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BIOXHOBEHHBIM APXAUCT

MPUXXHU3HEHHASA cnaBa Jlonrgenno 6bi1a ¢eHo-
MeHanbHOH. Ha pojauHe ero kHUrM pasouuivch M-
JIMOHHBIM THPaXXOM — JUISl M3/IaTEJbCKOH NpPaKTHKU
XIX Beka ciyvaii 6ecripeneieHTHbIN. Ero ctuxu 6bu1n
nepeBe/ieHbl HA BOCEMHAALATh S3bIKOB MHUpa (B TOM
YyMcle Ha CaHCKPUT M kuTalickuit). MMy 3auuTbina-
JIMChb He TOJbKO B BocTone, Hblo-I7IopKe n Gunajgenn-
¢uu, Ho n B Ilapmxe, Jlonnone, bepiune, Pume,
Konenrarene, Puo-ne-XKaneiipo, Koncranrunonosne,
a takke Canxr-Ilerepbypre m Mockse. B Poccun
Jlonrgenno nonb3obancs ocoboil n060BbI0. Eie B
1860 roay B «OTeuecTBEHHBIX 3aIMCKax» [OSBUIICS €O
«['MMH K xu3HN» B nepenoxenuu [l. O3Ho6umMHA —
BOOOLIE TEpPBbIif Ha PYCCKOM SI3bIKE IepeBOJ U3 aMe-
puKaHcKoi noa3uu (c aupukoit Ilo u Yurmena poccu-
sIHE TIO3HAaKOMMJIMCh ropa3jio nodxe). A norom JloHr-
(hes1o0 NepeBOAMIM YACTO M MHOTO, NpUYeM JIyqllue
Hall{ MO3ThI-IePEBOAYMKH 1103aIPOLUUIOTO U IPOLLIO-
ro Beka — A. Maiikos u /I. Munaes, K. BaaomonTt u
WM. Anunenckuit, K. Uykosckuit u M. Bynun, 6iaroaa-
PA KOTOPbIM 320KEAHCKHIA MO3T CTajl B Hallel CcTpaHe
NOHUCTUHE HapOAHBbIM. JlOCTaTOUHO CKa3aTh, YTO €ro
CTUXH, IOMHUMO MHOTOYHCJIEHHbIX KHHM)KHbBIX U3JIaHUIA,



neyaTajqMch B MacCOBOM NEepHOJMKeE, a Ha €ro CMepTh
B 1882 r. OTKIMKHYIMCH 4yTh JIM HE BCE KPYNHbIE JH-
TepaTypHble U OOLIECTBEHHO-TIOJUTHYECKHUE 3KypHAIbI
Poccuiickoit umnepum...

T'enupyn Youacsopt Jlonrgenno poauics B 1807r. B
ITopTiaeHae, HeGONBIIOM NOPTOBOM IOPOJKE Ha CEBe-
PO-BOCTOYHOM nobepexbe AMepuku. OH noyuu 6e-
cTslllee oOpa3oBaHME, M €€ CTYAEHTOM BbIKa3all
CTOJIb HEAIOKHUHHBIE CITOCOGHOCTH B (PHIIOJIOTHH, UTO
Cpa3y nocjie OKOHYaHMWsA KOJUIeJKa 3aHAJ MECTO INpo-
¢deccopa kaeapbl MHOCTPaHHBIX A3bIKOB. byayuu ro-
pPAYMM NOKJIOHHHKOM KyiabTypbl Craporo Ceera, cBo-
60JIHO rOBOPMBLIMII Ha INECTH M YMTaBIUMII ellie Ha
yeTbipex A3blkax, JIoHrgesno B3sa Ha cebs aMbunM-
O3HYI0O MHUCCHIO: CO3J]aTh Ha CKyJAHOH MOYBe aMepHKaH-
CKOIf CJIOBECHOCTH, KOTOpas He MOIJIa IOXBacCTaThCs
HaUMOHAJIbHON JIMTEPATYpHOH TpajULMENR, BEIMUKYIO
M033MI0 0 06pa3y U NnoJo6MI0 eBPOMNECKUX KlaccH-
4yeckuX obpasioB.

Jle6iorom Jlonrgenno cran c60pHMK MCNAHCKUX
PEeJIMTHO3HBIX CTUXOB, M3JlaHHbI B KayecTBe y4eGHO-
ro noco6us AJs ciaymareseil ero Kkypca rno HCHaHCKOH
JuTepaType. 3Ta KHUXKA U OTMETHJIA POXJEHHE aMe-
PHKaHCKOTIO 1103Ta, B KOM CO€ANHUJICS NIeJaHTHU3M IpO-
¢eccopa-punonora ¥ 3HUMKIONENYECKAs IPYAULIUS
HOJINIJIOTa-TIePEBOAYHKA.

Ilepconax supukn JloHrgenno — ydeHblii KHHro-
yeil, XpaHUTENb ApeBHOCTeM, obsajalomuil Japom
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HNOCTUraTh HEJOCTYIHYIO Pa3yMEHHUIO IPOCThIX CMEPT-
HBIX MyJIPOCTb IPUPOJAbI U UCTOPUH, YUTATh €€ HEBHAT-
Hble Heporaudbl, BUAETh HE3pHMbIE IIPU3payYHble 3Ha-
KU IIPUCYTCTBUSA CEJIOTO NPOILIOrO B COBPEMEHHOCTH.
He noTtomy sn ¢aHTOM, npuapak — oAMH M3 U306
JleHHbIX 06pa3oB JloHrdeno?

B ero smpuke He cTaBUTCS cepbe3HbIX dunocodc-
KMX M 3THYECKHUX BOIPOCOB, YM II03Ta He O6GpeMeHeH
TEMH COLMAJIbHBIMH U HPABCTBEHHBIMU KOJUIM3USAMH,
HaJl KOTOPBIMH GMJIMCh JIydllIMe XYJOXKHUKUA POMAHTH-
yeckoii anoxu ot bieiika u Hosamica no baiipona u
enmm. Ho JloHurdenno U He UCIBITbIBaI OTpe6HOC-
TH OTKpbIBaTb HOBblE 3HAHHS O MUpE U uejioBeke. Ero
11033Us1 — 06061 eHe U3BECTHOTO, CUHTE3 3aUMCTBO-
BaHHBIX OTBETOB, FOTOBbIH HAaGOp NMPAKTHUYECKUX MC-
THH, [MOYEPITHYTBIX Y MyApPBIX [peAlleCTBEHHHUKOB.

Jlonrdgenno npuHMMan MUp TaKUM, KaKHM OH €ro
BUJEJ1 — IIPOCTbIM U HenpoTHuBopeuuBbiM. [lpupoaa y
HETO He 3HAET TPArun4eCcKUx KOJUIM3UI, OHa HE XPaHUT
HUKAKHX TNyralommx TaiiH. Mup yesnoBeueckux OTHO-
IIEHUII B €ro MHTEPIPETALMUU JHUIIEH MATEXHbIX I0-
pbIBOB, GOpPLObI CTpacTeil U TParMyeckux (UHAJIOB.
Bo Bcex ero npousBeneHusX, e B TOH WJIM HHOH
CTelleH! pedb UJEeT O (yHJaMEHTalbHBIX MpobiaeMax
ObITHS, IOCTOSIHHO BO3HUKAET OIHA U Ta Xe MbIC/Ib 06
yCTOMYMBO-HE3bI6EMOM NOpSAJAKE BeElle B MUpeE.
JKusub U cMepThb, JO6GPO M 310 3€Ch HAXOAATCS B
rapMOHHYECKOM PaBHOBECHHU.
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M kak HeT HMKaKUX CEKPETOB B npHpojie U B cepe
YeJIOBEUECKOro Jiyxa, Tak HeT HUKaKUX TalH TBopue-
ctBa. Bce acTeTyeckue OTKpBITHSA YKe clieJaHbl, Bce
HWCTHHBI MO3HAHbI, BCE€ 3aHECEHO Ha CKPMXaJIH MCTO-
puu. ExnHcTBeHHOE, yTO Tpe6yeTcst OT Mo3Ta — 3TO
CMOCOGHOCTb paciingpoBaTh 3arajJovHble MUCbMEHA.
He noromy sn y riaBHoe coobleHHe, KOTOpoe OH
MOXET NPEeMJIOKUTb CBOUM YUTATENISAM, — 3TO LIUTATa?

Mcnosb3yss TepMHHOJIOTHIO PYCCKOrO JIMTEpaTypo-
Beja lO. ToiHsIHOBA, MOXHO cKa3aTb, uTo JloHrdeo,
B OTJIMYHE OT CBOMX COBpeMeHHHKOB Dirapa Ilo win
Yonrta YuTmeHa, He «HOBaTOp», a «apXaMCT», KOTO-
pBIii CcTporo cjeayeT TPaAMLIMOHHBIM MO3THYECKUM
MoJleJISIM, HaKPENKO UM 3ay4YeHHbIM, U KOTOPBI CBATO
BEpUT B OCBOEHHYIO MM C MJAAbIX HOrTeil aire6py
rapMOHHH.

IlepenoxxnB Ha s3bIK OOIIENOCTYMHBIX U JIETKO
3a[IOMUHAOIINUXCSA (POPMY/S OCHOBHBIE TEMBI U OT-
KpbiTHS poMaHTH3Ma, JIoHrdemno JoBes 10 BbICOKO-
ro COBEpPUIEHCTBA MO3TUYECKUIl CTHJIb POMAHTHKOB.
IMoaxBaTus TBOpueckyio 3cTadeTy NpeAllecCTBEHHU-
koB — HoBanuca, Bopacsopra, Kurca, TenHucona, —
OH 3aBeplINJ TPAAULHIO.

IToasus JloHrgemo eMko Bo6Gpasna B cebsi TO, 4TO
OTBEYAJIO 3CTETHYECKUM 3allpocaM M HPaBCTBEHHbIM
ujaeajsaM 4deJioBeKa Toi 3mnoxu. MlHaue ero crtuxu He
cMorau Obl, NMPOHHULAsA HALMOHAIbHbIE U PEIMIHo3-
Hple Gapbepbl, 3aBJaJeTh BOOOpPaXXEHMEM M BbI3BaTh
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BOCTOPr Yy TOJYrpaMOTHbIX pabouyux M GaHKOBCKUX
KJIEPKOB, JIETEl U MOHAPXOB, WIKUIEPOB U JOMOXO3s-
ek. He 3abynem Taxxke, uTo cpean ero nouurareseii
6butn bomtep, ®epenn Jluct n JukkeHc.

Jlonrdenno cran Bplpa3uTeseM CTUXMIHON TArM
YyMUTaloUei MyGJMKH K MO33UM, KPacoTe U XKUTeHCKon
myapoctd. He Toit, koTopoil ciayuT npu3BaHHbIN
AnOJIJIOHOM K CBSIIEHHOM >KepTBe MO3T-Kpel, a TOoM,
KOTOpasi BHSTHa OOBIKHOBEHHOMY 4YeJIOBEKY C YJH-
ubl. Bor B ueM, BepodTHO, U 3aKmoyaeTCs CEeKpeT ero
MaccoBOH MOMNYyJSPHOCTH. JTOT IMO3T-«apXaucT», 06-
Jla[@BIIMIT PEJIKUM 3CTETUUYECKUM CJIYXOM, YMeJ COUM-
HSITh 3By4YHbIE M 3a/lyllleBHbIE NO3THUYECKHE MEJIOJIUH.

H 1o Hammx JHel 3TH MeJIOAMM He yTPaTHUJIH CBO-
eil mpenectu. bojee Toro, McnosHeHHbIE rapMOHUU
U CBeTa, OTMEYEHHblIE CTPOroii 3JeraHTHOCTbIO He-
(panbIMBOi CTapUHBI, OHM OOpeJH Jake JONOJHH-
TesbHOe obasHue. Kak 6bl TaM HM ObLTO, M CErOAHS
ctuxam JloHrges/io He rpo3uT noTteps YMUTaTesei.

Onez Anaxpuncxui



THE EVENING STAR

Lo! in the painted oriel of the West,
Whose panes the sunken sun incarnadines,
Like a fair lady at her casement, shines
The evening star, the star of love and rest!
And then anon she doth herself divest
Of all her radiant garments, and reclines
Behind the sombre screen of yonder pines,
With slumber and soft dreams of love oppressed.
O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus!
My morning and my evening star of love!
My best and gentlest lady! even thus,
As that fair planet in the sky above,
Dost thou retire unto thy rest at night,
And from thy darkened window fades the light.
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BEYEPHSASA 3BE3JA

B nburaiomeM 3akaTHOM BUTpaxe
BeuepHsas 3Bessa — 3Bessia BIOGIEHHBIX —
MebkHeT B OnpaBe CTEKOJ pacKaJleHHbIX,
INono6Ho HenpuCcTynHOM rocmoxe,

IMoMennuT Ha ckanucToM pybexe
U, ocraBisis Ha BeTBsX 3€JI€HbIX
INMapuy onexn, 3apeio onajeHHbIX,

YcHer B 60py, HEBUAMMOM YXe.

Tol — rocrioxa Mos! Ha 6amne naabHen
Cusiews Tol Haj o61auHOM rpsaoi
3Be3joii BeuepHeii, yrpeHHel 3Be3noit!

Ilono6Ho eit, B yenMHEHHOI cnajbHe
Yemy-To yabiGaelibcst BO CHE,

U THXO racHeT CBET B TBOEM OKHe.
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THE SECRET OF THE SEA

Ah! what pleasant visions haunt me
As I gaze upon the sea!

All the old romantic legends,
All my dreams, come back to me.

Sails of silk and ropes of sandal,
Such as gleam in ancient lore;

And the singing of the sailors,
And the answer from the shore!

Most of all, the Spanish ballad
Haunts me oft, and tarries long,
Of the noble Count Arnaldos
And the sailor’s mystic song.

Like the long waves on a sea-beach,
Where the sand as silver shines,

With a soft, monotonous cadence,
Flow its unrhymed lyric lines; —

Telling how the Count Arnaldos,
With his hawk upon his hand,
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TAMHA MOPA

51 mo6mo cMoTpeTh Ha Mope:
IMo cenoit ero BosHe
CrapoaaBHMe TpelaHbs
CKBO3b TyMaH ILIBIBYT KO MHE.

Buar yki1iouMH, CKpUI KaHaToOB,
HlesnecT Jerkux rnapycos,

H npocToii HaneB MaTpOCCKHUH,
U nosopHbix Joaruii 308.

Ho ucnanckyio 6annany
IMosTopsio a oany:

«baaropoaHslii rpag ApHanbaoc
JKun y mops B crapuny...»

Kak npub6oii, uro, Haberas,
JInxeT 30/10TO Tecka,

B HepudmMoBanHoii Toil ckaszke
3a cTpoKOi1 6eKHUT CTpOKa.

C BEPHBIM COKOJIOM ApHaJIbIlOC
Ha prTOﬁ CTOsJI CKaJle,
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Saw a fair and stately galley,
Steering onward to the land; —

How he heard the ancient helmsman
Chant a song so wild and clear,

That the sailing sea-bird slowly
Poised upon the mast to hear,

Till his soul was full of longing,
And he cried, with impulse strong,—
“Helmsman! for the love of heaven,
Teach me, too, that wondrous song!”

“Wouldst thou,” — so the helmsman answered,
“Learn the secret of the sea?

Only those who brave its dangers
Comprehend its mystery!”

In each sail that skims the horizon,
In each landward-blowing breeze,
I behold that stately galley,
Hear those mournful melodies;

Till my soul is full of longing
For the secret of the sea,

And the heart of the great ocean
Sends a thrilling pulse through me.
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Buaut: 6bicTpas ranepa
IMpu6amxaercs x 3emie.

Y pynst — oTBaxHbIi KOPMYHH,
M noet Tak ciaBHO OH,

Yro crneTaloTcs mocaymars
Cram nTHL CO BCEX CTOPOH.

He caepxancs rpag ApHanbaoc,
IMonon crpacrHoro orus:

«Hayum, oTBaHbIif KOpMUHii,
IATOM necHe U MeHs!»

YcMexHyJics cTapblif KOPMYHii:
«A noa cwiy nin Tebe
Bbpocutb BbI30B TaiiHe Mopsi,

Bobisos cmepTH M cyan6e?»

Bcsakwuit pas, xorjga MenbkaioT
IMapyca B ganm cepoi,

B mope Buxy s ranepy,
Cabimy nenbe HaJl BOLOIA.

U Besnukoit TaitHol Mops
OnbsiHAIOCb BHOBb U BHOBb,
CrioBHO cepalle okeaHa
B xuibl MHe BIMBAaET KPOBb.
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SIR HUMPHREY GILBERT

Southward with fleet of ice
Sailed the corsair Death;
Wild and fast blew the blast,
And the east-wind was his breath.

His lordly ships of ice
Glisten in the sun;

On each side, like pennons wide,
Flashing crystal streamlets run.

His sails of white sea-mist
Dripped with silver rain;

But where he passed there were cast
Leaden shadows o’er the main.

Eastward from Campobello
Sir Humphrey Gilbert sailed;
Three days or more seaward he bore
Then, alas! the land-wind failed.

Alas! the land-wind failed,
And ice-cold grew the night;
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C3P XaM®PPHU I'MUVIBEPT

Cmeptu nesioBelit ot
K 105)kHBIM MOpPSIM NOBEpPHY.I,

B mMepuanuu 3Be3y 3106HbII HOpA-OCT
3UMHeEIO CTYXeil JOXHYJL.

CmepTu nupaTckuii daor
InaBuics B 6aecke sydeit,

To 3peckb, To TaM No peIXJIBIM GOpTaM
XpycTanbHblii cHeran pydeii.

Cepen, nox crate napycam,
Ha maurax TymaH cbIpoii,
CBuHIIOBasi MIJIa HA MOpe JIerjia
Ilpu BcTpeue c n1e10Boit ropoii.

Cap Xampu B3sis1 Kypc Ha Ior,
Kamno6esbcknit MUHYS MBIC.

Tpu AHA OHU UM — JyJ1 BETEP C 3EMJIH,
Ho cremneno u napyc nosuc.

Crux BeTep M napyc nosuc,
M He Gpe3xHT CBET Masika,
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And nevermore, on sea or shore,
Should Sir Humphrey see the light.

He sat upon the deck,
The Book was in his hand;
“Do not fear! Heaven is as near,”
He said, “by water as by land!”

In the first watch of the night,
Without a signal’s sound,

Out of the sea, mysteriously,
The fleet of Death rose all around.

The moon and the evening star
Were hanging in the shrouds;
Every mast, as it passed,
Seemed to rake the passing clouds.

They grappled with their prize,
At midnight black and cold!

As of a rock was the shock;
Heavily the ground-swell rolled.

Southward through day and dark,
They drift in close embrace,

With mist and rain, o’er the open main;
Yet there seems no change of place.
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H 6oabiie HUrAE Ha TEMHOI Boze
He BuaHo Hu oroxbka.

CBAllIEHHYIO KHUTY PacKpbIB,
Cap Xambpu ckazan: «Cmerneii!

Jlo paiickux cazoB U3 ropoJoB
He 6nmxe, yem ¢ kopabneit!»

CMmeHwnics Ha BaxTe MaTpoc,
Kak Bapyr Mosiyanusoii creHoit

W3 MpauHbIX riiyGUMH BO3HHUK MCHOJUH —
CMmepTtH ¢uioT J1eJAHOI.

3akyrasiach B caBaH JIyHa,
Cap Xamdpu cTosn Ha KopMe,
Hapn mopeMm celibiM 06.1auHbIH JbIM
3a MauThl LEMISICSA BO ThME.

Jlobbiuy cxBaTWI nupaT
M B HOUb ycTpeMuIIcs ¢ Hel,
Bckunena Bosa — Tak ruGHYT cyja
Y 6eperoBbix KaMHEM.

C tex Nop HEPA3Jy4YHO Ha lor
nJlblByT OHMH JoJIrMe JHHU

CKBO3b JOX/Jb U CHEr, HO CJIOBHO HaB€K
Ha mecre 3acTbuin OJIHH.
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Southward, forever southward,
They drift through dark and day;
And like a dream, in the Gulf-Stream
Sinking, vanish all away.
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Ha ror 1 ToJIbKO Ha 10T,
IToxa naxouen I'onbpcTpum

Bo mriie He HacTUr pa36oiiHMuMii 6pur,
M nponan oH, Kak COH, HE3PHUM.
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THE FIRE OF DRIFT-WOOD

We sat within the farm-house old,
Whose windows, looking o’er the bay,

Gave to the sea-breeze damp and cold
An easy entrance, night and day.

Not far away we saw the port,

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town,
The lighthouse, the dismantled fort,

The wooden houses, quaint and brown.

We sat and talked until the night,
Descending, filled the little room;

Our faces faded from the sight,
Our voices only broke the gloom.

We spake of many a vanished scene,
Of what we once had thought and said,
Of what had been, and might have been,
And who was changed, and who was dead,;

And all that fills the hearts of friends,
When first they feel, with secret pain,

22



OBJIOMKH MAYT

MbI 356K0 *anuch K ovary,
CKBO3WJIO B 1EJIM BETXHX paMm,
Jowarslit 1om Ha Gepery
Crosin, OTKpBITHIN BCeM BeTpaMm.

Kpusble ynoukn panm,
ITopToBbIi COHHBII TOPOJOK,
Pyunnr popra, xopabiu,
Masik ¥ JONOTOINHBIN JOK.

Tak mbl cupenn y orus,
H Tosibko rosoc — TBOI U MOl —
B nyuax TyckHeloumero nHs
Bboposicst ¢ cymepeuHoit TbMOIA.

MBI BCIOMHUWIIN O TIPOXHUTOM,

O cuactbe BMecTe, 6eJlax — BpO3b,
O ToM, 4TO GbLLIO, U O TOM,

Y10 6bITh MOIJIO, HO HE COBLIOCD.

O Hamux MepTBBIX, O XUBBIX,
Ubeit 1pyx6010 He JOPOKHUM,
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Their lives thenceforth have separate ends,
And never can be one again;

The first slight swerving of the heart,
That words are powerless to express,
And leave it still unsaid in part,
Or say it in too great excess.

The very tones in which we spake

Had something strange, I could but mark;
The leaves of memory seemed to make

A mournful rustling in the dark.

Oft died the words upon our lips,
As suddenly, from out the fire
Built of the wreck of stranded ships,
The flames would leap and then expire.

And, as their splendor flashed and failed,
We thought of wrecks upon the main,
Of ships dismasted, that were hailed
And sent no answer back again.

The windows, rattling in the frames,
The ocean, roaring up the beach,
The gusty blast, the bickering flames.

All mingled vaguely in our speech;
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O Tex MHHYTaX POKOBbLIX,
Koma CTAaHOBHUIIBCS YYXKHM,

Koraa Momuums o foporom,
IMorepio oco3nas enpa,

Win kpuuuib, HO O ApyroM,
U Tparuwb nomycry ciosa.

H camu Haum rosioca

3Byyanmu CTpaHHO B TEMHOTe,
Kak o6iereBuue neca,—

CioBa HeHyXHble, HE Te,—

3acTbulM Ha ry6ax oHM,
Tem sipocTHee U cBeTIEH

B neuu neL1aK ro10BHU —
OG60MKHM MepTBBIX KopabJeit —

H, BcnbIXHYB, raciau, Kak CUrHai,
Kak 6eacTBeHHbII ITOCaeJHUH 30B
B Ty Houb, KOrJa MX BeTep rHai
Ha cmepTtb 6€3 MauT 1 napycos.

I'ynena, Banparusas, nedb,—

ITox 3BOH cTekJa, noj 3J106HbIIA BOM
B 3anyrannyio Hamy peub

BMemwasics Berep mTopMOBOM.
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Until they made themselves a part
Of fancies floating through the brain,
The long-lost ventures of the heart,
That send no answers back again.

O flames that glowed! O hearts that yearned!
They were indeed too much akin,

The drift-wooded fire without that burned,
The thoughts that burned and glowed within.
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U pa3sym BbIOMIICA U3 CHI
OT JeleHa KX TOJI0COB:
CkopJynky cepala WITOPM HOCHI
B 6bL10M 6€3 MauT U napycos:

O niaMsa U3HYTPH, U3BHE,
YTo corpepaeT Hac, pewu,—
OGJIOMKM MauT B IIEYHOM OrHe
Wi noxap Ha gHe aymu!
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THE BUILDERS

All are architects of Fate,
Working in these walls of Time;
Some with massive deeds and great,
Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing useless is, or low;
Each thing in its place is best;
And what seems but idle show
Strengthens and supports the rest.

For the structure that we raise,
Time is with materials filled;
Our to-days and yesterdays
Are the blocks with which we build.

Truly shape and fashion these;
Leave no yawning gaps between;

Think not, because no man sees,
Such things will remain unseen.

In the elder days of Art,
Builders wrought with greatest care
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CTPOUTE/IH

Msi crpoutenu Cyab6n! —
KTo MaccuBHBII CBOJ BO3BOAMT,
Kto nns dppecok, nis pe3pobl
Pudmsbl nerkue Haxoaur.

Tpyn uuueit He nozaGeIT,
Ilpoct pacuer, npsAMoi U TOYHBIL:
Kamuu, 1MmHue Ha Buz,
Ilepemblukoit ciyxaT NMpOYHOM.

Bpems, kak macTepoBoii,

CraBUT CTeHbI 3TOi1 GalHu:
Kynon — nenb rpsaymuii TBOIA,

A ¢ynnaMeHT — JieHb BUepallHHii.

Te1 63 GpeBeH u rBo3zeit

Jnsa ce6s HE3pUMO CTPOUID,
Ho He Bepb, uTo oT mogeit

bes Tpyna ommnbxu ckpoes.

BcrnoMHM, Kak BO TbMe BEKOB
CTpomn KaMEeHIMK NOYTEHHBbII! —
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Each minute and unseen part;
For the Gods see everywhere.

Let us do our work as well,
Both the unseen and the seen,

Make the house, where Gods may dwell,
Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives are incomplete,
Standing in these walls of Time,

Broken stairways, where the feet
Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and sure,
With a firm and ample base;

And ascending and secure
Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain
To those turrets, where the eye
Sees the world as one vast plain,
And one boundless reach of sky.
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Her B pa6ore nycTsikos:
Boru Buadar yepes cTeHbl.

ITycTb ¥ TBOI He3pUMBII 1OM
byaer macrepom nocrpoen,

Ilpen 60ecTBEHHBIM CYI0M
BcraHeT oH, BBICOK M CTpOEH.

A MHaye HAIIK JHU —
CrnoBHO 31aHMs1 6€3 KpbILIK:
BMecTo nectuuu — 3anaaHu,
Kak o HUM nogHsTbLCsS Bbllle?

Crpoii cerogHs, Npo4YHO CTpOM
Ha ¢yHnnamenTe HagexHoM,
YTOo6b! 3aBTpalHEH MOpoi
CyacTbe cienanoch BO3MOXHbBIM.

Tax Bo3BoasaTcs, Mo# Apyr,
bamuu cTpoitHble, ¢ KOTOPBIX

IInpb 3eMHas — MJIOCKUI Kpyr
B HeckoHuaeMbIx nmpocTopax.
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SAND OF THE DESERT IN AN HOUR-GLASS

A handful of red sand, from the hot clime
Of Arab deserts brought,

Within this glass becomes the spy of Time,
The minister of Thought.

How many weary centuries has it been
About those deserts blown!

How many strange vicissitudes has seen,
How many histories known!

Perhaps the camels of the Ishmaelite
Trampled and passed it o’er,

When into Egypt from the patriarch’s sight
His favorite son they bore.

Perhaps the feet of Moses, burnt and bare,
Crushed it beneath their tread,

Or Pharaoh’s flashing wheels into the air
Scattered it as they sped;

Or Mary, with the Christ of Nazareth
Held close in her caress,
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ITECOYHBIE YACBI

IMecox ApaBum, necok NycTbIHH,
Berywuii 3a crexiom,

Tl cornanaTait Bpemenu oTHeiHe,
Pacckasuuk o Bouiom.

TheicsiueneTbAMU B MOJIAHEBHBIX CTPaHaX
Kpyxun Te6s camym,

KapThHamu TBOMX UCTOpHMIt CTPaHHBIX
Moii oTymaHeH yM.

Tbl MOMHMIIB bIM CTAaHOBMIA, 3amax rapu? —
Ha ior Bep6mioas! mum,

B uyxoit Eruner cbiHoBbst Arapu
Hocuda senn.

BbITE MOXET, MPOBO3BECTHHKY 3aKOHa
Tbl 06xHran cronsl

Y Bcaen 3a xonecHuueii papaona
Jloxmuics y Tponbr?

Tbl noMmunms 6ernenos u3 Hazapera,
Mapuio u Xpucra,

33



Whose pilgrimage of hope and love and faith

Illumed the wilderness;

Or anchorites beneath Engaddi’s palms,
Pacing the Dead Sea beach,

And singing slow their old Armenian psalms
In half-articulate speech;

Or caravans, that from Bassora’s gate
With westward steps depart;

Or Mecca'’s pilgrims, confident of Fate,
And resolute in heart!

These have passed over it, or may have passed!
Now in this crystal tower

Imprisoned by some curious hand at last,
It counts the passing hour.

And as I gaze, these narrow walls expand; —
Before my dreamy eye

Stretches the desert with its shifting sand,
Its unimpeded sky.

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast,
This little golden thread

Dilates into a column high and vast,
A form of fear and dread.
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Ubs Bepa 3a/M/1a IOTOKOM CBETa
[MycTbiHHbIE MecTa!

Tbl B MOHACTBIPCKOJ NOGBIBaAJ Orpaje
Cpenb BbIXOKEHHBIX PaBHUH,

e nen ncaamel oA najibMamMy JHraiiu
OTieNnbHUK-aPMAHUH.

Y cren baccopsl, B kapaBaH-capae,
Tbl pasrasaen B NbuUIA

[TanoMHMKOB, YTO C MBICJISAMU O pae
B cBaryio Mekky wnmn?

Takum 1 BrpaBay Gbl1 TBOI1 leHb BU€pallHUM,
Hnan He noMHub cam?

OTHbIHE Y3HUKOM CTEeK/ISIHHOM GalllHU
Thel cueT Benewnb yacaMm.

Ho Barnaa Mot nep3ko pasfiBUraeT CTEHbI,
H 3a MeuToI0 BCaen

YHocuTCs B IECKM MO# YM CMATEHHBIIH,
B cenyio Tonury ner.

M Tonenbkas cTpyiika 3o/0Tas
BosHocurca B 3eHUT,

B orpoMHyio ko10HHY BblpacTas,
U nywy nepenumr.
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And onward, and across the setting sun,
Across the boundless plain,

The column and its broader shadow run,
Till thought pursues in vain.

The vision vanishes! These walls again
Shut out the lurid sun,

Shut out the hot, immeasurable plain;
The half-hour’s sand is run!



H Bce TanHcTBeHHee, Bce GeamepHeii
Pacrer 3a Helo TeHb,

Bce nanbue, gasnbiie o 3ape BeuepHeit,
Ho yracaer aenb,

U Mblc/Ib HE B CHJIAX CJIEAOBATh NPUYYAE,
CoMkHy/IMCb Hebeca:

Hccsik necok B Maru4eckoM cocysne,
OtMepuB nosyvaca.
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THE JEWISH CEMETERY AT NEWPORT

How strange it seems! These Hebrews in their graves,
Close by the street of this fair seaport town,

Silent beside the never-silent waves,
At rest in all this moving up and down!

The trees are white with dust, that o’er their sleep
Wave their broad curtains in the south-wind’s breath,
While underneath these leafy tents they keep
The long, mysterious Exodus of Death.

And these sepulchral stones, so old and brown,
That pave with level flags their burial place,

Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown down
And broken by Moses at the mountain’s base.

The very names recorded here are strange.
Of foreign accent, and of different climes;
Alvares and Rivera interchange
With Abraham and Jacob of old times.

“Blessed be God, for he created Death!”
The mourners said, “and Death is rest and peace;”
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EBPENCKOE KJIAIGUILE B HbIOIIOPTE

Kak crpanno! Psgom c yauueio nbuibHOM
Krnaa6uieHckuii HETPOHYTBIN 11OKOM,

He HapymaloT TMIIMHBI MOTMJILHOM
Hu mojublii 10pT, HU LIYM BOJIHbI MOPCKOIA.

[Nopo6no kymam apesHero CuHas,
JlepeBbsi COHHBII 3aMbIKAIOT CBOJ,
[Tocnreannx nyaees 3aKkjJvHast
B nycroinio cmeptu npojosmkars Mexon.

CroneTbsiMU 3/1eCh KAMHU BOAPYXaJH,
HcrepTeix 1IMT 0HOOGPa3HbIi cTPOA,

Tak, BepHO, MouceeBbl cKkpuxanu,
Paz6utsle, exanu 11oj ropoit.

BHMKaIO B CMBICJI MHOILIEMEHHBIX 3HAKOB,
3nech aaxe y UMEH He3IelIHUH BUJL:

C AnbBapecom coceactsyet Haxkos,
C Pubeiipom psajgom — Aspaam, Jasua.

«bnarocnosen l'oclioab,— pbiiaiv B Xpame,—
On naput CmepTh, OH 1apUT MUP HaBeEK.
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Then added, in the certainty of faith,
“And giveth Life that nevermore shall cease.”

Closed are the portals of their Synagogue,
No Psalms of David now the silence break,
No Rabbi reads the ancient Decalogue
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake

Gone are the living, but the dead remain,
And not neglected; for a hand unseen,
Scattering its bounty, like a summer rain,
Still keeps their graves and their remembrance green.

How came they here? What burst of Christian hate,
What persecution, merciless and blind,

Drove o’er the sea — that desert desolate —
These Ishmaels and Hagars of mankind?

They lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure,
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire;

Taught in the school of patience to endure
The life of anguish and the death of fire.

All their lives long, with the unleavened bread
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears,

The wasting famine of the heart they fed,
And slaked its thirst with marah of their tears.
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BoxxecTsennpIMu Haciagsich Japamu,
Tel o6peTemb 6eccMepThe, yesloBek!»

MosyaTt ncajiMbl 0 HEU36eXXKHOM Hebe,
W nBepu cuHaroru Ha 3aMke,

H necatw 3anosenei Myzipblii pebe
Bam He npouTeT Ha ApeBHeM s3bIKe.

Ho MepTBble He 4yBCTBYIOT pa3fykH,
OxkpysxeHbl 3a60TOIO XKMBOJ:

Kax neTHuit 1ox/1b, HeBUIMMBIE PyKH
Onenu B 3e1€Hb KaMEHb I'POGOBOIA.

Kax BbI npumm cioga? I'ne B3stin cutel
CnacTHCh OT HEHaBUCTH XPUCTHAH?
Bcenenckue Arapu, Mamansl,
Bac, kak B MycTbIHIO, THaJIU B OKeaH.

Ha lOaenmTpacce, B uyxj0ii BaM oTuH3He,
B xonoauax rerro, Ha 6ecripaBHOM JHE
IMpouwty Bbl WIKOJY CTPaxa — IIKOJY KU3HH —
M mkosy cMepTH B k€pTBEHHOM OTHe.

Bbl npecHblit x1€6 CBSIlEHHBIM Ha3blBaJIH,
3aTpaB/ieHHblE BEUHOIO BPaXKAOH,

Bl ropeun TpaB MycTHIHHBIX 3alTMBaIN
HsrHaHHMYeckoi ropbKolo BOJOIA.
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Anathema maranatha! was the cry

That rang from town to town, from street to street:
At every gate the accursed Mordecai

Was mocked and jeered, and spurned by Christian feet.

Pride and humiliation hand in hand
Walked with them through the world where’er

they went;
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand,

And yet unshaken as the continent.

For in the background figures vague and vast
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime,
And all the great traditions of the Past
They saw reflected in the coming time.

And thus forever with reverted look
The mystic volume of the world they read,
Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book,
Till life became a Legend of the Dead.

But ah! what once has been shall be no more!
The groaning earth in travail and in pain

Brings forth its races, but does not restore,
And the dead nations never rise again.
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M3 kpas B kpail KaTH/1ach, He CTHXas,
Anadema, U y m06bIX BOPOT
Cnesamu npoknsToro Mopaexas
Bo umsa Boxbe ynusancs c6poa.

[To3op u ropaocTs HecoeUHUMBI,
Ho u B mo3ope 6b111 BbI ropabl,
To, kak necok, pacTonTaHbl, TOHUMBI,
To, xak eauHbIil MaTepHK,
TBEPABI.

[laran 3a BaMH NOCTyIbIO OGEAHOM
[MoBcioay maTpuapx WM Npopok,

U 6ynymee Bam kasanoch 6i1eHOIA,
HeHnyxxHoll TeHblo NpoiileHHBIX A0pPOT.

[Topo6Ho npesHelt nyneickoi kHure,
Bbl kHUry aHel uMTanu kax/abii pa3
HaoGopor, u xyaumeit u3 peaurui,
Jlerenzioit MepTBbIX CTasa KU3HDb JJISl BaC.

¥YBbI, Ha3ag HeoGpaTUMO BpeMms,
3emiis poxJaeT B MyKax IUIeMeHa,
Ho nu onHo He Bo3poauTcs nuemsi:
He BeuHoCTb UM, a cMepTh NpespelleHa.
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DIVINA COMMEDIA

I

Oft have I seen at some cathedral door

A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat,

Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet

Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor
Kneel to repeat his paternoster o’er:

Far off the noises of the world retreat;

The loud vociferations of the street

Become an undistinguishable roar.
So, as I enter here from day to day,

And leave my burden at this minster gate,

Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray,
The tumult of the time disconsolate

To inarticulate murmurs dies away,

While the eternal ages watch and wait.

11
How strange the sculpture that adorn these towers!
This crowd of statues, in whose folded sleeves
Birds build their nests; while canopied with leaves
Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bowers,
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«BOYKECTBEHHAAL KOMEINA~»

I

Y BXOj1a B XpaM CJIyyasioCh BUAETb MHE
[NMoneHmuka, cnarabuiero ycrauio
3eMHyIo HOUly Ha CTyleHb MopTaa:
Kpectsich, on 3a6biBan o 3HOITHOM JHE,

[lepectynan nopor u B TUIIMHE
MonuTBeHHOM, KyAa He J0JeTalo
l'yreHbe MHorosogHoOro ksapTana,
Konenu npexnonsn HaeanHe

C TBopuom,— Tak s B HEOGOpUMO#i Bepe,
Chnaraio Houly GpeHHYIO y JIBEpH,
Bcerynaio nox kpecroBblit 3TOT cBOJ,

Mounioch Te6e B yelMHEHbE CTPOIOM,
PeBHUBBIIA 1IyM CMOJIKaeT 3a NOpPOroMm,
H Tonbko BeuHocTh caymiaet u xJeT.

II
Kak HeoGbIueH 06,1MK 3THX cTaTyii!
Ha cilaaxm nokpeisai, Ha pykaBa
CagsaTcs nTHUbI, CBETUTCS JIMCTBA
Hap naneprblio U, CJIOBHO KpecT KpbLIaThIii,
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And the vast minster seems a cross of flowers!
But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled eaves
Watch the dead Christ between the living thieves,
And, underneath, the traitor Judas lowers!
Ah! from what agonies of heart and brain,
What exultations trampling on despair,
What tenderness, what tears, what hate of wrong,
What passionate outcry of a soul in pain,
Uprose this poem of the earth and air,
This mediaeval miracle of song!

I

I enter, and I see thee in the gloom
Of the long aisles, O poet saturnine!
And strive to make my steps keep pace with thine.
The air is filled with some unknown perfume;
The congregation of the dead make room
For thee to pass; the votive tapers shine;
Like rooks that haunt Ravenna’s groves of pine
The hovering echoes fly from tomb to tomb.
From the confessionals I hear arise
Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies,
And lamentations from the crypts below;
And then a voice celestial that begins
With the pathetic words, “Although your sins
As scarlet be,” and ends with “as the snow.”
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[Mapur cobop, Ho HUucyc pacnsTelit
Y6uT, 1 He CKpBIBAIOT TOpPXKECTBa
Pa36oiiHMKHN,— JpaKkoHbs TroJIOBa,
Pa3bas xkesie3Hblii 3eB, TPO3UT pacIIaToM
Ckronennomy Hyne,— ckosnbko cies,
O Bosxe! ckoIbKO HEKHOCTH U CTPAcCTH,
Tockn M HEHaBMCTH Kk TEMHOI BIaCTH
IToHapo6un0CH, YTOOLI Thl BO3HEC,
Kak Hekylo cTpajganbueckyio Tpeby,
CpeaHeBeKoOBbIil TMMH JI06BU U Heby!

11

Bxosxxy u BHxKy B oTOJI€CKax cBeuei
Teb6s1, MoaT 3arpoGHBIX OTKPOBEHHIA,
Wy ¢ To60# — U CTOPOHSITCS TEHU:
ITyraeT MepTBBIX 3ByK TBOMX peueid.
OT apoMaToB BO3/lyX ropsiue,
B Thmm Haarpo6uii — rys 61arocsioBeHui,
Tak Haz cocHOBOI1 poulelo B PaBeHHe
Kpyxatcs cran yepHble rpaveii.
A cnbimy yei-To nulay B 4acoBHE JajbHEH
H wenor B cyMpake McnOBeJJaIbHU,
Bot on ymosnk, u Hekro Beicmumit pek:
«KpacHbl, kak nypnyp, Baliy nperpeleHss,
Y l'ocnoga nmyTe yremeHps:
A 310 moboe y6eio, kak cHer!»
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v

With snow-white veil and garments as of flame,
She stands before thee, who so long ago
Filled thy young heart with passion and the woe
From which thy song and all its splendors came;
And while with stern rebuke she spells thy name,
The ice about thy heart melts as the snow
On mountain heights, and in swift overflow
Comes gushing from thy lips in sobs of shame.
Thou makest full confession; and a gleam,
As of the dawn on some dark forest cast,
Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase;
Lethe and Eunoe — the remembered dream
And the forgotten sorrow — bring at last
That perfect pardon which is perfect peace.

\%

I lift mine eyes, and all the windows blaze
With forms of Saints and holy men who died,
Here martyred and hereafter glorified;
And the great Rose upon its leaves displays
Christ’s Triumph, and the angelic roundelays,
With splendor upon splendor multiplied;
And Beatrice again at Dante’s side
No more rebukes, but smiles her words of praise.

48



v

B oxexax pAsiHbIX, B 6€J10M MOKpbIBase

Ilepen To60M onsATh BO3HMKIA Ta,

Ubs npesiecTb I0OHas M KpacoTa

TBoit cTHUX BO3BbIlIEHHbII OKOJJOBaJIH.
Ee ynpek Tbl BblepXHILbL €/1Ba JH,

Jywa onATtb cie3aMu 3anuTal

Tak Bsiara npo6y»x/JieHHasi YUCTa

B nyyax BecHbl Ha FOPHOM MepeBaje.
Ha cyn ee Tbl HcnioBeab npuHec,

H oMpaueHHoe yeso noara

CaeTJieeT, TOYHO He6O B Yac paccCBeTa;
JBHOSA ¢ 6GeperoM BOCKpeCIIUX rpe3

U Jlera c HeBOoCKkpeciIel0 TOCKOIO

Teb6s BeayT Kk NpPOLIEHBIO U MOKOIO.

\%

B nbulaHUK BUTPaXKHOTO OKHa
CBATbIX BEJIMKOMY4YE€HHKOB JIMKH,
Bonblas posa apeBHeil 6a3uavku
XpHCTOBOI1 €/1aBOIO OCEHEHa.

Ha cknagkax aHreabCckoro rnoJjioTHa,
Ha nepekpbiTbax — pagykHble 6J1MKH,
Ckonwmincs k bearpuue JlanTt Beaukui,
YnpekoB HeT, MCKyIJIeHa BUHA.

49



And then the organ sounds, and unseen choirs
Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and love
And benedictions of the Holy Ghost;

And the melodious bells among the spires
O’er all the house-tops and through heaven above
Proclaim the elevation of the Host!

VI

O star of morning and of liberty!

O bringer of the light, whose splendor shines
Above the darkness of the Apennines,
Forerunner of the day that is to be!

The voices of the city and the sea,

The voices of the mountains and the pines,
Repeat thy song, till the familiar lines
Are footpaths for the thought of Italy!

Thy flame is blown abroad from all the heights,
Through all the nations, and a sound is heard,
As of a mighty wind, and men devout,

Strangers of Rome, and the new proselytes,

In their own language hear thy wondrous word,
And many are amazed and many doubt.
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I'peMUT OpraH o TopecTBe CBATHIHM,
He3spumslit Xop Ha npaBeJHOI1 JIaATbIHU
IMToet xBany CosxaTenio MUpPOB.

Hap xpoBasimMu, Haj WINMKUIAMM B3sleTas,
ITo6eano Bo3BewaeTr Meab JUTas
O BO3HOLIEHUH CBATHIX JAPOB.

VI
3Be3sa cBO60J011I00bs M pacliBeTa,
IMonmupa o3apuBiuas 3Be3sia,
Tb1 aneHHUHCKUIH cyMpak Ge3 ciena
Cxxuraelip, NpoBO3BeCTHUIIA paccBeTa!
Bmo6.ieHHO BTOpAT rosocy noara
Mops, 1 nacTé6uma, ¥ ropoja,
Jlis UTAIBAHCKOM MBICIH HaBCerja
Tponoii 3aBeTHOM cTana NecHs aTa.
Co Bcex BBICOT MOJIBa JIETUT, TPY6s
O HoBOJ c/1aBe, MHPY BO3BELIEHHOM,
Ha s3bike cBoeM nmpouTteT Tebs
W pyMISHUH, U HOBOMOCBAIEHHDbIMH:
K cronam TBOMM MHblE NMpuUnazayT,
VHble yCOMHATCS — M YHIYT.
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THE HAUNTED CHAMBER

Each heart has its haunted chamber,
Where the silent moonlight falls!
On the floor are mysterious footsteps,

There are whispers along the walls!

And mine at times is haunted
By phantoms of the Past,

As motionless as shadows
By the silent moonlight cast.

A form sits by the window,
That is not seen by day,

For as soon as the dawn approaches
It vanishes away.

It sits there in the moonlight,
Itself as pale and still,

And points with its airy finger
Across the windows-sill.

Without, before the window,
There stands a gloomy pine,
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KOMHATA C INPUBEJEHbSIMHU

Ha koMHaty B JIyHHYIO NIOJIHOUB
IMoxoasaT moackue cepaua:

Tam npuspaku npouioro 6poadr,
O uem-To TBepAs 6e3 KOHLA.

Kaxk yacTo B rpyau TecHaTcs
Bunenbs MunyBlIMX AHEH,

B TanHCcTBEHHOM JIyHHOM CBeTe
OHH xXoJs10aHEeN U GaeaHel.

CuauT y oKkHa HOYaMH
HensuxHasi ckopGHasi TeHb,

MosuuT 1 cremuT UCYE3HYTD,
Kak Tosbko 3a6pe3xuT JeHb.

MonuuT ¥ B NpU3payHOM CBETE
K TymaHHOMy JIbHET cTekIy,
YkasbiBas KyAa-To
B cbipylo HOUHYIO MLy,

A TaM 3a OKHOM HEYTEIHO
KosbilieT BeTBIMU COCHa,
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Whose boughs wave upward and downward
As wave these thoughts of mine.

And underneath its branches
Is the grave of a little child,
Who died upon life’s threshold,
And never wept nor smiled.

What are ye, O pallid phantoms!
That haunt my troubled brain?
That vanish when day approaches,

And at night return again?

What are ye, O pallid phantoms!
But the statues without breath,
That stand on the bridge overarching
The silent river of death?
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Mos oauHokas nyma
BoT Tak ke 3b16ka 1 TeMHa.

CocHa Haji MOrMJIOiT pebeHka,
Usio ayury aHren yHec,

OH ymep, eBa pOJMBUIUCE,
Hwu cmexa He 3Hau1, HU ciies.

Tak KTO Xe Bbl, TYCKJIblE TEHU?
3aueM NoJIyHOUHOMH TbMOI

Tepaaete HeoTcTynHO
Cirabeiomunii pasym Moit?

Tax kTo Xke Bbl, TYCKJIbl€ TEHU?
Bbl — craryn Ha mMocty

Han ckop6Hoii pekoio cMepTH,
Crpemsweiics B mycTOTY.
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CHAUCER

An old man in a lodge within a park;
The chamber walls depicted all around
With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and hound,
And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark,
Whose song comes with the sunshine through the dark
Of painted glass in the leaden lattice bound;
He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound,
Then writeth in a book like any clerk.
He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote
The Canterbury Tales, and his old age
Made beautiful with song; and as I read
I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note
Of lark and linnet, and from every page
Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery mead.
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YOCEP

B npocropHoM napke o6seTiablil fOM
C kapTMHaMM OXOTbI COKOJIMHOI:
beryr cobaku BepeHMLel JMMHHOM,
Kocyns panenas nax npynom.

X035IMH 3aHAT GYIHUYHBIM TPYAOM,
Cmesicb, OH BUIMT JIyd HajJ GpeHHOM TJIMHOM,
OH CIBIINT )XKaBOPOHKA HaJ JOJHHOMN
U numwer,— B ITOM CTapHKe CelloM

[MeBua BeceHHmL:sopb y3HaJl s cpasy,
BuumaThb rotoBblit kaXxaoMy pacckasy
KenTepbepuiickomy,— ero cTuxu

O noane6ecHOM roBOpAT MoJieTe:
3a OKHaMM B CBHHIIOBOM TeperieTe
ChlIpyio nmamHio 6yAaT meTyxH.

L X
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THE HARVEST MOON

It is the Harvest Moon! On gilded vanes
And roofs of villages, on woodland crests
And their aerial neighborhoods of nests
Deserted, on the curtained window-panes
Of rooms where children sleep, on country lanes
And harvest-fields, its mystic splendor rests!
Gone are the birds that were our summer guests;
With the last sheaves return the laboring wains!
All things are symbols: the external shows
Of Nature have their image in the mind,
As flowers and fruits and falling of the leaves;
The song-birds leave us at the summer’s close,
Only the empty nests are left behind,
And pipings of the quail among the sheaves.
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BO BPEMHA JKATBbBI

Ycranbliit )xHell B NPO3payHOM JIYHHOM CBETe,
CaepHyJ1 K iepeBHe C JIyrOBOMH TpOIbl,
Jleca Ha NTHYBLM roIOCa CKYIBI,
TockyioT ruesna o6 yweniem Jere.

Ha okna cnanbuM, rae ycHyIu aeTH,
JloxuTca oT6.1eck, He TPEeMAT Lielbl,
B mycTeIX nosnAx nociegHue CHOMBI
BesyT Teneru,— no nob6oii npumere,

Mo BHemHeMy, O Tal{HOM CyAMIIb ThI,
YBHJEHHOE BOILIONIACIIb B 3HAKH —

B rioapel, Kosochsl, IMCTbsA U LBETHI:

ITycTeloT ruessa B npefloceHHEM Mpake,
CMoJkaeT Jiec Jo HOBOTO TeILIa,
Cpeay cHONOB KpHUYaT Hepernea.
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THE TIDE RISES, THE TIDE FALLS

The tide rises, the tide falls,

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;

Along the sea-sands damp and brown

The traveller hastens toward the town,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.

Darkness settles on roofs and walls,
But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls;
The little waves, with their soft, white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;
The day returns, but nevermore
Returns the traveller to the shore,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.
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HAXJIBIHET IIPHJIMB
H OTXJIBIHET ITPHJIHUB

HaxsiplHeT NpujMB U OTXJIBIHET NPUJIMB,

IMon Beuep NMpU3bIB KyJHMKa TOCKIHB,

Brosb Mopsi, no CThIHyLIEMY MTECKy

CTpaHHUK K HOYHOMY CNIEIUT FOPOJKY,—
Hax/IbIHET NpUJIMB M OTXJIBIHET MPUJIMB.

CyMmpaueH BeTpa HOYHOTO TOpbIB,

Yauupl cnsT, rojloc Mops TOCKJIUB,

HexHble, neHHble NMaiblbl BOAbI

[MosgHero crpaHHMKa CMOIOT CJIEAbI,—
Hax/iblHeT NpunMB M OTXJIbIHET MPUJIMB.

ConHue B30iiJeT, ropoiok pa36yaus,

KocHeTcs pa3MeTaHHBIX KOHCKUX TDHB,

CraHeT nosyiHEM PacCBETHBIN MOKOH,

Ho cTrpaHHuk He BhliileT Ha Geper MOpCKOM,—
HaxJiplHeT NpuIMB M OTXJIBIHET TPUJIMB.
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