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dnBuH ApauHrTon Poouncon
JloM Ha xouMe

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.



HApy3bsam

Hpy3bs, HE TpaThTE Ha YIIPEKU CJIOB,

MHe He HyHa HU KaJIOCThb, HU COBET,
ITycTh Ha BO3AYIIHBINA 3aMOK — JJap IJIyILIOB
Hcrparuin g c4acTiMBbIX MHOTO JIET.

[TycTb OH A5 Bac U MaJl, M HEKA3HUCT,

Ho menoun, B KOTOPBIX AKHW3HB MPOIILIA,
SIBNAIOT BCEM, HACKOJIBKO AyX Halll YKCT,
IIpaBauBeii, yeM UHBIE 3epKaJa.

[TycTh KTO-HUOYAb MOU CTUXH IPOUTET —
OH BbITO1 1)1 ceOst He OOpETET,

Ho T0, uTo mipe3upait, 6:1arocaoBur. . .
[Tyctb 3a cTXU 51 OOpEUEH Ha CTHIT —
Yero nuimuics, ’KU3Hb OTJaB MeuTaM —
Jpy3bsi MOH, 51 OCTaBJISAIO BaMm!

Ilepesoo 11. E¢humosoii



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.



Pacckas o miaMeHHa u 30J1e

Otkyna, v Korja, ¥ modemy

OHna sIBUJIach — MyCTh CYJAuuT CBET.

Yro 00UT OH, JOCTATOYHO EMY,

7KuBa 516, MepTBa Jib, BEpHA JIM WA HET!

Kak nepBoponHbIii rpex, pacckas TOT cTap, —
C ux mepBoil HOYU OH U CJIeTI, U TJIYII,

Enun dpunan ucropuu: noxap

JIvie yrons ocraBiser ga 30iy.

[TycTh coTHU pa3 BEpHETCS, OOOIBCTUT,
N300pa3uB B r1a3ax MpUTBOPHBIN CThHI!
HeGecHas, HeBepHas 1yHa

C ynbiokont jokuBor! Ho ona- onHa. ..

U nymats i1 00 3TOM, Be/ib Ha MUT

OH paii B €€ OOBATHSIX TTOCTHT.

Ilepesoo 11. E¢humosoii



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.



B Houb mocJie cBaabObI ApYyra

Korna s 6ymy cTap u OOvHOK,
[Moxanyi, 4yTO He CTaHy ropeBarh,
Benp, cnasa bory, He npunercs xaatb
[Tno10B OT 3epeH, 4To MocesTh CMOT.
He 3Hato, Oyaro 4€pt MeHs cTparial,
W BOT 51 31ECh, IPY3bs YK 32 CTOJIOM
BecxurpoctHo GecemyoT o ToMm,
Komy 3xe s1 Bce mecHu mocBsima.

Her, Bc€ He Tak, HO Yac MPUXOAUT MOW:
[Tycrthie ipescTaBieHbss 000 MHE
3a0bUTHCh U MPOTIAJIH C TJ1a3 JI0JI0MH,

OT Mupaka HY Karuii He OCTaJloCh,
Kak nmapycHuK, B3/ieTeBIINIA Ha BOJIHE,
BHesarHO pa3OuBaeTcst O CKaJbl.

Tepesoo E. Mameeesa



The house on the hill

They are all gone away,
The House i1s 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.






Jlom Ha xXouMe

OHu ynum coBcew,
3a0poiiieH oM | caj,
Her ciioB u ronoc Hem.

U ckBO3b OOJIOMKY CTeH
Berpa Bo ThMe 1IyMAT:
OHU ynuid COBCEM.

Hu xoporiio, 3atem,
Hu nnoxo He cka3arsb:
Her ciioB 1 roioc Hem.

Torma B OKHO 3a4eM
Csoi1 HanipasiisieM B30 ?
Onu yuum coscem.

Hu tex moneit, HU clieH
Her cmbicna nipencraBnsth:
Her ci0oB u romoc Hem.

oM Ha XoJiMe JIUIIb TJIEH,
Pyunbl u pacnan:

OHu ynum coBcew,

Her cnoB u ronoc Hem.



Tlepesoo E. Mameeesa



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.



JIrok X3BeproJ

JIok X3Bepromn, 1a, K 3aragHbpIM BpaTam,
Tyna, re o GarpsiHbIi JBHET K CTEHAM,
Wy v sxam, 4To cyMpak MpuHeceT.

O Heli 3a11eYyT JIMCThsI, TOPCTKOM CJIOB
3asieBIny, ONajivB, MAAYT K HOTaM;

Wnm xe, 30B ee yCIIBIIIUIID TaM.

JIok X3Bepromn, 1a, K 3armagHbpIM BpaTtam,

K Bparawm, k Bparam.

Her, He ropuT BocTOK HeOec 3apei,

PaccBeT He CJIOMUT HOYM OIHEBOM.

CMoTpH, cTeKaeTcst Ha 3araj] Mpak,

N mrty norsmotut Mriia. bor, Kak-HUKak,
CopBaJt XOTb JIUCT — TIOKOHYMJI CaM C COOOIA;
[Mourty Takoi *xe aj, Kak pai, OOJbIION.
Her, He ropuT BocTOK HeOec 3apei,

Her, ne 3apeii.

W3 Mupa MepTBBIX BBII[IS, TOBOPIO,

Teneps s1 nouenyi ¢ 1edst CoTpy,

Yro 00XKMraer miamMeHeM 4elio,

Crienmut, — UM KyJa JIaBHO BJIEKJIO.

Jla, MOXHO OBITH C HEl PSIIOM B TOM JIOTy —
ITyTh rOpbKHIi, BEpe BCE K OH IO HYTPY.



W3 Mupa MepTBBIX BbIiAS, TOBOPIO,
41 roBopio.

Bopora 3anagnsie, XaBepro,

Ha crenax oraeHHsblii 1otomma y3op,
JloBepbCs U ee YCIbIIUILb 30B.

He Oeiicst Hayt 3araKori MEpTBBIX CJIOB,
[axyT mycTh TUCTHSIMH, UTO BETEP CMETI,
CmetaeT, 6osbiiie ux He TpoHb. [lommen!
Bopora 3anagnsie, XaBeprod,

Jliok X3Beproi.

Tlepesoo A. Kasepunoii



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.



Cay:kamme

He oxupan, 4To TaM ke UX 3aCTaHy,

Korga BepHyJics, HO OHM BCE 311€Ch.

ITuTanu npesxzae gaMel MHTEPEC

K HuM, 1 JHM MJTaJOCTU XPaHUT UX MaMSTh.
OHU CIUIOTUIMCH BETXUM JIyXOM OpatcTBa,
MeHs1, KOHEUHO, BCTPETUIIN, KAK BCTApb;
Bce Te e 10OpsKH, TpY HUX MOpajlb —
HerponyToe BpemeHeM Oorarcrso.

Bbl1, 3HaTHBII pof, TpsiceTech HaJl repooMm,

Bac, onapeHHsbIX, TSHET BBbICh. BuiHa

Bam uctmna cKBO3b CTPaxoB, B3MISIIOB IPU3MY ?
[ToaT unb nape — Takou xe pad Bpemen,

Takoli ke cepoil UX BBIXOAUT TKaHb,

JInuHa — apiivH — YHBUIBIM, JKaJIKUM KU3HIM.

Tepesoo A. Kasepunoii



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.



Mup

OnuH 17151 Beex Jmofied Ha cBeTe Opar —
N 5ta npuHaIIEKHOCTD BCE, YTO ECTh.
Hpyroii Koput cebsi, 4TO BUHOBAT,

U 3a cynp0Oy BHIHAIIMBAET MECTb.

Jl71s1 omHOTO — cMM(OHMS 3BYUHT,
HebecHbIx (redT TopsKeCTBEHHASI MOIIIb,
Ho pokor azja B 3111 3ByKM BJIUT,
CreHaHbs TeX, KOMY HeJb3sl IOMOYb.

OpHu TBEepHST, YTO 3aMbICelT B JIIOOBH,
Jpyrum oTpagHel K Xaocy CBEpHYTh —
Ho Bce siBUMCH B 3TOT MUP JIIOABMH,
YT00 COCTaBIATH YUCIIO €T0 U CYTh.

Ilepesoo B. Das



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.



I'naza Yapuas3za Kapsuiia

[Tevanenbril BUI uMen Beerga Yapin3 Kapeuii,
XOTs 17151 TeX, KTO JIydillie 3HaJ ero,

VibIOKy Ha Jiviie ceOe OCTaBulI,

CmMmsryas TeM rpycTb B3IJisiia CBOETO.

B m1a3zax ero HM pajgoCTH, HA CTPACTH,

Onu Bcera revaabHbl ¥ TPYCTHBI,

Ero ynpiOka cCBETUTCS Tak CUaCThEM,

EFO rj1a3a rne4dyajibHbl 1 HyCTLI.

7KuBsi, OH MHOTO CJIOB HE TOBOPHII,

U nonoBuHy clOB He pa3Oupay;
Kazancsa ctpaHHbIM Ham, MOKa OH KWJT;
W MBI ero Bcerga He MOHUMAJIH,

Iloka He ymep oH. U B a10T pas

CroBa yCIIbILIUM OIYCTEBILIUX IJ1a3.

Tlepesoo A. Kopsikosa



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.



I'amOuT ATepTOoHAa

Marwuctp chirpa CIOHOBOM MENTKOM
He pagu cmsbiciia, a B HACMEIIKY.
Ceirpan maructp, 1 ATepToH

Bout Xomom KpaiiHe U3ymiieH,
Ckazas, myrasich u OneiHest:
«Tenepp ecTb HOBasI Uzesl,

U Bcex HEMyZpbIX TPOCBETHUT

Moii 3aHMMATENILHBII raMOuT!»

W Bocxopasiye 3Be3/1bl INIABHO
CnuBayuch ¢ My3bIKOW Oprasa,

Ee marmyeckmii moTok

CpIIUT HE MOJIOION UT'POK,

A TOT, KTO, Kak Marucrp, B HaCMeIlIKy
Tonry 3aBOIUT Ha MONJIEPKKY

B MomeHT, mobexaeHa Korga
Bocxonsias 3Be3a.

N ATepToH CIOHOBOW MENIKON
CpIrpalt, CONepHUKH, OMEIUB,
[ToHATH HE MOTYT CYTh UJIEH.
Tonrmoi Ha NapTUM IJ1a3€10T
OmienomiIeHHbIE PY3bsl.
JIIBUX€eHb MacTepa JIOBS. . .



W nus HemHOrUMeE B Urpe
C TpyaoMm Jepxalvch HapaBHE.

W Bocxopsiye 3Be3/1bl BHOBb
Bpocaior BbI30B, KUIIUT KPOBb. ...
W ecnu 6naropoaHbli cyx
HeBobHO CITBIINT IEp3KUH 3BYK,
Toraa Kakoii U3 HaC UTPOK

C co0010 coBitazarb ObI CMOT,

Ha ero mecte okazaTtbcst

U Hag coboro mocMesThes?

Ha ero mecre K10 13 Hac

['OTOB IPUHSTH TOJIIBI 9KCTA3?

U kto M3 Hac OB MOT CMUPUTBCS,
Korna 3Be3na npyrux uckpurcs?

U Gbu10 OB COBCEM HEe MUJIO
Kuuntbcest nepen cinabbiM CUIION,

W 6b110 OB CKBEPHEHIIIM TOHOM
[Tetb B yecth oOe Hall ATEPTOHOM.

Tlepesoo A. Yeprviuesa



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 —
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