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00 Aabppene, Jlopae Tennncone

Anb(bpe)l Téunucon, 1-ii 6apon Ternucon (1809 — 1892) — aHTIMICKUIT TO3T, OJUH U3 KPYITHEHIITUX PEICTABUTEICH aHTITHHCKOM
M033UHU BUKTOpHaHCKo snoxu. Haznauennsiit [TosTom-naypeatom Coenunénnoro Koponesctsa B HosOpe 1850 roga, TeHHUCOH 3aHUMAT
3Ty JOJDKHOCTB MOYTH 42 roza, 60biie, yeM KTo-1100 apyroit. Cpeau ero Hanbosiee N3BECTHBIX MPOU3BEIEHUIN — LUKII AITUYECKUX TO3M
0 KopoJie ApType U «pbllapsx Kpyriaoro crona» «Koponepckue uanimnmy, nosma «Bonmeonuna lanort» u ctuxotBopenue «Ynucey. B
Mmapte 1884 roma TeHHUCOHY OBLIT MOXKAIOBAaH HACJIEACTBEHHBIN TUTYJ IIdpa U OH 3acenan B [lamare nopaoB mo cBoeii cmeptu. (Buku.)
MHorue npousseieHus: TeHHUCOHA TOCBALICHBI BOCTIOMHHAHUSM O €ro Apyre BpeMEH o0yueHus B yHuBepcutete Aptypy ['enpu
Xannamy, BHE3AaITHO yMepLIeEMY B Bo3pacTte 22 JieT.
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Crossing the Bar

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
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.

O beauty, passing beauty!

O beauty, passing beauty! Sweetest sweet!
How can thou let me waste my youth in sighs?
I only ask to sit beside thy feet.

Thou knowest I dare not look into thine eyes.

Ilepecekas menab

3akat. BeuepHsis 3Be371a,
Omna 30BEt MeH:!

N mycth Menp naxe He B3JOXHET, KOTAa
OTtyanio 1.

JI71s1 3BYKOB M U1 IIEHBI CIIUIIKOM IIOJIH
3aJIMB CIIUT IIPEAO MHOM.
OTnuB TOrO, KTO B3ST U3 O€3HBI BOJIH,
Beprér nomoi.

3aMOJIKHET KOJIOKOJ, ¥ ThMBI
Hacraner BeunsIit yac.
N nycth 6e3 ropeun npocTUMCS MBI,
IToxuny Bac.

XoTh s yiias npeOyny B MUPE BIIPEIb
be3 muie u 6e3 Henenb,
Cnonob:rocs, MokeT, Kopmuero y3perts,
ITepecekast menb.

1889

(cM. KOMMeHTapuH B pazjene «CTaTbi» Ha 3TOM cailTe)

O kpacaBua, NPOXOASAIAA MUMO!

Tebe He xanko, caaakKas Kpaca,

UYTto 51 BO B310XaX FOHOCTh MPOBOXKY.
He cmes mocmotpets TeOe B r1asa,

S nuip npucecTh Y HOT TBOMX IMPOIILY.




Might I but kiss thy hand! I dare not fold

My arms about thee--scarcely dare to speak.
And nothing seems to me so wild and bold,
As with one kiss to touch thy blessed cheek.

Methinks if I should kiss thee, no control
Within the thrilling brain could keep afloat
The subtle spirit. Even while I spoke,

The bare word "kiss" hath made my inner soul
To tremble like a lute string, ere the note
Hath melted in the silence that it broke.

Summer Night

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font:
The firefly wakens: waken thou with me.

Now droops the milk-white peacock like a ghost,
And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.

Now lies the Earth all Diana; to the stars,
And all thy heart lies open unto me.

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves
A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me.

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,
And slips into the bosom of the lake:

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip
Into my bosom and be lost in me.

Mory 71b KOCHYThCS 51 TBOEU PYKH,
He roBopst o Tom, 4T0OBI OOHATH?

U 6b110 6 1UKO CMENBIM BAPYT MIEKU
birarocnoBeHHOM Kpai NOLEN0BATh.

Torma, MHE Ka)KeTCs, IIOTaCHET BCE
B tpeneurymniem Mo3ry; u ctan Obl s
CnabeTh, Tepssi CBET B AyIIIE MOCH,

A cioBO «Tonenyii» 3acTaBui Obl €€
Jlpoxathb, KaK JIOTHHU 3BYK, YTO BIPYT 3BEHS
Hapymut tTuimumHy, pactaer B HEM.

1830

JleTHsIA HOYB
")
barpsiHblii 1enecTok yCHyJ U O€NbIM CTal;
B annee y 1Bopua HEJBUKEH KUITApUC;
Crut B yamie u3 nopgupa 3010TOM MIaBHUK,
Ho cBeTnsuoK He CIUT; MPOCHUCH U Thl CO MHOM.

[TaBmuH MOIOYHO-0€MBIN TPU3PAKOM BO3HUK,
Kak npu3zpak, oH BO ThM€ MEpIAET HA10 MHO.

ITon 3B&3mamu 3emis JluaHoi Bo3eria,
U cepaue BCE TBOE OTKPBHITO MPESO MHOM.

Crnen sipkuii MeTeopa HeOOM 3aBJajied,
Kaxk TBOM MBICIIH HOYBIO OBJIAJEIN MHOM.

CoMKHyJIa TUIIHS BCIO CJIAJIOCTh JICIIECTKOB,

W 3aceinas B JTOHO 03€pa CKOJIB3UT;

W 181, 1r00MMast, CBEPHUCH, U B TPYy/Ib MOIO
CKOJb3HM, UCUE3HU B HEH, U Oy1b BCIO HOYb CO MHOI.




The Blackbird

O Blackbird! sing me something well:
While all the neighbours shoot thee round,
I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground.
Where thou may'st warble, eat and dwell.

The espaliers and the standards all
Are thine; the range of lawn and park:
The unnetted black-hearts ripen dark,
All thine, against the garden wall.

Yet, though I spared thee kith and kin,
Thy sole delight is, sitting still,

With that gold dagger of thy bill

To fret the summer jennetin.

A golden bill! the silver tongue,

Cold February loved, is dry:

Plenty corrupts the melody

That made thee famous once, when young:

And in the sultry garden-squares,

Now thy flute-notes are changed to coarse,
I hear thee not at all, or hoarse

As when a hawker hawks his wares.

Take warning! he that will not sing
While yon sun prospers in the blue,
Shall sing for want, ere leaves are new,
Caught in the frozen palms of Spring.

*) U3 7-1 wactu moamsl «IIpuniiecca»
1830

Yépubiid a1po3a

O Yeépnsniii apo3a! Croii necHo MHE.
TyT nnst Te0s MOISTHKH €CTh,

I'1e MO>KeITb BBOJIIO )KHUTh M €CTh,

M Ge3o1acHO 371€Ch BIIOIHE.

TBowm - mmasnepsl U3 BETBEW,
Beck nmapk, ra3oHbI U KYCTBI.
W BuHOTpax CO3pEBIINIA ThI

VY cten 0e3 ceTok KIIOi U Te.

XOoTh s maxy Teds, MOH IpyT,
Bech 1eHb HEABMXKHO yIpoKal
TBoM KJIIOB, KaK 30J10TOM KHUHXKaJl,
Co3zpeBuInm s16J10KaM BOKPYT.

KuroB 30mn0t10ii. Ho cyx sa3b1k
CepeOpsHBIii; OH ClIaBeH OBLI,
Korna 3uMoii 0OH en U CThUI.
Ceityac ThI CBIT ¥ TIETh OTBBIK.

U ronoc daeitToli He 3BYUUT,
[Toutn He clbIlIEH Cpelb BETBEU
WNnun xpumnur; BOT Tak, CKOpEH,
Toprosen ynu4HbINA KPUYHT.

Ho 3Hai1: ybK eCHU HE APYIKHBI
C oOuIbeM JIETHUM H TEILJIOM,
[Tets OyAeT OT HYX bl IOTOM
B nanoHsax mEp3nbix y BeCHBI.




Who Can Say?

Who can say

Why Today

Tomorrow will be Yesterday?

Who can tell

Why to smell

The violet, recalls the dewy prime

Of youth and buried time?

The cause is nowhere found in rhyme.

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.

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,

1830
KTo0 MokeT cka3aTh?

[TonsTh mopa:

«Ceroass ¢ yTpa»

3aBTpa CTAHET «BUYEPAY.
BrpIxate nin HeT

®duanku Oyker,

YTO MOMHHUT POCUCTBIN paCcBET
IOnoctu, Bpemenu cien?
CoBceMm He B pume OoTBeT.

1830
Opén

Ckana B €ero KpuBBIX KOTTSIX.
B na3ypHBIX COTHEYHBIX KpasiX,
B nycTeiHE MHUpa OH MOHapX.

ITox HUM MOPIIIMHBI BOJH U MBIC.
Bapyr, oTTOJIKHYB CKaJibl KapHU3,
On MoJiHHEH HeCETCS BHU3.
18337
Beii, Oeii, Oeit
beii, Oeii, Oeit
ITo cepsiM KaMHAM, 0 MOpe!

O ecnu 6 SI3bIK MO MOT POU3HECTH
Mpiciu, BO3HUKIIIKE B TOPE.

Kak cbiny ppibaka xopomio:




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 1s 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.

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?
Never, oh! never, nothing will die?

The stream flows,

The wind blows,

The cloud fleets,

The heart beats,

Nothing will die.

Nothing will die;

All things will change
Through eternity.

'T1s the world's winter;
Autumn and summer

C cectpoit oH cMeETCst UTPUBO!
O, Kak X0OpoIlI0 TaM MaTpPOCy ceryac,
Yro B JOoaKE HNOET B 3auBe!

TopKecTBEHHO KOpabJiu IUIBIBYT,
WM raBanb mokoi 0O€IaeT;

Ho, o! Pyka emé TyT, co MHOH,
I'onoc 3ByuaTh nmpoposmkaert!

beii, Geii, Mmope, Oei,
N naxe ckana cogporaércs!
Ho HexHas 6i1aroctb ymepiero JHs
V3iKe K0 MHE HE BEpHETCH.

1834
*) CTUXOTBOPEHHUE HAIIMCAHO B MaMsITh O Jipyre mosta Aptype I'enpu
XamiaMme

Hu4ro He ymMpéT

U pa3Be BOj MOTOKM T€Ub YCTAHYT KOT1a-HUOYIb

Ilepen rnazamu? Pa3Be Betep BAPYT yCTaHET AyTh?

U pasBe obnaka 3a obnakamu B HeOE TUIBITh YCTaHYT?

U passe cepaiie 6uthest mepectanet? M BcE BOKpyr yMpET?
O! HUKOr/1a HUYTO HA CBETE HE YMPET.

Pyuei Teuér,

Berep Tyuy HecéEr,

Omna HecéTces,

Cepaue 6nétcs,

Hwuuro He ympérT.

Hwuuro He yMpér;

Bcé€ Oyner meHsAThCS
Beuno.

Ceiyac JpJUHKH HA OKHAX;
OceHnb H JIETO
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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.

O, Were I Loved As I Desire To Be!

O, were I loved as I desire to be!

What is there in the great sphere of the earth,
Or range of evil between death and birth,
That I should fear, - if I were loved by thee!

All the inner, all the outer world of pain,

Clear love would pierce and cleave, if thou wert mine;
As I have heard that somewhere in the main
Fresh-water springs come up through bitter brine.

‘I were joy, not fear, clasped hand in hand with thee,
To wait for death — mute — careless of all ills,

Jlaneko rae-HuOyb;

3eMJIs1 HACKBO3b MPOCOXJIA,

Ho BecHa cBera

CwiibHA ¥ HE CTaHET CTECHATHCS,
3acTaBUT BETPHI 1yTh

CHOBa U CHOBA,

ITo necam, mo moJssM,

Tyt u Tam,

IToka BO3YX, 3eMil,

Bce neca u nmons

He HanmonaHATCS )KU3HBIO HOBOM.
Mupy HET Hy bl CO3/1aBaThCS:
OH He CTUHET, HO OyeT MCHATHCS.
Tak mycTh BETpHI AYIOT,

ITycTh XU3HBb UIET.

N ytpo u Beuep

Bedano nipeOymyT.

Hwuuro He poaunocs;

Hwuuro He ympérT.

0O, eciiu 6 ObLT TIOOMM, KaK 51 MeuTAaJ!

O, ecnu 6 ObLT MFOOKMM, Kak s MeUTa!
Benukoii chepsl KU3HU pemeciio,

Bcé Mex poxIeHneM 1 CMepThIO 3110,
Bynsb s moOum To0O0M, 6e3 cTpaxa 6 xan!

Boneit Bcex uncrast 11000Bb CUIIBHE.

A cnblman, 4To UCTOUYHUK ITPECHBIX BOJ
buthk MoXeT naxke U Ha JTHE MOPEH.
Korma Ob1 TBI OBblIIa MO€EH, HAWIEM HCXO]I.

Pyxka B pyke ¢ ToOOM cHaCTIUBBII 5
[ToTom 6€3 cTpaxa 0 *Jaj KOHIIa B TOpax,




Apart upon a mountain, though the surge

Of some new deluge from a thousand hills
Flung leagues of roaring foam into the gorge
Below us, as far on as eye could see.

The Beggar Maid

Her arms across her breast she laid;
She was more fair than words can say;
Barefooted came the beggar maid
Before the king Cophetua.
In robe and crown the king stept down,
To meet and greet her on her way;
“It 1s no wonder,” said the lords,
“She is more beautiful than day.”

And shines the moon in clouded skies,
She in poor attire was seen:
One praised her ankles, one her eyes,
One her dark hair and lovesome mien.
So, sweet a face, such angel grace,
In all that land had never been:
Cophetua sware a royal oath:
“That beggar maid shall be my queen!”

A Farewell

Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea,

Korna noromna HoBoro rpo3sa,

JIpo0si BHU3Y B YIIENbSIX TEMHBIX B Ipax
Bcé, uro ¢ Bepmmnbl BuAenu O riasa,
[ToTOKM BOJ TOMYHUT C XOJIMOB PEBSI.

1833

Humas neByumka
)
OHa nuia, pyku CJI0KHUB Ha TPYy/IH;
Tak npekpacHa — HET CIIOB y MeHs1!
Bocas, ona nmpoaoskana uaru
K mapro Koderya.
B xopone, B MaHTHH BCTPETHII LIaph
Eg€, ¢ Tpona mosua coupg;
«KoHeuHo, - cka3anu BEIbMOXKHU, - OHA
Hamuoro npekpacHee as».

Kak cusier nyna, o3apuB Hebeca,
[llna ona B 6eAHBIX OACKIAX OJIHA;

ToT 710IBIKKH XBaJIMI, TOT — IJIa3a;
IIpenecHsl cTaH U BOJIOC BOJIHA,

U rpauus aHrena, CBeXeCTb JIUIIA. ..
B ctpane Takoro He ObUTO HUKOT/AA:

[Toknsnics mape Kodertya:

«OHa KopoJieBo# OBITh pOXKICHA!»

1833
*) cTUXOTBOpEHHE Ha TeMy JiereH bl 00 adpukanckom nape Kogerya

IIpomanue

Cmyckalics K MOpIO pyYeéK,




Thy tribute wave deliver:
No more by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea,
A rivulet then a river;

No where by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

But here will sigh thine alder tree,
And here thine aspen shiver;

And here by thee will hum the bee,
For ever and for ever.

A thousand suns will stream on thee,
A thousand moons will quiver;

But not by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

Move Eastward, Happy Earth

Move eastward, happy earth, and leave
Yon orange sunset waning slow:

From fringes of the faded eve,

O, happy planet, eastward go:

Till over thy dark shoulder glow

Thy silver sister world, and rise

To glass herself in dewey eyes

That watch me from the glen below.

Ah, bear me with thee, lightly borne,
Dip forward under starry light,

And move me to my marriage-morn,
And round again to happy night.

Hecuce x BostHaM OecrieyHoO:
A oT Te0st MO TyTh Jan€K
OTHBIHE U HAaBEYHO.

CrniepBa Tl — KJII0Y, IOTOM - TIOTOK,
IToroM peka, KOHEUHO;

OT TBOETO MO MYTh AAIEK
OTHBIHE ¥ HABEYHO..

B3apixaTh ocTaBUIb TOIIOJIEK,
OnpXy — KalleTh CepICUHO;
[Tuena xyxxa HAMAET TETOK
OTHBIHE U HAaBEYHO.

B3oiayT nyHa v COJHIE B CPOK,
Benp Bpems ObICTPOTEUHO;

Ho ne ¢ To60it Moit myTh Mponér
OTHBIHE U HABEYHO.

1837
JIBuraiicst Ha BOCTOK, cyactjuBas 3emJs!

Kpyxucsk, ninanera, Ha BOCTOK!
[Toracut Beuep yxons
OpaHXeBbI 3aKaT B CBOU CPOK.
Kpyxucs, cyactimBas 3emis,
IToka He o3apuT TeOs

TBos cecTpa Bes B cepedpe,
UToOHI B T1a3aX POCHI TOPETh

B nonune, u3-3a rop npuas.

Hpipau nerko nop 3BE31HbBIN CBET,
U x ytpy 6pauHomy MeHS

Hecn, korga npunér paccser,

K cuactnuBo# HOYM T1OCHE JTHS.




The Splendor Falls

The splendor falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story;
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O, hark, O, hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going!
O, sweet and far from cliff and scar

The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying,

Blow, bugles; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river;
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow forever and forever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

Tears, idle tears

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,

In looking on the happy autumn-fields,

And thinking of the days that are no more.

1843
Cusiubp BaJj

CusiHbS BaJI HA 3AMOK T1aJ,
U Bc€ Onectut B ero omnpase -
CHer apeBHUX TOp U psiOb 03€D;
W Bopomnaj rpeMuT Bo ciage.
Tpy0u xe, por, TpyOu, BEpHEMILCA JTUKUM IXOM,
TpyOu, por, oTBeuail xe, 3X0, TUXO, TUXO, TUXO.

Kpacus, BBICOK, HO TakK JaJIEK,
N3 cTpaH, rae ckai HeT U e,
JIvie THXO CMOT MTPONETh HAM POT
N3 mupa ambdoB - ene-ee.
TpyOu, ¥ MyCTh OTBETUT 3BOH JIOJIMH OarpsHbIX,
TpyOwu, por, oTBeyail ke, 3X0, TUXO, TUXO, CTPAHHO.

JIto60BB, OHO 3aMPET, yMPET
Ha nosne, Ha xonMme, y peyku;
Ho naie 3x0 BCE )KMBET, OHO JTH000BB NepeaacT
Ot cepatia K ceply BEUHO, BEUHO.
TpyOu xe, por, TpyOH, BEPHEMIBCS JUKUM 3XOM,
TpyOwu, por, oTBe4aii xe, 3X0, TUXO, TUXO, TUXO.

1848
Cné3bl, THIETHDBIE CJI€3bI

O cné3pl THIETHBIC, HE 3HAI0, B UéM Balll CMBICIL.
BoxecTBeHHOIO CTpaHHOI CKOPOBIO POXK/ICHBI,
Brl B ceparie cobupaerecs, B riaazax. CMOTpIO
Sl Ha cyacCTIMBBIE OCEHHHUE MOJIs

N nymaro o qHSIX, KOTOPBIX OOJIbIIIE HET.




Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,

That brings our friends up from the underworld,
Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remembered kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned
On lips that are for others; deep as love,

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;

O Death in Life, the days that are no more!

Marrige Morning

Light, so low upon earth,

You send a flash to the sun.

Here is the golden close of love,
All my wooing is done.

Oh, the woods and the meadows,
Woods where we hid from the wet,
Stiles where we stay'd to be kind,
Meadows in which we met!

Light, so low in the vale

You flash and lighten afar,

For this is the golden morning of love,
And you are his morning start.
Flash, I am coming, I come,

By meadow and stile and wood,

CBexH, KaK MepBbIii Ty4 Ha Mapyce, Koraa

OH BApyT Apy3el U3 NPEUCTIOIHEN HaM BEPHET,
IleyanbHbl, KaK MOCIEAHUM, aJbIi HAJ YEJIHOM,
Koropslii Tex, 4To 11001uM, YHECET 3a TPpaHb.

Kax rpycTHbI, CBeXU JHU, KOTOPHIX OOJBIIE HET.

IleyanpHbl, CTPaHHBI, KAK B PACCBETHBIN 4ac
ITonynpocHyBIIMXCS NTULL IEPBast CBUPEIIb

Jlnst ymuparomumx ymen, Korjaa AJis rias

OKHO Co)kKMMaeTcs B MEpLAIOIUI KBaIpar;

Tak rpyCTHBI, CTPaHHBI IHU, KOTOPBIX OOJIBIIIE HET.

Bb1 10poru, kak morennyi Ha MEpTBOM JIOY,

W cnaaku, kak GaHTa3uu M0/ - TIOIETYH

Ha Tex ry6ax, 4To A Ipyrux nNpeapenieHsbl;

U rny6oku, kak nepast 1t000Bb — BCS CTPax.

O CwmepTtsb nipu XKuzHu, THU, KOTOPHIX OOJIbIIE HET!

1847

CBanedHoe yTpoO

Cser, OT caMoii 3eMiIn

Jlo comHIia BO3HECCS THI -

3HaK 30J10TOM MOeH JTI00BU:
BorutomieHsl MEUTHI.

O BbI, JI€Ca U JIyTA, -

Jleca, rie HaMm 10K 1B HE TPO3NUTI,
Onyuiky, r71e OCTaBaMCh BABOEM,
Jlyra, rnie st Obu1 TeOe mu!

CBeT HM3KUH B JIOJUHE MOEH,

Te1 BUAEH Tak JAJICKO;

Hacrano 3maToe yTpo 1068w,

N TB1 — Havamo ero.

Caer, 110 TIOJIsTHAM, JIyram,
CKBO3b JIeC MPUIILIIOCh MHE UTH.




Oh, lighten into my eyes and heart,
Into my heart and my blood!

Heart, are you great enough

For a love that never tires?

O' heart, are you great enough for love?
I have heard of thorns and briers,

Over the meadow and stiles,

Over the world to the end of it

Flash for a million miles.

In memoriam A.H.H.
VII

Dark house, by which once more I stand
Here in the long unlovely street,

Doors, where my heart was used to beat
So quickly, waiting for a hand,

A hand that can be clasp'd no more—
Behold me, for I cannot sleep,

And like a guilty thing I creep

At earliest morning to the door.

He is not here; but far away

The noise of life begins again,

And ghastly thro' the drizzling rain

On the bald street breaks the blank day.

XI

Calm is the morn without a sound,
Calm as to suit a calmer grief,

CaeTu MHE B cep/lle, B IJ1asa,

MHe B KpOBb U B Ayllly CBETH!

Cepalie, 10CTaTOYHO Jib Thl BEJIUKO,
Jnst 1106BU, 4TO HE YCTAET?
JlocTaToYHO b THI BEJIUKO IS TIOOBH?
JleHb TepHUH, IIUITOB IPUJIET. ..

B nonunax, y TOpHBIX Kpyd

Ha Becws mup 110 ero koHa,

Ha Munmimon Muib - oyd.

1850

Hamaru A.T'.X.

VII

Bot TémHBIN 0M, T1I€ 51 HE pa3
Ha nnunHOM ynuie cTosin

U tpeneTHO moKaThA KAAI:
Bort nBepb oTkpoeTcs ceiiuac!

Ho HeT pyku, 4TOOBI MOXKATh.
Kak BuHOBaTHIi, 51 Kpaaych
Crona c yTpa u K JBEpHU KMYCh.
BrbI BumTEe, HE CMOT S CIIaTh.

OH maneko, €ro 371eCh HET;

A XW3Hb IITYMUT, OHA UJET,
CKBO3b MOPOCSIIHI T0KIb BCTAET
Hap rosiont ynunen pacceBer.

XI

TummuHa - 370 YyTpOo 6€3 BeTpa, 6e3 3ByKa,
ITogo6aromas THXOH Imevanu; celyac




And only thro' the faded leaf
The chestnut pattering to the ground:

Calm and deep peace on this high world,
And on these dews that drench the furze,
And all the silvery gossamers

That twinkle into green and gold:

Calm and still light on yon great plain
That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,
And crowded farms and lessening towers,
To mingle with the bounding main:

Calm and deep peace in this wide air,
These leaves that redden to the fall;
And in my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair:

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,
And waves that sway themselves in rest,
And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.

Come not when I am dead

Come not, when I am dead,

To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave,

To trample round my fallen head,

And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not save.
There let the wind sweep and the plover cry;

But thou, go by.

Child, if it were thine error or thy crime
I care no longer, being all unblest:

JIue yBsiamme aucThs KaliTaHa KPyKach
Jloxkatcs Ha u€pHyto 3eMJTt0 0e3 CTyKa.

TumyHa, MOKO#M Ha ’TOM BBICOKOM CBETE,
Ha poce, nponurasmieid BETKM Ha IpOKaAX,
Ha cepeOpsiHBIX TayTHHKAaX TOHKHX,

UYTo 3€51eHbI0, 30JI0TOM CBETSIT.

TummHa, THXHIl CBET Ha paBHUHE KPYTOM,
Yro co Bcemu GeceikaMu U IBOpaMH,
MHuoromtoiapIMU (hepMamMu, TOPoIaMU

JIB1>KeTCsI, 4TOOBI CTUTHCS C MOPEM MTOTOM.

TuirHa, BO3/IyX CIIUT U CIIOKOMCTBUE 3/1€Ch,
OTH KpacHbIE JIUCThS, UM KUTh HE JTaHO;
N B cepatie Moém, KOJIb CITOKOMHO OHO,

Tam nmokoi oT oT4YasiHbS BECh.

TummHa u cepeOpsHBIN COH HaJl BOAOH,
W KompIIyTCS MEIJIEHHO BOJIHBI B ITYTH,
Tonbko MEPTBBII MOKOM B 6JIArOpPOIHON Tpy/IH,
Uto B3ABIMACTCS B C TTTyOUHOM.

1850
He npuxoam, xkoraa s1 ympy

He npuxoau, cMupucs,

He neii cni€3 rinynbIx, HO €Cly NPUIELIb,
Bxpyr moel rojioBsl HE TOIYUCH,

HecuacTHbIil MO IIpax BCE paBHO HE CIACEILb.
ITycTe nTHLIBI KpHUYAT U IIyCTh BETEP TYIUT,

A TbI IpOWIH.

Bynp To ommbKa uib Tpex TBOU, AUTH,
MHe Bc€ paBHO, ObLT TaKk CKOPOESH MOM MyTh.
My»xa Haia€mb. Bpems — rpy3 i MeHs,




Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick of Time,
And I desire to rest.

Pass on, weak heart, and leave to where I lie:
Go by, go by.

In the Valley of Cauteretz

All along the valley, stream that flashest white,
Deepening thy voice with the deepening of the night,
All along the valley, where thy waters flow,

I walk'd with one I loved two and thirty years ago.
All along the valley, while I walk'd to-day,

The two and thirty years were a mist that rolls away;
For all along the valley, down thy rocky bed,

Thy living voice to me was as the voice of the dead,
And all along the valley, by rock and cave and tree,
The voice of the dead was a living voice to me.

Flower in the crannied wall

I pluck you out of the crannies,

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower -but if I could understand
What you are, root and all, and all in all,
I should know what God and man is.

Minnie and Winnie

Minnie and Winnie
Slept in a shell.
Sleep, little ladies!

W 1 X04y OTIOXHYTb.
OcrtaBb MeHs, cimaboe cepale, U He Oyau.
[Ipoiiau, mpouau.

1851
B nosune Kotpe

371ech, B 0€JI0M MTOTOKE, YTO BHU3 MUUTCS MPOYb,
TBoi1 rosioc 3By4HT TE€M TIIyOKe, 4eM IIy0ke HOUb,
3/1ech, BAOJb BOJ] 3HAKOMBIX UJTH 51 TAK pajy

C teM, KOro JIFOOWII 51, TPUALATH ABA TOJla Ha3a/l.
3n1ech, rae ceyac uay s TpOnou BIOJIb PEKH,

Te Tpuanars ABa roja — TyMaHa KJIOYKH;

31ech, re J0KeM U3 KaMHS BBICTJIAH IMMYTh MOM,
I'ostocoM MEPTBBIX CTa TBOM TOJIOC KUBOM,

U 3nech, B 1oauHE, Cpeb CKal, Mellep, OJIMB,
MEéEpTBOTro royIoc AJist MEHSI CHOBA JKUB.

1861

[{BeTOK B TpelIMHE CTEHBI

TeOst U3 TpelH BHIPHIBAIO

U ¢ xopHEM Ha pyKe MOTY JIepkKaTh,
I{BeTouek, eciti OBI ST CMOT ITOHSTb,

UYto €cTh THI - KOpPEHb, cTeOeb, BCE BO BCEM, -
Uto bor u 4enoBek eCTh, A Y3HAI0.

1863

Muunau u Buanun
*)
Cosat Muauau ¢ Buaau
B pakymke y nHa.
Muible 1eTKH,




And they slept well.

Pink was the shell within,
Silver without;

Sounds of the great sea
Wander'd about.

Sleep, little ladies!
Wake not soon!
Echo on echo
Dies to the moon.

Two bright stars

Peep'd into the shell.

"What are you dreaming of?
Who can tell?"

Started a green linnet
Out of the croft;
Wake, little ladies,
The sun is aloft!

Cradle Song

What does little birdie say
In her nest at peep of day?
Let me fly, says little birdie,
Mother, let me fly away.
Birdie, rest a little longer,

Till thy little wings are stronger.

So she rests a little longer,
Then she flies away.

Hobporo cHa!

JloMuK-paKkyuika:

B uBer po3sl HyTpO;
[ITym HE gOXOUT,
A Bepx — cepebpo.

YT1po panéko,
Courte Ha aHe!
X0 3a DXOM
I'acHer B nyHE.

3Bé310uKa ¢ HeOa
XO0YeT cKa3aTh:

"Yto UM TaM CHUTCS?
Kto moxet 3HaTH?"

IITnuka npocHyacse,
OTKpbUIA TYILIO:
«JleTku, BcTaBauTe!
Comnnue B3omuwo!

1863
*) OueBUIHO, COKpalIeHne oT MUHa 1 DABUHA

KoasioeanHuas

JleHb HacTal, NTEHEI| HE CIUT.
Uto oH MamMe roBOpuUT?
«YIeTeTh 103BOJIb MHE, MaMa.
Buauib, kak op€n napur».
«Ilorogu HEMHOTO, paHo:
CKOpO KpbUIbsl KpErye CTaHyT».
[Topoxaan 4yTb-4yTh Y MaMBbl,
W oH npoys J€TUT.




What does little baby say,

In her bed at peep of day?
Baby says, like little birdie,

Let me rise and fly away.

Baby, sleep a little longer,

Till thy little limbs are stronger.
If she sleeps a little longer,
Baby too shall fly away.

The Throstle

‘Summer is coming, summer is coming.

I know it, I know it, I know it.

Light again, leaf again, life again, love again,’
Yes, my wild little Poet.

Sing the new year in under the blue.
Last year you sang it as gladly.

‘New, new, new, new’! Is it then so new
That you should carol so madly?

‘Love again, song again, nest again, young again,’
Never a prophet so crazy!

And hardly a daisy as yet, little friend,

See, there is hardly a daisy.

‘Here again, here, here, here, happy year’!
O warble unchidden, unbidden!

Summer is coming, is coming, my dear,
And all the winters are hidden.

JleHb HacTai, U ChbIH HE CIIUT.
Yro oH MaMe roBopuT?

Kaxk nrenen, on npocur: «Mama,
51 Xouy 51eTeTh B 3€HUTY.
«Ilorogu HEMHOTO, paHoO:

CKOpO HOXKKHU Kpermde CTaHyT».
Ecnu ayTh 3anpemier mama,

To CbIHOYEK yJIETHUT.

1868
IleBumii gpo3a

«JleTo npuiwio, JeTO NPUILIO!
’Kuznb 1 11000Bh B HOBOM CBETE. ..
S 3na10, g 31a10! Kak cBeTio!»

- Jla, MOW TUKHI1 TOATHUK.

«I"011 HOBBIM, TO/1 HOBBIHN, KaK XOPOIIO!»
- [Ipouwsiii pa3 HOBBIM OH He ObL1?

Tak 711 OH HOB, YTO Thl OyITHO MOEMIb
I'mmuBI ox cuHUM HEOOM?

«CHoBa J11000Bb, CHOBA NECHs, THE3/10!»
- Uro 3a mpopok 6e3yMHbI# !

DTO0 BCEro JMIb POMaIIKa, ¥ TO:
ToJIBKO pOCTOYEK CKPOMHBIM.

«BoT cHOBa, BOT CHOBa paJIOCTHBIN TO!»
- Tloii, Tpenb HEXTaHAas, MOXKHO!

Jleto mpuuno, AOpOrou, U UIET.
Crnpsatanbl 3UMMbl HAJIEKHO.

1889




The Silent Voices

When the dumb Hour, clothed in black,
Brings the Dreams about my bed,

Call me not so often back,

Silent Voices of the dead,

Toward the lowland ways behind me,
And the sunlight that is gone!

Call me rather, silent voices,

Forward to the starry track
Glimmering up the heights beyond me
On, and always on!

be3mMoJiBHBIE T0J10Ca

Bech B uépHoM HOUbIO Hac HEMOM
B Mor0 nocTens NPUHOCHT CHBL:
30Bsl MEHS Ha3a/1 OPOH,

Tam MEPTBBIX I0JIOCA CIIBILIHEI -
K HM3MHHBIM Tponam mo3ajau,

I'ne conne 1y4 nocie1HAN MIIET.
O met! 3oBHuTE, TOIOCA,

Briepén, no 3BE3qHOMY Iy TH,
Mepuaromemy B BBIIIKHE,
Bnepén, Bcerna Bnepén!

1892




