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dnBuH ApJauHIrToH PoouHcoH
Jlom Ha xXoIMe

Dear friends

Dear friends, reproach me not for what I do,
Nor counsel me, nor pity me; nor say

That I am wearing half my life away

For bubble-work that only fools pursue.

And if my bubbles be too small for you,

Blow bigger then your own: the games we play
To fill the frittered minutes of a day,

Good glasses are to read the spirit through.

And whoso reads may get him some shrewd skill;
And some unprofitable scorn resign,

To praise the very thing that he deplores;

So, friends (dear friends), remember, if you will,
The shame I win for singing is all mine,

The gold I miss for dreaming is all yours.
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HApy3bsam

Hpy3bs, HE TPAThTE HA YIIPEKU CIIOB,

MHe He HyXHa HU KaJIOCTb, HU COBET,
ITycTs Ha BO3QYIIHBIN 3aMOK — Jap IUIyILIOB
Hcrparun g1 c4acTiMBbIX MHOTO JIET.

IlycTb OH a1 Bac ¥ MaJl, M HEKA3HUCT,

Ho menoun, B KOTOpPBIX KHM3Hb MPOILLIA,
SIBIAIOT BCEM, HACKOJIBKO JyX HAIll YKCT,
IIpaBauBeii, 4eM MHBIE 3epKaJa.

[TycTh KTO-HHOYAb MOU CTUXH MPOUTET —
OH BbITOA 17151 ce0s1 HE OOPETET,

Ho To, uT0 mpe3upait, 61arocyaoBwr. . .
ITycTh 3a cTUXU 51 OOpEUEH Ha CThIT —
Yero ymmmics, KU3Hb OTJAB MEYTaM —
Hpy3bs MOU, 51 OCTaBJIAIO BaM!

Ilepesoo I1. E¢pumosoii
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The story of the ashes and the flame

No matter why, nor whence, nor when she came,
There was her place. No matter what men said,
No matter what she was; living or dead,

Faithful or not, he loved her all the same.

The story was as old as human shame,

But ever since that lonely night she fled,

With books to blind him, he had only read

The story of the ashes and the flame.

There she was always coming pretty soon

To fool him back, with penitent scared eyes
That had in them the laughter of the moon
For baffled lovers, and to make him think —
Before she gave him time enough to wink —
Her kisses were the keys to Paradise.



. A. Poouncon, E. A. Marsees. «J/lom Ha xonMe»

Pacckas o mjiamMeHu u 30.1e

Orkyna, 1 Koraa, 1 nouemy

OHna saBWIACh — IyCTh CYJauuT CBET.

Yro mo6UT OH, JOCTAaTOYHO EMY,

7KuBa s1b, MepTBa Jib, BEpHA JIM UM HET!

Kax nepBopoaHslil rpex, pacckas TOT cTap, —
C ux nepBoi HOYM OH U CJIET, U [IIYIL,

Enun dunan ucropuu: noxap

JIumib yrospb ocTaBisieT Ja 3017y.

[Tyctb coTHM pa3 BepHETCS, OOOILCTUT,
N306pa3uB B r1azax NpUTBOPHBIN CTHI] !
Heb6ecHas, HeBepHast JTyHa

C yneiokoit jokuBoit! Ho oHa- ofHa. ..

N nymatb 11 06 3TOM, BeJib HA MUT

OH paii B €€ 00BATHAX MOCTHT.

Ilepesoo I1. E¢pumosoii
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On the night of a friend’s wedding

If ever I am old, and all alone,

I shall have killed one grief, at any rate;

For then, thank God, I shall not have to wait
Much longer for the sheaves that I have sown.
The devil only knows what I have done,

But here I am, and here are six or eight

Good friends, who most ingenuously prate
About my songs to such and such a one.

But everything is all askew to-night, —

As if the time were come, or almost come,
For their untenanted mirage of me

To lose itself and crumble out of sight,
Like a tall ship that floats above the foam
A little while, and then breaks utterly.
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B Houb mocJjie cBaAbLObI APYyra

Korna 51 Oymy crap u OnvHOK,
Iloxanyn, 4TO HE CTaHy ropeBarb,
Benp, cnasa bory, He nmpuaercs xaarth
I11010B OT 3epeH, YTO MOCEATh CMOT.
He 3Hat, OyaTo 4€pTt MeHs cTpariali,
W BOT 4 311€CH, IPY3bs YK 32 CTOJIOM
BecxurpocTHO HecemyloT o ToMm,
Komy ke 51 Bce necHu MocBsILal.

Her, Bc€ He Tak, HO Yac IPUXOIUT MOM:
[Tycrteie npeacTaBieHbst 000 MHE
3a0bUTHCh U MIPOMAJIH C I71a3 JI0JIOMH,

OT Mupaxa HM Karlld He OCTaJioCh,
Kak nmapycHuK, B371€TEBIIMIA HA BOJHE,
BHezanHo pa30uBaeTcsi O CKabl.

Ilepesoo E. Mameeesa
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The house on the hill

They are all gone away,
The House is shut and still,
There is nothing more to say.

Through broken walls and gray
The winds blow bleak and shrill:
They are all gone away.

Nor is there one to-day
To speak them good or ill:
There is nothing more to say.

Why is it then we stray
Around the sunken sill?
They are all gone away,

And our poor fancy-play
For them is wasted skill:
There is nothing more to say.

There is ruin and decay

In the House on the Hill:
They are all gone away,
There is nothing more to say.
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Jlom Ha xoJIMe

Onu yuum coseeM,
3abpolieH oM U caf,
Her c1noB u rosnoc Hem.

W ckBO3b 00JIOMKH CTEH
Berpa BO ThbMe HIyMAT:
Onu yuum cosceMm.

Hwu xoporuo, 3atem,
Hu mtoxo He ckaszarhb:
Hert cnoB u ronoc HeM.

Torma B OKHO 3a4eM
CBo# Hamnpagisiem B35 ?
Onu yuum coscem.

Hu tex mionei, HU cLieH
Her cmbicia npencraBisth:
Hert cnoB u rojoc HeM.

oM Ha XoyimMe JIUIIb TJIEH,
Pyunsl u pacnan:

Onu yuum coseeM,

Her cnoB u ronoc Hem.

Ilepesoo E. Mameeesa
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Luke Havergal

Go to the western gate, Luke Havergal,

There where the vines cling crimson on the wall,
And in the twilight wait for what will come.

The leaves will whisper there of her, and some,
Like flying words, will strike you as they fall;
But go, and if you listen she will call.

Go to the western gate, Luke Havergal —

Luke Havergal.

No, there is not a dawn in eastern skies

To rift the fiery night that's in your eyes;

But there, where western glooms are gathering,
The dark will end the dark, if anything:

God slays Himself with every leaf that flies,
And hell is more than half of paradise.

No, there is not a dawn in eastern skies —

In eastern skies.

Out of a grave I come to tell you this,

Out of a grave I come to quench the kiss
That flames upon your forehead with a glow
That blinds you to the way that you must go.
Yes, there is yet one way to where she is,
Bitter, but one that faith may never miss.
Out of a grave I come to tell you this —

To tell you this.

There is the western gate, Luke Havergal,
There are the crimson leaves upon the wall.
Go, for the winds are tearing them away, —
Nor think to riddle the dead words they say,
Nor any more to feel them as they fall;

But go, and if you trust her she will call.
There is the western gate, Luke Havergal —
Luke Havergal.
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JIrok X3BeproJ

Jliok X3Beprod, Aa, K 3aajHbIM BpaTam,
Tyna, rae mumony GarpsiHbI JHHET K CTeHaM,
Wy v &y, 910 CyMpak IpUHECeT.

O Hel 3a11€n4yT JIUCTbs, TOPCTKOM CJIOB
3ajeBIny, ONajuB, MagyT K HOraM;

Wnu xe, 30B ee yCIbIIIUIIb TaM.

Jliok X3Beprod, Aa, K 3aajHbIM BpaTam,

K Bparam, k Bparam.

Her, He roput BocTok HeOec 3apeit,

PaccBer He CJIOMUT HOYU OTHEBOM.

CMoTpH, cTeKaeTcs Ha 3amnaj Mpak,

W mriy nornotut mria. bor, Kak-HUKaK,
CopBaJt XOTb JIUCT — TIOKOHYMJI CaM C COOOIA;
[Toutu TaKoil ke aj, Kak pai, OOIBIION.
Her, He roput BocTok HeOec 3apeit,

Her, ne 3apeii.

W3 Mypa MepTBBIX BHIIASA, TOBOPIO,

Teneps s mouenyii ¢ Teds coTpy,

Uro oOkuraer riaMeHeM 4eJo,

Crnernut, — uay Kyaa JaBHO BJIEKJIO.

Jla, MOXkHO OBbITh C HEHl PsAIOM B TOM A0y —
ITyTe ropbkuii, BEpe BCE X OH IO HYTPY.

W3 Mypa MepTBBIX BBHIIASA, TOBOPIO,

4 rosopo.

Bopora 3anagueie, Xsseprou,

Ha crenax orsenssii1 1oima y3op,
JloBepbCs U €€ yCIBIIINILD 30B.

He Gelica Haji 3arajikoii MEpPTBBIX CJIOB,
[TagyT mycTh JIMCTBAMU, UTO BETEP CMETI,
Cwmeraer, Oosnbliie UX He TpoHb. [lomen!
Bopora 3anagueie, Xsseprou,

JIok X3Beprou.

Ilepesoo A. Kasepumoii
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The clerks

I did not think that I should find them there
When I came back again; but there they stood,

As in the days they dreamed of when young blood
Was in their cheeks and women called them fair.
Be sure, they met me with an ancient air, —

And yes, there was a shop-worn brotherhood
About them; but the men were just as good,

And just as human as they ever were.

And you that ache so much to be sublime,

And you that feed yourselves with your descent,
What comes of all your visions and your fears?
Poets and kings are but the clerks of Time,
Tiering the same dull webs of discontent,
Clipping the same sad alnage of the years.

15
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Caykamue

He oxupan, 4yro TaM ke UX 3acTaHy,

Korzga BepHyJics, HO OHM BCe 3/1€Ch.

[Mutanu npesxnie JaMbl HHTEpecC

K HUM, ¥ THU MJIaIOCTH XPAHUT UX NAMSATh.
OHU CIUTOTHJIMCH BETXHMM JIyXOM OpaTtcTBa,
MeHs1, KOHEUHO, BCTPETUIIU, KaK BCTapb;
Bce Te ke 1oOpsKu, pu HUX Mopalb —
HerponyTtoe BpemeHeM O0rarcTso.

Bpw1, 3HaTHBIN poj, TpsiceTech HaJ| repooM,

Bac, onapeHHbIX, TSHET BBbICh. BuHa

Bawm uctrHa CKBO3b CTPaxoB, B3IJISLI0B IPU3MY ?
[ToaT unb tape — Takou xe pad Bpemen,

Takol ke cepoil UX BBIXOAUT TKAHb,

JlMHa — apIIvH — YHBUIBIM, KaJIKUM KU3HSM.

Ilepesoo A. Kasepumoii
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The world

Some are the brothers of all humankind,

And own them, whatsoever their estate;

And some, for sorrow and self-scorn, are blind
With enmity for man's unguarded fate.

For some there is a music all day long
Like flutes in Paradise, they are so glad;
And there is hell's eternal under-song

Of curses and the cries of men gone mad.

Some say the Scheme with love stands luminous,
Some say't were better back to chaos hurled;
And so't is what we are that makes for us

The measure and the meaning of the world.

17
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Mup

OpnuH 11 BCex JIofiel Ha cBeTe Opatr —
U sta npuHa ie:kHOCTh BCE, UTO €CTb.
Jpyroii KOpuT cedsl, YTO BUHOBAT,

U 3a cynpOy BhIHAIIIMBAET MECTb.

J1s1 ogHOro — cuMOHUS 3BYYHT,
HebGecHbIx (rieiiT TopXkecTBEeHHAsI MOIIb,
Ho pokot aza B 3T 3ByKM BJIMT,
CreHaHbs TeX, KOMY HeJb3sl IOMOYb.

OpnHY TBEpHAT, 4TO 3aMbices B JTIOOBH,
Jpyrum oTpagHei K Xaocy CBEpHYTh —
Ho Bce siBUIMCH B 3TOT MUP JIIOABMH,
Uro0 COCTaBIATh YKCIIO €r0 U CYTh.

Ilepesoo B. Ias

18
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Charles Carville’s eyes

A melancholy face Charles Carville had,

But not so melancholy as it seemed,

When once you knew him, for his mouth redeemed
His insufficient eyes, forever sad:

In them there was no life-glimpse, good or bad,
Nor joy nor passion in them ever gleamed;

His mouth was all of him that ever beamed,

His eyes were sorry, but his mouth was glad.

He never was a fellow that said much,

And half of what he did say was not heard
By many of us: we were out of touch

With all his whims and all his theories

Till he was dead, so those blank eyes of his

Might speak them. Then we heard them, every word.

19
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I'naza YapJun3a Kapsuiia

IMevanbHbii By uMen Beeraa Yapis3 Kapsu,
XoTs1 TSt TeX, KTO JIydllie 3HaJ ero,

VibIOKy Ha Jiviie cebe OCTaBHII,

CmMsryasi TeM rpycThb B3IJIsa CBOETO.

B rmasax ero HU pajoCTH, HU CTPACTH,

OHu Bcerja nevayibHbl ¥ TPYCTHBI,

Ero ysbiOka CBETUTCS TaK CYACTHEM,

Ero riasa nevajibHbl U TyCTHI.

7KuBs1, OH MHOTO CJIOB HE TOBOPHII,

W nonoBuHy cloB He pazOupay;
Kazasncsa ctpaHHbIM Ham, ITOKa OH KWJI;
W MBI ero Bcerga He MOHUMAJIH,

IToka He ymep oH. U B 310T pas

CrnoBa ycplIMM OIyCTEBIIUX IJIA3.

Ilepesoo A. Kopsikosa
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Atherton’s gambit

The Master played the bishop's pawn,
For jest, while Atherton looked on;
The master played this way and that,
And Atherton, amazed thereat,

Said "Now I have a thing in view
That will enlighten one or two,

And make a difference or so

In what it is they do not know."

The morning stars together sang
And forth a mighty music rang —
Not heard by many, save as told
Again through magic manifold

By such a few as have to play

For others, in the Master's way,
The music that the Master made
When all the morning stars obeyed.

Atherton played the bishop's pawn
‘While more than one or two looked on;
Atherton played this way and that,

And many a friend, amused thereat,
Went on about his business

Nor cared for Atherton the less;

A few stood longer by the game,

With Atherton to them the same.

The morning stars are singing still,
To crown, to challenge, and to kill;
And if perforce there falls a voice
On pious ears that have no choice
Except to urge an erring hand

To wreak its homage on the land,
Who of us that is worth his while
Will, if he listen, more than smile?

Who of us, being what he is,

May scoff at others' ecstasies?
However we may shine to-day,
More-shining ones are on the way;
And so it were not wholly well

To be at odds with Azrael, —
Nor were it kind of any one

To sing the end of Atherton.

21
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I'amOuT ATepToHa

Maructp chIrpaji CJIOHOBOU MEIIKOM
He pagu cmbiciia, a B HACMEIIIKY.
Ceirpan maructp, 1 ATepToH

Bbi1 x000M KpaiiHe u3yMmJleH,
Ckazas, myrasicb 1 OeiHest:
«Tenepp ecTb HOBas Uzes,

W Bcex HeMypbIX TPOCBETUT

Moii 3aHUMATENIbHBII TaMOUT !»

W Bocxonsiye 38e3/1pl IVIAaBHO
CnuBayuch ¢ My3bIKOM OpraHa,

Ee marmueckuii noTok

CaplMT HEe MOJIOOW UTPOK,

A T1OT, KTO, Kak Marucrp, B HaCMellKy
Tosmy 3aBOIUT HA NOIAEPKKY

B momenT, nobexeHa korga
Bocxoasmas 38e3a.

N ATepToH CIOHOBOM NELIKON
CeIrpasi, CONEpHUKH, OIEIINB,
IToHATH HE MOT'YT CYTb HJIEH.
Tonmnoil Ha napTuy ras3enT
OmenomiieHHbIE APY3bA.
JIBUKeHbs1 MacTepa JIOB. . .

W nuie HeMHOTHE B Urpe

C Tpynom Jepxanuch HapaBHE.

W Bocxopsiue 383161 BHOBb
Bpocaiot BBI30B, KUITUT KPOBb. ..
U ecnu GnaroponHbiii CIIyx
HeBosbHO CITBIIINUT IEP3KUiA 3BYK,
Torna Kako# U3 HacC UrPOK

C co06010 coBagaTh ObI CMOT,

Ha ero mecre oka3arbcs

N Hag coboro nmocmesarses?

Ha ero mecte KT0 13 Hac

I'oToB MpUHSATH TONMIBI FKCTA3?

U kT0 13 Hac Obl MOT CMUPUTHCH,
Korpa 3Be3na npyrux uckpurcs?

U Ob110 OB COBCEM HE MHJIO
KuuuTtbes nepen caGeiM cUION,

U 6bu10 OBI CKBEPHEWIIINM TOHOM
[lets B yecTb MoOen HaJ ATEPTOHOM.
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Ilepesoo A. Yeprviutesa
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Ballade of a ship

Down by the flash of the restless water

The dim White Ship like a white bird lay;
Laughing at life and the world they sought her,
And out she swung to the silvering bay.

Then off they flew on their roystering way,

And the keen moon fired the light foam flying
Up from the flood where the faint stars play,
And the bones of the brave in the wave are lying.

"T was a king's fair son with a king's fair daughter,

And full three hundred beside, they say, —

Revelling on for the lone, cold slaughter

So soon to seize them and hide them for aye;

But they danced and they drank and their souls grew gay,
Nor ever they knew of a ghoul's eye spying

Their splendor a flickering phantom to stray

Where the bones of the brave in the wave are lying.

Through the mist of a drunken dream they brought her
(This wild white bird) for the sea-fiend's prey:

The pitiless reef in his hard clutch caught her,

And hurled her down where the dead men stay.

A torturing silence of wan dismay —

Shrieks and curses of mad souls dying —

24
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO 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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