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[IEPEJHE CJIOBO

B xHMXK1Ii IpeficTaB/IeHO TepeKIaji IOeTUYHOI KIACUKL
bpuranii, AMepuxu i HaBiTb ABcTparii. Tomac berini On-
npiy, IOmxin ®ing, Harania Kpeiin, Exsapn Keppin — ni
iMeHa Mali>ke He3HalloMi J/id IepeciYHOro LIaHyBa/JIbHMU-
Ka noesii. I'enpi JIoycon — aBcTpanilicbKuil KIacuK, oro
Bipui y ayci HapogHux 6anaj MalOTh LIAHCYU Ha 3400y TTA
YUTaLbKOI yBary, HaBiTh 11060Bi, bpet IapTt, Pepbsapp Ki-
nninr, Enrap Annan [lo — meTpu, Xo4a npezcTaBiieHi 3e-
6inpuIoro He HayBimomimmmu ix TBopamm. Ilepexmamad
JTropmuma IllapinoBa ¢axiBelb 3 mepekIayy apXiTeKTypHOi
niteparypu, 6araTopiunmit criBpo6iTHuK KuiBcbkoro HIT
Teopil Ta icTopii apxiTekTypu Ta yaconucy A+C. Ha pos-
Bi/ni JIrogMuna bopuciBHa nepeknafgana iHo3eMHY JTipUKY,
3pifiKa APYKYIO4YM 3a/IMIIKK Ha CTOPiHKaX )XypHamy «Bcec-
BiT». HempogaBHO BOHA 3BepHYy/Iach Jo0 A+C 3 IpOXaHHAM
IOIIOMOTTH 3 y6IiKalji€elo Ii MOeTMYHNX papuTeTiB.



Tomac berini Onppiu
1836, IloprcmyT, Hbto-Xemmmip — 1907, bocron, Maccagycerc

Ipogecitinuii nimepamop, pedaxmop, noem.
Ceped uumanozo noemu4uHoz0, 4acmo nNOMne3Hozo,
00po0Ky, Oe 82a0Y8aNUCH 8IONYHHS UYHUX 20710Ci8,

BUPI3HAIOMBCA KOPOMKI MIPUUHI 8iPUL, AKUM 8iH NPA2HY8
Hadamu npocmomu i 06atinueoeo 8UKiHUEHHS.
Came 60HU 1l OMPUMATU NPABO HA HCUMMA.
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Thomas Bailey Aldrich Tomac Betini Onopiu

MEMORY I[TAM’ATD
My mind lets go a thousand things Most He 36epirae maM’saTh TUCAYI HOAIIL.
Like dates of wars and deaths of kings, CMepTh KOpPOJIiB, IPUMIpOM, JaTH BilfH.
And yet recalls the very hour — Ta iHozi TpanIsA€ETHCS TaKe,
‘T was noon by yonder village tower, IITo HaBiTh YaCcOBi MPUTATYIO 5T MEXi:
And on the last blue noon in May — TpaBHeBMit IONyAEHb, Oiflst CiNMbChKOT BeXi. ..
The wind came briskly up this way, Topi Ha monmynHA 6e3)XypHOTrO 6IaKUTDb
Crisping the brook beside the road; Juxnyno BitpoM. I ymuts
Then, pausing here, set down its load 36eHTeXUBCA pydaii 6ins goporn,
Of pine-scents, and shook listlessly A BiTep panToM BIIYX, >KOypHYBIIN IO BOAK
Two petals from that wild-rose tree. Benuki Bopoxu i3 uBiTy XBOi...

— Ile it MMMOXinb 1Ba MEIOCTKYU 3ipBaB
3 LINUIIIMHA B HOJT.
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Thomas Bailey Aldrich

IDENTITY

Somewhere — in desolate wind-swept space —
In Twilight-land — in No-man’s land —

Two hurrying Shapes met face to face,

And bade each other stand.

“And who are you?” cried one agape,
Shuddering in the gloaming light.

“I know not,” said the second Shape,

“I only died last night!”
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Tomac Beiini Onopiu

POSIIISBHAHHA

Hecp y HiunitHiii, 6esnonHii 3emii,

Ile cyTinku, ne 6e3 YIUHY BiTpUTbD,

OpHa opiHil Ha3ycTpiY ABi MOCTATI ALK
" 3ITKHYBIINCE, IPVCTANV Ha MUTb.

«Tn xT0?» — IIpocTo [MBUTHCA B 04i OfHAa,
Y Moponi TpeMTA4n.

Bigkasye gpyra: «He 3naro 1.

S nomepia BYOpa BHOUI».

15



KOmxuu Oing
1850, Cenr-Jlyic, Miccypi — 1895, Yukaro, Inninoiic

Bpakae 1toro mupa n0608B fo giteit. Hemae cymHiBiB,
1[0 JIOTO AUTsYA TipuKa 3 ii 6e3nocepeqHicTIo
3abesrnednia IOMy Hillly B aMepUKAHCBKIiil JIiTeparypi.
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Eugene Field

LITTLE BOY BLUE

The little toy dog is covered with dust,
But sturdy and staunch he stands;

The little toy soldier is red with rust,
And his musket moulds in his hands.

Time was when the little toy dog was new,
And the soldier was passing fair;

And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue
Kissed them and put them there.

“Now, don’t you go till I come,” he said,
“And don’t you make any noise!”

So, toddling off to his trundle-bed,
He dreamt of the pretty toys;

And, as he was dreaming, an angel song
Awakened our Little Boy Blue —

Oh! the years are many, the years are long,
But the little toy friends are true!

Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand,
Each in the same old place,

Awaiting the touch of a little hand,
The smile of a little face;

And they wonder, as waiting the long years through
In the dust of that little chair,

What has become of our Little Boy Blue
Since he kissed them and put them there.
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Dowxun ®ino

CMYTHUM XJIOITYMK
I supkoBMIt NecuK Bech NUJIOM IIPUTIAB,
Ta, Ak Toxi, BiH HaIiTHMI, CTINKNIL;
Conpara 1[sIIbKOBOTO TOUMTD ipika,

B>xe He rpisHMII MYLIKET y PyLli, @ CMilIHNIA. ..

A KONMUCH-TO 1€ TTIECUK 6yB 30BCiM HOBMIA,
I conpar mukyBaBcs OpaBuil. ..
3aHic crofu irpalliky XJI0MYUK CMYTHUIA,
ITopmani cxoBas i moninyBsas iX.
«[loxu He IpuUIAY, HIKyAM He AiTh!
I ranacy ani-nil»
I BiH /10 NMi>kKa CBOTO NOBEPHYBCh
I 6aunB 060X yBi CHi.
CMYTHOTO XJIOITYMKA CIiB 30yuB,
CBiT/nit AHTONMbCHKUIA CTIiB:
He cymyii, Tu BipHMX py3iB TUIINB,
Xall X04 CKi/ZIbKM IpOJifie POKiB.
BipHi gpysi me i1 goci Tam,
Ie cxoBaB iX, pyIlaun B IIyTh,
Tema i1oro pyk 4eKaloTb JapMa,
IlapMa J10ro yCMIilIKM Ky Th.
VIl MUHAI0TD YeKaHHS JIOBTi pOKM
B nunroni ctaporo CTinblisg;
o cramoca 3 XxnomnueM, Mo iX IinyBas,
SIK moBimaTMCh XOU ITiBCIiBIA. ..
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Harania Kpeitn
1913, Horo-Mopk — 1998, Can-/liero, Kamidopwis

He moscna ne posnosicmu yumauesi, wyo Hamania Kpeiin
6yna syndepkinoom, neputy ceoto 30ipky
80HA HAOPYKY8aAsna 8 0ea IMUPiuHOMY Bili,
pedaxkmopu He Masnu 2a0Ku, W40 MAMv CNPasy 3 OUMUHOIO.
Le 6yna cmpynxa, wyupa
ma 306¢im He 3apo3ymina 0i6uuHKa.
Taxoto i 3anUMUNACy 6 3Pinocmi.
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Nathalia Crane

THE THREE-CORNERED LOT

Said the farmer to his daughter: “When I die, as like as not,
I’ll leave to you the title to the old three-cornered lot.

“ “Tis the vale beyond the pastures, never any good to me,
With the huckleberry bushes and the silver maple-tree.

“Fair scenery for song birds, but too small to cultivate;

Yet there’s a wall around it, like a foolish man’s estate.”

Fell a blight upon the corn fields; stood an empty barn and cot;
The farmer’s holdings dwindled to the old three-cornered lot.
He saw his home dismantled; learned that permanence, alas,
Is the portrait of a swallow painted on the shadow grass.

Came his daughter as a seeress, and she said: “As like as not,
I'm giving back the title to the old three-cornered lot.

“ “Tis just a bit of scenery too sweet to cultivate,

Yet there’s a wall around it, like a nobleman’s estate;

“There are huckleberry bushes and a length of garden loam,

And the stone walls of the foolish man wherewith to build a home.”
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Hamania Kpeiin

TPUKYTHMYOK 3EMIJII

QepMep ixaB i3 JOUKOIO0 KPi3b Yrifasa unMarli.

«Bignuury TO01 51, OHBKO, TOM TPUKYTHUYOK 3€MIIi,

Oroii mi 3a MacOBMCHKOM, IIOCHh MEHi BiH Hi 0 4OTO.

I'ycTo mopocia YopHMLLS, K/eH cpibmsicTuit, 6inbur Hivoro.
JI/14 mTalIoK TaM BIOCTa/Ib MicIid, a 1100 CiATh — 3aMasnii.
IIIe i1 06HiC 110T0O CTiHOIO, K MAETOK, XTOCh Iy PHUID».
HeBpokaiit mpuiiioB sHeHaIbKa: 3aCiK, X/IiB, aMbap mycTuii.
Bip ycix yTigb MMIIMBCA TOV TPUKYTHUYOK MajINI.

SIx Ha nerty po3bupanu 1oro AiM, BiH 3po3yMiB:

Bce MuHae, i1 He nmuiae B Hebi IacTiBKa ClifiB.

«yemn, 6aTbe, s BIIMOBJIIOCH BiJi CBOIX 3aKOHHMX IIPaB.
3H0By TBill OTOV TPUKYTHUK, nepen6aqMB TH, SIK 3HAB.

Lleit KyTO9OK MaTbOBHMYMIT MaliyKe TPIilllHO 3aCiBaTh.

A oT cTiHy — IaHCBKY IPMMXY — MOXKHa Oy/ie po3ibpars.
OH sIKMIT pACHMIT YOPHUYHUK, i CafjoK Oys 3a HUM.

TonmoBHe X — cTiHa 3 KaMiHHS, po36epiTh it 6yAyiiTe fiMy.
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Yapns Exsapp Keppin
1842, HbIO—I7IOpK — 1920, Hb}o-1710p1<

Hapoouscs i maiixce éce seumms xue 6 Hoto-Vopxy.
3atimarouu KepieHi nocadu Ha Pi3HUX 3aTiIBHUUAX,
8iH 3HATIW06 Hac, w06 Hanucamu 08i KHU2U, HATIKPAU
3 He6azamvox 00CMOUHUX HACTIOYBAHb 0e3CMEPINHO20
JTwica Keppona («Anica 6 kpaini uyoec»). Kinvka sipuiuxis
3 kHueu «Davy And The Goblin» nasedero mym.
Hauixpawie y 3pinozo Keppina — e scapmisnuei MoHom02U
ma HoHceHc-6ipuii 6 manepi Keppona (3 saxum 1020 wacmo
nymarmmo uepes cxoxcicmo npizeéun). Jlo peui, cun noema
T'ati cmase idomum noemom, omsce Meop4o 6i0HicCA
0o bamuvkiscvkoeo oapynky («Cunosi, To Guy»).
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Charles Edward Carryl

TO GUY
From «Davy And The Goblin»

Dear little boy, upon these pages find

The tangled fancies of thy father’s mind,

Born of the hours when thou, a little child,
Throned on his knee in breathless rapture smiled,
Hearing entranced the marvels that were told

Of fay and goblin in the days of old.

Would that the glamour of those cloudless days
Might cheer thee still, what time the toilsome maze
Of riper years hath banished fairy lore —

And blithesome youth hath fled to come no more!
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Yapns Edsapo Keppin

CHHOBI
I3 36ipku «/leBi Ta [06iH»

Miit xnomuuky! L] kHUTa — Ml 3aBiT;
Jns1 Tebe CTBOPIOBAB 5 1€Vl XMMEPHMIA CBIT.
HuTtsaM Ty Ha KO/MiHAaX MOIX CUJIiB,

ITipHaB y CBiT Ka30K i HE3HaIOMMX CIIiB.

I cnyxas, cnyxaB, Masio He TPEMTIB,

ITpo enpiB, robmiHiB i deit cTapux vacis. ..
Hexaii xe yapy TUX 6e3>XypHUX THIB
JanmyTb To61 HacHary, B Cepli CIiB. ..
Tenep, xomu Bif Tebe I0HICTD BifeTina,

3 coboro B3aBLIM TOOMiHIB i (e,

He sary6u, He 3pajp gapyHoK meit!
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Charles Edward Carryl

I HAD AN EDUCATED PUG...
From «Davy And The Goblin»

I had an educated pug,

His name was Tommy Jones;
He lived upon the parlor rug
Exclusively on bones.

And if, in a secluded room,
I hid one on a shelf,

It disappeared; so I presume
He used to help himself.

He had an entertaining trick
Of feigning he was dead;
Then, with a reassuring kick,
Would stand upon his head.

I could not take the proper change,
And go to buy him shoes,

But what he’d sit upon the range
And read the latest news.

28

Yapns Edosapo Keppin

BYB Y MEHE BUEHM I MOIIC...
I3 36ipku «/leBi Ta [06in»

JKuB y meHe BueHMI MOIIC,

Y BiTanbHI CBil MaB KMJINMOK;
Binrykasco Ha i’ Tommi [IxoHc
I momHs BuMaras KiCTOK.

VY aKux sakallejIKax s He XOBaB
Kictku (itomy > Ha 3armac),

Bin 3Haiijie i 3’iCTb... TOMY A MipKyBaB:

Taxwnit cobi pagy gacTs.

Kymenumit dpoxyc, 6yBa, yTHe:
[IpuAypuUTbCS MEPTBUM J1 IEKUTD.
Ta ocb oxxuBae i panToM cTprbHE —
Ha romosy crane i1 CTOITb.

o Tyt nopobuur? Ha nymKy crazga
YepeBuku 10My KyIIUTh.

A BiH BXXe B KyXHi Ha IIi4 cifia,
UnTae rasery i CONNUTD.
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Charles Edward Carryl

And when I ventured out, one day
To order him a coat,

I found him, in his artless way,
Careering on a goat.

I could not go to look at hats

But that, with childish glee,

Hed ask in all the neighbors’ cats
To join him at his tea.

And when I went to pay a bill
(I think it was for tripe),
He made himself extremely ill
By smoking with a pipe.
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Yapns Edsapo Keppin

3i6paBcs it IOIXaB 51 IEBHOTO THS —
ITanbro, MOB, IOMY IIpPUBESY.

I 6aqy: MeHe BiH Ha3oraHs,
OcignaBiy Halry Kosy.

Co0i XOTiB 5 IJOC KYIIUTD...
Ta fe TaMm, 1€t TyNbTAN
Knpok cycificbkux 3alpocuTb
B>xe BcTUT 10 HAC Ha Yaii.

PaxyHOK cBili 1 MaB CIITTATUTD

I BimifimoB Ha MUT®. ..

IIpuitoB — BiH JIIOIBKY BCTUT CKYPUTb,
I'eTp XBOpUIT HUITD JIEXKATb.
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Charles Edward Carryl

THE SLEEPY GIANT
From «Davy And The Goblin»

My age is three hundred and seventy-two,
And I think, with the deepest regret,

How I used to pick up and voraciously chew
The dear little boys whom I met.

I've eaten them raw, in their holiday suits;

I've eaten them curried with rice;

I've eaten them baked, in their jackets and boots,
And found them exceedingly nice.

But now that my jaws are too weak for such fare,
I think it exceedingly rude

To do such a thing, when I'm quite well aware
Little boys do not like to be chewed.

And so I contentedly live upon eels,

And try to do nothing amiss.

And I pass all the time I can spare from my meals
In innocent slumber like this.
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Yapns Edsapo Keppin

CILIAYM BEJIETEHD
I3 36ipku «[leBi Ta [06iH»

MeHni BXe TpUCTa i CiMAecAT [1Ba,
A srajxu — juiie KasgTTs Ta Oi/b,
Bo g Tak oxoue XJIOIAT MOifaB.
He 51 1x 6paB? 36upas 3Bigycinb.

51 3’igaB iX cupuMM B CBATKOBIM BOpaHHI,

S 3’ipaB ix i3 coycoM Kappi i pucom,
3amikaB B 4epeBUKaX, i caMe BOHI
BupgaBanucp MmeHi HalicMa4yHIIIi.

[Tpob6aure, x0m’sTa 1061 !
l'anbba MeHi, BaC He TOPKHYCb,
IlTonpaBza, XUTAITHCA 3y6H,
51 HMMU XKXyBaTy 60I0Ch.

Temep s xapuyoCch CaMIMU BYTPaMI,
Hi xpuBp, aHi mkox He po6Io.

K g momoiM, i 3aMuImuThcs 4yac,

SIx 3apas, s mpaBegHO CIIIIO.

33



Charles Edward Carryl

ROBINSON CRUSOE’S STORY

The night was thick and hazy

When the ‘Piccadilly Daisy’

Carried down the crew and captain in the sea;
And I think the water drowned ‘em;

For they never, never found ‘em,

And I know they didn’t come ashore with me.

Oh! ‘twas very sad and lonely

When I found myself the only

Population on this cultivated shore;

But I've made a little tavern

In a rocky little cavern,

And I sit and watch for people at the door.

I spent no time in looking

For a girl to do my cooking,

As I'm quite a clever hand at making stews;
But I had that fellow Friday,

Just to keep the tavern tidy,

And to put a Sunday polish on my shoes.
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Yapns Edsapo Keppin

POS3ITIOBIIb POBIH3OHA KPY30

[Itopm HacyHyBCA TaK IIBUJKO. ..
Kopabenb «bpuraHcbka KBiTKa»
Buitimos B Mope i HeBJJOB3i 3aTOHYB.
3runys. /I He cymMHiBaBcH,

bo HixTO He BpATYyBaBCH,

I Ha Oeper 1€l 31 MHOIO He IPUOYB.

byno cymHuo i camoTHboO. ..

3ayBa)xuB g CKOpOOTHO,

Jo 3 mrozeit B 3eMJIi KBiTy4ill s OfVH.
Tox B medepi s MaricTepHO
O6nagHaB Many TaBepHY

I yciBes Ha noposi. JKnoy HoBuH.

Hi, g ne mrykas cry>xHuIio,

[ITo6 B 06ix pobma mHiIETh

(3 MsicoMm cobi pajy s faBaB).
Xomnenp, [UaTHnieo 3BaTu,
BssiBchb B TaBepHi mpubuparu,

Ile 71 B Hepii/MI0 YepEeBUKY HAUNIIIAB.
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Charles Edward Carryl

I have a little garden
That I'm cultivating lard in,

As the things I eat are rather tough and dry;

For I live on toasted lizards,
Prickly pears, and parrot gizzards,
And I'm really very fond of beetle-pie.

The clothes I had were furry,
And it made me fret and worry

When I found the moths were eating off the hair;

And I had to scrape and sand ‘em,
And I boiled ‘em and I tanned ‘em,
Till I got the fine morocco suit I wear.

I sometimes seek diversion

In a family excursion

With the few domestic animals you see;
And we take along a carrot

As refreshment for the parrot,

And a little can of jungleberry tea.
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Yapns Edsapo Keppin

Mairo g caiok YmMasnii,

Ile BupomyIo 4 cao.

[>xa 5x 60 Mos cyxa it TBepaa:
PisHi AmipoK raryHku,
Kaxryc i manmy»xi LUTyHKM,
e i >xyxoBMit upir, oTo iza.

Beco miit ogsr 6yB i3 xyTpa,

Voro minb 3'inana XYTKO,

Krnomit MaB 51 3 HUM, CBepOiXK CTpaLIHUIL.
OTxe £ cBill OfAT IIpas,

Tep 3 mickoM i BUUMHAB

Ta KocTIOM Temep 5 Malo MIKipAHMIL

Yacom pocTo A1 po3Baru

41 6epy cBolo Barary

XaTHix 3BipiB IO OKONNIIAX I'YIATD.
I mamyrm 3aBxu B 3M03i

Mopxksy 3’icTu 1o 10posi

I 3 TponmivHUX ATif YaEM 3aNMUBaTh.
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Charles Edward Carryl

Then we gather as we travel,

Bits of moss and dirty gravel,

And we chip oft little specimens of stone;
And we carry home as prizes

Funny bugs, of handy sizes,

Just to give the day a scientific tone.

If the roads are wet and muddy

We remain at home and study,—

For the Goat is very clever at a sum,—
And the Dog, instead of fighting,
Studies ornamental writing,

While the Cat is taking lessons on the drum.

We retire at eleven,

And we rise again at seven;

And I wish to call attention, as I close,
To the fact that all the scholars

Are correct about their collars,

And particular in turning out their toes.
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Yapns Edsapo Keppin

ITo noposi Mu 36upaem

Mox, 3pasku KaMiHH#, I'paBiit,
PigkicHMX KOMaXx JiieMO IIyKaTb.
Konu BpacTbcs, Mu pajiem,

o exckypcii symiem
HaykoBoro 3ab6apB/ieHHs Ha/jaTb.

B goir Mmu Bgoma 30CcTaEMOCH,

Io HaBuaHHA BCi GepeMOCh,

bo B K031 MaTeMaTn4Ha roioBa.
Ilec, w06 He 3YnHATH 6iIKMY,
Buntbcs pisHux mpudTis criiiko,
A Ham kit Ha 6apabaHi HarpaBa.

Mu nsaraem o gecATii,
ITpoxuagaeMocs o IwsTiiL,

I Xxo4y A HaroNnOCUTH HaNPUKiHIIi:
Bueni, 9acy He MapHYTiTe,

3 KJIMIIIOHOTICTIO BOIOIITE,
Jl6aiite Bci mpo cBixi Komipi!
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Charles Edward Carryl
THE PLAINT OF THE CAMEL

Canary-Birds feed on sugar and seed,
Parrots have crackers to crunch;

And, as for the poodles, they tell me the noodles

Have chickens and cream for their lunch.
But there’s never a question

About my digestion —

Anything does for me!

‘Cats, youre aware, can repose in a chair,
Chickens can roost upon rails;

Puppies are able to sleep in a stable,

And oysters can slumber in pails.

But no one supposes

A poor Camel dozes —

Any place does for me!

‘Lambs are enclosed where it’s never exposed,
Coops are constructed for hens:

Kittens are treated to houses well heated,
And pigs are protected by pens.

But a Camel comes handy

Wherever it’s sandy —

Anywhere does for me!
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BEPBJIIOL CKAPKUTBHCH...

Ot KaHap1i Be3iHHA: IIyKOp ICTb i HACiHHA,
IToina 6e3 HanpyTy mamyra cBiit Kpekep;

A nypHi nmyzieni o CHiJaHKy

MarTb Kyp4yara I CMETaHKY.

Ta HiKONM He CTaBAATh MUTAHHA

ITomo Moro xapyyBaHHA —

Bep6mion, BiH i Tak mepeby/e.

Kuibkn, Ka>kyun CTUCTIO, CIOYNBAIOTD Y KPiC/ax,
Kypuara Ha cifani criiaTs;

Lyunku ¢aiiui fpiMaroTs y cTaiiHi,

Ycrpuui y BisepKax XpOIUIATb.

ATe 41 yBary 3BepTalTh

Ha Te, 110 it BepOIIOAM KYHAIOTD?

Xaii itomy, Tak nepe6bype!

XasdAiH ATHATa BKPUBAE, [e iM He MifayBae,

A xi6a cBifiCbKMM KypsIM He OyIyIOTb IITalTHNK?
JKuByThH KOIIEHATA ITyXHATi y HATOILIEHINI XaTi,
I mopocaTam CBMHAPHIO CIIOPY/IKYE TOJiBHUK.
Tinbku Bep6mion Ha mpupopi

B mimaHiit 6ypi, B Herogi —

Yoro itomy Tpeb6a? 3BUK.

41



Charles Edward Carryl

‘People would laugh if you rode a giraffe,
Or mounted the back of an ox;

It's nobody’s habit to ride on a rabbit,

Or try to bestraddle a fox.

But as for a Camel, he’s

Ridden by families —

Any load does for me!

‘A snake is as round as a hole in the ground;
And weasels are wavy and sleek;

And no alligator could ever be straighter
Than lizards that live in a creek,

But a Camel’s all lumpy

And bumpy and humpy —

Any shape does for me!’
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He ynukse Toit mrpagdy, XTo ocinnae xxupagdy,

A ckinpku 6yBasno cMixy, KONy XTOCh Ha KOpOBi ixas!
Xi6a 3Halieln 0X04yX Ha KPOJIAX AeCh IiICKOYNUTD,
JIncuuero rapijoBary, 1[06 BYaCHO JiCTAaTICh B0 XaTU?
A Ha BepbOmIoni —

CiM’samu mogm.

Xi6a >, TO /1A HbOTO BaHTaXK?

CnusHe 3Mif I71ajileHbKa B [[ipKy B 3eMJIi IIBU/IEHBKO;
Jlacuiiss, BU MOAMBITHCS, TaKa BOHA 3rpa6Ha I THYUKa;
Y My IOCHYNN, piBHEHBKO /1€KaTh KPOKOJVIIIA,
ITocTymaw4uch TiIbKM ALIipKaM Y IicKax.

Ha meHe nornsHbTe: rop6aTuii,

I'ynacruit i BaiinyBaTuin —

Tocniony, 1110 33 MOCTAaTh MeHI TV MOJAPYBaB?
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Charles Edward Carryl

THE SONG IN THE DELL

I know a way

Of hearing what the larks and linnets say:
The larks tell of the sunshine and the sky;
The linnets from the hedges make reply,
And boast of hidden nests with mocking lay.

I know a way

Of keeping near the rabbits at their play:
They tell me of the cool and shady nooks
Where waterfalls disturb the placid brooks
That I may go and frolic in the spray.

I know a way

Of catching dewdrops on a night in May,

And threading them upon a spear of green,

That through their sides translucent may be seen
The sparkling hue that emeralds display.
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I[IICHA 3 JOJIMHU

A posyMiro KaliBOPOHKIB CIIiB

I xBa/IbKyBaTy KOHOIIAHOK MOBY:

Ocb c/1aBnATH KallBOPOHKM COHIIE 3HOBY I
3HOBY,

A KOHOIUIAHYMH CIiB IIPUCBSIY€HO TypOOTi
Xutpillle THi3fa MPUXOBATH B )KMBOILIOTI.

I 3Ha10, AK IOPO3YMITHUCA 3 KPOIIAMHA,
Koy BoHU cBOIO Beceny I'PAlOTh I'PY,
ITigkasyoTb, e TPOXO0IOo/a i TiHb,

Jle Bomocmaz 6eHTeXXUTD pydalo IIajjiHb,
IITo6 mir A 6pMsKaTUCh i3 HUMM Y 5Kapy.

A 1Ie 4 3HaIO IIEBHY IMBHY pid,

SIK TOBNATH KpalleIbKM POCK B TPABHEBY HiY,
IIpocMMKYIOTD Y HUX INMTa>KMHKI TPAB,

I xpispb pocy cnanaxye cmapary,

I ckinbky BiiTIHKIB pocu BIIajja€e B Bidi.
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I know a way

Of trapping sunbeams as they nimbly play

At hide-and-seek with meadow-grass and flowers,
And holding them in store for dreary hours
When winds are chill and all the sky is gray.

I know a way

Of stealing fragrance from the new-mown hay
And storing it in flasks of petals made,

To scent the air when all the flowers fade

And leave the woodland world to sad decay.

I know a way

Of coaxing snowflakes in their flight to stay
So still awhile, that, as they hang in air,

I weave them into frosty lace, to wear
About my head upon a sultry day.
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Sl BMil0 COHIIA IIPOMEHI ITepexXonnTy,

Konu BoHU y moJ1i TpaloTh XBaBO

Y cXOBaHKMN, a 3 HUMU KBIiTU Il TPaBU

I Ha 3amac cxoBaTy, Ha OTi Yacyu CyMHi,

Konnu xornone Bitep i1 He6O cipe jeHb TPy JHi.

4l BMilo BKpacTu apoMar y CBi>KOCKOIIIEHOIO CiHa
I 36epiraTh J10TO0 y IJIALIII 3 TIe/TIOCTKIB,

I106 HamoITH MMaXoIaMI CBIiT,

Komnu Bci KBiTH BAHYTD,

I seneHicTh B cBiTi ruHe.

$] 3HAI0, AK HAMOBUTU CHI>KMHKI

IoniT B MOBITPi CBill NPUSYNMHNUTH,
3aBUCHYTH CIIOKIITHO, HEPYXOMO,

106 Mir 51 3 HUX CIUIECTV MEPEXIBO MOPO3He
V1 Ha TOOBY B CIIEKOTHWIA JIeHb HafLiTH.
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I'enpi Jloycon
1867, I'pencbenn, Acrpanist — 1922, A66oTcdopn, ABcTpatist

Hapoouecs na 3onomux konanvuax wimamy Hosuil
ITiedennuii Yenvc. 3anouamxysas mpaouuii peanizmy i
OemMoKpamu3smy y a6cmpaniiicokiil rimepamypi.
Bipwi y 0yci HapoOonux 6anad. Bapiauii Ha memy scumms
npocmozo n100y. bazamo xmo Hamazascs Hacnidysamu
CMUsb, azie He 3Mie CMamu 3 HUM ypieeHbp.

Lle icmopis 6opomvou i mpiymey cmanosneHHs KpaiHu.
Hatibinvwe micys 1i ysaeu st iodana /loycoHosi.
ITocv meni Hazadysano amepuxarcokuti Juxuti 3axio:
2epoi HapoOoHux 6anad Jloycona Haue6mo eutiinu 3
K08001icbKOT pOMAHMUKU, a7ie 60HU TII0OTHIULI.
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Henry Lawson

SWEENEY

It was somewhere in September, and the sun was
going down,

When I came, in search of copy, to a Darling-River
town;

“Come-and-Have-a-Drink” we’ll call it — ‘tis a fitting
name, [ think —

And ‘twas raining, for a wonder, up at Come-and-
Have-a-Drink.

Underneath the pub verandah I was resting on a bunk

When a stranger rose before me, and he said that he
was drunk;

He apologized for speaking; there was no offence, he
swore;

But he somehow seemed to fancy that he’d seen my
face before.
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CYIHI

Hech y BepecHi 6yro 1ie, i 3a€Tbes, 110
HaJBeyip,

Sl BUmagKoM ONMHUBCA y CYCiIHBOMY
MiCTEeYKY;

TyT 3HeHalbKa JOUIUK BAPUB, g B MIMHOK AKUIICDH
MeTHYBCA

I3 oTMX, 10 JOCUTD BIIYYHO «HA/TMBalKaMU»
30BYTbCH.

BnamrTyBaBmuch Ha Tepaci, caM Ha JIaBIii A CUJiB.

TyT fo MeHe it mifiiuos BiH, BUAHO fOOpe
NEepeNnnBs;

«41 He 30BCiM BXKe TBepe3uil, Kaxke, TV MeHi
npobay,

AJle moch MeHi 3[1a/10¢s, Jech KOMUCh Tebe
s 6auuB.
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“No erfence,” he said. I told him that he needn’t
mention it,

For I might have met him somewhere; I had travelled

round a bit,

And I knew a lot of fellows in the Bush and in the
streets —

But a fellow can’t remember all the fellows that he
meets.

Very old and thin and dirty were the garments that
he wore,

Just a shirt and pair of trousers, and a boot, and
nothing more;

He was wringing-wet and really in a sad and sinful
plight.

And his hat was in his left hand, and a bottle in his
right.
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«Bubayaii», — Bege BiH maii. «Bce rapaspg», —
s Bigkasas:

«JJi1IcCHO, MY MOTJIN CTPi4aTUCD, A 6ararto
MaH/IpyBaB.

bararbox crpivyaB A XJ/IOMNIiB Ha 10PO3i
i B MicTax.

Xi6a x Bcix 3amam’sitaenr? Illo Tyt Bhiem,
e >KUTTA. . .».

Bin OyB BAArHeHMIT B COPOUKY i SIKiCh cTapi
LITaHIL.

Bce 6rmareHbke, Bce y IIAMAaX, B3YTUM B JipaHi
mKap6aHu.

A moTpanuBuI mif 3MUBY, 6ifon1axa 3MOK
CyLi/b.

Kamemrox Tpumas y /iBili, INIANIKY B IIPaBili MaB

pyui.
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He agreed: You can’t remember all the chaps you
chance to meet,

And he said his name was Sweeney — people lived in
Sussex-street.

He was camping in a stable, but he swore that he was
right.

“Only for the blanky horses walkin’ over him all
night”.

Hed apparently been fighting, for his face was black-
and-blue,

And he looked as though the horses had been treading

on him, too;
But an honest, genial twinkle in the eye that wasn’t
hurt

Seemed to hint of something better, spite of drink and

rags and dirt.
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«[]i11cHO, BCiX He IpUTafia€lll, TUX, KOTO
KOJIVCD 3yCTPiB».

I npencraBuBcsa: «CyiHi, a )XuBy Ha
Cacekc-cTpiT».

Bin sHiMaB )XWTJIO y CTaliHi, Lie, MOBJIAB, 3BMYailHa
pid.

«TinpKku 6icOBi KOHAKM XOLATHh MAjIo He BCIO
Hiu».

3uaTtu fobpe OB BiH OMTHMIL: CHHI 11 YOPHI II/IAMMI
CKPpi3b.

Mo>xe 6icOBi KOHSAKY IO JIUIIIO IOMY
TOBKJIUCD.

Tinpky 9ecHMI, WMPUIL BOTHUK y 04ax 110ro
CBITUBCbD.

Hi, BiH 3HaB B XMTTI 1IOCH Kpallje, epIr Hix Oepera
IyCTUBCD.
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It appeared that he mistook me for a long—lost mate of
his —

One of whom I was the image, both in figure and in
phiz —

(Hed have had a letter from him if the chap was
livin’ still,

For theyd carried swags together from the Gulf to
Broken Hill).

Sweeney yarned awhile, and hinted that his folks were
doing well,
And he told me that his father kept the Southern
Cross Hotel;
And I wondered if his absence was regarded as a loss
When he left the elder Sweeney—landlord of the
Southern Cross.
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Kake: «Cxoxxnit T Ha Apyra, i3 AKUM A
MaH/IPyBaB,

3 y36epexoxs BIIMO KpaiHi, BiH 0pOroo
BifICTaB.

B ckaTkax Hec/ny My MaHATTA KpPisb IycTei
i micra.

SK110 BiH >KMBUIL, Bif HbOTO g 6 MaBHO BXXe MaB
JIUCTar.

«Hi, Most ciM’st He 3 6igHMX», — BiH BUpPa3HUIl pOOUTH
JKECT...

Bo TpuMmace itoro 6aTbko mokc-rotens «IliBgeHHNI
Xpecry.

I MabyTb cTapuit CyiHi II0Ch He Ay>Ke IepeiiMaBCh,

Komnu cun 3 i10ro roTento y mmpoKuii CBiT
IOJaBCh.
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He was born in Parramatta, and he said, with humour
grim,

That hed like to see the city ere the liquor finished
him,

But he couldn't raise the money. He was damned if
he could think

What the Government was doing. Here he offered me
a drink.

I declined — ’twas self-denial — and I lectured him on
booze,

Using all the hackneyed arguments that preachers
mostly use;

Things I'd heard in temperance lectures (I was young
and rather green),

And I ended by referring to the man he might have
been.
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«3Haem micro [Tappamarra? Tam 3’BuBCA 5
Ha CBIT,
Tam xotiB 6u MOOYBaTH, 3 AABHIX JIIT IOYYTh
IIPUBIT».
Ta ocb rpori Ha 0i3/IKy BiH HisIK He Mir
3i6patb:
«Haue mpoKJIsAB XTO, 111 i1 YpsA... Bumwem?» Tinbku it Mir
CKa3arTb.

A BigMoBUBCh. X049 XOTiNOCH. | BU4MTYBaTh II0YaB PO
LIKiJ/IMBICTD
n I'pix NuANTBa — L€ A B LEePKBi 1e
4yBaB.
3asA1oKeHi HOBYaHHS L 51 3aMOIOLY
3HaB
I momaB: «Kum Mmir Tu cratu, ane CHO, 10 He
CTaB».
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Then a wise expression struggled with the bruises on
his face,

Though his argument had scarcely any bearing on the
case:

“What’s the good o keepin’ sober? Fellers rise and
fellers fall;

What I might have been and wasn't doesn’t trouble
me at all”

But he couldn’t stay to argue, for his beer was nearly
gone.

He was glad, he said, to meet me, and hed see me
later on,

But he guessed hed have to go and get his bottle filled
again;

And he gave a lurch and vanished in the darkness and
the rain.
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Ha nuui yioro 3maranuch npo6imck posymy it
CUHIII,

Hepopeunnmu 3fjaBanuch sanepeyeHHs
o1i:

«TyT TBepesicTb Hi fjo yoro. [Jona — Bce ii
KaIpus.

Tax 3aB>Xay B XXUTTi OyBae: XTO HAroOpy, XTO
HaHU3».

I sakBanmBcs, 60 B AL Bxe 6y/I0 He Yepes
Kpail...

«ITo3HartoMnTUCh OYB pajuil, e H06a4NMOCh,
OyBait...»

Crig 6y/10 TOBOPYIINTHUCD: BiH JOMUTY IUIAILIKY
MaB.

[ToxutHyBCH, ane BCTOAB. B TeMHiM MOpoIi
IpOoIas.
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And of afternoons in cities, when the rain is on the
land,

Visions come to me of Sweeney with his bottle in his
hand,

With the stormy night behind him, and the pub
verandah-post —

And I wonder why he haunts me more than any other
ghost.

I suppose he’s tramping somewhere where the bush-
men carry swags,

Dragging round the western stations with his empty
tucker-bags;

And I fancy that of evenings, when the track is grow-
ing dim,

What he “might have been and wasn’t” comes along
and troubles him.
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YacTo B MicTi Be4opaMu, a 10 TOTO X IIie 11
TIOIIUTD,

S mpuragyto CyiHi: ocb BiH 3 I/IALIKOIO
CTOITb.

Big pomy B minHOK cxoBaBcA... Cepef IpUBUiB
MOIX

Bin 3’aBnsgeTbCcA yacTillle, HallyacTile Bif
ycix.

To 3a 3010TOM 3 I0p6OOIO IIyKaYiB pylIae
B IIyTbh;

Jo oBeunx depm 3BepTae, MO’ HOICTU TaM
HangyTh.

Bauy 1, ax Bevopie, mpo HOYIBIIIO Yac
om0arh.

Sk Toni e mpuragaty, KuM BiH €2 Kum mir 6u
CTaTb?
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THE LIGHT ON THE WRECK

Out there by the rocks, at the end of the bank,

In the mouth of the river the Wanderer sank.

She is resting between the blue water and green,
And only her masts and her funnel are seen;

And you see, as day fades to its last crimson fleck,
On her foremast a lantern — a light on a wreck.

"Tis a light on a wreck, warning ships to beware

Of the drowned iron hull of the Wanderer there;

And the ships that come in and go out in the night
Keep a careful look out for the Wanderer’s light.
There are rules for the harbour and rules for the wave;
But all captains stand clear of a ship in her grave.
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CBITJIO ITEPECTOPOI'M

Ha nropax, y raBaHi, Ha MinuHi 6114 CKeJlb
«MaH/IpiBHUK» 3aTOHYB, MOPCBKMIT KOpaberb;
ITix Bopoto crioumB, y 671akuTi i 3en1eHi 6aps,
Hap Boporo nmuimmics mornm oro i gumap.
HaitocTaHHil COHAYHMII IPOMiHb AK I0rOps,
BupHO cTae Ha MO/l BOTOHD JIiXTaps;

«MaHpiBHUK» JIIXTapeM CBOIM 3acTepira MopsKa:

Tyt xopryc 3anisHuit Ha jHi, He6e3meka 6/IM3bKar.

Kopa6s1i, 110 BHOYI y raBaHb i 3 raBaHi iAyTh,

[TunpHO CTEXATh 3a TiXTapeM: BiH MOKa3ye Iy Th.
I[Tepen6adeHo B raBaHi X HOBeAiHKY, € 6araTo MpaBUI IPOCTUX.
CBoe€ npaBuIO 11 y KalliTaHiB: OCTOPOHB ITOXOBAaHb TaKMX.

65



Henry Lawson

And the stories of strong lives that ended in wrecks

Might be likened to lights over derelict decks;

Like the light where, in sight of the streets of the
town,

In the mouth of the channel the Wanderer went
down

Keep a watch from the desk, as they watch from the
deck;

Keep a watch from your home for the light on the
wreck.

But the lights on the wrecks since creation began

Have been shining in vain for the vagabond clan.

They will never take warning, they will not beware;

They have for their watchwords , «What matter?»
«What care?»

They steer without compass, and sail without check,

Till they drift to their grave ‘neath a light on a wreck.
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Xiba mepekas Ipo OO JINXY 3aB35ATUX YO/IOBIKiB
He € Te came, 1m0 cBiT/I0 HaJi MOTMTaMyt KOpabiB?
Cait0 TaM, Jie Ha3aBXAK
3HUK
Ha O4aX rOpOfIsiH Kopabenb
«MaH/IpiBHUK».
Tak, Ik cTeXaTb 3a IPi3HUMU 3HAKAMMU 3 TTATyOH
Kopabs,
Tak i T mig KyTOM Hebe3IeKy I/IsIHb Ha CBOI
mia.

Ta racyo TpuBOru BiiTOAI, IK CTBOPEHO CBIT,
He 6epe 10 yBaru aBaHTypHUKIB pif.
ITonepepnskaru ix MapHO, IX He MOXKHA 3aCTE€pErTH,
bo mapons ix: «He nepeitmaricsal»

«Xaii ifie Bce mif Tpy 4opTH!»

Taxk neTuTs ix cyHO 6€3 Kommacy. I MeTy Hade BUTHO BIKe. ..
Xaif X04 CBIT/IO HaJ| iX MOTM/IOI X04 KOTOCh KOMICh BOepesxe.
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Henry Lawson

TALBRAGAR

Jack Denver died on Talbragar when Christmas Eve
began,

And there was sorrow round the place, for Denver
was a man;

Jack Denver’s wife bowed down her head — her
daughter’s grief was wild,

And big Ben Duggan by the bed stood sobbing like a
child.

But big Ben Duggan saddled up, and galloped fast
and far,

To raise the biggest funeral yet seen on Talbragar.
By station home
And shearing shed
Ben Duggan cried, “Jack Denver’s dead!
Roll up at Talbragar!”
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TAJIBPATAP

Y Tan6parapi [I>xex [lenBep momep, y nepeieHb
Pi3pBa,

I cym yBech Tanbparap oropuys — Xopolia TouHa Toi
Jensep 6yB;

Hpyxxuna J[>keka Bce HYKYe XVM/INIACh Y Bigyail i 3a0yTTs,
JloHbKa jtoro y posmaui 6macs,

A npyr nokirtHoro, Jlarras, CXJuIyBas,
AK IUTA.

Ta pantom ben [larran BUOIT, CiB Ha KOHA
1 ITOMYaB,

Bo X0TiB Ha IIOXOPOH CK/IMKATh Maike BCiX, yBech Tanbparap.
Bin ixaB 1o BuUrynax, ixaB 1o gepmax:
«[Ixex [leasep momep! Ilomep [I>xex [Jensep.
T'et1, crpuranio, rev, BiBuyap!
Yci s6upaiitecs y Tanbparap».
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He borrowed horses here and there, and rode all OpHoro 3a OfHMM BiH KOHell MiHAB, CKakaB yBeCh
Christmas Eve, CsaTuii Beuip,
And scarcely paused a moment’s time the mournful I npucTaBaB Ha AKYCh-TO MUTH, IJ06 CYMHY CHOBICTUTHI
news to leave; BICTB;
He rode by lonely huts and farms until the day was CamoTHiX OyAMHKIB i pepM He MUHAB, CKOPO BKe JIeHb JOTOPUTD
done, MabyTh,
And then he turned his horse’s head and made for TyT BiH KOHsI PO3BEPHYB y TOPY, Ha TaK 3BaHY
Ross’s Run. Poccosy ITyTb.
No bushman in a single day had ridden half so far Hixro 11 mo/I0BMHY TaKoi BificTaHi 3a OMH JieHb He JJ0NIaB.
Since Johnson brought the doctor to his wife at IlIe BigTOA, AK JI)KOHCOH 1O KiHKM PUBI3 JTiKaps y
Talbragar. Tan6parap,
By diggers’ camps IToB3 HaMeTH 30/I0TOIIYKaYiB
Ben Duggan sped — ben [larraH Bce mocminras
At each he cried, “Jack Denver’s dead! I mepey; KO>KHIM HaMeTOM rykaB: «J[xxek [leHBep momep!
Roll up at Talbragar!” 36upaiitecs y Tan6parap!»
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That night he passed the humpies of the splitters on
the ridge
And roused the bullock-drivers camped at Belin-
fante’s Bridge;
And as he climbed the ridge again the moon shone on
the rise —
Did moonbeams glisten in the mist of tears that filled
his eyes?
He dashed the rebel drops away — for blinding things
they are —
But ’twas his best and truest friend who died on
Talbragar
At Blackman’s Run
Before the dawn
Ben Duggan cried, “Jack Denver’s gone!
Roll up at Talbragar!”
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[ToB3 XaTMHKY PO3KO/IBbHUKIB iXaB, BUMpaBCs Ha IpebiHb
ropu,
3HOB HaHU3, Jie TYPTU BOJIOBI, CTIOBiCTUTH i 11i
Tabopu;
I sHOBY mifitoM, i MicALb 31M11I0B, i CBITIO 3 cobo1o
NpUHiC.
Ta cBiT/I0 He B 3M03i IPOMKHYTHCH KPi3b Ii/IbHY 3aBicy
cris.
Bin He Mir npubopkaru cbo3u, BiH KyJTakoM
oui rep...
Ta xi6a 3apagnur? Haitkpauiit gpyr B
Tan6bparapi momep.
CrexxKolo ixaB mepey; CBiTaHKOM,
«JIxex JlenBep momep, — Kpu4aB. —
36upaiitech MM, 30UpaiTech,
Iigbre y Tanbparap».
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Henry Lawson

At all the shanties round the place they heard his
horse’s tramp,

He took the track to Wilson's Luck, and told the
digger’s camp;

But in the gorge by Deadman’s Gap the mountain
shades were black,

And there a newly-fallen tree was lying on the track.

He saw too late — and then he heard the swift hoofs’

sudden jar,
And big Ben Duggan neer again rode home to
Talbragar.
“The wretch is drunk,
And Denver’s dead —
A burning shame!” the people said
Next day at Talbragar.
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Ha xo>xHiM nofBip’i ayTu 6y/10 1{OKIT
KiHChKMX KOIIUT;
I B>Xe 0 KomlajieHb BiH MNiCTaBCh, 0O TaM I0fei
CIIOBICTUTbD.
Bin ine B TicHoMy MiXTip’i, 3BepXy TiHi
AK YJOpPHUI JaX,
A>K 0Cb HellJoflaBHO Ti/ITATE JepeBo NepeTHUHAE NIIAX.
Bin HagTO Mi3HO JIOTO MOMITHB: KOIIMTA CTPAIIEHHMI XPYCKIT Ta
HULiBHUI YHAp. ..
Temnep uikonu Ben [larran He m06a4nTh CBiik
Tan6parap.
«Oro, nMefalo, nepemnnsch,
JleHBep mmomep, a BiH He 3SIBUBCH.
l'anb6a, ranpba. Bin 1o, mogypis?» —
Hasasrpa yBech Tanb6parap roMoHiB.
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For thirty miles round Talbragar the boys rolled up’
in strength,
And Denver had a funeral a good long mile in length;
Round Denver’s grave that Christmas Day rough
Bushmen’s eyes were dim —
The Western Bushmen knew the way to bury dead
like him;
But some returning homeward found, by light of
moon and star,
Ben Duggan lying in the rocks, five miles from
Talbragar.
And far and wide
When Duggan died,
The bushmen of the western side
Rode in to Talbragar.
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3 OKONMNUIIb He MEHII 5K 33 TPUALATH MUIb XJIOII 3 DK/KaNIUCh

y Tan6parap.
JKano6Ha xoza, ysABiTh JOBXMIHY,
CynpoBoania ieHBepOBY TPYHY.

Y xonuiB 6i1 i10ro MOTM/IN O4i TYMaHNUTD C/IbO3BMIL. ..

Tax, X011 11i 3HAIOTh, IK TO XOBATY TAKUX JIIOJEN,
SK BiH;
XTOCh 3 XJIONIiB, I0IOMY BEpPTAOYUCh IIPU
MicAni i sipkax
3narimos bena Jlarrana Tino B ropax no6mmusy Bif
Tan6parap.
Bcboro msaTh MUIb 10 JOMY JIMIIAJIOCh,
Critkas 1ioro 3ry6Hmit yuap. ..
XoBaTu 110ro NOBepTaNINUCh
Bci xnonui y Tanbparap.
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TROOPER CAMPBELL

One day old Trooper Campbell
Rode out to Blackman's Run;

His cap-peak and his sabre

Were glancing in the sun.

“Twas New Year’s Eve, and slowly
Across the ridges low

The sad Old Year was drifting

To where the old years go.

The trooper’s mind was reading
The love-page of his life —

His love for Mary Wylie

Ere she was Blackman’s wife;

He sorrowed for the sorrows

Of the heart a rival won,

For he knew that there was trouble
Out there on Blackman’s Run.

The sapling shades had lengthened,
The summer day was late,

When Blackman met the trooper
Beyond the homestead gate;
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INOJILIIAHT KEMBJI

Kem671, TOI1, 1110 3 ITominii KiHHOI
o cagubm Brrekmena ixas;
Kamiker jioro rpaB y CoHl1li,
[la6mns g3eHbKaIA TUXO.

ITig HoBunii pik 1e cTanoch

I, momaroun ropm HM3bKI,

Pik cTapuit Ha3lOrHAaTU IIParHyB
Bci Munyni crapi poku.

IoninencpKkuii ropTaB CBOX KHUTY XKUTTS.
Y cTOpiHKY «11060B» BiH IOPUHYB. ..

A o608 jtoro Mepi Yaitni 6yra.

3apa3s O/1eKMeHOBa [JPY>KIHA.

I 6inb y cepui Mepi,

SK cBill BiH Bif4yBas.

Hapma, mo cepue Mepi

CymnepHuxy Binjias.

ITomoBianu Bxxe TiHi. Ha Bedip feHb XUMNBCB;
[MoninianTta brexmen 6ins BOpiT 3ycTpiB:
Yoo 30panu 3MOpIIKY, i e 6y cminy,
Crnipgu Typ6oT i rops, Benukoi 6igu.
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“Not good day, Trooper Campbell,
It’s a bad, bad day for me —

You are of all the men on earth
The one I wished to see.

The great black clouds of trouble
Above our homestead hang;

That wild and reckless boy of mine
Has joined M'Durmer's gang.

“Oh, save him, save him, Campbell,
I beg in friendship’s name!

For if they take and hang him,

The wife would die of shame.
Could Mary and her sisters

Hold up their heads again,

And face a woman’s malice,

Or claim the love of men?

"And if he does a murder

We all were better dead.

Don'’t take him living, Trooper,

If a price be on his head;

But shoot him! shoot him, Campbell,
When you meet him face to face,
And save him from the gallows —
And us from that disgrace”
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«KeM61e, moraumii s MeHe JeHb,
I'pmroro He 3HaMTH.

I TinbKM 30 BCixX Ha cBiTi M0mEN

Tu B 3M03i gonomorTu.

Benukoro rops 4opHa xmapa,

[i npuBuz Hap jomoM cras;

A Bce uepes cuHa, 60 Mili Bifgaingyx
o Mak-Jlepmepa 6aHaM IPUCTaB.

Xnonus BpATYyit HaMm, Kem6rte,
3apaju gpy>x6m crapoi;

SIKIII0 710T0 CXONJIATH — ITOBICATH,
Ipy>xuHa raHpOuM He 3Hece.

He 3M0OXyTb XiH4YMHi cecTpu
Bucoxo ronosy Hectu,
[TpubopKaTh 37TOCTMBUX CYCiJIOK,
Hagiro mrekaTpb Ha 11060B.

K110 KOroch BiH BOE,

Topi HaM Kpalie IOMepTH.
3ycTpiHemr — XuBUM He 6epy —
Kasxy T06i mupo it BigsepTo.
3acrpens toro, Kem6re, sactpens,
He >xanii1, He 3Ba>kail Ha MOIbOU —
Voro mmbenni no36asmnm,

Hac ycix — crpamHoi ranb6Om».
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Henry Lawson

“Now, Tom,” cried Trooper Campbell,
“You know your words are wild.

Wild though he is and reckless,

Yet still he is your child;

Bear up and face your trouble,

Yes, meet it like a man,

And tell the wife and daughters

I'll save him if T can”.

The sad Australian sunset

Had faded from the west;

But night brought darker shadows

To hearts that could not rest;

And Blackman’s wife sat rocking

And moaning in her chair.

“Oh, the disgrace, disgrace,” she moaned;
“It’s more than I can bear.
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«I'yoro T Bepsem 1e, Tome?

Ynm 3opoBumit I1ysy Moryous —
Henpm6opKaHM17[, HeBTaMOBHIII,
Are BiH € TBill pigHUIT CUH.
Tpumaiica goctoitHo. Moxenn
JJoykaM i Apy>K1Hi cKa3arb,
X011 TBOTO Ly PHOTO

S cnpobyto BpATyBaTb».

ABCTpasiiicbke CYMHO 3aXOIUThb COHIIE,
YepBoHa 3arpaBa 3racae,

Ille raubImmMMM TiHi CTaXTh

s ceprenp, 10 CIIOKOIO He 3HAIOTD.

A 61eKMeHOBa ApYKIHA

Posxmryernca y xpicmi

I taue, i crorue: «boxke! 3a 1m0 MeHi 114 raHb6a?
A 6inpire He MOXY, He MOXY!

83



Henry Lawson

“In hardship and in trouble

I struggled year by year

To make my children better
Than other children here.

And if my son’s a felon

How can I show my face?

I cannot bear disgrace; my God,
I cannot bear disgrace!

“Ah, God in Heaven pardon!
I'm selfish in my woe —

My boy is better-hearted
Than many that I know.

“T'll face whatever happens,

And, till his mother‘s dead,

My foolish child shall find a place
To lay his outlawed head”
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Y ckpyTi i TypboTax

S bunacs pix 3a poxKom,

ITo6 3pocnu Mol miT Kpai,
Hix mity iHmmx 6aTbKis.

A AKIIO CMH MiVl 37T0YMHEILb,
SIK riAanyTH MO AM B Biui?
I'aHbOM He 3MOXY 5 3HECTH,
He 3moxxy 3HecTy raHbpOM.

ITpoctu, Otenp Hebecumii,
Cebeno0Hi ZYMKM 51 Malo:

Ate cuH Miit ypmit i fobpuit —
e s cepuem maTepi 3Hato.

Ha mo He nosepHe,
CXumocs B IOKOPi,
Ta gokm >xuBy 5, He Oyfie BiH cam,

[TprXMCTOK HETYyTHEOMY CHMHY Ha/laM».
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Henry Lawson

Sore-hearted, Trooper Campbell
Rode out from Blackman’s Run,
Nor noticed aught about him

Till thirteen miles were done;
When, close beside a cutting,

He heard the click of locks,

And saw the rifle-muzzles

Trained on him from the rocks.
But suddenly a youth rode out,
And, close by Campbell’s side:
“Don’t fire! don't fire, in Heaven’s name
It's Campbell, boys!” he cried.
Then one by one in silence

The levelled rifles fell,

For whod shoot Trooper Campbell
Of those who knew him well?

Oh, bravely sat old Campbell,
No sign of fear showed he.
He slowly drew his carbine;

It rested by his knee

The outlaws” guns were lifted,
But none the silence broke,
Till steadfastly and firmly
Old Trooper Campbell spoke.
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3BigTy; ixaB y posgymax Kem6n

I 6y7mo 7ioMy TAXKKO Ha cepiii.

Bin Hiyoro He 4yB i He 6auus,
Ilogomnas Bxe TPMHALATD MUJID,
Konu nopyu Big nicociku

Bin nmo4yB, K 3aTBOpM K/IaLJAl0Th

I no6aums Iy/a TBUHTiBOK,

o B3sA1MM 110TO HA IPULIIIL.

A>K panTOM BepIIHUK BUJIITA

I3 micy, Buputyn crae go Kemb6rma:
«He crpinaiire, xnonuji, sapagu bora.
ITe >x KeM61, xsmomi, e >x Kem6!»
I oppasy ofpyH 32 OHUM BOHU
Omnyckanu 30poro Mepuiit.

bo xTo x crpinstume B Kem6ra

3 TUX, XTO 3HA€E, XTO TO TAKUI1?

Monopeubku cupis crapuit Kem6s
I o3HakM cTpaxy He 6yI0.

Kapa6iH cBiit mifgTsr noBinbHO,
IIpu Konini TpuMaBs Jioro.

M 6anaMTCHKA 36pOSt HATIOTOTOBI,
Ta HiXTO He mopy1Iye THITY,

Konu nosaxxHo i TBepao

KeMm6:1 3BepHYBCS 0 HUX:
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Henry Lawson

“The boy that you would ruin
Goes home with me, my men;
Or some of us shall never

Ride through the Gap again

You all know Trooper Campbell,
And have you ever heard

That bluff or lead could turn him
Or make him break his word?

“That reckless lad is playing

A heartless villain’s part;

He knows that he is breaking
His poor old mother’s heart.
He’s going straight to ruin;

But ’tis not that alone,

He'll bring dishonour to a name
That I'd be proud to own.

“I speak to you, M‘Durmer —

If your heart’s not granite quite,
And if youd seen the trouble

At Blackman’s home to-night,
Youd help me now, M‘Durmer —
I speak as man to man —

I swore to save the foolish lad —
I'll save him if I can”
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«X7omenb 10OMY NOifie 31 MHOIO.
Vloro sxuTTs 5 He 1aM 3pyitHYBaTbh.
A60 nekoMy 3 Hac BXKe HiKOIu
V1iiennHoo He TPOCKAKaTh.

Bci Bu snaere Kemb6ia;

Ta XTo 3 Bac X04 pas IovyB,

IITo Kem67 3BepHYB 3 jopory,
Xa3siHOM c/1oBa He OyB?

Heposcynuuii neii cvH 3arpaBcs
Y 3yxBasoro 6aHpnTa.

Crapoi maTepi cepie

Byne HaszaBxXay po3ouTo.

Jlo 6inu BiH caM npsmye,

Aje cripaBa He TiNMbKM B I[MM:

Bin cBilt fiM, CBill pifj 3HEC/TIABUTD,
IIo i g 6 IMIIABCA TAKMM.

o Tebe 3Bepratocs s1, Max-[epmep.
Sxmo cepue y TpynAX TBOIX, a He KaMiHb,
Ko 6 Ty 106aYNB Ha BIACH] 04,

Sxe rope npuiiino go brekmeHis B fiM,
Tu gomomir 6u meni, Max-Jlepmep.

SIK 4OTIOBiK 4ONOBIKY CKaXy:

CnoBO 41 1aB BpATyBaTH X/I0M1A,

SK 3MOXY, A IPY35AM JJOTTOMOXKY».
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“Oh, take him!” said M‘Durmer,
“He’s got a horse to ride...”

The youngster thought a moment,
Then rode to Campbell’s side...

“Good-bye!” young Blackman shouted,

As up the range they sped.
“Luck for the New Year, Campbell,”
Was all M‘Durmer said.

Then fast along the ridges

Two horsemen rode a race,

The moonlight lent a glory

To Trooper Campbell’s face.

And ere the new year’s dawning
They reached the homestead gate —
“I found him,” said the Trooper,
“And not, thank God, too late!”
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«Xalit ife 3 T06010, — Mak-Jlepmep cka3as.
Xaii BisbMe IIbOTO KOHSA...»

XJomenpb Ha MUTh 3aBaraBCh,

Arne nopyu i3 Kem6710M cTas.
«[Ipomasaiite!» — brexMeH ryka Monopuii.
[Inax iX B TOPY CIMHATHCD I10YAB...
«Kem6re, xait B Porii Hosomy macturb», —
Tak Mak-[Iepmep itomy mo6a>kas.

I BepIIHMKY CBil TPUCKOPIOOTH Oir,

PunuTs i KO>KHUM CifiIo;

I MicsiuHe cAiiBO BiHYae TpiymMp —

Bucsiuye Kem61a goro.

Konu HOBOpiUHMII CBITAaHOK 3a/IefiBe Ha CBiT HAPOAWBCH,
O6ujBa BOHNU CTOSI/N 611 BOPIT 3a/Ti3HMX:

«$ 3HAmoOB Jtoro, — Kem6n OPYy3saM CKasaB, —

XBasa bory, He HagTO Mi3HO!»
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bper I'apt
1839, Onbani, Hpro-Mopkx — 1902, Kem6epri,
BenukobpuraHis

Bpera 'apta Bu 3HaeTe 51K 6/1MCKy4O0ro Ipo3aika,

a 3 BipmaMu HaBpsAf, uu 3HalioMi. To go Bamoi yBaru
nogaeTbcA Joro Bip «IIpo 1o ciBana Kyns», o pedi
HaIMCaHWUI Ha fianekTi. HaBiTh HeynmepemkeHoro unraya
Bpa’ka€e HaJIMipHa CEHTMMEHTA/IbHICTb.
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Bret Harte

WHAT THE BULLET SANG

O joy of creation,
To be!
O rapture, to fly
And be free!
Be the battle lost or won,
Though its smoke shall hide the sun,
I shall find my love — the one
Born for me!

I shall know him where he stands
All alone,

With the power in his hands
Not o’erthrown;

I shall know him by his face,

By his godlike front and grace;

I shall hold him for a space
All my own!
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Bpem TI'apm

ITPO IO CIIIBAJIA KYJIA

Icnyio, icayo...
O, pagicTb 6yTTs!
O, 3axBar MO/NbOTY,
CBoboay 9y TTs.
Yu BUrpaHo 6uTBY, uu nporpaHo 6ii,
JuM srapuii, Xo4 COHLe MEHi 3aKpuit,
Te6e 3Hatipy s, je TU He CTiil.
JI11 MeHe NpUIIIOB TU Y CBiT, TM — Mili.

Brrisuaro itoro,
OCTOpOHD BiH CTOITb.
B pykax me € cua,
He me3na 1 Ha MUTB.
BmisHnato itoro 6oropisHe 4070,
Biguye HiXHicTb J10T0 i Temo,
Jo cebe, ms cebe itoro 3abepy —
Ocb Tak A BeCTUMY i3 HUM CBOIO TPY.
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Bret Harte Bpem TI'apm

It is he — O my love! Ile i, Miil KOXaHNI,
So bold! BigBa>xkHuit axuii!
It is I — all thy love ITe 51, 1110 OBIYHO
Foretold! Cyznunacs To6i!
It is I — O love, what bliss! Tu BifuyBae 6/1a)keHCTBa MUTD,
Dost thou answer to my kiss? Tu BiiIIOBiB Ha IiTYHOK Mill. ..
O sweetheart! what is this Koxanwnit! Yomy i1
Lieth there so cold? XonmomHnit TaKnitl..
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Peppapp Kinminr
1865, bomb6eit, bputancbka [Hpis —
1936, Jlonnon, Bennka bpurania

3 KiniHroMm Ko>keH 3HallOMUTbCA 11je 3Ma/TedKy
(«Mayri», «Kimka, mo rysnsma cama 1o co6i» Toimo),

i BiH cynmpoBoAuTh Hac Bce XXUTTA. TyT BMillleHO MeHIII
BiZloMi J10T0 TBOPY IIPO YOTHPUIANIUX [IPY3iB, 6e3
AKMX BiH He MiI YABUTU CBO€ icHyBaHHS; «Konnckosa
3 ocTpoBa cB. OneHr» — QaKTUIHMIA MiTCYMOK SKUTTSA
Be/IMKOTO PpaHIlysa, ajie He 6€3 CIIiBYYTTS 10 HbOTO;
«OnuH 3 THCAYI» — CBOEpiHMIL IiMH APY»KOi 40/MOBIKiB, i
TaKa 3arajkosa «Jlopora Kpisbp mic»...
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Rudyard Kipling

“HIS APOLOGIES”

Master, this is Thy Servant.
He is rising eight weeks old.
He is mainly Head and Tummy.
His legs are uncontrolled.
But Thou hast forgiven his ugliness,
and settled him on Thy knee...
Art Thou content with Thy Servant?
He is very comfy with Thee.

Master, behold a Sinner!
He hath committed a wrong.
He hath defiled Thy Premises
through being kept in too long.
Wherefore his nose has been rubbed in the dirt,
and his self-respect has been bruised,
Master, pardon Thy Sinner,
and see he is properly loosed.
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IAPYWTE MIOMY...

CboropiHi itoMy BiCiM TMIKHIB.
XasAiH, Ue TBiil ciyra.
YBech BiH i3 IUCKY i YepeBLA.
Po3’Dx/pKar0ThCs 1any, KyjIbra.
I T TOTBOPHICTD IOMY IIPOIIAELL,
Ha KOJIiHaX CBOIX IPMMOCTHB. ..
To6i ciogo6aBcst TBil cmyra?
A BiH, acAMBMUIL, a)K OUMAaHIB.

XassiH, DUBUCD, AK BiH Harpimms!
IBUCH, IO 1eli TIeC HaKOIB.
BiH HajiTO HOBro 3aMKHeHUI1 OYB,
TOMY HaIIaCKyJUB B IIOKOSIX.
Otxe HOCOM y 6Py 1I0T0 HaTOBKIIN,
(ax mopaHeHO camoroBary!)
XasAiH, TM IPOCTU JIOMY TpiX,
BUTYJIION, K CIIifi, 6ifonary.
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Rudyard Kipling

Master-again Thy Sinner!
This that was once Thy Shoe,

He has found and taken and carried aside,
as fitting matter to chew.

Now there is neither blacking nor tongue,
and the Housemaid has us in tow.

Master, remember Thy Servant is young,
and tell her to let him go!

Master, extol Thy Servant,
he has met a most Worthy Foe!
There has been fighting all over the Shop —
and into the Shop also!
Till cruel umbrellas parted the strife
(or I might have been choking him yet)
But Thy Servant has had the Time of his Life —
and now shall we call on the vet?
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Xassine! Ilynuk 3HOB Harpimms.
Ile xonuceh 6yB TBill YepeBUK.
Bin 3HaIIIOB 10T0 i 3)KyBaB...
Oraxnit rypMaH-BUTIBHUK.
Brxe He ckakell, 1II0 BAKCOI YMIIeHUN 6yB,
1 CIy>XKHU1A1 CBApUTBCSA CTPOTO.
Xassine! Ilec TBi 1€ MOTORMI,
Xal Big4ennuThCsA IiBKa Biff HbOTO.

Xasain! HanexHe Bifgpaiite ncy.
bo rignoro Bopora Bin 3ycrpis!
ToumBcst 6iit i HABKOIO KpaMHUIIi —
B CaMOMY II€HTPi ii maseHis!
SIK 4 BifTAT JI0TO 1 HEe IPUAYIINB. ..
Orak 3 Iapaco/nIbKOIO BITYX/IA CBapa.
I Bce x y cobaku OyB 30pssHMIT Yac — Hapasi,
HOK/INYeMO BeTepyHapa.
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Rudyard Kipling

Master, behold Thy Servant!
Strange children came to play,
And because they fought to caress him,
Thy Servant wentedst away.
But now that the Little Beasts have gone,
he has returned to see
(Brushed — with his Sunday collar on)
what they left over from tea.

Master, pity Thy Servant!

He is deaf and three parts blind.
He cannot catch Thy Commandments.

He cannot read Thy Mind.
Oh, leave him not to his loneliness;

nor make him that kitten’s scorn.
He hath had none other God

than Thee since the year that he was born.
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Xassin! 3ramait, SK TallyIn 1ca gitu,
11O TY 3aIIPOCKB Ha Yail.
Hapmip nm060Bi He BUTpUMaB I1ec,
Iechb 3axoBaBch. [Ipomjasaii!
Ta ocp nmpuyeny nimnm cobi reTs. ..
I BiH mOBEpHYBCbH,
bo nnexaB ciogiBaHH S,
110 /Iel0 TMIIN/IOCH 110 Yal0BAHHIO.

Xaszsain! Cnyry cBOro moxartiit.
Bin He 4yye i MaiDKe CIinmIA.
Ha npoTy B>ke He TOBUTb KOMaH[Y TBOI,
He unuTae rymok TBOIX.
He xupait cobaky Ha caMoTi,
Xall He KPUBJATD JIOr0 KOTH.
bo BifKonu 3’9BUBCSA Ha CBIT, BiH He MaB
iamoro bora, Hi>k TH.
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Rudyard Kipling Pedvsapo Kinniue

Lord, look down on Thy Servant! Bonopapro! IToguBrce HaBKpyru!
Bad things have come to pass. CBiT cTae Bce ripmmii i ripmmii.
There is no heat in the midday sun, Brens Byke CoHIle He IPUTPiBa,
nor health in the wayside grass. He JIiKye TpaBa Ha y30iudi.
His bones are full of an old disease — KocrTi 3arpusae xBopoba crapa,
his torments run and increase. MyKa i 6i7b yepes Kpaii...
Lord, make haste with Thy Lightnings Bonopapro! T 5x 611cKaBKy Mas...
and grant him a quick release! Paryit meHe, Bu3Bossiil..

106 107



Rudyard Kipling

FOUR-FEET

I have done mostly what most men do,
And pushed it out of my mind;

But I can’t forget, if I wanted to,
Four-Feet trotting behind.

Day after day, the whole day through —
Wherever my road inclined —
Four-Feet said, T am coming with you!’
And trotted along behind.

Now I must go by some other round, —
Which I shall never find —

Somewhere that does not carry the sound
Of Four-Feet trotting behind.
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YOTUPUJIAIINI

Sl Tak 3po6uB, K poONATH MavKe BCi.
e i1 3 mam’aTi BUKPECII0BAB BCINIAKO,
Ta sIK He CMJIKYBaBCh, HE MOXY 5 320y Tb,
SX mipTIoNnIeM 3a MHOIO 3aBXX/IM 6ir
«Yorupmmanuii», Miit cobaxa.

I mens no gHIO, Mo6a 3a OHOIO,

Kynu 6 Mos He 3BepTana jopora,
«Hortnpunanuii» Kasas: «f mopy4», —
I nigTronuem 6ir 3a MHOO IIOMOTa.

[Tonepeny 6e3miy gopir HOBUX,
ITycreni, cteny, 6aitpaxu,

Ta He 3MOXY s MicIb BiiTyKaTb TAKNX,
Jle He 4yTM KpOKiB MOTO COOAKIL.
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Rudyard Kipling

THE THOUSANDTH MAN

One man in a thousand, Solomon says.
Will stick more close than a brother.

And it’s worth while seeking him half your days
If you find him before the other.

Nine hundred and ninety-nine depend
On what the world sees in you,

But the Thousandth Man will stand your friend
With the whole round world agin you.

“Tis neither promise nor prayer nor show
Will settle the finding for ‘ee.
Nine hundred and ninety-nine of ‘em go
By your looks, or your acts, or your glory.
But if he finds you and you find him,
The rest of the world don’t matter;
For the Thousandth Man will sink or swim
With you in any water.
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ONIVH 3 TUCAYI

Tak xazaB ColOMOH: 3 TUCAYI Ti/TbKM OIMH
Moske cTaTh TO61 O/1M>K4IMIL 32 OpaTa.
ITiBXUTTA NMOUIYKiB BapTUIL BiH.
SIkiio sHalienr — T BUrpaB B XKUTTi H6araro.
999... T migTpUMKU Bifi HUX He X[,
bo He mipgyTh cynporu rpomazuy,
[TpoTu Tebe 3TYpTYIOTD PAAM,
A TOJI TCAYHUIL, Hi, HEe 3pafiUTh.

MonuTtBa, KIATBH, 00psAan

B TBOIX IOIIyKaX He IOMiYHMK;
IleB’aTCOT IEBAHOCTO JEB ATh. ..

He nomMitsaATh 4eCHOT TBOIX.
Sk ioro BifilIyKaem cepuem,

3MIiHNTB CBiT CBiif mifICTyIHMIT 06pas.
bo Bu 3 TMCAYHUM pPa3oM HapeITi

I macTuTh — He MACTUTD, a BiH IOPYY.
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You can use his purse with no more shame
Than he uses yours for his spendings,
And laugh and meet in your daily same
As though th ere had been no lendings.
Nine hundred and ninety-nine of ‘em call
For silver and gold in their dealings;
But the Thousandth Man he’s worth ‘em all
Because you can show him your feelings!

His wrong’s your wrong, and his right’s your right,
In season or out of season.

Stand up and back it in all men’s sight —
With that for your only reason!

Nine hundred and ninety-nine can’t bide
The shame or mocking or laughter,

But the Thousandth Man will stand by your side
To the gallows-foot — and after!
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I He cTUIHO TOOI CKOPUCTATHCH ITOTO TAMaHIIEM,
A 7ioMy TBOIM — Ha BJIaCHi BUTPAaTH.
I HaBiTh He 3rajiyBaTH Ipo L€,
I 3a mO3MYKY He BBaXKaTM.
JIleB’ATCOT [IEBSIHOCTO MIEB ATh. ..
Jns HUX Bce y )XKUTTi un cpibia, 4y 30/10Ta BapTo.
Toilt TMcAYHMIT Kpaluii 3a HUX BXKe TUM —
Vlomy MoXXHa TyMKM JIOBipATHL.

Hait pyky iiomy npumofHo. Bin cxn6us — TBOsI IpOBMHA,
A mipaBpia 100 — TO € IIpaBja TBOs; O/ Ballla BifHMHI efinHa!
IeB’aTCOT IEBAHOCTO JeB ATh. ..
Konu 3 Te6e r1ysytorh, Konu Tebe raHbO/IATS,
XTO 3 HMX BUKaXKe CIiBUyTTA?
A TOV TUCAYHUIA, Hi, HEe 3paJJUTD.
I Ha mmbeHn1I0 3 TO60IO,
Moske 11 mani — 3a Mexi 6yTTA.
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A ST HELENA LULLABY

“How far is St. Helena from a little child at play!”

What makes you want to wander there with all the world between?
Oh, Mother, call your son again or else he’ll run away.

(No one thinks of winter when the grass is green!)

“How far is St. Helena from a fight in Paris street?”

I haven’t time to answer now — the men are falling fast.
The guns begin to thunder, and the drums begin to beat.
(If you take the first step, you will take the last!)

“How far is St. Helena from the field of Austerlitz?”

You couldn’t hear me if I told — so loud the cannons roar.
But not so far for people who are living by their wits.
(“Gay go up” means “Gay go down” the wide world o’er!)

“How far is St. Helena from the Emperor of France.”

I cannot see — I cannot tell — the Crowns they dazzle so.

The Kings sit down to dinner, and the Queens stand up to dance.
(After open wheather you may look for snow!)
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KOJIMCKOBA CB. OJIEHUA

Uu paneko cesAta OjeHa BijJj MyCTyHa Majoro?

YyM BaOUTD JIOTO Ijeit OCTPiB, HEeBiJOMMII JameKuil CBiT?
Mamo, Ku4Te X/I0MIIs JOAOMY, 60 BTede, 30epeThCs B JOPOTY.
(Xi6a xmo 32a0ye 3umy, xKonu nopy4 6yse xkeim!)

UYu paneko ceata OrneHa Bif 3akonory B ITapmxi?

51 He BCTUTHY BaM BiJITIOBiCTM — HAJITO IIBU/IKO TMHYTD OiifIyi.
BapabaHy IIVKYIOTb JIaBY, FApMaTy IPUMAIOTh XVDKO.

(Axuyo nepuiuii ceiii Kpox 3pobus mu, mo ti ocmanniii 6yoe 6 KiHui)

Yn nanexo cBsara OrneHa Bify 6uTBYU B AycTepini?

By He posdyerTe BiiNOBib — IMTyIIaTh PEBOM IapMaTi.

Ta He Tak BxKe aJIeKO /IS TUX, XTO CIyXa BIACHUX aMOiIiiL.

(A xmo Ha 2opy eeceno 6udepcs, oti, He 8ecesno 36i0Mu 3ipeamucy).

UYu panexo ceaTa OneHa Bif IMneparopa @pannii?

He 6auy — cminuTb MeHe KOpOHa Kpi3b LIiNbHY 3aBicy Biil.
Kopori cigaroTs go Tpanesyu, KOponeBy IIMBYTD Y TaHIIi.
(Ilam’amaii, nicns muxoi OHUHU HACYBAEMbCS CHi208i11])
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“How far is St. Helena from the Capes of Trafalgar?”
A longish way — longish way — with ten more to run.
It’s South across the water underneath a falling star.
(What you cannot finish you must leave undone!)

“How fair is St. Helena from the Beresina ice?”

An ill way — a chill way — the ice begins to crack.
But not so far for gentlemen who never took advice.
(When you can’t go forward you must e’en come back!)

“How far is St. Helena from the field of Waterloo?”

A near way — a clear way — the ship will take you soon.
A pleasant place for gentlemen with little left to do.
(Morning never tries you till the afternoon!)

“How far from St. Helena to the Gate of Heaven’s Grace?”

That no one knows — that no one knows — and no one ever will.
But fold your hands across your heart and cover up your face,
And after all your trapesings, child, lie still!
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Yn panexo cBara Onena i Tpadanbrapcpkoro mucy?
Jlane4eHbKo, Oif, ae4yeHbKO — IIie IeCATh POKiB B IYTi.
Lle MopeM Ha miBfieHb, y 3aXiJHUX 3ipOK OIVCKY.

(Ionuwi, AK He MONeUL 3a8ePULUMD, 6Ce, W40 MAB HA Memmil)

Uu paneko csAta OrneHa Bif piukyu bepesunn?

TpicHyna Kpura, moru6enbHa OyTh IpUpPeYeHol BiTHM.

He Tak BXe i1 lajIeKO BiJj TUX, XTO HiKOIM He C/IyXa IOpaf,.
(He 6 3m03i 8neped npocysamucy, kpauje sepmaii Ha3ao!)

Yn manexo cBara OneHa Bif 6utBu npu Barepnoo?

brmsbka gopora — mpsiMa opora — Kopaberb Bxe 110 Tebe puoyB.
Kpamme mictie s THX, 9M€ XUTTS ORLIBINIO BXKe.

(Ononyoni sposymiews, uum pamox ons mebe 6ys!)

Yn panexo cBsara Onena o Heb6ecHoi Bpamu [TpomjenHs?
He 3Hae HIXTO — He B3Ha€ HiXTO — i B3HATK He Oy/je HATOMN.
OTKe, pyKI! CXpecTU Ha TPYZAAX, O4i 3aITION] CMUPEHHO,
Hapermrri ciounss, auts, 60 CKiHIMIuch ayist tebe mpuropm!
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THE WAY THROUGH THE WOODS

They shut the road through the woods
Seventy years ago.

Weather and rain have undone it again,
And now you would never know

There was once a road through the woods
Before they planted the trees.

It is underneath the coppice and heath,
And the thin anemones.

Only the keeper sees

That, where the ring-dove broods,

And the badgers roll at ease,

There was once a road through the woods.
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HIAXOM KPI3b JIIC

byno sakpuro fopory Kpisb mic

[le mit cimpecAaT Tomy.

Heropu i1 joiui pobuu cBoe, 3HUIIYIOUN ii;
Temnep B>xe MabyThb HIXTO 6 He CKa3as,
o 6yna TyT opora Kpiss Jic,

bo cnip HaliMeHIINIT JOPOTY 3HUK,

A Tam, fie 6y/1a BOHa — 3pic YarapHIUK,
I Bepec, i nic Monopuit,

I mponicku-aHeMOHN.

Kybnareca Tyt micosi romy6wu,

I'patoTh HenmsAKaHi 6opcykuy,

I maM’sITal0Th /INILe TICHUKI,

IIlo 6yna TyT JOpOra Kpish Jic.
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Yet, if you enter the woods
Of a summer evening late,

When the night-air cools on the trout-ringed pools

Where the otter whistles his mate.
(They fear not men in the woods,
Because they see so few)

You will hear the beat of a horse’s feet,
And the swish of a skirt in the dew,
Steadily cantering through

The misty solitudes,

As though they perfectly knew

The old lost road through the woods...

But there is no road through the woods.
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Ty Big4yii, AK ONMHNLICA BIITKY BHOYI
Cepep TUX 6€3)XyPHUX 3eMeTIb,

SIx XonmoHe MOBITpA HAJl CTABOM,
Bpwxutb Bopy HiuHy poperb,

Buppa noppyry Kiamde CBUCTOM.
30BCiM IX He TIKAIOTh IO,

Appke TyT iX Majo OyBae...

M tu MOYy€EW CTYKIT KiHCHKMX KOIINT,
Hlypxit oBroi CykHi B poci,

Toi1 HeBNIMHHMI TaJIOTL. ..

Bcrogu Hiu Ta imia...

I 3maerbes, iM fo6pe Bifoma Oyia

1151 3abyTa mopora Kpisb Jic.

A BCe X OpOTH Kpi3b JIiC HEMAE. ..
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Enrap Annan Ilo
1809, bocton, CIITA — 1849, bantumop, Mepinenn, CIIA

3a60KU 20cmMPOMy AHATIMUUHOMY PO3YMY 6iH CIMAB
3ACHOBHUKOM 0eteKmMuUBH020 Haupy («3010muti xyK»,
«Bouscmso na synuui Mopz» mowso). Lle ujo0o nposu. A sipuii...
B iioeo sipuax nanye cyminkosuii, nomotibiunuii Hacmpiti.
O3HatioMUBUUCH 3 MOEIO CNPo60I0 Nepexnacmu tio2o 8i0omuti
sipud «Ynanom», cami nepexoHaemecs 8 ybomy. «Ynanom» —
8U2a0aHe c11060, CKIA0AEMbCA 3 2PEUbK020 «eU» — NPeKPacHUlE
ma namuncokux «lumen» — ceimno ma «ululare» — pudamu.
3eioku e3amuti «Yaanek» — Haszea synxawy, 00ci He 3CO6AHO.
Bipw Hanucano 3 npueody cmepmi OpyxuHu noema
Bipoxcinii 1847 poky.
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ULALUME

The skies they were ashen and sober;
The leaves they were crisped and sere —
The leaves they were withering and sere:
It was night, in the lonesome October
Of my most immemorial year:

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,

In the misty mid region of Weir —

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber,

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

Here once, through an alley Titanic,
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul —
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul.

These were days when my heart was volcanic

As the scoriac rivers that roll —

As the lavas that restlessly roll

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek
In the ultimate climes of the Pole —

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek

In the realms of the Boreal Pole.
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YIIAJIIOM

He60 — sk nomisn, xano6y mpopo4YnTh;

JIucta )oBTe 32 KOXKHUM KPOKOM,

JIncTst MepTBe 32 KOKHMM KPOKOM. ..

To cTanoch cyMHOI )KOBTHEBOI HOYI.

Tinbku s He IpUTayI0 POKY.

TeMsHUI 03epa O/IUCK, K y clieHi 3 6aneTy Obepa,

Y MmicneBocTi Have 3 TYMaHHUX IIei3axiB Yipa —

Hanwusy tam 6yo raue o3eplie, 5K y cuieHi 3 6anery Obepa,
Jlic, HaceneHmii HEYUCTIO, AK Ha IIOJIOTHAaX Yipa.

Tyt xonuch B3[0BXK ajell KUIIapUCiB-TUTaHIB

I3 IIcuxeeto 51 61yKaB — i3 CBOEIO AyILIEIO.

ITig Kumapucamu i3 CBO€I0 AyLIEO.

Moe cepiie B Ti JHi KJIEKOTiNIO BYJIKaHOM,

[Inak cTpyMMUBCh BY/TKaHIYHMIL TOHU3Y PIKOIO —

Heyrasno crpymmiia maBa pikoro

CipuaHi noToku cBoi 3 BepunH faaHexk,

Tynwn, ne xaimMar Takmit, Mo J10ro I yABUTY HEMOXKHA: IIOTI0C —
CrornyTh NOTOKM, CIIAJJAl0YN B Ii/l 3 Topu faanex

B napcrBo bopesa — IliBgennuii Ilomoc.
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Our talk had been serious and sober,

But our thoughts they were palsied and sere —
Our memories were treacherous and sere;

For we knew not the month was October,

And we marked not the night of the year-

(Ah, night of all nights in the year!)

We noted not the dim lake of Auber

(Though once we had journeyed down here) —
Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,

Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

And now, as the night was senescent
And star-dials pointed to morn —
As the star-dials hinted of morn-

At the end of our path a liquescent
And nebulous lustre was born,

Out of which a miraculous crescent
Arose with a duplicate horn —
Astarte’s bediamonded crescent
Distinct with its duplicate horn.
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Po3smoBa Hamra TounIack CIOKiMHO, TOYMIACh CEPIIO3HO,
A pymky Hami Hade 6e3nmafHi 6y, ycoxi Ta >KOBTi —
Hami coragum — HeHaminHi, i TeXX IIOBCcUXaIn, ITOKOBKJIV;
Mu He 3Ha/MM TOA], 10 Liefl MicsIb OyB KOBTEHb,

He 3Bepuynu yBary, mo 6yna to Hiu poxy

(Hig Bcix Houeit, XenoyiH 1poro poky).

He nmomitnau TeMsHOTO 03epa, Hade 3 6anety Obepa,

(Xou Konuch He MMHAM JIOTO beperiB) —

He sraganu rame o3epue, sik B 6aneti O6epa,

Hi nacenenuit He4ucTIO Mic i3 nesaxis Yipa.

Cawme 3apas, 60 HiY Ha o4yax cTrapina,

I 3ipKOBMII TOZVIHHMK IIOKa3yBaB PaHOK —
HarsakaB 3ipkoBuil TOAMHHYUK: IPUXOAUTD PAHOK —
B kiHIi HamIa myTh BXXe He TaK IJIOMEHiIa,

Haue XTOCh pO34MHNB y HeOi TYMaHHMIT CEpPIIaHOK.
YynmecHnit niBMicAIb ABOPOTIMIt

I3 HPOrO MOBCTAaB HAOCTAHKY,

IliBmicAnb AcTapTy, IpUKpalleHNI fiaMaHTOM,

I Boporuii nmiBmicAnb, AcTapTi nile IpUTaMaHHNIA.
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And I said: “She is warmer than Dian;
She rolls through an ether of sighs —
She revels in a region of sighs.

She has seen that the tears are not dry on
These cheeks, where the worm never dies,
And has come past the stars of the Lion,
To point us the path to the skies —

To the Lethean peace of the skies —
Come up, in despite of the Lion,

To shine on us with her bright eyes-
Come up through the lair of the Lion
With love in her luminous eyes.”

But Psyche, uplifting her finger,

Said: “Sadly this star I mistrust —

Her pallor I strangely mistrust:

Ah, hasten!-ah, let us not linger!

Ah, fly! — let us fly! — for we must.”

In terror she spoke, letting sink her
Wings till they trailed in the dust —

In agony sobbed, letting sink her
Plumes till they trailed in the dust —
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.
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A ckazas: «Tenima BoHa 3a [liany;

[TepebyBae >x BOHa B BUIINHI, Y edipi 3iTXaHb.
PosBarm x ii Ta yuTu TeX y KpaiHi 3iTXaHb.
[InnbHye, 1106 C/IbO3Y TEK/IN 110 IIOKaX 0e3yCTaHHO
Y Tux, fe yepBu He NPUNMHAIOTH CBOIO OTPUMYBATD /1aHb.
I mporimna BoHa Kpi3b JleBa cy3ip’s BOTHsHe,

ITyTp o Hebec mokasaTy HaM —

Mup, Ak Ha 6epesi JleTn, BKasaTy HaM —

ITigxonb mo JleBa, minxonb 6€3 BaraHb,

I Hexaif Hac MpOMEHUCTE OKO i1 ocHe,

ITinxonp, Kpisp mirBuiue Jlea iy 6e3 Baraub,

Tyt Ilcuxes nanenp cBiil MifHAA 3aCTEPEXHO,
Kaxke: «f niit sipui He gosipsro,

JwmBHiit 1it 61ig0CcTi He JOBipsiIo:

[Tocmimarimo! He 3Bonikait! O6epesxHo!
Jlernmo! Jlernmo! Mu nnoBuHHi! brararo».
OxormleHa >kaxoM BOHA TOBOPMJIA

I kpua cBoi 3poHMIa He0bEePeKHO,

I BOHU BOTIOYM/INCD B Uy i Oyp’saHi —
Crpakgardy X/IMIIaja, Mip’s CBOE 3pOHMBIIIN,

I ckop6OTHO BOHO BOTIOYMIIOCH B IMITY i Oyp’AHi.

129



Edgar Allan Poe

I replied: “This is nothing but dreaming:

Let us on by this tremulous light!

Let us bathe in this crystalline light!

Its Sibyllic splendor is beaming

With Hope and in Beauty to-night: —

See! — it flickers up the sky through the night!
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming,

And be sure it will lead us aright —

We surely may trust to a gleaming,

That cannot but guide us aright,

Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her,
And tempted her out of her gloom;

And conquered her scruples and gloom;
And we passed to the end of the vista,

But were stopped by the door of a tomb —
By the door of a legended tomby;

And I said: ”What is written, sweet sister,
On the door of this legended tomb?“

She replied: ”Ulalume-Ulalume! —

“Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!*
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S BimmoBiB: «I]e nuiite CHOBUIiHH:

To >k TpOfIOBXMMO IYTh y IIiM TPiMOTAUBIM CBiT/Ti!
To >x oMmemocs y 1jiM TpinoTnmsim cBiTi!
Cubinnu-npopouniii Benud npuiie HaM IPOMiHHA,
He Hapis it Kpaca posksitnu: —

[Tornsaus! BoHo MepeXTUTh y HeOi i1 TPOHM3YE HiY.
Mu oBipMOCHh IPOOIMCKaM TUM CIIOKiNHO,

IleBHi, 1110 BOHY NIPAaBUIbHO BUBELYTH HAC,

Mu noknaieMoch Ha IX MEpeXTiHH4,

ITo He MO>Xe He BUBECTY IIPaBU/IBHO HAC,

Bo 1ie MepexTiHHs csirae Hebec, IPOHNUSYE Hid i BepTa€ CBITiHHSI».

Axocp g 3acnokoib ninynkoM Ilcuxero,

BinBepHyB 1i Bijj 3HeBip’a i CMYTKY;

I My mporinm 1o KiHnA anei.

Tyr synuauimucy My 0 BXifHMMY ABepUMa JJ0 CKJIeNny —
Hamnmc no6aunnm Mu Ha iBepsX 10 CKIIEITY;

A cnnras: «IlJo HanMcaHO, MUIA CECTPO,

[Io 3a HamuC Ha iBEPAX [0 CKIEIy?»

I y BigmoBizb s mouys: «Ymamom — Yaamom!

bo To cknemn Ti€i, mo BTpaTuB T — Ynamom!»
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Then my heart it grew ashen and sober

As the leaves that were crisped and sere —
As the leaves that were withering and sere;
And I cried: "It was surely October

On this very night of last year

That I journeyed — I journeyed down here!
That I brought a dread burden down here —
On this night of all nights in the year,

Ah, what demon hath tempted me here?
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber —
This misty mid region of Weir —

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.*

Said we, then — the two, then: Ah, can it

Have been that the woodlandish ghouls —

The pitiful, the merciful ghouls —

To bar up our way and to ban it

From the secret that lies in these wolds —

From the thing that lies hidden in these wolds —
Have drawn up the spectre of a planet

From the limbo of lunary souls —

This sinfully scintillant planet

From the Hell of the planetary souls?“
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I Toni Moe€ cepie cTaro, AK MOMil, BOFHOYAC

OiBII PO3CYAIMBUM Ceplie CTAJIO,

A JUCTA J)KOBTE 32 KOXKHUM KPOKOM —

JIVCTSI MepPTBe 32 KOXKHUM KPOKOM;

3akpnuas s: «Lle OyB, 6e3mepedHO, >KOBTEHb

Y 110 camy Hi4 MUHYJIOTO POKY,

1O TOAI 51 67TyKaB, HOJOPOXKYBAB TYT,

Came crofiu A IPUHIC 110 CTPallleHHY HOIy —

o, ua Hiv Bcix Hoyei1 y Tum pouj,

Sxuit ;eMOH MeHe CIIOKYCUB 3aBiTaTy CIOU?

O, s1 3HaI0 Tellep Iie 03epo ThMsIHe, Have B ClLieHi 3 6anety Obepa —
Y MiceBoCTi, Haye 3 TYMaHHMX Ie3aXiB Yipa —

O, 51 3Hal0 Telep Iie THUJIE 03€eplie, 5K Y ClieHi 3 6anery Obepanr.

Mu ckaszanu — obugBa TONI CKa3ajln:

«A 4 6yTb He MOIJIO, 106 J1iCOBi BaMIipy —

JKanicnmusi i Munoceppui Bammipn —

IEPETHY/IM HaM IIyTh, HAM JOPOTY CIOfM 3aKa3aJll,

1106 TpyManuch nofai Bif TalHy, [0 JIEXKUTH Cepef ITYCTKM Iiel —
Bip Toro pemo, 10 cxoBaHe TYT cepef; MyCTKM Liel —

I Hakpecnunn MapeBo IIaHETapHE,

I mymi 3 ypcTUAMIA TaM OCENUINCh —

Il1o rpimHy 6/IMCKOT/INBY ITAHETY CTBOPUIN —

ITexmo mynr njpaHeTapHMX.
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CriBen Kammins

1996 poxy 6 Benukobpumanii, Ha uecmo
«/Ins Hauionanvhoi Ioesii 1995 poky» 6yno eudaro 36ipky
HatiynwobneHiuux 6ipuiie Kpainu.
Micuys e peiimuney 6yn0 po3nodineHo 32ioHo
3 pesynvmamamu HapooHozo 2onocysans. [lo peui, nepuie
Mmicye nocie wupoxosioomuti éipus P. Kinninea “If...”
Ane 6esymosHum nepemoxcyem cmas sipus «Do not Stand
at my Grave and Weep» 24-n1imHvoeo xn0nuys
Cmisena Kamminsa, skuti 6y8 eOUHUM ME0POM N03A
kouxypcom. Kopomxo npo ueti sipui: e aHOHIMHUTL ipu
8 HAHPi BOEHHOI Noe3il, Xx10neub NOKNA8 8ipui 00 KoHeepma,
aopecosaroeo iioeo bamovkam. Biokpumu koneepm Hanexcano
8 8unaoky cmepmi xnonys. Bin 3azunys
y Hisniuniti Ipnandii. Bei cnpobu 35cysamu asmopcmeo
He Manu ycnixy.
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DO NOT STAND AT MY GRAVE AND WEEP HE IVTAYTE HAJI MO€IO MOI'MJIOIO
Do not stand at my grave and weep; He n1au Hay MOTMIOM MOEIO, He Tpeba >Kajlio;
I am not there. I do not sleep. Mese TyT Hema. S He crio.

I am a thousand winds that blow. 51 BiTep, 1110 Bie Ha COTHSX JOPIT.

I am the diamond glints on snow. Sl miaMaHTOM 3aIaTio0 CHir.

I am the sunlight on ripened grain 51 npoMiHb COHIIA Ha 3/1aKaX HOCHININX.
I am the gentle autumn rain. S TMXWil OCIHHIN JOLMK HECMiInIi.
When you awaken in the morning’s hush Koy mpokupaenics B THII paHKY,

I am the swift uplifting rush S nTacTBO, ebeye sIKe Ha CBITAHKY,
Of quiet birds in circled flight. Kpy»xisie Haji JOMOM, Y CBIT JIETIOUNL. ..
I am the soft stars that shine at night. S Tuxii 30pi, 1[0 CAIOTH BHOYI.

Do not stand at my grave and cry; YoMy Haz MOTMION MO€EIO 3aBMep?

I am not there. I did not die. Mesne TyT Hema. I He BMep.

136 137



Annan Anbbepr
1938, Kporizon, AHrmisa

PasoMm i3 momepso10 Apy>KMHOIO
Ixenetr Anpbepr (1944-1994)
CTBOPMIM 6aTraTo KHIVKOK IS JiTelt,
cepeJ| HUX IOIY/AAPHI IIFOCTPOBaHi BUIAHHA.
Y 36ipui 1996 p., ne BU3Ha4aINCh ya00/IeHi Bipi
Benukobpuranii, Anmen Anbbepr
TIOCiB TOCUTH MOMIiTHe MicIie.
Benuky nigTpuMKy giteit oTpuMaB Bipin

«[Ipomy Bac, micic batnep».
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Allan Ahlberg

PLEASE MRS BUTLER

Please Mrs Butler

This boy Derek Drew

Keeps copying my work, Miss.
What shall I do?

Go and sit in the hall, dear.
Go and sit in the sink.

Take your books on the roof, my lamb.

Do whatever you think.

Please Mrs Butler

This boy Derek Drew

Keeps taking my rubber, Miss.
What shall I do?
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Annan Anvbepe

I[TPOIIY BAC, MICIC BATJ/IEP

IIpomry Bac, micic barnep,
Xnomneus ouen depik Hpy
Crnucye B MeHe BIIpaBl,
CkaxiThb 110-HeOy b fiomy!

ITigm i B XOJ1i TPOIIKYM TOCU[D,
Y Tyaneri mocupp.

KHmxkn yci Ha jax BigHecw,
[Ipumymyit cama, 110 pOOUTE.

[Tpomry Bac, micic barnep,
Xnonens onert lepik Ipy
Becs yac 6epe MOIO I'yMKY,
Ckaxirtp mo-Hebyp itomy!
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Allan Ahlberg

Keep it in your hand, dear.
Hide it up your vest.

Swallow it if you like, my love.
Do what you think is best.

Please Mrs Butler

This boy Derek Drew

Keeps calling me rude names, miss.
What shall I do?

Lock yourself in the cupboard, dear.

Run away to sea.
Do whatever you can, my flower.
But don’t ask me.
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Annan Anvbepe

Tpumaii ii y cebe B pyui,

A60 B xXueTLi cxoBail,

IIpoKOBTHM, AKILO XOYelll, Pi/JJHEHbKA,
Ax Kpaiue, Tax i pimait.

IIpomry Bac, micic barnep,
Xnomneus ouent Hepik Hpy
ITocTiitHO MeHe 0631BaE,
CxaxiTp m0-Heby b jiomy!

3aMKHUCD Y madi, 106a Mosl.
Xoden, Ha MOpe MOTKHNCB.
1o Tinbku B 3M03i, Te i1 poOM.
MeHne He uTalf, Big4ennchk.
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I3 TTYBJIIKAIIIN B >)KYPHAJII

«BCECBIT»



Hasipn Yepicban
1940, Ky6a

Ky6iHcpKuii oet, aBTOp MOETUYHUX 30ipoK
«CiMHaZ1IATDb POKiB», «[lepeBo i mic», «[IHi i mopn»,

«[lepeBa mam’siTi», «IlicHsa Mupy»,
«IHTeIeKTya/IbHa II0€3iA» Ta iH.

MMHYJIO 30BCIM HEBATATO YACY

CrnisHaTy JOBEIOCH i >Xap, i XO7of,
Ta HAZTO PiIKO Y >KUTTI I[aCTHIIO;
1103a/ly — Hi4 i gopori Morunmu,

i MapHO Miil BO/IaB CaMOTHI1 rO710C.

I ocb s gBepi pO3UMHAIO HABCTIXK,
CMiloch, clliBato, 6ady COHIIA CBiTIIO,
XXUBY, pajiio, 6aqy, sk pO3KBITHYB,

B IVTVHU Ha IJOKaX TOIIa3 I[I/IM‘IaCT]/If/I.
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Hasio Yepicoamn

Hlykary macTs A XOAMUB YMMAJIO,

B IIiThbMi O/1yKaB, Ta BUIIIIOB Ha JJOPOTY.
Jlopora 114 MeTy MeHi BKa3asa,
IIpospino cepue — 4ye nepemMory.

SIK BTpaTuTh CBiT MEHe — JIMCTOYOK BifliMpe.
I a1 7ioro BiKe Tak He Biifi3epKao...

Sl noBepHyBCA 3 MaH[PIB 10 JKeperL.

M pyuraro fai...

Ilepexnad 3 icnamcokoi
Bcecsim, Ne 1, 1983

147



Ho pomany K. Bounesryma «lananasoc»

o pomany-antuyromnii Kypra Bonneryra
«[amamaroc», 1985

Anpdpen, nopn Tennicon Penpapp Kinminr
1809-1892 1865-1936
Comtie cino. 3irmna 3opA. ITig nmMbeHnI0 Ha KP4y KO/IU OBEAYTh MEHe PaHKOM,
I xTochb MeHe Knye, TaK SICHO I'yKae! Oi1, maTu Mos1, MaTycHo!
Tomy, XTO TOfaBCh y JaneKi Mopsl, 3Halo, 4ns m000B YOI Iifie O OCTAHKY,
Xait Tyra 3a 6eperom ceplie He Kpae. Oi1, maTu Mos1, MaTyCHo!
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Ho pomany K. Bounesryma «lananasoc»

I>xon Mevicding Binbsam-Kanen bpasaur
1878-1967 1794-1878
HeHbunHe I0HO — Miil epiunii gim, Cnacub6i, boxe, 1110 >XurTA
Bip m1060Bi ii A 3HAIIIOBCA B HiM; Hlapye HaM coofKi myTa,
Bci geB’aTp micanis, Ak poca, 3a Te, 1[0 TaK HaBiYHO CKYTO
Mene xmBuna ii Kkpaca. Ha cBiti matip i guts.

Miit mor/isiz, Milt HOAMX i ceprist OUTTA —
3abypan 1o Kpart y Hei KUTTA.
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Ho pomany K. Bounesryma «lananasoc»

Jlopp, Baiipon Ho6n Knarrer
1788-1824 1947-1966
JT1060B y 11:061 — OlieT BUHHMIA, ABxex, Tebe mooo 4,
Teprikuii 11eit TPYHOK IIPOKYCa HIOAHVHY, Hexait B Hac 6ype cuH,
I rocTpux maxouiiB 60>xecTBeHHMIT OyKeT I mech KOMyCh HalleBHE
B 6yneHHOCTi BTpayae cBiit cekper. Komnucp moBTOpUTSH BiH:

— «ABxex, Tebe oo 4,
Hexaii B Hac 6yze cuH,
I necb xoMychb HameBHe
Komnucp moBTOpUTSH BiH:
«ABXxex, Tebe Mmoo 1,
Hexaii B Hac 6yze cuH,
I mecr KomMych HameBHE
Komnucp moBToputs BiH...»
I Tak mami.
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I>xou-Ipinnid Birriep
1807-1892

3 ycboro, 110 Yy TH MeHi J0BenoCh,
Crnosa HaticymHin Taki: «He 36ymocn!»
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Ho pomany K. Bounesryma «lananasoc»

Arsexk Bortc
1674-1748

Yu peMiCHMK, YU YOPHOPOO,
TpynuTuMych o IOTy:
Binomo, 110 pykam Hepo6
JusBon gacTb pobory.
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Po6epr bpayHinr
1812-1889

[lypu!

KoriB i 11ciB mopo3ampanm BCix Tiel XMypoi nmopu,
B KomucKax HEMOBJIAT KyCalu,

3 yaHiB IOBUIfAIN BCi CUpn

I KyxapeBi B OIIOJIOHMK YCTPOMJIA/IN IIMCOK — CYII X/IeOTaIN,
bapunbne TpicHynm ikpu,

YonmosikaM B 6p1/mi LIMUTAJIN, AK [0 BJIACHOL HOPY,
JKinkam nicysanm Bedopu,

bo HaBiTh IXHE mIeOeTaHHA

B rupxomMy rmHYy/IO BUIIAHHI —

Bemu cumonito mypun.
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Ho pomany K. Bounesryma «lananasoc»

Yapns Keppin
1842-1920

Bupyuias kopabesnb 10 aneKux 3eMerb.
I 3BaBcA BiH «CKperiT BIKOHHNIIb»;
I'niB cTUXiil HE /IAKAaB MOPSIKIB,

I He MaB KaIiTaH 0e3COHHULIb.
CrepHOBMIT 5Ke OfHE ToOpe 3HaB HABHO:
He6e3nexoro HexTyBarh Tpeba.

He cTup4as feHb i HiY 32 CTEPHOM,

A xpomiB yHusy y cebe.
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o pomany K. Bounesyma «Ilananasoc»

Epsapp Jlip
1812-1888

«[oBOpMIM X M€HI, 1O He CIIif
Maru 6opony, — 6ifkaBcs i, —
B Hiit-60, MOB Ha rinkKax,

Beskuit Ky6nmmTbes nrax.

Ot i maem!» — axx cxmIryBas fif.
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