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IITHusI B Jecy

[ITuner MenpKaroT B Jecy,
Pb16BI B BOJIE POTHUKOBOH. . .
Wny, o06e3ymMeTh roTOBBII:

CBo¢€ cocTpaganbe Hecy

TBapsiM U3 IUIOTU U KPOBH.

Anonymous

Fowles in the Frith

(Original Medieval English Lyric):

Fowles in the frith,

The fisshes in the flood,
And I mon waxe wood:
Much sorwe I walke with
For beste of boon and blood



Kommentapuu B Fowles in the Frith: Modern English Translations with
a Summary and Analysis:

«3JTO KOpPOTKOE JINPUYECKOE CTUXOTBOPEHHE - OUYEHb PAHHUU IPHUMED
AHTTIMHCKONM MeTpUuYecKol pupMoBaHHOW 1o33un. OpHUrMHanbHas CcXema
pudMBI - a00a0, ¢ ayuMTepanuen B KaKI0M CTpOKe, BO3BpAILAeT Hac K Ooiee
CTapoOM  AaHIJIOCAKCOHCKOM WM  «JPEBHEAHITMUCKOW» Mmo33uu. [loaT
MO03PUTEINIBHO 3BYUHUT KAK 3aLIUTHUK IPaB )KUBOTHBIX! ['OBOpHUT 11 MOAT WK
IPEIIOJIAaraeT, YTO €ro MPOTYJKH IO JIECY CBOJAT €ro ¢ yMa, IOTOMY 4TO OH
TaK)Xe «3BEPb U3 KOCTEH W KPOBW», CTOJKHYBIIUWCA C MOAOOHON CylIb00ii?
HekoTtopsle ynTaTeny HHTEPIPETUPOBAIHN CTUXOTBOPEHHUE KAK CTUXOTBOPEHHUE
0 Jr00BH, penuruo3Hoe cruxorBopeHue o6 Mwucyce Xpucre u / unu Jlee
Mapuu u / unu CTUXOTBOPEHUE OTUYXKACHMS; Hanbosee BEpOsITHBINA OTBET, I1O-
BUJIUMOMY, 3aKJIIOYA€TCS B TOM, 4YTO TOBOPSUIUN HCHBITHIBAET CUJIBHOE
COUYBCTBUE (WM T€Yalib) K )KMBOTHBIM, KOTOPBIX OH BHJHUT, CTPaJalOIUMU
BOKpYr Hero. XOTS, paclpocTpaHseTcs JIM 3TO COYYBCTBUE Ha CaMOIo
TOBOPSIIIETO, HE COBCEM OYEBHIHO, HO 3TO MaJIeHbKOE 0€300MIHOE CIOBO «I»
MPEeANoJaraeT TaKyto CBs3b. MOXXHO J1ayk€ UHTEPIPETUPOBATh, YUTO TOBOPALLINN
TOBOPHT, YTO BCE BMECTE CXOJST C yMa: NTUILbI, PHIObI, IpYTHe 3BEPHU U JIIOIH,
MOJ00HBIE EMY. .. »

Kak cunraror, opuruHan He COXpaHWICS M3-3a TOrO, YTO KaKOW-TO MOHaXx
COCKOOJIWII €ro ¢ IepraMeHTa, 4ToObl HamucaTh IPyrou TeKCT.

CrnoBo beste MokeT ObITh MOHATO Takke Kak best - myummmii (A.T'.)

Jloxon lonn (1572-1631)
Hwu oxuH 4es10BEeK He 0OCTPOB

Hwu onuH 4enoBek He OCTPOB,

He cam 1o ce0e;

YeloBeK - 3TO 4aCTh KOHTUHEHTA,
OH 11e51010 4acTh.

Ecmu mope cMoeT koM 3emMiu, -
CwmbIT EBponbl KycoK,

Kaxk ecimi ObI 3TO OBLT MBIC

(Modern English):

The birds in the wood,

The fishes in the flood

And I must go mad:

Much sorrow I walk with
For beasts of bone and blood.

John Donne

No man is an island

No man is an island,

Entire of itself,

Every man is a piece of the continent,
A part of the main.

If a clod be washed away by the sea,
Europe is the less.

As well as if a promontory were.



Wnu nomecTtse TBOETO Jpyra, As well as if a manor of thy friend's

Wnu naxe TBOE: Or of thine own were:

CwmepTh 110060T0 U3 CMEPTHBIX YMEHbIIIAeT MEHS, Any man's death diminishes me,

[ToToMy 4TO 5 - YeIOBEUYECTBA YACTb, Because I am involved in mankind,

W noroMy HHMKOTrJa HE IOCHUIAN Y3HATh, 10 KOM 3BOHUT KOJIOKOJI, And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls;
OH 3BOHUT 1O TeOe. It tolls for thee.

(Otcrona HazBanue pomana JpHecta XemuHryass. A.l'.)

d:xon Jdonn (1572-1631)
Ioiiau u moMail NAJAOLYIO 3Be31y

YxBaru 3Be3ay! JloObut mu

Manaparopy, napeHéx?
I'me roma mou ObLIBIE?

YEpT KombITO TA€ paccék?
ThI cibIXal pycanok rne’ne?
Ecth oT 3aBUCTH ciaceHbe?

I'ne oH, BeTepoOK,
Yt006 cMor
N yectHOMY yMy nnomor?

Ecnu moxeus BUIETH ThI,
YT0 HE BUJIHO YEIIOBEKY,
JlecaTsb ThICSAY THEH UM,
Jlo Bosmoc Oenee cHera,
N BepHyBIIKCH pacCKaxu
Bcé, uto Bugen. [loareepan,
Yro npu 31OM,
Bo Bcém cBere
Hacrosien xeHIHbpl He BCTPETHIL.

Ecnm x ectb, uMeN B BULY:
S1-TO pocckasHsAM HeE BEPIO;
Kak nmanomuuk, He oy

John Donne
Song: Go and catch a falling star

Go and catch a falling star,

Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,

Or who cleft the devil's foot,
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
Or to keep off envy's stinging,

And find
What wind
Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou be'st born to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights,
Till age snow white hairs on thee,
Thou, when thou return'st, wilt tell me,
All strange wonders that befell thee,

And swear,
No where
Lives a woman true, and fair.

If thou find'st one, let me know,
Such a pilgrimage were sweet;
Yet do not, I would not go,



Jlaxe 1o coceqHen nBepu;
Bynpe ona mpaBauBOM, CTAHET JDKUBOM,
YTo TBI TyT HU TOBODH,
Omna
Onna,
Iloka s npuy B 1Ba WU B TPH.

Hxon Honn (1572-1631)
CMmepTh, He ropaucs! (CesaToit Coner 10)

Cwmeptb, HE Topauch! XOTs 30BYT T€OA
Moryuei, CTpallHOi, MHE Thl HE CTPAIIHA;
Benp Bce, KOro ThI B35Th ObLjIa JI0JKHA,
He ymepnu, u He yOBENTH MEHS.

ThI HaM, yCTaBIIMM OT BOJTHEHHU JHS,
Jla€uib MOKOM M COH MCIUTH CIOJIHA,

ThI — 1714 KOCTEN U lyXa — HOYb OJIHA;
Crouib Ha cTpaxke, OTAbIX HAIl XpaHs -
Paba cyan0b1, yOUitI 1 KOpoJie.

bosie3nu, s/1b1, BOMHBI HAC Pa3sT,

Ho maka cok pa3ut cuibHER CTOKpAT,

U kax Biieuér! He mbokbest, OyIb CKPOMHEH !
Hagex npocuémcst mbl. CoH OBLIT XOPOTIL.
He OGynet Gosbiiie cMepTH: Tl yMPEIIb.

PoGepT Xeppuk (1591-1674)

JeBcTBeHHMIIaM, 1a0bI HEe TePSJIU BPEMEHHU

CpsiBaiiTe OyTOHBI pO3 Ha Oery,

Benw BpeMs JIeTUT, )KAaTh HE CTAHET;
LIBeToK, 4yTO ceroHs pacuBEN Ha JYTY,
3aBTpa yMpET U 3aBSIHET.

ConHIle, CBETUIBHUK HeOeC, KaXKIbIN Jac

Though at next door we might meet;
Though she were true, when you met her,
And last, till you write your letter,

Yet she
Will be
False, ere I come, to two, or three.

John Donne
Death, be not proud

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou are not so;

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou'art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy'or charms can make us sleep as well

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

Robert Herrick
To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time
Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,
Old Time is still a-flying;
And this same flower that smiles today

Tomorrow will be dying.

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,



Bcé Gmke k 3eHUTY, TOTIa-TO
OHo yckopsieT cBoii Oer u Kak pas,
UYro vac, TeM OJMXKE K 3aKaTy.

Mon010CTh - JIy4IInii BO3pacT, OHA
[InamMeHeM MOJTHUT BEHBIL;

[ToTom BCE XyKe MOUAYT BpEMEHA
MonoaocTu Ha CMEHY.

OcTaBbTE€ CKPOMHOCTb, BDEMEHHU HET,
Ckopell BBIXOAUTE 3aMYXK;
Korna-uHuOy1p KOHUMTCS Balll paciBeT,
U Gyzner no3nHO TOTAA YK.

Jlzxon MUJIBLTOH (1608-1674)

Bo cHe MOKOIHYIO CBATYIO BUIEJ A
(Coner 23) *)
Bo cHe MoKoWHYI0 CBATYIO BUIEI S
Bockpecmieit, kak Anprecta u3 MOTHII, **)
Uro ceia FOnuTepa cynpyry Bo3BpaTuiI,
JKupoii, xoTh O51e1HOM, C1ab0M TTpUBEIS.
Omna cusita, CJIOBHO COJIHIIE JHS,
UucTa, kak TO 3aBET yCTAaHOBWII,  **%)
N 510 MHE ONATH MPUIATIO CHUJL:
Ha Hebecax oHa BOCKpECHET Jijisl MEHH.
Bcest B 6enom, kak ipu SpKOM CBETE JIHS,
Omna npejcrana npeao MHOM, JTOBHIT
51 ckBO3b Byaslb 4epThl €€, 11005
Cusiabe 10OpOTHI, TOT 00pa3, YTO MHE MUIL.
OnHa OOHSATH MEHS CKIIOHWJIACH. .. HO 3aps
Bepnymna Mpak, Ky/a st cocliaH ObLI.

*) B 1657 rony Bropas xxena Jl)xona Muibrona, Katpun Byakok, ymepia
MoCJie HEMHOTUM OoJiee ToAa Opaka U TpeX MECSIIEB TOCIe POKICHUS
nouepH, KoTopas Takxke ymepia. [IaTeio ronamu panee MUJITOH TIepeKuI

The higher he’s a-getting,
The sooner will his race be run,
And nearer he’s to setting.

That age 1s best which is the first,
When youth and blood are warmer;
But being spent, the worse, and worst
Times still succeed the former.

Then be not coy, but use your time,
And while ye may, go marry;

For having lost but once your prime,
You may forever tarry.

John Milton

Methought I saw my late espoused saint
(Sonnet 23)

Methought I saw my late espoused saint

Brought to me, like Alcestis, from the grave,

Whom Jove's great son to her glad husband gave,

Rescu'd from death by force, though pale and faint.
Mine, as whom wash'd from spot of child-bed taint

Purification in the old Law did save,

And such as yet once more I trust to have

Full sight of her in Heaven without restraint,
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind,

Her face was veil'd, yet to my fancied sight

Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shin'd
So clear as in no face with more delight.

But Oh! as to embrace me she inclin'd,

I wak'd, she fled, and day brought back my night.



AHAJIOTHYHYIO yTpaTy, KOT/Ia €ro NepBasi )KeHa yMepiia, pOAuB eMy J0Yb
JleGopy. Bcero 3a HECKOIBKO MECSIIEB /10 3TOr0, B heBpase 1652 rona,
MunbTOH NOTEpsI 3peHHeE.

**) mo rpeueckomy mudy I'epakit BepHyn AlnblecTy €€ Myx y AIMETY U3
Aunpna

%) YMepias Obl1a Kak Obl TPHIKIBI OYHUIIICHA U CIIACEHA: 110 TPEUYECKOMY
MUy, MO APEBHUM UYACHCKUM IpaBmiiaM (IIOCie POJOB) U B CMBICIIE

XPUCTHAHCKOT'O BOCKPCUICHUSA

OuH bpaacrpur (1612-1672)
*)

ABTOp K €€ KHHTIe

Tsi - cnaboro yma u cep/ua miof 00JIbHOMH,
[Tocne poxkaeHbs OCTaBAaBIIMICA CO MHOM.
[ToTroM MOM HE OYEHBb MYIPBIE APY3bA
Pemmnu 3arpanurieil BBICTaBUTH Te€Os

B moxMoThsIX THpaxa, BO BCEH Kpace,

['1e He yMEHBIIUIUCH OITUOKHU (BUIAT BCE).
BepHyncs Tel, MHE CTBIJI IPUIILIOCH [TO3HATH:
Th1 (M3 €4aTH), JOJKEH K MaTEPH B3bIBATh.
S 6 6pocuiia Te0s1, HETOAHOTO, B OKHO,

Bech 065K TBOM MHE yTOMUTENEH JJaBHO;
Ho w1 Be1b MHE pOJIHOH, TEOE S ITOMOTY;
HcnpaButh nocraparoch, Kak CMOTY:

JIuio TBOE YMOIO, BBUIEUY HEAYT,

Ho, mo6enuB oauH, 1pyrue BUXKY BIPYT.

S HOTHM BBIDOBHMIIA PACTSIHYB Te0e,

Ho TbI onsiTh XpoMaeib npu Xoan0e;
XorTesa B JIy4lIyIO OJI€K/1y HapsAIUTh,

Ho TkaHb 1OManiHiow0 cMOTJIa JIUIIL Pa3go0bITh.
Cpenu mpocTo0IMHOB OyeNh CBOH, CTyMai,
Ho TonbKO B pyKy KpUTHKaM He IOIaNau;
Wnu tyna, rae o Tede He 3HAET CBET.

Kons cipocsiT 00 oTiie, Ckaku, TAaKOTO HET,
Ckaxxu 0 MaTepu CBOCH: yBBI, O€/THA,

Anne Bradstreet
The Author to Her Book

Thou ill-form’d offspring of my feeble brain,
Who after birth didst by my side remain,

Till snatched from thence by friends, less wise than true,

Who thee abroad, expos’d to publick view,
Made thee in raggs, halting to th’ press to trudge,
Where errors were not lessened (all may judg).
At thy return my blushing was not small,

My rambling brat (in print) should mother call,

I cast thee by as one unfit for light,

Thy Visage was so irksome in my sight;

Yet being mine own, at length affection would
Thy blemishes amend, if so I could:

I wash’d thy face, but more defects I saw,

And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw.

I stretched thy joynts to make thee even feet,

Yet still thou run’st more hobling then is meet;
In better dress to trim thee was my mind,

But nought save home-spun Cloth, 1’ th” house I find.
In this array ‘mongst Vulgars mayst thou roam.
In Criticks hands, beware thou dost not come;
And take thy way where yet thou art not known,
If for thy Father askt, say, thou hadst none:

And for thy Mother, she alas is poor,



U BeICTaBUTH MEHS 32 ABEPH ObLIIA JOJDKHA.

*) Oun bpaactput — nepBas nosrecca kononuit Hosoro Csera

Puyapn JlasJeiic (1618-1657)

K Aunree, U3 THOpbMBbI

*)
Korna 11000Bb K 3aMKaM BOPOT
Ha kpbibsax MHE U3 ThbMBI
Anmero TUBHYIO HECET
[llenTath y CTEH TIOPHMBI,
[IpukoBaH s K ee ria3am,
OMBIT BOJIOC BOJTHOI.
Ha Heb6e ve mano boram
CB00OOIBI 3HATH TAKOIA.

Korga 6okaiam HET KOHIIA

(B Hux xammu Temswl HET), **)
YBUTHI po3aMH cepala,

B Hux Bepnoctu o0er.

Koraa Mbl meéM Ha3mno Oene,
3a 31paBue Nopou,

To pribam He 1aHO B BOJE
CB00OIBI 3HATH TAKOIA.

Korna 6 (kak ntuna B KIETKe) 5
3arien, u3 Bcex OBl CHII,
Bennune, cnagocts Koposs

U mynpocts BO3HOCHI,

Benp Oyzaet ciaBeH, BCE paBHO,
OH, KaK HUKTO JPYTOM.

[Torona Gypsim He naHO
CB0OO/IBI 3HATH TAKOM.

Which caus’d her thus to send thee out of door.

Richard Lovelace
To Althea, from Prison

When Love with unconfinéd wings
Hovers within my Gates,

And my divine Althea brings

To whisper at the Grates;

When I lie tangled in her hair,

And fettered to her eye,

The Gods that wanton in the Air,
Know no such Liberty.

When flowing Cups run swiftly round
With no allaying Thames,
Our careless heads with Roses bound,
Our hearts with Loyal Flames;
When thirsty grief in Wine we steep,
When Healths and draughts go free,
Fishes that tipple in the Deep

Know no such Liberty.

When (like committed linnets) I
With shriller throat shall sing

The sweetness, Mercy, Majesty,
And glories of my King;

When I shall voice aloud how good
He is, how Great should be,
Enlarged Winds, that curl the Flood,
Know no such Liberty.



He crensl co3paror TroppMy
W nepxar B3anepru;

Jlerko cBOOOTHOMY YMY
IToxoi 1 TaM HAWTH.
CBoOojeH s, B ay1iie JaBHO
JIt000BB 1 OJ1aroars.
Takoit mumb aHreiaM IaHo
CBo0o011 00J1a1aTh.

*) B 1642 rony JlaBneiic 6su1 n36pan B [lamary O6muH, rae, Oyaydd BEPHBIM
croponHukom Kapmna I, mogan B mapjiaMeHT METUIUIO ¢ TPEOOBaHUEM BEPHYTH
Kopossi Ha mpectod. OgHako ero MeTHIUI0 ocyauiu, a camoro JlaBnerica
Mocajuin B TIOPpbMYy. TaM OH W Hamucal 3TO CTHXOTBOpeHHEe B ¢opme
oOpallleHus K KEHIIMHE ¢ ajuleropuueckuM umeHeMm Aunrtes. OHO BXOAHUT BO
BCE€ aHTJIMHCKHUE aHTOJIOTHH, a IOCIEAHS CTpOo(da ero 4acTo HUTHUPYETCS.

**) cM. mpumeuanue nepeBogunka A.JIykbstHOBa B https://stihi.ru/2006/12/04-
1475

duapro Mapsen (1621-1678)
K ero 3acreHumnBoii JI00OBHHIIE

Korma 61 BpeMs ObICTPO Tak HE IIUIO K KOHILY,
3aCTEeHYMBOCTb, O JIeJU, BaM Obliia O K JUILy.
Mgl 6 cenu psiioM U OyMalld BABOEM

O TOM, KaK JI0JITUi ACHB JII0OOBU MBI IPOBEIEM.
Bo1 6 B Unauu B nonuHe ['aHra u B ropax
Hckanu 661 pyounsl; S 0 — yBbI 1 ax! -

Ha Gepery mponuBa XaMOep THXO HBLIT

W ner 3a necATh 10 MOTOMA Bac JIIOOWUII,

A BbI 0 OTKa3bIBaJIM MHE, JTIOOE3HBIN PYT,
[Toka eBpeu He cMeHUIU O Bepy BIAPYT.
BererapbsHCcKuii IbLUT MO poc ObI — HEXEH, TUX -
NMnepuit mupe u MeJINTENbHEE UX;

U s cTo et (HUKaK HE MEHbIIIE) ObLT ObI pajl
XBaJIMTh BaIllX IJ1a3a U OECIOT00HBIN B3I,

Stone Walls do not a Prison make,
Nor Iron bars a Cage;

Minds innocent and quiet take
That for an Hermitage.

If I have freedom in my Love,
And in my soul am free,

Angels alone that soar above,
Enjoy such Liberty.

Andrew Marvell
To His Coy Mistress

Had we but world enough and time,
This coyness, lady, were no crime.
We would sit down, and think which way
To walk, and pass our long love’s day.
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide

Of Humber would complain. I would
Love you ten years before the flood,
And you should, if you please, refuse
Till the conversion of the Jews.

My vegetable love should grow
Vaster than empires and more slow;
An hundred years should go to praise
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze;


https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%B0%D0%BB%D0%B0%D1%82%D0%B0_%D0%BE%D0%B1%D1%89%D0%B8%D0%BD_%D0%92%D0%B5%D0%BB%D0%B8%D0%BA%D0%BE%D0%B1%D1%80%D0%B8%D1%82%D0%B0%D0%BD%D0%B8%D0%B8
https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9A%D0%B0%D1%80%D0%BB_I_(%D0%BA%D0%BE%D1%80%D0%BE%D0%BB%D1%8C_%D0%90%D0%BD%D0%B3%D0%BB%D0%B8%D0%B8)
https://stihi.ru/2006/12/04-1475
https://stihi.ru/2006/12/04-1475

Cro ner ymio 6 Ha o0okaHUE TpyAeH
U TeICSUM 11 KaK10M U3 APYTHUX YaCTEM;
Beka yiayT Ha TO 1a c€ ¥ o KOHEI -
Ha nune3pense nydiiero us Bcex cepel.
Bpr1, 1eau, 3acay>kuiid 3ToT puMuam,
U 51 6 Ha MeHblIIee HE COTJIACUIICS CaM.

Ho 3a ciuHOM MO€# 5 CIIBIITY CTYK KOIIBIT:
To xosecHUIa BpeMEHU 0€CCOHHO MYHT;
[Ipu 3TOM BOKpYT Hac, Ky/1a HU OTJISTHUCH,
beckpaliHel BEYHOCTH ITYCThIHU PA3JIETIIUCH.
Tam Bailla He BUIHA MHE OyJIE€T KpacoTa;
N B maB3011€€ MpaMOpPHOM YK€ HE Ta
[TecHb 3a3By4uT MO, ¥ OyA€T I YepBeit
Bcs Baia 1eBCTBEHHOCTh HUCKOJBKO HE BKYCHEH,
YecTts Bama oOpaTUTCA B Mpax 3a JOJTUNA CPOK,
A MOs TIOXOTh — B XJIaJHBIN Nenes U NeCOK;
Venunenue B morujie? YTo K, BIIOJIHE,
Ho Tam He MecTo 11 1100BH, c1aéTCsT MHE.

HTak, moka OTTeHOK KOXKH MOJIOA0M
TBoOEH cHsIeT CBEKEN YTPEHHEU pOCO,
ITokxa oroHs TBOEH 3aX1aBUICKUCS TYILIN
Emé auuro B Te0e HE B cuilax 3aTyIIUTh,
U noka ctpactu npuI €€ B HaC HE MOrac,

MBI — CJIOBHO Mapa XHIIHBIX MITUI B JTFOOOBHBIN Yac.

[TycThb syunie 3710€ Bpemsi cpa3y Hac MOXKPET,
Yem UCCYIHNT 710 TJIa U MEIJIEHHO YObET.
JlaBaii Bce HaIllK CUJIbI FOHBIE, BECH XKap,

Bcro criagocth cobepéM B eTUHBIN APKUiA 1Iap,
W nve nagum cynp0e 3aKpbITh UX HA 3aCOB

OT Hac xene3HbIMU BOPOTaMU T'OJIOB:

He B cunax comHiie MbI ¢ TOOOH OCTAaHOBUTb,
Ho mb1 Gexathb ero 3acTaBuM BO BCIO MPHITh.

(omy6mukoBaHO MOocMepTHO B 1681T.)

Yuassam Bopacsopr (1770-1850)

Two hundred to adore each breast,

But thirty thousand to the rest;

An age at least to every part,

And the last age should show your heart.
For, lady, you deserve this state,

Nor would I love at lower rate.

But at my back I always hear
Time’s winged chariot hurrying near;
And yonder all before us lie
Deserts of vast eternity.

Thy beauty shall no more be found;
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound
My echoing song; then worms shall try
That long-preserved virginity,

And your quaint honour turn to dust,
And into ashes all my lust;

The grave’s a fine and private place,
But none, I think, do there embrace.

Now therefore, while the youthful hue
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,

And while thy willing soul transpires
At every pore with instant fires,

Now let us sport us while we may,

And now, like amorous birds of prey,
Rather at once our time devour

Than languish in his slow-chapped power.
Let us roll all our strength and all

Our sweetness up into one ball,

And tear our pleasures with rough strife
Through the iron gates of life:

Thus, though we cannot make our sun
Stand still, yet we will make him run.

William Wordsworth



Hapuuccst

51 B mosie OpEn OJIMH TPOTIOH,
Kak 00rako B IoJIsIX CBOUX,
W Bapyr yBuaen npea coOoi,
Toummy HapIUCCOB 30J0THIX;
B tenu nepeBbeB 1o yrpy
OHu 1mIsicany Ha BETpY.

N kak 3BE311 MIIEYHOT'O Ty TH
Mepuaer 6eCKOHEUHbIN TPaKT,
OHu y 03epa BecTu

Pemmny, HaKJIOHSACH B TaKT:
S1 ¥X TOJIOBOK BO3JIE BOJI
JlecSITKH ThICSIY BUJETH MOT,

W BonHBI B Oeper cTanu OUTh,

NX TMKOBaHbEM CBETSCH:

[ToaT UMb CYACTIIMB MOXKET OBITH,
B Takoii koMImIaHuM CMeESACh.

S myman: 4To 3a pOCKOIb BAPYT
MHe nogapuil ux APy HbIA KpyT!

Korpa, ycras ot cyeTsl,

S oTapixaro, ¢ 3TUX TTOP
Ilepeno MHOM BCTAKOT LIBETHI
U onnHOUYEcTBa TPOCTOD;

U Tornaa cepaiie B TUILIMHE
TaHiyer Beceno BO MHeE.

Yuasam Bopacsopr (1770-1850)

Xapakrep

Daffodils

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not be but gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed'and gazed'but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

William Wordsworth

A Character



Kak coBmecTuTh CMOTIIa IPUPOJIA, HE NIONMY,
Ha yenoBedyeckoM uie KOHTPACTOB TEMY:
I{BeTenbe, 6J1€AHOCTH, MBICIH IITy0Ob U ITyCTOTY,
YHBIHBE U BOCTOPT, COHIIMBOCTb, CYETY.

B HéM cnabocTh U cCOBCEM HE K MECTY CUJIa, IPbITh,
Kak 6yaTo ¢ Heto 6011k ¥ rope BAPYT NPUBUTH
Mornu Obl HpaBy, 4eil 3a10p JaBHO MOTYX,

B koHue nymeBHbIi Mup U puinocoekuil 1yx.

Bech Ge3pasnuube - mpeycren wib mpeTepried,
W Bech BHUMaHME, KOTJa OH HE Y JE;
Ho ropaocts ecth 6€3 3aBUCTH U 6€3 00w,

HaHopI/ICTOCTB U KPpOTOCThb, CKPOMHOCTD, tI}/TKI/II\/’I CTBhIO,

3acTEHYMBOCTH AYIIIH, CBOOOIBI SICHBIN CBET
W nobpoaeTenbHOCTh, HTPBHI B KOTOPOH HET,
YKOopeHEHHAS CTOJIETUSMH YECTh

U Bcé, uro bor moToMm 3a 6;1aro MOKET CUECTb.

Koneuno, 3To#1 cMecu npeapeniéH KOHell,

Ho BaM €€ He BBIpBaTh U3 CBOUX CEPJCLL;

U s 6 xoTen emié mIThCOT JICT, TaK U ObITh,

TakuM co3gaHbeM CTPAHHBIM U CYACTIIMBBIM OBITh.

Yuabsam Bopacsopr (1770-1850)
HN3aumHu B MUpe MbI

W3numau B Mupe Mol 1 B 6erotre,

beps u Tpats, noTepsM CUIbI;

B [Ipupozae mano uto HaMm OIU3KO OBLIO.
YOoruii nap — cep/iia - U3KUT BIOJHE.
Bot Mope rpynb noAcTaBuIIO JIyHE;

Bor BeTpsl, 4TO 3aBOIOT BIPYT YHBLUIO,

Ho cnsr ceituac, uBetam nogo0HbI MUJIBIM;

I marvel how Nature could ever find space
For so many strange contrasts in one human face:

There's thought and no thought, and there's paleness and bloom

And bustle and sluggishness, pleasure and gloom.

There's weakness, and strength both redundant and vain;

Such strength as, if ever affliction and pain
Could pierce through a temper that's soft to disease,
Would be rational peace—a philosopher's ease.

There's indifference, alike when he fails or succeeds,
And attention full ten times as much as there needs;
Pride where there's no envy, there's so much of joy;
And mildness, and spirit both forward and coy.

There's freedom, and sometimes a diffident stare

Of shame scarcely seeming to know that she's there,
There's virtue, the title it surely may claim,

Yet wants heaven knows what to be worthy the name.

This picture from nature may seem to depart,

Yet the Man would at once run away with your heart;
And I for five centuries right gladly would be

Such an odd such a kind happy creature as he.

William Wordsworth
The World Is Too Much With Us

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;—
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;



MBI HE CO3BYYHBI ’TOMY; U3BHE

Me1 BuguMm Be€. Benukuit bor! Cropeit

$1 6 ObLI SI3BIYHUKOM, IOJIH BJOXHOBEHBS,
Crosn Obl Ha JOpoOre cpenb MOJIEH,

brel1 MeHee HecyacTHEH Ha MTHOBEHBE;

Tam nogauMmascs 6wl u3 Box [IpoTteit;

N nyn TputoH B CBOM pOT MOJT IOYEK TEHBE.

JHH (1782-1866) 1 et Teiop (1783-1824)
3Be3na

Slpue, 3BE€3104UKa, MepLIAd,

YTo TBI, KTO Thl, 3HaTh MHE JaH,
Tam, BEICOKO Ha 3eMIIEH,
bpunnuasT BO ThME HOYHOM!

Korma connua smyy yrac
M Bo TbME OcTaBMII HaC,
Csetuuis Th1. ['opu, ropu
U mepuaii Ham 110 3apu!

Kaxk 6b1 myTHUK cMOT HalTH
bes 1ebs, kyaa unru?

U 3a mpobneck cinabbliii TBOM
brmaronapeH oH gymoil.

U g xny yxe naBHo,

Y106 MHUTHYJIa MHE B OKHO. ..
Thl HE CTIUIIB BO MIJI€ BBICOT,
IToka cosHIle HE B30OHIET,

N, moka Tl TaM, BCEM HaM
Becenee mo Houam.

XOTb KTO ThI HE 3HAIO 4,
Ho mepuaii, 3se31a Most!

For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. Great God! I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.

Ann And Jane Taylor
The Star

Twinkle, twinkle, little star,

How I wonder what you are!
Up above the world so high,
Like a diamond in the sky.

When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
Then you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.

Then the trav'ller in the dark,
Thanks you for your tiny spark,
He could not see which way to go,
If you did not twinkle so.

In the dark blue sky you keep,
And often thro' my curtains peep,
For you never shut your eye,

Till the sun is in the sky.

"Tis your bright and tiny spark,
Lights the trav'ller in the dark :
Tho' I know not what you are,

Twinkle, twinkle, little star.



Konei0enpHas https://www.youtube.com/watch?v-ScmQfUbMJVo

Hepcu bumm Hlenan (1792-1822)

Ozymandias
*)

MHe nyTHUK pacckasall, U3 JPEBHUX CTPAH
Bepnysmuiics: «Cpenu myCTbIHb CTOSIT
N3 xamH4 J1B€ HOTH, a PSIIOM CTaH
U nuk m3-nox mecka: yrproMbId B3I
(Tax cmoTpuT, Ipe3upasi BCeX, TUPAH).
Kak BUIHO, CKYJIBIITOP XOPOIIIO MPOYET
B nuiie emé »uBOro mell CTpacTeu;
B 6e3ayniHomM kaMHe OH BOCIIPOU3BEN
Bcé, uro u3 cepana uuto. M Tekct riacui:
«4 O3umanauac, s napb napeu;
['nsiauTe Ha nena, 94To S CBEPILNII,
Kak s moryu! U tpenemnture!» Ho...
Bokpyr Bc€ mycTo. Tam, rae oH uapwi,
beckpaliHue MecKu JIeKaT JaBHOY.

*) O3uMaHuac — Tak Mo-rpeyecky BOCIIPOU3BEN BO BTOPOM
BeKe 110 H.3. uMs ¢dapaona Pamceca Broporo ucropuk Iuonop Curpnmiickuit

Mepcu bumm Menam (1792-1822)
CrnokoiiHO#1 HOYM

Crnoxkoiinoit Houn? Eciau yac
Hawm po3ss cynur, a He coro3?
CrnokoiiHelt OyJeT HOUb Kak pa3
He pa3mbikas pyk.

Percy Bysshe Shelley

Ozymandias

I met a traveller from an antique land,

Who said—*“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal, these words appear:

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings;

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away.”

Percy Bysshe Shelley
Good-Night

Good-night? ah! no; the hour is ill
Which severs those it should unite;
Let us remain together still,

Then it will be good night.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ScmQfUbMJVo

CriokoifHo#1 OyneT u oHa,
Korga ymuut 11000Bb BO Mpak?
CrnokoitHoit OyaeT HOoub, KoTJa
U HEe nombICTUM TaK.

Hous xopoiua, koib 10 yTpa
Cepaua BOIU3M CTyyYar,

N «106poit HouM, MHE TOPaY,
CoBceM He TOBOPHAT.

Taxon Kiep (1793-1864)

A xuB
)

S cymiecTByt0, HO UMb JIsI CeOsl,
He unrepecen naxe u apy3bsiM.
[Tevansamu CBOMMU 3aHAT o -
SIBISIOTCS M TAKOT TIE-TO Tam
JIx000Bb U CMEPTh, KaK IPE3bI HAsIBY;
U BCE x 5 cyliecTBy1o, s )KUBY

B HeObITHH TTpE3pEHBst MHOTO JIET,

B orpomHOM Mope GecripoOyIHBIX CHOB,
['e cMbIciia )KU3HU U BECENbsI HET,

Ho nmumib KpyIieHbe )KM3HEHHBIX OCHOB;
W numa cambIx OIM3KHUX, TOPOTHX

MHe uyX1bl Jake 6ojee ApyTrux.

Tyna xouy, T7ie U My »XK4YlHa HE CTyTIaJl,

I'ne »xeHckuid cMeX M 14 HE yCIIbIXaTh;

Tam psgom ¢ borom, Tem, kTo Hac cozpan,
UcneiTeiBan s 0 cHOBa 0JaroaTh
CyacTIUBBIX JIETCKUX CHOB. I'J1e IMIITb TTOKOMH,
TpaBa BHU3Y, cBOA Heba HAJJ0 MHOM.

How can I call the lone night good,
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight?
Be it not said, thought, understood —
Then it will be--good night.

To hearts which near each other move
From evening close to morning light,
The night is good; because, my love,
They never say good-night.

John Clare
I Am!

[ am! yet what [ am none cares or knows,
My friends forsake me like a memory lost;

I am the self-consumer of my woes,

They rise and vanish in oblivious host,

Like shades in love and death's oblivion lost;
And yet [ am! and live with shadows tost

Into the nothingness of scorn and noise,

Into the living sea of waking dreams,

Where there is neither sense of life nor joys,
But the vast shipwreck of my life's esteems;
And e'en the dearest—that I loved the best—
Are strange—nay, rather stranger than the rest.

I long for scenes where man has never trod;
A place where woman never smil'd or wept;
There to abide with my creator, God,

And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept:
Untroubling and untroubled where I lie;
The grass below—above the vaulted sky.



*) CTUXOTBOpPEHHUE HANIMCAHO B JICUEOHUIIE JJIS TyIIEBHOOOIbHBIX

Haxon Kure (1795-1821)
O sipkas 3Be31a, Korjaa 0, Kak Thl

O sipkas 3Be3/1a, Korja 0, Kak Thl,
He3sp161em ObLIT, HE cTajl OB S IUTH CBET
W, He cMbIKas raa3, u3 TEMHOTBI
OTiIeIbHUKOM 0€CCOHHBIM MHOTO JIET
CMoTpeTh Ha BOJIbI, UTO CBEPIIAIOT KPYT
B o0psine omoBeHbs Oeperos,
Wnu Ha ropel, 4TO UCUE3TU BAPYT,
VYKpbITBIE MTOJT TIEJIEHOW CHETOB -
Her — HO, HE3b10IEM TakK ke, OBLT OBI paj
[loxoutsecst y MUAIION HA TPYH,
Yto06 4yBCTBOBATH €€ MOABEM U CHIa,
M B 6eCIOKOMCTBE CIaIKOM JKM3Hb BECTH,
JIpIXaHbst HEKHOTO €€ Up JIOBS.
U tak HaBek, nHaue — CmepTh, BOT 5!

Jxon Kure (1795-1821)
Korna npeacrasJiio, 4T0 0CTAJI0Ch KUTh

Korna npeacrasito, 4To 0CTanoch KUTh
Tak Mano, u cyap00if MHE HE TaHO
OOusbe MBICIICH B KHUTAX COXPAHUTh,
Kak B )KUTHHUIIAX XPaAHSAT KHELBI 3€PHO;
Korzaa Ha 3B€34HOM JIMKE HOYH S
PomaHTHKM BBICOKOM THUCbMEHA
HescrHo paznuuato u ckopOs
Oco3Haro: UX CyTh MHE HE SICHa;
Korga - co3nanue xpynkoe Ha yac -
S uyBCTBY1O, UTO HE yOepery

John Keats
Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art

Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art—

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite,
The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth's human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
No—yet still stedfast, still unchangeable,

Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon to death.

John Keats
When I have Fears That I May Cease to Be

When I have fears that I may cease to be

Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain,
Before high-piled books, in charactery,

Hold like rich garners the full ripened grain;
When I behold, upon the night’s starred face,

Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,
And think that I may never live to trace

Their shadows with the magic hand of chance;
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,

That I shall never look upon thee more,



BoummeOHnblii cBET M100BH, CBI3aBIIIEH HAC,
U o6pa3 tBoi#1... Torna Ha 6epery

Bonbiioro Mmupa rnoHumaro, 4to

JIr000Bb U cl1aBa... a B KOHIIE - HUYTO.

Jau3ader bappert bpayHuHr (1806-1861)
Kak s 100110 Tebsi? (Conert 43)

Kax st mro6:mro Te0s? Jlaii cocunTath:

Jlo ryOu, ummpu, BBICH BCAKUX MED,

J1o xpast ObITUSI BHE 3pUMBIX cep,

Kyna Mos gyiia cMoriia 10CTaTh.

Kak T0, 4TO HYKHO Ka)KJIblii IEHb, KAK CBET
CBeun U COMHIIA — TUXO, KaK MEUTY,

Kak n1006sT mpaBay u cBoOOIy Ty,

B xoTopoii 0 XBajax U MbICJIU HET.

Bcelt Bepoii 1eTcTBa, 4TO yIuia cemvac
Kyna-to co cBITBIMH MPEXKHUX THEH,
JIpIXaHbeM, CTPACThIO, UYTO CPOJIHUIIA HAC,
Vie10kamu, ciae3aMu KU3HH BCEH,

N, nact bor, nocne cmepTu BO CTO pas
TeOs mFoOUTH CMOTY eIlié CUITbHEH.

I'enpu Youacsoprt Jlonrdesno (1807-1882)
IIcajiom Ku3Hu

YTo roBopusIo cepAiie MOJIOJO0ro YyeaoBeKa
MCaJIMOTEBILY

He TBepau MHe B BUpIIIaxX CKOPOHBIX
«OKu3Hb — MeuTa mycTast Julb!».

Ecmu npemnet nyx, 6eccriopHo,
CyTb BelIeit He pa3rIisIIUIIb.

Never have relish in the faery power

Of unreflecting love—then on the shore
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.

Elizabeth Barrett Browning
How Do I Love Thee?

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of being and ideal grace.

I love thee to the level of every day's

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for right.

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
A Psalm of Life

What the Heart of the Young Man Said
to the Psalmist

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!—

For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.



XKu3Hp, Kak UCTHHA, BCS B JIETeE,
Yro eil rpob u uTo el mpak!
Benp «u3 mpaxa B mpax» - o Tee,

O py1ie He CKaXKelllb Tak.

He nevanin HaM yroaHsl,
He GmaxeHCTBO: KaXKIbIil yac
JleWicTBYH; Manpliie, 4eM CErOIHs,
3aBTpa BCAK YBUJIUT HAC.

MacrepcTBa 10CTHYB HE IIPOCTO;
XoTh y cepaua xpalbpblii BU/,

Ho, xak 6apabaH, 3a KOCTbIO
[ToxopoHHBIN MapIl CTYYHT.

Thl Ha OJIe OUTB BCEMUPHOM
W Ha )KM3HEHHBIX MYTAX

He Tymnoit ckoTHHON CMUPHOM -
Bynp Goitriom, 3a0y b mpo cTpax!

[Ipomnoe BHOBB He 0Opsitem!
I1yTe k I'pagymemy nanéx!

HetictByi, neiictByii B HacTosiiem!
Cepnrie 6n€tcs, ¢ Hamu bor!

Ha Benukux riszs, craHeMm
CTpouTh KU3HU C PAHHUX JIET
U co BpemeHem octaBuM
Ha neckax BpeM€EH cBoU cren;

Ha nero npyroii, 3a0myammii
Bbenueiii Opat, B 60opb0e ycras,

Habpenér u K xu3HM Jydinei
OOparutcs yBuIaB.

Tak BcTaBaii ckopei, 3a zieno!

Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;

But to act, that each to-morrow
Find us farther than to-day.

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!
Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act,—act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o'erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us, then, be up and doing,



Ham cynp0a ykaxkeT myTh;
Lens npecnenys, ymensim,
TepnenuBbiM, CTOWKUM OY/Ib.

I'enpu Y. Jlonrdesno (1807-1882)
IIpo0Jieck COJIHEYHOTO CBeTa

Bot 3T0 MecTo. CToii, MOM KOHb,
Jlail MHE Ha MUT TIPUCECTb,

W3 mpaxka mpouutoro BepHyTh
Yro paHblie ObLIO 3/1ECh.

Tyt Hacrosiee ciunoch
C BpUIBIM B OTOKE JIET,

Ho, ckpeITBI TOA BOIOW PYyYbs,
B nmecke 3ameTteH caen.

Bor B ropox nponerio mocce;
Bot uepkoBs 1o ropom. ..

Hexnelimas u3 Bcex apyseu,
Mpr1 1u Tyaa ¢ To6oii!

Tenb nun no MEITKOBOU TpaBe
CKOJIB3UT 3/1€Ch B CBE)KHUU JCHb;

Mex 1y HUMH B TI€JIECTE JTUCTBBI
Cxkolp3una Thl, KaKk TCHb.

TeI B O€JIOM IUTaThe THXO 111714,
Kak nunus yucra,

Kak Oynro bor mocnan tebs
['ynsate co MHOM TOTHA.

JlepeBbeB BETBU 32 TOOOM
TAHYIHUCH HEXKHO BCIIEN,
U xneBep nogHuManics, 4Too

With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.

Henry W. Longfellow
A Gleam Of Sunshine

This 1s the place. Stand still, my steed,
Let me review the scene,

And summon from the shadowy Past
The forms that once have been.

The Past and Present here unite
Beneath Time's flowing tide,

Like footprints hidden by a brook,
But seen on either side.

Here runs the highway to the town;
There the green lane descends,

Through which I walked to church with thee,
O gentlest of my friends!

The shadow of the linden-trees
Lay moving on the grass;

Between them and the moving boughs,
A shadow, thou didst pass.

Thy dress was like the lilies,
And thy heart as pure as they:

One of God's holy messengers
Did walk with me that day.

I saw the branches of the trees
Bend down thy touch to meet,
The clover-blossoms in the grass



ITouemoBaTh TBOM cien,

«YcHUTE, TPEBOIHEHBS, IO
Mupckux 0e3yMHbIX fen!» -

B cy600Ty yTpOoM cenbckuii Xop,
[ToH BIOXHOBEHBS, €.

U 6putn xxainto3u, rae 1y
IIpmmcs Ha OKHE,

Kak nectHuna, 4To yBuaan
HMaxoB B Bemiem cHe.

A BeTtep 3amax ceHa HEC
C nmoneit u3-3a peku,
M 0CTOpPOXHO BOPOIIMII

[Icanteipy J€MECTKH.

MonuTBe He OBIJIO KOHIIA,
Ho, BTOp# TOI MOIBOE,

He o npexpacnoit Pydwu - s
Bcé myman o tebe.

N nponioBegHUK peub 3aBEN,
Ho, BTOpS TOM MOMIKOE,
Emy BHUMas, g TOraa
JInms gyman o tebe.

Bcé nsmenmnocs 311ech, yBbI!
Te0s 31eck OoIbIIIE HET.

Ncues ¢ To6oit nanamadt tex mHeH,

HNcue3 u conHna cBeT.

N mpicab U3 cepana, Kak CocHa
TemHa 1 BBICOKA,

Pactér, n B310X NPOTSKHBIN MOU
Emé 3Byuut noxa.

Rise up to kiss thy feet,

"Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares,
Of earth and folly born!"

Solemnly sang the village choir
On that sweet Sabbath morn.

Through the closed blinds the golden sun
Poured in a dusty beam,

Like the celestial ladder seen
By Jacob in his dream.

And ever and anon, the wind,

Sweet-scented with the hay,
Turned o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leaves
That on the window lay.

Long was the good man's sermon,
Yet it seemed not so to me;

For he spake of Ruth the beautiful,
And still I thought of thee.

Long was the prayer he uttered,
Yet it seemed not so to me;

For in my heart I prayed with him,
And still T thought of thee.

But now, alas! the place seems changed;
Thou art no longer here:

Part of the sunshine of the scene
With thee did disappear.

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart,
Like pine-trees dark and high,

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe
A low and ceaseless sigh;



Ho nmamsaTth cBeT ganékux net
MHe nb€T CKBO3Bb MOJIOT TYY,

W Braneke cpenu nosueu

YyTh BUIEH COJHIA JIYY.

I'enpu Yoacsopt Jlonrdgenio (1807-1882)
Crpesa u necHst

51 B BO31IyX CTpeELy CBOIO MOCIIAII,
Ho, xak naiitu e€, s He 3HaI;
Omna Tak ObICTPO UcYe3Ja BAAIH,
UYro rna3a ycienutb HE CMOTJIN.

Sl BBITOXHYJ MECHIO, YTO MHUCAJ,

Ho 4dero nocturia ona, He 3Ha;

[a yel e B3rIs Tak OCTP U CHIIEH,
UYTo 3a necHel mocueayeTr oH?

B BetBsix 1y6a MHOTO JIET CITyCTSI
Hamén crpeny cBOrO 1o 1;

A miecHro Bcro, cTpody 3a cTpodoi,
XpaHWiI B cep/ilie MOU APYT JOPOTOM.

Kspouaaiin danzader Capa HoptoH (1808-1877)
31 He 1100110 TEOH
SI we mro0ro Tedst! O Her! A e ar00II0 TEO!
U Bce ke oueHb TPYCTHO MHE, KOT/1a Te0s 3/1eCh HET;
N naxe x HeOy Haa TOOOM MUTaIO 3aBUCTH 4,

Ubu 3BE37BI pamysch TeOe IUTIOT SIPKUIA CBET.

Ho nouemy s He 100110 TEOS, 51 HE TTONMY,

This memory brightens o'er the past,
As when the sun, concealed

Behind some cloud that near us hangs

Shines on a distant field.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
The Arrow and the Song

I shot an arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight
Could not follow it in its flight.

I breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;

For who has sight so keen and strong,
That it can follow the flight of song?

Long, long afterward, in an oak
I found the arrow, still unbroke;
And the song, from beginning to end,
I found again in the heart of a friend.

Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton
I Do Not Love Thee
I do not love thee!—mno! I do not love thee!
And yet when thou art absent I am sad;
And envy even the bright blue sky above thee,

Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad.

I do not love thee!—yet, I know not why,



Benp, uto 6 HU neman ThI, Ha BCE BCETIa CMOTPIO OO

W B omrHOYECTBE B3/IBIXA0 YACTO MTOTOMY,
Yro Te, KOro 0010, JIUIIL KOITMU Te0s!

S ne mo6mro Te0a coBceM! Ho TosbKO ThI yiaeIb,
Sl HeHaBWIKY 3BYK pedei (JIro/ieil MHE IOPOTHX),

OH pa3buBaeT X0 J0JIroe, Ye TOH XOPOII:
TBOM TOJ0C MYy3BIKOM NOET B YIIAX MOMX.

S He nmro06ITr0, HO BOT TJ1a3a TBOU CO MHOIO TYT,

WX spxuii CHHUI CBET MHE TOBOPUT BCEX CJIOB SCHEM;
Mesx MHOM U HeOecaMU IMOJITHOYHM OHU BCTAIOT

I'opazno yvare, yem ri1aza Ipyrux Jroaei.

S BEPIO 3HALO, UTO TEOS COBCEM 5 HE JItOOJIIO.

Ho nckpeHHOCTBIO Belb APYTUX HU B UEM HE yOeIUIIIb,
U gacTo, MUMO TIPOXOIsl, YIBIOKY HX JIOBJIIO,

Bce BUAAT: s CMOTpIO TyAa, T1I€ Thl CTOUIIIb.

Anbdpen, JJopa TeHHHCOH (1809-1892)
Opén

Ckasna B €ro KpuBbIX KOTTSIX.

B na3ypHbIX COJTHEUHBIX KpasXx,

B nycTeiHe Mupa OH MOHapX.

[Tox HUM MOPIMHBI BOJIH U MBIC.

WU, 0TTONIKHYB rOpbl KapHU3,
OH MOJIHUEN HECETCS BHU3.

Whate’er thou dost seems still well done, to me:
And often in my solitude I sigh
That those I do love are not more like thee!

I do not love thee!—yet, when thou art gone,

I hate the sound (though those who speak be dear)
Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone

Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear.

I do not love thee!—yet thy speaking eyes,

With their deep, bright, and most expressive blue,
Between me and the midnight heaven arise,

Oftener than any eyes I ever knew.

I know I do not love thee! yet, alas!

Others will scarcely trust my candid heart;
And oft I catch them smiling as they pass,

Because they see me gazing where thou art.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
The Eagle
He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close to the sun in lonely lands,
Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.



Aabsppen, Jopa TeHHHCOH (1809-1892)
beii, Oeii, Oeit

bei, Oeii, Oci
[To cepbm kamMHSM, 0 MOpe!

O ecnu O S3BIK MOW MOT TIPOU3HECTH
Mpbiciam, BO3HUKIIINE B TOPE.

Kak ceiay peibaka xoporio:
C cectpoit oH cMe€Tcst UrpuBo!
O, Kak XOpoIlIo TaM MaTpocy cenyac,
YT0 B JIOJKE MOET B 3aJIUBE!

Top:kecTBEHHO KOpabiu IIIBIBYT,
MM raBanb mokoi oOemaeT;

Ho, o! Pyxka ero emé TyT, CO MHOH,
['onoc 3ByuaTh nmponomkaert!

beii, Geii, Mmope, Oeid,
[Toka ckana He coaporaércs!
Ho HexHas 61aroctb ymepiero aHs
VYKe KO MHE HE BEpHETCHL.

Anbdpen, 1opa TeHHUCOH (1809-1892)

Huurto He ympéT

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Break, Break, Break

Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

O, well for the fisherman's boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play!
O, well for the sailor lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;

But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.

Alfred Lord Tennyson

Nothing Will Die

When will the stream be aweary of flowing

Under my eye? When will the wind be aweary of blowing

Over the sky? When will the clouds be aweary of fleeting?
When will the heart be aweary of beating? And nature die?

Pa3Be BoJl MOTOKM yCTaHYT T€4b KOrJa-HUOYAb
ITepen monmu rnazamu? U Berep ycraHeT ayTh?
U pasBe korna-aHuOy b 00aKa yCTaHyT JIETETh?
PasBe cepare ycranet outbcs? [pupoga ympeT?

Huxkorna, o! HUKOria HUYTO HE YMPET. Never, oh! never, nothing will die?
Pyueii Teuér, The stream flows,
Berep Tyuy Hecér, The wind blows,

U ona Hecéres, The cloud fleets,



Cepaue 0béTcs,
Hwuuro HEe ympéT.

Hwuuro ne ympér;

Bcé Oyner meHaThes

Beuno.

Celiuac JIbJJUHKHM Ha OKHAX;
OceHb u 1eTO

Janeko rue-HuOyab;

3eMJIs1 HACKBO3b MPOCOXJIA,

Ho BecHa cBerta

CunbHa ¥ HE CTAHET CTECHITHCS,
3acTaBUT BETPHI AyTh

CHOBAa ¥ CHOBA,

ITo necam, mo moJssM,

Tyt u Tam,

IToka BO3ayX, 3eMJIs,

Bcee neca u mons

He HanmoaHATCS )KU3HBbIO HOBOM.
Mupy HET Hy>KJIbl CO3/1aBaThCSI:
OH He CTUHET, HO OyJeT MEHATHCS.
Tak mycThb BeTep oyeT,

Ut00 cepare OUIIOCH.

U ytpo u Beuep

[TpeOyayT Be4HO.

Huuto He poaunocs;

Hwuuro He ympér,

JIums M3MEHATHCS OyIeT.

Anbgpen, Jopa TeHHHCOH (1809-1892)
Ilepecexkast Mmeab
3akat. BeuepHss 3Be3na,

OHa 30BéT MeHs!
W nmycTh MeJb 1aKke He B3JIOXHET, KOTIa

The heart beats,
Nothing will die.

Nothing will die;

All things will change
Through eternity.

'T1s the world's winter;
Autumn and summer

Are gone long ago;

Earth is dry to the centre,
But spring, a new comer,

A spring rich and strange,
Shall make the winds blow
Round and round,

Through and through,

Here and there,

Till the air

And the ground

Shall be filled with life anew.
The world was never made;
It will change, but it will not fade.
So let the wind range;

For even and morn

Ever will be

Through eternity.

Nothing was born;

Nothing will die;

All things will change.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Crossing the Bar
Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,
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Otyaio 1.

J171s1 3BYKOB | JIJ1s TICHBI CITUIIIKOM TIOJTH
3anuB CIUT IPEI0 MHOM.
OTIMB TOTO, KTO B3AT M3 O€3IHBI BOJIH,
BepHét nomon.

3aMOJIKHET KOJIOKOJI, ¥ ThMBbI
HactaHneT BeuHbIl 4ac.
U ycTh 6€3 ropeyn IpOCTUMCS MBI,
IToxuny Bac.

XOoTb 5 yiasa IpeOy 1y B MUPE BIIPEIh
bes muinb u 6e3 Henenb,
Cnogno6mtock, moxet, Kopmuero y3peTs,
Ilepecekas menb.

1889

(cM. koMMeHTapuH B paznene «CTaTbi» Ha 3TOM cailTe)

Aarap Auian Ilo (1809-1849)
B ognHouecTBe

S ¢ caMbIX paHHUX JIeT ObUT HE TaKOM,
Kak Bce npyrue aetu, u mopoi

He xak npyrue Bunen u cyaui,

VY 4yBCTB MOUX APYTOil HCTOUHUK OBLI.
He rak, kak Bce, ymen cMesiTbeo 1,

Jns papocTy v ropst y MeHs

C npyrumu o01ux He ObLIO MPUYHH,

U Bce, uTo 51 MO0, - JTFOOUIT OJHH.
To20a-mo, B paHHEM JIETCTBE, B TUIIIHMHE,
Bnayvasne Xu3HU U SBUJIACh MHE

When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place

The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.

Edgar Allan Poe
Alone

From childhood’s hour I have not been
As others were—I have not seen

As others saw—I could not bring

My passions from a common spring—
From the same source I have not taken
My sorrow—I could not awaken

My heart to joy at the same tone—
And all I lov’d—/ lov’d alone—
Then—in my childhood—in the dawn
Of a most stormy life—was drawn



W3 camotii riryOuHbI 00pa U 3712
Ta taiiHa, 4TO C TEX Nnop Bceraa OpuIa

Co MHO# — psjioM ¢ (DOHTAHOM U PYUbEM,

N Ha 0OpbIBE KPACHBIX TOP KPYTOM,
U B comHIle, YTO KaTUIIOCh B HEOecax,
B oceHHuX pa3307104Y€HHBIX Jiecax,

M B MOTHMYM BHE3AITHO HAA0 MHOM
JleTsamen MUMO OTHEHHOM CTPEJION,
Bcé ocBeTuBIIeH IpKO — AOM H JIYT,

U B Tyue rpo30BOM, BO3HUKIIEN BAPYT;

Ona no cuHEeBe IUIblIA OJTHA,
Ha nemona moxoska u cTpamisa. ..

IAarap Auian Ilo (1809-1849)
Beuepusist 38e31a

CTosi1 OJIICHB JIETA,
be11 mosmHOYM yac,

W 3Be3nbl Mepuanu
Jlanéxko ot Hac

CKBO3b SIPKHUIA, XOTOIHBII
CBeT NoJIHOM JTYHBI;

IInaneTsl U3 CBUTHI
UyTh ObUTH BUIHBI,

CseTun B MOpe U3 Tyd,
JloxMatbIx, TPOMaHBIX,
Kak caBan, mpoxJiaaHbIX,
MepTBEeHHBIN J1yY.
MsHe crano He 10 cebe,

U s moBepHyics k Tebe,
3Be3/1a, uTOo ¢ 3aKaTa BUIAHA
Ha neGe, ropaa u cnaBHa.

Bynw mHe onopoii B cynb0e,
Jlaii cepay IOKOM.

N3 manu takon

From ev’ry depth of good and ill
The mystery which binds me still—
From the torrent, or the fountain—
From the red cliff of the mountain—
From the sun that round me roll’d
In its autumn tint of gold—

From the lightning in the sky

As it pass’d me flying by—

From the thunder, and the storm—
And the cloud that took the form
(When the rest of Heaven was blue)
Of a demon in my view—

Edgar Allan Poe
Evening Star

'"Twas noontide of summer,
And mid-time of night;

And stars, in their orbits,
Shone pale, thro' the light

Of the brighter, cold moon,
'Mid planets her slaves,

Herself in the Heavens,
Her beam on the waves.

I gazed awhile
On her cold smile;

Too cold- too cold for me-
There pass'd, as a shroud,
A fleecy cloud,

And I turned away to thee,
Proud Evening Star,

In thy glory afar,

And dearer thy beam shall be;
For joy to my heart
Is the proud part



Thl nut€me MHE npuBeT!
ITycTs sty TBOMH ciiabei,
Ho B cTo pa3 HexHel,
Yem MEpTBEHHBIN JIYHHBIN CBET.

Aarap Asnan Io (1809-1849)

Ctpoku Ha 371e
)

CrakaH sIHTaps U CIMBOK
S ocymry eme pas.
CKOJBKO BUJICHUN UTPUBBIX
B Mo3ry oxuBaet ceiiuac!
Onny npyroii uynHee
Mpicnu poXaAaeT XMETb.
Bpems? Ectb Benu BaxkHee:
Ceronns s MbIO 3JIb.

*) Hamucano B yruiaTy 3a yromieHue B 6ape

Puvapa MoukTon MuinHe (1809-1885)

JIrvoau npe:xHux aHeu

He 3nato, mr01u npexxHUX THEU
Yem myunie ObUIM HAC:

Jlobpee ceprieM, qyX CHIIBLHEH,
Jnanp kpemnye, CBET U3 riaz?

He BHeMIIIO TE€M, KTO ITPU3pAK JIET
Tak xa)kJ1eT 0’)KUBUTh,

Benp B 11e710M MUpPE CUITBI HET
ber nuent octaHOBUTE.

Ho »To npaBna (criopy Her):
51 ¢ pagocThIO 3aKpBLI

Thou bearest in Heaven at night,
And more I admire
Thy distant fire,

Than that colder, lowly light.

Edgar Allan Poe

Lines on Ale

Filled with mingled cream and amber,
I will drain that glass again.

Such hilarious visions clamber
Through the chamber of my brain.
Quaintest thoughts, queerest fancies
Come to life and fade away.

What care I how time advances;

I am drinking ale today.

Richard Monckton Milnes (Lord Houghton)
The Men of Old

I know not that the men of old

Were better than men now,

Of heart more kind, of hand more bold,
Of more ingenuous brow:

I heed not those who pine for force

A ghost of Time to raise,

As if they thus could check the course
Of these appointed days.

Still it is true, and over true,
That I delight to close



Ty KHUT'Y HOBOMY/IPBIX JIET,
[1o xoel panpLIe XKuil,

U MBICIIEHHO MOKOIOCH S
Ha ckpoMHBIX AHSX OBUIBIX,
Ha mronsax — pagocTh OBITHS
Cusia B IuIiax ux.

[TpaBa He 3HANHM /IO KOHIIA,

Ho 3nanu cyTsb TOr12;

Hx BoJIs — cTanb, HE MBUT OOMIIA,
W poBeH myJibe Beeraa.

OT 1HSA ¥ HOYH, YTO ITOTOM
[IpunéT u eii nopa,

He >xmanu Oosbiiero, 4em 1o,
UYrto uM 1anoch BUepa.

J1J1s HUX BCS %KHM3HBb HX — 3TO TPY/I,
VY kaxmoro ObLT TOJIT,

Urpa, B koTOpOI1 BCe OeryT,

M Bcsik Oekal1, Kak MOT,

W OutBa, yeii MacmTad ¥ CMBICIT
He nnTepecen um,

Ho xaxxap1it ropa, yto B OUTBE OBLIT
boprioMm ¢ Bparom cBouM.

W ropno Bce HECIU OHU

Benen noctonHCTB UX

I'myOoxux MbICTIECH, YyBCTB MOJHHBI,
Kax B3710X ¥ COH NPOCTHIX.

This book of life self-wise and new,
And let my thoughts repose

On all that humble happiness
The world has since foregone, —
The daylight of contentedness
That on those faces shone!

With rights, tho' not too closely scann'd,
Enjoy'd as far as known, —

With will by no reverse unmanned,
With pulse of even tone,

They from to-day and from to-night
Expected nothing more

Than yesterday and yesternight

Had proffer'd them before.

To them was life a simple art

Of duties to be done,

A game where each man took his part,
A race where all must run;

A battle whose great scheme and scope
They little cared to know,

Content, as men at arms, to cope

Each with his fronting foe.

Man wore his Virtue's diadem,

And proudly wore it then;

Great thoughts, great feelings, came to him
Like instincts among men:



[TepeBon mybmukyetcs ¢ 6marogapuocteio ChatGPT 3a yuactue B

JUTEPATYPHOM PENAKTYPE.
Ovusiu bpoHTe (1818-1848)
MamaTH

CHeroM riry0OKUM MOKPBITA MOTHIIA TBOSI,
XO0J0/THO TaM MO/ YHBUION TSKENOM TIUTOM !
Pa3Be 3a0b11a TE€OSI, MO €IMHCTBEHHBIN, S,
Ecnu Te6s yBnekso Bpems moiHo# BogHONU?

Pa3Be Tenepb, B OJUHOYECTBE, MBICITH MOH
He Han ropamu, Ha ceBepHOM TOM Oepery,
['me Tenepb Bepeck 3eJIEHBIN 1 KOMbSI 3€MITH
Cepauie TBOE Giaropoinoe TaM 6eperyTt?

XO0J0IHO TakK - ¥ MATHAILATh JTUXUX JIeKaOpei,

C OypbIX XOJIMOB PACTEKINCCh, KaK BOJIA TIO BECHE:
Bepen, Bouctuny, 1yX — ¢ KaXIbIM T'OJJOM BEpHEH,
BriepikaB BCE, 4TO Ha J10J10 BBINIATIO MHE!

IOnocTH HEXXHOIM M060BB! THI IPOCTH MEHS, 3/1ECh
S BCst BO BJIACTH TOTO, YTO AUKTYET MHE CBET;
CKOJIBKO HaJEXkK/T U JKEJTaHUH BO MHE €IIE €CTh -
HoBbIX, HESICHBIX, HO KaK SIPOK MaMsTH CBET!

CoJHile Bcel )KU3HU MOEH MOTYCKHENO JIaBHO,
YTpo yke He B3OUAET U1 MEHsI BTOPOM pas;
JKuznu Os1a’keHCTBO TOOOI0 MHE OBLIO J1aHO,
JKu3nu 0J1a’K€HCTBO OCTAJIOCh TaM, T'Ji€ ThI ceryac.

Korga oTuasiHpIO HEYETO CTajao ryouTh,
Korna Bce 1HM 3070THIX CHOB YIILIIM HAaBCET /1A,
Cy1iecTBOBaHHE S1 HAYUYUIIACh LIEHUTD,

Jlaxe Korjaa B )KM3HU PAJOCTH HET U CIe/a.

Emily Bronté

Remembrance

Cold in the earth—and the deep snow piled above thee,

Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave!
Have I forgot, my only Love, to love thee,
Severed at last by Time’s all-severing wave?

Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hover
Over the mountains, on that northern shore,

Resting their wings where heath and fern-leaves cover

Thy noble heart forever, ever more?

Cold in the earth—and fifteen wild Decembers,
From those brown hills, have melted into spring:
Faithful, indeed, is the spirit that remembers
After such years of change and suffering!

Sweet Love of youth, forgive, if I forget thee,
While the world’s tide is bearing me along;
Other desires and other hopes beset me,

Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee wrong!

No later light has lightened up my heaven,

No second morn has ever shone for me;

All my life’s bliss from thy dear life was given,
All my life’s bliss is in the grave with thee.

But, when the days of golden dreams had perished,
And even Despair was powerless to destroy,
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished,
Strengthened, and fed without the aid of joy.


https://literarydevices.net/alone/

Cnesbl 51 cTépra cBOUX OECIONEe3HbIX CTpacTen
U cBOMO 10HYIO AyIIy CyMeNa CIacTu;

Crporo s eif 3anpeTuna CTpEMHUTBCS CKOpe

B 51y Morwity, 4to cTana MO€ro IO4TH.

S 3ampeTrnna TOMUTHCS HECUACTHOM JyIIie,

UyBCTB ucalbHBIX BOCTOPTH U 00JIb BOCIOMUHATH
Benp, HacnaquBIIKCh TOCKOIO CYACTIMBOM, yiKe
Heuero Oyaetr MHE B MUpE ITyCTBIHHOM HCKATh.

Imusin bponTe (1818-1848)
Ilecusn

[Tuena cpenp Bepecka BETBEU
U B BO3yX€ CTpIKU
CKpBIBaIOT KpacoTy MOei
JIto6MMOii rOCTIONHU:

Onenb nacércs Ha TPy,

N nitunel THE3 A BBIOT;

KTo Mumo He naBan nmpouTu,
E€ 3a6b111 TYyT!

[Toka MOruiIBIl TEMHOTA

E€ xpanuna nuk,

Kazanocs, panocts HUKOr1a
K HuM He npuaét Ha MHr.

U G6ynet ckopOb BcedyacHO BHOBb
Nx ompauats cepaua;

Ho rne ceiiuac Bcst ux 11000Bb
U cne3pr 6e3 xon1a?

Yro x, maifTe )KUTh UM 0€3 podaeM

Then did I check the tears of useless passion—
Weaned my young soul from yearning after thine;
Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten

Down to that tomb already more than mine.

And, even yet, | dare not let it languish,

Dare not indulge in memory’s rapturous pain;
Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish,
How could I seek the empty world again?

Emily Bronte

Song

The linnet in the rocky dells,
The moor-lark in the air,

The bee among the heather bells
That hide my lady fair:

The wild deer browse above her breast;
The wild birds raise their brood;

And they, her smiles of love caressed,
Have left her solitude!

I ween, that when the grave's dark wall
Did first her form retain,

They thought their hearts could ne'er recall
The light of joy again.

They thought the tide of grief would flow
Unchecked through future years;

But where is all their anguish now,

And where are all their tears?

Well, let them fight for honour's breath,



U cnaBbl TeHB 100 . .
He uyxn n MEPTBBIN ITEpEMEH
U He xpaHut ceobs.

HcTounuk ci1€3 UCCIK BIIOJIHE,
Pa3 rope He rHerTérT,

OHa Benib TOXE B TUXOM CHE
U1 6poBklo HE BEeIET!

ITecHs BeTpa U pyubs yxe
Jpyrue He HyXHBI

Moeii 1r00MMOi#1 TOCTIOXKE,
Yro0 cnaTh U BUAETH CHBI.

Imuiin bponTe (1818-1848)
BoceMb KOPOTKHMX CTUXOTBOPEHHI
1. Moauanbse. B 1omMe THIINHA

Monuanse. B 1oMe TummnHa.
XOTh BETpa BOU U IIIYM J0K]S,
Ecnu caplmHel, TO JIMIIL €/1Ba,
B Mo3ry Moém 3Byuar ciiosa:
«Bcé. Huxkormay.

Kaxk, auxornga? Yro, nukoraa?..
Ho mamsTe, kak TBOSI, TBEp/a.

2. IloiineM co MHOM

IToiimem co MHOM, Tak mejia IeCHb:
Jlyna B oceHHHX HeOecax!

Ho TbI Tpy15iCh OCTancs 31ech -

['ma3a ycranu, 60Jb B BUCKAX.

3 . bbL1a Obl JIOKB B MOEH Ipyau

Or pleasure's shade pursue--
The dweller in the land of death
Is changed and careless too.

And, if their eyes should watch and weep
Till sorrow's source were dry,

She would not, in her tranquil sleep,
Return a single sigh!

Blow, west-wind, by the lonely mound,
And murmur, summer-streams--

There is no need of other sound

To soothe my lady's dreams.

Emily Bronté
Eight short poems
1. All hushed and still within the house

All hushed and still within the house;
Without — all wind and driving rain;

But something whispers to my mind,
Through rain and through the wailing wind,
Never again.

Never again? Why not again?

Memory has power as real as thine.

2. O come with me

O come with me, thus ran the song,
The moon is bright in Autumn’s sky,
And thou hast toiled and laboured long
With aching head and weary eye.

3. Had there been falsehood in my breast



Bola Obl J102kb B MOEH TpyAH -
Moit myx Obl COXpaHsUI MOKOM,
[Iumnet He xaanu 6 BOepeau
W cne3pl HE TEKIIM PEKOM.

4 .CMmesiinch Bce

CMmesmuch Bce, KOrjaa oHa

Cne3y cMaxHyJia, XOpollia.

HuxTo He moHsJI, KaK I10JIHA,
Hampsixena e€ qymia.

Tak Myt ObUT B3MJIA Y KUB OBLIT TOH...
Komy x, ckaxku, Ha yM TIPUAET,

Yro y cebst oHa TOTOM

PeimaeT HOUM HAPOJIET.

5. 3aanau 3uMHeld HOYbI0, BEeIIIHUM JHEM

3anuny 3UMHEH HOYbIO, BEITHUM JTHEM
JloK a1 ¥ TTaBOJIKU 3€JIEHBIN CKJIOH,

N BcE x oA 3TUM NPU3PAYHBIM KOJBILIOM
JIeXKUT HEBUAUM, HETIOJIBMIKCH OH -

3MBIX 7€ CBUJIETENb, YTO HEJIb3SI IPOCTHUTD.
[ToTepsiH 1 3a0BIT KOTOPBIH TO/,

OH BcTaHeT, 4TOObI BpeMsi OTMEHUTb,

U narb ciie3zaM O0E€CIIOMOIITHBIM HCXO/I.

6 . OuapoBaTeabHOH yIBIOKH CTEPJIO cJie

OuapoBaTenbHOU YIBIOKH CTEPIIO CIeA
[Ipenebpexenne Bcex MPOKMUTHIX TOJIOB;
[[BeTy1Iee U0 MOKPBLI YHBIIBIM LIBET
TeHeln U MIeCeHu 3aIyLeHHbBIX YIJIOB.

Had there been falsehood in my breast
No thorns had marred my road,

This spirit had not lost its rest,

These tears had never flowed.

4. She dried her tears, and they did smile

She dried her tears, and they did smile
To see her cheeks’ returning glow;
Nor did discern how all the while

That full heart throbbed to overflow.
With that sweet look and lively tone,
And bright eye shining all the day,
They could not guess, at midnight lone
How she would weep the time away.

5. What winter floods, what showers of spring

What winter floods, what showers of spring
Have drenched the grass by night and day;
And yet, beneath, that spectre ring,
Unmoved and undiscovered lay

A mute remembrancer of crime,

Long lost, concealed, forgot for years,

It comes at last to cancel time,

And waken unavailing tears.

6. Long neglect has worn away

Long neglect has worn away

Half the sweet enchanting smile;
Time has turned the bloom to grey;
Mould and damp the face defile.



Ho menkoBUCTBIN JIOKOH BUACH SICHO CKBO3b
Kaptuny pa3pyiieHss, 1 poJuT B 1yllie
Bupaenue, 4To cyniecTByeT HbIHE BPO3b

C peasIbHOCTBIO, APYTHM HE BUJIHOE YXKE.
Ho ne eMy, OH ¢ HUM J1aBHO yX€ 3HAKOM ...

- "JIro00Bb MOSsI, CKaXkH, ceOs y3HArO 17"
JleTaroT ero mayibIlbl OBICTPO HAJ XOJCTOM,
Pyka Hanocut e€ ums Ha moss.

7 . Illytb kon4eH. KocnyJioch 3emuin

ITyte xOoHueH. KocHynoch 3eMiaun
U ckpbuioCh IEYaIBHO Cpellb TYY;
IlocnenHuit B3METHYJICS BIAIA
XOJIOAHOTO COJTHIIA JIyY.

8 .He 3ameTuu 51, Kak yxe

He 3ameTnn 4, kak yxe

JleTHuii Beuep maj, CKPOMEH U Cep;
Berepoxk nan nokoit ayiuie

Ha kako#-To cTapuHHBINA MaHep.

O 3emust v Bo3ayx! MHe xaJb,
Urto 3a0b1 Bamry s 6J1aroaaTh:

W cunpHOTO CyIIUT Nevab,

A ¢ oT4assHbEM KaK COBJIaIaTh?

Yoar Yurmen (1819-1892)
TepneauBblii 6eclIyMHBIH NayK
TeprienuBsblil OeciryMHbBIN NAYK...
S 3ameTuni Kak OH CTOSUI OJIMH Ha MaJICHbKOW KPBIILIE

U xak, yToObI HCCNeA0BaTh MIUPOKYIO CBOOOIHYIO Cpey,
OH BbIOpachIBaJI U3 ceOs1 HUTh, HUTh, HUTh,

But that lock of silky hair,

Still beneath the picture twined,
Tells what once those features were,
Paints their image on the mind.

Fair the hand that traced that line,
‘Dearest, ever deem me true’;
Swiftly flew the fingers fine

When the pen that motto drew.

7. It will not shine again

It will not shine again:

Its sad course is done;

I have seen the last ray wane
Of the cold, bright sun.

8. I know not how it falls on me

I know not how it falls on me,

This summer evening, hushed and lone;
Yet the faint wind comes soothingly
With something of an olden tone.
Forgive me if I’ve shunned so long
Your gentle greeting, earth and air!

But sorrow withers even the strong,
And who can fight against despair?

Walt Whitman
A Noiseless Patient Spider
A noiseless patient spider,
I mark’d where on a little promontory it stood isolated,

Mark’d how to explore the vacant vast surrounding,
It launch’d forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself,



Bcé€ Bpems pazmateiBasi, 0€3 ycTanu MOAroHss e€.

U b1, 0 Ay11a Mosi, Thl CTOMIIIb,

OxkpyxeHHas, U30JIUpOBaHHAs 0€30PEKHBIMU OKEaHAMU BCEJICHHOM,
[TocTostHHO pa3MBIILISS, PUCKYS, HABOAS MOCTHI U UIlla C(HEepbl, YTOOBI

COCIUHHNTBECA C HUMH,

[Toka He OyAeT MOCTpOeH HYKHBIN TeOe MOCT, TOKa THOKHIA SKOPb HE CXBATHUT

IIOYBY,

[loka nayTvHa, KOTOPYIO Thl UCITyCKaEllb, HE YIOBUT YTO-TO, O TyIlia Mosi!

Aptyp Xb10 Kaag (1819-1861)
He roBopmu, 4To HET cMbICJIa OOPOTHCS

He roBopwu, 410 HET CMBICTIA OOPOTHCH,
Pa3 HeT HaM IIPOKY OT paH U TPya;
Bpar He cnabeer, Bpar He craéres,

U BcE, kak ObLIO, Tak OyAET BCeraa.

JIranm nanexap1? Jirath MOTYT M CTpaxw.
MoskeT, B 1bIMy, HE xaiest ceOsl,

CHoBa TOBapHIllK B CMEJION aTake —

WM o1 moOenpl He XBaTaeT Te0s.

Bonnbl ycranbie Opl0TCS HalpacHo,
Her y Hux 1manca Ha 3eMJI10 IIAarHyTh,
Ho ckBO3b pyubH U 3aUBBI O€3I71aCHO
HoBblli IpWIMB HAYUHAET CBOU MY Th.

He TosbK0 B OKHaX BOCTOYHBIX NPUXOJIUT
Jenp k Ham, cussa. Houb TonpkO ymuia;

3/1eCh COJIHIIE MEIJIEHHO, MEAJICHHO BCXOIUT,
Ho rnsup Ha 3anaz, 3emuis TaM CBETIA.

Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.

And you O my soul where you stand,

Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space,

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect them,
Till the bridge you will need be form’d, till the ductile anchor hold,
Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul.

Arthur Hugh Clough
Say not the Struggle nought Availe

Say not the struggle nought availeth,
The labour and the wounds are vain,
The enemy faints not nor faileth,

And as things have been, things remain;

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars;

It may be, in yon smoke conceal'd,

Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers—
And, but for you, possess the field.

For while the tired waves vainly breaking
Seem here no painful inch to gain,

Far back, through creeks and inlets making,
Comes silent, flooding in, the main.

And not by eastern windows only,

When daylight comes, comes in the light,
In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly,
But westward, look! the land is bright.
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Buabsam Ixxoncon Kopu (1823-1892)

Amaturus (IlepBasi ctpoga)

)
I'me-To mox comHIeM JIHS,
3a0bITas UIx HET,
Kusét npexpacHas st MEHs
Cynp6a Most U MOi1 CBeT.
Spxa 16 emé raas e€ royOusHa,
Wb kyapu Bo nipaxe (Kak 3HaTh?),
Ho 1o, 4TO OHa HE mpU3paK U3 CHA,
['oTOB 10 KOHIIA 3aIUIIAT.

*) Amaturus — TOT, KTO OyIeT JIFoOuTH (J1at.)

P.S. I'epoii cTUXOTBOpEHUS YTBEPIKIAET, YTO €T0 JIIOOOBH pealibHa U HE
3aBHCHT OT TOTO, )KMBa JitoOumMas uinu Het. OOpaTHas CUTyallus OlrcaHa B

ctuxoTrBopeHnr Matwiibabl bralian « Tolbko yiasiOKay
[TepeBoa myOnukyetcs ¢ 6marogapHocThio ChatGPT 3a yuactue B
JIUTEPAaTyPHOM PENAKTYPE.

Yuabam [:xoncon Kopu (1823-1892)

I'epakiut
")
Ckazanu mHe, ['epakiiut, ckazanum o CMEpTH TBOEH,
MHe ropeKyro BECTb IPUHECIN U TOPBKUE CIIE3BI C HEH.
S nnakai, s BCOOMMHAJI, KaKk 4acTo ¢ TOOOIO MBI
ConHile MOTJIM yTOMUTD, O€ce10oi K 3aKaTy CKJIOHUTb.
3710 OBUIO OYEHBb-OUYEHb JaBHO, Ta 3Be3/a Mo Aopore B Muns,
Teneps Tl — menen, u rae-To JaBHO 3a0BbIT;
U Bce ke TBOM Toj10ca, TBOU COJIOBBH IPOJIOJIKAIOT 3BYUaTh;
Ha, CmepTb 3a0upaet BCE, HO eii rojioca He 3a0paTh.

William Johnson Cory
Amaturus (Stanza 1)

Somewhere beneath the sun,
Remembered or forgot,

There lives a loved, a lovely one
With whom [ share my lot:

I know not if her eyes are blue,
Or in the dust her locks are cast;
But that she is, and that she's true,
I will maintain unto the last.

William Johnson Cory
Heraclitus

They told me, Heraclitus, they told me you were dead,
They brought me bitter news to hear and bitter tears to shed.
I wept, as [ remembered, how often you and I

Had tired the sun with talking and sent him down the sky.
Now that is long and long ago, old star of Myndus way,
Now you are ashes, somewhere, long and long ago forgot;
Yet still your pleasant voices, your nightingales, are awake;
For Death, he taketh all away, but them he cannot take.



*) IlepeBox Ha anrnuiickuil Y. Jx.Kopu npeBHerpedeckoil anerun Kannumaxa
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JUTEPATYPHOU PENAKTYPE.
Buabsam xxoncon Kopu (1823-1892)

MumHepM B lepKBH

Mumuépm u3 Konodona -rpedeckwnii moaT,
nucaBIuii B skadpe 3erun (VII Bek 10 H.3.)

bes pacnpeit HeOO ThI CYTUIITL

W uctuny, 4TO Ha BEka,

Ho ¢ Hamei :ku3Hb10 HE CPAaBHUILIB:
He Hanpiycs, Tak cianaka.

MHe 9y XOJIOAHBIX 3BE3 Aup.
Uro 3nar0? TeémnbIit, 1OOPHIA MHP.

TyT CYHUTHOCTH HET, - CKaXEIIh ThI -
JIumb HaBepXy peaibHOCTH BCSI.

51, B yxace OT IyCTOTHI,

K mto06Bu nprkaincs, Kak IATS.

Yo anren uyBcTBYeT? BepHei
Jlepxych s, cnalOblid, 3a JTFOACH.

OT 4yBCTB CTOJIb HU3MEHHBIX BEJHUIIIb,
Ot ry6 mposxammx, BeH TYTUX

K GecrioTHBIM J1y11amM BO3HEHCTHCH,
K menomusim 6e3 cTpacTu B HUX.

Ho cnplimate s 661 mpeanovén

Bcé x rosoc apyra, 4to ymeéin.

«OtnaTe 36MHOE JONIT BEJIUT
Tomy, yeM BEUHO OyX CHIIEH,
Benp BcE yBsiHET, TOBOPHUT
ITpocTpaHCTB ¥ BpEMEHHU 3aKOH. ..

William Johnson Cory

Mimnermus in church

You promise heavens free from strife,
Pure truth, and perfect change of will;
But sweet, sweet is this human life,
So sweet, I fain would breathe it still;
Your chilly stars I can forego,

This warm kind world is all I know.

You say there is no substance here,
One great reality above:

Back from that void I shrink in fear,
And child-like hide myself in love:
Show me what angels feel. Till then,
I cling, a mere weak man, to men.

You bid me lift my mean desires

From faltering lips and fitful veins

To sexless souls, ideal quires,

Unwearied voices, wordless strains:

My mind with fonder welcome owns

One dear dead friend's remembered tones.

Forsooth the present we must give

To that which cannot pass away;

All beauteous things for which we live
By laws of time and space decay.
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https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%94%D1%80%D0%B5%D0%B2%D0%BD%D1%8F%D1%8F_%D0%93%D1%80%D0%B5%D1%86%D0%B8%D1%8F
https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%9F%D0%BE%D1%8D%D1%82
https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D0%AD%D0%BB%D0%B5%D0%B3%D0%B8%D1%8F

AX, BCAKHI MBICJIb MOIO IIONMET:
S Bcé m100:10, Bellb BCE YMPET.
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JUTEPATYPHON PENAKTYPE.
Kpuctuna PoccerTn (1830-1894)
ITomMuu

He 3a0biBail MeHs1, Korja cKaxy «IpocTh!»,
HaBek B cTpany MOI4aHbsl yXO,
Korpa 3a pyky B34Tb HE CMOKEIIIb Thl MEHH,
Kak B mur, Koraa roroBuiach yuTu.
Korna He cmosens MHE CyJIUTh OISATh,
Kak xopomio HaM OyJeT )KUTh BIBOEM.
JInies moMHM 000 MHE; MOMMEITH TOTOM:
MonuThcst O3AHO, TO3AHO PA3MBIILIATS.
A ecnu u 3a0yzelib, HE CTBIIUCH -
[Ipunomuub ocse, HET 3a0BEHbS TYT.
Ho ecnn TeMa 1 pa3iioxkeHbe BEPX BO3BMYT,
W Moux MpICIIeN TOTEPSACIIb HUTb,
VYx nydie no3adys U yIbIOHUCH,
Yem BCIOMHMHATH TYMaHHO U I'PYCTHTb.

Kpucruna PoccerTn (1830-1894)
Ix0

XKy Te0st B 3TOT TUXHIT HOUHOM Yac;

B Tuxuii COH BiI€TH Ha JIyHHOM JIy4e -

C He)XHOM HIEK OKPYIJIOCTBIO, CBETOM TJ1a3,
Kak conHna cBeT Ha pyusbe.

O, cné3 >tux ceer!

O, mamsTh, T000Bb, HAAEKAA TEX JET,
Crnaaxuii CoH, 0, 10 TOPEYH CIAIKUN COH,

But oh, the very reason why
I clasp them, is because they die.

Christina Rossetti
Remember

Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land,
When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you plann'd:
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than that you should remember and be sad.

Christina Rossetti

Echo

Come to me in the silence of the night;

Come in the speaking silence of a dream;

Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream;

Come back in tears,

O memory, hope, love of finished years.

Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet,



UYro B paro JIMIIb 3aKOHYUTHCS MOKET BIIOJIHE.
Tam pazOyaut gy BIrOOIEHHBIE OH

U rnasa, 4To K114 BO CHE,

Kak mennenHo aseppb

OTtkpoercs, YTOOBI CBECTU UX TEIEPD.
[Tpuxoau Bo cHe, YTOOBI MOT s OMSTh

CBOI0 KM3Hb IPOKUTH, XOTb CMEPTh XOJIO/IHA;
BepHuck B Moux cHax, 4ToObI MOT sl OTAATh
[lynbe 3a mynbe, BAOX 3a B30X — JI0 JIHA;
["'oBOpH THXO, TOJIOBY HAKJIOHS,

Kax panbiie, o, kak JaBHO, JTI000Bb MOsi!

Kpucrtuna Poccertn
Koraa st ympy, noporast

Korna g ympy, noporas,

MHe rpyCTHBIX IECEH HE NOM;
U po3 He caxxail B U3r0OJI0BbE,
N xunapuca ¢ COCHOM.

IIycTb TONIBKO pOcHCTast TpaBKa
K morune ykaxer myTb;

U ecnu 3axoyelnib, BCIOMHH,

A ecnu HeT, 3a0y/1b.

JloX 51 HE TOYYBCTBYIO TaM s
U He yBuKy TEHEN,

[IecHb cOn0OBBS HE yCIbIILY,
YTo CTOHET Cpeiu BETBEU.

B cymepkax Be4HBIX Ipess,
CKBO3b UX NPU3PAYHbIN CBET
Moxer, s 4TO-TO BCIIOMHIO,
A, MOXeT OBITh, U HET.

Kpucruna Poccerrn

Whose wakening should have been in Paradise,
Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet;
Where thirsting longing eyes

Watch the slow door

That opening, letting in, lets out no more.
Yet come to me in dreams, that [ may live
My very life again though cold in death:
Come back to me in dreams, that [ may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:

Speak low, lean low,

As long ago, my love, how long ago!

Christina Rossetti
When I am dead, my dearest

When I am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;

Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree:

Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,

And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain;

I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain:

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,

Haply [ may remember,

And haply may forget.

Christina Rossetti



KTto Buaes Berep?

KTo Bugen Berep?

Hwu s 1 5M ThI

Ho sto Berep, koHEUHO,
3acTaBuII APOKATH JTUCTHI.
KTo Bugen Betep?

Hwu TB1 11 HU 4.

Ho a0 BeTep BcTpeyaroT
JlepeBbsi, KPOHBI CKIIOHS.

IOMuau JIMKUHCOH (1830-1886)
«Hanexna» - 4T0-T0 B MepPbsiX

«Hanexnna» - 4To-TO B NEPHAX, YTO
B nyme moeint o€t -

Omuu Menoauu 6e3 CIoB -

N He nepecTaér -

U - B bypro — necHro cnerb oHa -
Crnanyaiiiyro Morna -

XOTb NITEHYHKA JIETKO CMYTHUTB -
A CKOJIbKO B HEM Terial

[To€éT B HEBETOMBIX MOpAX -
U Tam, rae cHer W Ib1bl, -
N naxe Kpomku - HUKOT/Ja -
He mompocur 3a Tpyasl.
IOvnan JIMkuHCOH

Ycnex cuuTaeTcs cJalle Bcero

Ycoex BCero cuuTaeTcs Cliallle
TeM, KTO ero HUKOI1a HE 3HAaJI.

Who has seen the wind?

Who has seen the wind?

Neither I nor you.

But when the leaves hang trembling,

The wind is passing through.

Who has seen the wind?

Neither you nor I.

But when the trees bow down their heads,
The wind is passing by.

Emily Dickinson
“Hope” is the thing with feathers

“Hope” is the thing with feathers -
That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words -
And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -
And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm -

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -
And on the strangest Sea -

Yet - never - in Extremity,

It asked a crumb - of me.

Emily Dickinson

Success is counted sweetest

Success is counted sweetest
By those who ne’er succeed.



YToObI MOCTUTHYTH CYyTh HEKTApa, To comprehend a nectar

Hy>xHo, 4T00 ThI €10 CTPACTHO KAl Requires sorest need.

HukTo u3 Bcex mypnypHbix BouHcTs, Not one of all the purple Host
Yeit Gnar ceroaus nodeaa xiaer, Who took the Flag today

He MoxeT onpenenuTs Tak TOYHO, Can tell the definition

Yro Takoe moodeaa, Kak TOT, So clear of Victory

KTo Obu1 M0OE)1EH — Nexall Ha 1oJIe, As he defeated — dying —

B ueii ciayx, TOTOBBIN yracHyTb, Bpar On how forbidden ear
OT13BYyKOM TpYyO cBOero TpuyMda The distant strains of triumph
BpriBasicss My4HTENBHO SICHO Tak! Burst agonized and clear!
Ivmuiu JAMKnHCOH Emily Dickinson

Bort s1 - Hukro! A TBI-TO KTO? I'm Nobody! Who are you?

Bor g - Hukto! A ThI-TO KTO?
ToI TOXE? HO MOTUH,
He rosopu 06 3TOM BCITyX:

I'm Nobody! Who are you?
Are you - Nobody - too?
Then there's a pair of us!

Hac BBIIBBIpHYT OHH. Dont tell! they'd banish us - you know!
Ho xak yHBIIIO KeM-TO OBITH, How dreary - to be - Somebody!
Kpuuats nsarymikoii - cmex! - How public - like a Frog -

Ha Bcé 60710TO BeCh UIOHB: To tell your name - the livelong June -
S Ksal- k BocTopry Bcex! To an admiring Bog!

IOvnian IMKkuHCOH

Emily Dickinson
Crosi1a )KU3Hb MOSI B yIJi1ax

My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun
Crosina )Ku3Hb MOS B yTiax

3apsHKEHHBIM PYKBEM, My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun -
[Toxa Xo0351H HEe NpUILIEN, In Corners - till a Day
1 MbI ynum BABOEM. The Owner passed - identified -

And carried Me away -



Teneps MbI OpoUM TI0 Jiecam And now We roam in Sovreign Woods -

U camoxk stanei 6bEM — And now We hunt the Doe -

S roBopro Tam 3a Hero, And every time I speak for Him

N »xoMm BTOpUT TpoM. The Mountains straight reply -

Ha Bcro nonuny y MeHs And do I smile, such cordial light
Y pI0KH HEXKHOM CBET, Opon the Valley glow -

Kaxk y Be3yBus nuuo, It is as a Vesuvian face

Koraa on mi€T npuger. Had let it’s pleasure through -

A HOUBIO Oy1y OXpaHSTh And when at Night - Our good Day done -
S ronosy Ero I guard My Master’s Head -
[Tonyurmie, yem rarauuii myx "Tis better than the Eider Duck’s

B noaymike y Hero. Deep Pillow - to have shared -

Ero Bpar — 1j151 MEHsI MHIIICHbD, To foe of His - I'm deadly foe -

He meBenbHETCA BHOBD None stir the second time -

Tot, Ha KOTrO HACTaBIIIO IJ1a3 On whom I lay a Yellow Eye -
Nnu maxmypro OpoBb. Or an emphatic Thumb -

XoTb noaroBeyHen s Ero, Though I than He - may longer live
OH J107KEH KUTh U BIIPE/Ib. He longer must - than I -

EcTb y MeHs BiacTh yOUBaTh, For I have but the power to kill,
Hert Bnactu ymepers. Without - the power to die —

P.S. Oxno u3 TonkoBanuii: X035UH — aBTOP,
a TOBOPUT THEB, KOTOpOMY OHa j1ana Bouto (A.I.)

IOMuin JIMKMHCOH Emily Dickinson

Haméxom npasay u3J10:Ku Tell all the truth but tell it slant
HamékoM npaBay M3/10XKH - Tell all the truth but tell it slant —
VYcnex npuaér ckopei: Success in Circuit lies

OH cauIIKOM SIPOK, IPaB/bl CBET Too bright for our infirm Delight



Jlns1 cnaObIx 4yBCTB JIIOACH.
Jlait 1eTaM MOJIHUIO TIOHSTh,
Korpa npunér rposa,

W nmpaBay npuriaymu cierka,
He ocnenu rnasa!l

IOMuiu JIMKUHCOH
EcTh Heknii Kocoii cBeT

briBaet, Kkocoli cBET

B neHp 3UMHUM HUCXOJIHT,
Y10 JaBHUT, KaK TIKECTH
CoOOpHBIX MEJIOINMA.

HebGecnyto 60sib Ham
Tot cBeT nmpuunHAET —
He Bunnm MbI mipama,
W cMBICH yCKOJIB3aeT. ..

Hukrto He Hayunt
OT4asHBIO CBETA,
Ctpananue CBbIIIE
Ham nocnano 3T0.

Kornma on Hucxomur,

[Ipupona BHUMaET,

Korna on yxonwur,

Ha Cmepts Hamekaer.

Jlxon Ixerimc MHrasmic (1833-1900)

Manc

Cynb0bl JII0ICKUE B pyKax y MEHS;
51 TOCTOSIHHO B MYTH, — IO MOJISIM,

The Truth's superb surprise

As Lightning to the Children eased
With explanation kind

The Truth must dazzle gradually
Or every man be blind —

Emily Dickinson
There's a certain Slant of light

There's a certain Slant of light,
Winter Afternoons —

That oppresses, like the Heft
Of Cathedral Tunes —

Heavenly Hurt, it gives us —
We can find no scar,

But internal difference —
Where the Meanings, are —

None may teach it — Any —
"Tis the seal Despair —

An imperial affliction

Sent us of the Air —

When it comes, the Landscape listens —
Shadows — hold their breath —
When it goes, 'tis like the Distance
On the look of Death —
John James Ingalls

Opportunity

Master of human destinies am I;

Fame, love and fortune on my footsteps wait.



ITo ropomam, 1o ropam, 1o MOpsM -
CnaBy, m000Bb U yJa4y Hecs.

Panb1ie miib no3:xe — ABOpeELL Jid, IIaIall -
S B n1Beph M100YI0 CTY4y HE CIPOCSCh.

Konp cniunib, IpOCHUCH; pa3ieércs — BCTaHb KPAXTA,
Hero yiiny. Hacran Benukuii yac!

ToT, KTO CO MHOW, TOCTUTHET B 3TOT pa3

Bcero, uto xouet cMepTHBIN 115 cebs,

N36erHet rubenu; a sKaJlKui Tpyc

TeprieTs HEB3roABI OYJET BEK CKOPOSL.

HanpachHo 6yneT yMonsiTh MEHS:

He cnpiiry 1 He Bo3Bpamaroch 4.

Capa Yuiabsmc
Crapblil aCTPOHOM CBOEMY YYCHHKY
Jait moptper MHe Tuxo bpare; 9To0 s cMOT ero y3HaTh,

N y HOr cMupeHHO cujist, 00 OTKPBITHSIX paccKa3aTh;
OH Mor 3HaTh 3aKOH MPUPO/IBI, HO HE MOT OH 3HATh TOTO,

Kak B cTpeMiieHbe K COBEPIIIEHCTBY MPOJIOKAEM TPYJI €TO.

U teopus nocturia, mOMHHU, HY>KHOM TTOJTHOTHI,
Kpome HeKOTOpBIX JaHHBIX, YTO TOOABUTH JOJDKEH THI.
XO0Tbh HOBa, BepHA, HO XOPOM OYIyT BCE €€ XYIIUTh,
Kaxk Bc€ HOBOE, 1 MOXKET TeOE 3TO HABPEIUTh.

Kak MOl y4eHMK ThI 3Ha€Illb, YTO LIEHA NIPE3PEHBIO €CTh;
MBI Haj JKAJIOCTBIO CMESTIUCH, XOTh 3aTEPSIHBI MBI 3/1€Ch.
Yro nroackoe HaMm OOIIEHUE - MUP KOBapCTBa U MpUKpac?
VY noBonbcTBUsA boruHs ¢ Muiryporo He [uist Hac!

YecTh BO31aIT KOJUIEK HEMELIKMM MHE Y CaMOT0 KOHIIA,
[lycTh packastHbs HE TPATAT HA CENOT0 MyApela.

Cities and fields I walk. I penetrate
Deserts and seas remote, and, passing by
Hovel and mart and palace, soon or late,
I knock unbidden once at every gate.

If sleeping, wake; if feasting, rise, before
I turn away. It is the hour of fate,

And they who follow me reach every state
Mortals desire, and conquer every foe
Save death; but those who hesitate
Condemned to failure, penury and woe,
Seek me in vain, and uselessly implore.

I answer not, and I return no more.

Sarah Williams

The Old Astronomer to His Pupil

Reach me down my Tycho Brahe, I would know him when we meet,

When I share my later science, sitting humbly at his feet;
He may know the law of all things, yet be ignorant of how
We are working to completion, working on from then to now.

Pray remember that I leave you all my theory complete,
Lacking only certain data for your adding, as is meet,
And remember men will scorn it, 'tis original and true,
And the obliquy of newness may fall bitterly on you.

But, my pupil, as my pupil you have learned the worth of scorn,
You have laughed with me at pity, we have joyed to be forlorn,
What for us are all distractions of men's fellowship and wiles;

What for us the Goddess Pleasure with her meretricious smiles.

You may tell that German College that their honor comes too late,
But they must not waste repentance on the grizzly savant's fate.



XoTh nymia yiUaET B MOTEMKH, HO CBET BBICIIHI 0OpETET;
Bepwslii 38€31aM, HE CTpanrycs st TOM HOYH, UTO MPUAET. *)

ThI HE MIaYenIb JiK, MO MallbuuK? beperu ke cBeT oue,
Benp He mapoM, co3epuaresnb, Mbl XpaHUM UX JJISI HOUEH.
Jluts TeOe moBeal MIaHbl, HE OTKPBUT HU JJIs KOTO. ..

A T1e0s 51, THI 00pMOYEIIb, OCTABIISIO OJTHOTO?

[Tonenyit MeHs, 51 3HaKO, MHE IIOHATEH TBOU YKOD;
Marts yuuia, 1 MHE 4ero-To He XBaTajo JI0 CHUX IOp;
Mor ObI ObITH K TEOE T00pee, MOT ObI TpHIIACKaTh TEO5,
Kak Toro, Koro ocrasiio Ha 3emiie rmocie ceos.

S "Bcerma 6611 100p"? Pa3zgopoB He cTepriena 6 Hallla BBICH,
Ho ommOkoii 611 TOT X0JI0/1, 4TO OKYTaJ HAIlly KU3Hb;
OTUM JIyX TBOM HE 3allATHAH, U MOTY 51 TOCBSIIATh

B cyTh Te0s Hayku HaIIe#, 4To T OyIeIIb pa3BUBATH!

EcTb pacuersl, 4To X0Tel OBl 51 ¢ TOOOM MpoienaTh 31€eCh,
Uto0 yBepuThCS: TBOI BBIBOJ] 0€3yIPEYHO BEPEH BECH;

Tonbko noMmuH, uTO «Teprenbe!» — cKaxeT MyApbIil YEIIOBEK,
Hukakue 1HM HE CMOTYT 3aBEpIINTh UCKAaHUH BEK.

A, xak Tuxo bpare, cesin, uTo0 Myapeit MeHs ToxKa,

N 9100 KOMIOC MO HECH)KATHIN TaM MOW COH HE HapyIaj.
[ToTomy Oyab OCTOPOKEH, BEPEH, XOTh, KaK s, U Thl
CrnaBbl, UMEHH HE CHILIEUIb B 3TOM MUPE CYETHI.

I'oBopro «IIpommait», MoK Manb4YuK, U MPOJOJIKUTh CUIIbI HET;
Jlait Benepy MHE yBUIIETb, IIPEXKIEC, UEM ITIOTaCHET CBET.

Ho xemuysxHas mianera, cioBHO Mapc, KpacHEH OrHs. ...
Musnocepaubiii bor HanpaBUT Ha Iy TH Cpeab 3BE3 MEHS.

*) Oty (ppasy uHOTJA MUIITYT HA MOTHJIAX M MAMSITHBIX IOCKaX
aCTPOHOMOB

Though my soul may set in darkness, it will rise in perfect light;
I have loved the stars too fondly to be fearful of the night.

What, my boy, you are not weeping? You should save your eyes for sight

You will need them, mine observer, yet for many another night.
I leave none but you, my pupil, unto whom my plans are known.

You "have none but me," you murmur, and I "leave you quite alone"?

Well then, kiss me, -- since my mother left her blessing on my brow,

There has been a something wanting in my nature until now;
I can dimly comprehend it, -- that I might have been more kind,
Might have cherished you more wisely, as the one I leave behind.

I "have never failed in kindness"? No, we lived too high for strife,
Calmest coldness was the error which has crept into our life;

But your spirit is untainted, I can dedicate you still

To the service of our science: you will further it? you will!

There are certain calculations I should like to make with you,

To be sure that your deductions will be logical and true;

And remember, "Patience, Patience," is the watchword of a sage,
Not to-day nor yet to-morrow can complete a perfect age.

I have sown, like Tycho Brahe, that a greater man may reap;

But if none should do my reaping, 'twill disturb me in my sleep
So be careful and be faithful, though, like me, you leave no name;
See, my boy, that nothing turn you to the mere pursuit of fame.

I must say Good-bye, my pupil, for I cannot longer speak;

Draw the curtain back for Venus, ere my vision grows too weak:
It is strange the pearly planet should look red as fiery Mars,

God will mercifully guide me on my way amongst the stars.
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JUTEPATYPHOM PENAKTYPE.
Matuabaa baainag (1841-1896)

Toabko yJabiOka

Bot 6a6ouka; 94T00 KOpM JA0OBITH,
Ei1 xBaTuT 3amaxa 1IBETKOB,

Ho Bcé€ x HEe cMOXeET yac NpoKUTh
CkpomHee, ueM MOsI JTI000Bb.

VY 1p10Ka 1€TCKOM YUCTOTHI
Bxpyr Munbeix ry0 u ria3 TBOUX
Crnanka, Kak po3a, Ybu KyCThI
[TuTaror 6abouek psObIX.

VY B16K010 JTH000BH KOPMITIO,
Ho nymato numbs 06 oqHOM:

Ecnu 6 Mbl BCTpeTHIIUCH, CKOPOIIO. . .

Ecnu 6 TBI BcTpeTuna 1aBHO

Mens. ber net cMOr UCKa3uTh
Bcé To, uto s Xopomum 3Ha.
AX, OT yIBIOKH CIE3BI JIUTh
S mauunato, kak Tanran. *)

Mathilde Blind
Only A Smile

No butterfly whose frugal fare

Is breath of heliotrope and clove,
And other trifles light as air,

Could live on less than doth my love.

That childlike smile that comes and goes
About your gracious lips and eyes,

Hath all the sweetness of the rose,
Which feeds the freckled butterflies.

I feed my love on smiles, and yet
Sometimes I ask, with tears of woe,
How had it been if we had met,
If you had met me long ago,

Before the fast, defacing years
Had made all ill that once was well?
Ah, then your smiling breeds such tears
As Tantalus may weep in hell.

*) Tantan — repoii rpeueckoro Muga, oOped€HHbIN B Aujie BEUHO BUACTD
nepez co0oil BOLY W TUIO/bI, HO HE UMETh BOBMOXKHOCTH YTOJIUTh HU JKaXy,
HU ronoj. [ToaToMy ero ums cTajio CAMBOJIOM MYUYUTEIbHON OJIM30CTH
HEJOCTUKUMOTO CYACThSI.

OO6paTHas cuTyanus onrcaHa B cTuxoTBopeHnn Bumbsima /xoncona Kopu
Amaturus

[TepeBoa myOnukyetcs ¢ 6marogapHocThio ChatGPT 3a yuactue B
JIUTEPATYPHOHN PENAKTYPE.



I'enpu Cxorr-Xosunang (1847-1918)
CMepThb- 3TO BOOOIIIE HUYTO

CMmepTs - 3T0 BOOOIIIE HUYTO.

OHa He B cuer.

S TOABKO YCKOJIB3HYI B COCEHIOI0 KOMHATY .
Hwuuero He cityunnocs.

Bce octanocsk Tak, kak ObLIO.

SI —9TO 51, a ThI — 3TO THI,

Y TIPEXKHSIS KU3Hb, KOTOPYIO MBI TaK HE)KHO MPOKHIIM BMECTE, OCTANACh
HETPOHYTOM, HEU3MEHHOM.

Uewm ObI MBI HU OBUTH IPYT 7Sl APYTA, TAKUMH MBI M OCTa&MCHI.

30BU MEHS CTAPbIM 3HAKOMBIM UMEHEM.

I'oBopu 000 MHE TaK e JIETKO, KaK BCeT/a.

He Mmensit ToHa.

He xoau ¢ HaBs34MBBIM BUJOM TOP>KECTBEHHOCTH WJIU MEYAIIH.

CMeI>'IC§I, KaK MBI BCCrga CMCAJINCh HAaJl MAJICHBKUMU ITYTKAMHU, KOTOPBIC HAM

BMECTE HPABHIIUCH.
Urpaii, yneibaiics, qymaii 060 MHE, MOJIMCH 32 MEHSI.

[Tycth Moe uMms OyAeT MPUBBIYHBIM, KAKUM OBLIIO BCET/IA.
[Tyctb oHO pou3HOCHUTCS 0€3 ycuiusl, 0e3 TeH! Nevau.

JKu3Hb 03HavaeT BCE, yTO OHA KOrja-an0o o3Havaa.
Omna takas e, KaKk BCeraa.

EcTp abcontoTHas U HEeNpephIBHAS TPEEMCTBEHHOCTb.
UTto Takoe cMepTh, KaK HE HE3HAYUTEIbHBIA UHIUICHT?

[ToueMy s1 oJKEH OBITH 3a0BIT, IPOCTO MOTOMY YTO 51 BHE MOJIS 3pEHUS?
S Tonbko xay TeOs moka

IZIe-TO COBCEM PSIIOM,

IIPOCTO 33 YIJIOM.

Henry Scott-Holland

Death Is Nothing At All

Death is nothing at all.

It does not count.

I have only slipped away into the next room.
Nothing has happened.

Everything remains exactly as it was.

I am I, and you are you,

and the old life that we lived so fondly together is untouched,
unchanged.

Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.

Call me by the old familiar name.

Speak of me in the easy way which you always used.
Put no difference into your tone.

Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.

Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes that we enjoyed together.
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my name be ever the household word that it always was.

Let it be spoken without an effort, without the ghost of a shadow upon it.

Life means all that it ever meant.

It is the same as it ever was.

There is absolute and unbroken continuity.
What is this death but a negligible accident?

Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?
I am but waiting for you, for an interval,

somewhere very near,

just round the corner.

All is well.



Bcé xopomo.
HukTto He mocTtpanair; HUYTO HE OTEPSHO.
OnuH KOPOTKUM MOMEHT - U BCE OyeT, Kak ObLIO paHbILIE.

Kax mMbI OyieM cMesTbes HaJ IpoOJieMaMy pa3iayKu, KOrJa BCTPETUMCS

cHoBa!
I'enpu Cxorr-Xosiang

Kopaduanb

S cToro Ha Gepery mMops.

Kopaliib psioM co MHOH pactpaBiisieT CBou Oesbie mapyca
HaBCTpEUy YTPCHHEMY OpH3y

Y OTIIPABIISICTCS] B CHHHUM OKEaH.

OH — oOpa3ell KpacoThl U CUJIBL.  *)

S croro u HaOIIOJaK0 33 HUM, TTOKa, HAKOHEII, OH HE 3aBUCACT,
CIIOBHO Ocias o0JjrauHas TOYKa,

TaM, TJ/I€ CIIMBAIOTCS MOpe U HeOO.

3aTeM KTO-TO PsIOM CO MHOM roBopUT: «BoT, OH nucues!»
«Kyna ucue3?»

Hcues u3 moero noss 3peHus. Bot u BcE.

W BCE TOi1 K€ BEIMUMHBI €T0 MAUThl, KOPITYC U PEH,
KakK 1 TOrJa, KOrjaa OTIUIbUI OT MEHS,

1 TaK )K€ CIIOCOOCH HECTH CBOM «OKHBOU TPy3»

JI0 IOpTa Ha3HAYECHUS.

Ero ymeHplI€eHHE — BO MHE, & HE B HEM.

W uMeHHO B TOT MOMEHT, KOT/1a KTO-TO PSIZIOM CO MHOM TOBOPHT:

«Bot, oH ucues!»

Ectp apyrue rnasa, Habmrogaronme 3a ero npuoImKeHneM,
U JApyrue rojoca, TOTOBbIE MOJXBATUTh PAJOCTHBIN BO3IJIaC:
«Bot oH ugéT!»

Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost.
One brief moment and all will be as it was before.
How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again!

Henry Scott-Holland
The Ship

I am standing upon the seashore.

A ship at my side spreads her white sails to the morning breeze
and starts for the blue ocean.

She is an object of beauty and strength.

I stand and watch her until at length she hangs

like a speck of white cloud

just where the sea and sky

come to mingle with each other.

Then someone at my side says: "There, she is gone!"
"'Gone where?"

Gone from my sight. That is all.

She is just as large in mast and hull and spar

as she was when she left my side

and she is just as able to bear her load

of living freight to her destined port.

Her diminished size is in me, not in her.

And just at the moment when someone at my side says
"There, she is gone!"

there are other eyes watching her coming,

and other voices ready to take up the glad shout,
"Here she comes!"



U tax xe cmepTs.

*) I1o cTapuHHOM aHTIUHCKON TPAIUIIUU U CeUac B MOI3HUH U CPEIn
MOPSIKOB 0 KOpabJIsiX TOBOPAT B JKEHCKOM POJIe

Yuabsam IpHecT XeHJIH (1849-1903)

Invictus

")

Hous Hano MHOM NpocTEpIIa Mpax,
Ho Bcex 6oros Garogapro

S, norpy€HHbIM B TbMY U TIpax,
3a nyury xpabpyro MOro.

Korma HeBaxno nuiu nena,

S He cTeHan u He ApoXKal.

XOTb ToJI0Ba B KPOBH Obla,

E€ Hu pa3y He CKIIOHSII.

3a rpaHbpl0 MUpa 3714 U CIIE3
Tenp Ykaca CKpbIBaeT BUJ,

W net upena rpo3uT BCEPHE3.

Ho ayury ctpaxomM HE CMyTHUT

U cyn - cypoB kak HU ObLT ObI

3a camoil y3KOH U3 JIBEpEH.

51 — BnacTenuH cBoei cyb0bl,

S — xanuTaH Tymm MOEu.

*) Invictus — HemoOe MBI (71aT.)
dua Yuuiep YHIKOKC (1850-1919)
OnnHOYeCTBO

Cwmeiics, u Mup cMmeéres ¢ ToOoi,
K pblaaHbsSIM OH IIyX COBCEM;

And that is dying.

William Ernest Henley
Invictus

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit from pole to pole,
thank whatever gods may be

For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance

I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.
Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years
Finds and shall find me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,
How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate,

I am the captain of my soul.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Solitude

Laugh, and the world laughs with you;
Weep, and you weep alone;


https://literarydevices.net/i-am/

Becenbe Mup paj 3aHATh y TEOS:
VY Hero xBaraet npooiem.

IToii, u TeOe OTBETAT XOJIMBI,
B3goxu nornotut a3¢up;

DXO0 MOAXBATUT PAJOCTHBIA KUK,
Ho nnava He cabIIMT MUP.

Panyiicsa, monu Tebs HaWayT,

Ho cxop6p 000iinyT, Kak uymy;

TBOE ya0BOJIBCTBUE — PAAOCTh AJIS BCEX,
Ho rope um Hu k uemy.

Panyiics, Oyner MHOTO Nipy3eil;
[Teuanen? 3auem TbI Apy3bsIM?

HukTto He oTkaxkeTcs OT BUHA,

Ho >xu3HHM Kenub BBIIBEUIb CaM.

B npa3gHuk 3aisl TBOU MOJHBI;
[TocTumibcsa? Kto x 1100UT ToBeThH?
Te1 um pazpacmn? Pa3depyT, HO HUKTO
He cmoxeTr momoub yMepeTsb.

Ha npa3nnuike Mecta MHOTO J1Jisl BCEX,
B kapete BceM 110 nyTH,

Ho B y3kux nmpoxomax 6omu ¢ To60M
HuxkTo He Oyaet unru.

duaa Yuiiep YWIKOKC (1850-1919)
IIpambl :KU3HU

TBepasT, 4TO MUp KPYTJI, HO ITOKA
IToxox OH BCE K Ha KBaJpar:

Tak MHOTO paH UCIIOATHUIIIKA

B yrnax ero mam rpossr.

Ha 3aman nas, s Hamia,

3a KU3Hb MPONIS MHOTO BEX:
BonpHee Bcex pana Obliia

For the sad old earth must borrow its mirth,

But has trouble enough of its own.
Sing, and the hills will answer;
Sigh, it 1s lost on the air;

The echoes bound to a joyful sound,
But shrink from voicing care.

Rejoice, and men will seek you;
Grieve, and they turn and go;

They want full measure of all your pleasure,

But they do not need your woe.
Be glad, and your friends are many;
Be sad, and you lose them all,—

There are none to decline your nectared wine,

But alone you must drink life’s gall.

Feast, and your halls are crowded;
Fast, and the world goes by.

Succeed and give, and it helps you live,
But no man can help you die.

There is room in the halls of pleasure
For a large and lordly train,

But one by one we must all file on
Through the narrow aisles of pain.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Life's Scars

They say the world is round, and yet
I often think it square,

So many little hurts we get

From corners here and there.

But one great truth in life I've found,
While journeying to the West-

The only folks who really wound



Ot TeX, KTO IIOONMEN BCeX.

Tot, kTO Mpe3upaem ToOOH,
He ckporo, MoxeT B30ecuTs,
Jlena HE3HaKOMIIEB ITOPOU
HaMm Henerko BBIHOCUTB;

Bcé€ 310 mpoxoauT nerko
(UTo >XU3HB JOKAXKET LIyTS),
Ho moryT npoH3uTts riry6oxo
JxoOUMBIX pyKH TEOsI.

Bcro rpanuro, Jrydimmii Hapsia

[Ipu mroasx SIBUM 4yKHX,
becnieyHoCTh M CyMpadHBbIi B3I -
9710 U1 OMU3KUX OJHUX.

He 3Has npumensia coBceM,

MBI JIBCTHM, JIACKAaEM, a TeX

He nymas panum 3atem,

Kto mro0uT Hac OoJibIlle BeeX.

Cepana apysei peaKo 1BETYT,
JIt000Bb - HE TIJI0JT HA KYCTE;
JKanb T€X, KTO 0 TOM y3HAET,
JIue Ha MOTWIIBHOM TITHTE !

Ho roae! npoiayT, v monMeEnsp,
[Io3HaB u Kpax u ycrex:

TOT TOJILKO BOH3UTH MOXKET HOX,
Kto 6b11 mobOumeli Beex.

iia Yuiuiep YHIKOKC (1850-1919)
S3pIk JIroOBH
Kaxkos JIr00OBHU A3BIK?

PymsHen n€rkuii Ha 1mekax BO3HUK,
Eo cMmensier 61eTHOCTD KaX bl pas;

Are those we love the best.

The man you thoroughly despise
Can rouse your wrath, 'tis true;
Annoyance in your heart will rise
At things mere strangers do;

But those are only passing ills;
This rule all lives will prove;

The rankling wound which aches and thrills

Is dealt by hands we love.

The choicest garb, the sweetest grace,
Are oft to strangers shown;

The careless mien, the frowning face,
Are given to our own.

We flatter those we scarcely know,
We please the fleeting guest,

And deal full many a thoughtless blow
To those who love us best.

Love does not grow on every tree,
Nor true hearts yearly bloom.

Alas for those who only see

This cut across a tomb!

But, soon or late, the fact grows plain
To all through sorrow's test:

The only folks who give us pain

Are those we love the best.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Love's Language
How does Love speak?

In the faint flush upon the telltale cheek,
And in the pallor that succeeds it; by



JlpoxxaHbe BEK U OECIIOKOMCTBO IJa3,
Vb10Ka, B310X — BCE SICHO TYT JJIs HAC:
Bort oH, JIt00BH A3BIK.

Kaxkos JIto0BU s13bIK?

CepaneOreHbe CHIIBHOE U THK,

[Iynbc 3amep, AYIIHO U HIEMUT B TPYIH,
W uyBcTBa HOBBIE B HAC MOTEKIIN
BosHoM BHE3anHON, €11 Iperpabl HET
(Tak BcpIXUBaeT Cpesiv Ty4 PAcCBET) -
Bor on, JIroOBY S3BIK.

KaxoB JIroOBU A3BIK?

Bcero 6oumcs, XOTb CO0J1a3H BEIHK,

C m100UMBIM PSZIOM MBI TEPSEM TYX,
['maza GnectAT cie30i, A3bIK XK€ CyX,

U B cyacThe cTpax OXBaThIBACT BIPYT,

U ceparie B Tpyab CTYYHT: CMOTJIO Ha3BaTh
BoXeCcTBEHHOTO TOCTS ¥ IPUHSTH.

Bor on, JIto0OBU SI3BIK.

KaxkoB JIro0BY SI3BIK?

Ham ropapiil gyx B yllie BHE3aMHO CTHX,
Hanmennoe cmupunocs cepaue; cBeT
HeBenoMpIii 3am10JIHAI IIEBIA CBET,

N Bc€ npekpacHoe, 4TO €CTh BOKPYT,

B nuie mobuMom 3aMedaeM BAPYT.
[IpukocHOBEHBS POOKH, IPOKH B pPyKax,
JIBI>KEHbsI, TYOBI CKPBITh HE MOTYT CTpax.
Bort oH, JIto0BH fA3BIK.

Kaxkos JIr00Bu s13bIK?

CTbI JUKUX CIIOB TaK CIaI0K U BENHK,
Ho rne xe cuna ux? Kakoii-to B3gop!
I'oput nu1o, 1 B30p CKUraeT B3op

B Oymryroriem, cusitoiiem orxe,

The quivering lid of an averted eye--
The smile that proves the parent to a sigh
Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?

By the uneven heart-throbs, and the freak

Of bounding pulses that stand still and ache,
While new emotions, like strange barges, make
Along vein-channels their disturbing course;

Still as the dawn, and with the dawn's swift force--
Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?

In the avoidance of that which we seek--
The sudden silence and reserve when near--
The eye that glistens with an unshed tear--
The joy that seems the counterpart of fear,
As the alarmed heart leaps in the breast,

And knows, and names, and greets its godlike guest--

Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?
In the proud spirit suddenly grown meek--
The haughty heart grown humble; in the tender

And unnamed light that floods the world with splendor;

In the resemblance which the fond eyes trace

In all fair things to one beloved face;

In the shy touch of hands that thrill and tremble;
In looks and lips that can no more dissemble--
Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?
In the wild words that uttered seem so weak
They shrink ashamed in silence; in the fire

Glance strikes with glance, swift flashing high and higher,

Like lightnings that precede the mighty storm;



W MoyiHNY CBEpKAIOT B TUILUHE.
Crpananuii, paocTH TEUET peka,
Bounnoto 3aToruiss Oepera.

besymue 00bATHIA, MUIBIX YCT
Brezannslii nouenyi 1 HEKHBIA BKYC.
Bort oH, JIt00BH A3BIK.

PoGept Jlyn CTHBEHCOH (1850-1894)
JlyHna

JInno y ayHBI, KaK 4acel Ha CTEHE;

Ha Bopa B cany, Ha LBETHI Ha OKHE,

Ha ntuuek, ycHyBIINX Ha BETKax B HOYH,
Ha ynuupl, raBaHb OHa JBET JIy4H.

KoOT HOUYBIO MSIyUUT M MBIIIKA IUIINT,
A mniéc, Ha JIyHY BOs, L€TIb BOPOLINT;
JleTy4ast MBIIIB JE€HB yCIIEIa IPOCIATh.
[Ipu cBeTe TyHBI OHU JIIOOAT TYJIATS.

Ho, KTo mpUBBIK K CBETY IHEBHOMY, BCE T€,
CBepHYBIINCH KalAYUKOM, CIIAT B TEMHOTE;
[{BeThI 1 pedsiTa YU Ha TTOKOH,

[Toka He B30MIET COHIIE CHOBA C 3apéil.

Yuabsam Baraep Heiitce (1865-1939)

JnuHHOHOrast Mmyxa
)
DTa IMBUIN3AINS HE MOXKET MOTHOHYTh,
E¢€ Benmkas OuTBa mpeaperieHa.
Cobaxka criokoifHa, JOoIIaKa MpUBs3aHa
Henopanéky.
Ham Brmactenun Le3aps B marpe,

In the deep, soulful stillness; in the warm,
Impassioned tide that sweeps through throbbing veins,
Between the shores of keen delights and pains;

In the embrace where madness melts in bliss,

And in the convulsive rapture of a kiss--

Thus doth Love speak.

Robert Louis Stevenson
The Moon

The moon has a face like the clock in the hall;
She shines on thieves on the garden wall,

On streets and fields and harbour quays,

And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse,
The howling dog by the door of the house,
The bat that lies in bed at noon,

All love to be out by the light of the moon.

But all of the things that belong to the day
Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way;

And flowers and children close their eyes
Till up in the morning the sun shall arise.

William Butler Yeats
Long-Legged Fly

That civilisation may not sink,
Its great battle lost,

Quiet the dog, tether the pony
To a distant post.

Our master Caesar is in the tent



I'ne pasnoxeHsl KapThl;
Ero rimasa yctpemiieHsl B IPOCTPAHCTBO,
Pyka 3a ronoBomu.

Kak nnmuHHOHOras Myxa HaJl py4béM,
Ero MbIC/Ib IBUXKETCA B THUILIUHE.

YT00OBI BEICOKHE OAITHH OBLIH COXIKCHBI,

YT0oOBI MY>KUYMHBI BCIIOMUHAJIU 3TO JIUIIO,

JIBuraiitecb 04eHb OCTOPOKHO, €CITH BbI BOOOITIE JIOJDKHBI JIBUTATHCS
B sToM yeaunénHOM MecTe.

OHa nymaeT — Ha 4eTBEPTh JKEHIIIMHA, HA TPU YETBEPTH PeOEHOK,
YTO HUKTO Ha HEE HE CMOTPUT; €€ HOTH

[ToBTOPSIIOT NBUKEHUS Ty IWIIBIIUKA,

[Tapkaromiero o yJuue.

Kak nnmHHOHOTras Myxa HaJ py4bEM,
E€ MbIC/Ib NBMXKETCS B TUIIIUHE.

UTOoOBI IEBOYKH B MIEPUOJ ITOJIOBOT'O CO3PEBAHUS MOTJIN YBHJIETh
IIepBoro Anama B UX MBICIISIX,

3akporite aBepb Kanessl [amsr,

He nmoanyckaiite 3Tux AeTeu.

Tam Ha Jiecax NOJIyJIEKUT

MukenaHKerno.

Tuire 3Byka, ©31aBa€MOT0 MBIIIBIO,

Ero pyka nBukercs B3aJ U BOEPEL.

Kak qimHHOHOras Myxa Hajl pydbeM,
Ero MbIC/Ib IBUXKETCS B TUILUHE.

*) Myxa-3ejeHyuIka

KpaTkuii aHAIN3 KJIaCCHYECKOTo CTHXOTBOpeHus MeiiTca
(moxtop Onusep Tupin)

Where the maps are spread,
His eyes fixed upon nothing,
A hand upon his head.

Like a long-legged fly upon the stream
His mind moves upon silence.

That the topless towers be burnt
And men recall that face,

Move most gently if move you must
In this lonely place.

She thinks, part woman, three parts a child,

That nobody looks; her feet
Practise a tinker shuffle
Picked up on the street.

Like a long-legged fly upon the stream
Her mind moves upon silence.

That girls at puberty may find

The first Adam in their thought,

Shut the door of the Pope’s chapel,
Keep those children out.

There on that scaffolding reclines
Michael Angelo.

With no more sound than the mice make
His hand moves to and fro.

Like a long-legged fly upon the stream
His mind moves upon silence.



«/lnMHHOHOTasT MyXa» - OJHO W3 BEJIMKHMX CTHXOTBOPEHUN O THILUHE.
MoruaHne MOXKHO HATH U B JPYTHX NPOU3BECHUsX Meiitca - Hanpumep, B
«O3épnaoM octpoe MHHUCHpU» OH KaxeT cOexaTh Ha CIIOKOWHBII OCTPOB,
YIOOMSHYTBIM B HAa3BAHUM 3TOIO0 CTUXOTBOPEHMS, HO, IIO CIIOBAM CaMOro
Ueitrca, «IMHHOHOTAS MyXa» - O TOM , KAK MBICJIb JIBIDKETCS B THIIHHE.

«JITMHHOHOTast MyXa» - O POJI, KOTOPYIO MOJIYaHHUE UTPAET B BOCIIUTAHUU
BEJIMKUX JIIOACI: BOCHHAs TaKTHKa, KPacoTa M XYJI0)KECTBEHHOE TBOPYECTBO
paccMaTpuBarOTCs B Kaxk 10 U3 TPEX cTpod cTruxoTBopeHus. Kaxaomy u3 atux
KauecTB COOTBETCTBYET uejoBek u3 uctopun wiu Muda: HOmumit llesaps
(BoeHHas TakTuka), Enena TposHckas (kpacota) u Mukemnanmxeno
(Xy10’K€CTBEHHOE TBOPUYECTBO).

B nepBoii cTpode Heiitc cocpenoraunaerca Ha FOmuu Ilesape, nuaepe
Pumckoli umnepuu, Korjna oH INIAHUPYET CBOK BOEHHYIO cTpareruto. Cama
UBUJIN3alKs onupaercs Ha nmodeny Llezapst B Outse. Cobaka MOIYUT, a TIOHU
MPUBSA3BIBAIOT TOAANbIIe, 4TOOB He Oecmokouth lle3aps, cuadiiero B
3alyMYNBOCTH.

Bo Bropoit crpode ™Mbl mepexogum k Enene TposHCkoH, o uéMm
CBUJIETENICTBYET CChUIKA B IEPBOM CTPOKE HA «COAOKEHHBIE BBICOKHE OAILIHI,
HaMék Ha «JlokTopa ®aycta» Kpuctodepa Mapino u cioa daycra o Enene
Tpostnckoii: «3-3a 3TOro0 J1iia OBLIN CIYIICHBI Ha BOY Thicsiua kKopabmeit / U
COXOKeHBI BbICOKHME Oamnu Wnumona?» EmE toHas («Ha Tpu dYeTBEpTH
pe6énok»), Enena ortnuuaercsa ot Llesapst (HecMoTps Ha UX 00IIKME POJIH B
pa3Bs3bIBAHUM BOWH): MOKAa OH CHUIUT U JyMaeT O CBOEH cienyromiei OuTae,
Enena «aymaer... / UTO HHUKTO HE CMOTPUT Ha He€», M KIHOY K €€
0ECXUTPOCTHOMY UCKYCCTBY - B OTCYTCTBUM CAMOCO3HAHUSI.

B Ttpetwheit u mocnennedt ctpode MBI mEepexoauM K MHUKEITaH]KeNo,
KOTOpBIM YCEpAHO pacnuchiBall MOTOJOK CHKCTMHCKOM Kaleulbl B 3I0XY
Bozpoxnenus. Jleteit Hy»KHO aepKaTh B CTOPOHE, YTOOBI BETUKUN Xy T0KHHUK
Mor pabotaTh B THIIMHE. MUKETaHIKEIO0 H300paKEH JeKalmuM Ha
CTPOMTEIBHBIX JIECAX ..., THXO PabOTAIOIIMM HAJl CBOMM BEJIHKUM IIEIEBPOM
«CotBopeHue Anamay.

JIt0GOMBITHO TMpPOAaHAIU3UPOBATh, KaK CTPOUTCS «J[IMHHOHOTAsT Myxay.
Bce aTH KkpaTkue pa3MbIIUIEHUS O MPHUPOAE MONYaHUA B (POPMHPOBAHHUU
ucTopud M Muda CBA3aHBI MEXIy co0oi: BOeHHBIH 3ambicen Llesaps
pacTBopseTcs B KYJbTUBUPOBAHUM CKPOMHOMN KpacoThl EneHbl, 4To npuBeaeT



K el OJHOMY BOCHHOMY CPaXK€HHIO, B TO BpeMsi Kak 00pa3 roHou EjeHs
CJIMBAETCA C BOCXHILEHHBIMH JIEBYIIKAMH B MOAPOCTKOBOM BO3pacTe MNEpen
«Angamom» MukenaHmKello B 3aKIIOYUTENbHON cTpode. M kaxmas u3 TpeX
cTpo( 3aKaHYMBAETCA JIBYMsI OJJTMHAKOBBIMHU CTPOKAMHU:

Kak niimaHOHOTrast Myxa HaJl py4ybeM

Ero MbICIb ABUKETCS B TUILIHHE.
(XoTs1, KOHEYHO, «ero» - 3T0 «e€» B cpenner crpode o Enene TposHCKOI.)
Weiitc, moxoxe, OTCTaMBAET POJb, KOTOPYIO THXAs MEIUTALMS M IIONHAS
COCPEIOTOYEHHOCTh WUTpaloT B paboOTe BENUKHUX JIOJEH, Oylb TO BOCHHBIC
reHepalibl, KPaCUBbIEC >KCHIIMHBI WA TAJIAHTIUBBIE XyJ0XKHUKU. W, KOHEUHO
xKe, B 3aKIounTenbHol yactu «CoTtBopeHus Anamay MukenaHmKeno Meiirc
nmpeasiaraeT OoOpaTHYIO CBSI3b C TEPBOHAYAIBHBIM AaKTOM TBOpEHHUS B
XpUcTUAHCKON wucTopuu. OOpa3 MIMHHOHOTOM MyXH B pydbe, MOJOOHOU
MBICJIH, «JABUXKYIIEHCS B THUIIHMHE», IPEBPAIIACTC B CBOErO poJa MaHTPY
yepe3 MOoBTOpeHue npumnea. Hu oqun pazym, KakuMm Obl BEJTUKUM OH HU OBLI,
HE MOXKET JOOUTHCS BETHUUsI 0€3 JOTIOTHUTENbHBIX TOCTOMHCTB MUPA U TTOKOS
- TAKOr0 XK€ YAAJICHHS OT CYETJIMBOIO MOBCEJHEBHOI'O MHpPAa, KOTOPOE MBI
BuIuM B «O3epHoM octpoBe WHHuChpu» M, BO3MOXHO, B OoJjiee MO3IHEM
CTUXOTBOPECHUU Weiitca «ITnaBanue B BusanTHION.

https://interestingliterature.com/2017/02/a-short-analysis-of-w-b-
yeatss-long-legged-fly/

Yuassam bataep Heiitc (1865-1939)

I xKes1aeT HeOECHbIX IOKPOBOB

")
Bynb y Menst HeOecHasi TKaHb,
Bcest - 3010101 1 cepeOpsiHbIi CBET,
JlazypHas, cuHss, TEMHas TKaHb,
Bcest - HOUb, IOJTyTEHB U CBET,
51 6 Opocuit e€ K TBOUM HOTaM,
Ho y MeHns — Huuero, kpome rpés;
51 rpé3bl Opolry K TBOMM HOTaM;
He pacronuu Tkans Moux rpés!

William Butler Yeats

Aedh Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths

Of night and light and the half light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:

But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.
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*) On (Aedh) — npeBHEE UPIAHACKOE UMSI
Yuassam bataep HMeiire (1865-1939)
Koraa Tl mocrapeenib

Crapy1ikoii, 3acbinasi HeB3Ha4Yail

[lepen oruém, cenas, B MO3HUM Yac,

CHHUMHU MOU TOM, YATal, U BCIIOMUHAN

CBOM NpeXKHUI HEXKHBIN B3I U TEHb Y TJ1a3.

Hx OBLIIO MHOTO, KTO, TOOOH IJICHEH,
JItoOmI1 — BCephE3 MITb JIOKHO; PACIIO3HAT
OnuH B TeOe CKUTANIBIIA AYITY, OH

B geprax ciepl meyaiu pa3iaudal.

K pemeTkam packaji€HHBIM HAKJIOHSCH,
[emnau rpycTts: JIlo60Bb — OJIMH JUIITH MUT,
YMuanach B ropbl, Jaxe HE NPOCTSICh,

U cripsaTana B CKOIIEHbSX 3BE3/1 CBOM JIUK.

Yuabsam Baraep Heiitce (1865-1939)

IlnaBanue B Buzantuio

3/1ech MecTa CTapbIM HET, HO IOHBIM 3/1€Ch IPOCTOP -

OOBATHSIM HET KOHIIA; 3/16Cb MECTO MTULIAM IETh,
CMeHsIs TOKOJIEHBS CpeJlb MOJIEN U TOD,

Jlococto, CKyMOpHUH — B pyUbsiX, B MOPSX KHUIIIETH,

BceMy, 4TO 10ArUM JI€TOM NPUBIIEKAET B30P,
W yent yaen poauThCs, )KUTh U YMEPETh.

Bcé My3bIKOI0 4yBCTB 3aXBau€HO, HET CUJI

Ha 1o, 4T0 nHTEMIeKT 6eCCMEpPTHBII COTBOPUII.

William Butler Yeats

When you are old

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,

And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And bending down beside the glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

William Butler Yeats

Sailing to Byzantium

That is no country for old men. The young

In one another's arms, birds in the trees,
—Those dying generations—at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.

Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.



II

CTapI/IK JIMIb MOKCT, KaK €ro 1IaJIbTO, TOPYATb

Ha Bemanke, HO ecTh emI€ Tyma U B HEX
['opurt )xenanbpe Mo3HaBaTh, AbINIAThH, 3By4aTh,
N gem crapeit 10XMOTbS, TEM OHO CHJIBHEN;
Hert mikosbl neHus, HO MOKHO U3y4aTh
Kpacy TBOpeHUii 1 BenUYbe NMPEKHUX JTHEU.
U notomy, 1o 3epkairy MOpeH IJIbIBS,

B cBsamennsiit ropon Buzantun mpuObL .

III

O Myapetbl, Kpyka B 00’)KeCTBEHHOM OTHE,
CBeTsCh Ha 30JI0TOM MO3auKe CTEHBI,
[IpuauTe U3 CBSIIEHHOTO OTHA KO MHE,
Yuure nyury My3bIke; ceidyac JOJKHBI

Bbl MO€ cepatie B3Th, UT00, OKa3aBIINCH BHE
TenecHoit cMepTHOM 000JIOYKH, CBOU CHBI
Moriio OBl ¢ BaMU BOILUIOTHTH, Ce0sI IIOHSB

B yepTorax BEYHOCTH, U UEM-TO HOBBLIM CTAaThb.

0%

S, oka3aBMIMCH BHE IPUPOABI, HUKOTAA

K tenecnoit ¢opme He BepHYChH yke ObLIOH,
Ho k Toi1, uro roBenupsl ['penun Torga
Co3zpanu U3 3Many ¢ HUTBIO 30JI0TOM,

Yro6 UmnepaTop He ApemMal, B MOKOW MPHIs,
Nnm uTo6 ¢ BeTBH 30710TOH 51 MOT TIOPOWA
Bnaapikam BuzanTtun neth 3a ToJ0M IO

O ToMm, 4TO OBLIIO, €CTh U UTO €MIE TPSAIET.

Yuabam Batiep Heiite (1869-1939)

II

An aged man is but a paltry thing,

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless

Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,

Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;

And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.

III

O sages standing in God's holy fire

As in the gold mosaic of a wall,

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal

It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

IV

Once out of nature I shall never take

My bodily form from any natural thing,

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling

To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;

Or set upon a golden bough to sing

To lords and ladies of Byzantium

Of what is past, or passing, or to come.

William Butler Yeats



CmepTthb

Hu Hagexnpl, HU cTpaxa HeT -
TaK 3BepU K CMEPTH UIIYT;

A 11017 KOHITa CBOMX Oel,
005ICh U HAZIESICh JKIYT.

Ho xpalpslii HE pa3 ymupa,
HE pa3 MOJAHUMAJICSI BHOBb,

OH HH pa3y HE OTCTymal,
BCTpeYasi KWHXXaJl U KPOBb.

A cmepth? OH cMeéTcs HaJ Hell;
OH, HEe 00SICH HUYETO,

CMEpPTh 3HAET JI0 MO3ra KOCTEH:
OHa — JIEJI0 PYK €ro.

Yuabam Batiep Heiite (1865-1939)
Hpanannckuil JIeTYUK NPEIBUIAT CBOK) CMEPTh

CMepTh KIET — 30BH UJIb HE 30BU -
Mex o0aakaMHu Iie-TO TaM,

S 3amumiaro 6e3 1100BH,

W HeHaBHCTHU HET K Bparam.

Mos ctpana - Kuntapran Kpocc,
MHe OpaThsi — OeTHIKHU €€,

Ho net ucxona, 4ro6 npunéc

WM 3aBTpa Jrydiiiee KUTHE.
3aKOHBI, 10T, TOJI JPY>KHBIA KPUK
Tepsitor cuty B HeOecax;

S 31ech, 4TOO UCTIBITATH XOTh MUT
Boctopra 6os B o0nakax.

M BOT K yeMy 51 CMOT IIPUNTH:

Bcest xxu3Hb — mycTast KpyroBepTb,
UYro nmo3aau, 4TO BIIEpEaM. ..

He xy»xe 3TOM KU3HU CMEPTB.

Death

Nor dread nor hope attend
a dying animal;

a man awaits his end
dreading and hoping all;
many times he died,

many times rose again.

A great man in his pride
confronting murderous men
casts derision upon
supersession of breath;

he knows death to the bone -
man has created death.

William Butler Yeats
An Irish Airman Foresees His Death

I know that I shall meet my fate
Somewhere among the clouds above;
Those that I fight I do not hate

Those that I guard I do not love;

My country is Kiltartan Cross,

My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,

No likely end could bring them loss
Or leave them happier than before.
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,

Nor public man, nor cheering crowds,
A lonely impulse of delight

Drove to this tumult in the clouds;

I balanced all, brought all to mind,
The years to come seemed waste of breath,
A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death.



Yuiabsam batiep Heiitc (1865-1939)

IlecHb cTpaHCTBYOIET0 JHIYCA

")

3aiii1 B OPELIHUK 10 YTPY

(Moii 106 mpLIaI, OTHEM TOpEn),
S cpe3an BETKy, CHSI KOpY,

Ha mutky srony Hazgein.

Caert 3BE311, JIMILIMBIIUXCS JTy4EH,
Eni€ menbpkan, Kak MOTBIJIEK,

S Opocun srony B pyuen -
®dopenp nonanack Ha KPIOYOK.

Sl mostoxkun €€ moj Cyk,

Kpemens B3su1 (kak ke 6e3 orus?),
Ho 4ro-To 3anrymeno Bapyr,

U kTO0-TO BAPYT NO3BAJI MEHS:

To nesymika Oba! Bocctas

C 1BeTOYKOM SI0JIOHH B KOCE,

ITo uMeHu MeHs Ha3BaB,

OHa pacrasiia B poce.

biy>nan s MHOTO, mocTapern,
Tackas cTpaHHUKa CyMy,

Ho rae ona, y3Hats ycnen.
Haiiny, nenys nogaumy,

U ronpl HanpoJET BOIBHBI
['ynste B camax Mbl OyieM ¢ Held,
CpsiBasi cepeOpo JTyHBbI

W cosHIa 30J10TO C BETBEH.

KommenTapun V.b. Ueiirca:

OHryc— 00T I0HOCTH, KpacoThl U mo33uu. OH napcteyet B Tup-Han-Or,

CrpaHe 10HOCTH.

William Butler Yeats
The Song of Wandering Aengus

I went out to the hazel wood,

Because a fire was in my head,

And cut and peeled a hazel wand,

And hooked a berry to a thread;

And when white moths were on the wing,
And moth-like stars were flickering out,

I dropped the berry in a stream

And caught a little silver trout.

When I had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire a-flame,

But something rustled on the floor,
And someone called me by my name:
It had become a glimmering girl

With apple blossom in her hair

Who called me by my name and ran
And faded through the brightening air.

Though I am old with wandering
Through hollow lands and hilly lands,
I will find out where she has gone,
And kiss her lips and take her hands;
And walk among long dappled grass,
And pluck till time and times are done,
The silver apples of the moon,

The golden apples of the sun.



Opewmnuk: OpenmrHuk 0611 upaanackum Jpesom Kuznu wnu [lozHanus, a
TaKoe JIpeBO, HECOMHEHHO, cUuTaI0Cch B Mpiianuu, Kak ¥ OBCEMECTHO,

APCBOM HeOECHBIM.

®opensb: [etu 6orunu Jlany MOTYT IpUHUMATH JII0OOH OOJIUK, U T€, YTO

0oOHWTaIOT B BOJIE, HEPEAKO MPUHUMAIOT 00pa3 phIOHI.

(B ctuxoTBOpeHnn peub UAET, ECTECTBEHHO, 0 ModTe — A.I'.)

Yuwibam B. Heiite (1865-1939)
Bropoe npuiecreue

[TapuT Kpyramu COKOJI B BBIIIIUHE,
COKOJIBHMYETO 30B HE CIBIIINUT OH;

He mosxet nieHTp BceoOmuii kpax caepxarh,
U norpyxéEH B aHapXuIO BECh MUP.
[IpunuBOM TyCKJIOM KPOBH NOTJIOIIEH
HeBHHOBHOCTH CIIOKHUBIIHIACS 0OPSI;
Bce nyumme pactepsHHbI, 3aTO

Bce xyamme — B KHIIEHUH CTPacTEN.

U, 3HaUuT, OTKPOBEHUE TPAMET,
[TpumiecTBust BTOpOoro O6JIU30K CPOK.

C TpyioM s 3TH NpOU3HEC CIIOBA,

Korna otkpsuics B3opy Moemy

Spiritus Mundi — o6pa3 pokoBOii.

OH Tea0M — JIEB U JIMKOM - YEJIOBEK,

Kak comnie, B3ruis1 6€3KanocTeH U MmycT;
OH MeaseHHO MON3ET B ECKaX, BOKPYT
MenbKarT TEeHU CTal IyCTBIHHBIX IITHLI.
OnsTh CrycTuiiach TbMa; HO SICHO MHE:
JIBaniath BEKOB, MPOCHABLUINX MEPTBBIM CHOM,
[TpocHynuch B KONBIOETH, i — BOT OH,
Caupernblii 3Beph (a yac ero Hacran!)
[Ton3ér, yToOBI poauThCs, B Budeem.

JdpHect JL0ycoH (1867-1900)

William B. Yeats
The Second Coming

Turning and turning in the widening gyre

The falcon cannot hear the falconer;

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;

The best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely some revelation is at hand,

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.

The darkness drops again; but now I know

That twenty centuries of stony sleep

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?

Ernest Dowson



Onn HENOJTH, PAadOCTh U PbIIAHbS

OHu HeoNTH, PaIoCTh U PBIJIAHBA,
W 3nocte, u fobpora:

Mel1, nymato, 3a0yieM Bce KelaHbs,
[Ipoiins Bpara.

Henonru nuu po3 cBEXHX, BUH UCKPUCTHIX:
N3 cHa, 4TO MHUTCS HaM,

Harmn myTs BApYT OTKpBIBaeTCS, YTO0 OBICTPO
Ncue3nyTsh Tam.

InBUH ApJUMHITOH POOMHCOH (1869-1935)
Puyapa Kopu

V3 ecniu Puuapa Kopu Bbiiien B ropojiok,
MBbI Ha HETo MISAENN BCE, pa3UHYB POT:

Emé Op1! JPkeHTIBEMEH BECh C TOJOBEI JIO HOT,
Yucrt, cTpoeH, NpAMO KaK apucTOKpar.

W ckpoMHO Tak OfIET, YTOOBI HE XBAaCTATh 3Psl.
YMen oH K KaxJI0My U3 HaC MOJIXO0J HANTH,
N 4ro-T0 n3iyyan oH, 1axxe roBops

Tebe npocroe «C 1006pbIM YTPOM» O MYTH.

Masnepsl — aydiiie HeT, a KaKk U3AIIEeH, IPsM. ..
U kak oH ObL1 OoraT - 6orave Koposei.

Hy, B o01iemM, Bcem Torja XoTeaoch OYeHb HaM
Ha ero mecre moObIBaTh B OMH U3 THEW.

Tpyaunucek Mbl ¢ yTpa, HE TIOKJIaas PyK,

A BeuepoM HaM xJieb 0e3 Msica ropek ObLIT;

A Pruapn Kopu Tuxoii 1eTHEN HOYBIO BIPYT,
[Tomén x cebe qoMoM 1 TyJTto B 100 MyCTHIL. *)

They are not long, the weeping and the laughter

They are not long, the weeping and the laughter,
Love and desire and hate:

I think they have no portion in us after
We pass the gate.

They are not long, the days of wine and roses:
Out of a misty dream

Our path emerges for a while, then closes
Within a dream.

Edwin Arlington Robinson
Richard Cory

Whenever Richard Cory went down town,
We people on the pavement looked at him:
He was a gentleman from sole to crown,
Clean favored, and imperially slim.

And he was always quietly arrayed,

And he was always human when he talked;

But still he fluttered pulses when he said,
"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked.

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king—
And admirably schooled in every grace:

In fine, we thought that he was everything
To make us wish that we were in his place.

So on we worked, and waited for the light,

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread;
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
Went home and put a bullet through his head.



*) Haméxk Ha Opara 1nosTta, KOTOpbIi HE IIpeycnen B Aelax,
CIWJICSI, Pa3pyIINI CEMbIO M YMEP B OOJIBHUIIE JIJIs1 OCTHBIX
(AD).
Yuabsam I'enpu IpBuc (1871-1940)

Hocyr

Hy uro 3a xu3ns! B 3a60tax, npyr,
Ham Hekoria cMOTpeTh BOKPYT.

Hu 104 BETBAMMU IIOCTOATH,
Kax OBIbI BCUHOCTDL CO3€PpUATh,

Ha Genky nornsiaets 4yToK,
Korga opexu npsiaeT BIPOK,

Hu pasrisaeTs cpens aHS B peke
Hounbix 386311 0TOIECK HA IIECKE.

Benp nomoxau Mel AT MUHYT,
W HOXKKM MUJION B IUISIC IOMAYT;

Mur — u ynbpIOKa 4y AHBIX TJ1a3
B yrmax pra pacusetér cengac.

Hy uro 3a sxu3nb! B 3a060T1ax, npyr,
Ham Hekorzma cMOTpeTh BOKPYT.

IToa JIoypenc Janbap (1872-1906)
MBI HOCHM MacCKy

MBI HOCUM MacKy XUTpena,
I'ma3za B TeHM U HET IUIIA;

William Henry Davies
Leisure

What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to see, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty's glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this is if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

Paul Laurence Dunbar
We Wear the Mask

We wear the mask that grins and lies,
It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes,—



JIyxaBCTBY TOJIII CBOM JOJIT IUIATS,
K Bcemy otHOCHMCS 11yTS -
B ynbi6ke pot, B KpoBH cep/ua.
Ho et y mupa myapena
ITox mackol pacKyCHTB JDKELA.
U, x mupy rpyab o60poTs,
MBI HOCUM MacCKy.
Cwmeémcs Mbl, HO 10 TBOpI1Ia
Bo3nocuM B310x1 0€3 KOHIIA.
IToéM co BceMu MBI, XOTH
B rps3u no mero. JKusHp npoiias,
Bcerna nrpaem poss riynna ...
Mpbl HocuM Macky!

J:xxon MakKpeii (1872-1918)
Ha noasix ®aanapuu

Kpectsl psgamu, u o Hac
JIue Maku roBOpAT cenyvac,
A mebet B HeOe ToyooM
[IepexppIBaeT myIiek rpom;
Oruém ropur 1BETOB aTJiac.

Emé nemaBHO MBI Cpefib Bac
3akat BcTpeyaiu, yTpa vac,
JIro6wmiun, a Temephb HaIl I0M
Bo ®manapuun, B €€ Nnosx.

N3 pyk GecCHIIBbHBIX B 3TOT pa3
[Tpumure daxen, ytoO He rac
Oronb gy B 60ps0€e ¢ Bparom.
[ToruOmux moMHUTE, YTOO CHOM
MBI cniajiv THXUM HE CTBIISCh
Bo ®manapun, B €€ Nosx.

This debt we pay to human guile;
With torn and bleeding hearts we smile
And mouth with myriad subtleties,
Why should the world be over-wise,
In counting all our tears and sighs?
Nay, let them only see us, while

We wear the mask.
We smile, but oh great Christ, our cries
To thee from tortured souls arise.
We sing, but oh the clay is vile
Beneath our feet, and long the mile,
But let the world dream otherwise,

We wear the mask!

John Mc Crae
In Flanders Fields

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved, and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe:

To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.



@nangpus, 1915
Yourep ge j1a Map (1873-1956)
Caymartenn

«EcTth TaM kT0-HHOYABb?» - [lyTHUK cripocu,
CTykHYB B ABEpb, OJIMH IO/ JIYHOM;

Cpenu nanopoTHUKA B JICCHOW TUIIIMHE
Jlomazne xpycrena TpaBou.

[ITruka BeUTETENA U3 OAIIHU LTYyMS,
Hap ero romnosoii. Yto ObLIO cHt

OH ynapui B IBEpb BO BTOPOH pas3;
«EcTbh TaM KTO-HUOYAB?» - CIIPOCHIL.

Ho HuKTO HE criyCTHIICS U3 IoMa K HEMY,
IIITopbl B OKHE HE IO THSLI,

B ero cepele ra3a He B3IIISIHYJII, U OH,
O3aaueHHbBIM MOTYa CTOSII.

TonbKo ciymaTend HE U3 MUpa CEro,
JKuBiiue 31ech ¢ JaBHUX JHEH,

Crosnu, BCIyIMBAsCh MPU MTOJTHON JTyHE
B uyxp1ii ronoc u3 Mupa JroaeH.

Ha nectnuue, cnyckaromencs B mycTou 3ad,
Kyna my4 nyHbl HEe TPOHHUK,

Cnymanu, Kak B ApOKaIleM BO31yXe 3BEHEN
OauHOKOrO MyTHUKA KPUK.

OH 4yBCTBOBAJI CTPAHHOCTH UX, BOIPOC
CMeHMIICA JIECHON THIIIUHOM,

A nomanap 1BUTANAch, 00beIast TPABY,
[Tox HEGOM, CPBITHIM JINCTBOM;

W, noaHsB rojIoBy, OH TPOMKO CKa3all,
CHoBa yJ1apuB B JIBEDb:

«Ilepenaiite um, 4TO 5 3/1€CH OBLI,
Uto caepikai s CIIOBO TENEPHY.

Ho B noMe He monieBenics HUKTO,

Walter de 1a Mare
The Listeners

‘Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller,
Knocking on the moonlit door;

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses
Of the forest’s ferny floor:

And a bird flew up out of the turret,
Above the Traveller’s head:

And he smote upon the door again a second time;
‘Is there anybody there?’ he said.

But no one descended to the Traveller;
No head from the leaf-fringed sill

Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.

But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then

Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight
To that voice from the world of men:

Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,

That goes down to the empty hall,

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveller’s call.

And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
’Neath the starred and leafy sky;

For he suddenly smote on the door, even
Louder, and lifted his head:—

‘Tell them I came, and no one answered,
That I kept my word,’ he said.

Never the least stir made the listeners,



XOT4 ero cjioBa A1 HUX
[ToBTOPHIIO 3X0 B HOYHOM THUILU -
EnuHCTBEHHOTO U3 KUBBIX.

Jla, OHM cIIbIIANIN: 3BAKHYJIM CTPEMEHA,

KomslTa cTyda nonum,

N trmmza BCPHYJIACH B JICC, IIOTJIOTHUB

[{oKOT MOJKOB BIAIH.
Youartep ae jsa Map (1873-1956)
Cepeodpo

Tuxo B HeOe JTyHa 710 yTpa

bpoaut B Tydusix u3z cepedpa;
Bunurt: Bcé 6iectut cepedpom -

W moiel v BETBU KPYTOM;

OxkHa CBeT 3amacarT BIPOK,
Kppii cotoma — cepeOpsiHBbIii CTOT;
[Ton eé cenbto roayOu CIsT,
CepebpoM uX IrpyaKu TOPSIT;

[1éc cniut B Oyzke B CBETE JIyHBI,
Ero namnbl nocepeOpeHsl;

bexxut O6p1cTpO MONEBKA K HOPE,
KoroTku, rima3 - Bcs B cepedpe;
Pr160K B peuke cepeOpsiHOM cTpoi,
Kax TpocTHHK cepebpa KUBOM.

PobGepT ®pocT (1874-1963)

Hesbi0pannasi nopora

Sl B KENTOM JIeCy Ha pa3BUIIKE JOPOT

Crosn coxaies: o I1ByM He MouTH!

OpHa U3 HUX, CKOJIBKO YBHUJIETH 51 CMOT,
CkpsbiBanack B nojyiecke. Bo3moxHo, 51 cTpor,

Ho yeM oHa nmyyiie aApyroro myTu?

Though every word he spake
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house
From the one man left awake:
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,
And how the silence surged softly backward,
When the plunging hoofs were gone.

Walter de la Mare
Silver

Slowly, silently, now the moon

Walks the night in her silver shoon;
This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees;

One by one the casements catch

Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;
Couched in his kennel, like a log,
With paws of silver sleeps the dog;
From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;

A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws and a silver eye;
And moveless fish in the water gleam,
By silver reeds in a silver stream.

Robert Frost
The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth,;



OH rycTo HEeCMSITO TPaBOIO MOPOC,

E€ notonrarh Tak X0TeNnoch (Kak 3HaTh,
[TonymaBIIMX Tak ke, ObITH MOXKET, HE pa3
Hopora cama pactonrana). Ceituac

Wx nBe npeao MHOI, U mopa BEIOMPATE.
Crnen u€pHbIi HEe BUICH ObLT HM Ha OJTHOM.

Pemun s k TOW, MEPBOM BEPHYTHCS MTO3AHEN,

Ho, ecnu oTcrona mmory mo BTOpou,

To, 3Has1: qopora BeAET 3a COOOM,

Bc€ x He ObLT yBepeH, BEpHYCh JIH 5 K HEH,
He Oyny nb xaneTs, npomiaras MoJI3eMIIH.
Ho BbIOpan, kysna 661 OHa HU Bea,

Korna Briepenu aBe 10poru Jieriu,

S Ty, O KOTOPOM HEMHOTHE UM, -

A B 3TOM-TO BBIOOpA CYTh U ObLIA.

PobGepT ®pocr (1874-1963)
OcTaHOBKA Yy Jieca CHeKHbIM Be4epoM

XO0351MH Jieca MHE 3HAKOM:
Bpnanu B nepeBHe ero 1oM.

EMy MeHs He pas3risiaeTs,
OJlMH JIHIIB JIEC U CHET KPYTOM.

Moei nomajike CTpaHHO: BE/lb
K xuiibto 10 HOUM HE yCHETh.
Tak kpaTku Beuepa 3uMOM,

A TyT nub Jec u HeGa TBEPIb.

Mortaet nomiaas TOJI0BOM:
Hert nu omm6ku TyT Kakoi?
Ho capimut aums B OTBET OHA
Hlyprranbe cHera HaJl COOOH.

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,
And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and [—
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Robert Frost

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.



[IpekpacHa neca riry0Ob, TEMHa,
Ho ecth nena u 1enp scHa,
M mHOr0 Muib enié J0 cHa,
U mHOro Muib emig€ 10 cHa.

M mHOr0o Mmib emié o cHa...

PoGepT DpocT (1874-1963)
Oroub u 1én

- B orue moru6HeT Mup, B orue!
- Het, Tonpko nén!

JIr000Bb ObLIa U3BECTHA MHE,

N 51 cormaceH, 4To «B OTHEY.

Ho, ecnu BHOBB KOHEIl IPUIET. ..
IIpo HeHaBUCTSH 5 3HAKO BCE,

A 1IOTOMY CUHTAIO: NEN
CuibHeHN emé

U noponaér.

PobGepT Dpoct (1874-1963)
Bepésnbl

Mexay Opyrux AE€pEBLEB - TEMHBIX U MPSIMBIX,
MenbKaroT JTUHUN CKIIOHUBIIHXCS Oepés,

Kax 6y/1To uM Majgp4uIIKa U30THYJ CTBOJIBI.

51 moHnMmaro, 4TO IMpUUYKHA 3/1€Ch HE B HEM,

A B 3uMHel Oype. MOXKHO BUACTh BETKH UX,

B noroxmii 3MuMHUM AeHb: 3aCTHIB MOCIE JOXKIS,
Harpy>xeHHblI€ J1bJIOM, OHU CJIETKa 3BEHAT,
Kornma monyer cBexuii Berep. X smaib
[ToTpeckaBimmch TepseT pa3HOIBETHBIN OJECK;
[Ton coMHEYHBIM JTy4OM CKOPIYIKH XPyCTaJIs

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.

And miles to go before I sleep...

Robert Frost
Fire and ice

Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice.

From what I’ve tasted of desire

I hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,

I think I know enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.

Robert Frost
Birches

When I see birches bend to left and right

Across the lines of straighter darker trees,

I like to think some boy's been swinging them.
But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay

As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning

After a rain. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystal shells



Kpomarcs, 3aceinast cBexuid CHEXKHBIN HACT,
CrnosiMu OGMTOTO METBYANIIETO CTEKIIa

(Kak eciiu Ob1 HEOEC CBO BHYTPEHHHM yIIam).
TsKEMBIN TPYy3 CTBOJIBI CKIIOHSAET 10 3€MJIN,

W, ecu gonaro maHuups Jbja CrudaeT ux,

OHH yXe HE BBIIPSIMIISIIOTCS] IOTOM

U Tak, COrHYBIINCH, TOJbI IPOCTOST B JIECY,

1o peIXJI0¥ MOYBE KOCHI JTUCTHEB BOJIOYA

(Kak neBymiku, 3a0pocHB BOJIOCHI BIIEPE,

Ha yeTBepeHbKax cylaT COJIHEUYHBIM TEIJIOM). ..
Ho s xoten cka3zats (a [IpaBna BopBanacek

Co Bcemu (pakTamu 0 CBOMCTBaX CHEXHBIX Oypb),
Uro 51 661 peanouén, uTod UX rHyJI MajJb4yraH,
3a cTazioM yTPOM BBIXOAMBIIUM CO IBOpA.
CrnuikoMm fan€k oT Topoja, OH He B OercOo
Hrpai, a B TO, 4TO caM OH CMOT BOKPYTI' HAUTH,
3UMOI1 U JIETOM LETIbIN I€Hb BCEr/1a OJUH.

OHn noxopui 0epé3bl CBOETO OTIIA,

Kauasice Ha ero n1epeBbsiX BHOBb U BHOBB,

[Toka ux xKECTKOCTh CHIJION HE IIPEOOIIET,

Ha Bcex Bucer, 1 He OBLIO HH O/IHOTO,

Urto6 on He mobeauin. 1 on y3nan Bcé€ TO,

UTto HY>KHO, 4TOO HE CJIIMIIIKOM PaHO MPHITaTh BHU3,
Ho nepeBy natb pactipsiMUTBHCSI BHOBb IIOTOM.
OH paBHOBecHE JIepikKajl, CTPEMSCh HAaBEPX,

W nmogHMMAaNcs ¢ OCTOPOKHOCTBIO TaKOW,

C kaxoii Bl HaIOJIHAETE MOPOIt OOKaI -

J1o caMbIX 10 KpaéB, HOTOM €€ YyTh-4yTh.
3arem Opocajsicsi B BO3JyX U CBUCTS JIeTeN
Bnepén Horamu, Kak Ha KpbUIbSX, 10 KOPHEN.
U g xorpa-To Ha Oepézax Boccenal,

W nmoTomMy MeuTaro 0Ka3aTbCs TaM,

VYcTaB oT pa3MbllIUIEHU TPYCTHBIX U 3a00T:
TaMm )XH3Hb OXO0Ka HA HEMPOXOAUMBIH JIEC,
JIuuo roput, JIETUILb CKBO3b MAYTHUHBI CETh,
Omna meKkoYeT, ¥ OJUH TBOM Ijia3 B ClIe3e

Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust—
Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away

You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.
They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load,

And they seem not to break; though once they are bowed

So low for long, they never right themselves:

You may see their trunks arching in the woods
Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun.
But I was going to say when Truth broke in

With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm

I should prefer to have some boy bend them

As he went out and in to fetch the cows—

Some boy too far from town to learn baseball,
Whose only play was what he found himself,
Summer or winter, and could play alone.

One by one he subdued his father's trees

By riding them down over and over again

Until he took the stiffness out of them,

And not one but hung limp, not one was left

For him to conquer. He learned all there was

To learn about not launching out too soon

And so not carrying the tree away

Clear to the ground. He always kept his poise

To the top branches, climbing carefully

With the same pains you use to fill a cup

Up to the brim, and even above the brim.

Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,
Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.
So was I once myself a swinger of birches.

And so I dream of going back to be.

It's when I'm weary of considerations,

And life is too much like a pathless wood

Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping



OT BETKH, 4TO HE KMYPSICh THI 3aJIEJI. From a twig's having lashed across it open.

Xouy Ha BpeMsl OTOPBATHCS OT 3€MJIH, I'd like to get away from earth awhile
3aTeM BepHYThCS U BCE 3aHOBO HAYaTh. And then come back to it and begin over.
[lycTh HE moliMeT MeHsI HEMPAaBUIIBHO CyIp0a: May no fate willfully misunderstand me
[TomapuT NOJOBUHY JHUIIb MOEH MEYTHI And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
U ue omyctut. MecTo Jyuis JIFOOBH - 3eMJIs, Not to return. Earth's the right place for love:
W nydie mecta BO BCEICHHON HE HAWTH. I don't know where it's likely to go better.
MHue Ha Gepé3y XxoueTcs OnATh 3a1e3Th - I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,
Hagepx, o 4épHbIM BeTKaM O€JI0ro CTBOJIA And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
Jlo HeOa, yTOOBI AEpEeBO, MEHS JACpiKa, Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
Cornynoch MeJIJIEHHO, Ha 3€MJII0 BO3BPATHUB. But dipped its top and set me down again.
Kax 65110 6 XOpOI1110: BECh JIeHb — Ty/1a, Ha3a! That would be good both going and coming back.
Jena npyrue ectb, HO 3TO BCE HE TO. One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.

PoGepT ®pocr (1874-1963) Robert Frost
Huuto He ocTaéTcst 30J10ThIM Nothing Gold Can Stay
B npupone 3enéuslii et Nature’s first green is gold,
CrnepBa 30J10THUCT Ha CBET. Her hardest hue to hold.
E€ mepBbIit UCT - IBETOK, Her early leaf’s a flower;
Ho Tonbko Ha KpaTKuii CPOK; But only so an hour.
ITorom nuct muctom. Kak xaib! Then leaf subsides to leaf.
U Paii morpy>x€H B mevaib. So Eden sank to grief,
PaccBeT cmensieTcst THEM, So dawn goes down to day.
U 30510TO TOHET B HEM. Nothing gold can stay.

PoGepT ®poct (1864-1953) Robert Frost
Bpems norosopursb A Time to Talk

Korga npyr MeHs KIIM4YeT C T0POTH, When a friend calls to me from the road
3acTaBuB JIOIIA/1b YOABUTbH MPHITH, And slows his horse to a meaning walk,
51 He Ky, paccaBUB HOTH, I don’t stand still and look around
Ha Bce X0JIMBI, 9TO KIyT MOTHITH, On all the hills I haven’t hoed,

U ¢ mecra He Kpuay: «YUTo Hamo? And shout from where I am, What is it?



Ceiiuac He BpeMs JISIChl TOUUTD.) -
BTbIKaro MOTBITY B 3€MJIK0 HEMHOTO,
Jle3Buem BBepX, U Opeay

K orpazae u3 kaMHs: K Ipyry Uy,
Mp1 BeTpeue pajibl.

PobepT @poct (1864-1953)
51 B oiuHOYeCTBeE BIJIfA/IEJICH B TEMHOTY

H, B OIMHOYCCTBC BITIAJACBIINCH B TCMHOTY,

[Towén mox 10Xk ab; TENEeps OH OyJIET AOITO JIUTh,

Korma ot ropoackux orHeit st mpous yiiay.

[lewanpHa ynuiia, 4TO MOXKET ropiie ObITh!
Bort psimom cTopox B OynKke; BUJIHO, OH HE CIIall.
S omyctun riaza, 9To0 ¢ HUIM HE TOBOPHTb,

N Bapyr ocTaHOBHIICS: TAE-TO NPO3BYyYal
BHe3anHO rpoMKuUid KUK, YTO CMOT CrOJIa JOUTH
Mexay nomamu. OH MEHS Ha3a]l HE 3BaJl
Jlomoii u He keral MHE J0OpOro MyTH;

A mocre, ornamasi Heba BBICOTY,

C BBICOKOM OanIHy MHE HEBUAUMOM ITOYTH,
Yacel npobmiu Bpemsi-mipu3pax. Ha mocty

Sl B 0IMHOYECTBE BIJISAZICNICS B TEMHOTY.

PoGept B. CepBuc (1874-1958)

Martne

byner nenue B cepaue TBOEM
N BocTopra B riasax nopa;

No, not as there is a time to talk.

I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground,
Blade-end up and five feet tall,

And plod: I go up to the stone wall
For a friendly visit.

Robert Frost
Acquainted with the Night

I have been one acquainted with the night.
I have walked out in rain—and back in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city light.
I have looked down the saddest city lane.
I have passed by the watchman on his beat
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.
I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,
But not to call me back or say good-bye;
And further still at an unearthly height,

One luminary clock against the sky
Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.
I have been one acquainted with the night.
Robert W. Service
The Mother

There will be a singing in your heart,
There will be a rapture in your eyes;



W Gynenib ThI HE KaK BCE KPYTOM -
3ameuaTenbHa U Mypa.

ThI yCHEIb U MPOCHEMILCSA MIOTOM,
bynro B paiickux Obliia canax,
byner nenue B cepaue TBOEM

W BocTOpr 3acuser B ria3ax.

N neyane 3aMpET B cepLIe TBOEM,

B rnmazax orpasurcs Tocka;
YBUAHIIb, YTO HET OJTUZKUX KPYTOM,
VYcapluumip ux u3aneka.

U G6yner rope B cepitie 60JIbHOM

N cné3 onMHOKHX peKa;

U neyanp 3aMpéET B cepilie TBOEM,

B rnazax otpa3urcs Tocka.

WU cnmaBa TBOS CBEPKHET B Iiasax,
Mup BepHETCS B cepALe TBOE;
Beuepnee HeGo moracur crpax,

W ¢ ria3 Bpems cné3bl COTPET.

[a, Tl cienana aeno CBOE;

Th1 — M0OOBB, UTO BCETIA B CEP/IIIAX,

C mupom HeGecHbIM B cep/iie TBOEM,

C boxbeii ci1aBoil B TBOMX IJ1a3ax.

k. K. Yecrepron (1874-1936)
Océn

Jletanu pbIOBL, 1ec Opoau,
Ha tépne ¢uru nmon,

Houp mna k 3akaTy, ¥ BOT TyT
Ponuincs 4, ypon:

Mo KpuK IPOTUBEH, Yepel o,
A ym - napa Kpsbui,
Kak OyaTo 4€pT cocTpouTh 1mapx

You will be a woman set apart,

You will be so wonderful and wise.

You will sleep, and when from dreams you start,
As of one that wakes in Paradise,

There will be a singing in your heart,

There will be a rapture in your eyes.

There will be a moaning in your heart,
There will be an anguish in your eyes;

You will see your dearest ones depart,

You will hear their quivering good-byes.
Yours will be the heart-ache and the smart,
Tears that scald and lonely sacrifice;

There will be a moaning in your heart,
There will be an anguish in your eyes.

There will come a glory in your eyes,

There will come a peace within your heart;
Sitting ‘neath the quiet evening skies,

Time will dry the tear and dull the smart.
You will know that you have played your part;
Yours shall be the love that never dies:

You, with Heaven’s peace within your heart,
You, with God’s own glory in your eyes.

G. K. Chesterton
The Donkey

When fishes flew and forests walked
And figs grew upon thorn,

Some moment when the moon was blood
Then surely I was born.

With monstrous head and sickening cry
And ears like errant wings,
The devil’s walking parody



Ha Bcex 3Bepeit pemmi.

[ToTpenaHHbIi U3rOM 3EMIIH,

C Gubnelickux AHEN yrpsm.
N36wuT, ronoaeH, HeM, MPE3peEH,
Ho taitny He oTaam.

O nypnu! B crpamsslii, ciagkuii yac,
JlaBHO, IPOCTOM OCEIL. ..

Boxkpyr MeHs pa3maics KpuK,

U s mo manemam mén. *)

*) Korma Xpucroc Brexan Ha ocie B Mepycanum

[TepeBoa myOnukyetcs ¢ 6marogapHocThio ChatGPT 3a yuactue B

JUTEPATYPHON PENAKTYPE.

dyraac Mamiok (1877-1938)
Xopomasi ApeBecHHa

JlepeBbsi, KOUM HYKIbl HET

3a comHIle apaThCesi, He0O, CBET,
N B yucrom mnosie 6e3 Tpyaa

Jloxap 1ocTaéTcsl UM BCErja,
JlecHBIM HE CTaHYT KOPOJIEM,

CrHUIOT, HE TIPEYCIIeB HU B YEM.

Kto He Tpyauics, 4Tod Ki1o4ok
3emian 100BITh U XOJIUTH MOT,
Kto connie, He6o, cBeT B 60proe
He oTBOéBEIBaN cebe,
My>K4MHOM MyK€CTBEHHBIM OBITh
He Mor u xu3Hb HE 3ps MPOKUTH.

On all four-footed things.

The tattered outlaw of the earth,
Of ancient crooked will;

Starve, scourge, deride me: [ am dumb,
I keep my secret still.

Fools! For I also had my hour;
One far fierce hour and sweet:
There was a shout about my ears,

And palms before my feet.

Douglas Malloch

Good Timber

The tree that never had to fight

For sun and sky and air and light,
But stood out in the open plain

And always got its share of rain,
Never became a forest king

But lived and died a scrubby thing.

The man who never had to toil

To gain and farm his patch of soil,
Who never had to win his share

Of sun and sky and light and air,
Never became a manly man

But lived and died as he began.



Uro0 kperuia ApeBecruHa B HUX,
JlepeBbsAM HYKEH CHIbHBIA BUXPb.
Yewm panbiie He0O, CTBOJ JJIHMHHEH,
Cauperneii 0ypsi — CTBOJI CHJIbHEN.
2Kapa u xomon, CHEr u J0XIb
Hy>HbI, 4T00 BBIPOC TBEPABIN BOXK/Ib.

JInms B rymie jgeca v TOJIIbI
Haxoaum natpuapxoB MBl.

Co 3B€31aMu COBET AepiKa,
CTosT TUraHThl HE ApoXka

Bce B mpamax OT JINXUX TOJQUH.
TakoB 3aKOH — 1711 BCEX OJJUH.

Jxon Meiicuig (1878-1967)
Mopckas auxopaaka

S nomxeH BHOBb COWTH K MOPSM, TJIE JIMIIIb MOpE U Heba CBOJ,
U BcE€, o uém s mporry, - Kopadib U 3B€3/1a, YTO MEHSI TIOBEAET,
UTo06 0XWII IITYpBAJ U BETEP 3ariell, ¥ mapyc Apoxan oemnes,
Y100 cephlif TyMaH JIMK MOPS 3aKpbLI, U BCTajla 3aps cepesl.

S noyKeH BHOBb COMTH K MOPSIM, YTO0 ITPHUIIMBA 30B YCIIBIXATh,
UYeli UKW U SICHBIN NIPU3BIB, MHE HEJB3S1 HUKAK OTPULIATH;

U BcE, 0 4éMm s npoiily, - I€Hb C BETPOM, CJIETAIIMMHU 00JIaKaMu,
®DoHTaH CBEKUX OPBIT U NIEHBI KOBEP, M Ya€K CTOHBI HA/l HAMH..
S nomkeH BHOBb COMTH K MOPSIM, OpOJIUTH, HA IbITaHA TIOXOXK,
[IyTsimu yaek, myTéM KuTa, TA€ BETEP, KAK OCTPBIM HOX;

N BcE, 0 4éM g mpolly, - HACMELUIUBBIM TPEN MOPCKOI'O BOJIKA,

CIHOKOMHBIM COH, CIAJKHE CHBI ITOCJIE BAXThl, YTO JJIWJIACH JOJIO.

J:xon Meiicuig (1878-1967)

Kpacora

Good timber does not grow with ease,

The stronger wind, the stronger trees,
The further sky, the greater length,

The more the storm, the more the strength.
By sun and cold, by rain and snow,

In trees and men good timbers grow.

Where thickest lies the forest growth
We find the patriarchs of both.
And they hold counsel with the stars
Whose broken branches show the scars
Of many winds and much of strife.
This is the common law of life.

John Masefield
Sea fever

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;

And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea's face, and a grey dawn breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,

To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's like a whetted kr
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over.

John Masefield

Beauty



S Bunen paccBeT U 3aKaT Ha OOJIOTaX U rOJIBIX XOJIMax,
Kak crapeie necau Mcnianum, rop1o KpacuBbl OHH.

S Buzen, kak jienu Amnpens NpruHecia HapIUCChl B pyKax,
Yrpyryto TpaBKy U ¢ HEXKHBIM JI0KAEM alpesIibCKUE THU.

[IecHb cTapyro MOps U IIEHBE [IBETOB PACCIIBIIIATE S CMOT,

VY 4y JIbIX 3eMeNb HaJI0 MHOM IUTBUTH O€JbIX CYJI0B Mapyca.

[TpekpacHeit Bcero u3 Toro, 4To JAoceie OTKpbUI MHE bor, -
E€ romnoc, Bonocsl, mieyu, ry0 aiblx U3ruod u riasa.

Youauaec CTuBeHc (1879-1955)

HNMnepaTop MOpoKeHOr0

)
[To30BU TOpCEnOpa, U3 TEX,
Kto nmokpermnue, Benu eMy
Tonous B KyxXHE HMIApUKU TS YTEX.
[TycTh neBuilbl OyayT B MIATHSAX TaKUX,
K xakuM npuBBIKIIN; TApHSAM HE Tpex
[Tpunectu B cTapoii razere OyKer.
Yrto ecThb, TO €CTh — PUHAT OJIUH.
HMriepaTop MOpPOKEHOTO OH €JIUH.
N3 xoMo1a 101aToro y CTeHsbl,
be3 Tpéx CTeKISTHHBIX pyUYeK, BO3bMHU
CxkarepTh ¢ €€ BBIIIMBKOU KPECTOM,
Paznoxu tak, yTo0 3aKpHITH €l TUIIO.
[TycTh CTynmHU B MO30JISIX OYIyT TOPYATh,
Hemoty u xomnon o603Havath.

M nammoii Bc€ ocBemaTh.
HNmMniepaTop MOPOKEHOTO OH €11H.

*) CM. mpuMeuaHus Ha caiiTe

https://www.facebook.com/uselesstales/posts/661334100956447/

Topcenop — KpyTHUIIBIIUK CUTap, U3rOTOBIISIEMBIX BPYUHYIO

I have seen dawn and sunset on moors and windy hills
Coming in solemn beauty like slow old tunes of Spain:

I have seen the lady April bringing in the daffodils,
Bringing the springing grass and the soft warm April rain.

I have heard the song of the blossoms and the old chant of the sea,

And seen strange lands from under the arched white sails of ships;

But the loveliest things of beauty God ever has showed to me

Are her voice, and her hair, and eyes, and the dear red curve of her lips.

Wallace Stevens
The Emperor of Ice-Cream

Call the roller of big cigars,

The muscular one, and bid him whip

In kitchen cups concupiscent curds.

Let the wenches dawdle in such dress

As they are used to wear, and let the boys
Bring flowers in last month's newspapers.

Let be be finale of seem.

The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream.
Take from the dresser of deal,

Lacking the three glass knobs, that sheet

On which she embroidered fantails once

And spread it so as to cover her face.

If her horny feet protrude, they come

To show how cold she is, and dumb.

Let the lamp affix its beam.

The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream.


https://literarydevices.net/voice/

arap Iect (1881-1959)
3acay:Kuj1 JiM Thl CBOE 3aBTpa?

KTo-HHOY b cHACTIMB, UTO €r0 MyTh C TBOUM COBIIAJ?
KTo-HrOy b MOMHHT, YTO €MY THI CETOAHS CKa3an?

JleHb yracaeT v ¢ HUM KOHYHUTCSI BpeMs TPYAOB;
KT0-HHOY b HOBTOPHII OTHO U3 TBOMX JOOPBIX CIOB?

Pan 6611 THI IpyTy, mIeAIeMy HaBCTpeUdy Teoe,
Wnu 6pocun rpy0o: «IIpuser!» u ncues B Tonmne?

BBL1 i THI 3TOMCTOM, TTPOKJIAIBIBAIT JJOKTEM Ty Th
Wnu kto-To Tebe OiarogapeH 3a 4To-HHOYIb?

Moskemb JIi ThI CKa3aTh IO BEYEP O JHE CBOEM,
Yro nmomor oHOMY U3 OpaTheB, UTO BUJIEN JHEM?
Ypé-TO cepale paxo TOMY, YTO ThI CAEIIAN WIH CKa3all;
Kto-aubyaes cmotput 00apo, uel B3 yxe yracan?

bbl1 He 3psi mOTpaueH TBOU JIEHb UM OH MOTEPSH yxke?
JloOpblii ciiest WK 1Ipam Thl OCTaBUJI B UbEH-TO Ay1ie?

Korna cmexuins riasa, Kak Thl JyMaellb, YTO CKaxeT bor:
3aciyui Thl 3aBTpa CBOE TEM, UTO CelaTh CErOJIHS CMOT?

arap I'ect (1881-1959)
CHapsixeHne

Cawm noiimu, mapeHs, Beb Thl He OeHel
Jlaxxe BEIMKOro U3 BCEX JIIOJICH:

JIBa rnasa ectb, ABE pYKH, IBE HOTH,

N, 9100 UCIIONIB30BaTh C TOJIKOM, MO3TH.
OH ObLT TaKUM K€ HA TIEPBOM ATy .
Tporaii K BepimHe, CKaxu: «5 Mory»,

Edgar Guest
Have You Earned Your Tomorrow

Is anybody happier because you passed his way?
Does anyone remember that you spoke to him today?
This day is almost over, and its toiling time is through;
Is there anyone to utter now a kindly word of you?

Did you give a cheerful greeting to the friend who came along?
Or a churlish sort of "Howdy" and then vanish in the throng?

Were you selfish pure and simple as you rushed along the way,
Or 1s someone mighty grateful for a deed you did today?

Can you say tonight, in parting with the day that's slipping fast,
That you helped a single brother of the many that you passed?
Is a single heart rejoicing over what you did or said;
Does a man whose hopes were fading now with courage look ahead?

Did you waste the day, or lose it, was it well or sorely spent?
Did you leave a trail of kindness or a scar of discontent?

As you close your eyes in slumber do you think that God would say,
You have earned one more tomorrow by the work you did today?

Edgar Guest
Equipment

Figure it out for yourself, my lad,

You've all that the greatest of men have had,
Two arms, two hands, two legs, two eyes,
And a brain to use if you would be wise.
With this equipment they all began,

So start for the top and say "I can."



MYJAPBIX, BEJIUKUX UMES B BUAY:
C o6mieit Tapenku Te Opanu exy,
Buiok, HOXel He 3HaBalu APYTrux,
Te e MHypKHU Ha OOTUHKAX y HUX,
VM HUX ¥ CMEJIOCTh Y MHpa B YECTH,
Ho y Tte6s ectb BCcE TO ke, coutn!

MacTtepoM MOKeIlb CTaTh, BCEX OJI0JIETH,
CraHelpb BelIMK, CTOUT JIMIIb 3aX0TETh,
Br16epu 60ii, ThI yke OCHAIIEH:

Mo3r, HOorH, pyKH — 4ero e eme?

Tewm, KTO BeTMKHE Haval Jena,

XKuznp noHavany He Oosblie ana.

Tbl — TOT Oapbep, yTO 00s13aH ThI B3SATh,
Br16epu mecto, 4TO XOUellb 3aHSTh,
CKOJIBKO TyTEH THI 3aX0YElIb IPOUTH,

CKONBKO TpyAUTHCS, 4TOO MpaBAy HAWUTH.

bor ocHacTwi Te0s1, HO He 320y Ib:
OH pa3pemun Te6e BEIOpaTh CBOM MyTh.

UT00 cTaTh MOAOOHBIM BEIUKUM MYXKaM,
Bomto k mobenie koBaTh JOJKEH CaM.
YTtoOBI OCHIINTE OOJIBIIINE JIeNa,

@opsl BETMKUM CyJb0a HE Jana,

Tak 4TO BCTaBaii, HE JIE)KH HA OOKY,
Tporaii, ckaxxu cam cebe: «5 Mory».

Anan Anexkcanap Mun (1882-1956)
Henmocaymanue

Jxenmce Jlxenmc
Moppucon Moppucon

Look them over, the wise and great,

They take their food from a common plate

And similar knives and forks they use,

With similar laces they tie their shoes,

The world considers them brave and smart.

But you've all they had when they made their start.

You can triumph and come to skill,

You can be great if only you will,

You're well equipped for what fight you choose,
You have legs and arms and a brain to use,

And the man who has risen, great deeds to do
Began his life with no more than you.

You are the handicap you must face,

You are the one who must choose your place,
Y ou must say where you want to go.

How much you will study the truth to know,
God has equipped you for life, But He

Lets you decide what you want to be.

Courage must come from the soul within,

The man must furnish the will to win,

So figure it out for yourself, my lad,

You were born with all that the great have had,
With your equipment they all began.

Get hold of yourself, and say: "I can."

A.A.Milne
Disobedience

James James
Morrison Morrison



VYatepbu Jxxopmx MaxKinoit

B TPU T'oJia

3a0oTuiicsa Tak 0 Mawme,

Kak eciau 6 oH ObLT OOJBIION.

Jxerimc JlxeiiMc roBopuit cBoeit Mawme:
«Mawm, - TOBOpHJI OH MOPOW,

OH FOBOPUIL, - AOPOTasl,

HEJb3sl ye3KaTh 10 OKpauH,

pas3Be YTO BMECTE CO MHOW.

Ho JIxelimca [Ixeitmca

He ciymana Mawma.

W, nnaTtee B IBeTax HazeBas,
ckazaia cebe HerocyrHas Mawma:
«Jloemxy XoTh pa3 A0 OKpaun.
Cka3zaina ce0e HenocymHas Mawma:
«YTO MOXKET CIYYUTHCS CO MHOM?
Joeny XoTh pa3 A0 OKpauH,
noOyy 4yTh-4yTh TaM H K 4arto
YCIEI0 BEPHYTHCS TOMOI».

Kopous [Jxon

IMOBCCHII YBEAOMIICHLC!

«YKPAJIEHA wu 3ATIPOIIACTUJIACH
MAMA JIKEMMCA JUK.MOPPUCOHA!
MOXET BbITh, 3ABJIY JUJIACD.
BUJIEJIN,

KAK 13 JIOMA

MAMA CITOKOMHO UJIET.
ITBITAJIACH OHA 1O OKPAVH
JJOEXATH BUEPA HA TPAMBAE -
JIBA ®YHTA TOMY, KTO HAWUJIET!»

Jxenmce Jlxenmc
Moppucon Moppucox
(IIMPOKO M3BECTHBIN KaK J[>KuM)

Weatherby George Dupree
Took great

Care of his Mother,

Though he was only three.
James James Said to his Mother,
"Mother," he said, said he;

"You must never go down

to the end of the town,

if you don't go down with me."

James James

Morrison's Mother

Put on a golden gown.

James James Morrison's Mother
Drove to the end of the town.
James James Morrison's Mother
Said to herself, said she:

"I can get right down

to the end of the town

and be back in time for tea."

King John

Put up a notice,

"LOST or STOLEN or STRAYED!
JAMES JAMES MORRISON'S MOTHER
SEEMS TO HAVE BEEN MISLAID.
LAST SEEN

WANDERING VAGUELY:

QUITE OF HER OWN ACCORD,
SHE TRIED TO GET DOWN

TO THE END OF THE TOWN -
FORTY SHILLINGS REWARD!"

James James
Morrison Morrison
(Commonly known as Jim)



TOBOPUJI,
YTO €r0 BUHBI TYT HETY,

OJIM3KUM M BCEM JIPYTUM.

Benp JIxerimc [[xxeitmc

rosopui ceoert Mame:

«Mawm, - TOBOpHJI OH MOPOH, -

HEJb3s HUKOT/1a, Aoporas, Tebe ye3xkaTh 10 OKpauH,
HEe 00CYJITUB CO MHOI.

O marepu Jxeiimca

Jx.Moppucona

C T€X NOp HUYETO HE CIIBIXATh.

Kopons J[7k0H ckazai, 4To OH COKaJeeT,
IIPUJIBOPHBIE CTAJIA B3bIXATh.

Kopous [Jxon

(mepenas MHE KTO-TO)

3HaKOMOMY TaK CKa3all:

Yro nenath, €ciiv 4eIOBEK JOMIEN 10 OKpauH
Y TaM, yBBI, Iponan?»

(A Tenepb, 0O4EHb MATKO)

ok JIx.

M.M.

V. JIx. MakK.

B TPH r'oJia

3a0/0 cBoer M***,

Kak eciii 6 OH ObLT OOJIBIIION.
JIx. JIk. TOBOpHII cBOCH M ***:
«M*** - roBopui OH OPOIA,
OH TOBOPUII, - IOPOTasi, HelIb3s1-ye3’KaTh-10-OKpauH,-
pa3sBe-uTo-BMecTe-co-MHOM».

Tomac J. XbIOM (1883-1917)

Told his

Other relations

Not to go blaming him.

James James

Said to his Mother,

"Mother," he said, said he:

"You must never go down to the end of the town
without consulting me."

James James

Morrison's mother

Hasn't been heard of since.

King John said he was sorry,

So did the Queen and Prince.

King John

(Somebody told me)

Said to a man he knew:

If people go down to the end of the town, well,
what can anyone do?"

(Now then, very softly)

JJ.

M.M.

W.G.Du P.

Took great

C/0 his M****x*

Though he was only 3.

J.J. said to his M***%**
"MPFEEEE " he said, said he:

"Y ou-must-never-go-down-to-the-end-of -the-town-
if-you-don't-go-down-with-ME!"

T. E. Hulme



Ocenn

KocHyzcs xonon MeHs clierka,

S monem mién.

3ap/eB, BUCENA JTyHA HaJl TUIETHEM,
Kak xpacHomuisiii pepmep.

51 BC€ roBopui1, HO €M KUBHYI,

A y MeuTaTeNbHbIX 3BE3/] BOKPYT
brienHpie nuIa ropoACKUX IE€TULIEK.

Capa Tucneii (1884-1933)
A nymaga o teode

S nymana, Kak Thl JJFOOHMII BCE ATO.

S mna onna. 1InsK JIMHHBIA U MyCTOM.
JpoOuuch BOJTHBI ¢ MOHOTOHHBIM TPOMOM,
Kak MBI KOra-To CIBIIIAINA ¢ TOOOH.

X0JIOTHBIM cepedpOM UCKPUIIOCH MOpE,
W nroHBI ryjikve CMBIKaIU KpyT.
[Tpolinem Mbl 006a yepe3 CMEPTh U TOJIBL,
Ho BHOBB ycabIIIUM BMECTE 3TOT 3BYK.

Capa Tucnei (1884-1933)
S1 He TBOR
B tebe He noTepsiiace 1,
S ve tBos. Korma morna 0
[TpomnacTe, Kak CBET CBEUU CPEJb JHS,

Kak taet cHer B BoJIHY ymaB!

MeHs ThI TIOOHUIIb, M SICHA
Jy1ia TBOS — MpEKpACHEN HET,

Autumn

A touch of cold in the Autumn night—

I walked abroad,

And saw the ruddy moon lean over a hedge
Like a red-faced farmer.

I did not stop to speak, but nodded,

And round about were the wistful stars
With white faces like town children.

Sara Teasdale
I Thought Of You

I thought of you and how you love this beauty,
And walking up the long beach all alone

I heard the waves breaking in measured thunder
As you and I once heard their monotone.

Around me were the echoing dunes, beyond me
The cold and sparkling silver of the sea —

We two will pass through death and ages lengthen
Before you hear that sound again with me.

Sara Teasdale

I am not yours
I am not yours, not lost in you,
Not lost, although I long to be
Lost as a candle lit at noon,

Lost as a snowflake in the sea.

You love me, and I find you still
A spirit beautiful and bright,



Ho s ects 51, X015 nponacts
Xo4y, KaK TaeT B CBETE CBET.

JIMmyBIIMCH YyBCTB — TIIyXa, CJena -
B TBOEI 1100BU TOHYTH X0UY,
3ajeii )ke, moracu MeHs
Kak BeTep TOHKYIO CBEUy.
Capa Tucneisa (1884-1933)
Ipuaér HeKHBINA 10K

(Bpemst BOMHBI)

[Ipua€t HEXKHBIN JOKIb U 3aMaXHET 3eMJIA,
M macTouyek MUCK OrJIacUT BCE MOJIS;

JIArymek 3aTSHET XOp B TEMHOTE,
W BBIFAYT CIIUMBBHI B Iposkaien date,

BcenbIXHET OTHEM MaIMHOBOK ITYX,
CBHUCTOM OHHU MOPATYIOT CITYX.

HukTo 0 BOMHE HE BCIIOMHUT IIOTOM,
Korpga 3ampér opyauii rpom.

He BCIIOMHSAT KyCT M ITHIIA MEX TEM,
YTo He cTajio I10JIek COBCEM;

Cama BecHa, BCTpeuasi pacCBeT,
BcnoMHHMT eBa J1b, YTO HAC OOJIBIIC HET.

Yet [ am I, who long to be
Lost as a light is lost in light.

Oh plunge me deep in love—put out
My senses, leave me deaf and blind,
Swept by the tempest of your love,
A taper in a rushing wind.

Sara Teasdale

There Will Come Soft Rains
(War Time)

There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground,
And swallows circling with their shimmering sound;

And frogs in the pools singing at night,
And wild plum trees in tremulous white,

Robins will wear their feathery fire
Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire;

And not one will know of the war, not one
Will care at last when it is done.

Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree
If mankind perished utterly;

And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn,
WId scarcely know that we were gone.



Capa Tucneiia (1884-1933)
Mup

Mupa nyma noJisa,

OH MeHs 3aMBaeT BOJHOM.
Hagcerna teneps oH Moit
W He yiinér, Kak BOJIHA.
bacceitn roayOu3HbI

Bo mHe - 3T0 Heba cBerT;
MeuTsl — UM IIpezena HeT -
Bce B TebGe BOMIIOIIEHBI.

Sl - 30o;0Ta GacceliH,
3akara »apKuii OJecK.

TEI - cBOJT MOMX Hebec,
Caet 3B€371 BO MHE pacceid!

X . (Xnabaa dyautia) (1886-1961)

Opeana
*)
3aKpyKHUCh, MOpE,
BCKOJIBIXHU CBOM OCTPOKOHEYHBIE COCHBI,
OpBI3HH CBOMMHU OTPOMHBIMU BETKaMU
Ha HAIlU CKAJIBL,
LIBBIPHU B HAC CBOIO 3€JICHb,
MMOKPOM HAC CBOEM XBOMHOM IEHOU.

*) Opeana — Humda rop (rped. mud.)

X . (Xuabaa Jdyautir) (1886-1961)

Sara Teasdale
Peace

Peace flows into me

As the tide to the pool by the shore;

It is mine forevermore,

It ebbs not back like the sea.

I am the pool of blue

That worships the vivid sky;
My hopes were heaven-high,
They are all fulfilled in you.

I am the pool of gold

When sunset burns and dies—
You are my deepening skies,
Give me your stars to hold.

H. D. (Hilda Doolittle)

Oread

Whirl up, sea—

whirl your pointed pines,
splash your great pines

on our rocks,

hurl your green over us,

cover us with your pools of fir.

H. D. (Hilda Doolittle)



Han Boaoii

KuBoii nu ThI?

Kacarocs.

Kax priOka Mopckasi, IpOXKHUIIIb.
YKpOIO CEThIO CBOEH.

B knetkax e€, kto ThI?  *)

*) Bo BpeMs HanncaHus cTuxoTBopeHus X.Jlynuti Oblia 6epeMeHHa. 1o

MOJKET OBITh OJHHM H3 00BSCHECHMI CMBICIIA IIPpOU3BCACHUA.

Pynept Bpyk (1887-1915)
Couapar

Komb s yMpy, Tak gymait 060 MHe:
EcTb yronok oauH B 4yux MOJISX,
Yro oH - HaBekH AHraua. Basoiine
boraue oH, xpaHs OecIieHHBIN TTpax
Toro, kTo B AHIJIUU YBUJIET CBET,
JlroOun 1BeTHI €€ U mpoiaran,
OMBIT BOJIOM €€, TEIJIOM COTPET -
YacTuua poJiuHbI, OH €1 AbIIIal.

N nymaii: cepaue, 371y Harepekop,
[Iynecupyer certuac, u3-noJj 3eMJin
Bcenennoii Bo3Bpaias 6e3 KoHIa
HaneBbl AHrnuum, e€ mpoctop,
Meurtsl 1 paioCTh, UTO EMY HECIIH
Ero npysen HexHenmme cepana.

1914

The Pool

Are you alive?

I touch you.

You quiver like a sea-fish.

I cover you with my net.
What are you—banded one?

Rupert Brooke
The Soldier

If I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam;
A body of England’s, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.



Kiaon MakKeii (1889-1948)
Eciin HaM cy:KIeHO ymepeThb

Ecnu yx cMepTh, TO CBUHBEN HE YMPEM,
3arHa"HHOM CBOPOM B TYNHUK Ha YOOii;
["'onoHbBIE TICHI 3aBBIBAIOT KPYTOM

B uznéske naj Hamieit nosoi cyap00ii.

Ecnm y cMepTh, TO IOCTOIHO MPOXKUB,
YToOkI HE 3psi KPOBB CBATYIO MPOJIUTH,
Tak, yTo0 yynOBHINA U TOOEAUB,

Jlaxxe yMepIIMMH CTaJld HaC YTUTh!

Bpar okpy»aet, Hac MaJlo, My>KYHH.
bpatbs, Ha Tpyca HUKTO HE TTOXOX.
JaiiTe cMepTenbHbIN yaap, X0Th OJ1UH!
Hamra moruia passepcra? Hy uto x...

Psimom npy3es, Bc€ emi€ Brepeu.
Jlaxxe mpmxatbiii K cteHe 60 Bean!

Inna CenT-BunceHT Muieii (1892-1950)
Koraa s1 1os1iro Ha Teds1 cMOTPIO

Korna s nonro Ha Te0st cMOTpIO,

Ha sipkocTh HecTepnuMyIo JIHIIA,

To BUIETH SICHO BCE MEPECTAI0

W, BbIAEpKATh HE B CHJIaX JIO KOHIIA,

S oT cBeTHIIa OTBpaIIaro B30p.
PacrepstHHa, MO pa3yM OCJIETJIEH
(I'mynen, Ha conHIIE OH CMOTPEI B yIIOp,
W BOT Teneps CTOUT €ro JIMUIIEH).

Claude McKay

If We Must Die

If we must die, let it not be like hogs

Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,
While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,
Making their mock at our accursed lot.

If we must die, O let us nobly die,

So that our precious blood may not be shed
In vain; then even the monsters we defy
Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!

O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!
Though far outnumbered let us show us brave,
And for their thousand blows deal one death-blow!
What though before us lies the open grave?

Like men we’ll face the murderous, cowardly pack,
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!

Edna St. Vincent Millay
When I Too Long Have Looked Upon Your Face

When I too long have looked upon your face,
Wherein for me a brightness unobscured
Save by the mists of brightness has its place,
And terrible beauty not to be endured,

I turn away reluctant from your light,

And stand irresolute, a mind undone,

A silly, dazzled thing deprived of sight

From having looked too long upon the sun.



[TorepsiH cBeT, U cTana KU3Hb MOS

Ha xoMHaTKy 1moxosxa, rie BO TbMe
HeBuaumeix Bemen kacarch 4,
Bemeii, Takux 3HaKOMBIX MPEK/IE MHE,
Ho craBmiux ayxasimMu. OCTaHOBIIIOCH,
[Toka Ge3 cBeTa )KUTh HE HAYIYCh.

I9nna CenT-BuHceHT MuLieii (1892-1950)
Po:xaeHHOM :KeHIMHO, MHE JIM He 3HATDh

Kak sxeHIHa poKJI€HHOU, TSIKECTh Y3,
CrpemiieHus €€ - MHE JIU HE 3HaTh!
TBOs Hy»>Ha MHE OJIM30CTh, YTOO TOHSITh
Bcro kpacoty TBOt0. Kak cinanok rpys
['pynb cxxkaBIIero MHe Tejia TBOETO:

Tak TOHOK, HEeXEH KU3HU PUMHUaM,

OH TOHHT MyJEC U YM TYMaHUT HaM,
MBI 0f1ep>KUMBI, CITa0bl OT HETO.

He nymaii, 4To OyHT KpOBHU KaK-HUOYIb
[ToBepraeT MO3r OIIETOMIEHHBIA MOM.
S coxpanto m000Bb K Te€bE, U Oy11b
J1o6p k crmabocTu Moei, HO BCE 5K YCBOM:
O netii 6ecep He U, - HE oOecCy b, -
Korna emé pa3 BcrpeTumcs ¢ TOOOiM.

Inna CenT-BuHceHT MuiLieii (1892-1950)
BecHa

3ayeM Thl BO3BpalllaeibCcsi CHOBa, Anipenb?
MHe MaJIo OJTHOM KpacOTHI.

ThI y’ke HE MOXKEIIb YCIIOKOUTh MEHS
JIuctoukaMu KpaCHBIMH, JINITKUMHU.

S 3HarO TO, 4TO 3HAIO.

Then is my daily life a narrow room

In which a little while, uncertainly,
Surrounded by impenetrable gloom,

Among familiar things grown strange to me
Making my way, I pause, and feel, and hark,
Till I become accustomed to the dark.

Edna St. Vincent Millay
I, being born a woman and distressed

I, being born a woman and distressed

By all the needs and notions of my kind,
Am urged by your propinquity to find

Your person fair, and feel a certain zest

To bear your body’s weight upon my breast:
So subtly is the fume of life designed,

To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind,
And leave me once again undone, possessed.
Think not for this, however, the poor treason
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain,
I shall remember you with love, or season
My scorn with pity,—let me make it plain:
I find this frenzy insufficient reason

For conversation when we meet again.

Edna St. Vincent Millay
Spring

To what purpose, April, do you return again?
Beauty is not enough.

You can no longer quiet me with the redness
Of little leaves opening stickily.

I know what I know.



ComnHiie ropsiuo Ha MO€i 111ee, Koraa s TIISKY

Ha muns! madgpana,

3eMJIsl MaXHET MPUATHO.

OueBUIHO, UTO CMEPTH HET.

Ho gTo 510 3Ha9NT?

He Tonpko moxa 3eMiield MO3TH JTIOIEN

Pa3bwenaroT TMumuHKH.

JKusun cama o cebde

Huuro,

[Tycras yamka, jecTHHIIA O€3 KOBpA.

MHe Mano TOro, 4YTo KaKIblid o 10 3TOMY XOJIMY
Arnpenp

Cxoaur, nerneyer, Kak UauoT, U PacChINaeT IBETHI.

Hopotu ITapkep (1893-1967)
MeuTa ymepJia

YMepiyro MeuTy celuac yBUAUIIb ThI.

[Ipoitgu THXOHBKO TaM, HO OTBEAW CBOM B3IJIsA]
U He neiTaiics pasrisiaeTh €€ HapsIa.

OHa mMepTBa, MbI )KUBBI - B CTOHAX HET HYXK/IbL.
3amMeu BCE ke miar, He 00Hcs TEMHOTHI.

C110B MyJpBIX, CJIaJIKO3BYYHBIX 1TOy0OaBh KacKas,
OcrtaBb BeCHy, HaICK1y, CBET HEOSCHBIX BpAT.

Benp BceM CKOpOSIIIUM SICHO: HET B KUBBIX MEUTHI.

Korna oauH cnagaeT ¢ BETKH JICTIECTOK,

B 1iBeTeHbe 0e10M Tak K€ TOHET CaJl BECHOM,
He uccsaxaer miogopoaus morox,

Bcero nmumis OyaeT MeHbIIe IPENeCThIO0 OTHOM;
Ho, ctaB HenosHOI, 7100 CKJIOHSET KpacoTa:
Tenepb cpenu neyaabHbBIX MEPTBEIOB MeyTa!

HJoporu ITapkep (1893-1967)

The sun is hot on my neck as I observe

The spikes of the crocus.

The smell of the earth is good.

It is apparent that there is no death.

But what does that signify?

Not only under ground are the brains of men
Eaten by maggots.

Life in itself

Is nothing,

An empty cup, a flight of uncarpeted stairs.
It is not enough that yearly, down this hill,
April

Comes like an idiot, babbling and strewing flowers.

Dorothy Parker

A Dream Lies Dead

A dream lies dead here. May you softly go

Before this place, and turn away your eyes,

Nor seek to know the look of that which dies
Importuning Life for life. Walk not in woe,

But, for a little, let your step be slow.

And, of your mercy, be not sweetly wise

With words of hope and Spring and tenderer skies.
A dream lies dead; and this all mourners know:

Whenever one drifted petal leaves the tree-
Though white of bloom as it had been before
And proudly waitful of fecundity-

One little loveliness can be no more;

And so must Beauty bow her imperfect head
Because a dream has joined the wistful dead!

Dorothy Parker



bansaaga B TpuanaTh niTh Ballade at Thirty-Five

*
)

DTO HE 0 MPOCTYIIKEe ObliIa This, no song of an ingénue,
IlecHb, HE 0 HEBUHHOM CTHX, This, no ballad of innocence;
A o nenu, yto cOeperia This, the rhyme of a lady who
CBOM CKJIOHHOCTH OT UYKHX. Followed ever her natural bents.
U paccynok B HE#l HE YTHX, This, a solo of sapience,
Bcé ouenuBas u cyns. This, a chantey of sophistry,
Bort uror: s mro06mina ux, This, the sum of experiments, —
Jlumbs oka Jr00UIN MEHS. I loved them until they loved me.
B ctporom uépHoM mnaThe oaHa, Decked in garments of sable hue,
I'naBa B nerie OaeHUA HOYHBIX, Daubed with ashes of myriad Lents,
U packasuus moiaHa Wearing shower bouquets of rue,
B cBoux TSKKHX rpexax ObUIBIX, Walk I ever in penitence.
(Cepnaue CTOHET B IpyAH OT HUX), Oft I roam, as my heart repents,
TsKKOU MaMsITH CKJIEI TPOXOs, Through God’s acre of memory,
Karocs, uto g mobuna ux, Marking stones, in my reverence,
JIume moka aro0wIi MeHs. “I loved them until they loved me.”
[Ipeno mHOI1 uepeaa mporIbLIa Pictures pass me in long review,—
Ve MEPTBBIX KapTHUH HEMPOCTHIX. Marching columns of dead events.
XO0Tb OBITh UICKPEHHEH, HE)KHOW MOTJIa, - I was tender, and, often, true;
XKeptBa ciydast, KO3HEH JTOJCKUX, Ever a prey to coincidence.
Jlumena wuTt03uid TIOOBIX, Always knew I the consequence;
3Hana BCE M, CO3HAHbE XpaHs, Always saw what the end would be.
Kaxnprit pa3 s nrobuna ux, We’re as Nature has made us — hence
JIums oka JTFOOMIIN MEHS. I loved them until they loved me.
L’ENVOI  *%*) L’ENVOI
He obuner npuHIieB MOux Princes, never I’d give offense,
(B aToMm cuna u cnabocth Mos), Won’t you think of me tenderly?
Bcé x Bcerna s mobwuiia ux, Here’s my strength and my weakness, gents, —

JIumb oKa JTFOO0MIN MEHS. I loved them until they loved me.



*) Haniucano B 30 net
**) akntouenue (ppanil.)

Joporu Ilapkep (1893-1967)
OuyeHb KOPOTKAasl MECHS

Bepna, monona, HO — ax!
Ocranach oiHa TPyCTUTH:
Pazoumn Mmoé cepare B mpax;
Yrto MOKeT XyxKe ObITh?

JIx000Bb — IPOKIIATHE TTOPOH,
Hecuactps Bce — OT HEE.

Ects cepane, pazbutoe MHOI;
ITo MHe, 3TO XyXe emg.

Hopotu ITapkep (1893-1967)
Hexkas nean

O, s Mory ynbI0aThCs, TOJIOBY HAKJIOHUB,
['y6amu aHBIMU CJIOB TBOUX IOTOK JIOBUTH,
PoT kxpacHbII 1 apOMAaTHBIN CIIErKa PaCKphIB,
YMeno nanpuukamMu meEnK 6poseid 00BOIUTE.
Korna TeI crircok mo6e 1 moBTOpSEITh> MHE CBOM,
O, 51 cMeroCh, M UCKPBI BOCTOPTA JIETST U3 IJa3.
W TI cMeenbesl B OTBET, U HE BUJIUILb, CIIENOMN,
Kak cepaue Mo€ yMHupaer ThICsA4y pas.

ThI Bepulllb (s TaK XOPOILIO UCIOIHSIO POJIb!),
Yro 51 Becena, CJI0BHO YTPO, CBETJIA, KaK CHET.
O ToMm, KaK CHJIBHO cepiie MOE CKMMaeT 00Jb,
ThI HE y3HAEIIb BOBEK.

O, g Mory ciymaTh CMesICh, B€Jlb MHE HE BIIEPBOMH,

Dorothy Parker
A very short song

Once, when I was young and true,
Someone left me sad-

Broke my brittle heart in two;
And that is very bad.

Love is for unlucky folk,

Love is but a curse.

Once there was a heart I broke;
And that, I think, is worse.

Dorothy Parker
A Certain Lady

Oh, I can smile for you, and tilt my head,
And drink your rushing words with eager lips,
And paint my mouth for you a fragrant red,
And trace your brows with tutored finger-tips.
When you rehearse your list of loves to me,
Oh, I can laugh and marvel, rapturous-eyed.
And you laugh back, nor can you ever see
The thousand little deaths my heart has died.
And you believe, so well I know my part,
That I am gay as morning, light as snow,

And all the straining things within my heart
You'll never know.

Oh, I can laugh and listen, when we meet,



Paccka3zbl 0 IpUKIIFOUEHHSIX CBEKHUX, MaJ1ad,

Kax mampl genmukaTHbl 1 HECKPOMHEBI C TOOOM,
Kak pyku HETOPOIUIMBBI U MIENOT rOpsiy.

W TBI OBOJIEH MHOKO U CTPEMUIIBCA OISITh

[leTs carm 0 HaCHAXAEHUSIX Y 3TUX JIAM.

Tw1 XO0Uemb MeHS TOJBKO JUBHOM, BECEJION 3HATh,
U r11a3 MOMX HE BUAMIIIB, OJEHTYIIUX IO HOYaM.
S Mmory GecnieqHO IPHUHSATH NPOIIATIBHBIN IPUBET,
Korna Tel 3a HOBU3HOW yCTpeMIsielb CBOU O€r . ..
Urto OyaeT 31ech, TF0OOBb MOSI, TTIOKa TeOs HET,
ThI HE y3HAEIIb BOBEK.

Yuappen Oydn (1893-1918)
I'mMH 00peyeHHOM MOJI0AEKH

[Torubmme, kak CKOT, KaKOH CIIbIXaJId 3BOH?
- He xonokouta, HeT: opyInii THEBHBIN BOU,

3auK-BUHTOBOK TPECK CyXOM CO BCEX CTOPOH
BmecTo MOJIMTB CBOMX POJHBIX 3a YIIOKOM.
HareBoB TpaypHBIX M CJIOB HE CIIBIIIHO TYT,

A nuib 6e3yMHBIN XOp CHapsI0B, 1Ay 3eMJIU
U »xo0 TpyO, uTO M3 nevanbHBIX TPadCTB 30BYT

JIoMO#1 CBOMX CBIHOB, MCYE3HYBIINX BIAIH.

Kakue cBeun nx Moriu Obl MPOBOJIUTH?

JIvib Te, 4TO HE B pyKax MaJIbUMIIEK, a B IJa3ax,
YMecTHBI ObUTH OBl HA TEX MTOXOPOHAX;

[ToxpoBOM 0J1eTHOCTH I€BYLIEK MOTJIa O CITY>KUTh,
[IBeTamMu - HEI)KHOCTh MBICJICH KaXKJI0TO U3 HAC
B BedepHMil TMXHI CKPBITHIN 3a IOPTHEPOU Yac.

Yuadpen OysH (1893-1918)

Dulce et Decorum Est

And you bring tales of fresh adventurings, --

Of ladies delicately indiscreet,

Of lingering hands, and gently whispered things.
And you are pleased with me, and strive anew
To sing me sagas of your late delights.

Thus do you want me -- marveling, gay, and true,
Nor do you see my staring eyes of nights.

And when, in search of novelty, you stray,

Oh, I can kiss you blithely as you go ....

And what goes on, my love, while you're away,
You'll never know.

Wilfred Owen
Anthem for Doomed Youth

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
— Only the monstrous anger of the guns.
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.

No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—

The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall;
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.

Wilfred Owen

Dulce et Decorum Est



Kak Hummii mojx MEImKoM, COTHYBIIHUCH ITOIOJIAaM,
Kak crapas kapra xpursi, B Ipsi3u 10 TPy /b,

MpI 11 B HeOIM3KUH MyTh HA OTIBIX, TAHHBINA HaM,
Cwmornu K Jan€KuM BCIBIIIKAM CIIUHY TOBEPHYTh.
Crnenple COHHO UM KyJa-TO Hao0yM,

WHbie 6e3 caror, u3paHuB HOTH B KPOBb,

He capima ra3oBeIx CHapsSI0B «OyM-0yM-Oym»,

Yro yxanu 3a HaMH TJIe-TO BHOBb U BHOBb.

«I"a3! 'A3! BeicTpee, Masiburku!» - TOTYAC BO3HS,
MpbI noAroHsIEM MacOK CKOMKaHHBIX OBall,

Ho kT0-TO 3aKkpuyai, ymnas BO3JI€ MEHS,

Kaxk 6yaTo B M3BECTh WIIM BIPYT B OTOHb MOMA.
Torpma, CkBO3b CTEKIJIA, B CBET 3€JIEHBINA MOTPYKEH,
S Bugen yxac HCKaXEHHOTO JIMIA. . .

N 1o cux mop Bo cHax 0e3 CHJl CMOTPIO, KaK OH
3axE0bIBAsICh MIEHOM, TOHET 0€3 KOHIIA.

O, ecnu 6 B TIyIITHBIX CHAX ThI TOXKE MOT IIaraTh

Bcenen 3a BO3koM, r1€ MEPTBBIN OH JI€Kal TOTOM,
CmMoTpeTh, Kak OH OeJIkaMu CTajl Bpallarh,

Ha macky nbsiBosia, CpaxEHHOTO TPEXOM;

U capimmath, Kak KpoBb OyJIbKACT MPOTHUBHO MPHU TOJTYKAX
N3 nérkux, npeBpami€HHBIX pa3oM B IyCTOTY -

9T0, KaK I3BbI HA HEBUHHBIX SI3BIKAX,

Kak xBauka roppkas, npuiumniias Ko pry, -

Jpyr Mo#, ThI AeTSIM, OpeIsiuM Ipo CJIaBy, YeCTh,
He ctan 61 MOBTOPATH € TAKUM 33]10pOM
Jloxs crapyto, moi, Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori. *)

*) Cnagka u mou€THa cMepTh 3a oTuu3Hy (["opanuii, nat.)

Mapuanna Myp (1894-1962)

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs,

And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, -

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime.—

Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, [ saw him drowning.

In all my dreams before my helpless sight,

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—

My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.

Marianne Moore



Ilo33usa

MHe TOK€E OHa HE HPABUTCSA: €CTh BEIIN MOBAXKHEN
BCEM ATOM BOJIBIHKH, HO,
YuTasi CTUXU C MOJHBIM MIPE3PEHUEM K HUM,
oOHapy>XUBaelllb, YTO €CTh TaM
MECTO Y JIJIS NOJJIMHHOTO, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB:
PYKH, KOTOPbIE MOTYT XBaTaTh, IJ1a3a
KOTOpBIE MOTYT PacHIuPsIThCS, BOJIOCHI, KOTOPBIE MO-
TyT BCTaBaTh JILIOOM, €CIIA HYKHO, - 9TU BEIIU BaXKHBI,
HE MMOTOMY, YTO UX
MOHO 3(pEeKTHO HHTEPIIPETUPOBATH, HO
MMOTOMY YTO OHHM CAMOIICHHBI Jake TOTI/Ia,
KOTJIa BBIPAYKAKOTCSI HACTOJIBKO MPOU3BOJIBHO, UTO
CTAHOBSITCSI HEIOHSATHBIMHA COBCEM;
000 BCEX HAC MOXKHO CKa3aTh, YTO MBI
HE BOCXHUIIIAEMCS TEM,
YEero Mbl MOHATh HE MOXKEM. JleTyuas Mblllib,
BHCSIIIasi BBEPX HOTAMHM WJIM JICTSIIAsl B TIOMCKAX €Ibl,
TOJIKAIOIIMECS CIIOHBI,
JIMKas JIO1Iab, KyBBIPKAIOIIAsACs B TPABE,
HEYTOMHUMBIN BOJIK MO/]T
JIEPEBOM, HEMTOABWKHBIN KPUTHK, IEPTAOIINN KOKEH, KaK
Jo1aab, KOTOpasi 4yBCTBYET OJ0XY,
0eiicO0NIbHBIN (paHaT, CTATUCTHUK... - MOKHO TIEPEUUCIISTD,
€CJIM KTO-TO 3aX04eT, 03 KOHIIa,
1 HET HYXX]IbI
JTMUCKPUMHUHUPOBAThH «JI€JIOBOM IOKYMEHT
u
IIKOJIHBIN YY4EOHHKY; BCE 3TU SIBIICHUS BaXKHBI.
Hano paznuyats
OJIHAKO: KOT/1a OHU BBIJIBUTAIOTCS HA MEPEIHUN TIJIaH
MOJYNO3TaMH, TO
pe3yJIbTaT — 3TO HE CTUXMU;
TOJILKO KOT/Ia IOSIBSITCSA CPEIH HAC

Poetry

I, too, dislike it: there are things that are important
beyond all this fiddle.
Reading it, however, with a perfect contempt for it,
one discovers that there is in
it after all, a place for the genuine.
Hands that can grasp, eyes
that can dilate, hair that can rise
if it must, these things are important not be-
cause a
high sounding interpretation can be put upon them
but because they are
useful; when they become so derivative as to
become unintelligible, the
same thing may be said for all of us — that we
do not admire what
we cannot understand. The bat,
holding on upside down or in quest of some-
thing to
eat, elephants pushing, a wild horse taking a roll,
a tireless wolf under
a tree, the immovable critic twinkling his skin like a
horse that feels a flea, the base-
ball fan, the statistician — case after case
could be cited did
one wish it; nor is it valid
to discriminate against “business documents
and
school-books”; all these phenomena are important.
One must make a distinction
however: when dragged into prominence by half
poets,
the result is not poetry,
nor till the autocrats among us can be



«MCTUHHBIE TBOPLIBI “literalists of
BOOOpaXeHHsI», CIIOCOOHBIE, TIPEOI0IIEB the imagination” — above
HarJIoCTh U 0AHAILHOCTD, MIpeJiaraTh insolence and triviality and can present

JUIS OCMOTpa BOOOpaXkaeMbie CaJlbl for inspection, imaginary gardens with real toads
C HACTOSIIMMH ka0aMH B HUX, - in them, shall we have
TOT/Ia JIUIITH MBI TIOJTYIHM €. it. In the meantime, if you demand on one hand,
[Toka ke, eciu BbI TpeOyeTe, MHEHUIO UX BOTIPEKH, in defiance of their opinion —

CBIPbE I0J3UU BO BCEH €r0,
C OJTHOW CTOPOHBI,
€CTECTBEHHOCTH H,
C IPYror CTOPOHBHI,

MOJJIMHHOCTH, 3HAYNUT, BBl HHTEPECYETECH TTOIZUEH.

JI3HIcTOH XBbI03 (1902-1967)
Ycraabii biaio3

HerpomMmko, kauasch B3aJ-Bepén,
Menoauto COHHYIO HETP BEJIET.
CHHKOIIBI JIETAT BO MPAK.

Han JIeHokc-aBeHto moracia 3apsi.
[Tpu 6negHOM cBeTe Tra30BOTO poHAps
JIeHuBO KavaeTcs B TaKT...

JIennBO KaJaeTcs B TaKT...

['yout Hanes, Y cranbii biros.

D00HOBas - HA KJIAaBUIIIaX CIOHOBOM KOCTH - KHCTh

3acraBisieT OelHOE MMAHUHO CTOHATh.

O biro3!

Kayvasice Ha maTkom cTyiie, No€T,

Hrpaet xopsiBO, HE 3Hast HOT.

Crnankuii 011r03!

W3 gyur yepHBIX JHOeW OH UIET.

O bunros!

I'myGoxwuii rosoc, MeIaHXOIMYECKUI TOH -
[lenne Herpa ¥ MMAHWUHO CTOH:

the raw material of poetry in
all its rawness, and
that which is on the other hand,
genuine, then you are interested in poetry.

Langston Hughes
The Weary Blues

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune,

Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon,

I heard a Negro play.

Down on Lenox Avenue the other night

By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light

He did a lazy sway. . . .

He did a lazy sway. . . .

To the tune o’ those Weary Blues.

With his ebony hands on each ivory key

He made that poor piano moan with melody.
O Blues!

Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool

He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool.
Sweet Blues!

Coming from a black man’s soul.

O Blues!

In a deep song voice-with a melancholy tone

I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan—



«Bo BCcéM MHpe HETY y MEHSI HUKOTO,
V MeHs HET HUKOT0, s1 BOOOIIE OJIMH.
U s ToTOB OpOCHUTH BCE OT TOTO,
OctaBuTh 3a00THI HA MOJIKE IPYTUM).

CTyK, CTYK, CTYK, CTY4YHUT I10 36MJI€ HOTOM.
[IsTOK aKKOPJIOB M KYIUIET APYTOM. ..

«Y MEHS €CTh OTOT Y cTalblii biro3s,

W noBoJsieH OBITH 51 HE MOTY.

Ectb 3TOT YcTansiii biro3s,

W noBosieH OBITH HE MOTY.

Sl HecUacTIMBBIN TaKOM,

U s x1y, korna st ympy».

DTy MEJIOJIUIO OH HaIeBaJl JI0MO3/1HA.
3BE3/pI OTACIIA U C HUMH JIYHA.

Torma neser nepectain urpaTh U MOLIEN CIaTh,

A VYcranslii biato3 npoiomkal B €ro rojaoBe 3By4aTh.
Kak kameHp nim Kak MEPTBBIM, OH yIial Ha KPOBATh.

Oraen Hammx (1902-1971)
CJ10BO K MYKbSIM
Y100 1OJIOH JTF0OBH OCTAaBAJICS
Ky6ok Opaka u3 roja B rof,
Korna 161 HE npaB, npu3HaBaiics;
Korna mpas, 3aTkHu cebe poT.
CtuBu CMHT (1902-1971)

He maxaJy pykamu - TOHYJI

Huxkro He cibiman ero, mepTaena,
A OH CTOHAJI MEX BOJTHAMU:

“Ain’t got nobody in all this world,
Ain’t got nobody but ma self.
I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’
And put ma troubles on the shelf.”

Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor.
He played a few chords then he sang some more—
“I got the Weary Blues

And I can’t be satisfied.

Got the Weary Blues

And can’t be satisfied—

I ain’t happy no mo’

And I wish that I had died.”

And far into the night he crooned that tune.

The stars went out and so did the moon.

The singer stopped playing and went to bed
While the Weary Blues echoed through his head.
He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead.

Ogden Nash
A Word To Husbands
To keep your marriage brimming
With love in the loving cup,
Whenever you're wrong, admit it;
Whenever you're right, shut up.

Stevie Smith

Not Waving But Drowning

Nobody heard him, the dead man,
But still he lay moaning:



S Obut emé nanbiie, 4em JTyMaJd Bbl,
U ToHyn — HE Maxall pykamu.

bennsira Bceraa moOui uryTku,

U na tebe!

BepHo, X0101HO OBLITO, M CEp/Ile CAANO0 -
Pemunu Bce.

- O Her, Bcerga OBIIO XOJIOJTHO CIIMIITKOM
(MepTBBIii CTOHAT MEX BOJTHAMHU);

Bcro xHU3HB S CIUIIKOM OBLT JaJIEKO

W ToHyn — HE Maxas pyKamH.

Mbapu Ddanzadet Ppaii (1905-2004)
He croii, He Ii1a4b Y MOTHJIBI MOEH

He cron, He mu1aub y MOTHIIBI MOEH.
IToiimu, HE 34€Ch 5, HE CIUIIO S B HEH.
JleTaTh 51 ¢ THICSYBIO BETPOB MOTY

N 6punnmrantom O11eCTETh Ha CHETY.

S conHIa Tyd Ha CO3PEBILEM 3€pHE,

S T€nbIi JOKb HA OCEHHEW CTEpHE.
[IpocHyBIIMCH yTPOM, MEHSI pa3TJisIUIIb
Bo B3nére cTaii B nogHeOeCHYIO THIIIb,
B ux kpyxeHbe He cremia Haja TOOOH,

B cusiHbEe HE)KHOM 3BE3]1 B ThME HOYHOM.
He croii, ckopOst y MOTHIIBI B clie3ax:
MeHs TaMm HET, U s BOBCE HE Tpax.

au3ader bumon (1911-1979)

OnaHo U3 HCKYyCCTB

HckyccTBO BCE TEPATH HECTI0KHO B OBJIAJICHBE;

I was much further out than you thought
And not waving but drowning.

Poor chap, he always loved larking

And now he's dead

It must have been too cold for him his heart gave way,
They said.

Oh, no no no, it was too cold always
(Still the dead one lay moaning)

I was much too far out all my life
And not waving but drowning.

Mary Elizabeth Frye

Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep

Do not stand at my grave and weep
I am not there; I do not sleep.

I am a thousand winds that blow,

I am the diamond glints on snow,

I am the sun on ripened grain,

I am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning's hush
I am the swift uplifting rush

Of quiet birds in circled flight.

I am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry,

I am not there; I did not die.



C€CThb BCIIIU, YTO HpOHélCTB — IJId HUX OJHa MCYTa,
" UX IMOTCPA — BOBCC HC 3CMIJICTPSACCHBLC.

Tepsiite kaxaplid 1eHb. Kakoe BOCXHILIEHBE:
IIPOIAaKa BCEX KIIKOYEHN U 4aca ImycToral
HckyccTBO BCE TEpATH HECIOKHO B OBJIA/ICHBE.

3arem B mporecc NOTePb BBEIUTE YCKOPEHBE:
BCE MIMEHA, MECTa, TJIe XOUYeIllb HHOT/Aa
noObITh eHék. (Ho 310 He 3emuerpsicenbe).

YacoB (0JapoK Mambl) HET, U - HABaXKJIeHbe! -
MCUE3JIU JIoMa TPU HEBEJIOMO Ky/[a.
HckyccTBO BCE TEpATh HECIOKHO B OBJIA/ICHBE.

S motepsit qpy3€el U BCE CBOU BIIAJICHBS,
JTr0O0UMBIE 1BE PEUYKH, TOPBL, TOPOAA,
BCIO cymry. (O6onuioch Bcé 6€3 3eMIETPSICEHBA).

U, moTepsaTs TeOs (yabIOKa U JBHIKECHBE
PYKH), HE CTaHy JIraTh: Bc€ 3TO HE Oena.
HckyccTBO BCE TEpSATh HECIIOXKHO B OBJIA/ICHBE,
XOTh KaKETCSl OHO (3aMETh!) 3eMIIECTPSICEHBEM.

PobGepTt XeiigeH (1913-1980)
Te 3uMHHE BOCKpeCeHbs

U mo BOCKpecHBIM JHSIM OTEIl BCTAaBaJ PaHo,
B CH30M XOJIOJI€ OfIeBaJICH,

OTOM PYKaMH B TPEUIMHAX,

CKBO3b 00JIb OT Tpy/Ja B HETIOTOXKKE OYIHHU,
pa3’Kuraj OroHb.

Huxkro Hu pa3y He Omaromapui ero.

[Tpockinasce, s chpliaig CyXol TPeCK X010/a.



Korpaa B mome Temneno, oH 3Bai,
s MEJIJICHHO OJICBAJICS U IIETI,
00s51Ch OOBIYHBIX B 3TOM JOME BCIIBIIIIEK THEBA,

W paBHOLYIIHO TOBOPHII C TEM,

KTO M3THAJI XOJIO/ U ceidac

Jpauil MOU BBIXOJIHbIE OOTHHKH.

Yrto s 3HAJ, 4TO 5 3HAI

0 JI0JIre JI0OBH - CYpOBOM U 0€30TBETHOM?

Jdnnan Tomac (1914-1953)
He yxoau B Ty HOUYb, CKaXKM el «HeT!»

He yxonu B Ty HOUYB, CKaXXH €M1 «HET!».
[IycTp cTapOCTh BCIIBIXHET BHOBB Ha CKJIOHE JHS;
Bcranb, 32Ut OT CMEPTH THEBHO CBET.

W3BecTHO MyApBIM: MpaK HauAET OTBET,
Ho, X0oTb ci1oBaMu He 3aKKENIb OrH,
He yxonu B Ty HOUb, CKaXu €l «HET!».

Kt0 106p OB, TOT TPYCTHUT HA CKIIOHE JIET,
O ToM, 4TO caenal, miavyeT yxos.
Bcranb, 3aluTH OT CMEPTH THEBHO CBET.

Kto conmuna nuis cebe TOBUII IPUBET,
Tenepb UAET BO TbMY, ceOs KIISHS.
He yxoau B Ty HOUb, CKaXu €l «HET!».

A cToliKkHii, mepes; CMepThIO, CIIEI U Ce/l,
Bcé x TBEpA, Ayl CUSHUE XPAHS.
BceTaHnb, 3a1UTH OT CMEPTH THEBHO CBET.

O TBI, OTEI, KTO B HEOO BUJIMT CJIE,
B cne3ax Moitro, 0J1arocjioBu MeHs.



He yxonu B Ty HOUB, CKaXH €i «HET!».
Bcranp, 3amuT OT CMEPTH THEBHO CBET.

Jnaan Tomac (1914-1953)

DepH XU
*)
Torma g 0L MaJ ¥ JIETOK MOJ SI0JIOHEBBIMU BETBIMU
Bo3ie motoriero joMa u c4acTiIuB Tak, Kak 3eJeHa Tpasa.
Houw OputH 3BE3IHBIMU HaJT XOJIMOM,
Bpewmst mo3Bo1s1710 MHE OKJIMKATB €70 U JIe3Th KyJa-To,
3naToria3oe B MOPY €ro paciiBera;
W, mounTaemMsblii cpeid MOBO30K, S BJACTBOBAJ HaJI SOJIOYHBIMI TOPOJIAMI;
MHe nipuHajiexaliy 1o npaBy JACpeBbs, JUCTBA,
Tpona ¢ pomamkaMu U STMMEHEM
ITox pexaMu massIero cBeTa.

3enénblil 1 6€33a00THBIN, CPEeln capaeB U3BECTHBIH,
Ha cuactnuBom aBope s nen, a ¢pepma Obliia MHE JOMOM B TOJISIX;
ITox cosHLIEM, MOJIOABIM TOJIBKO Pas,
BpeMsi mo3Bosisio MHE UTpaTh U ObITH
30JI0THIM 10 MUJIOCTH €0 B JIETCTBE.
3en€HbBIN U 30JI0TOM, 5T OBLT erepeM, Iac KOpoB,
Tendra neau moj MOW por, JIMCHI JasIN XOJIOAHO, PE3KO B XOIMaXx,
N cy6060THI MeJICHHBIN 3BOH Tac
B 4ncToi ranbke CBATBHIX PYyYbEB.

ConHiie Bech JieHb Oexanno. 1o 66110 mpekpacHo. CeHo

Ha nosnsax Ob110 BbIIIE I0Ma; U BECEIIO, BJIAYKHO, BO3YIIIHO
JIBIMOXO/T TIECHb Y4Y/IHYIO TIEJT;

OroHb ObL 3ejIeHee TPaBHI.

N nox nmpocTeiMu 3BE3/1aMU Ka3aJ0Ch MHE,

Uro, Korz1a 5 ye3skai craTh, COBbl YHOCHIIN ()epMy MTHOBEHHO.

IToka cBeTuna yHa, s CablIal - 0JarocJIOBEHHBIM CPENN KOHIOIIEH -
Ko3on0eB, 4To yHOCHITN CKUPABI C MOJIEH,



N nomanei, 4To MenIbKajiu BO ThME.

A Korja s mpochlnaics, - Kak Oesblii CTpaHHUK, GpepMa
B poce Bo3Bpaianzach ¢ neTyxoM Ha Iuieye:
Ot1o0 6T A1aM U feBa. CBepKasi OTHEM,
He60 coennHsiocs BHOBB,
W conHIle pocio U pociio B BBILIKHE.
Tak 70MKHO OBLIO OBITH PU POKAECHUU CBETA, HABEPHOE,
B Mecte TBOpeHbsI; TEMIbIE 0OYapOBaHHBIE JOMIAM IIIJIU 110 POce
W3 pxy1iet 3e1E€H01M KOHIOIHA Ta0yHOM
BocxBansars ObiTHE.

W, yBaxxaeMblIii 32 CBOM Bec&mbIi oM (pazaHaMM M JINCAMH BCEMHU,
[Tox cBesxumu 061aKaMH, CYACTIIUBBIN, CKOJIBKO CEPALIE BMEIIATIO,
[Tox comuiieM, pokIaBIIMMCSI CHOBA U CHOBA,
51 Gexan cBOMMHU OECTIEUHBIMU MYTAMH;
Mou xenaHusi HOCUJINCh IO CEHY € IOM BBICOTOM,
W MeHs HEe BOJIHOBAJIO B MOMX HEOECHO-TOJIYOBIX JeIax, YTo BpeMs
B cBoéM MenoanyHOM ABMKEHUU YACISIET YIPEHHUX MECEH TaK Masio
JleTsam, 30710ThIM U 3€JIEHBIM,
[To ero muiocTu 6erymmyM 3a HUM Typh0Oif;

S1 He 3a00THIICS HH O TOM, YTO B OJUH U3 OCJIbIX, KAK STHEHOK, JHEH
Bpems MOKET MOHATh MEHS Ha MOJIHBIN JJACTOYEK YepIak,
B3sB 3a TeHb MO€#1 pyKH, O] JTYHOM, BCET1a BOCXOAILEH,
Hu 0 ToM, 4TO O1HAXK b1, Ye3kKas cHaTh,
Sl ycnpllny, Kak OHO JIETUT, YHOCS TOJIS,
W gto ounych Ha epMe, HaBCET 1A YIIETEBILIEH 13 3eMJTH, TIC HET JICTEH.
O, KaK g ObII MaJ U JEroK II0 MHJIOCTH €TI0, B KaK
Bpems nepkaiio MEeHs 3€JIEHBIM U YMUPAIOLIUM,
XoTs1, KaK MOpe, s eIl B LEIAX.

*) Fern Hill (ITanmopoTHuKOBBIN X01M) — pepma Ha toro-3amnajie Yabca,
NpUHaUIeKaBIIas TETKE ModTa AHHU U ee Myxy [[xumy Jl>koHcy, rie Tomac
MabuuKOM moaoary roctii jgetoM. (https://stihi.ru/2010/06/14/5422)



@Ouiiun JIapKuH (1922-1985)
10 OyIer cTHux

Takum OHM COTBOPHUIIH TEOsI.

Her, Her, He co 314, HO BBIIIIO BCE TAK:
CBou 1epeKTHI BJIOKHUIN JTHO05,
J106aBUB H3IOMUHKY, CBIH-TypaK.

Ho 1 onu ypoaunuce B CBOM CpOK

VY nypakoB B CTaApOMOJIHBIX NAJIBTO,
CeHTHMEHTaJIbHBIX 10 (halB-3-KIOK
U KoCTBIO B IIOTKE APYroro NOTOM.

Pomurtens rope B HACICICTBO AET.
Yem nanbliie B MOpE, TEM IITyOxke BoJa.
Crapeil kak MOXHO OBICTpEH, HIIHOT,

U He 3aBoaM IeTEH HUKOTIA.

Maiist DHaKeTy (1922-2014)
51 3na10, MoYeMy NTUIA B KJIETKE MOET

IITna BosibHAS HA CIIMHE

BeTpa 1o Te4eHbIO MIBIBET

J10 KOHI1a €r0 M OMYCKAaeT KPbUIO

B opanxeBblii conHIA JIyY,

[Ipetennys Ha Hebeca.

Ho IITULIE, uTo MeyeTcs B y3KOM KJIETKE JaBHO,
CKBO3b IPYThsI THEBA MAJIO YTO BUAETH IAHO:
[Tonpe3anbl KpbUIbs, NETJISI HA HOTAX.

W oHa OTKpBIBAET TOPJIO, YTOO TETh.

OHa noér, npeBo3Morasi cTpax,

O Heu3BeCTHBIX, MAHAIIUX BEIIaX,

E€ Tpenb crnpllliHa HA TalbHUX XOJIMaX -

Omna o cBo60/1e TOET.



[Itunia BosbHAS IPEABKYIIACT OpH3,
Msrkuii maccart cpelib BETBEM

N xxupHBIX yepBen,

Yro xayT e€ Ha 3ape;

W ona HazpiBaeT HEOO CBOHM.

A TITHULA B KJIeTKE€ CTOUT Ha MOTHJIC MEUTHI,
E€ TeHb KpUUUT CKBO3b KOIIIMAPHBIE CHBI.
[Toape3anbl KpbUIbs, METIJISI HA HOTaX.

U ona oTkphIBaeT ropio, 4Tod MeTh,
[IpeononeBas cTpax,

O HEU3BECTHBIX, HO

Mangmux Bemax. Eé

Tpenb ciaplliHa HA JaJTbHUX XOJIMaX -
Omna o cB0oOOI€e MOET.

CuabBus IlaaT (1932-1963)
Kanaunart

Bo-niepBbIx, HAIll T ThI YEJIOBEK?

Hocwuub 1 I

CTexyIsTHHBIN TJ1a3, BCTaBHBIE 3yObl WM MPOTE3,
[Toarskky, KprOYoK,

Pe3nHOBYI0 rpyAb MM IPOMEKHOCTS,

[1IBEI, 9TOOKI MMOKA3aTh, YTO YeTO-TO HEe XBaTaeT? Het, ner? Torma
Kak MBI cMOkeM aaTh TeOe 4TO-HUOY b ?

XBaTUT IJIAKaTh.

Packpoi1 cBorO pyKy.

ITycto? Ilycto. Bot pyka,

Kortopas 3anonHut €€ u roroBa

[IpuHOCHUTH Yamiku, n30aBJISTh OT TOJIOBHOK 00NN
U nenath BCE, 4TO CKaXKelllb.

Bo3pMénb e€ 3amyx?

I"apanTupyem:



OmHa 3akpoet Te0e ria3a 1noj KoHell

U pactBopuTCS B neyanu:

HoBble KOMILIEKTBI MBI JIeIaeM U3 COJH.
S BUKY, THI COBEPILIEHHO T'OJIBIH.

Kaxk nacuert »Toit napsei? -

YepHas u k€cTKasi, HO HEIUIOXO CUAMT.
BospMménb e€ 3amyx?

Omna BooHENIpOHUIIaeMast, HeObIOIAsCs, CTOMKAs
[IpoTuB orust 1 60MO Yepe3 KPhIIy.

[ToBepb, T€Os B HEMl MOXOPOHSIT.

Teneps... rojioBa TBOS, U3BUHU, ITyCTA.
VY MeHs eCTb TO, 4TO HYKHO.

Briiiau, Mumsiii, u3 mkada.

UTto THI TyMaemb 00 3TOH?

benas, kak Oymara, s Havyana,

Ho depe3 nBaamate maTh JIeT oHa OyIeT cepeOpsTHOM,
B nsgTeaecsT - 3010TOH.

Kyna vu risHb - )XuBasi KyKia.

Ona MOeET IIUTh, TOTOBHUTb,

OHa MOXXET TOBOPUTH, TOBOPUTH, TOBOPUTH.

Omna pabotaet, BCE B IOpSIIKE.

VY Tebst ecTh poOremMa - OHa Mpumapka.

VY Tebst ecTh 1I1a3 - OHA KapTUHKA.

Moii MmasbumK, 3TO TBOE MOCJIEIHEE CPENICTBO.
Bo3bpmEnb e€ 3amyx?..BO3bMENIB €€ 3aMyXK...BO3BMEIID €€. ..



