOH TIO KPOMKE caMoi
Cuser, Kak U3-1I0]1 HaBeca,

N trmvHa X0JIMOB Uyy/iecHa.

M5!I CITBIIIIIM TOHUYIO B HU3HHE,
Kpyxut 60710THBIN sIcTped psiioM -
MpbI He ucKanu OeJCTBUI HbIHE,

Ha mepTBelia HaTKHYBIIKICH B3[JISAOM,
Benecoiii MK B HEOECHOM CBeTe
VTKHYJICS B BepecK Oeo-KpacHbIH,

W rnyneiii nec, cBuaeTen cMepTH,
[Tpunan k HEMy U BbLJT HAITPACHO,
[TomuHOBEHUMA rpUMaca.

Ha romnose pyo6iisl pazaopa -

CmMmepTh Oe33aKOHHASI HACTUTIIA

7Kv3Hb OITPOMETUHMBYIO CKOPO,
Onycromaroias cuia

Crpacreii, CKBO3b BCE POCTOPI MO3Ia,
‘YMuajicst KoHb, OCTAJIOCH TEJO,
CrauioT noBo/Ibsl U MOBO3KA -

«A Mor Obl XHTb U JIeJIaTh JIEJIO

B npumep apyrum» — npouiesecTelio.

Jlyuu u cympak, Kak Harpaja,

JlaHbI ¢ poxxaeHus a0 rpoda -

Trl ciBUHELIb MISTHA JIEONApAA,
Ot6emuib Koxy 3¢uorna?

Yero oH MOT ycneTh 10 CpoKa
JoOUThCS ¢ JTydInero HaaeK a0,

Kt0 ObLT U3 HUX JUTS TTOpOKA?

Her xu3Hu BoBce OECIIONE3HOM,
Bcem noxap v conHIe nmogHeOecHO!.

Kto npoxw 3pst — 1151 ’KU3HU HOBOM
CBoil Bek cotper (BesieHueM boxbum),
Packaetcs (¢ ObUIOM OCHOBOM),

Uro06 craTh TyMaHHBIM U XOPOIIIHM,

K10 noHs1 ku3Hb (CTpEMSACh K O3HAHUIO),
N maxe B caMOM JUKOM Kpae

Mouuncs aepeBy M KaMHIO,

3BepsIM U MTUIAM, KTO CBEpKasi

B nyyax BoCTOUHBIX X1 y pasi?

B npuunnzax 350... be3 npa3aHoii 1eHn
Uro6 Ouiics mynbC, Beera KUBUTe,
ITon HeOOM BCTaHBTE HA KOJICHU -
Kynak pa3zxar, a 4eocTb CIBUHBTE,
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I'naza TymanHble 3aKpoiTe,

Uro pep3kuii OJecK XpaHWIN JPEeBHUH,
[Ncuxomnor — Myapblii IO PUpoOJIE,
Hayky ucrtunnyio c Bepoit

OTkpoet nof 060 XUMepo.

Ha! Mbicib 1 pa3ym ObLTH TaMm,

Kak Hekuil nap, 4to npuMyT aaxe

3a reHui, MeAIni 1Mo mATam -
JloMaTh ¥ MOPTUTH B aHTypaxke

Bce T0, 0 yem MeuTarh APyrum.

He ckaxems, qydine wim xyxe -

MBpl, CJIOBHO MYIpbIi 3MEH, XUTPUM,
Bomuuiiel cMepTh B KpOBaBOi JIy:Ke
bes crpaxa xayT pacrep3aHHble TyLIN.

Tw1, BpayH, Bpau MOTJIaHJICKUNA, ONUAN

B cmepreinbHbIX A03aX 3aKpern -

[Tpu HéM perienThl (IITAMIIBI KOIUIA) -
[Monkmouen u [Ixon Cvut Ixu. [Tu.

OH MUPOBO¥ Cy/ibsi, O€3 MpeHuit

51 Gyny criecTBHe BeCTH,

I'naBoit npucsxHbIX — OCBaJIb APEBHUH,
JIZKOHC CIIMIIIKOM TJIyM U HE B YECTH,
YtoO HOPMBI ChICKa COOJTIOCTH.

HukTo He cMor pokUTH OECIEYHO

(s neficTBUM — JIEJ10, CMEPTU — CMEPTb),
EBpeii 1 Typok, 1 KOHEUHO,

MHe, aTeucty, He CyMeTb,

Ho ectb onuH BOIpoc, OH CIIOKEH,

U B 31OM 4 He MUUEMEPIO:

Cymero B KU3HU WIH JIOJIKEH,

V3Haer npax 3a TEMHOU ABEPHIO?

51 Bep1o Tak — JIMIIB S TaK BEPIO.

Takast Mesioub yOUBAeT. ..

OpHUM, TOBapHIILl, TOOPHIM JIEIOM
Vcra He 3aenuTsb, ObIBaeT,

B kpyry 1o-xamMcku OroJyitesioM.

I'pex sxu3HU, MOXET ObITh, OTITYCTUT
W uzneunt cmepts. OnacHo

Tak ytBepxaarh. Ckaxu 6e3 rpycTu:
«[ocrozib HAC CyaUT BCAKO-Pa3HO,
ZKu3Hb BBICIIIEN MWJIOCTY TIOABJIACTHA».

De Te

A burning glass of burnished brass,
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The calm sea caught the noontide rays,
And sunny slopes of golden grass

And wastes of weed-flower seem to blaze.
Beyond the shining silver-greys,

Beyond the shades of denser bloom,

The sky-line girt with glowing haze

The farthest, faintest forest gloom,

And the everlasting hills that loom.

We heard the hound beneath the mound,

We scared the swamp hawk hovering nigh—
We had not sought for that we found—

He lay as dead men only lie,

With wan cheek whitening in the sky,
Through the wild heath flowers, white and red,
The dumb brute that had seen him die,

Close crouching, howl'd beside the head,
Brute burial service o'er the dead.

The brow was rife with seams of strife—
A lawless death made doubly plain

The ravage of a reckless life;

The havoc of a hurricane

Of passions through that breadth of brain,
Like headlong horses that had run

Riot, regardless of the rein—

"Madman, he might have lived and done
Better than most men," whispered one.

The beams and blots that Heaven allots

To every life with life begin.

Fool! would you change the leopard's spots,
Or blanch the Ethiopian's skin?

What more could he have hoped to win,
What better things have thought to gain,

So shapen—so conceived in sin?

No life is wholly void and vain,

Just and unjust share sun and rain.

Were new life sent, and life misspent,
Wiped out (if such to God seemed good),
Would he (being as he was) repent,

Or could he, even if he would,

Who heeded not things understood
(Though dimly) even in savage lands

By some who worship stone or wood,

Or bird or beast, or who stretch hands
Sunward on shining Eastern sands?
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And crime has cause. Nay, never pause
Idly to feel a pulseless wrist;

Brace up the massive, square-shaped jaws,
Unclench the stubborn, stiff'ning fist,

And close those eyes through film and mist
That kept the old defiant glare;

And answer, wise Psychologist,

Whose science claims some little share

Of truth, what better things lay there?

Aye! thought and mind were there,—some kind
Of faculty that men mistake

For talent when their wits are blind,—

An aptitude to mar and break

What others diligently make.

This was the worst and best of him—

Wise with the cunning of the snake,

Brave with the she wolf's courage grim,

Dying hard and dumb, torn limb from limb.

And you, Brown, you're a doctor; cure

You can't, but you can kill, and he—
"WITNESS HIS MARK"—he signed last year,
And now he signs John Smith, J.P.

We'll hold our inquest NOW, we three;

I'll be your coroner for once;

I think old Oswald ought to be

Our foreman—1Jones is such a dunce,—
There's more brain in the bloodhound's sconce.

No man may shirk the allotted work,
The deed to do, the death to die;

At least I think so,—neither Turk,
Nor Jew, nor infidel am I,—

And yet I wonder when I try

To solve one question, may or must,
And shall I solve it by-and-by,
Beyond the dark, beneath the dust?
I trust so, and I only trust.

Aye, what they will, such trifles kill.
Comrade, for one good deed of yours,
Your history shall not help to fill

The mouths of many brainless boors.

It may be death absolves or cures

The sin of life. "Twere hazardous

To assert so. If the sin endures,

Say only, "God, who has judged him thus,
Be merciful to him and us."
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Haaniaa
(C xapTuHbI)

CorHIle 3a1u10, pacKUIaB Mo 3eMiie ¢ HeOOCKIIOHA
OrHeHHbI OJ1eCK B KPaCHOM 3apeBe TOPHEro MUpa,
Msrkue BpeMsi TOTOBUTH MoAymku CujioHa,
CotkaHsl cetu 1o Bojie 6oraroro Tupa.

JleHb 3TOT Tpy/IHBIN, 32a00THI €0 U MeYaIH,

Tenu npoxaaHbie, COTHIA BOCTOPT, HAKOHEII,
3aBepIleHbl, — ONaCeHKs B CEpLle MOTYAIIH,
CuIibHBIN MY’KUMHA W TOPIBIA MOTyunii 6oerr?

Kak cBeTs1uku, MosBIIsIsCh Ha HeOe U3 Mpaka,
[ernko mpocTop 3acesseT 3Be3/1a 3a 3BE3/I0M,

U BeTepok TUXUH MIETOT B KPYTy 30[HaKa

Hocur u3 ganpHux marpos Nyaeu poaHoii.

Her, He BonHY¥iCS, — SI3BIYHUK, MOJISICH HEOOCKJIOHY,
Bemu Takvie B ayiiie moHUMaeT CBOOOIHO,

MoxeT ObITh, CIBIIIUT XBaJIeOHbIE TecHU Jlarony,
Uro 1o HoYaM B CBekeM Opr3e JOHOCHT PUpPOJIa.

He notpeBoXuUT TeOs1 OH — CEerofiHst He CMOKET,
Buauiib, 3a1epHyTH B KOMHATE BCE 3aHABECKHU,
Hckpel rpaHara cBepKaloT Ha yauie y JIoxa,
JKaxna yiuia, apoMaTHbIE 3allaxy pe3KH,

SIpKo cusieT BUHO, Kak pyOuHbBI XeBpOHa,
[apckast moprws B KyOKe Uy/IeCHOW OrpaHKH,
Uepes 11es1ka 1 MUPOKHUIA aJIbKOB OJIArOCKJIOHHO
Cnaaxylo MecHIo MOI0T y MOpora CIIykKaHKH.

Ecnu, nogymaii, paccepskennsiii cuiibHO ['ocrions
He 3ameyvaer BeMKUX 3aKOHOB HPUPOJIBI -

Pa3Be ocmadut Tereps UCTOMJIEHHYIO TUIOTh,

UYro 3a rocroHee J1e/10 cpaxkasnach BCe rofpl?
Cuty BO3bMET JI1 00paTHO, KOTOPYIO JIaJ,

TonbKo 3a TO, UTO ee MOJIOAOMY OTaKEHCTBY

Tet otgaems? Het, BoxkecTBeHHBIH, LIET IIbEAECTAII,
OH nocMeeTcst HaJl TeM, KTO I'PO3UT COBEPILIEHCTRY.

O! Bynp Bo Omaro s, Wiu, ObITh MOXET, BO 3710
CToJb ke BeJIMKUM, TAKUM OJAPSHHBIM, KaK Thl,
[Tpoub ObI OT past 1 a1a K CBOOOJIE MEHS YHECIIO,
PaOckux MOKJIOHOB U JKM3HEHHON BEYHOM TIIETHI.
Ecmu x cyap0a B 3TOM MUpe JIOTOHUT Teos,
Hemorns, 001€3HM CMEIIAIOTCA ¢ IVIMHON TBOEH,
He monnasaiicst, 60puch 10 MOCIETHETO JTHS,
Cuoii cBoel HacnaxJancs, U paayncs ei.
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CKpBITHBII ONACHO Pa3JJBOEH Ta/Il0KH SI3bIK

B Onecrsamux rydax! — O, cnenoii cudapur!

O, 3TOT 3MEVHBINA 1 KEHCTBEHHBIN JIUK !

O, mpernecteit ¢ AA0M OOMaHYMBHIN BU!

O, cuta 1 BcenoOek JaoIuii 1apb!

O, cnasa ymenmas! Ctbix ¥ no3op!

O, oxb AppoanTsl, KOBApHBIN aNTaph,

A CKOJIBKMX OTOHb TIOTYOWJT TBOM € TeX Top!

[Mypianue maThst HA KPEKOW TPY/IH,

Jlanonu xesne3Hble YEPHBIMU MPSAISIMU CKPbITHI !
He To1bKO MOTYYUMU MBIIIIIAMU THI 11O TTyTH

JIbBa pazopBal, KaKk KO3JIeHKa, a BOJIEH TUIaHU Ikl !
Benp 6e3 noobpoaerenu 1o00aecTh JBOMHOTO MOJeTa
CBoeii 61aropogHON 3a/1a41 JIUIIATCS KOTJa-To,
Jlerenapl ocTaBUT OTOMKaM pyka JlaHcenora,

Ho cepniie xpabpee, noxanyi, B qenax ['amaxana.

Cru Kperko Moj; CEHbI0 Ha YyJHOH I'py/y,
Paccynok, noryxuie oy U yuiu 3aBeCUBIIN TOXE,
He uyBCTBY#1 XONMOIHBIX KACaHUM K BHCKY, HE Oyau
ThI cepaLie NOJ JISI3raHbe HOXKHULL Ha JIOKE.

Onu npudmkatorcsi! — ['ooc TpeBOXUT Kak OyATo,
Mepuanue ¢akenoB CKBO3b 3aHABECKU U3 TKaHHU. . .
[TonHounas crpaxa? i, CaMcoH,

dunicTUMIISIHE, PUILLIIM 1O A1y TBOIO, Bparu.

Delilah
[From a Picture]

The sun has gone down, spreading wide on
The sky-line one ray of red fire;

Prepare the soft cushions of Sidon,

Make ready the rich loom of Tyre.

The day, with its toil and its sorrow,

Its shade, and its sunshine, at length

Has ended; dost fear for the morrow,
Strong man, in the pride of thy strength?

Like fire-flies, heavenward clinging,
They multiply, star upon star;

And the breeze a low murmur is bringing
From the tents of my people afar.

Nay, frown not, I am but a Pagan,

Yet little for these things I care;

"Tis the hymn to our deity Dagon

That comes with the pleasant night air.

It shall not disturb thee, nor can it;
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See, closed are the curtains, the lights
Gleam down on the cloven pomegranate,
Whose thirst-slaking nectar invites;

The red wine of Hebron glows brightly
In yon goblet—the draught of a king;
And through the silk awning steals lightly
The sweet song my handmaidens sing.

Dost think that thy God, in His anger,

Will trifle with nature's great laws,

And slacken those sinews in languor

That battled so well in His cause?

Will He take back that strength He has given,
Because to the pleasures of youth

Thou yieldest? Nay, Godlike, in heaven,

He laughs at such follies, forsooth.

Oh! were I, for good or for evil,

As great and as gifted as thou,

Neither God should restrain me, nor devil,
To none like a slave would I bow.

If fate must indeed overtake thee,

And feebleness come to thy clay,

Pause not till thy strength shall forsake thee,
Enjoy it the more in thy day.

Oh, fork'd-tongue of adder, by her pent
In smooth lips!—oh, Sybarite blind!

Oh, woman allied to the serpent!

Oh, beauty with venom combined!

Oh, might overcoming the mighty!

Oh, glory departing! oh, shame!

Oh, altar of false Aphrodite,

What strength is consumed in thy flame!

Strong chest, where her drapery rustles,
Strong limbs by her black tresses hid!
Not alone by the might of your muscles
Yon lion was rent like a kid!

The valour from virtue that sunders,

Is 'reft of its nobler part;

And Lancelot's arm may work wonders,
But braver is Galahad's heart.

Sleep sound on that breast fair and ample;
Dull brain, and dim eyes, and deaf ears,
Feel not the cold touch on your temple,
Heed not the faint clash of the shears.

It comes!—with the gleam of the lamps on
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The curtains—that voice—does it jar
On thy soul in the night-watch? Ho! Samson,
Upon thee the Philistines are.

CoMHuHNTEJbHBIE MEUThI

Jla, cHeXHBIN JekaOpb B Cyrpodax,
A aBrycr OTMEYEH CHOIlaMH,

B cepaeunsIx Hagexkgax 0COOBIX
[TpunomauIIb 3a06ITOE HAMMU. . .
[IBeTeHue mMaiickol pUPObI,
OKTAOPbCKUI XOJI0, PUEMJIS,
Meutaenb Thl BCE 3TH TOJIbI,

Kak B crapoe no6poe Bpems?

Her B Mupe neuanbHe pasiyku,

YeM ¢ IeTCKUM B3JIEJIESHHBIM BUIOM -
IIBeTOK BOMJIOTHIICSA B TadiOKe,

ITnom acimaom cTan SAOBUTBIM,
Kornma Haj BeCHOM OTEMHEBIIIEN
3akar oTropes y npearopuii,

U po3 apomar yx He peKHUIA,

U My3bIka peuek MUHOPHEH.

Koraa or necuanoro B3noxa
Crniactuch KyKypy3a He B cuiiax,
Korna ¢uru yeprononoxa
Pacryr ¢ BuHOrpasiom Ha urmnax,
BecHoi oTxuBIIIas BETKA
Onste 3es1eHeeT Ha CBeTe -
Takue MeuTaHus NpeaKa

Hecyr yremenue cmeprn.

4 nouBy cMeH10, Bpemsi roja,

A He0O — rOpUT WM CTY/IUT, -

C 3emJiel, e CE30H U IIOroja,
MensTtbes B Oeceiax Jdib OyerT,
Marsut noBepHeTcs Ha cesep,
Peka mpobupaetcs k Mopio,
Bniepen MeHs1 rOHMIIIb, KaK BETEP,
51 ¢ pafocThio C 3THM MOCTIOPIO !

BeceHHue MOMHIO TUPIISTHADI,

U 30510Ta OieCcK Ha 3eJIEHOM,
3akarToB MypITypHBIE I'PSIbI,

LIBet Oenblid ¥ KpacHBIH MO CKJIOHAM,
I'ne mbl pacnponiaivce, medras,
Torma — Tl 1 4 — ¥ BOJIIIIEOHO

TpaBa orpaxaiia rycras
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Boneimoe taxenoe HeooO.

N Tak roBopum: «XoTs Mbl

Myxanu B HeJIeTKHeE Tofibl,

B noty u BepiuHbL, U MBI,

C cosieHO! CJ1e3010 HEB3TOMAbI,

Crenple, cOMBAIUCDH C JOPOTH,

Ho myTb ObUT HaIll TPABHIIBHBIM CAMbIM,
Benp k Ham HeGeca He KEeCTOKH,

Onu cocTpagatesbHbI K CIaObIM.

Meurty ¢ MOJI0/1010 TTIOPOJOK
JleneoT o1 MUCCUM BasKHOU?

C Takoii e TyIIOo0 rOJ0IHOM,

C ee HEHACHITHOIO KK IOM
TockyeM, Kak B cTapble rofpl,
ITopoii, onyckarotcs pykw,
Jpy3bsi, COCITYKUBIIBI — PaOOTHI
Ham xBatuT 3a MOpem B pasiyke.

Meurtsl MOJIO/IbIE TTIOMEPKJIH !
Hasuumnue. — FOnbie! — B nporuiom,
Jpyrue 3acTynsr HaBek Jin?

B moxom amrtya u xoporiem?
[Torepu 1 KU3HEHHBII TPY/A

Meutsl 0 rOpIbIHE U HETe,

[TycTh JIOTIHYT OHU U YUIYT,

Kak MbLIbHBIN 1Ty3bIpb B YEIOBEKE.

Twera! Kto TpyauTbcs npuBbIK
Becpb nenb ot 3apu 10 3akara,
WHbiM He B ipumMep, CIIOBHO OBIK,
WX crporocts 1000My MOHSITHA,
N yem ynocroen Axusui?

[Tokoi1 nomyunan Ankuapl?

Tpya timeren! «Bua nuiuu mu,
He TkyT, HEe npsAgyT — a 3aBUIHBI».

He XJ10MOTHI CMEPTHBIX, HE COH
Oorneryar 3eMHbIe CTpaJlaHbs,

Kak 6bu10 B Hauasie BpeMeH,

Tak OyzeT B KOHIIE MUPO3/IaHHUSL.

B HerogHpIx TKauax 0e3 yncia
YMHOX)aTCA NPU3HAKK [TOPYH,

INoka 1oOpoTa He MPOCTYIUT U3 3714,
Kak neHb BO3HMKAET U3 HOYU.

Meuts! Oecriosnie3nbl! XOTh paHbIlie
Otuam u sienesnu Qymu -
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JIMBHUIIMCH ¥ THOJIN 3a HAallle
JKutbe, TOIBKO YeM OHO JTydiiie?
Cpazumcs 3a [IEeHHOCTH 9TH,
[NoruGmme B cxBaTKe HEPaBHOM,
«Bniepen, npourpasiie aetu!»
C ObLI0i1 HE 32XKUBIIIEIO PAHOM.

A Oygnet 3a00THTBCS HEOO -
Hopory HaM BBIIPSIMUTH UJIH
Pemmmmocts kperuts? OHO crieno?
Mpb1 camu €ro pOrHeBUIIH,

Korpa ITpensomurens Xanopa
PasBenpiBa 3Be3/1HbIE TPaCCHI,
Jlyuu He cynwin pasnopa,
JI1060BBI0 HATIOJTHUIIVICh MACCHI?

UeM cTaHyT MEUTHI B YEJIOBEKE,
Korna nebeca HerpuCTYIHbI?

BHITh CHITBHOMY CHJTbHBIM HaBEKH,
Jl11 MyIporo myzpsle CTpyHBl,

A ecnu ocMesHa cuiia,

N MyapocTs B CMATEHUH TOJIHOM,
UYrtob TsKeCTh TPEBOT OTCTYIHIIA -
VYCcHYTh, TPOOYIUTHCS ¢ TIOKJIOHOM?

Her! Mue He otBeTuTh. BBITH MOXET
Cam Tpyz Halll — €CTh COH HACTOSIIIIHM,
N neno, kotopoe roxer,

[TponyKT HanpsiKeHHOCTH HaIleH.
Tornaa st mpocHyJcs Obl cpasy,
Jlepkach yCTaHOBJIEHHBIX MPABUII,
Meury xe, He BUIHYIO IJ1a3y,

B mycThIX CHOBU/IEHUSIX OCTaBUIL

Iena BeMJanie MeJIKH,

A nyTh Ha 3eMJI€ — IPOMEKYTOK,
[Tpenen ecTb y JKU3HEHHOM CTPEJIKH,
U Bek yenoBeuyecKkuit KyToK,

I'me cnapa juIlb ORIMKA U TIETIC]L,
I'ne nyx — oquHOKas Uckpa,
Mepuaer, 1noka emie CBeTell,

W B HOUb ynansiercst ObICTPO.

MpbI HOMHUM — B ’KE€CTOKOM (bUHATIE
Jpy3bsi ONyCKaanch B MOTHILY,

Kak 1ucThg oceHHue nany,

Tepsisa nocne HIo cuiy,

Kakue meuTsl 110oJ1 ITATO0
Balokaer caBaH neyasIbHBINA?
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MBI rpe3uM JMIb AMOIO TOIO,
B ymax Tospk0 3BOH MorpeGaibHbIN.

He 31HaeM MBI, CIIAT OHU WA

OT CHOB He MPOOYIATCS MPEKHUX,
He cuecTb 5T 3Be3HBIE MUJIH,
INecku Ha MOPCKUX MOOEPEKbSIX.
CypoBble CMepTHbIE 3HAK!

Iy oCTaHOBAT NOTOKH,

«H conHIe noracHeT BO Mpake

C KpoBaBO¥# JIyHOW Ha BOCTOKE».

He 3naem mbi! — PabGcTBO JTI0ACKOE -
«CMepTb ecTh 3a IPexy Hallly I1ata» -
Tak MbICTI O BEYHOM ITOKOE

C rpexoM NOSIBUJIHCH IS CTaja.

Kt0 TsKKMM TpYyIOM 3aKjIeiMeH,

3a rpex Bo3MeIlaeT CTpajiaHbs,

Tak ObUTO B HaUajIe BpeMeH,

Tak OyzeT B KOHIIE MUPO3/IaHHMSI.

EcTb X13Hb B IOUYEPHEBILIEM YITIE,
Pa3 nckpa eme He noracna,
MeuTsl BOCKpecaloT BO MHE,

Kak KOHTypBI JIMIIHETO Ma3ia -
3a0bIThCSI XOUY B 9TOM COHHOM
YyTh TIICI0IIEM MUPE TPOCTOM -
«Kormb Bc€ yxe ObUIO B 3€JIEHOM,
Y10 OyZIET C YIJISIMU ITOTOM 7»

Doubtful Dreams

Aye, snows are rife in December,
And sheaves are in August yet,

And you would have me remember,
And I would rather forget;

In the bloom of the May-day weather,
In the blight of October chill,

We were dreamers of old together,—
As of old, are you dreaming still?

For nothing on earth is sadder

Than the dream that cheated the grasp,
The flower that turned to the adder,
The fruit that changed to the asp;

When the day-spring in darkness closes,
As the sunset fades from the hills,

With the fragrance of perish'd roses,
With the music of parch'd-up rills.
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When the sands on the sea-shore nourish
Red clover and yellow corn;

When figs on the thistle flourish,

And grapes grow thick on the thorn;

When the dead branch, blighted and blasted,
Puts forth green leaves in the spring,

Then the dream that life has outlasted

Dead comfort to life may bring.

I have changed the soil and the season,
But whether skies freeze or flame,
The soil they flame on or freeze on

Is changed in little save name;

The loadstone points to the nor'ward,
The river runs to the sea;

And you would have me look forward,
And backward I fain would flee.

I remember the bright spring garlands,
The gold that spangled the green,

And the purple on fairy far lands,

And the white and the red bloom, seen
From the spot where we last lay dreaming
Together—yourself and I—

The soft grass beneath us gleaming,
Above us the great grave sky.

And we spoke thus: "Though we have trodden
Rough paths in our boyish years;

And some with our sweat are sodden,

And some are salt with our tears;

Though we stumble still, walking blindly,

Our paths shall be made all straight;

We are weak, but the heavens are kindly,

The skies are compassionate."

Is the clime of the old land younger,

Where the young dreams longer are nursed?
With the old insatiable hunger,

With the old unquenchable thirst,

Are you longing, as in the old years

We have longed so often in vain;
Fellow-toilers still, fellow-soldiers,

Though the seas have sundered us twain?

But the young dreams surely have faded!
Young dreams!—old dreams of young days—
Shall the new dream vex us as they did?
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Or as things worth censure or praise?
Real toil is ours, real trouble,

Dim dreams of pleasure and pride;
Let the dreams disperse like a bubble,
So the toil like a dream subside.

Vain toil! men better and braver

Rose early and rested late,

Whose burdens than ours were graver,
And sterner than ours their hate.
What fair reward had Achilles?

What rest could Alcides win?

Vain toil!"Consider the lilies,

They toil not neither do spin."

Nor for mortal toiling nor spinning
Will the matters of mortals mend;

As it was so in the beginning,

It shall be so in the end.

The web that the weavers weave ill
Shall not be woven aright

Till the good is brought forth from evil,
As day is brought forth from night.

Vain dreams! for our fathers cherish'd
High hopes in the days that were;
And these men wonder'd and perish'd,
Nor better than these we fare;

And our due at last is their due,

They fought against odds and fell;

"En avant, les enfants perdus!"

We fight against odds as well.

The skies! Will the great skies care for
Our footsteps, straighten our path,

Or strengthen our weakness? Wherefore?
We have rather incurr'd their wrath;
When against the Captain of Hazor

The stars in their courses fought,

Did the skies shed merciful rays, or

With love was the sunshine fraught?

Can they favour man? Can they wrong man?
The unapproachable skies?

Though these gave strength to the strong man,
And wisdom gave to the wise;

When strength is turn'd to derision,

And wisdom brought to dismay,

Shall we wake from a troubled vision,
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Or rest from a toilsome day?

Nay! I cannot tell. Peradventure

Our very toil is a dream,

And the works that we praise or censure,
It may be, they only seem.

If so, I would fain awaken,

Or sleep more soundly than so,

Or by dreamless sleep overtaken,

The dream I would fain forego.

For the great things of earth are small things,
The longest life is a span,

And there is an end to all things,

A season to every man,

Whose glory is dust and ashes,

Whose spirit is but a spark,

That out from the darkness flashes,

And flickers out in the dark.

We remember the pangs that wrung us
When some went down to the pit,

Who faded as leaves among us,

Who flitted as shadows flit;

What visions under the stone lie?

What dreams in the shroud sleep dwell?
For we saw the earth pit only,

And we heard only the knell.

We know not whether they slumber
Who waken on earth no more,

As the stars of the heights in number,
As sands on the deep sea-shore.

Shall stiffness bind them, and starkness
Enthral them, by field and flood,

Till "the sun shall be turn'd to darkness,
And the moon shall be turn'd to blood."

We know not!—worse may enthral men—
"The wages of sin are death";

And so death passed upon all men,

For sin was born with man's breath.

Then the labourer spent with sinning,

His hire with his life shall spend;

For it was so in the beginning,

And shall be so in the end.

There is life in the blacken'd ember
While a spark is smouldering yet;
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In a dream e'en now I remember

That dream I had lief forget—

I had lief forget, I had e'en lief

That dream with THIS doubt should die—

"IF WE DID THESE THINGS IN THE GREEN LEAF,
WHAT SHALL BE DONE IN THE DRY?"

PaykoHIaBe
(bannanma)

Urto06 umcTOi BOAB U3 MCTOUHKKA B JIOM MTPUHECTH,
CiyxaHka OTIIpaBHIach Mapraper 10Hasi Kak-To

OT 3anagHbIX CTEH JI0 py4bsl — PACCTOSIHUE ITyTH
IMoneTom cTpenbl MOKHO CMEPHUTH Ty[a U 00paTHO,
B KyCTax 11oJ CTeHOfI, A€ KaMbIlll HAYMHACT pacTH,
MepTBel U3HYpEHHbII U OJIeqHBIN Jiexal y ¢acaza.

PymsHass Maii6o1, ee rocroxa, yrpoM BCTaja ¢ MOCTeNN
W 11a u3 moKoeB MMoji CBOJaMH 3aMKa TyJia,

I'me B KaMeHHBIX 3aJ1aX y 3aMaHON OAITHU TeMHEJH
CTyneHu KpbUIbla, CO CITyXKaHKOH CTOJIKHYJIACh OJHA!
«[la uro ¢ To6oit, Mapraper, B caMOM-ToO jiese?
KyBimH yponuna?» — cripocuia oHa.

«Ckaxu, 4To yBUJIEJIA Thl Y PyUbs -

[pekpacHyto HUIMQY, a MOKET ObITh, AyXa BOMIBI -
Criemuib ¢ JUKUM B30POM ITyCThIM, KaOJTyKaMH CTy4a,
W 1mieku TBOM OT Kakoy NOOJIeaHE M Oe/Ibl?»

«He nyxa, He HUM(Y, — BOCKJIMKHYJIa Ta Cropsiya, -

Ho Teno youroro peiriapst Tam, riae cieabh».

Toraa nequ Maii0s1 HeMe/IJIeHHO BbI3BaJIa B 3aUTy

K cebe Xbio ie Bepa, 1oCTOHOrO TOCTS M Apyra
W3 Tex, uto ¢ yTpa 3aepkaarch U Majao-oMasy
Jlomoit coOpasuch, HO Ha3a/l MX BEpHYJIA MPHUCIYTa,
Xo3siiKa K aajia ero TPEerneTHoO K Kaxaomy Oaiy,
JTaBHO y NIOMOJIBJIEHHBIX, MX TATOTHJIA Pa3JIyKa.

«$1 manenbkoit Maprapet Bepio, cap Xbio, 1 MEpTBEI]
JlesxuT y ucToyHMKa B 3aMajHON YaCTU CTEHBI, -
Enpa nu y3Haewm, 4To JieByIIKa JIKET, M BKOHEIl
Paccrpoena tem, 4to pacckasbl CIIyKaHKU BEPHBI».
U peiuaps otBetr: «JloBepre Hammx cepaer|
Tenepb ykpenuM 6e3 COMHEHUI U YyBCTBA BUHbD».

Tpormoii KaMeHUCTON 11UIA IEPBBIMU PhILIAPb U JIEAU,

3a HUMM TO BpeMs X TOCTHU U CMEJbIE CJIYTY CIIEIININ,
Kax rutams B jiecy, oceTUBILNE 3aMOK COCEIU -

Takoe U3BeCTHE POl PACTPEBOKUIIO, WU
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[Toxapom JiecHBIM pacxoAuiiach MOJIBA Ha paccBeTe -
MeprtBeln Tam Jiexa, pead Maprapet mpaBaoio ObLIH.

Kak nyx yxomun, omierana qyiia, He CyMelu

VBUIETh NPUIIEIIBIIB — CJIEI0B HUKAKUX HE OTKPHLIOCH:
U nuk O0e3MATEXHBIA CBETHIICA, KaK B TUXOU IOCTEINH,
He yxac B Hem ObUI, @ HEOECHOTO aHre1a MUJIOCTb,
Jlvie pyku B cMepTeIbHOM TIOPhIBE CXKUMAJIUCh Ha Telie,
W nepn kabmykamu 3aTonTad B OOJOTHYIO CHIPOCTb.

Csp Xblo IPEKJIOHMI NIepe]T TPYTIOM KOJIEH! B TPaBe
U monBuit: «$1 3Ha10 peKkpacHo YepThl HE3HAKOMIIA,
OnHak /Il YK€ MbI CTOJIKHYJIMCh, B €T0 MacTepCTBe
Henb3s ycOMHUTBCS, OH CTOMKO yMeeT OOpOThCs -
Xorenock, 4To0 ¢ HAM He OHa Obljla CXBaTKa, a JBE,
A BI/I)Ky JICXKaIllUM B leqax BOCXOIAIICTO COJIHIIA»

3aTeM JIMKOM BHU3 Pa3BEepPHYJI OT ceOst MepTRBela,
U cioBa mpy 3TOM HUKTO HE TIPOMOJIBHJI, KOT/a
Pacmmteiii KaM30J1 pa30pBall OH, He BU/IS JIMIIA,
U pesko 3atem KpyxeBa oOOpBas 6e3 Tpyaa,
Hanpﬂrc,q CJIErKa U JOCTaJI U3 CITMHBI ITPUIIICLIA
KnvHOK oT KuHkana, Bomeqmui 6e3 00s Tyaa.

OnsaTh pa3BepHYIT Oe3pIXaHHOE TEJIO JIUIOM,

CkazaJi, 6arpoBesi ¥ B pOCT BBITPSIMIISSICh HaJl HAM:

«C mevarplo mycTh KavHa 3T0T youia u 3710Mm,

CBoii 100 3aKJIedMUB, OyJET KUTh COKAJICHBEM OTHUM,
ITpoTUBHKK ero He MoBepkeH B OO0 MOIJICIIOM,

B 6010 3TOT BOMH Beera ObUT CYILOOK0 XPaHUM».

CypoOBO OH 3TH CJIOBa IPOU3HEC C TOPKECTBOM,
Ha ciyr u rocreit cBoeii JamMebl 3aTeM NOIIEN,
Ho He 6b110 9Xa B OTBET €ro pevr HA B KOM,

Bce Momua crosiii B ipeaaBepry OyTHUYHBIX e,
JIutiib ros1oc XOMOAHBIN U SICHBINA Y3HAJIU KPYTOM -
«AMuHB!» Jien Mo Hemylo Tommy oOeTes.

W B30p ero BcTpeTwiics ¢ B3MISAIOM €€ — M HA MUT
3acTblu (pUTypHl 110 pa3Hble CTOPOHBI TeJla,

Ho kpoBb npriiMBasa K BUCKaM, 03apuB €€ JINK

W xopHM OKpacuB BOJIOC, Ha ILIEKax 3aajea,
ITorom noGsegHesNa 0Ha, TONBKO IIAMEHHBIN OJIMK
OpnuH Ha MpeKpacHOM Yesie MPOOUBAJICS HECMEIO.

UYeTblpe ilOMEHA MPUNIOAHSIIN TEJIO C 3eMIIU

Ilo 3HaKy JOCTOMHOTO rocTs U c3pa,

U x 3amagHoi OallrHe ¢ MOYTEHUEM ero OTHECIIH,
I'ne ppinapckumii xgain sxkunax Xeio ae Bepa,
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be3 TpaypHbIX 3BYKOB U JIPYKECKOU KAJIOCTH I1LJIH,
IHerymas mexay mopel coznanack arMocdepa.

Hu taHueB, H1 upa B TaKylo TPEBOKHYIO HOUb

OHu He ycTpowu B 3aj1ax MycThix PakeHuo,
Kocunmch MyK4nHBI ¢ COMHEHHUEM, MUMO U TIPOYb
Jlerenu ux B30pbl, Beb TAHOE /€O YKE PELEeHO,

A 1oONeCTHBIN phIIaph Kak B TPAHCE, M HEYEM TIOMOYb,
Huuro ot pa3mymuii ero oTBiekarh He I0JKHO.

XosnopHasi TEMHas1 HOUb, COOMpaeTcst BETpa MOphIB
Ha GariHe BbICOKOV B TPaHUTHBIX 3yOI[ax 3aCTOHATS,
BopBarbcst cTpeMuTeNbHO, BHEIITHIOW CTEHY HAKPHIB -
Vaap KaTanmyabThl 110 TpeOHIO, TAe TpsYeTcs paTh,
CrekJIsiHHbIE OKHA CTUXUH HE BbIIEPXKAT B3PbIB,

OnHu ynagyT, uxX yxe HeBO3MOXKHO cOOparh.

[IpepbIBUCTBIN CBET, MPaYHbIA PbILIAPb IIPEAAJICS MEUTaMm,
KamuHHBIN OrOHb OCBEIIAE€T BMECTUTEIIHBIN 3271,
[TokoitHUK Ha BEpXHEN Teppace, 1 MOJUTCS KEHILMHA TaM,
A Oynet v 1oJb3a — BeeBbIHMI ernie He cka3a?
MoUTBBL — BOCTOPT ¥ TTOKOM OJ1arofieTe/IbHbIX JaM,

B HuX ecTh U /151 HAC yTelleHUi JKeJIJaHHBIN (PUHAJL.

Pazbpexanuce monu, cap Xbio JMIIb OCTAICA B TOCTSX,
Cupen, HaOmoAas!, Kak TPEMeTHO OTOIeCK HOYHOM
Mepriait B ouyare u CBeTHICS Ha OJIeTHBIX KaMHSIX,
Ha rnagkux myOOBBIX TIAHENISIX UTPAJT HaJl CTEHOM,
HeBunsimii B3op ero cMyTHO OyXIajl Ha YIJIsX,
W Mapraper BOpyr OH ycIbllIaj cJI0Ba 3a CIIUHOM:

«Cap Xb10, B 3TY MPAYHYIO MMOJIHOYb 5 CMaTh HE MOTY
B nocrenu cBoei, pay UICTUHBI 51 IOAHSAIACK,

W ecnu B uctopuu 3TOM Tenephb JUIIb 3a0y1y CTPOKY,
To GyzeT ¢ peaTbHOCTHIO TaKke 0OOpBaHa CBSI3b,
Beap kpoBb TOrO phIlIapsi € ceBepa, s He CONTy,

OHa Ha pyke MOeil Jie/id, B €€ BOJIOCaX 3aleKJiach».

«O! JIukue BeTpbl HEUCTOBO BOIOT U MUarTcs BIepel,
Ho 6pennu TBOM erie Oosiee TUKUMU KaxXyTcsl MHE -
[Nono6GHOe TPsA3HOE 3710 TOUHO B TOJIOBY €i HE MPUJET -
TeOs ke, TUTs, He BUHIO, ThI YBHIEJIA 3TO BO CHE,

OT MHOTMX COMHHUTEIBHBIX MBICJIEH W OTIBIX HE TOT!»
OH MSATKO CKa3asl U, HAXMYPUBIIIKCH, 3aMepP B OKHE.

«[TycTh 3m100HBIE BUXPH KPYKAT U KUAAIOTCS C KPUKOM,
VX THEeB He TPEBOXKUT MeHs, 51 00s13aHa BepUTh rpacuHe
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W nouepu 3HaTHOrO JIOpIA B IOUTEHUE BEJTUKOM,

EE€ He nckana ceKpeToB s paHbIIIE U HbIHE,

Moii rpyOsIil KpecTbsTHUH-OTEI] He CIIOIOOMIICS JTMKOM,

Ho BcE ke, B3MIAHMTE B MOU JIOKA3aTeIbCTBA BBl O3 TOP/IBIHM.

Tak OJM3KO CJIOMaJICs XOJOJHBINA KJIMHOK K PYKOSITH -
Bel nomHuTe 3HaK cBoii? — Beap Jie3Bue B Tele MyKUMHBI
3HAKOMO KMHKaJly, YTO CMEPTHOI'O 3aMbIC/a Paau
Ku3Hb TposInIT €ro BO3Je 3araHoW TEMHOM JIOIUHBI?

K tomy xe! Bor noyepk e€ Ha JIMCTKe U3 TeTpajiy,
Kotopslit OTKpoeT ryOuTeNbHOM CTPACcT PUYMHbD».

[TrcpMo TTpoYMTaT OH U3 JIONTa M PHILIAPCKOMN YeCTH,
O, Tak XOpOIIIO NOMHS 9TU MPEeKpacHble 3HaKu!

OH Bech IOMEPTBEJI, pa3MBILLISASA celyac O HEBECTE,
U nenienibHO-0ebIM OKPACHJICA JIMK B IOTyMpake,
ITorom pa3opBas 3TH TallHbIE CTPOKHU Ha MecTe

W Gpocut B OroHb PYKOINUCHBIE KJIOUbsI OyMarm.

U tuxo npomonsuit: « TeHUCTbIE CyMEPKY AU

Hapn poiueit, rae ryie COMKHYJIach oOJibXa 1Mo HU3WHAM,

OmHa npuriaacuia ero, 9ToObl BCTPEYH UX BEYHOCTBIO CTAJIH -
Tenepp 51 MOTY COAPOTHYTHLCS B MOPHIBE 3BEPUHOM -
OpHako! M3smHOo© 6eJ1010 PyYKon U3-TI0 Byasld

Bon3uia KIMHOK B TOM yAape ’KECTOKOM U CHIJILHOM |»

B 3amagHoi GartHe B MOTHOYHOE MO3/IHEE BpeMsI

Opnna ¢ MepTBenoM Jiead Maiion B MOUTBE, Y Tesa

OHa npeKJIoHSeT KOJIeHH, MpoxJiajie OOJIOTHOW HE BHEMJIA,
Yr0 B 3TM MUHYTHI CTPEMUTEIILHO B 3aJIbI BJIETENA,

XOTs yepe3 cTeKJia pa3OouThie BeTep, TPEBOXKA AEePEBbs,
Jlo 4EpHBIX BOJIOC O30PHO A0JIETAasl, CBUCTEN OTOJITENIO.

B nBepu OTKpBITHIE U IO CTYNIEHAM I'DAaHUTHBIM,

I'ne BemyaBoro peiLiapss KOHTYp IIpU CBETE,

Jlammbl cTpyuTesa MepLaHue HU3KO 10 TUIUTaM,

MpayHbl JOCTOVHBIE CIPA YEPTHI B CHITYITE -

Bot Xbio 1e Bep k Heli OAXOAUT C BOJHEHUEM CKPBITHIM,
IIpsaMo crout nepes HUM HENOABUKHASA JIEIU.

«Maroe 310, — cKazai oH, — CMsATEeHUE TyIU, HO CTpajasi
W3-3a BUHBI, UTO JIEXKUT HA YOUIATIE TOTHOTHOM,

S Mex 1y BaMM OCTaJICSl HABEK Y JIOIIMHHOTO Kpas,

3HaTh HEe X04y O CBU/IAHUU TaHOM MOPOYHOM,

Jlymaut uucra Tbl, IpEKpacHas J1eBa Takas,

3aBTpa 32 MOpe OTbe/ly — HO Oe3 CoXkaJleHusI, BIPOUEM.
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OH ymepiupieH! MHe He HyXeH [TPOCTPaHHbIN OTBET,
3pech 51 3aTeM, YTOOBI BCIOMHHTH O KJISITBE CBOEH
BepHoctH — 51 Bo3Bparaiwo tede, Most Jiefu, 00eT,
KnsTBY MOIO THI BEpHU 10 CKOHUQHUS JHEH,
[Tporutoe MbI MOXOPOHUM JJ1s1 OYIYIIUX JIET,

Tak Oyner jrydiie )i HaC U YeCTHEH.

Bcé xe criporty, a cmoriia Ol ThI, M3ii01, cefiuac,
PyKy cBOI0 BO3JIOKHUB K CEp/Ily STOTO TPYIIA,

N npuseiBast Cosnaresnsi — TOIBKO /IS HAC

CwMmero ckazarh, 4To MO€E MOI03pEHUe Tyno?

$1 He mpory 10Ka3aTeNbCTB, HO JIaXe OTKa3
ToNbKO — ¥ THI HETIOZICY/THA B JYIIIe OTHOMI002».

O! Pe3kwii porien no 1meke Jjead Maion nopsiB
X0JI0qHOTO BETpa CypoBOro B Oype M IITopMe,
JIOKOHBI YEpHBIE, CIIOBHO BOPOHBE KPBUIO, BOCIIAPUB,
Cko/b3HYy/IM MeX NaJIbLIAMU B CyMPauyHOM JJOME,
[Tanp1pl U3 KOCTH CJIOHOBO#, Kak pu(bl B IPUIUB,
brnecrsamuii noTok pazaenuim Kak OyaTo B ICTOME.

CIoKOWMHO U TBEPJIO, BHICOKOW OTBArM IMOJIHA,

C mekamu ropsiiuMu, CJIOBHO pyMsTHEI pacCBeTa,

U B30pOoM OGeccTpalllHbIM eMy OTBedasia OHa:

«TBl 3aMOK TIOKUHB JI0 3apH, HE T0K/IaBIIUCh OTBETA,
Benp 51 He npu3HAIOCh, U HE OTPEKYCh, HO JOKHA
[Tpe3penbeM TeOe OTIUIATUTH 3a MIPE3PEHUE ITO».

C NOKJIOHOM yUTHMBBIM NPULILIOCH Xbl0 1€ Bepy yilty,

ITorom myTeniecTBOBa OH IO MOPSAM U 110 CTPAaHaM -

He 3Hato nanpHeiie cyapObl TOrO philiapsi B JOJITOM ITyTH

W nambl mpekpacHoii ero, He 3alsATHAHHOW YbMM-TO OOMaHOM,
Wcropus naBHsAsA 3Ta B MOEH coXxpaHWIach rpyau

OT Tex, KTO pacckasblBasl IPOCTO O CIy4ae CTPAHHOM.

Fauconshawe
[A Ballad]

To fetch clear water out of the spring

The little maid Margaret ran;

From the stream to the castle's western wing
It was but a bowshot span;

On the sedgy brink where the osiers cling
Lay a dead man, pallid and wan.

The lady Mabel rose from her bed,

And walked in the castle hall,

Where the porch through the western turret led
She met with her handmaid small.
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"What aileth thee, Margaret?" the lady said,
"Hast let thy pitcher fall?

"Say, what hast thou seen by the streamlet side—
A nymph or a water sprite—

That thou comest with eyes so wild and wide,
And with cheeks so ghostly white?"

"Nor nymph nor sprite," the maiden cried,

"But the corpse of a slaughtered knight."

The lady Mabel summon'd straight

To her presence Sir Hugh de Vere,

Of the guests who tarried within the gate
Of Fauconshawe most dear

Was he to that lady; betrothed in state
They had been since many a year.

"Little Margaret sayeth a dead man lies

By the western spring, Sir Hugh;

I can scarce believe that the maiden lies—
Yet scarce can believe her true."

And the knight replies, "Till we test her eyes
Let her words gain credence due."

Down the rocky path knight and lady led,
While guests and retainers bold

Followed in haste, for like wildfire spread
The news by the maiden told.

They found 'twas even as she had said—
The corpse had some while been cold.

How the spirit had pass'd in the moments last
There was little trace to reveal:

On the still calm face lay no imprint ghast,

Save the angel's solemn seal,

Yet the hands were clench'd in a death-grip fast,
And the sods stamp'd down by the heel.

Sir Hugh by the side of the dead man knelt,

Said, "Full well these features I know,

We have faced each other where blows were dealt,
And he was a stalwart foe;

I had rather have met him hilt to hilt

Than have found him lying low."

He turn'd the body up on its face,

And never a word was spoken,

While he ripp'd the doublet, and tore the lace,
And tugg'd—Dby the self-same token,—
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And strain'd, till he wrench'd it out of its place,
The dagger-blade that was broken.

Then he turned the body over again,

And said, while he rose upright,

"May the brand of Cain, with its withering stain,
On the murderer's forehead light,

For he never was slain on the open plain,

Nor yet in the open fight."

Solemn and stern were the words he spoke,
And he look'd at his lady's men,

But his speech no answering echoes woke,
All were silent there and then,

Till a clear, cold voice the silence broke:—
Lady Mabel cried, "Amen."

His glance met hers, the twain stood hush'd,
With the dead between them there;

But the blood to her snowy temples rush'd
Till it tinged the roots of her hair,

Then paled, but a thin red streak still flush'd
In the midst of her forehead fair.

Four yeomen raised the corpse from the ground,
At a sign from Sir Hugh de Vere;

It was borne to the western turret round,

And laid on a knightly bier,

With never a sob nor a mourning sound,—

No friend to the dead was near.

Yet that night was neither revel nor dance
In the halls of Fauconshawe;

Men looked askance with a doubtful glance
At Sir Hugh, for they stood in awe

Of his prowess, but he, like one in a trance,
Regarded naught that he saw.

Night black and chill, wind gathering still,
With its wail in the turret tall,

And its headlong blast like a catapult cast

On the crest of the outer wall,

And its hail and rain on the crashing pane,
Till the glassy splinters fall.

A moody knight by the fitful light
Of the great hall fire below;
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A corpse upstairs, and a woman at prayers,
Will they profit her, aye or no?

By'r lady fain, an' she comfort gain,

There is comfort for us also.

The guests were gone, save Sir Hugh alone,

And he watched the gleams that broke

On the pale hearth-stone, and flickered and shone
On the panels of polish'd oak;

He was 'ware of no presence except his own

Till the voice of young Margaret spoke:

"I've risen, Sir Hugh, at the mirk midnight,
I cannot sleep in my bed,

Now, unless my tale can be told aright,

I wot it were best unsaid;

It lies, the blood of yon northern knight,
On my lady's hand and head."

"Oh! the wild wind raves and rushes along,
But thy ravings seem more wild—

She never could do so foul a wrong—

Yet I blame thee not, my child,

For the fever'd dreams on thy rest that throng!"
He frown'd though his speech was mild.

"Let storm winds eddy, and scream, and hurl
Their wrath, they disturb me naught;

The daughter she of a high-born earl,

No secret of hers I've sought;

I am but the child of a peasant churl,

Yet look to the proofs I've brought;

"This dagger snapp'd so close to the hilt—
Dost remember thy token well?

Will it match with the broken blade that spilt
His life in the western dell?

Nay! read her handwriting an' thou wilt,
From her paramour's breast it fell."

The knight in silence the letter read,

Oh! the characters well he knew!

And his face might have match'd the face of the dead,
So ashen white was its hue!

Then he tore the parchment shred by shred,

And the strips in the flames he threw.

And he muttered, "Densely those shadows fall
In the copse where the alders thicken;
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There she bade him come to her, once for all—
Now, I well may shudder and sicken;—
Gramercy! that hand so white and small,

How strongly it must have stricken."

At midnight hour, in the western tower,

Alone with the dead man there,

Lady Mabel kneels, nor heeds nor feels

The shock of the rushing air,

Though the gusts that pass through the riven glass
Have scattered her raven hair.

Across the floor, through the opening door,
Where standeth a stately knight,

The lamplight streams, and flickers, and gleams,
On his features stern and white—

"Tis Sir Hugh de Vere, and he cometh more near,
And the lady standeth upright.

"'Tis little," he said, "that I know or care

Of the guilt (if guilt there be)

That lies 'twixt thee and yon dead man there,
Nor matters it now to me;

I thought thee pure, thou art only fair,

And to-morrow I cross the sea.

"He perish'd! I ask not why or how?

I come to recall my troth;

Take back, my lady, thy broken vow,
Give back my allegiance oath;

Let the past be buried between us now
For ever—'tis best for both.

"Yet, Mabel, I could ask, dost thou dare
Lay hand on that corpse's heart,

And call on thy Maker, and boldly swear,
That thou hadst in his death no part?

I ask not, while threescore proofs I share
With one doubt—uncondemn'd thou art."

Oh! cold and bleak upon Mabel's cheek
Came the blast of the storm-wind keen,
And her tresses black, as the glossy back
Of the raven, glanced between

Her fingers slight, like the ivory white,
As she parted their sable sheen.
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Yet with steady lip, and with fearless eye,
And with cheek like the flush of dawn,
Unflinchingly she spoke in reply—

"Go hence with the break of morn,

I will neither confess, nor yet deny,

I will return thee scorn for scorn."

The knight bow'd low as he turn'd to go;
He travell'd by land and sea,

But naught of his future fate I know,
And naught of his fair ladye;

My story is told as, long ago,

My story was told to me.

OT MoJsiHNH U OypHu

BeceHHuil Betep nmposieTen 1o JIeCy B JIUCTBSIX TUXUM IXOM,
[IpexpacHblii Keip TOJIOBOM Kavyall, U TOPAO IyO CTOSUT TBEPAbIHEH,
Becennuii Betep nposerest o Kpeliiam, OKHaM U 3aCTpexam,

W trxo noenran B cepaLax JIOACKUX — 32 JaJIblo CUHEN

Onu 3anemu: «Pagocts aymry ocBsThza,

B Heil KpacoThl U c/1aBbl BAOBOJB OBLIO,

B nytu k MeuTte Hac He cTpamar cynpObl yaaphl -

Croum, Kak path AyOOB, KaK HAIlIMX BEPHBIX KEAPOB CUJIA,

Kak ropzplii jiec, 4TO CMeIo BCTPETUT 3UMBbI U TIOKaphl».

Ho mrropm o6pymwics Ha Jiec, YyMa BOpBajach B Topof,
W moau nanu ot uymbl, U psil AepeBbeB Oypeit cBasieH,
VikacHo OJieJieH JIUK, CMeX OOpeYeHHOCTHIO PACcKOJIOT,

A TecHU ¥X, KaK BOIUIb UKW, OE3yTEIIHbIN y pa3BajIvH,
Kpuuar onu: «I'ocniogp! I'permmim Mbl, rpeimiy,
PazopeHsl BkOHell, 1 OeHbIe Terieph OpeeM K MOTHUIIE,
CMemHo0 OKa3anach CUIIa, FOpOCTh Hallla — Ipax,
Pa30outel MOTHUSIMU Keapbl, U AyObl pa30pocaHbl HA MUJIH,
Hac rueB TBoil npaBeHblil BEAET C MOJIUTBOM Ha yCTax».

From Lightning and Tempest

The spring-wind pass'd through the forest, and whispered low in the leaves,

And the cedar toss'd her head, and the oak stood firm in his pride;

The spring-wind pass'd through the town, through the housetops, casements, and eaves,
And whisper'd low in the hearts of the men, and the men replied,

Singing—'Let us rejoice in the light

Of our glory, and beauty, and might;

Let us follow our own devices, and foster our own desires.

As firm as our oaks in our pride, as our cedars fair in our sight,

We stand like the trees of the forest that brave the frosts and the fires.'

The storm went forth to the forest, the plague went forth to the town,
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And the men fell down to the plague, as the trees fell down to the gale;
And their bloom was a ghastly pallor, and their smile was a ghastly frown,
And the song of their hearts was changed to a wild, disconsolate wail,
Crying—'God ! we have sinn'd, we have sinn'd,

We are bruised, we are shorn, we are thinn'd,

Our strength is turn'd to derision, our pride laid low in the dust,

Our cedars are cleft by Thy lightnings, our oaks are strew'd by Thy wind,
And we fall on our faces seeking Thine aid, though Thy wrath is just.'

IHocie kpymenus

«Wnute Ha ynuity, napau!» — «Yto TpebyeT HOublo Hall 60CC OT YCTaBIIKX ?
OH CJIOBHO pexHYIICs, ellle [1Ba Yaca MOXHO CIIaTh, s KJISHYCh, IO PACCBETa,
3arMeHue JIyHHOE, U Ha JIBOpe HET MeplaHus (pakesIoB HALTUX».

«Otnait BomHropoka, BO3bMH MOJIOAYIO KOObLTY y JIXkeKa 3a 3To,

BarisiHu moBHUMAaTEIbHEH, CYJHO OOJIBIIOe 3acTPsUIo Ha pude,

Tam oy erie Ha OOPTY, HO APYTHX yKe K MOy Ha Oeper mpruoOuIo.
Ckaunte OBICTpel C HOBOCTSIMH — 30BHUTE Ha TIOMOIIIb, B 3aJIMBE

Kpymenue cynHa, ckaxkute, Mbl BHIIUIH y4acTBOBAaTh BCE, CKOJIBKO OBLIIO.
bmxkaiiime kK HaMm nepeBasibl Thl, AJIeK, U3bE3AUI KOrIa-To,

Cywmeii oionets «CaxapHyIo TOJIOBY», OpOJ OaceH Tam, HO Tiepeceyb

Thbl CMOKeEIIb €ro, He MM JIOMa e, Mbl C OTPSIIOM 0OpaTHO

Bac xnem, Beap kopaOiib 3aTOHET MPU BETPe, B HEM CUJIbHASI T€Ub.

Vexan B 3aroH crapsiii [letep roroBuTh KOHEM K nepexony,

Kak MoxHO ObIcTpee MpUrHaTh KISy PhIKYIO C YEPHBIM Ha JBOP,

37ech KU3HU U CMEPTH BOTIPOC, TaK YTO, TIAPHU, MTPOOEUTECH K HAPOILY».
Bo TbMe, He ofeBIIUCH ellle, Ha Oery Mbl BeJIM pa3roBop.

B3Hy3naiu KoHel, oceiiaid 1 MUTOM B JIOPOTY,
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO 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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