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lamuer ¢ meaom ®oprundpaca

Crepnu, xo20a rsou c.108a xopexa,

Mlayr macrepur xanxas das dypaxos,
Koida acé 10, Ma 4wro Teoil gex no.oxcen,
Brnoav cobupard Tot 00acen U3 KYCKO8.

Cyneill pucxnyrv, NOCTA8US X& XOM CHOSaA
Becd sviulpdiut — % TOA®BKO JAR TO20,
Y106 npouzparv u e eduxnsis C.1080%

He evidatv coxcaaexvs ceoezo!

P. Kunauna.

Camo nosasnense Kumaunra B aurepatype BbI-
3BaJIO B MELJaHCKMX KPyrax BO3MyLUeHue M CKaHAaJ,
CpaBHIMble JIMILL C TeMM, KaKie [Pon3BeJl 3a BeK A0
Toro [ikopax Baitpon. M mo TeM xe npuinHaM: TOT
¥e POMAHTHMYECKH rMMH cBOGOIHON JMYHOCTH, HeHa-
BMCTb K CHOOM3MY M BBICOKMIT I'yMaHM3M, He yAOBJIE-
TBOPSAIOIWMICA HHY IUMPOKOBELLATEeNbHO AeKapanuei,
HU cae3nausoit ppa3oit.

MMoamirieckmit Bpar Ne 1 — Bor oduumansHoe
nonoxenne Pemapna Kurnunmra 8 CCCP.

Y710 Kacaercs pycckoit nos3mu, To BansHue K-
JIMHra Ha Hee CPaBHMMO OMATh e TOJIbKO ¢ BiIMA-
uuem Baltpona. [dymaerca, smmanue Kinunnira gane
cuasHee — Beab Baltpon Gsut Bceraa ROCTYMeH pyc-
CKOMi uuTalouleit mybimke, ¥ HM ajleKCaHAPOBCKad, HA
Rajke HMKOJIa€BCKaA LIEH3ypPa M He AyMajayu ero 3a-

«Ecau...»



npemwats. A Kmrusmur? Kpome «Mayrim» na eine He-
CKOJBKMX Mpo3aMyvecKMX MPOM3BENIeHMHA, y Hac He
M37al0T HUYero. Bemremias B rox cMepTH MosTa Ma-
JieHbKas KHMOKKa ero cruxos 6buta B CCCP emmict-
seunoi® U xora TYAa BOLILIM HEKOTOpbIe M3 JYHLUMX
ero cruxoTrBopeHiii — «Mepu Inocreps, «IInunbs,
«3anoBeab», HO Bcé ke noxbop 6wt KpaliHe TeHaeH-
wo3eH. VICKa3uB JMLO 109Ta, KHMIKKA, IO CyTH, ObI-
Jla mpU3BaHa JMIUbL MJAMIOCTPMPOBATHL JIOMXKHBIE KOH-
ueniumu NpeaAnucaoBMA — BepHel, 06eMUCTON CTaThH,
rae no3T 0XapaKTepu30BaH KakK NeBel] HULILIeaHCKOro
MHIMBMAYaJIN3Ma, aHTHMAEMOKpaT, KaK Mo3T, MAeasm-
3MpyIOLMIA 3BepMHOe HavaJio B JIOACKONM Aylue...

Pas6epemcsa B 3Tux obGBMHEHMAX.

TlocMoTpMM, KakMM crioco60M OHM JOKa3bIBAOTCA.

Omma u3 cambix 3HaMeHuThIX Gasnnapg Kurmimura
— «Bannapga o 3anage u Boctoke». Ee-To, BepHeit,
TOJIBKO HAYaJI0O ee, BCErAa LMTHMPYIOT, KOrja XOTAT
oOBMHMTB NO3Ta Cpa3y M B PacHM3Me M B HULUICAHCKOM
BocxBasienmm «Genoxypon Gectun». Bor kak 3Byumr
3TO Ha4ano B nepesoje E. ITosIoHCKOM, B KOTOPOM OHO
M cTano GaarofapHbIM MaTepMaJIoM IJIA LMTATYMKOB:

3anmag ects 3anan, BocTok ecTk BOCTOK, M ¢ .MecTa
onu He coiidyr (])

Iloxa He npeacraHyT HeGo c 3emieit Ha CTpalIHbfi
Tocriogexs Cyn.

Ho Her BocToxa u 3anaja HeT, YTO — n.eas, poduxa,
pood,

Ecat cubsHBOt C CHMIBHBIM JIMUOM K JMUY Y Xpas
3eMrU 8CTGET.

(Bbigesieno mHe%. — B. B.).

Bor Tak. Y Te, KTO NOMHAT 3TOT OTPBLIBOK LleJM-

KOM, 06BMHAIOT NO3Ta B «KOCMOITIOJIUTH3IME», KTO [TOM-~
HAT HaMNoOJIOBMHY — B pacu3iMe, a KOMYy He J€eHb —

M B TOM U OPYTOM OZHOBPEMEHHO.

A BCé noTOMY, 4TO B JIATEpaType coupeasusMa oT-
KpbUTH (XOTA BCJyX 06 3TOM ¥ He roBOPAT) HOBBI Me-
TOR nepeBoja — IMepeBox uaeonorudeckwi! «Hro —
nneMs, POMMHA, POA» — BBIAYMKA ITePeBOAMHIEI
MMEHHO B L[eJIAX TAKOro MAEOJIOrM4¥eCKOro rnepeBoja,
KeNnaHMe NMPUIBICATH aBTOPY TO, Yero OH He rosBOpPMJI.

# 33 nocnemuie roas, xpome nonyroma 8 BBJI,n3nano
ewe xoearo (B.B.)



B nognuHHuKe uMTaeM 3Ty CTpoKy Tak: But there is
neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth.
HrakK, cjioBO «poasMHa» NOABMJIOCh TYT B NepeBoje C
TOR e LeJbIo, ¢ Kaxok yGpaHo cJ0BO «rpaHuiia», a
KOHKPEeTHbIe «ILIEMA» M «pOA» MOCTABJIEHBL! BMECTe,
4yTOOBI y 4MTaTesA BBI3BaThH [peHeGpexKUTeNLHOe
YyBCTBO (110 ACCOLTMALMM C PYCCKOM IOrOBOPKOM «HK
pony, Hu nnemeHu»). 6o cnoeo Birth mmeer kyaa
Gonee unipokuit, Gosee obupt cmbIc.

Teneps nonpobyem nepeaaTs 3T CTPOKM MO-pyc-
ckyu TaK, 4TOOnI MX cyTh ObL1a Hamnbonee agexpaTHa
TOM, KOTOpaA MbICHMUIachk aBTopoM. [lonyuaem:

HOa, 3anax ects 3anmam, BocTok ecter BOCTOK, UM ne
COlTUCO Huxoda

Ho cambIx nocnegHux AHeir 3emau, o CTpaurHoro
Cyna,

Ho et Hu BocToxa, uu 3anapga, Hu rpaHMLbI, HM
pacel xer,
Ecau aBoe cuabHBIX — MLIOM K auly, 6yAb OHK XOTh
€ pa3HbIX nJjaHer!

[p# npaBMABHOM NPOYTEHMM MOKET OCTaThCH
Jmub o6BMHEeHMEe B MHAMBUAYyaau3IMe, HO, BO-TIePBbIX,
B TaKOM CJIy4ae HaAO NPeXbABUTEL ero 3aoAHo u [Mym-
xuHy, u JlepmoHTOBY, M BapaTebmckoMmy, n BJoky...
BnpoueM, npuzerca nepewyMCIMTL BCeX PYCCKMX, —
a MoxeT ObITh, BCEX NMOITOB B MMPe, M0 KpaitHelt Mepe
BCeX, KTO TaK MJM MHaye CBA3aH C MOHATUEM DOMaH-
TH3Ma; a NIOCKOJBKY N033MA, HYXKJAR ITOMY RBJICHMUIO,
BUMAMMO, ¥ BoOGILIe He CYIECTBYET, TO NIPEeTEeH3INA CHU-
MaeTca cama coboit.

Hamepennoe cmemmBaHue  MHIMBHAYaJM3Ma
(«n;10x0€» CJI0OBO) C 3aMajYMBaeMbIM B COBETCKOM
A3bIKE TEPMMHOM <«[IEPCOHANM3IM» — TOXKEe JMHTBM-
CTUKO-MAEONOTHYecKuit Xox. 3TO AJAA TOro, 4Tobu
u306pa3uts Kunmmira nmeBlOM IKeCTOKOCTe# -— Ha-
NoMHMTL O «6esoKypoit GecTum» M, Takmud obpalom,
KOCBEHHO CBA3aTh ero ¢ re66esbCcoBCKOM Mzeonornei.
ITosToMy oT uMTaTesA yTaMBAIOTCA TaKyue Bel, Kak
6annana «Xonoauoe Kesneszo» — moaTiieckoe yr-



BepIXAeHMe XPHCTHAHCKOrO ryMaHi3Ma B ero NpAMOM,
eBaHreJLCKOM cMbicie. PomanTudeckue e Gannansi,
Tfle IPeMAT MewM, BPHIBAIOTCA Ha naxyGsul ‘xopaGiei
MpadHble MPaThl, KPaxyTca MO AMKUM TPONaM Cleno-
NbITHI, — OAMHAKOBO JIETKO Ha3BaATb ¥ OrPaHUIMUTENh-
HbIM FOPLKOBCKMM TOJTYyTEDMMHOM «pPeBOJIOLMMOHHBINA,
NMPOrpecCMBHLIA POMAHTHM3M» M TEPMMHOM <HMINlIeaH-
CTBO» — BC@ 3aBMCHUT OT TOTO, «HAIIl» MJIM «He Halll»
aBTOp.

CnoBa KMIUIMHTra O TOM, YTO <lIeMbi0 ITeceH 6y-
Aet mup ofbeanHeH», COBETCKAs KPUTHKA He 3aMeva-
eT. He yxnangbIBalOTCA OHM B MOPTpPeT «MMIIepHaHU-
cTa».

O6BiHeHMe JKe B aHTHAEMOKpaTH3Me yKe COB-
ceM HUKYAa He Je3eT, 60 Mayo KTO M3 MOITOB TaK
rPOMOTJIaCHO M HeABYCMBICIEHHO TpeboBan or Bcero
obulecTBa — npexjge BCEro, OT CTOJMUYHLIX CHO60B —
yBaXKeHMA K MPOCTOMY 4eJIOBEeKY:

Mb: — He canaHra repoes, HO TaKiKe M He CKOTHI,
Msut — J108% M3 Ka3apMbl, HUYYTh He Xy3Ke, ueM Thbi!

«ToMMHM ATKMHC»

Iymanuaum Kunmmira — He Gaarye rnoxxenaHus,
KOTOphIMIt HabuT GMTKOM repbit ero caTMpbl — JIOH-
ROoHCKMit memlanmu TommmmicoH. Toro, xak M3BecTHO,
HM af, HX pait He nMpuHAMM: «Thl WMTA, THI CALIXAJN,
Thl MeYTajl, — MOJIBWI OH — M pedyb MOJHa CyeTsl,
HO BO MMA Tena, 4YTo OBLLIO TBOMM, CKQXXM MME, 4TO
cdeaas THI?» — Tak rosopur Cs. Ilerp y Bpar Pas.
A nuABOon y BpAaT afa CTABUT CJIEAYIOLMA AMArHo3
3TOMY «BOpY, YKpaBLIEMY YesJoBeunit HapAR»: «Thl He
AYX ¥ He THOM, — TaK ALABOJ CKa3aJ, — M He KHIDK-
Ka Thl M He CKOT, MAM-Ka BJe3b B CBOIO NPEXKHIOW
NJOTHL, He NO30Pb Thl 3eMHOo}k Hapoa!s Taxk soT 3Tor
TOMMMHCOH — IryMaHMCT POBHO B TOR CTeneHH, KaKyio
pa3pelllaeTCA HA3LIBATH COMATMCTHIECKMM I'yMaHM3-
MOM: MOJIHO@ OTCYTCTBME JMYHOCTH — BCErAa 3aJor
KOJLIeKTHMBHM3IMA, CTagHOCTH. TaKoik «ryMaHucT» XJI0-
MOT He AOCTABMT, OH He JUYHOCTHL, OH TOJBKO WieH
KOJUIeKTHBa, BUHTUK, HYJb.



A rymannam Knunaunra — He mevuThl, a geiicTBKe.
MU6o nobpo Ges cuam uawge scero obGopaumsaerca
3JIOM, MJM MOMYCTMTENBLCTBOM 3Jay. Mpaeanr noata —
TamneT, Ho He GeccuabHo rMGHyupit, a Famuer ¢ Me-
yom PopTuHbpaca, xax a8 Ha3san 6n1 aTo ABNeHMe. U
Med 3TOT — ucKycerso. CBobona TBOpYECTBa — OfHA
n3 rnasubix TeM Kumumura. Ha nmylIKuHCKOe «BOJX-
BBI He GOATCA MOry4YMx BJIAABIK M KHAXKECKMA Rap MM
He HyxeH» Kunimur xax 6ur or3eiBaerca «Bannano#k
o sepHoM Tomaces», repoli xoropoi, Benuxuit 6apg,
CMeeTCA HAfl KOpoJieM, npeAjaraliolyuM eMmy, INosTy,
phILapcKoe 3BaHMue 3a ero necHu. Tema csobons! TOp-
yecTBa BhIpaxKeHa B BUAE TOYHO cchopMyaMpOBaHHO-
ro «kpeao» B «Iocaamym» x cGopuury «Cemb Mo-

A»
pe OTa Ke TeMa 3BYYMT M B 3HaMeHMTON «[lecue
GaHAXO>».

Ho cBoboza B no3ammu KunnmHra He orpaHH4uBa-
erca TeMoit TBopuyecTsa. OHa — ecTecCTBEeHHOe INpaBo
yesoBeka. B unocodpcxom nonHmmaHmuu cBobomu
Knnmmr 6;m30ox k H. Bepaseny (Te3nuc 0 HecoTBOpeH-
HocTH cBoGoabl). IlepcoHanu3m 3BYyYMT M B npo3e
KunmsHra — B YacTHOCTH, LIMPOKO M3BecTHaA «Kuu-
ra JUKyHrjeif», rge M B Nnpo3e M B CTMXaxX 3Ta TeMa
HalUNa CBOE OTPajKeHue: MepcoHanu3My BOJIKOB, Kax-
Abl{ U3 KOMX — JIMYHOCTB, NPOTUBONOCTABJIAETCA
KOJINeKTUB, cTafo 06e3bAHbEro nijeMeHM, BONALLEro o
BeJIMKMX fgejlaXx M HM4Yero He CBepIalollero, KM
ApYrofi «KOJUJIEKTHB» — CTaA KPaCHBIX BOJKOB C [e-
KaHa, rge Kaxpaaa 6cobp 3aMeHMMa JpYroi, rxe Kax-
Aaa 6cobb — TONBKO YENIOCTh KOJUIEKTMBHOM CHJIBL
(o moaax ckalzanyu 66 — BMHTMK). JTa CTafd — CHM-
BOJ1 AMKOi OpABl, XJabIHyBIlue# ¢ Bocroka Ha Mup xpx-
CTHMAHCKOM, NEepCOHANMMUCTHUECKON KYJLTYpPH — npo-
pouecku#t obpa3.

Cuicn BocTouHOM TemaTnku KunauHra — onars
ae cBobofa: KOCHOM CEepPOCTM FOPOACKON HM3HM (KaK
y IIyurkuHa — «HeBOJNA XYIUHLIX FOPOROB») ITPOTH-
BOMOCTaBJIeH MHUD, 0ObIiaM KOTOPOro Hajxo INOHATH,
yBaxkatb, M60 udesioBeK, KMByUMIA B €CTECTBEHHMX
ycnoBuax, Kyaa Gosnee uwenbHam JMYHOCTH. B cTHXO-
TBOpeHuyu «MaHzaneli» NOIT OTBOPAYMBAETCA OT CTO-
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JMYHAIX XKeHIUMH, KoTophle «mobBM He 3HaA, JobAT
muums Gorrates o Helt». Ero TAHeT B MHON, cBOGOAHDLIA
MKp, Ffie BCe YyBCTBA TAK JKe SAPKM, Kak npupona.

M Hecay4alfHO CMMBOJ MCKYCCTB3, BeAyllero 4e-
JIOBEYECKYI0 AYLIY 110 BCeM ITyTAM M TpoNaM IKMIHM,
— GaHAXO, MHCTPYMEHT, POXJeHHEIX B JobuMoi
Kunmmron Mumpm, xoanibean espomneickux Hapo-
nos. «[Ipomereit, ykpaB, Repikan MeHA B OrHe, Mo#
¥Kesie3Hbllt rpUd ¥ CTPYHL! 3AKATUB».

ZKenesunnt rpuc aTtoro 6aHIKO HepeaKo H3lAaa-
BaJy 3pyxyu npopoyecxsie. B 1918 rogy Kunausr wanu-
can ctuxorsopeHue «Poceua — naumuducraM», B Ko-
TOPOM rOBOPHT OT MMEHH COBETCKOro rocyxapcrsa, u3-
feBaAch HaA TOrJawWIHUMY GPUTAHCKMMM CTOPOHHMKA-
MM «peTaHTas. ITH CTHXHM, pa3yMeeTcd, He MepeBo-
AMAMCh HA PYCCKMI A3BLIK HMKOTAA, KaK, BpoieM, ae-
BATbH JAecATBHIX Bceif modnmt Kurmmra. Tem Gonee
YIOHBUTENbHO, ¥TO0 KMIIHHr OKa3an Takoe OrpoMHoe
‘BAMAHME HA COBPEMEHHYIO PYCCKYIO IT093UIO, ¥ BJIUA-
Hue 9TO mpoposxkaerca: Bousoumu, [ymitnes, Tuxo-
Hos, Barpuuxit, ArTtokonnckuit, Keapuu... Cnucox
3THX N03TOB, B TOK MJIM MHOK CTEneHy MCILITaBLINX
simanue Kunmmra, MOXKHO NPOLONKATL M ITPOROT-
KaTh, M .. MBI yBuauM, yto 6e3 Kunaunra tpyaso
npeacraButh cebe lammua, Oxyaxkasy, Marseesny,
Mopesa, Buicouxoro... Bce oHM, Tax uau uHaye, co-
NPUKAcAlOTCA ¢ KHUILIMHTOBCKON mnos3ueir. Ilycts He
6anmxko, a rurapa Yy HMX B PyKax, HO HeCHy4aiiHo,
YTO MMEHHO I10331fl, HAOPAMYIO CBA3AHHAA C MY3bl-
KO, HanoMuHaeT O TOM, YTO OHa —

NecHA MCTHHLI, cBOGOAHOM OT OKOB,
NnecHA WyAa, NeCHA IOHOCTH HaBex!

Bacwudi BETAKU
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PRELUDE
(o ** Departmental Ditties')

I have eaten your bread and salt.
I have drunk your water and wine.
The deaths ye died I have watched beside,
And the lives ye led were mine.

Was there aught that I did not share
In vigdl or toil or ease,—

Oune joy or woe that I did not know,
Dear hearts across the seus ?

I have written the tale of our Ii[e
For a sheltered peaple’s mirth,
In jesting puise—but ye are wise,
And ye know what the jest is worth.



BCTYNAEHUE
K "lenapTaMeHTCKuUM NecHAM'

A denun ¢ saMu xneb u coav,

Bauwy 600y u 600xy nun,

A ¢ xaxdum u3 eac ymupan 6 eeo uac,
A eaweli xu3ndLO xXUAN.

Ymo ocmanocd u3a sauweil cyoovbu

B cmopore om xu3xu moeti?

Hu 68 maxxom mpyde, Hu 8 2opbxou 6ede
3a eoanamu cemu mopeu?

A max Hawy xu3ndb onucan,
Ymo awdetl 3abaenan Mol paccxas...

Tonbko MH ¢ 8aMmu 3 Haem,umo wymxa OYypHaAR:
Becenoezo mano oaa wnac!

13



W HEN "Omer smote 'is bloomin’ lyre,
He’d "eard men sing by land an’ sea;
An’ what he thought e might require,

'E went an’ took—the same as me!

The market-girls an’ fishermen,
The shepherds an’ the sailors, too,
They ’eard old songs turn up again,
But kep’ it quiet—same as youl

Th;{ knew ’e stole; ‘e knew they knowed.
They didn’t tell, nor make a fuss,
But winked at 'Onmier down the road,

An’ ’e winked back—the same as us!



Ffomep cnoman n 6Gpocun nupy,

A necHb,uTO Nenu BCe Kpan,

OH NpOCTO cnep Ha pPaAoCTb Mupy -
Npwwen u B3an!Coscem kak A !

MaTpocuw,aeskn Ha 6asapax,

B wypwaHbu BeTpa,BONH, TPaBH
YaHaBs Hanesw NeceH CTapbix,
Cmonuann - Hy coscem,kak Bui!

Yto cnep - 10 cnep! OH 3Han,uTo 3Hamm.
HO - HM KOHTPAKTOB,HW TOPbMbI:

Bce zarosopumuku muranm,

A ox - B oTeeT...CoBceM Kak Mbi.

15
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IN THE NEOLITHIC AGE

N THE Neolithic Age savage warfare did I wage

I For food and fame and woolly horses’ pelt.

[ was singer to my clan in that dim, red Dawn of Man,
And I sang of all we fought and feared and felt.

Yea, I sang as now I sing, when the Prehistoric spring
Made the piled Biscayan ice-pack split and shove;
And the trolr and gnome and dwerg, and the Gods of Clift
and Berg
Were about me and beneath me and above.

But a rival, of Solutré, told the tribe my style was outré—
"Neath a tomahawk, of diorite, he fell.
And I left my views on Art, barbed and tanged, below the
heart
Of a mammothistic etcher at Grenelle.

Then Ifstari plclzd them, scalp from skull, and my hunting-dogs
€ ’
And their teeth I threaded neatly on a thonlf;
And 1 :lv:p:d my mouth and said, *“ It is well that they are
ad,
* For [ know my work is right and theirs was wrong.”

But my Totem saw the shame; from his ridgepole-shrine he
came,
And he told me in a vision of the night:—
* There are nine and sixty ways of consu-uctinﬁ tribal lays,
“ And every single one of them is right!”

Then the silence closed upon me till They put new clothing
on me
Of whiter, weaker flesh and bone more frail;
And 1 stepped beneath Time’s finger, once again a tribal
singer,
And a minor poet certified by Trailll



B 3N0XY HEOMMUTA...

B KpOMaHbOHCK®A AnKMKA Bek Ben A 6ol 3a yCTbA pek,
3a eay,3a wWKyps AWKWUX NOWAAREN. ..

A napoaHum Bapaom cTan,sece,uTO BuAaen,Bocnesan,

B 3TOoT cympauHo-pacceBeTHun Bex Jlopen.

U BCe Ty We NecHb CBOW,UYTO WU HbHYE A NOW,
flen A TON QOMCTOPUUECKON BECHOW.
Nea ynnoin 8 MOPCKOW NpPOCTOP.

HOMbI, TPONNM , AY XN - FOP
Bwnu pRAOM U BOKPYFr ¥ H3QO MHOW.

Ho conepHuk n3 boea obossan moi ctunb ''mosa'’,
U ero A TOMaArasKoM KPWTUKHYN,

Tak pewnn B MCKycCTBe CNOp AWOPMTOBLIK TONOP
K rpasepy u3 [pexens Sauwky cBepHyn.

ToT rpasep 6bN CTPawHO AWMK:OH H3 MAMOHTOBLIA KNLIK
HenoHnaTHwe pucyHkn nHarnocun!

Ho xopowee konbe NOHMMAHME M O e

B cepaue Bpe3ano eMy NO Mepe cun.

CHAN A ckanenb C 4YepenoB, HAKOPMMN OTMEHHO NCOB,
3y6u KPMTUKOB HAKNEUB Ha PEMHH,

A napexk,pa3avHyB nacte:'' UM n Hago 6GuLNO NacTh:

A Beab 3HA,4YTO XaANTYPWMKKU - OHn!

JvoT TBOpUECKMH cCkaHgan wnaon-npeaok Habmopan,
U cxka3an MHe,BLIMAA HOMYLID M3-NOAR CTpex,
YT0o Nnyten B nckKkycctee eCcTsb
ceMb U AECATL pa3 NO wecCTsb,
U noGoir 3 Hux ANA necHn - nyuwe Bcex!

LR R I I I I A I R IR NN R I R R I I I A B A I A

Cxonsko nouecTen u cnaew!A 6oey-10 6uin A cNabuir!
BpemeHa MHe yKa3anu NyTb NEepPCTOM,

W meHnA Haszeamm croea ''‘Bapa Cowsa fMnemewworo
XOoTb NO3T A ObiN NOCPEACTBEHHLIA NPU TOM.
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Still they skirmish to and fro, men my messmates on the
snow,
When we headed off the aurochs turn for turn;
When the rich Allobrogenses never kept amanuenses,
And our only plots were piled in lakes at Berne.

Still a cultured Christian age sees us scuffle, squeak, and rage,
Still we pinch and slap and jabber, scratch and dirk;
Still we let our business slide—as we dropped the half-
dressed hide—
To show a fellow-savage how to work.

Still the world is wondrous large,—seven seas from marge to
marge—
And it holds a vast of various kinds of man;
And the wildest dreams of Kew are the facts of Khatmandhu,
And the crimes of Clapham chaste in Martaban.

Here's my wisdom for your use, as I learned it when the
moose ~
And thereindeer roamed where Paris roars to-night:—
' There are nine and sixty ways of constructing tribal lays,
* dnd—every—single—one—of—them—is—right! "



A gpyrum - 8cio wmu3Hb 3ab6oTa:To cCpameHsa,TO - OXOTa,
Ckonbko 3y6pos mMw 3arHanum -~ cuerty Het!

Csan 8 03epo y bepHa 86unu nepsuiMmm, HABEPHO,
Xanb,uto He GuiNO HWM XpOoHMK HWM rasert!

Xpucrunanckana anoxa Hac w3obpamxaer nnoxo:

Her rpaaHee Hac,kpuknueee u 3nen...

TonbKO Mu W Aeno 3HaMM:WKyps CKOPO MNOCKMAANM
U paborate Hayuunm gukapen!

Mup Benuk!V B cuHen pame 3aMKHYT OH CeMbld MOPAMM,
U Ha cBeTe pPa3HuX MHOKECTBO NAEMEH,

To,uto B [lenn HenpuMuHO,TO B P2ikbABuKe OBnuHO,
W3 Tasanw He nonyuntca Canron!

BoTr B8aM MCTUHA BEKOB,3HABWMX NUWL NOCUHLIW pes
Tam,rae B Haum aHn - [apuwa peB'wn cMex:

lla,nyTen B UCKyccTBe eCTb CeMb M AeCATs Pa3 NO wecCThb,
W nobor u3 mux AnA necHm - nydwe scex!

19



L’Envoi to ** The Seven Seas ™
HEN Earth’s last picture is painted and the tubes are

twisted and dried,
When the oldest colours have faded, and the youngest critic

has died,
We shall rest, and, faith, we shall need it—lie down for an
' &on or two,
Till the Master of All Good Workmen shall put us to work
anew,

And those that were good shall be happy: they shall sitin a
olden chair;

They sﬁxall splash at a ten-league canvas with brushes of
comets’ hair.

They shall find real saints to draw from—>Mlagdalene, Peter,
and Paul;

" They shall work for an age at a sitting and never be tired at

alll

And only The Master shall praise us, and only The Master
shall blame;

And nofone shall work for money, and no one shall work for
ame,

But each for the joy of the working, and each, in his separate

star,
Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of Things as
They arel



NOCNAHMUE
k c6opHuky ''Cemb mopen'’

Korpa Ha nocnegHen kapTwHe 3eMHOMN
BwUBeTeT KUCTW cneaq,

3acoxHyT Bce To6uku,n nompeTt
nocnegHun McKyccrTeoseq,

Mw oTaOXHeM NecATOK BeKoB.,
M BOT,B HA3HAYEHHLIW yac

NpenseuHuit MacTep Bcex MacTtepos
3a pabory ycaguT Hac.

Torpa 6yneT kawguii,KTO MacTepom 6Gun,
Ha CTyne cuAaeThb 30M0TOM,

KU no xonctuHe B QRECATOK MWUMb
AMCATb KOMETHBIM XBOCTOM.

He 4bn=TO NucaTte NopTpeTw -
Margammny,Nasna,feTpa...

K He 3HATL,UTO 3HAUNT YCTANOCTh
8eK 3a BexOM C yTpa Ao yTtpa!

U Tonbko MacTep noxsanuT Hac,
M ynpeKHeT TONbKO OH,

M HUKOrO TOrga He NPenbcTUT
HU OQEeHer HW cnass 3BOH:

Nlwwe pagocTh paboTw Ha HOBOWM 3Be3fe -
A3HO OypeT KaxKaQOMY Tam

Bo wMa Teopya coTtBOpuTb CEOU Mup
TakuMm,KaK BUAWT OH cam!
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THE SONG OF THE BAN]JO

ou couldn’t pack a Broadwood half a mile—
Y You mustn't leave a fiddle in the damp—
You couldn't raft an organ up the Nile,
And play it in an Equatorial swamp.
I travel with the cooking-pots and pails—
I’m sandwiched ’tween the coffee and the pork—
And when the dusty column checks and tails,
You should hear me spur the rearguard to a walk!
With my * Pilly-willy-winky-winky-popp!
[Oh, it’s any tune that comes into my head!]
So [ keep ‘em moving forward till they drop;
So I play 'em up to water and to bed.

In the silence of the camp before the fight,
When it’s good to make your will anﬁ say your prayer,
You can hear my strumpty-tumpty overnight,
Explaining ten to one was always fair.
I'm tﬁe Prophet of the Utterly Absurd,
Of the Patently Impossible and Vain—
And when the Thing that Couldn’t has occurred,
Give me time to change my leg and go again.

With my “ Tumpa-tumpa-tumpa-tumpa-tump !
In the desert where the dung-fed camp-smoke curled.
There was never voice before us till I led our lonely
chorus,
I—the war-drum of the White Man round the world!

By the bitter road the Younger Son must tread,

Ere he win to hearth and saddle of his own,—
'Mid the riot of the shearers at the shed,

In the silence of the herder’s hut alone—
In the twilight, on a bucket upside down,

Hear me babble what the weakest won't confeas—
I am Memory and Torment—I am Town!

I am all that ever went with evening dress!

With my ** Tunka-tunka-tunka-tunka-tunk !
[So le'li hts—the London Lights—grow near and
plain
S0 I rowel 'em afresh towards the Devil and the Flesh,
Till I bring my broken rankers home again.



NECHb BAHAXO

Tw poAns ¢ cobon 8 Nnoxoa He 3asepHewsb,

HexHOM CKpuNKe B MOKpLIX GKYHrNAX He 3Byu4aTh,

Tw opran 8 Bepxosba Huna He nonpeuws

Yro6u Baxa GeremoTam mucnonHATe!

Hy a A - Mex CKOBOpPOAOK WU rFOPWKOSB,

Mexay Kode m KoHcepsamMwu TOpuJy,

M noa cTyk congaTckux NuinbHeix Kabnykos

Orctavumx nogroHAld n GpeHuy:
Tpenan-6peHan, TpeHan-6peHan, Tapapam. ..
Yro sTeMAwnTCcA - 6GpeHunT camo mobon!
Tak HaurpsiBaa uTOo-TO B TaKT waram,
A 30By Bac Ha Houner M BOAONOM.

Apemner nareps nepeg 6oem B8 TUwMHe.
3asewarnbe counHaews? Bor ¢ ToGoW!
06bACHO A, NMWL NPUCNYWANCA KO MHe,

Yto 418 mac oavH Ha AecATb - pasHui Gon!

A - npopok BCero,uyto 6bnNo UCKOHW

HesoamoxHum ! Bor Henenewnx seuweir!

Hy a ecnn sapyr c6uiBawTCA OHM -

Tonbko pak MHe PUTM CMeHWTb - M B8 NyTb cmenen!
Tam-TO, Tam-TO,TaM~-TO Tam-TO,TaM-TO Tam,
faoe KM3AUHLIA ObM Ha[ narepem sganu,

Tam nycTuHen B gane ceayw
OAUHOKWA XOp Beay A -
boesoni curnan gna Benwx scen semnu!

Mnapgwuii ColH NPOMAET NO FrOpPbKOMY flyTwH

W GecxuTpoCTHu NacTyweckun Busak,

W capaw cTpuranen,rge sce B8 wepcTwm,

Yro6 umeTb CBOE Ceano u CBOW ouar.

Ha 6apenike nepesepHyTONH,B HOUW

A O TOM CKaky,0 YeM MONUWWbL Tbi CaM. ..

A Begb - NamATb,MyKa, ropog...o,MONuN -

NoMHUWL CMOKUHI K KOKTenns no seudepam?
TaHroTaHro,TaHro,TaHro,TaHro TaHHH. ..
B acHom Bnecke,B8 6necke NOHQOHCKWUX OrHER. ..
Byay wnopow KonoTb mnx -

CHOBA K AbABONY M K NNOTH,

Ho sepHy AOMON HapgnoMneHHbix geTei!
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. In desire of many marvels over sea,
Where the new-raised tropic city sweats and roars,
[ have sailed with Young Ulysses from the quay
Till the anchor rumbled down on stranger shores.
He is blooded to the open and the sky,
He is taken in a snare that shall not fail,
He shall hear me singing strongly, till he die,
Like the shouting of a backstay in a gale.

With my *“ Hya! Heeya! Heeya! Hullah! Haul!"
[Oh, the green that thunders aft along the deck!)
Are you sick o’ towns and men? You must sign and

sail again,
For it’'s “i‘)hnny Bowlegs, pack your kit and trek!”

Through the gorge that gives the stars at noon-day clear—
Up the pass that packs the scud beneath our wheel—
Round the bluff that sinks her thousand fathom sheer—
Down the valley with our guttering brakes asqueal:
Where the trestle groans and quivers in the snow,
Where the many-shedded levels loop and twine,
Hear me lead my reckless children from below
Till we sing the Song of Roland to the pine!

With my “Tinka-tinka-tinka-tinka-tink!
" [Oh, the axe has clearcd the mountain, croup and crest!]
And we ride the iron stallions down to drink,

Through the caiions to the waters of the West!

And the tunes that mean so much to you alone—
Common tunes that make vou choke and blow your nose—
Vulgar tunes that bring the [augh that brings the groan—
[ can rip your very heartstrings out with those;
With the gzasting.- and the folly, and the fun—
And the lying, and the lusting, and the drink,
And the merry play that drops you, when you're done,
To the thoughts that burn like irons if you think.

With my *‘ Plunka-lunka-lunka-lunka-lunk ! **
Here’s a trifle on account of pleasure past,
Ere the wit that made you win gives you eyes to see your
sin
And—the heavier repentance at the last!



B panbHuit kpan,rae n3 TPONUUECKUX Mopewn
Hoswii ropoa sctan,notea u pova,
Bea MEeHA KaKOW-TO OHLIK oauccewn,
U BonHa MHe nogneBana KAnokoua.
On oTpact mopAam n Heby kposb cBow,
H,3axnecHyT rOpuU3OHTOM,KaK nNeTnew,
OH ao cmepTu BGypeT cnuwatb NECHs MOO,
CnosHo 8 BaHTax BeTpa 3bIMYUEHHbA BOW:
BOMHb , BONHBL , BONHB , BONHY , BOSIHH - B80!
W 3eneHut rpoxoT MauTy nynuT B Bok...
Ecnn ropoa - 3to rope,
UTO X,B3AQ0XHW - ¥ CHOBA B8 Mope!
NoMHuwe necro ''[KOHHKM, rae TBOW cyHayuok?'!

B nacte nowuH,rge gHem mepuawT 3se3n rnasa,

fae o6pwBKKM Tyuy neTAT u3-noj Konec,

fpe puNAT-BU3XAT HA CNyCKax TOpMO3a -

3a okHOM ThicAuedyTOBMIA yTec,

fae rpeMAT U CTOHYT CHEXHbEe MOCTH,

fae neTnAeT B cCkanax 3Men CTasfbHLIX gopor,

becwabawHbix A 308Yy,4TO6 C BHCOTH

YepHuM cOocHam npoTpybute B8 PonaHgos por:
NoATe,noTe, NOWTE, NONTE,NOUTE,NON,
B rpusax rop Tonop,u npoceku nyTtein!
fRaTtb xeneaHux wepebuyos Ha BOAONOW
o ywenvam,Kk BonHam 3anagHux mopen!

380H MOW - AyMaewb,O0M '- 4acCTb TBOewW Ayum?

Bcem gocTyneH oH,b6aHanbHeriunmi TpeHb-6peHs,

HA cMeATbCA,HW CMOPKATLCA - He cneww:

OH Tep3aeT CTpyHH cepaua Kaxawd aeHs!

To aypauuT,TO ne4YanuT,TO CMeuwuT.

To MM NbAHKA,TO AM NOXOTL,TO AN NOWL . ..

Tak Ha3onnueon Mmenoguen 3syuuT,

KmeTcA NaMATL,OT KOTOPOW He yihaewb!
TonbkKo, TONLKO, TONLKOF TONABKO Tak!
lyctAkosaa pacnnata 3a Tobou?
Norogn,He secennch :BCNOMHUM BCE WU OFAAHUCHL -
U packaaHbe HasanuTcA ropoun!
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Let the organ moan her sorrow to the roof—
I have told the naked stars the Grief of Manl |
Let the trumpet snare the foeman to the proof—
I have known Defeat, and mocked it as we ranl
My bray ye may not alter nor mistake )
{\’hen stand to jeer the fatted Soul of Things,
But the Song of Lost Endeavour that I make,
Is it hidden in the twanging of the strings?

With my “ Ta-ra-rara-rara-ra-ra-rrep!*
(Is it naught to you that hear and pass me by?]
But the word—the word is mine, when the order moves
the line
And the lean, locked ranks go roaring down to diel

The grandam of my grandam was the Lyre—
[Oh, the blue below the little fisher-huts!}
That the Stealer stooping beachward filled with fire,
Till she bore my iron head and ringing guts!
By the wisdom of the centuries I speak—
To the tune of yestermorn I set the truth—
I, the joy of life unquestioned—I, the Greek—
I, the everlasting Wonder-song of Youthl

With my “ Tinka-tinka-tinka-tinka-tink ! ”’

[What d'ye lack, my noble mastersl What d’ye lack?]
So I draw the world together link by link:

Yea, from Delos up to Limerick and back!



MycTe opran noa camui caog Bo3HocHMT Gomp -

Al B3MeTHY TOCKY MOACKYK A0 3B8e3gu!

flycts spara aosetr Tpyba Ha cmepTHui Gon -

A 6ery,cmeAacb Mex 6erctea u Gegu!

Pe3akun BLIKPMK MOM He ChnyTaewb HU C YeM:

HeokoHueHHan necHb Hagexa Ouinbix,

HW3peBaTenbCTBO HaQ CYWHOCTLO Beuewn

CKpoiTO 8 ronoce rHycaspx CTpyH momx!
feHb nu,peHb nu,neHL Nu,AeHbL v, AeHs - 4a Mon!
KTto nocnywaeTt,a KTO u npoub nowaer,
Ho ocTaHeTcA 3a MHOIA cHOBa cnoso,ecnu B 6on
PoTa nyweuyHoro MAca Ha cmepTb npert!

Mupa apesHux npapoauTenbHuua MHe!
0, putbaunii Geper,conHeuHu 3anue!
MpoMeTen ykpaBs,fepxan ee B OrHe,
Movi weneaHwin rpud M CTPYHH 3aKanus =

W BO MHe 3anena MyapocThb Bcex Bekon!

A - nean 6e3gyMHON KM3HU,ApPEBHUN rpek,
MecHA mucTuHu,cBobogHoM oOT okoB,

fMecHA uypa,necHA WHOCTKM Hasek!

A 3BeH0,3BeHN,3BEHY ,3BEHN,3BEHN. ..
TOoT AW TOH,0,rOCNOAQMH MOW,TOT NN TOH?
Uensrwo fenoc - [lumepuk,3BeHO K 3BeHy,
Uenbw necen 6yaeT mup obvegnHen!
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THE LAW OF THE JUNGLE

OW this is the Law of the Jungle—as old and as true as

the sky;
And the Wol{'tha! shall keep it may prosper, but the Wolf that
shall break it must die.

As the creeper that girdles the tree-trunk the Law runneth
forward and back—

For the strength of the Pack is the Wolf, and the strength of the
Wolf is the Pack.

Wash daily frem nose-tip to tail-tip; drink deeply, but never
too deep;

And remember the night is for hunting, and forget not the
day is for sleep.

The Jackal may follow the Tiger, but, Cub, when thy
whiskers are grown,

Remember the Wolt is a hunter—go forth and get food of
thine own.

Keep peace with the Lords of the Jungle—the Tiger, the
Panther, the Bear;

And trouble not Hathi the Silent, and mock not the Boar in
h.“ lu’r.

When Pack meets with Pack in the Jungle, and neither will
go from the trail,

Lie down till the leaders have spoken—it may be fair words
shall prevail.

When ye fight with a Wolf of the Pack, ye must fight him
alone and afar, '

Lest others take part in the quarrel, and the Pack be
diminished by war.

The Lair of the Wolf is his refuge, and where he has made
him his home,

Not even the Head Wolf may enter, not even the Council
may come.

The Lair of lthe Wolf is his refuge, but where he has digged it
too plain,
The Counc‘l)l shall send him a message, and so he shall change

it again.



3AKOHH AXYHINEA

Bom eam zarxonm ILhcyuenel, 8euHvie xax Heb0cs80d.
Boax, cobmodamouuii ux - baaxen,

Hapyuusuuid ux — ympem!
3axoH, xaK AuaHa 8OKpYy2 Cmeona,

068UNCA BOKDY2 8Cee0:
Cuna cmau = 6 s/m60M U3 80KO8,

u 8 cmae - cung ez2o0!

Kynatica kaxgoe yTpo,

e He cBepxy,n He cCO gHa.
floMHn:gNA cHa cywecTeByeT f[eHs,

A HOUb ANA OXOTH gaHa.
3a Turpom wakan goepaer,

Ho no3op TBOMM BONULUM YyCam,
Ecnn Te,0oQHOrogoK,HE cMmeews

BuxoanTe Ha oOxoTy cam!

Byab B Mupe c Bnaguikamn [OxyHrnen,

C barupown,llep-XaHom,bany,
He Tpesowb Mornuanusoro Xartwm,

U senpa B ero yrny.

Ecm ctama HascTpeuy cTae
UpeT no Tporne necHown,
PuivaTe nogomau:nyCTh Nyuwe BOXKAU
Ctonkyntca mex coboir.

Cpaxance c Bonkom n3 Crtam,
belicA HaeguHe,
Yro6 Ctaa He nopegena
B mexgyycobHon BoMHe.

Jloroso Bonka - kpenocTb

Otsexy n Hascerpa:
Hu Bowak Hu unenn Coseta

He cmenT BotiTn Tyapa!

Jloroso Bonka - kpenocTb,
Ho ecnn oHO Ha Buay,
Coset MomeT TpeboBaTb:nepecenucs,
Yto6 nHa scex He Hasneus Gegy!
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If ye kill before midnight, be silent, and wake not the woods
with your bay,

Lest ye frighten the deer from the crops, and the brothers go
empty away.

Ye may kill for yourselves, and your mates, and your cubs
as they need, and ye can; — — .

But kill not! or pleasure of killing, and seven times never kill
Man

If ye plupcﬁcr his Kill from a weaker, devour not all in thy
ride:

Pack-Rgght is the right of the meanest; so leave him the head

and the hide.

The Kill of the Pack is the meat of the Pack. Ye must eat
where it lies;
And no one may carry away of that meat to his lair, or he dies.

The Kill of the Wolf is the meat of the Wolf. He may do
what he will,
But, till he has given permission, the Pack may not eat of that

Cub-Right is the right of the Yearling. From all of his Pack

he may claim
Full-gorge when the killer has eaten; and none may refuse
him the same.

Lair-Right is the right of the Mother. From all of her year
she may claim

One haunch of each kill for her litter; and none may deny
her the same.

Cave-Right is the right of the Father—to hunt by himself
for his own:

He is freed of all calls to the Pack; he is judged by the
Council alone.

Because of his age and his cunning, because of his gripe and
his paw,

In all that the Law leaveth open, the word of the Head Wolf
is Law.



EcnM oxoTUWLCA Beuepom -

Monua aobuuy 6Gei:
BpaThAM HOUHYI0 OXOTY cpuBaTh

Boem xsBacTnmseeim He cmein!

Ana cebAa,anA BONuaT,ANA CaMKu

berr nobuwuy,HO NPOKNAT TOT,
Kto ybun ana 3a6asw - n naue,

KTo uenoseka y6uert!

Ecnu orpabuwwe cnaboro -

Bce 4O kOHWa He cvepgawu:
KagHocTu ctan He obuTt:

Poxkn ga Hoxku oTgan!

fobwua Ctan - anAa Crtau:
Ewr ee Tam,rge nexur,
A KTO xOTb Knouexk yHeceT c caobown -
Hemeanna Gyget ybut!

No6uwya Bonka - anAa Bonka:

EMY U MACO U 4YeCTsb.
be3 paspewerHnAa Bonka

Apyrne He cmeT ecTsb!

fpaso BonueHKa-noOAQPOCTKA

Y nnboro Kycok nonpocuts:
Kaxguitt, ybusumin gobuiuy

Ronken ero HakopmuTb!

lpaBo cembn - 3a Bonuuyen:
Noboh n3 ee couiHOBeM
Ot kawmgon aobuwum ponw

AnAa mpagumx NpuHOCUT eu.

Npaso Newepws - 3a Bonkom:

OrnenusBwuce ot Ctam B cBon
O+ Tombko CoseTy noacyaeH,

A 6paTtbA emy He yka3!

3a B3pacT,3a MyapocTh,3a cuny,
3a ueTnpe KpenKkux KMbKa
Bo scem,uTO0 3aKoH He npeasugen,
3axkoH - npuka3 Boxaka!

yac
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Now these are the Lavos of the Jungle, and many and mighty are

they;
But the head and the hoof of the Law and the haunch and the
hump is—Obey!



Bom eam laxonn Ibcyneneu.
Bce ux - He cueCcmb HuxoMmy,

Ho cepoue 3arxona,
u nana Sarxona,
u 3yém Barxona -
B odmom: nosunytica emy!
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THE LADIES

'vE taken my fun where I've found it
I I've rogued an’ I've ranged in my time;
I've 'ad my pickin’ o’ sweethearts,
An’ four o’ the lot was prime.
One was an 'arf-caste widow,
One was a2 woman at Prome,
One was the wife of a 'jemadar-:ais,‘
An’ one is a girl at ‘ome.

Now I aren’t no 'and with the ladies,
For, takin’ 'em all along,

You never can say till you've tried 'em,
An’ then you are like to be wrong.

There's times when you'll think that you mightn't,
There's times when you'll know that you might ;

But the things you wzl}l learn from the Yellow an’ Brown,
They'll 'eg’ you a lot with the White ]

I was a young un at "Oogli,
Shy as a girl to begin;
Aggie de Castrer she made me,
An’ Aggie was clever as sin;
Older than me, but my first un—
More like 2 mother she were—
Showed me the way to promotion an’ pay,
An’ I learned about women from ’erl

Then I was ordered to Burma,
Actin’ in charge o’ Bazar,
An’ I got me a tddy live ’eathen
Through buyin’ supplies off ‘er pa.
Funny an’ yellow an’ faithful—
Doﬁ in a teacup she were—
But we lived on the square, like a true-married pair,
An’ I learned about women from ’erl

Then we was shifted to Neemuch
(Or I might ha’ been keepin’ ’er now),
An’ I took with a shiny she-devil,
The wife of a nigger at Mhow;
"Taught me the gipsy-folks’ bolee;?
Kind o’ volcano she were,
For she hgnifed me one night ’cause I wished she was
white,
And I learned about women from ’er]



XEHUWUKUHY

A pasenexkanca,rge MOXHO,

W a Hasnganca Bcero.

A 6ab nepenpobosan kyuy,

Ho uetBepo 6wnu - sot
Cnepsa - BaoOBa-NONYKpoOBKa,
Tysemka n3 [lpome - NOTOM,

A nocne xeHa axemagapa

W pesueHka B MupyTe pogHOM.

Tenepb C MEHA XBATUT MEHUWUH,

A-TO0 3HAV,C ueM UX KyNT:

He nonpoboBae,ux He pacKycuuwsb,

A nonpobyews - nposeayT.

YacTo aymaewb,u40opT ux noiimeT m!
YacTo uyBcTeyeuws,:noHAN,HebGock!

Ho ecnu npowen Tul M UEPHLIX U KEnTuXx,
To Genwx BMAWWL HACKBO3b!

A wvHUOM BCTpeTux 6aby B Xyrnu:
Bcem Hauare Ou C Takoh,kaxk oHa!l

Ee 3sanm Irrnw pge Kactpo -
BoT,wmxa,buna ymHal

Ora 6una TepTan 6a6a

¥ KO MHe OTHOCMNACbh KAaK MaThb:
Yunna KakK mnThb,KaK AeHblry 3awnbuts,
Hayuwna 6a6 noHumaTb!

Nocne 8 bupme A pa3 Ha basape
3akynan nposuaHT anA nonka,

“ tam noguenun pesudeHKy

Bo3anA nasku oTua-CcTapuKa.
Xentokoxan,bonkan wTyuka,

MpocTo KyKna = HW AaTh HW B3ATH!
U Gwna MHe BepHa - Hy ,UYNCTO WKeHa:
Hayunna 6a6 noHumaTtb!

A notom Hac otnpasunu 8 HamTty -

A T0 6 & c Helh ¥un u Tenepn! -

Tam A ckneun meHy Herpurtoca -

He geeka,a npocTto 3eepn!

Kak=-To pa3 MeHA AepHyno caypy
YepHOMa3on ee Ha3BaTh,

TaK NuipHYNna HOxem - eR-TO BCe Hunouem!
Hayunwna 6a6 noHuMaThb...
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Then I come ‘ome in a trooper,
'Long of a kid o’ sixteen—
’Girl from a convent at Meerut,
The straightest I ever ‘ave seen.
Love at first sight was "er trouble,
She didn’t know what it were;
An’ I wouldn’t do such, ’cause I liked ’er too much,
But—I learned about women from ‘er!

I've taken my fun where I've found it,
An’ now I must pay for my fun,
For the more you ‘ave known o’ the others
The less will you settle to one;
An’ the end of it's sittin’ and thinkin’,
An' dreamin’ Hell-fires to see;
So be warned by my lot (which I know you will not),
An’ leam about women from mel

What did the Colonel’s Lady think?

Somebody mered tha' s
ome asked t ergeant’s Wife,
An?og told 'em 1ru¢f - 4

IVhen you get to a man in the case,
They're like as a row of pins—

For the Colonel's Lady an’ Judy O'Grady
Are sisters under their skins!



A poMon pRAAOBLIM BEPHYNCA,

Yxe nosungaswu cserT,

K cBR3ancs C 3eneHon fgeBuUEHKON,
MoHawkon wecTHaguaTw nert.

En 6w Bce - mo6oab Cc nepBOro Barnaga,
A W He MacTep HA MeCAY B3AQbXaThb.

A ee nowxanen - obuwaTb He xoTen:
Hayuunnca 6a6 nonumaTe!

Aa,yx A-T0 nobanosan cnasHo -

U BOT 4Yero ctano CO MHOM:

Yem Gonbwe Tw 6ab6 nepenpobosan,

Tem MeHbwe Th NbHEWb K OAHOW,

Tak=-To A 3arybuwn csoo ayuwy,

YTto Tenepb waneTb fa B3ALIXATL?

Xn3Hb MOA BaM YpoOK,-XOTb OH,4an,u He BNPOK:
Hayuyutece 6a6 nonumaTts!

Y xeHs NONKOBHMKA 4TO Ha yme?

YopT 3HaeT,Hn TO Hu ce!

A cnpocuTe meHy cepwaHTa -

OHa BaM BUNOMWT BCe.

Ho kakK HW KpyTwW,KONb A[OXOAWT A0 HAacC,
MyMUKM=TO KamaON HyMHM

Nonkosruuba neagn u fxyaw C'lpegu
Moa nnatesaMm BCe pasHbi!
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“FOR TO ADMIRE"”

So sof’, so bright, so bloomin’ blue;
T'here aren’t a wave for miles an’ miles
Excep’ the jiggle from the screw.
The ship is swep’, the day is done,
The bugle's gone for smoke and play;
An’ black ag'in the settin’ sun
The Lascar sings, *“ Hum deckty hai! "¢

THE Injian Ocean sets an’ smiles

For to admire an’ for to see,

For to be’old this world so wide—
It never done no good to me,

But I can’t drop it if I tried!

I see the sergeants pitchin’ quoits,
I ’'ear the women laugh an’ talk,
[ spy upon the quarter-deck
The orficers an’ lydies walk.
I thinks about the things that was,
An’ leans an’ looks acrost the sea,
Tll, spite of all the crowded ship,
There’s no one lef’ alive but me.

The things that was which I ’ave seen,

In barrick, camp, an’ action too,
I tells them over by myself,

An’ sometimes wonders if they’re true;
For they was odd—most awful odd—

But all the same, now they are o’er,
There must be "eaps o’ plenty such,

An’ if I wait I'll see some more.

Oh, I "ave come upon the books,
An’ frequent broke a barrick-rule,
An’ stood beside an’ watched myself
Be’avin’ like a bloomin’ fool.
I paid my price for findin’ out,
Nor never grutched the price I paid,
But sat in Clink without my boots,
Admirin’ 'ow the world was made.



"' MWP TAK Xo0pPow "

YepTOBCKM CUHUMA U KPaCHBbLIK
Nlexut HHAnACKMI OkeaH;

O+ noa BuHTOM kunutT Sypnueo,
A panbwe - rnagkun,KakK nNUMaH.
3akaT— 4yTO 3apeso noxapa,

A NnpoTuB racHywmx nyuden

Ha MauTe cuny3T nackapa

Bo Tome noet ''Xem pextn pen!'

Mup max xopow u max wupox,

Tnsoey - u sce ne naensdemesn!
On, Moxcem cmambCA,U KeCmoKx =
Ho om mezo xyda mme OembCAa?

bpeHunT poAns BHW3Y B KawTe,
Ha wkaHuax OHrvM AyOT B CKaT,
N oduuepuku Ha wTE

Ho Houn ¢ Gabamwu ranpnaT.

A XM3Hb CBOK NPUNOMUHAN

U xoTb Ha wymHOM Kopabne,
Cam npo ceba soobpawxan,

YTO A 0AMH Ha BCen 3emne.

Hemano A 6poaun no ceeTty:

B noxopax 6win u Ha BOWHEe...
Nopon A gyman,BCe 3TO

He nomepewnhocs nm MHe?

A nosupan uypec,en bory,

U nonagan A B nepenner.
Tenepbs- KoHey...A MOKET,MHOroO
Ewe MeHA HanacTen wgetv?

Mo6nn A KHUKKU fa KypHan,

A BOT ycTasoB He uuTtan,

3aTTO OT MOero kanpana
Hapapos npopsy nonyuan.

XoTe A GuBan B Aypaukom Buae,
Bo MmHe k kanpany 3nobu HeT:

U Ha rybe B NOPTAHKAX CHAA,

A pyman,kak ycTpoeH caeT.



Be'old a cloud upon the beam,

An’ 'umped above the sea appears
Old Aden, like a barrick-stove

That no one’s lit for years an’ years.
I passed by that when rbcgan.

An’ I go ‘ome the road I came,
A time-expired soldier-man

With six years’ service to 'is name.

My girl she said, “ Oh, stay with mel ”
y mother ‘eld me to ‘er breast.
They've never written none, an’ so
ey must "ave gone with all the rest—
With all the rest which I "ave seen
An’ found an’ known an’ met along.
I cannot say the things I feel,
And so I sing my evenin’ song:

For to admire an’ for to see,

For to be’old this world so wide—
It never done no good to me,

But I can’t drop st if [ tried]



BoH noa 3aKaTHubMU nydYamu

Baanu ropbatwii AgeH BcTan,

Kak neub B Kasapme,rpge ropaamu
HuKTO OrHA He pas3wxuran.

MHe 3Tn Gepera 3HAKOMbI,

A Ty nponnwn wecTb fneT Hasaa,

W BHOBL NNEBY - Tenepb yKX K AOMY,
B sanac ysoneHHw# conapaT.

‘Y9 6yay wpaTte'',cxasana Nannm,
K rpyan meHA npmxana MaTb...
OHM MHE nuceM He nucanu:
Yaii,06e nomepnm - Kak 3HaTb?
Yto %,R BMAAN,KAK nNOAM Mepnn -~
B kasapme,B narepe,s 600...
0,uepT,nepumT Yero-to B ropne!
Yem gyMaTb,nyuwe A cCNOWO:

Mup max xopow u max wupox,
Cnaxcy - u ece He Haaanademvcs!
On, Moxem cmampCAR, U Kecmox -
Ho om meeo Kyoa mue OembCcA?



MANDALAY

Y THE old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ lazy at the sea,
There’s a Burma girl a-settin’, and I know she thinks o’
me;

For the wind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they

say:
* Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to
NLndalay!”

Come you back to Mandalay,

Where the old Flotilla lay: ;

Can’t you "ear their paddies chunkin’ from Rangoon
to Mandalay?

On the road to Mandalay,

Where the flyin’-fishes play,

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China
*crost the Bay!

'Er petticoat was yaller an’ ’er little cap was green,

An’ ’er name was Supi-yaw-lat—jes’ the same as Theebaw’s
Queen,

An’ ] seed her first a-smokin’ of a whackin’ white cheroot,

An’ a-wastin’ Christian kisses on an 'eathen idol’s foot:

Bloomin’ idol made o’ mud—

Wot they called the Great Gawd Budd—

Plucky lot she cared for idols when I kissed ’er
where she stud!

On the road to Mandalay . .

When the mist was on the rice-fields an’ the sun was droppin’
slow,
She’d git ’er little banjo an’ she’d sing “Kulla-lo-lo !’
With ell; arm upon my shoulder an’ ‘er cheek agin my
cheek
We useter watch the steamers an’ the hathis pilin’ teak.
Elephints a-pilin’ teak
In the sludgy, squdgy creek,
Where the silence "ung that 'eavy you was "arf afraid
to speak!
On the road to Mandalay . . .

But that’s all shove be’ind me—long ago an’ fur away,

An’ there ain’t no ’buses runnin’ from the Bank to Mandalay;

An’ I'm ul:-min' ‘ere in London what the ten-year soldier
telis:

“If you've 'eard the East a-callin’, you won’t never ‘eed
naught else.”
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MAHAADNER

CMOTPUT Naropa MynbMeiitHa Ha 3anWe HaA NEHLO AOHRA.
Tam BupMaHCKaR AeBUYEHKa,BEepHO,NOMHUT NPO MeHA.
Konokonbumku nonouyT B rywe nanbMOBbX BeTBen:
Boaspawaica ,Tommn ATKMHC,BO3Bpawanca B Mawpaneit!

BoaBspawanicAa 8 MaHpane#, ’

Cnblwnwbs - TUXuMMA CKpun pynew,

Cneiwnws -~ MepHO NnewyT nnuubl

U3 PaHryHa s MaHpanei,

U netyumx puiBOK CTan 3aneTawT Buwe pew,

U pacceeT,kak rpom BHe3anHoO

BanutcA na-sa mopen!

B wnAnke nnockoh n 3eneHown,B wW6Ke,KeNToM,KakK 3apAa...
Cynu-flsnaT ee 3BanM - TOuUHO,KakK weny lapa!

Xrna oHa kakoW-TOo napaH,nbom noxunace Ha nopor,

Baxe wory uenosana y ctatya 6e3 canor!

A cTtaTys Tam Hapop

borom bypapow 3oBerT...
A nouenoBan AeBuYEHKY:
Nlyuse A,uem ngon TOT
Ha popore B MaHpanein!

A KOrpa KaTUNOCb CONHUE B CLIPOCTb PUCOBLIX Nonei,
MHe ona,6peHua Ha Ganaxo,Hanesana ''Kynna-nen'
06HAN A ee 3a Nneun,n BABOEM,leEKa K WeKe

Mo nownu CMOTpeTb,KaK xaTuc rpy3AT GpesHa Ha peke.

Xatuc ~ cepbie CNOHb -

TuK BeCb AeHb rpy3nTb AONKHLI.

Tyt 6onwbca,kak 6w 1enoT He Hapywun TUUM Hbl
Ha popore B MaHpanen...

Xanb,4TO 3TO BCE OCTANOCb TONLKO B NAaMATH MOewn,
Xanb,uto oMHMByc oT BaHka He pgoxoauT 8 MaHpanewn,
Tonbxo 8 JfloHaoHe A NOHAN - npas Gwn MoOM Kanpan Torpa:
KTo paccnwwan 3os BocTtoka - TOoT oTpasneH Hascerpa!
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No! you won't ’eed nothin’ else

But them spicy garlic smells,

An’ the sunshine an’ the palm-trees an’ the tinkly
temple-bells;

On the road to Mandalay . . .

] am sick o’ wastin’ leather on these gritty pavin’-stones,
An’ the blasted English drizzle wakes the fever in my bones;
Tho' I walks with fifty ‘onsemaids outer Chelsea to the
Strand,
An’ they talks a lot o’ lovin’, but wot do they understand?
Beefy face an’ grubby ’and—
Law! wot do tﬁey understand?
I’ve a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, greener
land!
On the road to Mandalay . . .

Ship me somewheres east of Suez, where the best is like the
worst,
Where there aren’t no Ten Commandments an’ a man can
raise a thirst;
For the temple-bells are callin’,; an’ it’s there that [ would be—
By the old Moulmein Pagoda, looking lazy at the sea;
On the road to Mandalay,
Where the old Flotilla lay,
With our sick beneath the awnings when we went
to Mandalay!
O the road to N{andalay.
Where the flyin’-fishes play,
An’ the dawn comes up hke thunder outer China
"crost the Bayl



BvecTcA 8 aywy Ha seka

OcTput 3anax uecHoka,

JTO conHye,3ITH NanbMbi, KONOKONLYHKK, PEKS
o gopore s Mawpaneir...

MOpOCHUT aHrNMACKKMIA goxAauK,npobupaeT A0 KocTew,
A yctan ctupaTs nogowss No OynuwHWKam annew,
WnArica ¢ ropHuuHeMmM B8 Yencm OT MoOCcTa m QO MOCTa -
0 moGeu Gontars ropasgu,a NOHATL - TaK Hu udepral
Pocbnd pow,bawka nycra,
He NOHATL MM HKM yepTa!
Aa,soT TO Guna gesuenxka!
Ada n 3eneHb Tak rycra
Mo nopore 8 Marganei!

Tam,x socmoxy om Cyaya, rae pasHe aobpo u 3no,
lecaTs 3anosegeht K 4OpTy BMecTe C BUCKW yHecrno!
Konokonsumkn nonouyT, TOHKUHA 3B0OH 30BeT MEHA

K crapon naroge MynbmenHa,apemnowend Hag NEeHuvl0 AHA

Mo gopore 8 Mawnganeir...
MoMHIO TUXWA ckpun pyneii,
Kak BaNAMMCHL Mul NOA TEHTOM
Bco gopory 8 Mawmpanen,

Tam netyuux pbi6OK CTam 3aneTawT suwe pen,

U pacceeT,KaK rpoMm BHe3sanHuit
Banutca na-aa mopeir!
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THE RECALL

AM the land of their fathers.
Iln me the virtue stays.

I will bring back my children,
After certain days.

Under their feet in the grasses
My clinging magic runs.
They shall return as strangers,
They shall remain as soas.

Over their heads in the branches
Of their new-bought, ancient trees,
I weave an incantation

And draw them to my knees.

Scent of smoke in the evening,
Smell of rain in the night—

The hours, the days and the seasons,
Order their souls aright,

Till I make plain the meaning

Of all my thousand years—

Till I fill their hearts with knowledge,
While I fill their eyes with tears,



30B BO3BPAUEHHUA

A 6una 3emMnew uUx NpeaKkos,
Bo MHe - ucTtokm gobpa.
Csoux pgeven BepHy A,
Koraa HactaHeT nopa.

Moa nx canoramu B TpaBax
NecHA 3BYy4YNT MOR.

MNpuayT oHU,KaK UyKecC TpaHubi,
Npuay T OHU,KaK CbIHOBbLA.

Hag wx ronosamm KpOH.
B kpaw poaHOM U uUyKOM
MM wenuyT MOM 3aKNMHAHLA,
U wenuyT MOMM A3bLIKOM.

B Mo Geper Gbruwee mope
U 3eneHb MOUX nonen
fapyeT cuny m ropaocTs
Odywam moux peTten.

3HaueHbe MOMX CToneTuw

A wm pa3pAcH) go KoHua,

U rnasza mx HaAaNoNHWB cnesamwu,
No3naHbem HANONHY cepAaua.
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THE GIPSY TRAIL

HE white moth to the closing bine,
T The bee to the opencd clover,
And the gipsy blood to the gipsy blood

Ever the wide world over.

Ever the wide world over, lass,
Ever the trail held true,

Over the world and under the world,
And back at the last to you.

Out of the dark of the forgio camp,
Out of the grime and the gray

(Morning waits at the end of the world),
Gipsy, come away!

The wild boar to the sun-dried swamp,
‘The red crane to her reed,

Aud the Romany lass to the Romany lad
By the tie of a roving breed.

The pied snake to the rifted rock,
The buck to the stony plain,

‘And the Romany lass to the Romany lad,
And both to the road again.

Roth to the road again, againl
Out on a clean sea-track—

Follow the cross of the gipsy trail
Over the world and back

Follow the Romany patteran
North whcere the blue bergs sail,

And the bows are gray with the frozen spray,
And the masts are shod with mail.

Follow the Romany patteran
Sheer to the Austral Light,

Where the besom of God 1s the wild South wind,
Sweeping the sea-floors white,

Follow the Romany patteran
West to the sinking sun,

Till the junk-sails lift through the houseless drift,
And the east and the west are one.



LUbIrAHCKAA TPOMA

Ha TeMHw# xMmens NeTuT MOTHneK,

Ha cseTnui knesep - nuena,

Ho K ubiraHckKoi KpoBM ULIFAHCKYID KpPOBb
Orsexky cyasba Bena.

K ubiraHckon Kposu = ybraHCckKyi Kpoeb!
OTeexky nokopHa cyanbe, .

Becs mup obonpgeTt GpoasxbR Tpona,

U cHosa sepHeTcA k Tebe.

U3 TeMmHuX ceneHuit oceanbix noaen,
Fne rpr3b Aa cepuit TymaH -
PacceeT 308eT 3a Kpawn 3emnn -
Yxoaun, yxoam,usiran!

K noacoxwum 6onotam - Benps NecHom,
KpacHbW Wypaenbt = B Kambituu,

HOo uwraHka = TONLKO K UbLIFaHYy,

Ha 3os 6popsxbeinn aywn!

3MeA - K pacTpeCKaHHLM CKanam,
OneHb - Ha NpocTOp CTenHow,

Ho ysiranka - TONbKO K ubirawny,

U - BMecTe TponowW ogHOM.

Tponon opgHon,BaB8O0EM,BABOEM,

Mo 8 ACHOM NPOCTOpPE MOPCKOM

Mo BceM nepexkpecTKaM ybiraHCKOMW cyAabbu
Mup oborigem xpyrom!

Byas BepeH cyabbe ubiraHckomn
Tam,rpe avicbepros cuuuii ap,

Fne 6opTta kopabnen cmeptn Genei,
W Mepanme CHacTu CKPUNAT.

byab BepeH cyabbe uwraHckom

Noa 6neckom YwHux MMnawer,

Fne setep HouHOW [oOCcnogHen meTnon
3ameTaeT NONAPHLIA CBeT.

byab BepeH cyabbe ubiraHckomn

Fpe 3akaTt yxoAuT Ha AHO,

M Ha puket BONHE AMOHKM NNRAWYT B OrHe,

A BocTtok u 3anapg - oaHo...
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Follow the Romany patteran
East where the silence broods

By a purple wave on an opal beach
In the hush of the Mahim woods.

*The wild hawk to the wind-swept sky,
The deer to the wholesome wold,

And the heart of 2 man to the heart of a maid,
As it was in the days of old.”

The heart of a man to the heart of a maid—
Light of my tents, be flect.

Morning waits at the end of the world,
And the world is all at our feet!



byas BepeH cyabbe uybmraHckown
Tam,rnpe MOAKHYT Bce ronoca,

K onanoBuit 3HOW CA3BUA TUWKWMHOK
MarHonuesuwe neca.

Actpeb - B8 AcHoe Hebo,

B rayxwe 3apocsmm - noceb,

Ho mywckoe cepAaue - K XMEeHCKOMY cepauy,
OrBeky Tak nosenocs,

Myxckoe cepaue K XEeHCKOMY cepauy...
Cxopeii poropai,mon kocTep!

PacceseT 3oBeT - oH uyenwii Mup

Y nawmx HOr pacnpocTep!
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THE OLDEST SONG
*“For before Eve was Lilith.,"—OLp Tai8.

“ HESE were never your true love’s eyes.
I Why do you feign that you love them?
You that broke from their constancies,
And the wide calm brows above them|

This was never your true love’s speech.
Why do you thrill when you hear it?

You that have ridden out of its reach
The width of the world or near itl

This was never your true love’s hair,—
You that chade when it bound you

Screened from knowledge or shame or care,
In the night that it made around you!”

** All these things I know, I know.
And that’s why my heart is breaking!”

“ Then what do you gain by pretending so? ”
*“ The joy of an old wound taking.”



CAMAA CTAPAA NECHA

" 60 npexne EBbl Gmma Jlunut'

Anoxkpud

Hukorga He mo6un Tw 3T rnasa,
3auem xe nwews To e’
Tl TONBKO BAOMMACA B UX TUWMWHY,
Ckomkan sonHy Gposeen!

Hukorpa re nobun Tw n ronoc ee,
OTkypa we 3Ta Apomb?

Te Kk cnosam ee GeaHapgewHo rnyx,
U Hukorpa He normeuws. ..

U Bonocu 3Thu T He mobun. ..

UTO X,YTKHUCH B HUX NUUOM,U MONUM:
Bce TpeBOorn TBOM,u AOrapKu,u CTHA
CNpAYYTCA B ux HOuM...

3Hao,uTOo Aywy AomkeH pa3buTte
¥ankun camoobmaH,

Ho He mory He pa3bepeanTsb
PagpocTu cTapux pad!
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THE WAY THROUGH THE WOODS

HEY shut the road through the woods
Seventy years ago.
Weatner and rain have undone it again,
And now you would never know
There was once a road through the woods
Before they planted the trees.
It is underneath the coppice and heath
And the thin anemones.
Only the keeper sees
That, where the ring-dove broods,
And the badgers roll at ease,
There was once a road through the woods.

Yet, if you enter the woods

Of a summer evening late,

When the night-air cools on the trout-ringed pools
Where the otter whistles his mate,

(They fear not men in the woods,

Because they see so few.) :

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

The masty solitudes,

As though they perfectly knew

The old lost road through the woods. . . .
But there is no road through the woods.



DOPOrA 8 NECY

Nposenu gopory B necy
CembnecaT nev Ha3aj.

Ho ee noTomM pa3mMbiBano faoxaem,
3acunan ee nucronaa,

lepesbA Ha Helt Hapocnu B necy,
U BCcA 3ayBena OHa MXOM,
Pacnyctunucb Ha HelM nonyxu u penen,
3asammn ee Sypenom;

U necHnunnn,unAa 8 obxopq,
MpowMsir HyBwyi0 BMAUT nUCy,

la vwrpaer B8 TpaBe eHOT,

Fne 6wna popora B necy.

Ho noa seuep,ecnu B necy
Cnyuntca 6poauTb uHOrAaa,

Korpa Bo3ayx uY4CT M Buiapbi CBUCT
loHocuTcA 1“3 npyaa

/OHa He Goutca nopgen B necy:
Peako k1o y npyaa cuant/

To nopon pasnuuuub CKBO3b BeEYEepHOY Tuwb
B ypouuwe uyoOKOT KonwT,

Na wbka wypwuT 338 KYCTOM,
OTpaxusan pocy,

Kak 6yato 3pech uen-To AOM,

Y aton poporun B necy...

Ho HeT poporun B necy.
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BELTS

THERE was a row in Silver Street that’s near to Dublin
Quay,

Between an Irish regiment an’ English cavalree;

It started at Revelly an’ it lasted on till dark: )

The first man dropped at Harrison’s, the last forninst the

Park. .
For it was:—* Belts, belts, belts, an’ that’s one for
ou! ”
An’ it was ** Belts, belts, belts, an’ that’s done for
youl”

O buckle an’ tongue
Was the song that we sung
From Harrison’s down to the Park!

There was a row in Silver Street—the regiments was out,
They called us * Delhi Rebels,” an’ we answered * Threes
about!” _
That d{ew them like a hornets’ nest—we met them good an’
arge,
The Engligsh at the double an’ the Irish at the charge.
Then it was:—** Belts, &c.”

There was a row in Silver Street—an’ I was in it too;
We passed the time o’ day, an’ then the belts went whirraru!
I misremember what occurred, but, subsequint the storm,
A Freeman's Journal Supplemint was all my uniform.

O it was:—* Belts, &c.”

There was a row in Silver Street—they sent the Polis there,

The English were too drunk to know, the Irish didn't care;

But when they grew impertinint we simultaneous rose,

Till half o’ them was Liffey mud an’ half was tatthered clo’es.
For it was:—* Belts, &c.”

There was a row in Silver Street—it might ha’ raged till now,
But some one drew his side-arm clear, an’ nobody knew how;
"Twas Hogan took the point an’ dropped; we saw the red
blood run:
An’ 50 we all was murderers that started out in fun.
While it was: * Belts, &c.”



BNAXMH

Mo nogpanuce Ha Cmnsep-cTpuT:cownmce cpean Bynssapa
C vpnaHACKuMKU rBapaerlnaMn aHrNMHCKMe rycapbi.

Y FappucoHa Hauyanoch,NOTOM NOWNM Ha peky,

U,cHABWKM NOpPTYNEN,Mb BHLANM UM KPeEnKo.

3aon Gnax, 6nrx, 6nax - 2pAa3unue cxomu!
3eon Gnax, GnAax, bnax - noayuali u mu!
3eon Gnsx!

Tppax! Tppax!

Yoap, ydap, yoap!
Mycxkari pemnu csucmam va secv Oyaveap!

Mu nogpanuch Ha Cuneep-CTpUT:CXBaTMNMCL ABa NONKA.
Takoro,BepHo,8 [ly6nuHe He BMagenu noka.

"UHaycckue ybnogku!''- upnaHaus HaM Kpudanu.

I, TnoBue Kpucw!'' = Kpuuanu anrnmuane.

Mw nogpanuce Ha Cunsep-cTput,n A Oun B 3TOM gene.
Tam Ha 6ynbBape BeuepoM - 333uix! - pemHn csuctenu!
He NOMHIO,ueM BCE HAYANOCh,HO MOMHIO,YTO K pacceeTy
i Bun 3amecTOo GOpMb OAET B OAHWU ra3eTw.

Mo nogpammce Ha Cuneep-CcTpuT,u HAC NaTpyne 3acTykan.
Mu uepecuyp nepenuauchb,Hac 3aegana CKyka.

WpnaHaues MopAb NOCTHHE H3AM YEeM=TO He NOHPABUIMCH :
OaHux Mm 8 peky cbBpocunu,c apyrvMn TakK pacnpasmnuceb.

Mw nogpanuce Ha Cunsep-cTpur...apanucek 6w n cenvac,
Aa TyT pesonssep Ha Bepy cxBaTun OQMH M3 Hac.

/A 3Haw,3T0 XyraH 6wmn./ Mbi CMOTpPuM:nNyKa KpoOBM...
XoTenu NOpasMATLCA,U NApPHA BOT yrpobuau. ..
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There v:‘q.s a row in Silver Street—but that put down the
shine,

Wid each man whisperin’ to his next:—** "Twas never work
o’ mine! "’

We went away like beaten dogs, an’ down the street we bore

The poor dumb corpse that couldn’t tell the bhoys were sorry
for him.
When it was:—** Belts, &c.”

There was a row in Silver Street—it isn't over yct,
For half of us are under guard wid punishments to get;
"Tis all a merricle to me as in the Clink I lie:
There was a row in Silver Street—begod, I wonder why!
But it was:—** Belts, belts, belts, an’ that’s onc for
ou!”
An’ 1t was * Belts, belts, belts, an’ that's done for
ou!”
O buckle an’ tongue
Was the song that we sung
From Harrison's down to the Park!



Mu nogpanuce Ha Cunsep-cTpuT,u BHCTpPen KOHYMN APaAKY,

W kampwit yyecTsosan ceba nobutow cobaxoii.

beaHAry yHecnu;mwm 8ce " "
knAaauce: '‘He A crpenAan!',

W kak Ham GuNO wanb ero,oH Tak U He y3Han.

Mw nogpanuce Ha Cuneep-cTpuT - ewe He KoHyeH Ban:
B KyTy3ke MHOrmMe ceindac,nonmgyT noa Tpubynan.

U A BOT ToOKe Ha ryBe cuxy C Onyxwen pomen.

Me nogpanuch Ha Cuneep-cTpuT - HO uyopT!U3-3a yero

3aon GARX, GNAX, GnAax — 2pasxne cxomm!
3801 6nAX, BAAX, TAAX - noayuait u m!
3eon bnax!

Tppax! Tppax!

Yoap!Yoap! Yoap!

Myckati pemuu ceucmam na 8ecb OSyaveéap!

we?
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A CODE OF MORALS

ow Jones had left his new-wed bride to keep his house
in order,
And hied away to the Hurrum Hills above the Afghan border,
To sit on a rock with a heliograph; but ere he left he taught
His wife the working of the Code that sets the miles at
naught.

And Love had made him very sage, as Nature made her fair;

So Cupid and Apollo linked, per heliograph, the pair.

At dawn, across the Hurrum Hills, he tlashed her counsel
wise—

At ¢’en, the dying sunset bore her husband’s homilies.

He warned her 'gainst seductive youths in scarlet clad and
gold,

As much as ’gainst the blandishments paternal of the old;

But kept his gravest warnings for (hereby the ditty hangs)

That snowy-h :ired Lothario, Lieutenant-General Bangs.

"Twas General Bangs, with Aide and Staff, who tttupped on
the way,
When they beheld a heliograph tempestuously at play.

"They thought of Border risings, and of stations sacked and

burnt—
So stopped to take the message down—and this is what they
learnt—

‘“ Dash dot dot, dot, dot dash, dot dash dot* twice. The
General swore.

‘** Was ever General Officer addressed as ¢ dear’ betore?

“‘My Love,” i’ faith! ‘My Duck,” Gadzooks! ‘My
darling popsy-wop!’ §

* Spirit of great Lord Wolseley, who is on that mountain-
top? "

The artless Aide-de-camp was mute, the gilded Staff were
still,

As, dumb with pent-up mirth, they booked that message
from the hill;

For clear as summer lightning-flare, the husband’s warning
ran:—

* Don’t dance or ride with General Bangs—a most immdral
man.”



UWdP HPABCTBEHHOCTH

0cTaBuB PHYN MeHy XO3AWHWUYATL NO AOMY,

Yexan [OXOHC Ha ropHu NOCT K adraHCKOMY KOPAOHY
Tam renuorpa¢ Gun,u [mOHC meHe pacTonkosan
CurHanbHeii wnudp,4To6 el ¢ rope CnaTe HewHwe cCnosa.

No6osb emy Bpyumna ym,ein - kpacoty Mpupopa,

M rennorpad ux ceaszan 8 uects Pe6a u Ipara.

[xoH HacTasneHbA CNan weHe,Korna BCTaBan pacceer,
W Ha 3akaTe TOXe cnan Cynpyweckuh npuserT.

OH e TBEepAMN:CTpawMChb “HUOB,BHywaruyux cobnasmu,
M NbCTUBLIX NKMBLIX CTAPUKOB C OTEUYECKOD NACKOM.
Ho nopoxputensHee Bcex ana [woHCa,roBOpAT,

Bun reHepan-nonkoBHMK bBeHrc,3acnyweHHud conpar.

Yuensem Kak-T1o exan bewrc,c Hum wtab v aAbLOTAHTH.
Bapyr suaaT:renuorpad ¢ rop curHanmmt GecnpecTanHo.
Onm noayman:matex! Tyszemus wryT nocTu!
OctaHoBMAMCL M NpPOoUNU WMOPOBKY C BLICOTH:

"Tupe n TOuKa n Tupe; Tupe,Tupe u TOuka..."

0 uept! flasHO NKU reHepan CTan HEMHHM AHIENOUKOM?

""Moi nTenuux...Kosouka mon...Moh ceer...MO0R 38e3ga..."
0,ayx munopga Yoncnu! Kto cymen nonacTte Typa?

M wTab Kak BKOMaHLIM 3aCTuN,u 3ALNTAHT oneuwnn,

Bce ctamm,caepxnBan cmex,3anuceiBaTh Aenewy.

OmoHC nocmnan cBoein weHe Cynpyweckuit 3aBserT:

""He 3naicA ¢ Benrcom,ub0 OoH - pacnyTHuii uenosek!'
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[At dawn, across the Hurrum Hills, he flashed her counsel
wise—

But, howsoever Love be blind, the world at large hath eyes.]

With damnatory dot and dash he heliographed his wite

Some interesting details of the General’s private life.

The artless Aide-de-camp was mute, the shining Staff were
still,

And red and ever redder grew the General’s shaven gill.

And this is what he said at last (his feelings matter not):—

“1I think we've tapped a private line. Hil Threes about
therel Trot!”

All honour unto Bangs, for ne'er did Jones thereafter know

By word or act official who read off that helio.

But the tale is on the Frontier, and from Michni to Mooltan

They know the worthy General as * that most immoral
man.”



U renuorpatom c rops 65e3xanoCcTHO CHIHANA,

W3 xu3smvmu BeHraH coobulan MHTUMHLE aeTanm;

Tupe M TOYKaMu KeHe OH MyQpuH cnan Hakas...

Ho xoTb wGoBb nopor chena,y Mupa = MHOro rnas.

KW wtab,KaKk BKOMNAHHLIK,3aCTwN, W AaAbOTAHT onNewun,

W reHepan B ceane KpacHen,uYnmTan,KaK OH rpeweH;

K HakoHeuy NpoOMONBMN OH - 4YTO AyMan OH , HE B CyeT -

- Bce 3710 - yacTHwi paarosop.Kpppyrom! B ranon! Bnepea!

KU Kk yecTu beHrca,lKOHCY OH HM CNOBOM HWU B3BICKAHBLEM
He pan NOHATL,4YTO NpounTan B8 ropax ero nNocnaHse.
Ho Bcem M3BECTHO - OT AOMMH A0 NOrpPaHUYHLIX Bex, -
Yto MHotournmuﬁ reHepan - pacnyTHui 4Yenosek.
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MY RIVAL

GO to concert, party, ball—
I What profit is in these?
I sit alone against the wall
And strive to look at ease.

The incense that is mine by right
They burn before Her shrine;
And that’s because I’m seventeen

And she is forty-nine.

I cannot check my girlish blush,
My colour comes and goes.
I redden to my finger-tips,
And sometimes to my nose.
But She is white where white should be,
And red where red should shine.
The blush that flies at seventeen
Is fixed at forty-nine.

I wish 7 had her constant cheek:
I wish that I could sing

All sorts of funny little songs,
Not quite the proper thing.

I'm very gauche and very shy,
Her jokes aren’t in my line;

And, worst of all, I’'m seventeen
While She is forty-nine.

The young men come, the young men go,
Each pink and white and neat,

She's older than their mothers, but
They grovel at Her feet.

They walk beside Her ‘rickshaw-wheels—
None ever walk by mine;

And that’s because I'm seventeen
And She is forty-nine.

She rides with half a dozen men
(She calls them “ boys ” and ** mashes "),
I trot along the Mall alone;
My prettiest frocks and sashes
Don’t ﬁelp to fill my programme-card,
And vainly I repine
From ten to two A.M. Ah mel
Would I were forty-nine.



MOA CONEPHUUA

A eaxy 8 c#py,Ha 6an -

HO 3TO HU K ueMmy:

A Bsce ogHa,n a0 MenA

Het aena HukoMmy,

He MHe,a TONbKO en oaHON

Bce ®hvmnam kapAaT,

3aTteM,uTO MHe cemHaguaTe nerv,
A ehn - noa NATbLAECAT.

A 10 6nepHa, TO BCNWXHY BAPYr
flo xoHunko8 BONOC,

KpacHenT wexkn y meHa,

A uacTto pawe HOC.

Y HeAn me Kpacku Ha nuue

fae Hapo,Tam nexaT:

PymAaHey npoueH y TOro,

KoMy noa nATbAEcAT.

A He Mmory ceba nopaTe,
Bcerpa A Tak ckpomHa!

O,ecnn 6 Tonebko A Morna
CmeAaTbCcA Kak oHa,

U netb B8Cce TO,uTO A XOuy,-
He TO,u4TO MHe BenAaT!

Ho MHe BCcero cemHaguaTte ner,
A et - nop NATLAECAT.

BHUMaHbA MONOAbMX Naeir He NpuBnekan A
He npuanekaw A, '

A Cc Heli TaHUymMT Te,KTO en

roguTCA B8 CHIHOBbLA.

bepeMm Mb puKwy - nNUWb 3a Hew

6o noberaTte pan:

Beab MHe BCero cemHaguaTb ner,

A et - noa NATLAECAT.

Csonx nNrBoBHUKOB OHa
Manbuynukamn 3oser,

Ho K HeHt Bcerga MywuuHW NbHYT -
Ko MHe HUKTO He neHeT.

U xak 6w HW openace A

Ha 6an,Ha mackapap -

A Bce ogHa...Ckopen 6w MHe

Y 6wnc nAaTtepaecaT!
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She calls me “ darling,” ** pet." and * dear,”
And * sweet retiring maid.”
I’'m always at the back, I know—
She puts me in the shade.
She introduces me to men—
* Cast " lovers, I opine;
For sixty takes to seventeen,
Nineteen to forty-nine.

But even She must older grow
And end Her dancing days,
She can’t go on for ever so
At concerts, balls, and plays.
One ray of priceless hope I see
Before my footsteps shine;
Just think, that She'll be eighty-one
Whea I am forty-ninel



$%4a pnobpa Ko MHe,HO A
Mpu He# B TeHW BCeraa.
0Ha C MYKHYMHAMMU MEHA
3HaKoMHuT nHOrAaa,

Ho paarosapuBaTb CO MHOM
Jlub cTapuku XOTAT,

A Monogwie PBYTCA K Hew -
Beab et nog nATbgecaT!

Ho et He BeuHO TaHyesaTh!
Ffopa Bo3abMyT cBoe!

Tonnu NOKAOHHUKOB YyXe

He GypeT y Hee!

W oTtwrpance A TOrAaa,
NneHAn BCcex noapAa:

En 6byneT BsocembaecAT asa,
A MHe - noa NATbAECAT.
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TOMLINSON

Now Tomlinson gave up the ghost at his house in
Berkeley Square,

And a Spirit came to his bedside and gripped him by the
hair—

A Spirit gripped him by the hair and carried him far away,

Til! he heard as the roar of a rain-fed ford the roar of the
Milky Way:

Till he heard the roar of the Milky Way die down and drone
and cease,

And they came to the Gate within the Wall where Peter holds
the keys.

* Stand up, stand up now, Tomlinson, and answer loud and
high

* The good that ye did for the sake of men or ever ye came to
die—

* The good that ye did for the sake of men on little Earth so
lone!”

And the naked soul of Tomlinson grew white as a rain-
washed bone.

“ O I have a friend on Earth,” he said, * that was my priest
and guide,

*And well would he answer all for me if he were at my
side.”

—*'* For that ye strove in neighbour-love it shall be written
fair,

** But now ye wait at Heaven’s Gate and not in Berkeley
Square:

* Though we called your friend from his bed this night, he
could not speak for you,

* For the race is run by one and one and never by two and
two.”

Then Tomlinson looked up and down, and little gain was
there,

For the naked stars grinned overhead, and he saw that his
soul was bare.

The Wind that blows between the Worlds, it cut him like a
knife,

And Tomlinson took up the tale and spoke of his good in
life.



TOMAWUWHCOH

B cob6cteeHHOM gome Ha bepknu-cksep

oTAAN KOHUb TOMMAWHCOH.
AlsuncAa ayx,n MmepTBeua

B3AN 3a BONOCH OH,
YxBaTun nokpenuye,BsB0 BeCb Kynak,

uTo6 cnogpyuyHeit Gino HecTM,
Yepe3a panoHuit 6poa,rae NOTOK peseT

Ha GypHOM MNeyHoOM nNyTwu.
Ho 80T n MneuHst NnyThb OTrygen -

sce rnywe,aanbswe,cnabei. ..
Bot u Nerp CBATON cTOMT y BOpOT

CO CBA3KOW Knnuew:
“"A Hy-xa,Ha HOrn BCTaHb, TOMAMHCOH,

6ynb OTKpOBEHEH CO MHOM:
Uro pobpoe cpenan Tuo ANA noaen

8 NAOMM TBOEeNh 3eMHoOu?
Uto pobpoe capenan Tw ANA nngen,

yuem npocnasun csou gom?"
U ctana ronas ayuwa

6enee,yem KOCTb oOAQ AOWAEM.
"Bun apyr y MeHA,-cxka3an TOMMMHCOH, -

HAaCTAaBHUK W AYXOBHUK,
Ox 6w OTBeTHMN 3a MeHA,

xorpaa 6w coga npoHuk..."
"My, To,uTO aApyra Tu s8o3nobun -

OTNMMUYHENWUH npumep,
Ho Mm ¢ TobBo# y Patickux Bpar -

a 3710 - He Bepunn-cksep!
U nycTe 6w C nocTenei NOAHANM Mbl

BCEeX 3HAKOMbLIX TBOUX -
Ho kamawin 8 3abere - cam 3a cebn,

HUKTO He Gemut 3a asoux!'
U ornAanyncA TOMAMHCOH:

ax,He s8nAaaTbh Huxkoro!
Tonbko KxonuMe ase3anb CMEONTCA

HaA rano# Aywon ero...
Bun BeTep,BeOWMt MeX MMpOB,

KaK HOW NeqAHOW BOTbMAX...
U cTan pacckaswmsaTb TOMAMHCOH

O pobpuix cBOMX Aenax:
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** O this [ have read in a book,” he said, ‘* and that was told
to me,

“ And this I have thought that another man thought of a
Prince in Muscovy.”

The good souls flocked like homing doves and bade him clear
the path,

And Peterp twirled the jangling Keys in weariness and
wrath.

* Ye have read, ye have heard, ye have thought,” he said,
‘“ and the tale is yet to run:

* By the worth of the body that once ye had, give answer—
what ha’ ye done? ”’

Then Tomlinson looked back and forth, and little good it
bore,

For the darkness stayed at his shoulder-blade and Heaven'’s
Gate before:—

“ O this I have felt, and this I have guessed, and this I have
heard men say,

* And this they wrote that another man wrote of a carl in
Norroway.”

* Ye have read, ye have felt, ye have guessed, good lack!
Ye have hampered Heaven’s Gate;

*“ There’s little room between the stars in idleness to pratel

" For none may reach by hired speech of neighbour, priest,
and kin

* Through borrowed deed to God’s good meed that lies so
fair within;

*“ Get hence, get hence to the Lord of Wrong, for the doom
has yet to run,

“And . . . the faith that ye share with Berkeley Square
uphold you, Tomlinson! "

The Spirit gripped him by the hair, and sun by sun they
tell '

Till they came to the belt of Naughty Stars, that rim the
mouth of Hell.

The first are red with pride and wrath, the next are white
with pain,

But the third are black with clinkered sin that cannot burn
again.

They may hold their path, they may leave their path, with
never a soul to mark:



""06 3TOoM umTtan A,a 3TO MHe

nepegasanu He paas,
A 3TO A Ayman,uTo KTO-TO y3Han,

6yATO HeKMit MOCKOBCKWA KHA3bL...'
flo6puie aywu,xkak rony6Gku

nopxamm Hap CBeTNoW Tponowu,
A Netp 3abpAkan CBA3KOM KmMuewn,

OT APOCTH CaM He CBOW:
T uMTanN, T CALIXaN, Tol Y3Han...-MONBUA OH, =

peys TBOA NOMHAa CyeTu,
H o BO uMAa Tena,uto Guino TBOUM,

CKamn MHe,uTo c g e nan Tw?!!"
U B8HOBL OrnAaHyncAa TOMAUHCOH,

u kpyrom 6mna nycrtora,
3a nneuamm - MpaKx,snepeam,KaK MaAK

Panckne Bpara...
“"A nonaran,uTo HasepHoe Tax,

M paaxe NOMHY cnerka,
Y1o nucanu,byqTo KTO-TO nNucan

NPO HOPBEMCKOro Mywuka...''
"Tw uutan,npeacrasnan,nonaran - aobpo!

Otongu-xka ot Panckux Bpar:
TyT cnMukom TecHo,uTo6 Tak TopuaTh,

6ontan npo B8ce noapAAa.
Peuamn,uto ogonwmm Tebe

coceau , CBAWUEHHNK , APY3bA,
Aenamm ,83ATHIMM HanNpokarT

n GnameHcTBa AOCTUYL HeNnb3A!

Nowen-xa Tu,3Haews...K Bnagwke Tomn!

M3HAUaNbHO Tbl OCYXAEH,
Passe uto Bepa bepknu-cksepa

noaaepunT Tteba,TomammHcon!"'
B8HoBb 33 BONOCH Ayx ero B3An,

M OT COMHUA K CONHUY noHecC,
NoHec ero Kk rnasHomy Bxoay 8 Ag,

CKBO3b cKonuya ckopbHbix 38e3pq.
0aHn OT ropabiHM KpacHewW OrHA,

apyrvwe ot 6onm 6Genw,
A TpeTbu uepHb,KakK uepHuA rpex,

He3pumsie 3Be3ab Mrnw.
Fpe nyTe ux nexnurt,He cowmm M Cc opburt -

AYyWa '€ BUAUT HUULA -
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They may burn or freeze, but they must not cease in the
Scorn of the Outer Dark. °

The Wind that blows between the Worlds, it nipped him to
the bone,

And he yearned to the flare of Hell-gate there as the light of
his own hearth-stone.

The Devil he sat behind the bars, where the desperate legions

drew,

But he caught the hasting Tomlinson and would not let him
through.

“Wot ye the price of good pit-coal that I must pay?”
said he,

“ That ye rank yoursel’ so fit for Hell and ask no leave of
me?

“I am all o'er-sib to Adam’s breed that ye should give me
scorn,

“ For I strove with God for your First Father the day that he
was born.

*“ Sit d;)lwn, sit down upon the slag, and answer loud and

igh

“ The harm that ye did to the Sons of Men or ever you came
to die.”

And Tomlinson looked up and up, and saw against the
night

The blc.ll{‘ of a tortured star blood-red in Hell-Mouth
ight;

And Tomlinson looked down and down, and saw beneath his
feet

The fn})‘ntlet of a tortured star milk-white in Hell-Mouth

eat,

“0O1 l}ad a love on earth,” said he, * that kissed me to my

all;

“ And if ye would call my love to me I know she would
answer all.”

—'* All that ye did in love forbid it shall be written fair,

‘“ But now ye wait at Hell-Mouth Gate and not in Berkeley
Square:

‘“Though we whistled your love from her bed to-night, I
trow she would not run,

*“ For the sin ye do by two and two ye must pay for one by
one!”



HUx MpaxK negAHOM OTpe3an CTeHOW

OT 8Cex NpocTpaHcTe butual
U seTep,BEenuniA MeX MMpPOB,

NpocBnCTan MeprBeya [0 KOCTen.
Tak xotenoce B8 Ag,Ha orHn ero Bpart -

CNOBHO B8 ABepwu CNanbHU ceoewn!
lbABON cuAgen MeM OTUAAHHLIX Ayu

- a 6un UX Tam neruvoH -
Ho TomnuHcoHa 3a wnaxBGaym

BNYCTUTL OTKA3aNCA OH:
"Tw passe He CNLIWAN,YTO AHTPAUMUT

AOpOxaeT aeHs OTO AHAT
fla w KTO Tu Takoh,uTobw B8 Nexkno neaTsb

KO MHE - He CNpPOCACb MeHAl
Beab Kak-HuKak A - Apamy csonak!

H 8OT - npe3peHbe nnaen
Tepnm,x0Tb 33 Npeaka Bawero Apancsa

¢ Haunepeelumx aHen!
flasati,npu3emMnuce BOTHa 3TOT WNaK,

HO 6yAb OTKpPOBEHEH CO MHOM:
Kakoe 3n0 Th TBOpun U KOMYy

8 mMM3Hu TBoek 3emHoOn?/
U nogHan ronosy TomnuHCOH

M yBugan 8 HOuUM
3amMyueHHOM KpPacHO-KpPOBaBOK 3B8e3Aul

M3NOMaHHNE Ayuun.

U HaknoHunca sHM3 TOMAWMHCOH
W paarnagen 80 Mrne

3amyueHHOM GneqHO~MOMNOYHOM 3Be3agul

ceeT Ha Genom uene...
"NMebun A weHwmHy,~ MONBUN OH, -

M B rpex MeHA BBeprfa owHa.
OHa 6w OTBETUNA 33 MeHA,

ecC/Mm UCTUHA BaM HYXHa..."
"Hy, TO UTO Thl He YCTOAN - OTAMYHEMWWIA npuMep,
Ho M ¢ To6oi y Aackux Bpar -

a 310 - He bepxnu ckeep!
Nycts 60 Mm BHCBUCTANM coAaa

8cex NOTAacCKyweKk TBOMUX =
Ho BCcAK 3a CBOI OoTeeuaeT rpewok,

a Nno TeoeMy - oaHa 3a asomx?
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The Wind that blows between the Worlds, it cut him like a
knife,

Aad Tomlinson took up the tale and spoke of his sins in
life:—

*“ Once I ha’ laughed at the power of Love and twice at the
grip of the Grave,

*“ And thrice I ha’ patted my God on the head that men
might call me brave.”

The Devil he blew on a brandered soul and set it aside to
cool:—

“ Do ye think I would waste my good pit-coal on the hide of
a brain-sick fool?

‘I see no worth in the hobnailed mirth or the jolthead jest ye
did

 That [ should waken my gentlemen that are sleeping three
on a grid."”

Then Tomlinson looked back and forth, and there was little

ace,

For Hegrll-Gate filled the houseless soul with the Fear of
Naked Space.

* Nay, this I ha’ heard,” quo’ Tomlinson, “ and this was
noised abroad,

“ And this I ha’ got from a Belgian book on the word of a
dead French lord.”

—'“Ye ha’ heard, ye ha’ read, ye ha’ got, good lack! and the
tale begins afresh—

*“ Have ye sinned one sin for the pride o’ the eye or the
sinful lust of the flesh? "

Then Tomlinson he gripped the bars and yammered, * Let
me in—

‘“ For I mind that I borrowed my neighbour’s wife to sin the
deadly sin.”

The D;\.rilhhe grinned behind the bars, and banked the fires

igh:

* Did ye read of that sin in a book? ** said he; and Tomlinson
said, ““Ay!”

The Devil he blew upon his nails, and the little devils ran,

And he said: * Go husk this whimpering thief that comes in
the guise of a man:



buin BeTep,Beruynin Mex MUpos,

KaK HOM NefAHOW BNOTbMax...
K cTan paccka3uBaTtb TOMAUHCOH

O rpewHsX CBOWX Aenax:
"4 pas nocMeAancAa Hag sepoit 8 nwboeb,

ABa pa3a - Hap TaWHOW Morun,
A Tpuwaw bory wvw noka3san!

MouTu BonbHOAYMuem npocnwn!'!
OeABON nogyn Ha KunNAwyo Aywy,

oTCcTasun,n MONBMN TaK:
Aymaewb MHe yronbxka He xans,

uto6 wapute Teba,aypax?
Ffpewkn-To rpowessie! Iknit Goneawn!

Tu He cTOouwb U MeHbwMuXx 3aTpaT:
A nawe He cTaHy 6yauTb AMEHTNbMEHOB,

UTO Ha WAPOBHAX CNAT!
U ornagencAa TomnmMHCOH,

cTpawHa Owna nycTtoTa,
OTkyna netenu GeagomHuie Aayuwu

KaK Ha MaAK,Ha BpaTa...
"...Tak BoT,A crmeixan,- npowentan TOMAMHCOM, -

uto B8 benbrum KTO-TO wMKTanR,
0 TOM,uTO NOKOMHBIA GPaHYY3CKUIK rpax

KOMYy~-TO TakKoe cka3an...'
"Cnwixan, rosopun,uuTan - K uyepTam!

MHe 6 uto-HMByab noceexeir:
XOoTb OAUH rpPewoK,uYTO Th coOBepwun

paan, cobcTBeHHOW NnoTu ceoen!
U TpAacAa wnaxbaym, TOMAMHCOH

8 OTUaAHbLW 3asBoNuN:
Hy Bnyctu we! Korga-To cynpyry cocepa

KaxetcAa A cobnasnun...!"
YxmeinbHyncAa [lbABon,u B3AB Kouepry

8 TONkKe nNOowypoBan:
"Tw 8 KHUMKe BwuuTan 3T10T rpex?'!

0,aa..7 TomnMHCOH npowenTan.
AbAaBon nogyn Ha wWOrTu,u BOT-

6erytr GecenAaTa TONNOMK:
"Ha MenbHMuy XHbiuywero Mypaka,

ykpaswero o6nux noackon!

75



“ Winnow him out ’twixt star and star, and sieve his proper
worth:

* There’s sore decline in Adam’s line if this be spawn of
Earth.”

Empusa’s crew, so naked-new they may not face the fire,

But we‘eip that they bin too small to sin to the height of their

esire,

Over the coal they chased the Soul, and racked it all
abroad;

As children rifle a caddis-case or the raven'’s foolish hoard.

And back they came with the tattered Thing, as children
after play,

And they said: “ The soul that he got from God he has
bartered clean away.

*“ We have threshed a stook of print and book, and winnowed
a chattering wind,

*“And ;_lnany a soul\wherefrom he stole, but his we cannot

nd.

‘“We have handled him, we have dandled him, we have
seared him to the bone,

‘ And, Sire, if tooth and nail show truth he has no soul of his
own.”

The Devil he bowed his head on his breast and rumbled deep
and low:—

“I'm all o’er-sib to Adam’s breed that I should bid him
go.

“Yet close we lie, and deep we lie, and if I gave him
place,

“ My gentlemen that are so proud would flout me to my

face:

“ They'd call my house a common stews and me a careless
host,

‘“ And—I would not anger my gentlemen for the sake of a
shiftless ghost.”

The Devil he looked at the mangled Soul that prayed to feel
the flame,

And he thought of Holy Charity, but he thought of his own
good name:—

“ Now ye could haste my coal to waste, and sit ye down to

fry.

“Did ye think of that theft for yourself?” said he; and
Tomlinson said, “Ay!”

The Devil he blew an outward breath, for his heart was free
from care:—

“ Ye have scarce the soul of a louse,” he said, * but the roots
of sin are there,



MpokpyTMTe ero B wepHOBax AByx 3Be3aj,
Aa OTcewTe OT nNNeeen 3epHo:
Beas apamoB poa 8 ueHe ynager,
ecnu npmMmem mb 3To roewo!'!
KomaHaw 6eCAT,uTO B8 OroHb He rNAAQAT
n 6eraor Haruwwom,
U ocobeHHO 3nb,4YTO Hepopocnu,
uTto6 paboTaTb Haa KPYnHLM rpexom,
FoHAMM NO yronoAM Aywy ero,
BCe B HeW Nepepbsm BBepx AHOM.
Tak B03ATCA aetn c xopobkon KoHdeT,
UNN C BOPOHbUM FHE3AOM.
NpuBenn obpaTHO - MepTBey - He MmepTeey,
. KNOYbA cTapweix Mmouan!
"Nywy,koTopyo paan emy bor,
Ha uTO-HMByab OH NpOMeHAN:
Mol - kOrtTAMu ero,mn - 3ybamu ero,
Mbl YFNAMW ero A0 KocTen -
Ho can He BepuM 3eHKAM CBOUM:
Hy HeT B Hem ayuwm ceoen!'
W ronoey ropoKO CKNOHWB HA rpyAab,
ctan [bABON paccywpaThb:
""Beab kak-HuKaK A - Apamy ceosfk!
Hy xak MHe ero nporHaTth?
Ho TecHO y Hac,HeTy MecTa y Hac:
Beab Mb Ha Taxkoh rnybune!
A NycTu A ero - n MOM XKe QKEHTNbMEHb
B POXY 3adupKanNT MHe:
W secb mon [lom HasosyT bapaakom,
n MeHA ByayT nasATb BCAYX...
A paau udero? HeT,He cTtouT TOrO
oauH Gecnonesnuti gyx!"
W ponro [lbABON rnapen,Kak pB8aHWHA
fipeauna aACKUM OrHEM. ..
Munoceparbim GuiTb! Ho xax coxpaHuTs
pobpoe uMAa npu ToMm?
"KoHeuyHo, TPaHKMPUTL MOW aHTpauuT,
M WapuUTbCA BeuHO K Tu moOr,
Echu cam pgoayMancs fo nnarwata.. |
‘"Na,na!!! - TomnmHCOH napex.
Tyt ofnervenHo [lbABON B3AOXHYN:
“Apuwen Tw C Aywow BuM,
Ho BCe we TauTCcA 3apoabuw rpexa
@ aTom nopobeu ayum!
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‘* And for that sin should ye come in were I the lord alone,

‘ But sinful pride has rule inside—ay, mightier than my
own.

* Honour and Wit, fore-damned they sit, to each his Priest
and Whore;

‘ Nay, scarce I dare myself go there, and you they'd torture
sore.

‘“ Ye are neither spirit nor spirk,” he said; * ye are neither
book nor brute—

* Go, get ye back to the flesh again for the sake of Man’s
repute.

“I'm all o’er-sib to Adam’s breed that I should mock your
ain,

‘ But look that ye win to worthier sin ere ye come back
again.

‘“ Get hence, the hearse is at your door—the grim black
stallions wait—

* They bear your clay to place to-day. Speed, lest ye come
too late!

** Go back to Earth with a lip unsealed—go back with an open
eye,

** And carry my word to the Sons of Men or ever ye come to

- die:

** That the sin they do by two and two they must pay for one
by one, .

“And .. . the God that you took from a printed book
be with you, Tomlinson! "’



U aa Herg Teba oaHoro...

KaK UCKNNUeHbe...en-ew...
Ho seab A He oguH B Agy rocnoguH:

FopAbHA = rpexos cunbHeH!
XoTh MecTeuko u ecTb,Tam,rge Pasym u Yectn

/non ga wnmxa ecerga Tyrt kak Ttyvt! -
Ho A w cam He 6wBaw Tam!

a teba - 8 nopouwok coTpyt!
T He AyxX U He rHOM,-Tak [bABON ckasan,-

M HEe KHWIra Tol U HEe CKOT -
Mauw-Kka To...BNnesb B CBOM NpewHON MAOTh,

He No3opb Tbhl 3eMHOM Hapog!
Bear Kak-HMKak A ~ Apgamy cBoAak!

He cmeocb Hap Gepgoh Teoet!

Ho cMOoTpu: ecnu cHOBA pewMWbCA MPUATH -
NpuNacu rpexu NOoKpynHe!
Y6upaitca ckopei:y Teoux asepen -
KaTtadank Cc 4YeTBepKon KoHei!
beperuce onasgaTb :MOryT Tpyn 3axkonaTts =

4yto we 6yaeT c ayweHkoh TBOEln?
Ybupanca aomoti, mmBw, KaKk Bce,

HW PTA HM N33 HEe CMuKawn,
W CNoBo MOE cwHoBbAM 3emnu
8 TOWHOCTW Nepepan:
Ecrv gBoe rpewaT - KTO B YeM BWHOBAT,
NMMWL 3@ TO U orseTuT on!'!

M GymamHbit 60r,UTO M3 KHWUI Th M3BneK,
Aa nomoxer Ttebe, TommHcor!"'
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SONG OF THE GALLEY-SLAVES

E PULLED for you when the wind was against us and
the sails were low.
Will you never let us go?

We ate bread and onions when you took towns, or ran aboard

uickly when you were beaten back by the foe.

The Captains walked up and down the deck in fair weather
singing songs, but we were below.

We fainted with our chins on the oars and you did not see
that we were idle, for we still swung to and fro.

Will you never let us go?

The salt made the oar-handles like shark-skin; our knees
were cut to the bone with salt-cracks; our hair was stuck
to our foreheads; and our lips were cut to the gums, and
you whipped us because we could not row.

11l you never let us go?

But, in a little time, we shall run out of the port-holes as the
water runs along the oar-blade, and though you tell the
others to row after us you will never catch us till you
catch the oar-thresh and tie up the winds.in the belly
of the sail. Ahol

Will you never let us go?



NECHA FANEPHHIX PABOB

Mw rpebnu 3a BacC U NPOTUB TeueHUH U B WTUAU,
KOraa napyca nosucanu,un korga ¢ Heba xnecrtana soaa. ..
H eu He ommycmume nac Huxo20a?

PaHbwe Bac mw B36Geranu Ha 6opT,ecnu Bpar Bac
npecnegosan,ms NUTanucek xnebom U NyKom,Korga
8w 3axsaTwBanu Gorartwe ropopa.
Kanutanw pacxaxusanu no nanybam 8 conHeuHyw
norogy w pacnesanu necHu,a Mo Gunu 8 TpvMax,
ycTanse,KaK scerga...

Mw cnabenu,Ha Becna cknoHACh noabGopoakamm,
HO Bb HUKOrga He BMAANU,YTOG Mb OTABIXaNW,Befb Mbl
NPoROSManNM PacKaunMBaThLCA B PUTME Becen Tyga M CMAA...

H eu He ommycmume Hac Huxoa2da?

N Banbku HawuMx Becen CTAHOBUAMCHL OT COMM KakK
WKypa aKyne,Hawu KONEeHW COonb pa3benana A0 CaMoMn
KOCTH, Hawn BONOCH Npucwxapm ko nbam,a rybu uapesanu
Gunn TpewMHaMmM /O CaMbiX AEeCeH,U Mb He MOrnu rpecTtw,
a3 Bb NNeTeMu HAC xnectanu:mon,cons - He Gepa...

H eu ne ommycmume Hac xuxozda?

Ho B kakoM-HUByab MU Mb UCYE3HEM U3 BecefibHbiX
noptos,b6e3 cnepa,kak cberaowas c nonactewu Becen
soaa,

N nycTe Buw ApyruMm rpebGuam npukakeTe rHaTbCA 33 HaMu,
HO CKOpel Bbl M3NOBUTE BOMHE BECSIOM, NN WKOTaMU
CBAKETe BeTep,ueM aorownte Hac. ''di,kyaa?!i!"

H eu He omycmume Hac Hux o 290a?
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A PICT SONG

OME never looks where she treads.
Always her heavy hooves fall

On our stomachs, our hearts or our heads;

And Rome ncver heeds when we bawl.
Her sentries pass on—that is all,

And we gather behind them in hordes,
And plot to reconquer the Wall,

With only our tongues for our swords.

We are the Little Folk—wel!

Too little to love or to hate.
Leave us alone and you'll see

How we can drag down the Statel
We are the worm in the wood!

We are the rot at the root!
We are the taint in the blood!

We are the thorn in the foot!

Mistletoe killing an oak—
Rats gnawing cables in two—
Moths making holes in a cloak—
How they must love what they dol
Yes—and we Little Folk too,
We are busy as they—
Working our works out of view—
Watch, and you’ll see it some dayl

No indeed! We are not strong,
But we know Peoples that are.
Yes, and we’ll guide them along
To smash and destroy you in War!
We shall be slaves just the same?
Yes, we have always been slaves,
But you—you will die of the shame,
And then we shall dance on your graves!

We are the Little Folk.”. etc.



NECHA NWUKTOB

PuM ugeT Bsnepep Hanponom,

He rnagnt cebe nog Horm Pum,
OH Hac TonueT CBOMM CaNoOroMm
U He CNLINT,KAK Mbl KPpUUMUM.
Mw rpo3um emy 13=-3a CnNuUHH

M MeuTaeMm BO Mpake HoueWn,
Yro nongem Ha ocapgy Cremwm

C Kynaxkamu npoTtus Meuen.

Aa,Mu ManeHokuii cnabuih Hapoga,

Mw He 8 CMNAxX HMW CNasnTb HU KAARCTL,
Ho ysuguTe - cpok npuger,

Csanum Mul Bawy ropayo BfacThb.

Mw - omena,uTto cyuut ay6!

Mw - 4yepBAK,uYTO Brpu3aeTcA 8 rpub!
Mw - gynno,cseepnauee 3y6,

Mw - 8 NATY BOH3MBWUMCA wmn!

Monb 8 ogexpge Awpy nporpui3ser,
Pxa packpownT OynaTtHuiA meu,
YepBb MCTOUMUT cospepmuﬁ nnog,
Bam po6po csoe He cBGepeun!
Aa,mm Tak xe cnabbl,KakK OHU,
HezameTeH n gonor Haw TpyAa,
Ho nosepbTe:HacTaHyT AHM -
Bawn KpenocTu Bac He cnacyr.

310 BepHO,cnabu Mm cenvac,

Ho apyrue Hapogw cunbHbI,

U Mn X noseagem Ha Bac,

Y106 cnanuTe Bac B OrHe BOWHbLI.
Aa, Teneps M TONbLKO pabw,

U pabamn Mu Byaem onAaThb,

Ho Mu B8am ckonoTtuM rpobul,

Yro6 Ha Bawmx Morwnax nnacarte!
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COLD IRON

“ GOLD is for the mistress—silver for the maid—
Copper for the craftsman cunning at his trade.”

“ Good! " said the Baron, sitting in his hall,

“ But Iron—Cold Iron—is master of them all.”

So he made rebellion ’gainst the King his liege,
Camped before his citadel and summoned it to siege.
“ Nay! ” said the cannoneer on the castle wall,
* But Iron—Cold Iron—shall be master of you alll ”

Woe for the Baron and his knights so strong,
When the cruel cannon-balls laid ’em all along;
He was taken prisoner, he was cast in thrall,
And Iron—Cold Iron—was master of it all!

Yet his King spake kindly (ah, how kind a Lordl)

“ What if I release thee now and give thee back thy sword?
* Nay! ” said the Baron, * mock not at my fall,

For Iron—Cold Iron—is master of men all.”

* Tears are for the craven, prayers are for the clown—
Halters for the silly neck that cannot keep a crown.”

** As my loss is grievous, so my hope is small,

For Iron—Cold Iron—must be master of men alll ”

Yet his King made answer (few such Kings there bel)

“ Here is Bread and here is Wine—sit and sup with me.
Eat and drink in Mary’s Name, the whiles I do recall
How Iron—Cold Iron—can be master of men alil

He took thedWine and blessed it. He blessed and brake the
Bread.

With His_down Hands He served Them, and presently He
said:

“ Seel These Hands they pierced with nails, outside My
city wall,

Show Iron—Cold Iron—to be master of men all.



X0NOAHOE XENE30

"Cepebpo -~ Ona Oesyuex,3o10mo - O’ Oam,
Medv uenpasHo cayum ucxycrum macmepam.
"“"Ho,lfocnogn,- ckasan bapoH,xonn ornAages nycTomn,-
XonogHoMy wene3ay nogenactex poa nngcxon!'!

lfpotue Kopona OH npepatenscku BoOcCcTan,
3aMoOK clo3epeHa ocagun Baccan,

Ho nywkape Ha Gawne npoGypuan:''lMocton -
Xeneay,weneay nogenacrtex poa moackon!'':

rode n bapoHy W puiyapAM ero:

beaxanocTHue Agpa He Waauu HUKOro,
3akosaH B uenu NMNEeHHWK,He weBenbHYTb PYKOW:
XonogHoMy weneay nogenacTeH poa nwackom!

Kopons cka3zan '' He xouetca gepxaTb Te6Aa B nnewHy,
A uto,ecnu A otnywy Teba u meu Ttebe sepny?

"0 net,-BapoH oTBeTMN,~ He CMENCA Hafo MHOM:
XonogHoMy wene3y nNoaBnacTeH poa MNACKOW.

Cnesn - O mpycausozo, npocvbu - ONR 2aynua,
llemaa - OnA weu 2HYyYeiCA NOO mMACecmvio 8eHUa.
U MHe He ocCTaeTca HaaemAb HUKAKOM:
XonogHoMy weneay noasnacTeH poa NOACKon!

BHoBb O6patuncAa K Hemy Kopone - ax,mano
Takux kopone#!
"BoTr xne6,BUHO,CaAUCb CO MHOM,
CNOKOMHO ewb W nen!
Caguce we 8O umAa Mapuu,nonymaem ¢ TOo6OM
Kak momeT GuiTb meneay noasnacteH poa NMACKOMR!

bnarocnoeun On Xne6 u Buno,n TyT e

Xne6 npenomun
U Ceoeit pyKow nogan emy,n TUXO Nporosopun:
"CmoTpu !Mou pyku,rao3aAmMu NpobuTtu

3a CTeHOM ropoACKon,
OH¥ NOoKaxyT,uTO BnNpasAy xeneay

noasnacTeH poa FACKOWM. .



* Wounds are for the desperate, blows are for the strong.

Balm and oil for weary hearts all cut and bruised with
wrong.

I forgive thy treason—I redeem thy fall—

For ron—éold Iron—must be master of men all! ”

* Crowns a:rde Jor the valiant—h:uptra jo;o the bold!

Thr ! dare to take and
onahou!’?ownjwmgtymw e

*“ Nay! ” said the Baron, kneeling in his hall,

** But Iron—Cold Iron—is master of men alll

Iron out of Calvary is master of men alll



Panm -gnA otuaaHHoro,butea - ana Gouua,
banbaam anA Tex,komy nows nu rpex X
B KpPOBb MCTep3anu ceppua,
Npowan TBOWO M3MEHY,C NOYETOM OTNPaABNC [OMOM
Bo wua Kenesa,Kotopomy nogenacren pop moackoirl'

“Hopora - momy,mo ee cxeamun, Oepwasa — momy,
xmo cmMen,
Tpon Anr mo2o,xmo cen Ha Hezo
u yderpmambca cumen!"
"0,net,- BapoH NnpoMoNBMN,-CKNOHACL B 4acCOBHe
nycToi, -
BouctuHy Xeneay nogsnacteH poa MMACKOM:
Xeneay ¢ lonro¢wm nopsnacted pog nnackoin!"
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RUSSIA TO THE PACIFISTS
1918

oD rest you, peaceful gentlemen, let nothing you
G dismay,
But—Icave your sports a little while—the dead are borne
this way!
Armies dead and Cities dead, past all count or care.
God rest you, merry gentlemen, what portent see you there?
gingi;_g:—Break ground for a wearied host
at have no ground to keep.
Give them the rest that they covet most . .
And who shall be next to sleep, good sirs,
In such a trench to sleep?

God rest you, peaceful gentlemen, but give us leave to

pass.

We go to dig a nation’s grave as great as England was.

For this Kingdom and this Glory and this Power and this
Pride, -

Three hundred years it flourished—in three hundred days it
died

€a.
Singing :—Pour oil for a frozen throng
Tizt lie about the ways.
Give t?em the warmth they have lacked so
ong . ..
And what shall be next to blaze, good sirs,
On such a pyre to blaze?

God rest you, thoughtful gentlemen, and send your sleep is
light!
Rcmainsgof this dominion no shadow, sound, or sight,
Except the sound of weeping and the sight of burning fire,
And the shadow of a people that is trampled into mire.
Singing :—Break bread for a starving folk
t perish in the field.
Give them their food as they take the yoke. ..
And who shall be next to yield, good sirs,
For such a bribe to yield?
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POCCHA - NAUMOUCTAM
1918

bor ¢ samu,MupHHE OKEHTNbMEHb,
CTpaxa 8am He NOHATL.
OctaBbTe Ha MUHYTKY cnopT,uTob MepTBhIX
He HapowaTs!
MepTteuwe apmun n ropopa,b6ea cueta u 3abor...
A uvo,6ecneuHsie rocnoaa,a YToO NOTOM BAC xaeT?
Cnoem,aro nu!
3emm0 BCKONaAW ANA yCTanux CONARaT:
HeT Beab y Hux 3aemnu!
OrpainTe wM BCe,uTO OHM XOTAT!
A kTo GypeT cnegyowmm,rocnopa
3a TemMn,KTO B AMH nernu?

Bor ¢ samn,MupHuie AxeHTnbMeHw!Ham TONbKO
AOpOry OTKpoOW =
NoneM KONaTe HapPOAR3AM MOTrUMM
¢ AHrnuo senuuunmomn!
BpuTaHCcKaA cnaea,ropaoCTe M UeCTh,
BonHu cemn mopen -
Bce,uTO cBeprano TpucTta nerv
CruHeT 3a TpucTa AaHen!
Cnoem,uto nu?
3amep3une TONNK OEH3WHOM Nonbem,
NycTe XOTb B NOcnepgHeM CHe
Manoce norpeetrca GepHuwii Hapopg...
A xto GyaeT cneayowuMm,rocnoaa,
FopeTts 8 norpeGanvHom orne?

Bor ¢ eam,myapuie axeHTnoMmeHu!lla Gyaert nerokx
Baw CoH!
Hn 3ByKa,Hn B3AOXa,HW TEHW
He OCTaBWUM ANA HOBLIX Bpemex!
Passe uTO OT3BYKM Nnnaua,pasBe UTO B3AROXM OrHewn,
Passe uto 6GnepgHuie TeHwu
BTONTaHHLIX B FPA3bL noaen!
Cnoem,uto nun!
Xneba,xneba ronogHuiM,
Tem, k10 B Gow naper!
flaiite um KopM BMecte C Apmom!
A KTO we cnepyouui,rocnopa,
3a noxnebky 8 paGcreo novper?
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God rest you, merry gentlemen, and keep you in your mirth!
Was ever Kingdom turned so soon to ashes, blood, and earth?
"Twixt the summer and the snow—seeding-time and frost—
Arms and victual, hope and counsel, name and country lost!
Singing:—Let down by the foot and the head—
Shovel and smooth it all!
So do we bury a Nation dead . . .
And who shall be next to fall, good sirs,
With your good help to fall?



Bor ¢ Bamu,pe3sue aKeHTnbMmeHu!Becenutecs
B cBoem yrnay,
Korpa npespatum bBputanun
8 MyCOp,KpoBb W 30.y:
Hu opymua,Hn Hagexaw,
HU MPATBH, HU 3UMbl,HN BECHH -
OcTtaHeTcA pa3Be UTO UMA
xanysweh B Jlety cTpaHu!
Cnoem,uto m?
Fonosw, pyKu, HOMM
3apoem,n nycTb nexar!
BoT Taxk Mu XOpoHuM OwBWYO Hauwm. ..
A xTO Tenepb. NOKgeT, rocnopa
C sawe’ i mupHOM nomoubd B ap?

.
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IF—

Ir YOU can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,
If you can trust yourself when nﬁ men doubt you,
ut make allowance for their doubting too;
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;
f you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build 'em up with wom-out tools:

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
And lose, and start again at your beginnings
And never breathe a word about your loss;
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
o serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: “ Hold on! ”

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
r walk with Kings-—nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
If all men count with you, but none too much;
If you can fill the unforgiving mir.ute
Vith sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,
And—which is more—you’ll be a2 Man, my son!



KOTJA...

Korna Tw TBepAa,a BeCb HapoAa pacTeprH
U sasmT Ha TebA 3a 3TO rpex,

Korpa muktOo Kpyrom B 1ebA He BepuT -
Bepb cam B cebn,He npesupan Bcex.
YMe He yCTaBaTb OT OmMMQAHLA,

K He yuacTsyn BO Bceobuen nwm,

He obpawant Ha HEHaBUCTb BHUMAHLA,

Ho cnasoi poBpAka He ROPOMM !

Korpa 3 MubCnn He TBOPUWL KymMupa,
MeuTan,He vAaews K MeuTe B padw,

Coutn BCco cnasy u Beccnasve mMnupa
OgHnm 1 Tem we BuBepTOM cyabbu,
Monunuweb ,KOrQa TBOM CnoBa Kopewa,

NnyT MmacTepuT KankaH ANA AYypPakos,
Korpa sce TO,Ha UTO TBOM BeK MONOXEH,
BHoBb cobupaTb Tu gonkeH U3 KyCkos, -

Korpa puckHewb ,NOCTaBuB Ha KOH CHOBA
Becb BbMrpuw, - U TONBKO ANA TOrO,
Y106 npourpath U HW eAuHbIM CNOBOM

He Bbigate cOoxaneHbA cBoero -

Korpa Hasno ycrano&ru n 6onu
3acTtasuwe cepaue ¥WM3Hb TawumTb TBOW,
XOTA 8 HeM BCe WCCAKNO,KpOMe Bonwn,
Ewe TBepasuen ''Het'’ HeOwTHO, -

Korpa Tonne He nbCTuwb ynubkon HM3KOM,

A c xoponem He nesewb B KOPONU,

U amaewb,4YTO M Bpalr,HU APYr TBOW GAU3KMKA
TebA yRapuTb B CnNuHy He cmornmu,

Korpa noHABs,uTO BpeMA He npouaer,
CekyHQHON CTpenKkoi Mepuwb CKauKy AHeMn,
Torpa T 8 MUpe WUCTUHHMIN XO3AWH,

Torpa T - JIWHHOCTb,uTO ewe BawmHen!
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THE APPEAL

IF I HAVE GIVEN YOU DELIGHT
BY AUGHT THAT I HAVE DONE,
LET ME LIE QUIET IN THAT NIGHT
WHICH SHALL BE YOURS ANON :

AND FOR THE LITTLE, LITTLE, SPAN
THE DEAD ARE BORNE IN MIND,

SEEK NOT TO QUESTION OTHER THAN
THE BOOKS I LEAVE BEHIND.



MPOCDHEBEBA

KOJIb LOBPAM CJIOBOM HA 3EMIJIE

TH TPYL ITOMAHEWE MOHA,

AR MHE CIIOHOARHO CIIATb BO MIJIE,
rJE BCTPEYYCH A C TOBOHA.

IMCHKA A BYLOY HE BIIOJIHE
3ABHNT CPELH XHBHX,

TH BCE CYMEEWIDL OBEO MHE
Y3HATE H3 HHHI' MOHX.
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