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JIro6oBHas pa3MoJiBka ¢ ObITHEM

JomkHo 6bITh, KaXKaas HosTH4eckas 6uorpadus Taur B ce-
6e kakyro-TO 3arajaky, u ouorpadus Pobepra ®pocra—He uc-
KJIroueHue u3 npasmwia. MMeHHO noaTuueckas ero ouorpadusi.
XKureiickas — CpaBHUTEIBHO SICHA U BPS JIM YBJIEYET TEX, KTO B
00CTOATENBCTBAX XU3HU II03TA MBITAETCS HAWTH HEmocpen-
CTBEHHOE OOBJACHEHHE €ro XYyJOXKECTBEHHBIX YCTpPEMJICHHMIA.

Ilyts ®pocra (1874-1963) GpuT DOJNTMM M, IO BHELIHEMY
BIICYaTJICHUIO, HA 3aBUCTDb I10CJIEOBATEIbHBIM, LEJIbHBIM, HE-
YKJIOHHO BEIYLIUM OT OJHOW BEpUIMHHI K Apyroi. OH no3aHo
IeOIOTHPOBAJ ~KOTJa BhIILIA IlepBasi KHHATA, aBTOPY OBLIO
IIOJI COPOK,—3aTO IOTOM CyabOa ¢ JIMXBOW BO3HArpajauia ero
3a BCe, 4ero Hexopasia B Monogocti. HUKTO U3 nuTepaTypHBIX
coBpeMeHHMKOB PpocTa He 3HaJ CTOJIb €JUHOLYIUHOTO IpH-
3HaHMS, CTOJb IPOMKOH ciaBbl. CaMble MOYETHBIE IPEMHH,
aKaJieMHYECKHe OTJINYHS U NIPOYKE 3HAKH 3aBOEBAHHOIO Mpe-
crmxa — 11 @pocra Bce 3TO OBLIO HE MPA3IHUKOM, a HOYTH
4TO OOBIIEHHOCTBIO. YK€ B 20-¢ roabl OH BOCIIPUHUMAJICH KaK
JKUBOH KiaccuK. B nanpHelIeM ero Ha3oByT HallMOHAJbHBIM
MO3TOM AMEpUKH.

IlpaBna, HanpsATIIM CiIyX, MHOH pa3 MOXHO ObUIO pa3iu-
YUTh B 3TOM XOp€ N0XBaJjl JuccoHupyrouue ronoca. OHH 3BY-
4aJI HEYBEPEHHO U OCTOPOXKHO, HO BCe-Taku oHM Obumn. Koro-
TO OTTajIKMBaJla 3CTEeTUYecKast KOHcepBaTHBHOCTb PDpocra,
NOTYEPKHYTO 060COOHBIIEroCs OT COBDEMEHHBIX €EMY BESIHHI
B [IO33HM U HE NPUHSBLIETO, B CYIIIHOCTH, HUKOTO U3 KpyIHeii-
[IMX MAacTepOB TOW 3MOXH, 32 HCKJIOYEHHEM OJIH3KOrO eMy
OnsuHa ApaudrroHa Po6uncona. KTo-To wien manselie, mo-
npekass Ppocra HOBEPXHOCTHBIM ONTHMHU3MOM, SIBHO HE CO-
OTBETCTBOBABILIMM HACTPOCHHSM CYPOBOTO MEXBOEHHOTO
BpPEMEHH, a TO ¥ JaBasi HOHATH, YTO N30paHHAS UM MO3ULIMS HE
qyxaa KoHpopMHu3Ma.

2-328
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Takue BbIIaAbI HE MOTYT HE NIOPA3UTh CBOEH MPAMOJIMHEH-
HOM TEHAEHIIMO3HOCTBIO, HO BaXHO IOHATH, YTO XE B IPOU3Be-
neHusx Opocra nocayxuno aas Hux nosoaoM. U Tyt msl cpa-
3y CTaJIKMBaeMCsi C enBa JM He Kino4yeBbiM s Ppocra
noHsaTHeM Macku. HackoJIbko OHO OBLJIO eMy BaXXHO, OH yKa-
3aJi caM, 0003HAYMB KaK «MacKu» 00a CBOMX ONBITa B Apama-
Typrun — «Pasym» (4 Masque of Reason, 1945) u «Cocrpana-
Hue» (A Masque of Mercy, 1947). Tyt peub 1111a O CTAPUHHOM
’XaHpe, BOCXOIAIIEM K CPEIHEBEKOBBIO, OOHAKO CMBICH, KO-
TOpBIi cam ®PpocT BKJIABIBAI B UACIO «MACKH», TOpa3ao LIu-
pe. OTO KOHIENIMs, CYyIIIECTBEHHasl ISl XapaKTepa BCEro ero
TBOpPYECTBA.

®pocr 6611 He U3 TEX MO3TOB, KOO NPUHATO HAa3bIBATH HC-
NOBEJAJIbHBIMU, MMES B BUIy OTYETJIUBBIA 3JIEMEHT JINYHOTO
HepEeXXUBaHU, IOPOH €/1Ba JIX HE UCYEPIBIBAIOLIErO cOO0i Bce
coaepxaHue nosruyeckoro mupa. O cedbe oH He JIIOOWI TOBO-
PpUTH Aaxke B mUCbMax. Y Hero ObLIO MaJjio Apy3ei, Aa U Te, KTO
IOBOJIHO OJIM3KO C HUM 00LIasICs NECATUIETUSIMY, HEU3MEH-
HO YyBCTBOBaJIM Oapbep, 3a KOTOPBIi OH He [TO3BOJISUI IEPEXo-
muth. TpynHo cka3zaTh, OblIa JIM 3TO 4epTa XapakTepa WM
€CTECTBEHHOE CTPEMJICHHME 3aIUTUTBCS OT JXKAJHOTO M He-
CKpPOMHOT'O UHTepeca IyOJimku, Bo30yXIaeMOro Kaxaou 3Ha-
MEHHUTOCTBhIO. B amepukaHCKUX YCIIOBHSX OrpaguTh cebs OoT
oA00OHO! HAa30IIMBOCTH OKa3bIBAJIOCh OCOOEHHO HENMPOCTHIM
IesioM. PpocT npe/moyesn He TOJIbKO HE MelIaTh, a B KAKOK-TO
CTENeHM Oaxe CHocoOCTBOBATH YKOPEHEHHIO TeX MHU(OB o
caMoM cebe, KOTOphbI€ YK€ NpH €ro XKU3HU CTaM Hempe-
MEHHBIM aTpubyTOM JIt000# NoCBsIaBLIeHCS eMy CTaThH, JIIO-
6Oro CyXIeHusl O HeM Kak O JIMYHOCTH M IHMcaTene.

31 MH}BI OCHOBBLIBAJIMCH HAa HECKOJIBKUX BbIOOPOYHBIX
6uorpaduueckux dakxrax, a eme OoJbllle —HA JOBEPUH K Mac-
Ke, KoTopoit @pocT noab30BasICs, KOrja NOKUAAl YEAUHEHHBIE
¢depmbl HoBoi#t AHrinu, rae HanmucaHbl €ro JIyYIlIie CTUXOTBO-
pEeHuUs, ¥ BCTYIAJ B IPSAMOM KOHTAKT C TOJIIAMHM MOYHTaTENeH
u mobonsiTcTBYOmMX. Ero kpynnas ¢urypa, yseHuanHas Oe-
JIOCHEXKHOM T0JIOBO#, M YyTh JIyKaBOE BHIPaXKEHHUE IJIyOOKO MO-
CaX€HHBIX TOJIYOBIX IJIa3, U OOJIbILINE HATPY)XCHHBbIE PYKH, U
[O-KPECThSIHCKU HECIeIHas peub, yKpallleHHast KaKUM-HUOY b
XapaKTepHBIM CJIOBIIOM, —BeCh €ro O0JIMK, BCS MaHepa Aep-
KaThCs B OOILIECTBE CO34aBaJId TO CAMOE BIIEYaTJIEHUE [APMO-
HHYHOCTH M MPOCTOTHI, KOTOPOE JIETJIO B (GYHAAMEHT pacxo-
XX mpencrasyieHuid o ®pocre.
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OH ka3ajics NO3TOM-3eMJIETAIIIEM, TOPOXaIuM Oe3bl-
CKYCHBIMM PaJOCTSIMH CEJIbCKOTO XHUThA-OBIThs 1 BOBCE HE Be-
JAIOIIMM TE€X MHTEJUIEKTYaJIbHBIX CJIIOXHOCTEH M COMHEHHH,
KOTOPHIMH NEPENOJHEHB KHUIM JIPYTHUX [IO3TOB €ro IOKOJIe-
Hus. B HeM Bunenu noSponyirHoro xusHenoba U neBHa ma-
TpUapXxaJIbHOro Mupa ¢epmepckoit AMepuku, OH BOCIIPUHH-
MaJICS KaK TOHKHA MEW3aXUCT U MPOJI0JIKATEND (POJIBKIOPHBIX
TpaJulyii, OT KOTOPLIX OTBEPHYJIACH HE B MEPY paccyI0YHas U
YTOHYEHHAasl COBpeMeHHas My3a. U Bce 3T0 roBOpHIIOCE 0 HEM
TAaK YacTo, TaK YBEPEHHO, YTO HE IPUXOIUTCS yIUBJIATHCS pa3-
JIPAXXEHHUIO, C KAKUM ITOA4AC OT3BIBAIUCH 0 PpocTe CTOPOHHU-
KM MHBIX MIOEHHBIX U 3CTETHYECKHX ycTaHOBOK. MIM ka3aiocs,
4T0, 00smyas Ppocra, OHU OTCTAMBAIOT MO3UIMU COLUAIBHO
aKTHUBHOTO MCKYCCTBa, KOTOpOe He uaeanu3upyer smoxy. Ho
o6mmyanu onu He Ppocra, a TOJNBKO JIETeHIbI, BHIPOCLLINE BO-
Kpyr Hero. Yl nosTomy 6b1M riiy0OKO HECIIpaBeUIMBhI B CBOMX
Hamajakax. Bpems nokasajo 3T0 co Bce#d OYEBUIHOCTBIO.

Jlerenapl MUTANMCh ¥ TEMH CKYNIBIMH CBEJEHUSMU O XKU3HU
H03Ta, KOTOPbIM PPOCT MO3BOJIUII IPOCOYUTHCS B I1e4aTh. bbI-
JIO U3BECTHO, YTO OH poamics B Can-®paHLIUCKO, B CEMbE KYP-
HaJIICTa, a TOoCJie CMEPTH OTLIA BOCHUTHIBaJIcA y nena B Macca-
uyycetrce. Ha yHuBepcuTeTCKOE 0Opa3oBaHKe HE XBATHIIO TO JIH
CHJI, TO JIH CPEJICTB, IPHIILIOCh OIPAaHUYUTHCS KOJUIEIDKEM, a
3aTeM CoYeTaTh (epMepCKuit TPy C MpenogaBaHUEM B CEJlb-
ckoii mkoje. Cruxu @pocT mucall ¢ IOHOCTH, KOE-4TO MeYaTa
B IIPOBHHIMAJIbHBIX Ia3eTaX, OJHAKO He MPOOYAUI UHTepeca K
CBOMM pPaHHUM OIIBITAM CO CTOPOHBI YHTaTeNed, He roBOpA
yxe o penensenrax. Korma B8 1912 roay oH ¢ ceMbeil pelui Ha
BpeMsi IepedpaThCs B AHIJIMIO, YTOOBI CMEHUTH aTMOChepy H
HOIBITATHCS B3IJIHYTh HA NPHUBBIYHYIO €MY aMEPHUKaHCKYIO
OyIOHUYHOCTh M37ajieka, B YeMOJaHe YXe Jiexala PYKOIHCh
«[Ipomannsi C IOHOCTBIO» —IEPBOH  €r0  MO3THYECKOH
KHUTH.

Kuury uznanu B Jlonnone rox cnycrs. O Heit ¢ Boctoprom
OTO3BaJIMCh aHrimiickue npy3bs Ppocra—HO3TE, KOTOPHIX
Ha3bIBAJIM TreOpruaHiaMu. ITo ObLT HEOONBIIONH KPYKOK MPH-
BEPXKEHIIEB OYKOJIMYECKOM JINPUKY, CETOBABILUX HA BCEBJIACTHE
HHITyCTpHH, KOTOpasi 06e300pa3uia pOMaHTUYECKUE IEPEBEH-
ckue JJanmuadThl, ¥ BOCIEBABIINX MHUMYIO WAWLIIMIO JOOpOit
CTapoil AHIJIUM, HCYE3AIOLIYI0 KPACOTY ee 3eJIeHBIX MOoJIeH, ee
IIPO3paYHBIX PYYbEeB M TEHUCTHIX poml. [Tucamu oHm crapo-
MOJHBIM «BO3BBILIEHHBIMY SI3BIKOM, HE 3aMeuasi, 10 Yero 0es3-

2%
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KM3HEHHBIMU CHENAJINCh 3a CTOJIETHE, KOTOPOE INpOILJIO CO
BPEMCH NIEPBLIX POMaHTHKOB, 3TU I'MMHBI HENPUTA3aTEILHOMY
IIOJIEBOMY LBETKY U MOAEPHYTOMY 3eJIeHbIO NMpyAy B 3abpo-
LIeHHOMH ycanpbe. @PpocTa OHM rOTOBHI OBUIM NPOBO3IJIACHTH
CBOMM JIMIEPOM H BIOXHOBHTEJIEM, HO IPOUCXOAMIIO 3TO MO
YHCTOMY HEJIOPa3yMEHUIO, BEPHEE, M0 HECMIOCOOHOCTH BHAETH
JaJibllle TeMaTUYeckux nepekindyek. OH Toxe nmucai o Mpupo-
e U O IEpeBHE, a TEM CaMbIM yXe Bpone Obl OKka3bIBaJCs
COIO3HUKOM 3THX CHJIbHO 3aml03JaBIINX HCKaTeljlell pomaH-
THKH.

B Amepuxke «IIpolaHue ¢ FOHOCTBIO» U OCOOEHHO CIIeNyIO-
it coopHuk Ppocra, «K cesepy ot Bocrona» (1914), npoyunn
no-gpyromy. BepHyTbes Ha poauny ®pocra 3acTaBuia HauaB-
LIasCsl MUpOBasi BOHHA, a BEPHYBLUUCh, OH C YAMUBJIIEHHEM 00-
HapyXui OeccliopHbIe AOKa3aTeJbCTBA COOCTBEHHOH H3BeECT-
HOCTU W aBTODHMTETa y TeX, KTO IOCBATHI ce0s CIIyXeHHIo
«HOBOM IO33UM», MJIH, KaK B Ty IOPY HECKOJIBKO BBICOKOIIAPHO
BBIPaXaJIUCh, «IO3THYECKOMY peHeccaHcy». Jlo Peneccanca,
pasyMmeeTcs, ObLI0 ajieKo, HO aMEPUKAaHCKas OI3HUA TeX JIET U
BIPaBIy IlepexuBaja spkoe Bpems. Hesamonro mo orwesna
®pocra B AHIJIMIO MOSBUICS NEPBBI HOMEP YMKArcKOro xyp-
Hana «I[Toarpu» (Poetry). Ilpouuio nBa ¢ HOJIOBHHO# roga, u
9TOT XYpPHaJ—IJIOJ 3HTY3Ma3Ma, BKyCa U BEpbl HECKOJIbKHX
OIapeHHBIX MOJIOIBIX JIUTEPATOPOB —IPEBPATHIICS B 3aKOHO-
JaTess Xy JOXXeCTBEHHBIX 3TasioHoB. [losBuiack enas miesna
TanaHToB. JluTepaTypHble penmyTanuy CO34aBaJIUCh U yTBEp-
JaJIUCh B MTHOBEHbE OKa. be3BecTHbIE MO3THI, €llle BYepa Bbl-
HYXJEHHbIE UCATh YPHIBKAMH IIOCJIE CKYYHOrO JHS B KaKoi-
HUOYy b IOpUOMYECKOH KOHTOpE WK oduce TOproBoi GpuUpMmsl,
Tenephb JaBajii MHTEPBBIO HA NEPBBIX MOJIOCAX ra3eT W cHefa-
JIUCh TOMYJISAPHBIMHU.

Takoii B3pbIB UHTEpECA K O33UU MOT' YIMBUTH, OJHAKO OHA
ero BHoJHe 3achyxwia. ITocne 3aTuiubs U 3acros, MpoaoJ-
XKAaBILIErOCs yXKe 110 MEHBLIEH Mepe YeTBEPTh BeKa, C TeX IOp
Kak yMep YMTMEH, B Heil NOBesJI0 CBEXUM BeTpoM. Ee
[JIABHBIM HOOYXJEHMEM CTajl IOHMCK IJOCTOBEPHOTO CBHIE-
TEJIbCTBA O BPEMEHH, KOTJ]a IPOMCXOAMIIA KpyTas JIOMKa NpHU-
BBIYHBIX HOPM XXH3HHU, IPUBBIYHBIX MOHATHHA. B Hell Bo3oOJ1a-
Iajn nagoc npasabl U BCIBIXHYJIA XKaKAa TBOPYECKOIO dKCIe-
pUMEHTa, NPU3BAaHHOTO NOKOHYUTH CO BCeH HPOINBLICHHOM
pyxJisobio obBeTmiaBmux ¢GopM, CO BCEMH HEJENBIMH pa3jie-
JIEHUSIMH, COTJIACHO KOTOPBHIM OJHU SIBJIEHUSI NEUCTBUTENbLHO-
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CTM NPU3HABAJIMCH JOCTOHHBIMU O3TUYECKOTO OCMBICIIEHHS, &
JpYTHe HeT.

Ona xuia uieeil pelmuTeNbHOro OOHOBJIEHUS HE TOJBKO
XyIOXKECTBEHHOT'O MHCTPYMEHTAPHs U A3bIKa, HO M IIPEICTaB-
JIEHH# 0 Npu3BaHuM No3Ta. V1 06HOBJIEHHE TPOUCXOIWIIO — pe-
LINTENbHOE, NEp3KOe, TAJAHTIMBOE.

Bckope 3TOT €QMHOAYLIHBIN MOPHIB MCCAKHET M OOHapy-
KAaTCs IPUHIMITNAIBHBIE PACXOXKIEHUS MEXAY TEMH, KOTO BbI-
HecJia Ha rpeOeHb ciaBbl OypHas mo3Tuieckas snoxa 10-x ro-
moB. 1 cymp6Bl TOrmamHux OeOIOTAHTOB CJIOXATCHA OYEHb
no-pasHomMy. KTo-T1o ocrasercs, B CyLIHOCTH, aBTOPOM OJHO#
KHHUTH, BIIOCJEINCTBHMM OGECKOHEYHO IepeneBast camoro cebs,
KTO-TO 3aIlyTAaeTCs B JIMYHBIX U TBOPYECKMX NPOTHUBOPEUMSIX,
paHo coinas co cuensl. KTo-To oTcTynmuT oT BepoBaHuil COO-
CTBEHHOM IOHOCTH, CMEHUB 3HaMs —3CTETHYECKOe Aa U upaeit-
HoE.

A ®poct? I[IpuducneHHbldi B AHIJIMY K TOC/IEIHUM pOMaH-
THKaM, Ha POJWHE OH OCO3HABAJICA —H KPUTHKOW, U YUTATE-
JIEM —IIPUMEPHO TaK €, KaK IO3Thl, BBICTYNMBIIME IOYTH
OIHOBPEMEHHO C HUM, @ UX NPUHLHIOM ObUIa BEPHOCTH XKHU3-
HM, IYCTh HEIPUBJIEKATENbHOM, «HEMOITHYHO), HA CJIMIIKOM
M3bICKaHHbIHA B3rian. Ero npunsin 6e30roBopoYHo —Kak pe-
aJIucTa ¥ Kak HOBaTOpa, CyMEBLIEro MPO3BYYaTh COBPEMEHHO,
XOTS OH M HE JIOMaJI TPaJAUIMOHHBIX aHpoB U popM. HukTto
He OTpMLAJ €ro 3HaveHus1, a Macrepcrso ®pocra — nns mo3Ta,
y KOTOPOTO 3a IjIeYaMH ObLJIO BCETO JBE KHUXKKH, YIUBHTEIb-
HO 3peJioe —BOCXHUILAJIO JaXXe CAMBIX NPUIUPYUBHIX LIEHHUTE-
ged. Ho ¢ camoro Havana ®pocty kak Obl OTBEJIM OCO-
Oylo—H HE CIMIIKOM IIPOCTOPHYIO — TEPPUTOPHIO, IPHUYEM
TYT COBHAJIM CYXIEHUS I€OPrHaHIeB U OLEHKH KPUTHKOB M3
«IToarpu». U Te, n apyrue Haspisajin ®pocra nei3axHbIM JId-
PHKOM, IO3TOM [EPEBHH, MACTEpOM O3JIETHM M MEIH-
TaluH. ..

Tak 3T0 NOTOM U OTAHYJIOCH Yepe3 NEeCATHIICTHS, HE OTMe-
yeHHble 11 Dpocra, eciiu CyauTh IO €ro CTUXaM, HUKaKUMH
3HAYUTEJIbHBIMH U JpaMaTHieCKUMH coObiTHsAMU. [lepnoauye-
CKM BBIXOJIWJIM €70 HOBBIE KHUIH, POCJIO IIPU3HAHKE, HO HE Me-
HsU1ace penyranus. Onun u3 ucenenosartesneir Ppocra npuso-
OUT OTBETH CTYHOEHTOB, Oymymux (uiosoros, KOTOPBIX
BCKOpe nociie cMepTd Ppocra nonpocuiu chopmynpoBaTthb
CBOE BIIEYATJICHUE OT €ro nod3uu. BoT 4To oHM Hanucany, 3a-
MOJIHSASL CIIEUHAJILHO ITOATOTOBJICHHYIO aHKETY : «MYIpBIit cTa-
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puk-pepMep», KOTOPBIH «yMeeT 3aMETUTh B IIPUPOJIE TO, YErO
He 3aMeyaJli OO HEero Apyrue», a mo3ToMy U «cka3aTb o HoBoi
AHIJIMM Tax, YTO KaXOblil NOWMET, HO 4ero 3TO YyNEeCHBIH
Kkpait». CTyIeHTOB MOXHO MOXYPHUTh 3a CKYIOCTb SI3blKa, HO
He 3a LabJIOHHOCTh MbICAH. KpuTuka MHOro JieT mucaja o
®pocre, B 00IIEM-TO, TO XK€ CaAMOE.

M ToJIBKO MOCE TOrO, KaK €ro NyTh 3aBEPIUMIICS, YTO-TO
BCEpbE3 MOLIATHYJIOCh B 3TUX OaHAJBHBIX U NMPEAB3SITHIX MHE-
HHUSX, NOPOXIABUINX KpailHe MOBEPXHOCTHBIE TOJIKOBAHHMS.
Bout u3gaH uToroBelil mosTuyeckuit Tom dpocra, U BHUMA-
TEeJIbHOMY YMTATEJIO 3TON KHUIM HEOXKUIAHHO OTKPBLIACH Ta-
Kas riayOuHa, Takoi mpaMaTu3M PpuI0codCKOro comepxaHus,
4TO KaK-TO CaMHu cO00# MPEeKpaTHIIMCh BCE pa3rOBOPHI O (IIPO-
CTOLYILIHOM KPECThSHHHE» M «HEMCKOPEHUMOM OITHMHCTEY.
OTKpBUIOCH TO, YE€ro YIOPHO HE 3aMevaliy, IOKa roCIoICTBO-
BaJa JereHma, u Dpocr mpeacran kak OOUH M3 CaMBIX
CJIOXHBIX MO3TOB XX CTOJIETHS.

OT0 BOT W OBUIO 3arajKoii: KakuM 00pa3oM NPOHU3OLLIO
HACTOJIbKO SIBHOE MCKa)XE€HHUE CMBICJIA U CYLLIHOCTH TBOPYECTBa
®pocTa B CO3HAHUHU €r0 NPIKU3HEHHBIX YHTaTeNel, KakuM
00pa3oM ero CJlOXHOCTb, €ro TParM4HOCTh YCKOJIb3HYJU OT
BOCHPUSATHS HaXe JIIOAEH, He JIMIIEHHBIX XYXO0XKECTBEHHOTO
ciayxa M 4yThbsi?

JIro6ast monpITKa OTBETA C HEM30EXKHOCThIO TPEOYET MOHU-
MaHMS 3aKOHOB, IO KOTOPbIM PPOCT CTPOUT CBOM MOITHUE-
CKMH KOCMOC.

V Hero ecTb HECKOJIbKO OIpeAEJICHUH IMO33UH, CaMOe H3-
BECTHOE NpEJIOKEHO B aBTOPCKOM NpeaucyioBun k «36pan-
HOMY» 1939 roma. 3nech CTUXM Ha3BaHbI KMTHOBEHUEM HUCTHHBI
U rapMoHMM Ha ¢oHe xaoca». AGOPUCTHYECKH BBIPaKEHHAs
MBIC/Ib, Pa3BETBJSACH U oOpeTasi Bce HOBblE OTTEHKH, HaMe-
4aeT JOCTaTOYHO YETKYIO 3CTETHYECKYIO IPOrpamMmy.

Kak n xaxnmas takas nporpaMma, ¢pocToBckas aekjapa-
¥ BKJIIOYaeT B ceds moyieMuky u orpuuanue. OTBepraercs
yBJIEYEHUE «3BYYHOCTBIO», NoJ KoTopoil dpoct moapasyme-
BaeT OTTOYEHHYIO (OpMy M OoraTcTBo ¢aHTa3nM,— IJIs HEro
3TO KpacouHBI# (eitepBepk, 1 He Oousblie. OTBepraercs U3bl-
CKaHHOCTh U CMEJIOCTh accollallMii: MOKa OHU «HEHaIpaB-
JIlEMBbI», HE IOAYMHEHBI «TEME, KOTOPYIO He0OX0OMMO BOILIO-
TUTb», HO3T MOXOXX HAa Ky3HEYMKA, PaayIOLLIErocs LeApOMYy
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COJIHIY U BeceJio pe3Bsiierocs B Tpase. V1 oTBepraercs xoyon-
Has Joruka, 6yap OHa XOTh CaMHM coBeplieHCTBOM. ®poct
OILYINAJI KaK 4yXaylo cebe Ty MO33HI0, KOTopas He JOPOXHT
CcBOEOOpa3ueM M YriyOJeHHOCThIO MBICIH. OOHAKO MBICIb
OJDKHA ObLIA SIBUTHCS KaK OTKPOBEHHE, MOCETHUBILIEE XYHAOXK-
HUKa M I[EPEXUTOE BCEM €ro CYIIECTBOM.

Ero TpeboBaHUS K I033UM BBICOKH U xKecTKH. Heobxoaumel
«CTpOTHE TPaHHUIIbI JIOTHIHOTO», HO HEOOXOQMMa M «BeJIHYaii-
mas csoboma» cinoea um obpaza B 3TuX rpanuuax. Heobxo-
IUMBI «BOCTOPF» U «MYOPOCTb», HANPSHKEHHOCTb YYBCTBA U
€MKOCTb HIIEH, a IJIaBHOE —HEOOXOOUMO «IBHXXEHHE, COBEp-
11aeMOe B CTHUXE», HHayYe rOBOPsI, HEKOE BBICIIIEE €TUHCTBO BCEX
KOMIIOHEHTOB TBOPYECTBA, UX IOJIHAsI CIMTHOCTD.

®pocr ObLT yOeXIEH, YTO MCTHHHAS IMO33Usl OpPraHHvHa:
CTHXOTBOPEHHE IIPEKPACHO, ECJIY CAMO «CYMEJIO CIIOKUTHCS 10
KOHIIA ¥ LIEJIMKOM YBJIeYb 3a co00ii mo3sta». Bee pemaer Tou-
HOCTb UCXOIHOI MeTadopbl, a JajIbllle CTUXU MULIYTCS CJIOBHO
OBl HE3aBUCUMO OT aBTOPCKHMX CTapaHUil, U pacKpbIBalOTCH Ka-
KHE-TO HEBEJIOMbIE MCTOYHHKH XYINOXECTBEHHOW JHEPIuH,
JIMiIb YMHOXaroulelcs ¢ npubimkeHneM ¢uHaia,—Kak Kycok
JibJia Ha ropsyel IINTe, CTUXOTBOPEHUE OypJIUT TeM CUJIbHEE,
4YeM CTpEMHUTENIbHEE UIET TasHHe. DTOT YHCTO (PPOCTOBCKMIt
o6pas3, 3aBepiuarommii npenucnosue 1939 roma, KoHeYHO, TO-
xe noyemnyeH. Kak 651 MUMOXOIOM CKa3aHO, YTO CTHXM HE
3acTaBMIllb JKUTh HacwibHO. JltobGas BbIOyMKa, NyCTh U
OYEeHb M300peraTesnbHasi, HE CMOXET BIOXHYTh B NPOM3Be-
JIeHue Ty HPUPOJHYIO €CTECTBEHHOCTh, 0e3 KOTOpOd OHO
MEpPTBO.

HerpyaHo 3amMeTUTh, 4TO 110 CBOMM 3CTETHYECKUM B3IJIfl-
maM PpocTt okasaics NPSMBIM HACIEOHHKOM POMAaHTHKOB.
IIpuyeM enBa JIM He €QUHCTBEHHBIM B Ty IIOPY, Ha KOTOPYIO
[PUXOIUTCS €ro TBOPYECKUH pacuBerT.

Torna poMaHTU3M BBI3BIBaJ K ce0€ OTHOLUEHUE CKENTHYe-
CKOE€, €CJIM HE MOJIHOCTBIO HeraTuBHoe. [l 3TOro 6suM npu-
YMHBI. B 1103311 OH BJIACTBOBAJI CJIMIIKOM [IOJITO, YX€ JaBHO
TepexUB CBOM 3Be3/IHBII Yac. YU Kopuden, ocTaiach UHEp-
[¥st MOBTOPOB M iTaMmnoB. Ilepuon Mexay YUTMEHOM M «I10-
3THYECKMM PEHECCAHCOM» Ha3bIBAIOT TO «MEXIYLapCT-
BHEM», TO—TOpa3l0 TOYHEE —(CYMEPEYHBIM MPOMEXYTKOM.
W BrnpsMp cymepku: 3a BblYeTOM PoOMHCOHA, HM OJHOTO
KpYIIHOTO HMMEHH, BsJble, aHEMUYHbIE 00pa3bl, JUTEpaTyp-
[{{HA, BTOPUYHOCTH.
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IToxonenue, 3asBuBliee o cedbe co crpanun «Iloatpm»,
B30YHTOBaJIOCh NPOTHUB 3aBETOB, NEPEJAHHBIX OJMKAHIINMU
npemiecTBeHHUKaMu. IToToM 3TOT OYHT mepepoc B HACTOS-
LIYI0 BOIHY C pPOMaHTU3MOM, OOBSBJIEHHYIO TAKUMH JIHIepa-
MM «HOBOI#i 1033um», kak A3pa [Tayunu T. C. Dmmot. Tyt ObI-
Jla CBOS uAedHAs MOJOIUIEKAa, MOCKOJbKY DOMAaHTH3M ObLI
TEHIECHIMO3HO MCTOJIKOBaH Kak amogeo3 Oypxya3Hoil camo-
BJIFOOJIEHHOCTH Y JINOEPAJIbHOTO NPEKPaCHOAYIIUsA. Y TeX, KTO
B oTJjimuue oT IlayHna u DnuoTa He NPUTS3aJl Ha JIaBPbI HIEO-
JIOTOB, OTHOIIIEHHE K POMaHTHKaM OHPENEIsIOCh NPOCTO He-
CXOXECTbIO TBOPYECKHX ycTaHOBOK. HecxoxecTp BbiCTymaja
CJIMIIKOM PE3KO, 2 OTTOrO U CJIMIIKOM PE3KUMH, OJHO3HAYHBI-
MH OKa3bIBaJINCh OLIEHKH POMAHTHYECKOH MOI3UH.

CosceM no-apyromy Bocnpunumain ee ®pocr. O6pa3 u3
Jlonrdesto, maBIIMid 3arjaBHE €ro MEpBOil KHUre CTHXOB,
yKa3bIBaJl HA POJCTBEHHOCThH MUPOOIUYILIEHHUS], BBIPA3HBLIETO-
cs 1 BO ppocroBckoit «HosOpbCckoii rocTee», U B IUPHKE TBOP-
na «laiaBaTtey. M mogoOHbIE MEpPEKINYKH BIOCIENCTBUU Oy-
OYyT TOCTOSHHO obpamate Ha cebs BHUMaHUe YUTaTesel
®pocra. [IpieM OHH KOCHYTCS HE NPOCTO OTHEJBHBIX MOTH-
BoB. CKopee OHM OOHapyXaTcs B CAMOM XapakKTepe XyIoXe-
CTBEHHOTO MBILIJICHHUSI.

Kak u nns poMaHTHKOB, uisi @pocra BepXOBHBIM Ooxe-
CTBOM 1033uM ObuIa mpupoaa. OHa SIBJISJIACh KaK Obl BHICILEH
MeTadopoii, ckpbiBarollei B cebe OecKOHEUHbIE aHAJIOTHH C Ye-
JIoBe4ecKoi xku3Hblo. Yenosek Bcerma ocosznaercsa y dpocra
KakK yacTuua MUpo3aHus. JIMYHOCTh MOXET yXe He YyBCTBO-
BaTh CBOEH BKJIIOYEHHOCTH B PUTM IIPHPO/BI, HO Bce paBHO 3Ta
CBSI3b IO KOHIIa He OOpBIBaeTCS, # Mepa HCTUHHOCTH YeJloBeve-
CKMX NOOYXIEHUH OKa3bIBaeTCs ONpenesieHa TeM, HaCKOJIbKO
OHH B JIaJly C COPa3MEPHOCTBIO HaYaJl, yIPaBJISIOIIHX YHHBEP-
CYMOM €CTECTBEHHOrO OBITHSI.

Becb 3TOT Kpyr npencraBiieHH# NpoOLIe BCETO OOBICHHTD
cyrybo OuorpaduyeckuMu oOCTOSATENILCTBAMU, HO Ha CAaMOM
nmene ObL1 UOeHHBbINH BBIOOP, MO-CBOEMY [OpaMaTHYECKHH M
obpexasimii @pocra Ha HEMOHUMaHUE CO CTOPOHBI COBPEMEH-
HHUKOB, KAKMMH OBl MOYECTSIMH OHHM €ro HM oceinaju. He 6e3
BbI30Ba PpoCT NpOTHBONOCTABHII CeOS «IIO33UM OTYASTHHNY,
KOTOpas Ka3ajach 3HAMEHHEM 3IOXH, U NPU Bceil cBoeil He-
JIrOOBH K OTKPHITHIM MPU3HAHMSAM OJHAXIBI CKa3aJjl C MOJIHOM
SICHOCTBIO : «EMHCTBEHHOE, HA YTO S PELIMTENILHO HECIIOCO-
0€H, 3TO MCMBITHIBATL COCTOSSHHE Ge3HaAexHOCTH». [Iyg mosTa
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3TO OBUI NPHHIMI, OPraHUYHO BHITEKABIIMI U3 BCeil ero ay-
XOBHOM OpHEHTALMH, HO HAUUIMCh KPUTHKH, 3aII0JO3PUBLINE
TyT oduumosHoe xu3Hemobuwe. VI cpa3sy xe 3apommiace
BEpCHsl, COTJIACHO KOTOpo#t ®PpocTy HeBeOOMHBI HIH Oes-
pasiuyHbl  MYYMTENIbHBIE MPOTHUBOpPEYMS  HEHCTBUTEIIb-
HOCTH.

Ho Takue cyxaeHus He CBUAETENLCTBOBAJIN HU O Y€M, Kpo-
M€ 3CTETHYECKOH TIJIyXOTHl TeX, KTO MX BbickasniBaj. dpoct
[IPOXWI JOJTYIO XKM3Hb, y HETO Ha NaMSATH OBLIIN iBE MHPOBBIE
BOWHEI, 1 HEBUJAHHO XECTOKUM COIMAJIbHBIA. KPU3HC B T'OJIBI
MEXIy HHMHM, M IEPBBIH aTOMHBIH B3pHIB, U NPOTOKOJEI
Hropu6eprckoro mporecca, NMOTPSCIINE CO3HAHHE MHOTHX
MPHUBEPXKEHIIEB HAMBHOTO JOepanu3Ma, BOCIUTAHHBIX, KaK H
OH caM, Ha HIEIX «HEYKJIOHHOTO» OOIIECTBEHHOI'O IMporpecca,
B KOTOPBIi BEpHIIN JIF0IU TpoLusioro croserus. OH Obu1 coBpe-
MEHHHKOM «IIOTEPSHHOTO HOKOJEeHUs» 20-X TOJOB M «pa30u-
TOrO TOKOJIEHUs», 3asBuBLIero o cebe B 50-e. bonu BpeMeHu
He 060N CTOPOHO# ero caMoro, OTO3BaBILUCh M B YaCTHOM
€ro XH3HHM, TILATEJBHO CIPATAHHON OT YyXHX IJja3, U, pa-
3yMeeTCsl, B €ro MO33MHU.

Hpyroe aeno, 4To He KaXIOMYy AaHO OBUIO pacno3HaTh Ta-
KHE OT3BYKH, TeM OoJice uyTo ®Ppoct mo3aboTWiICS O TOM,
4TOOBI OHM HE OCTaHaBIMBaJIH Ha cebe BHUMaHue. Koraa ymep
PoOuHCOH, OH Hanucaj NpeaucjaoBHe K OJHOM €ro MOoCMEPTHO
HaneyaTaHHOW JApame, rlie, OTAaBas JOJI HaMSATH YIIEJUIEero
[03Ta, 0COOEHHO BOCXMINAJICS CAEPXKAHHOCTBIO, C KaKOil TOT
yMeJI TOBOPUTD «O NeYaJbHOM». MBIC/H, BhICKa3aHHbIE 34€Ch
®pocToM, BaXXHbI, OHM MHOTO€ MNPOSICHSIOT B €ro cCOOCTBEH-
HOM TBOpuecTBe. OH nucan: «EcTh BHICOKOE YIOBIETBOPEHHE
B TOM YyBCTBE IIe4aJii, KOTOPOE He B3bIBA€T HU K KaKUM yTe-
wiennsM. ITycts ona 6yner, sTa meyanb, HO Takasi, KOrga yxe
HUYETO HeJIb3d NONpaBUTh,—HeHcleanMas, koneunas. M ps-
IIOM C Hero IycTb Oymer urpa. B aToMm Bcs cyTh».

Urpa? Ho mns ®pocra 3to cnoBo obnanano crneuuduye-
ckuM cMbicioM. Koraa noasuto npespaiiaiy B «pUTMH3HPO-
BaHHBIA BOILIbY, OH YK€ HE CUUTAJ, YTO 3TO N033ui. MOXHO
OBLIO KacaTbCsi CAMBIX TPArUMYECKMX TEM, HO IIPH 5TOM JOJDKHA
6blJ1a OLIYIIATHCS UPOHHUS, U, YK BO BCAKOM cCiy4ae, onpele-
JIEHHa sl JUCTaHLMA TOJDKHA GbliIa OTHENATH O3TA OT OXBa4eH-
HOTO CTpaJaHHeM, HHYEero, KpoMe CTpaJjaHus, He MCIIBITHIBAIO-
IIEro ¥ He 3aMeyaloliero UHaMBuayyma. « OBOpSAT, CTHIIb—
ato uenoBek. Hamo OB cka3zath TOYHee: CTHJIb—3TO
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Crnoco6, KakuM YeJI0BEK OCMBICIISET caMoro cebs... U ecnu on
cepbe3eH, JOJIKEH YyBCTBOBATHCS MOICIYIHO NMPHCYTCTBYIO-
mMi IoMOp. A eciii KOMHMYEH, JOJDKHA YyBCTBOBATHCH BHY-
TPeHHsIs1 cepbe3HOCTh. U1 To, M Apyroe cpa3y, WM He IOJIy4aeT-
Cs HUYEro».

OTo, KOHEYHO, HE YHUBEpCaIbHAs 3CTETHYECKast HOpMa, OJI-
HaKo IPUMEHHUTEJNBHO K N10331M caMmoro Ppocra oHa nprobpe-
TaeT noytH abcooTHoe 3HaYeHue. K kaxoii 661 ppocToBckoit
KHMI'€ HU 0OpaTUThCS, €€ TOHAJIBbHOCTH HEMPEMEHHO BOUpAET B
cebs «u To, M Apyroe cpa3y». JipaMaTu3M, OTJIMYAIOIHMHA MHO-
rue 6aj1aiHble, AMAJIOTHYECKHE Ja ¥ YUCTO NMed3aXKkHble CTUXO-
TBOPEHHS, CMATYEH IOMOPOM, a B CTHXaX, Ile MPOHUYECKHii
MOATEKCT OYEBUIEH, pa3 3a pa3oM oOHapyXuBaeTcs Ta camas
«Cepbe3HOCTbY, 6e3 KoTopoit PpocT He MBICIUT HACTOSLIETO
HCKYCCTBA.

Peunb B kOHEUHOM HTOrE 1ILJ1a O TOM, KAKOBBI OOBEKTHBHBIE
BO3MOXXHOCTH U [ONyCTUMBIE Npenesbl CAMOBBIPAXEHHUs Xy-
IOXHHKa B MIO3THUYECKOM CJIOBE, O TOM, COBNAJAKOT JIU, AOJI-
HBI JI COBNAAaTh—HU 10 KaKOH 4epThl —JIMYHOE U aBTOPCKOE
«s». W 3pece nosumus Ppocra O6bna pe3ko cBoeoOpa3HOM.
Ilpn Bceit nyxoBHOW OJM30OCTM POMaHTHKaM, KOTOPYIO OH
BCera OHIyIIlaj, OHa OKa3aJiaCh II0 OTHOLIEHNIO K POMAaHTH3-
My CKOpee IOJIEMHYecKoil, YeM co3ByyHoi. PpocT He cTpe-
MUJICS M Jlaxe TO4YHO Obl omacajics riiyboko 3arjisipiBaTh B
TalHUKU COOCTBEHHOH AyIlIM, BHUKATh B KaX/I0€ ee ABWKCHHUE,
KaXXIbl{i CIIOHTaHHBIA NOpHIB. Takasi COCpeNOTOYEHHOCTh Ha
HWHAMBUYaJIbHBIX IEPEXUBAHUAX ITPO3UTIA PA3PYILUTDh UIIH, BO
BCSIKOM CJly4Yae, U3MEJIbYUTh NPOMOPUUM TOH CTPONHOMN Kap-
THHBI MHpa, CO3JIaHHEM KOTOpOil OH ObUI IO NPEUMYIIECTBY
3aXBayeH Ha NPOTSIKEHHM BCEX MATHIECATH JIET TBOPYECTBA.
TyT OTKpBbIBaJICS NMPOCTOPHBI MYTh JIMPUYECKOrO HCIOBEIA-
HUS € ero Heu30exHo pa3apoOJIeHHON, OCO3HAHHO HELENOCT-
HOM KapTHHOHN OKpyXarollued >XU3HH, HO ITOT HYyThb YBO-
T O4eHb JajeKo OT TJIaBHOHM XyHOXECTBEHHOM 3alavu
®dpocra.

3apmaueit ObUIO Kak pa3 HpeodoJieHHe pa3apobJIEHHOCTH,
OTpUIIaHKUE TOr'0 JIMPHYECKOro CyOBeKTHBU3MA, KOTODLIH IJia-
BEHCTBOBAJI Y POMaHTHKOB, a B atMocdepe XX Beka c ero cy-
POBBIMH MCIIBITAHUSMH U aHTarOHU3MaMH Kak Obl NOATAJIKU-
BajJ K 3HAKOMOMY Kpyry MOTMBOB U HHTOHAIM{ «IIO33UM
oTYasHUs». 3agavyer OblI0 obpeTeHue Oosee MIMPOKUX TOPH-
30HTOB, U PPOCT NONBITANICS BOCCTAHOBUTH €IUHCTBO Y€JIOBE-
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Ka €CJIM HE C COLMYMOM, TO C MHPOM IIDHUPOJBI, a TEM Ca-
MBIM M BOCCTAHOBUTb HEJIOCTHOCTh YEJIOBEYECKON JInY-
HOCTH.

OTOT maTpuapxaibHblii ONTUMHCT ¥ IPOCTOBATHIN NEBEL
OOBbIICHHBIX 3EMHBIX PaJOCTel, KAKUM €ro BOCIPUHHMAJIHU CO-
BPEMEHHUKH, B NEHCTBUTEJBHOCTH Opalicsi 3a HEMMOBEPHO
TPYOHOE [IEJIO BOCCO3JIaHHsI JyXOBHON M 3CTETHYECKOH rapMo-
HHUM, KOTOPOH, KaxeTcs, MPensaTcTBOBajl BeChb CTPOH amepu-
KaHCKOW ku3HU XX CTONETHS, U AENal 3TO [eJIO YeCTHO, He
JIOIlyCKasi HAKAKO#M peTyIIH, HUKAKOrO UCKYCCTBEHHOTO IpH-
MHPEHHS OCTPBIX IPOTUBOPEUHUii ObITHS. BHelIHE NPOCTOiA, OH
Ha IIOBEPKY OKa3bIBAJICS YIOPHBIM HCKaTeJIEM UCTUHBI B CIIOXK-
Heimnx ¢uiocodpckux BoIpocax, OIHUM U3 T€X MOITOB MbIC-
JI1, KaKUMHU OBLTH B €r0 BpeMsl JIMIIIb HEMHOTHE BbIIAIOIINECS
Macrepa, BbIOpaBIlIMe Ty JXe CaMyro JOPOry, Kak Obl Jajieku
oHM HU ObLH OT PpocTa B CBOEM NOHUMAHMHU CYILIHOCTH TBOP-
yecTBa U TaiH pemecna. Hazosem nosanero Ommnora. U Mosn-
tase. 1 3abosonkoro.

IIpu Bcex pa3nuyMsax OOIIUM Ul HHUX BCEX OCTaBaJloOCh
CTpeMJIEHHE NEePeCTYNIUTh paMKH UCIOBENAJIbHOM JIMPUKH, Ha-
IIOJIHMB ITIO3THYECKOE «sD» COJIEPKAHUEM, CBOHCTBEHHBIM PHIIO-
codckoii npame, npame uned. Iloka nepsoe nuuo, Bedylee
MOHOJIOT B MX CTUXOTBOPEHHSIX, TOBEPYMBO OTOXKAECTBIISAIIOCH
C JIMYHOCTBIO 1103Ta, MOMJIMHHBIA CMBIC]I, UMH BBIPaXXE€HHBIH,
He MOT He OCTaBaTbCsl 3aKPBITHIM WM IO MEHbILIEH Mepe He-
BepHO NOHATHIM. C PPOCTOM 3TO INPOUCXOIUIIO OCOOEHHO Ya-
CTO, AaXe C TeMH ero CTHXaMH, KOTOpblE€ CTalld XpecToMa-
THIHBIMH.

Hocratouyso ogHoro npumepa. CKOJbKO HHTEpNpETaTo-
poB nojyaranu, 6ynro 3HamenuTas «HewusbpanHasi moporay,
KOTOpO# OTkpheiBaeTcs cOopuuk «Mexay ropamm» (1916),
npeacTaBiiseT coO0i TUIMYHO POMAHTHYECKOE COoXajleHne 00
YIYIIEHHBIX BO3MOXHOCTSX U POKOBBIX OLIMOKax MpOLIJIOTO.
Ho 3To mms ogHO U3 BO3MOXHBIX pouTeHuit. PpocTy kasa-
JIOCh, YTO OH HAIMCaJ COBCEM O ApyroM. Jlis Hero 3ro Oblia
MpOHMYECKas 3apPUCOBKA, BHICMEMBAIONIAS 11AGJIOHHOE MBIILI-
JieHue KaOMHETHBIX MeUTaTelIeH, He YMEIOIUX, a U He IbITaro-
LIIUXCS, TBEPAO OIPEIEIUTh CBOE XU3HEHHOE HA3HAYEHHUE, 3aTO
6e3MepHO M300peTaTeIbHBIX [0 YaCTH HEOCYILECTBHUMBIX JKe-
JIAHU{ U HOCTaJIbIUYeCKUX NOPBIBOB. Bipoyem, 1 3Ta TpakToB-
Ka, HaBepHOE, He HCYEPIBIBAET CMBIC/IA CTUXOTBOpeHUs. (CMm.
TakXe KOMMEHT. Ha c. 402.)
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Jlerue Bcero 06BuHUTHL camoro Ppocra B TOM, YTO €ro Yu-
TaJIi HEMPAaBUJIBHO M TOJKOBAaJIM NPOU3BOJIbHO. OHAKO [eJo
3aKJIF0YaJIOCh HE B €r0 HECIIOCOOHOCTH OTYETJIUBO BHIPA3HTh
cBoM 3aMbICIbI. [Iponoikana cka3bBaTHCSl MHEPIMS BOCTIPHS-
THSI CTUXOB KaK XyJ0XECTBEHHO O(OpMJICHHOrO0 THEBHHUKA, €C-
JIM TOJILKO B HUX HE OBbLIO BIIOJIHE SIBCTBEHHOH NapouiHON
YCTaHOBKH. «SI» DOJIXKHO OBLIIO HEMPEMEHHO 3aKJIF04aTh B cebe
aBTOOMOrpaduyeckoe Ha4aJIo ; MPUHIUII aBTOPCKOTO «s», KO-
TOpOe BCeraa 10 TOM WM MHOM CTeleHu IpeacTaBiseT codoi
MacKy, OCTaBaJICi CyXOil TeOpuel, U3BECTHON 3CTETHKAM, HO
6e3pasnuynoit yutaTensMm. Ha 3Toif moyse 3apoxaaiucs MHO-
rue HeIopa3yMeHMs, OCTaBHMBIIME TAaKOW 3aMETHBIN ciel B
6uorpadun nosra Pobepra ®pocra.

Tak, ero mMogYepKHYTYIO TPAaAUMIMOHHOCTH TOHHUMAJH B
TOM Xe€ CMBICJIE, KaK U (PPOCTOBCKYIO TEMAaTHKY,— yY3KO, CBOJS
JIeJIO K KPECTBSHCKMM KOPHSIM, CJIOBHO OBI COBpEMEHHBIE ITO-
3THYecKKe HOPMEBI OBUIM YMECTHBI TOJIBKO TS XyIOXKHUKA, 110~
IPYXEHHOT'O B MHAYCTPHAJIbHYIO LUBIJIH3ALHUIO, a UIS N03Ta,
BOCIIEBAIOLLETO NMPUPOLY ¥ pepMepcKuil TPyH, OHM OKa3biBa-
JIUCh HENMPUTOAHBIMU. UTO-HUOYAb B TAKOM POJIE TOBOPHJIOCH
o nosoay Jo6oit kuury Ppocra, a caM OH, CJIOBHO NOIIMBAs
MacJjia B OrOHb, aQHIIINPOBAJ CBOXO MHUMYIO CTAPOMOJHOCTD
He NMPOABIII HUKAKOr'0 MHTEpeca K HOBeilinM BepcuduxaTop-
CKUM 3KCIEpUMEHTaM, KOTOPBIMH ObLIIM Tak 6oraThl T€ OB,
BbICMeHBaJl ypOaHU3M U OTBEPT BepJIMOP, OCKOJIbKY [UIsl HETO
«mucaTh CBOOOOHBIM CTMXOM OBLIO BCE pPaBHO, YTO MIpaTh B
TeHHHC 6e3 ceTku».

Bo3Hukan 3akoH4YeHHbIH 00pa3 kpaiinero apxaucra. Yro-
TO UCTHHHOE B 3TOM, KOHEYHO, Ob10. @pOCTy BHIIAJIO XHUTh U
nucaTh BO BpEMEHA, KOTJa uies XyJoXKeCTBEHHOM JJOMKH BJa-
Iena yMaMH MO3TOB elBa JiM He Oe3pasmensHo. Kasasoch
caMo coboil pa3yMeroluMcs, YTO peaslbHOCTh XX Beka Tpe-
OyeT OT XyJOXXHHUKA HOBAaTOPCTBA NPOCTO B 00S13aTEJILHOM IIO-
psanxe. Henb3s Obuio u3obpaxath MUp Tak, Kak 6yaTo B HEM
HUYTO CYILECTBEHHO HE M3MEHWJIOCh. Belb HCKYCCTBO HE XKH-
BET BHe BpeMeHU. Torga eie TpeboBaoch IOKa3bIBaTh, YTO
BHE TpagUIMH OHO HE >KUBET TOXE.

Tpanuuun, ocoGeHHO Te, YTO BOCXOIMIH K PYOexy BEKOB,
BOCIPUHUMAJIHCH KaK (akTOp CAEpKUBAIOUIMM, a HE CTUMYJIU-
PYIOLIMI IBHXKEHHE 033U, M YACTO MOXXHO OBbLIO YCIBIIATS,
4TO Jir00as HONMBITKA OTOUTH OT HUX ONPAaBAaHA YXK€ TeM, 4TO
HEOOXOIUM HOBBIN CTPOH XyHOXECTBEHHOTO U300pakeHHs.
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®pocr, kaxercs, NEPBLIM CPEeON CBOUX COBPEMEHHUKOB OCO-
3HaJI, 4YTO 3TO HOBOE 3pEHHUE, KOTOPOro AOOMBAJINCh OHH BCE,
HE [JOJDKHO BpaXOIOBAaTh C HAKOIUIEHHBIM IO HMX XyJIOXe-
CTBEHHBIM ONBITOM. KOHCTpynpoBaHHIO M U300peTeHHIO, KO-
TOPBIMU BJOXHOBJISUIUCH IPYTHE MO3THI, HAUMHABIINE C HUM
BMECTE, OH MPOTHBOMOCTABMJI HMIEI0 BIYMYHBOIO OCBOCHHUS
KJIACCHKHM, MPOYUTAHHOM TakK, KaK €€ TOJIbKO U MOT MPOYECThb
XyIOXXKHHK Hallleld SMOXH. YTOYHEHHE OYEHb CYLUECTBEHHOE.
OpnHako BO BHUMAaHUE OHO NIPUHATO He ObLI0, U 0 Ppocte ro-
BOPIIH TOJIBKO KaK O TpaJUIIMOHAIMCTE, ECJIU HE pe3ye —Kak O
noapaxareJe.

Tenepp Bpsn u noTpedyeTcs JOKa3bIBATH, HACKOJIBKO 3TO
6bu10 HecnpaBemmBo. Kiaccudeckuii 6enpiif sM6 y ®@pocra
npuoOpes1 HACTOJILKO HENPUBBIYHOE 3BY4aHHE, YTO, MO CYTH,
HAMETUJINCh KOHTYPBI HOBO# MO3THKH, CKOJIBKO OBl MepeKsu-
YeK —MPAYEM HECKPHIBAEMBIX, JaXe IOMYEPKHYTBIX —C Ipend-
LIECTBEHHHKAMH 3J1€Chb HM IpocMartpuBajiocsk. ®poct 3Ha,
4TO «BO3MOXHOCTH OOOraieHusi MeJIOIUH JApaMaTHYECKUMHU
TOHaMH CMBICJIa» OECKOHEUHBI, ¥ 9TO ObLT €ro OTBET Ha Tpebo-
BaHHs HOBU3HBI: OH MpeNnoveli «CTaphlii cnocod ObITh HO-
BBIM» — HE pa3pyllias, a Hacjeays ¥ nipeobpaxas clieJaHHOe 10
HEro.

ITonbITKH oOmpeneNeHuss HCTOKOB (PPOCTOBCKOrO CTUXa
npusenyT k Illexcnupy u «MeTtadpu3M4ecKUM MO3TaM», OHH,
pa3yMeeTcsi, He MHHYIOT OIbITA POMaHTUKOB M PobuHcoHa.
Ho HuKak¥MMM JUTEpAaTYpPHBIMH DPEMHHHUCIEHIMSMHM HEBO3-
MOXHO OyZAEeT UcuepnaTh 3Ty MO3THYECKYIO cucteMy. OcraHeT-
Csl 4TO-TO CBOMCTBeHHOe eit omHo#. OcraHeTcs aUaOrv4-
HOCTB, 3TOT BHOBb M BHOBb Pa3BEPTHIBAIOLIUIICA B CTHXax
®pocra cniop JaupUYECKUX NMPOTATOHUCTOB, HU OIOWH U3 KO-
TOpBIX A0 KOHIIA HE coBnaaaer ¢ aBTopoM. Ocranercs To 6o-
Jiee, TO MeHee SIBCTBEHHAsi UDOHWYECKash MHTOHALUS, H BHUMa-
HHE K JKUBOH peud, a HE€ K KHIKHOMY, dMOJIEeMaTUYHOMY
CJIOBaplO, U CJIOKHAsI MEJIOAMs, CTAHOBSILASACSH BHYTPEHHEH
JpaMaTyprueii CTUXOTBOPEHHS.

U ocraHercs TOT «mpa3sgHUK acCOLMALUil», KOTOPBIM
®poct cuuTays HayaJOM HayaJl BCAKOrO TBOpPYECTBa,—He-
3pUMBIii, HO pelIaloNIMii NEpeXo OT NePeXUBAHU K MOCTUXe-
HMIO, COBEPLIAIOIMICSH B O3THYECKO MeTadope. A Koraa oH
COBEPIINTCS, U3 Xa0Ca BIIEYaTJICHUN U SMOLMI BO3HUKHET YIIO0-
PAOOYEHHOCTb, (hOpMa, M Ha3HAYEHHE NO3TA BBHIOJIHEHO, U
SIBUBLIEECS €My «MIHOBEHHE HCTHHBI» COXPAaHUTCH Helpe-
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Xo4sAmuM, €CJIM  OHO Hauuio  Jid cebs OpraHu4HOC
CJIOBO.

ITouckaMu 3TOro cjoBa 3amoJIHEHBI BCE Cl)pOCT OBCKHE
KHHUT'H.

OnvH U3 caMbIX YCTOWYHBBIX MOTUBOB Jupuku Ppocra—
6e3monre. OH 0003HAYUIICS OYEHb PAHO, YXKeE B IEPBOM cOop-
HHUKE, U IOTOM C PEAKOCTHBIM YIOPCTBOM NOBTODSUJICH B CTH-
XOTBOPEHHUAX CAMOTro Pa3HOro cojepxaHus: B Oannanax, ¥ B
nei3akHbIX MUHHATIOpaX, U B MeauTanusx. O6passl, KOTOPBI-
MU 0COOEHHO Iopoxuwi PpocT, pOACTBEHHbI OJUH IPYTrOMYy.
DTO CcHer, 3aMeTalOMMd MyCThIHHBIE MonsA. VI nepeBHH, B KO-
TOPBIX HE CBETUTCS HM OOHO OKHO. U THIIMHA 60J0TUCTOH va-
I, TI€ JOTHUBAIOT KEM-TO CPYOJICHHbIE, HO HE BbIBE3CHHBIC
nepeBbsi. I can B HOSIOPBCKYIO BbIOTY, KOr[a CIBILEH JIMILIb
roJIOC BOIOLIErO BETpa, a CBHHIOBBIE Ty4d NPHAABUIN OIy-
CTEBILIYIO, CJIOBHO BCEMH 3a0OpOILEHHYIO 3E€MIIIO...

Jleca, macTOuIa, pyYybH, HIOKOCHBIINECS CTapbie aMbapsbl, K
KOTODPBIM JIaBHO 3apOCiia TPOma, IOKUHYTHIE pa3BajiiBaloOIIve-
cs1 ¢hepMbl —Bech 3TOT JaHmuadT, Takoil OObIYHBIN B CTHUXaX
®pocra, co3naer anerudeckoe HacTpoenne. OHO He ObUIO MO-
JABJISIONIMM U, OTTEHEHHOE MPOHMEH, HE HABOJUJIO YHBIHUS,
He NPOTHUBOPEYIIO (PPOCTOBCKOMY ONTUMUCTHYECKOMY MHUPO-
OLLYIEHHUIO —POCTO €ro ONTHMHU3M HUKOrna He OBl Jierko-
BecHbIM. U1 Bce xe s moHuMaHus ®pocra OHO OYEHb BaXKHO.
Benb y Takux, KaK OH, IO3TOB, CTPALIAIIMXCS MAJIEHIIIETO Clie-
Ja JeKJaMaliy U BBICIIPEHHOCTH, TOHAJILHOCTh HEPEIKO 3Ha-
YUT TOpa3ao Goublie, YeM JIFOOble OTKPBIThIE HPU3HAHUS, OT-
KpbITBIC 3aBEpEHHs] B IPHUBEPXKEHHOCTH .MM HENPUATHH.

15 aMepUKaHCKOTO YUTATENIss KAPTUHBI, BO3HUKAIOIINE Y
®pocra, 06J1a1a10T YETKO BBIPAXKEHHQH JIOKAJILHOM XapakTep-
HOCTbI0. DTO0 HoBast AHIius, KOJIBIOENb aMepPUKAaHCKOH Ha-
MM, camMble o0xuThle kpas. Penyranus ®pocra xkak Hanumo-
HAJBHOTO MO3Ta BO MHOIOM IIpefionpeleieHa TeM, 4YTO
reorpa¢us ero CTHXOTBOPEHHIA TaK MPOYHO NpPUBA3aHA HMEH-
HO K 5TUM 1mtataM — Bepmonry, Hero-I'emmuupy. TyT xak 651
caMo co0oii posBIsAETCS YyYBCTBO €CTECTBEHHOH CBS3U I103Ta
¢ OOJIBIIINMH NYXOBHBIMH TPaAMLUSAMU, OOJBILEMHU SIBJICHUS-
MU HHTEJUIEKTYaJIbHOH M JIMTEPaTYpHOW >KU3HM, MMEBLIMMHU
TOT K€ CaMblif HICTOYHMK M JIOKaJIbHBIHA KoJjiopuT. C mypuTas-
CKO#l 3THKOMU, MPOHMKHYTONH CO3HAHMEM >KECTOKOI'O IIPOTHUBO-
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6opcrBa 10oOpa M 371a B uenoBeueckoil ayme. C punocodueit
OpraHUYHOro OBITHS, IPONOBENOBABLICHCS MBICIUTEISIMHU-
TPaHCUEHIEHTAJIUCTAMHU ¥ OCTABUBILIEH CTOJIb 3aMETHBIH Clie
B aMEpPUKaHCKOH KyJIbType NpOLLIOro...

OTa cBsA3b HECOMHEHHA, HO OHA CJIOXKHA, ¥, MOXET ObITH,
KaK pa3 3MOIMOHAJNbHAas ramMma, npeobiagaiomias B CTHXax
®pocra, npu Bcel CBOEH CHEPXXAHHOCTHU JIy4llle BCETO CBHJE-
TENBCTBYET O TOM, HaCKOJIbKO HENPOCTBIM OBLIO OTHOLIEHHE
[103Ta K JYXOBHOMY HaCJIE[IUIO, KOTOPOE OH MOJIYy4UJI. DJIerny-
HOCcTh PpocTa B KOHTEKCTE PEAIbHOCTH, KOTOpas €ro OKpyxka-
Jia, IpUOOpETaeT CMBIC], KaKUM OHAa Obl HE HANOJHWJIACH B
HHYI0O UCTOPUYECKYIO 3MOXY, M TOJIbKO 3aKOHOMEPHO, 4TO U
«K ceBepy ot bocronan, u «Hpto-I'eMmip» npoYuTHIBalOTCH
CeroHs KaK XyIOXXECTBEHHBIE NOKYMEHTHI, 3arevaTeBline
pacnajz 6pUIBIX POpM XKU3HU — U GoJlee IPOYHBIX, U OoJiee ue-
soBe4yHbIX. ColpasibHble TEMBI B MX HEMOCPEICTBEHHOM BbIpa-
JKEHMM BOBCE He OBLIN YyXKEpOIHBI mpupone naposanus Ppo-
CTa, MHaye OH He co3jay Obl «IloumHKy creHp», «CMepTh
6aTpaka» M Ipyrue MOBECTBOBATEJbHbIE CTUXOTBOPEHHS, Ha-
CBHIIICHHBIE OT3BYKAMHM THUIIMYHO aMEpPHKAaHCKHX oOlue-
CTBEHHBIX U MOPAJIEHBIX KOH(JIMKTOB.

Ho He onHUMY 3TUMU CTUXOTBOPEHHAMH OTKJIMKHYJICS OH
Ha TPEBOTW CBOEro BpeMeHHU. bbuia u ¢unocodcekas nupuxa,
CJIOBHO OBl JIMIIEHHAS ONO3HABAEMBIX NPUMET aKTYaJbHOCTH,
HO BbIpa3uBLlas C XOIOM JIET JIMIUb yriuyonssiueecs y @pocra
YYBCTBO I1OKOJIE0JIEHHOM TyXOBHOM ITPeeMCTBEHHOCTH, OCJ1ab-
IIMX KOHTAKTOB 4Y€JIOBEKa U MPHPOMAbI U KaKOH-TO HeXesaH-
HOH, HO Hen36eKHOM 0HOOOKOCTH, YIIIEpOHOCTH BCETO YeEJIO-
BEYECKOTr'O CYHIECTBOBAHMUS NTOCPENN COBPEMEHHOH aMepHKaH-
ckoif muBunu3anuy. Y Bech 3TOT KOMILIEKC NEPETIETAOIIMXCS
HACTPOEHHH B UTOTE ONPENETN Ty crienuHrIecKyo Npuposy
CaMOCO3HaHMs JIMYHOCTH, TO 0co00€ €€ CaMOOILYIIIEHNE, KOTO-
poe, HaBepHOE, BCero nNpuMevaTeibHee B cTuxax ®pocra u Bee-
ro ybenuTespHee FOBOPHT O TOM, HACKOJILKO OPraHHYHO BXO-
T B UCKYCCTBO HAILIErO CTOJIETUS MO33HUs 3TOT0 3aKOPEHEIOo-
ro TpaguLHOHAIMCTa, MHOTUM Ka3aBlIascs sBJIEHUEM, KaK Obl
MPUHOUIHAJIEHO 000COOJIEHHBIM OT 3JI00BI JHS.

3nech BCe pelllaeT He TEMaTHKa, a TOT YroJl 3peHus, noj Ko-
TOPbIM BOCIIPUHATHI KOJUIM3UH, caMH N0 cebe U BIpSMb
BEYHbIE, BHeBpeMeHHbIe. DpocT pakTHUecku He OTKPhIBAJ CO-
BEPLIEHHO HOBBIX JIMPUYECKHX CIOXKETOB, OH Npeobpa3oBhIBa
crapele. Ero Mpicip Gmiace Haj TeMH XKe NPOTHBOPEYUAMU
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KM3HH, KOTOpPbIE BCErJa BOJIHOBAM no33uio. OHa Bce Tak e
HCKaJla MPOYHOCTH HPABCTBEHHbIX OCHOBAHMI ObITHS, pa3py-
IIaeMBbIX HEOCTaHOBHMBIM IIBUXeHUEM BpeMeHu. M crpemu-
JIach MOHATH, Il Pa3yMHBIA Npenes UHAUBHAYaJILHOH CBO-
601p1, a rIe cBoboOAa cTaHOBHTCS Npou3BojioM. U Myuniace
HEBO3MOXHOCTbIO HAaWTH COrJIACOBAHHOCTb Havaj—IlUIa JiM
pedb O 4eJOBeYecKOd HOylle, O COLUyME WM Ja)xe O CaMou
npupone, aus ®pocra, kak ¥ Ajs OOJNBLUIMHCTBA NO3TOB XX
BeKa, yXe He 3aKiovyaBlled B cebe MIeasa TrapMOHHH.

IMTporie Bcero Ob110 OB JMIIL OTMETHTD, YTO TAKHE XKE OY-
XOBHbIe Ipo0JIeMbl NPUKOBBIBAJIM K cebe TBOpueckoe BOoOpa-
)KEHHE POMAHTHKOB, a 3310JIr0 I0 pOMAaHTHU3Ma yxe ObLiIM Io-
CBOEMY MOCTUTHYTHI M HMCTOJIKOBAHbl IIYPUTAHCKHM CO3Ha-
HueM. Ho koHCTaTHpOBaTh CXOOCTBO U YIOBJIETBOPHUTHCS
3THM 3Ha4YHJIO ObI BOBCE HE OYYBCTBOBATh Nadoc U CYIHOCTH
¢dpocrosckoii noasun. IIpobiemaTuka He ucie3ana, HO OHa
ObLjIa COBEpIIEHHO HOBOHM UISl KaXJOro HOBOTO IOKOJICHUS,
HOTOMY 4TO ee KoppekTupoBao Bpems. M TaMm, rioe nypuras-
CKasi MBICJIb HAXOIWJia NMPUMHpEHUE NPOTHUBOpEYHiA B peiu-
THO3HOM aCKETHYECKOM caMoo0y3naHuu nuyHocTH, Ppoct 06-
HapYXUBAJ JINILIb WUTFO30PHYIO nobeny, 1a eille OmIaueHHYIo
HEIIOMEPHOIA, )KECTOKOI LIEeHOH. A TaM, Ile pPOMaHTUKAM BH[e-
JIaChb BO3MOXHOCTDH HIE€AJILHOIO CIHUSIHUS OJAWHOKOH IyIU U
KOCMOCA eCTEeCTBEHHOM xu3Hu, PpocT BUIEI peaibHOCTh, Ka-
KOH B ero BpeMsi CTaJIo OTYYXAEHHE YeJI0BeKa U OT PUPOIbI, U
OT COOCTBEHHOI T'YMaHHOH CYLIHOCTH.

3aBA3bIBAJICA y3€J1 JyXOBHOM ApaMbl, KOTOPYIO Bocco3aa
€ro 1o33us, YCTpeMJIEHHasl K «MIHOBEHbIO HCTHHBD» ¥ BIOXHO-
BJISIOIIASCS Meeit rapMOHUYHOM JIMYHOCTH, HO CJIMILIKOM XO-
POILO CO3HAOLIAA, HACKOJIBKO 3aTPyIHEHbI NONOOHBIE 0Ope-
TEHUs peajibHbIM MOPSAAKOM BelLei B OKpYXaIoLIEM MHUpe. DTa
IpaMa MorJia Obl, KaK Y MHOTHX JIMTEPATYPHBIX CBEPCTHHKOB
®pocra, OBITH pa3birpana Ha oHe BEJIUKMX M TPO3HBIX MCTO-
pueckux coObITHI, NpouCXoAMBIIUX B Ty 3nmoxy. Ho ee conep-
XKaHUe He cleslajioch OelHee M MeNbue OTTOoro, 4ro B «Hblo-
I'emmmpe» u «3anmagHo# peke» Takoro (poHa Her U JeicCT-
BHE MPOUCXOIUT B CKPOMHBIX NEKOpaLMsX CeJbCKOi Ame-
PHKH.

®pocTy XOTeJNOCh OCTaBHTh YeJOBeKa HaenuHe C COOOM,
IaB €My BO3MOXHOCTb IPHCTaJibHEE BIJIANETBCA B COG-
CTBEHHBIE INEPEXHBAaHUSA, COOCTBEHHbIC HEOCYILIECTBJICHHBIE
Hazexabl. Y Torna cam neiizax nepecrasa ObITh pocTo do-
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HOM. JlecHas omyllKa CHEXHBIM 3UMHHIM BEYEpOM, OKeaHCKHe
BOJIHBI, HaKaThIBAIOLlME HAa MecHaHblii Oeper, OKTAOpBLCKMii
IpO3payHbli MOJIAEHD, KOT 1A MEPEIMBAIOTCS COTHSIMHU OTTEH-
KOB €HI¢ HE COpBaHHbIE BETPOM JIUCThS,—3TH KapTHHBI NpU-
poObl, HEMPEMEHHO NPUCYTCTBYIOIIME B CaMbIX 3aMeya-
TeJIbHbIX U TJIYyOOKUX MO MbICHU (POCTOBCKMX CTHXOTBOpE-
HUSX, pa3syMeercsi, CJIyXaT OTHIONb HE YKpallleHHeM, He
IpOCTO 0OpaMIISIIOT LEeHTpabHbliA 06pa3. [Ipupona Moyanu-
BO y4acCTBYeT B KaXXIOM AYLLIEBHOM NOOYXKIEHUH JIUPUYECKOTO
reposi, ToYHO Obl BemeT C HUM AMaJor, He 00O3HaYeHHBIN
CJIOBaMH.

W nameyarorcs, a NOpoil HEMOCPEACTBEHHO HAlOT O cebe
3HaTh CJIOXKHBIE OTHOLIECHHMS MEXIY y4aCTHHKaMH 3TOro He-
IpEepBIBHOTO IMajora, kakumM Obuta Bes moasus Opocra. [pu-
pona sBJisieT 00pa3 Mupa Kak KpacoThl, H PSIOM C HEIO HEM3-
6EXHO CyeTHBIMH, JaXe HUYTOXHBIMH OKa3bIBalOTCS JIIOACKUE
3a00ThI, U3MepseMble HHOM, U Kya OoJiee MPO3anyHOI MepOi.
Opgnako 3TO, NO CYTH, POMaHTHYECKOE NPOTHBOIOCTABJICHUE
3aTparuBacT JIMIIb CaMblii BEpXHUH CJIOH conepxkaHus ¢uio-
codckoii mupuku Ppocra. [ToToMy 4TO NpUpPOAA Y HErO —3TO U
oOpa3 MHpa Kak Xaoca, OCTalOLIErocs HEYKPOILEHHbIM U OT-
TAJIKUBAIOILETO JIMYHOCTh KAKOH-TO CKPBITOM B HEM YIpO30i.
Ona BneveT K cebe, 1 OHA XK€ OCTaHABJIMBAET KaXIOro, KTO
IPOCTOYIIHO OTKJIMKHETCS Ha ee 30B,— PpocT 3Ha, 4TO ecTh
4epTa, Aajibliie KOTOPOH YeJIOBEKY He aHO IPOHUKHYTH B Tai-
HY MMpO3J1aHHUs, U 3HaJl, YTO JIIoOble NMOMBITKH INEPECTYNUTD
3Ty I'paHUlly, pa3pyLUTh 3Ty CTEHy MaryOHBI [Jis CaMOro Ye-
noBeka. I[lpuposy OH-Kak B pycckod moa3um 3abosou-
KMl —HaJeaui CIOCOOHOCTBIO pacmo3HaBaTh IoOpo M 370,
HCTHHY M JIOXb B 3THYECKOM 3HAa4Y€HMU 3THUX NOHATHUI, U €ro
HeaIoM, KOHEYHO, OBIJIO HE CONEPHUYECTBO YEJIOBEKA H IIPH-
pOIBI, a UX XMBOE €NUHCTBO, MOMOTralollee NMpeoaoseTh pa-
30011EHHOCTbD.

OnHako pa3o0IIeHHOCTb OCTaBajIach peaibHbIM GaKkToM, U
OHa OTKJIMKHETCSI B CTUXOTBOpeHusix Ppocra He TONBKO BIPS-
MYI0, HO NTOJYaC OYeHb YCJIOXHEHHBIMH MeTadopaMu, BO3HH-
KaIOLUMH B IOT4EPKHYTO 0ObIAEHHOM KOHTekcTe. EcTh y Hero
CTMXHM O MAaJIbYHUIIKaX, KOTOPbie PAcKaYMBAIOTCS Ha I'MOKUX
BeTBsAX Oepe3bl, CIOCOOHBIX MOAOPOCHTHL HAaNpyXKHHUBLIECECS
TEJIO BBICOKO B HEDO, CIIOBHO Obl 3eMHOE NPUTSIKEHUE HA MUT
IepecTaeT CyIlecTBoBaTh. Mito3us, BIpodyeM, AJUTCS OOHY
CEeKYHITy, ¥ 3eMJIsl TYT e TpeOyeT CBOEero IJIeHHHKa 0OpaTHO —

3-328
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OTPHMHYTBH peaJibHble 3aKOHBI HEJIb3sl JaXe B CMEJIOM IOJIETE
BOOOpakeHHUs.

OO6pa3 MoXeT noka3aTbCsi IPOCTHIM U ICHBIM, HO OH TauT B
cebe MBICb, B MMOITHYECKOM OTHOLLIEHHH MOMCTHHE HEUCYEp-
naemyo. Beap u Bcsi npuxoTivBas, GECKOHEYHO HM3MEHYHBAS
KapTHHA «BCTPEYHOTO ABMXXEHUS» JIMMHOCTH U MPHUPOILI, KO-
TOpasi BO3HUKHET Iepe]l YUTATEJISIMH (PPOCTOBCKOTO TOMA,
OKpallleHa TAKMM BOT KOH(JIMKTOM Pa3HOPOHBIX MMIIYJILCOB,
HETPEPBIBHO CTAJIKUBAIOLIUXCS B CO3HAHMH IPOTArOHMCTA, JI0-
BEPYMBOTO K I'0JIOCAM JIECOB U IOJEH, HO U CTpaliamierocs
PacTBOPUTBLCS B 3araJlO4HOM 3TOM MHpE, IOAYMHEHHOM OCO-
6oMy pUTMy, MaHsILIEM U He MOANYCKaroleM Kk cebe. U Besikoe
YCTPEMJIEHHE BBBICh, BCSKAs MOMBITKA OTOPBAaTbCA OT Kpyra
XH3HH, ONPEAETIEHHOTO YeJIOBEKY, 00S3aTENIbHO YBEHYAETCS Y
®dpocta BO3BpaTOM K NEPBOMCTOKY, IPU3HAHHEM HEBO3MOX-
HOCTHU NPEOJO0JIeTh HEBHIUMBIA OGapbep.

OHo, 3TO MpHU3HaHKUE, KOHEYHO, HeceT B cebe oTOyeck ToM
IyXOBHOM aTMOcdepsl aMEpUKaHCKOI JXH3HH, B KOTOPOIi Npo-
LECChl OTHYXIEHUsl IPUHUMAIIU XapakTep BceobmuocTu. Ppo-
CTy He pa3 JOBOJWJIOCH BBICIYLIMBATh YIPEKU B MeTahU3M4IHO-
CTM, HO TOYHee ObLIO OBl CKa3aTh HE O €ro cJiabocTsiaxX, a o
YECTHOCTH €r0 CBUAETENBCTBA, O €ro peajau3mMe. A Kpome TOro,
U 0 MacliTabax, KOTopble IPHOOPESIO B €r0 BpeMsi 3TO OLIYILE-
HHE YeJIOBEYECKOr0 OQUHOYECTBA, ECJIM UM OKa3aJjiCsl 3aTPOHYT
Jlake TAKOW CBETJIbIA U JKU3HEJIOOWBBIM TajaHT.

VIMeHHO 3aTpOHYT — 1 He 6OJIbLIE : OLIYLIEHHE KaTacTpodbl
ocrajocb ®dpocry riay6oko uyxabiM. OOMH M3 CTYIOEHTOB
CeMHMHapa, KOTOPHBI MO3T MHOTHUE TOJbI BEJl B KoJulemxe AM-
XepcTa, Kak-To 3a/1aJl €My BOINPOC, CHUTAET JIX OH Hallle BpeMs
0COOEHHO AMCTApMOHMYHBIM W aHTUrymaHHbiM. Wlen 1935
roa, 8 EBpone noauuMan rososy dammusm, a Ha poaure Ppo-
CTa ellle JaBajia o cebe 3HATh «BeJIMKas AEpPecCHs», U YHUCIIO
6e3paboTHBIX, OE3TOMHBIX, OTHASABLINXCS U3MEPSJIOCh MHUI-
nuonamu. Ho oteer ®@pocra ObL1 nocieaoBaTeNbHO OTPUIA-
TeNnbHBIM. «Bcerna HaitnyTcs Jiroau, FoTOBbIE YTBEPXKIATh, 4YTO
MM BBINAJIO XXUTh B CAMBIi CKBEPHBI BeK. S He Mory ciymiaTh
TaKMXx pa3roBopoB... He 3Halo, 4yTO Takoe NMporpecc, HO, BO
BCAKOM CJIyyae, OH HUKOrJa He oOJIer1MT HaM TJIaBHOM 3ada-
4{ —cHeNaTh Tak, 4YTOOBl He morubja B 3TOM MHpe Halua
Iylia WM, eCM KOMY-TO He HPaBUTCS 3TO CJOBO, 4TOOBI
B HEM COXpaHWJHUCH Hallle [OCTOMHCTBO, Hama Lejb-
HOCTb».
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Torna xe OH HamUCaJ CTUXH, B KOTOPBIX OIPENESseT CBOIO
HNO3UIMIO KaK JIIOOOBHYIO pa3MOJIBKY C ObITHEM.

OTOo Ha peaKoCTh TOYHAs aBTOXapakTepucTuka. Y oumnmy-
HOCTb, KOTOPYIO —TO BOCTOPrasicb, TO XyJisi—TaK JOJIO NpH-
nuckiBaii PpocTy, okazajiach JIMIIL €€ OJHOM JIETeHI0i n3
T€X, YTO EMY COIMYTCTBOBAJIM BCIO XU3Hb. Ha noBepky ero mo-
93U OblJIa He MOWJLINEH U He ACTOPaJIbIo, a MOMBITKON 0Co-
3HaTh M JJOHECTH HAINPSIKEHHOCTb AHTATOHU3MOB, MPOXOMS-
LIHX Y€Pe3 CaMo 4eJI0BEYECKOe CepLle, OCMBICIHTD NyXOBHBIE
KOJUIU3MH, B KOTOPBIX Pa3jIMiUM YETKUH OT3BYK BpeMeHu. U
3Ta 3HAYUTEIBHOCTB, 3Ta CEPLE3HOCTH NMPODJIEM, K KOTOPbIM
OH YIIODHO BO3BpAIlIAJICs, XPaHsl BEPHOCTh pa3 U HaBCeraa MM
1S ce0st onpenesieHHBIM TBOPYECKUM YCTAHOBKAM, KakK pa3 u
no6yxnana Ppocra ¢ Takod A3BUTEIBHOCTBHIO TOBOPUTD O TeX,
KTO He CTPEMHTCs 3aJISIHYTh HU B IJIyOb Bellleld, HU 3a TOpH-
30HT OYAHUYHOCTH, BOCIIPMHUMAS CBO# )XU3HEHHBIH OMBIT O€e3-
POINOTHO U 6e3ayMHO. B 110331 OH IBUrascs NpOTUB TEYEHHS,
HE NPHU3HAB JOMHHHUPOBABIIMX TOr[a NPUHLMUIIOB U OPUEHTH-
poB. [IpoTus Teyenus, ecnu UMeTh B BUY HHEPLIHIO CYILIECTBO-
BAHUSA MO OOLIENPUHSATHIM I1a6JI0HaM, OH JBUTaJICs U B CBOMX
HPaBCTBEHHBIX HCKaHHSAX, B CAMOM CBOEM TOJIKOBAHUM 00s-
3aHHOCTEH IO3Ta.

ITostomy pa3snan, pasmosnBka ¢ ObiTHEM ObUIM 3aKOHO-
MepHbl. Ho oTkpbiToro koHduukTa He npousounnio. Y He Mor-
JIO IPOU3OHUTH — Belb COXPaHsIach HEMOKOJIEONMOi ¢hpocToB-
cKasi Bepa: He B MUPaXXu [Iporpecca, a B CHOCOOHOCTD YeJioBeKa
3aIIUTHTb COOCTBEHHOE NOCTOMHCTBO, A€ CTaJIKUBAsCh C
OOBEKTUBHBIMU M HETNOIBJIACTHBIMHU €r0 BOJIE IPOTUBOPEUHS-
MH, CO3JaHHBIMH XapaKTepOM aMEPHUKAHCKOM NeHCTBUTEIBLHO-
ctu XX Beka. 'ymanusm ®pocra ymileH BCIKOM BbICOKOMAp-
HOCTH M BCSKOTO IpEKpacCHOIYLIHS, KOMY-TO OH MOXET
Ka3aThCsl CyXUM U GECKpPBLIbIM, HO 3aTO OH He OBLI MOJIBEPXKEH
HUKaKMM LIaTaHWsAM B aTMochepe pe3KUX HCTOPUYECKUX
BCTPSICOK, HAJUIOMHUBIIMX HE OJJHOTO IJIAMEHHOTO MEUYTAaTeNs O
6e3o6sauHOM OynyiieM, KOTOpoe yxke He 3a TOpaMH.

®poct BuIeN riaydoxe ¥ MBICJIUI OTBETCTBEHHEE, OH OLLy-
IaJI MUP BO BCel ero ApaMaTU4ecKOil CIO0XKHOCTH, TBEPIO U
SICHO OTMEXXEBaBLUKCh KaK OT IIPOBO3BECTHHKOB 00JIErYeHHOTO
ONTUMHU3MA, TaK U OT IIEBIOB OTYASHHUS, CYUTABIIMX TaKOE
YMOHACTPOEHHE €CTECTBEHHBIM [UISl JIIOJEH HAllero BPEMEHHU.
J71s1 Hero peasbHOCTh HHKOI/IA HE CBOJWJIACH K CTOJIb OJIHO-
3Ha4HbIM popMyrnam, ass Hero 3To Obla XuUBasi XKU3Hb, He-

3+
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HcYeprnaeMo MHOTOJIMKasi ¥ OIpOBepraiomas J1ob6oe HaCHIb-
CTBEHHOE YNpOIIEHHE CcBoUX 3akoHOB. OHa TpeboBasa oOT
XyIOXHHUKA MPaBAbl U HPAaBCTBEHHOTO MyxecTBa. Ppoct ObLI
cpeloy TeX OYeHb HEMHOTHX aMEpHUKAaHCKMX MO3TOB, KOTOpHIE
IPUHSIM 3TU TpeDOBaHUs HE TOJIOCIOBHO, a 1o cyTH aena. U
KaK HY PHCKOBAHHO OTOXIECTBJIATH C IIO3TOM €ro reposi, Bce
e TPYAHO He OTHECTH K caMOMy DpPOCTY CTUXOTBOpPEHHE M3
nocyeaHel ero KHUrH, nepeseieHHoe MuxauyioM 3eHKeBHYEM,
KOTAa-TO OTKPBIBLIIAM PYCCKOMY YHTATENII0 3TOr0 3ameya-
TEJILHOrO0 Macrepa:

OH He Oerjen] yKJIOHYMBBIA, MYrJIMBBIM.
C ornsaxoil OH He IlIeJ, He CIIOTBIKAJICH.
He no3any onmacHOCTb, a C HUM PSAIOM,
ITo 06e cTopoHbl, H MOTOMY

ITopo#i U3BMIMCT MyTh €ro MPSMOM.

OH ycTpeMmiieH Bhepen. Benb OH HcCKaTelb.
Takoro e uckaTejs OH HIIET,
KoTtopslil uier Boajneke Apyroro

U B HeM cebe nonoOHOro HaxomauT.

Bcst xM3HB ero-—uckaHue HCKaHMIA.

OH Oynyiee BUAMT B HACTOSIIEM.

OH Bechb-—1enb OeCKOHEYHAsi CTPEMIIEHMIA.

A. 38epes
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INTO MY OWN

One of my wishes is that those dark trees,
So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Were not, as ’twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

I should not be withheld but that some day

Into their vastness I should steal away,

Fearless of ever finding open land,

Or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.

I do not see why I should e’er turn back,
Or those should not set forth upon my track
To overtake me, who should miss me here
And long to know if still I held them dear.

They would not find me changed from him they knew-—
Only more sure of all I thought was true.

MY NOVEMBER GUEST

My Sorrow, when she’s here with me,
Thinks these dark days of autumn rain
Are beautiful as days can be;
She loves the bare, the withered tree;
She walks the sodden pasture lane.

Her pleasure will not let me stay.
She talks and I am fain to list:



NNYTb K CEBE

S 6m1 xoTen, 4T0oO JHUCTBEHHAs MrJja
He npocro MpakoMm nmns MeHs Obuia,
Ho 4T0oGBI MHeE JieCHOE OBITHE
SIBujio B yaillax TAWHCTBO CBOE.

W ecnu s yiiny xorpa-HUOynb,

To HenpumeTHO# Tpomkoi Oyder myTh-—
He 6osbliakoM, rjae TaudTcsd BO3OK,
IMepechimasi ciMiiaMu NECOK.

A eciu Obl MoOWTH 3a MHOM pelun
OpHax/apl TOT, KTO JOPOr MHE M MHJI,
OH yBuman Obl, OTBICKAB MOH cCiem,
YTo nmepeMeH BO MHE OCOOBIX HeT.

JIns BEPOBATH €LUC CUJIBHEC CTaljl
B TO, YTO U pAHBLIC NPaBAOK CHHUTAJI.

Ilepe6od b. Xaebnuxosa

HOSBPbCKAS I'OCTbhA

ITeyanp MoOsi, OCEHHUX OHEH

Co MHOIO NMacMypHOCTb AN,
TBepour, 4TO €if Bcero MuJeii
VHBUILIH BUO Harux BeTBeil

M Tponka B MOKpBIE MOJIA.

Ona MHe TOBODHT BCepbe3
O TOM, KaK panyer ee,
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She’s glad the birds are gone away,
She’s glad her simple worsted gray
Is silver now with clinging mist.

The desolate, deserted trees,
The faded earth, the heavy sky,
The beauties she so truly sees,
She thinks I have no eye for these,
And vexes me for reason why.

Not yesterday I learned to know

The love of bare November days
Before the coming of the snow,
But it were vain to tell her so,

And they are better for her praise.

A LATE WALK

When I go up through the mowing field,
The headless aftermath,

Smooth-laid like thatch with the heavy dew,

Half closes the garden path.

And when I come to the garden ground,
The whir of sober birds

Up from the tangle of withered weeds
Is sadder than any words.

A tree beside the wall stands bare,
But a leaf that lingered brown,
Disturbed, I doubt not, by my thought,
Comes softly rattling down.

I end not far from my going forth
By picking the faded blue

Of the last remaining aster flower
To carry again to you.



INMPOIMAHUE C IOHOCTbIO

UTo IIyMHBIX NTHUI CHYTHYJ MOpO3,
UYto cepeOpUT TymMaHHBIH BOpC
Ee HeOpockoe mmurhbe,

Urto polna cepas mycra,

Yrto HeGO KJIOHUTCS K CTEpHE,
YTto eii oaHOI MOHSATHA Ta
TauncTBenHas xpacota,

KoTtopoii-ne He BUIHO MHe.

HaBHO s 3HaI0 HaM3YyCTh
Vipeku 3TH, 4TO C TOro?

Jo nepBbIX CHEromanoB HYCTh

MHe uX HallIenThIBaE€T IpPYCTh,
Vcyrybnsisi KoJIoBCTBO.

Ilepeod b. Xaebnuxosa

IIPOT'VJIKA TTO3JHEW OCEHBIO

IIpocrepnack mo crepHe poca
Benecoii nejneHoi,

H3-mog Hee ensa BUAHA
TponuHka npeso MHOM.

Sl B can Boilny M COApPOTHYCh,
Hacronpko mienect xpbiLi
B3nereBliMX HAAO MHOKO HTHILI

B HeM Trynox ¥ yHbLIL

U xaxercs—Henb3s B3JOXHYTh
B HacraBuieil THMILMHE,
YT10o06 ¢ BETKM OMUHOKMIA JIUCT
He nan nox Horu MHe.

BHOBb 1u1s1 T€Os1 B OCeHHMId caj
3amiesn s no myTH,

Uto0bl OyKeT MOCIEOHUX acCTp
Orcroa npuUHECTH.

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa
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THE VANTAGE POINT

If tired of trees I seek again mankind,
Well I know where to hie me—in the dawn,
To a slope where the cattle keep the lawn.
There amid lolling juniper reclined,
Myself unseen, I see in white defined
Far off the homes of men, and farther still,
The graves of men on an opposing hill,
Living or dead, whichever are to mind.

And if by noon I have too much of these,
I have but to turn on my arm, and lo,
The sun-burned hillside sets my face aglow,
My breathing shakes the bluet like a breeze,
I smell the earth, I smell the bruiséd plant,
I look into the crater of the ant.

A DREAM PANG

I had withdrawn in forest, and my song

Was swallowed up in leaves that blew alway;

And to the forest edge you came one day

(This was my dream) and looked and pondered long,
But did not enter, though the wish was strong:

You shook your pensive head as who should say,

‘I dare not—too far in his footsteps stray—

He must seek me would he undo the wrong.’

Not far, but near, I stood and saw it all

Behind low boughs the trees let down outside;
And the sweet pang it cost me not to call

And tell you that I saw does still abide.

But ’tis not true that thus I dwelt aloof,

For the wood wakes, and you are here for proof.
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C VIOBHOI TOYKU

VcraBuuii OT epeBbEB U JIECOB,
Viiny x cragaM B NpeAropbe JIyroBoe,
I'me cBexwuit 3amax MOXXeBEJIbHOM XBOH
BuTtaer B ObIMKE YTPEHHHX 4YacOB.
CMOTpIO C KpPYTOrO CKJIOHA Ha JOMa,
HeBumumelii, lexxy B TpaBe maxyuei,
A B3rJIAO CKOJB3UT IO MOJYAJMBOM Kpyde
KnagOuineHckoro najbHEro Xosma.

B KxOHIE KOHIIOB HACKy4aT MHE XHBbIE
U MepTBble,— S OTBEPHYCh, M 3HOM
Ob6pact MeHs yAyLUIMBO#H BOJIHOWM,

JpIxaHbeM XTIy COLBETHS IOJIEBLIE,
IIpurnsgpiBalock THXO K MYpaBBIO
M 3anmaxu 3eMHBIE Y3HAIO.

Ilepesoo P. [dybposxuna

BOJIb BO CHE

S ymanuncst k. TEMHBIM JiepeBam,
Y1o6bl MOJMATh U NETh, KAK MX JIUCTBI.
OmHaxap! X Jiecy MOJOLLIA M Th
(TakoB OBLI COH), HO 3adepXajach TaM,
V kpas, He peliasch No cjaemam

MouM 3a MHOIO B 3Ty IJIylIb BOWTH,
ITonymas mpo cebs: «MeHs HalTH

OH [omKeH caM, KaKk M OCTaBHJI Camy.

S psanoM ObUT M NPUCTANIBHO TJAHEN

M3-3a BeTBelt, YTO pa3zeisiM Hac,

M TockoBa)I, a BCce X HE 3aXOTel

ITo3BaTth TeOs ¢ coboii U B 3TOT pa3s,
XoThb BeYHO Oyny MYYUTBCA pa3JIyKoOif.

A TBOil Npuxonx craj BHOBb TOMY MOPYKOM.

Ilepesoo b. Xaebnuxosa
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WIND AND WINDOW FLOWER

Lovers, forget your love,

And list to the love of these.
She a window flower,

And he a winter breeze.

When the frosty window veil
Was melted down at noon,

And the cagéd yellow bird
Hung over her in tune,

He marked her through the pane
He could not help but mark,
And only passed her by,
To come again at dark.

He was a winter wind,
Concerned with ice and snow,

Dead weeds and unmated birds,
And little of love could know.

But he sighed upon the sill,
He gave the sash a shake,
As witness all within
Who lay that night awake.

Perchance he half prevailed
To win her for the flight
From the firelit looking-glass
And warm stove-window light.

But the flower leaned aside

And thought of naught to say,
And morning found the breeze

A hundred miles away.
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BAJITAJA O T'EPAHU U BYPAHE

CuactnuBoit 6yner myctb JH00OBB,
Ho o mo6Bu uHOM

Mos 6annaga mpo repasb
W Buxpp JensHOM.

OH B moJjigeHb YBHIAJ ee
B orrasBiieM okxHe,
I'ne Beceno py4HOIi 1eros

HacBucrbiBan Han Hei.

OnHako, YBUOAB repaHb,
Bypan MeTHyJiCS mpoYb

W cHoBa mpuiieTeN K OKHY,
Korpga Hacraja HOYb.

OH Beman Bce IPO CHEr U Jief,
CTyneHslif IeHb M TbMY,

A BoOT mo0OOBL OBLJIa COBCEM
Hesenoma emy.

BypaH kpyXuj nepes OKHOM
M Tsxeno B3ObIxal,

UTo IOpyXHO HOATBEPXIAIOT BCE,
KTto B 3Ty HOYb He cmai.

OH Tak TOMUJICS, YTO repaHb
IToutn yxe Obuia

I'otoBa ¢ BeTpoM yJjereThb
Or cBeTa M Tema.

Ho Tax u He cMoria emy
Cka3aTh HU «Ha», HH «HETM...

3a COTHM MWIb OT T€X OKOH
BypaHn BcTpeuan paccser.

ITepesod b. Xaebnuxosa
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GHOST HOUSE

I dwell in a lonely house I know
That vanished many a summer ago,

And left no trace but the cellar walls,

And a cellar in which the daylight falls,
And the purple-stemmed wild raspberries grow.

O’er ruined fences the grapevines shield
The woods come back to the mowing field;

The orchard tree has grown one copse

Of new wood and old where the woodpecker chops;
The footpath down to the well is healed.

I dwell with a strangely aching heart
In that vanished abode there far apart

On that disused and forgotten road

That has no dust-bath now for the toad.
Night comes; the black bats tumble and dart;

The whippoorwill is coming to shout
And hush and cluck and flutter about:
I hear him begin far enough away
Full many a time to say his say
Before he arrives to say it out.

It is under the small, dim, summer star.
I know not who these mute folk are .
Who share the unlit place with me-
Those stones out under the low-limbed tree
Doubtless bear names that the mosses mar.

They are tireless folk, but slow and sad,
Though two, close-keeping, are lass and lad,-
With none among them that ever sings,
And yet, in view of how many things,

As sweet companions as might be had.
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[TPU3PAYHBII JOM

DTOT [HOM IPOCTOSUT MHOTO JIET.
Tonpko ToMa JaBHO yXKe HET.
A xorpa-HuOynpb axce pYMHBI
3apacTyT onuyaBIIed MaJMHOM,
N nocnemuuit 3abynercs cuen.

Yepe3 Opemy NpOTHUBIIMX OTrpaj
Jlec BepHyJiCS B 3amylLIEHHBIH caf,
I'ne TpomuHka kK BOJE 3apocia.
A y rpymiu Temepb IBa CTBOJIA,
U no crapomy—asTibl CTy4art.

Kak nevyajbHO, YTO yMep Hall [OM,
YTto He BbLIOEXkaTh BHOBL OOCHKOM
Ha nopoxHyro TeIiyro MbLIb.
W B3sneTaeT BO TbMY HETOIBIPh
Hap HeBUOMMBIM 4YepIaKoM.

ITon-Hag ryjkoi pevuHOro BOAOH
Havunaer kpu4aTh KO30[0H,

Ho omnsare ymosikaeT ToTyac,

He pewasice yHbLIBIA paccka3
IIponoyxaTh npes HOYHOW HEMOTOM.

Majo cBeTra y JIETHHX CBETHIL.

Bcex, KTO KpOB Halll CO MHOIO [IEJIWI,
51 3a6pu1. MOXeT, IOMHUT O TOM
KameHbp, eciiu elie 100 MXOM

Upu-HUOyap MMEHa COXpaHMII.

Cpenu mpu3pakoB mapa OJIHA

Mse 0coOeHHO SICHO BHMAHA.
Mex 6e3MOJIBHOK POIHH
BeuHo psaoM oHM,

Tenn THXHE,—OH W OHa.

Ilepesoo b. XaebHuxosa

4-328
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TO THE THAWING WIND

Come with rain, O loud Southwester!
Bring the singer, bring the nester;
Give the buried flower a dream;
Make the settled snowbank steam;
Find the brown beneath the white;
But whate’er you do tonight,
Bathe my window, make it flow,
Melt it as the ice will go;

Melt the glass and leave the sticks
Like a hermit’s crucifix;

Burst into my narrow stall;

Swing the picture on the wall;
Run the rattling pages o’er;
Scatter poems on the floor;

Turn the poet out of door.

IN A VALE

When I was young, we dwelt in a vale
By a misty fen that rang all night,

And thus it was the maidens pale

I knew so well, whose garments trail
Across the reeds to a window light. .

The fen had every kind of bloom,

And for every kind there was a face,
And a voice that has sounded in my room
Across the sill from the outer gloom.

Each came singly unto her place,

But all came every night with the mist;
And often they brought so much to say
Of things of moment to which, they wist,
One so lonely was fain to list,
That the stars were almost faded away
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TEITIJIOMY BETPY

Temnblit BeTep, npuierait
BMecre ¢ raMoM NTHYBUX CTaii,
BMmecre ¢ BEIHUM JIMBHEM, YTOOBI
Ha nBope commm cyrpoGsr,
3absecTena Obl 3emis

W3-non Hux yepHeil yris,
YT0oO OKOHHOE CTEKJIO,

Kak neppliiika, moTekio,

N ocranacek TonapkO pama,

Kax pacnsrue u3 xpama.
Tennplif BUXpb, BOPBHCH B MOE
OHHOKOE XUJIbE,

ITogxBaTH CTHXHM, ¥ BCIEX

WM ormpaBuTcs moast
Ilornsanery Ha Oenblit CBET.

Ilepesoo B. Xae6Huxosa

HA BOJIOTE

B Ty nopy s GnLI COBCEM MOJIOABIM,

Hamr noMm o6Bermansiit crosin y 6oinora,

N GnenHolt datoii Bedeperowuit AbIM
Crenwicst BO TbMe IO KOYKaM CEbIM,
A Tonw Bce 3BaJiM KOTrO-TO.

Kakue pacryr Ha OosioTax uBeThl!—
VY pa3HbIX CONBETHMH —pa3Hble JHLA,

W nerko rojsoca pa3nnyaeilb T,

Korpa B TBOIO KOMHAaTy M3 TE€MHOTHI
Besecplii TymMaH CTpyuTCS.

OHM NPOHMKAIOT CKBO3b KaMBIIIH,
I'onoca TymaHHBIE 3TH,

U 1wen4yyT B NOJHOYHON TYJNKOH THILH

O ThIcsAYax TaiiH OJMHOKOH IyIIH,
IToxa HakoHel, Ha paccBeTe,

4*
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Before the last went, heavy with dew,

Back to the place from which she came-
Where the bird was before it flew,
Where the flower was before it grew,

Where bird and flower were one and the same.

And thus it is I know so well

Why the flower has odor, the bird has song.
You have only to ask me, and I can tell.
No, not vainly there did I dwell,

Nor vainly listen all the night long.

STORM FEAR

When the wind works against us in the dark,
And pelts with snow

The lower chamber window on the east,

And whispers with a sort of stifled bark,

The beast,

‘Come out! Come out!’—

It costs no inward struggle not to go,

Ah, no!

I count our strength,

Two and a child,

Those of us not asleep subdued to mark
How the cold creeps as the fire dies at length,—
How drifts are piled,

Dooryard and road ungraded,

Till even the comforting barn grows far ‘away,
And my heart owns a doubt

Whether ’tis in us to arise with day

And save ourselves unaided.

STARS

How countlessly they congregate
O’er our tumultuous snow,

Which flows in shapes as tall as trees
When wintry winds do blow!-
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Ilocnenuunit UBETOK HE OCTYAMT poca,
W oHM yckonb3aloT B TOT MHP HENOXOXHH,
Cne nTuubu poXxmaroTcs roJoca,
I'me nBeTOK HEPOXXIEHHBIH CKPBLIBAIOT Jieca,
I'me uBeTh ¥ OTHLBI—OJHO U TO Xe€.

C Tex mop morajaics s, moyemMy

VY nBeTka ecTb 3amax, y NTHIbI—TpeH,
Her, He 3ps B CHIDOM, TYMaHHOM [bIMY
A nonmosry BIJISOBIBAJICS BO ThMY,

I'me Ha meByeM 060JIOTE OrHH ToOpeH.

Ilepesod P. [Jy6posxuna
B BYPIO

Houblo BblOra CTYyYHTCS B OBEDD,
Benusnoit 3acrunas

CyMpak cBOQYAaTOro OKHa,
3ampixasce OT Jiad,

Pacnansicb, TouHO 3Beph:
«Bpixoau, BuIXOAM !»

Sl MpUBBIYHOTO 30Ba NOYTH HE CIIBIILY,
Houb 3a OKHaMH CJIMIIKOM TEMHa,
Ckonbko Hac?

JBoe B3pocCibIX, cHAIMi peOeHoK,
W orons B ouare moutH yrac,

W 1B 340HelIb CHPOCOHOK,
Xronbs cHera KpyXaT Ha BETpY,
W capait 3achimaH mo Kpsliuy,

A B rpymu

OT HEMOJIYHOTO OMKOro rynaa
IMpuramncs crpax, 4To K yTpy
Ham He BmIiTH OTCrOAA.

Ilepesod P. dybpoexuna

3BE3[bI

Heucuucnumele oraum,
Bl cBeT crpyuTe CTpaHHBIH,
Korma Bo Bech orpoMHbI#i poct
Wnyt Ha Hac GypaHsl.
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As if with keenness for our fate,
Our faltering few steps on

To white rest, and a place of rest
Invisible at dawn,—

And yet with neither love nor hate,
Those stars like some snow-white

Minerva’s snow-white marble eyes
Without the gift of sight.

GOING FOR WATER

The well was dry beside the door,
And so we went with pail and can
Across the fields behind the house
To seek the brook if still it ran;

Not loth to have excuse to go,
Because the autumn eve was fair
(Though chill), because the fields were ours,
And by the brook our woods were there.

We ran as if to meet the moon
That slowly dawned behind the trees,
The barren boughs without the leaves,
Without the birds, without the breezé.

But once within the wood, we paused

Like gnomes that hid us from the moon,
Ready to run to hiding new

With laughter when she found us soon.

Each laid on other a staying hand
To listen ere we dared to look,
And in the hush we joined to make
We heard, we knew we heard the brook.
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CToNeThsiMHi CJIeUTE BBI
3a yepenoi JIHOACKOIO,

UTto B cHexHOil OenusHe Opemer
K 6e36pexHOoMy mOKO}1O.

Hu HenaBucty, HM J100BH
B mycThIX rnasHunax HoO4H,
MuHepBbl MpaMOpPHO#i YKOp:
HeBuasmme oumu.

Ilepesoo P. [dybpoexuna

3A BOJIOH

Konoznen Bo nsope uccsk,
U MbI ¢ BEIPOM M KOTEJIKOM
Yepes moJis MOLLIM K PYYbiO
JaBHO HE XOXXEHHBIM IIyTEM.

Hos6pbcknit Beuep OBLT MOTOX,
M ckyunsiM He xazayics myTh—
ITpoitTuce 3HaKOMOIO TpOMOIA
U B Hamy pouly 3arjisiHyTh.

Jlyna BcraBana Bnepenu,

M MBI momuanuce NpsMo K Heid,
Tyna, roe oceHb Hac xiajia

Mex OroIMBUINXCS BETBEM.

Ho, B jec BOexaB, NPUTHUXJIM BIPYT
W copsranuck B TeHU peE3HOI,

Kak nBoe rHOMOB O30pHBIX,
3aTesBIIMX WUIPY C JIYHOH.

M pyxy 3anmepxaB B pyke,
HpixaHnbe pa3oMm 3aTas,

MBI 3aMepJii—H B THILHHE
VYeaplmany HameB pydbsl.
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A note as from a single place,
A slender tinkling fall that made
Now drops that floated on the pool
Like pearls, and now a silver blade.

REVELATION

We make ourselves a place apart

Behind light words that tease and flout,
But oh, the agitated heart

Till someone really find us out.

"Tis pity if the case require
(Or so we say) that in the end
We speak the literal to inspire
The understanding of a friend.

But so with all, from babes that play
At hide-and-seek to God afar,
So all who hide too well away
Must speak and tell us where they are.

THE TUFT OF FLOWERS

I went to turn the grass once after one
Who mowed it in the dew before the sun.

The dew was gone that made his blade so keen
Before I came to view the leveled scene.

I looked for him behind an isle of trees;
I listened for his whetstone on the breeze.

But he had gone his way, the grass all mown,
And I must Be, as he had been,—alone,
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IIpepbIBUCTHI NpO3payHbIil 3BYK:
Tam, y secHoro 6ovaxka-—

To myeck pacceimaBiMxcsi Oyc,
To cepeOpuUCTBINi 3BOH KJIMHKA.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

OTKPOBEHME

Mb1 1100UM CKPBITHHYATB, XOTS
Hyiue u GOS3HO CKpBIBATHCA.
Tak HEOTBICKAHHBIM OHTSH
Bourcs, cnpsraBumuce, ocrarbes.

VX He OT 3TOro Jib Mojayac
IMouru yTo merckoro ucmyra
Heynepxuma Tara B Hac
CekpeThbl MOBEpATH APYr Apyry?

M yT0-TO rpycTHOE €CTH B TOM,

Yro yesnoBek Jiu, OOr JM, JIEMOH,
VKPBIBIIMCH OTO BCEX, ITOTOM

CaM U OTKPHITBCS HOJIKEH —~TJE OH.

Ilepesoo b. Xaebnuxosa

LIBETBI

Uronbckuii NOJIOEHD IJIABHJI CHHEBY.
S ckolleHHYIO BOpDOLIMJI TpaBy.

W Bapyr moayman s o kocape,
Koropeiit 3nech paboran Ha 3ape.

Mrue 4yamnoch—3a KynmaMH pakuT
Ewme xoca mpoBopHasi 3BEHHT.

Ho Her, kocapb TpyIbl 3aKOHYMJI B CPOK —
Omun. U s 611 TOXE OOMHOK.
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‘As all must be,’ I said within my heart,
‘Whether they work together or apart.’

But as I said it, swift there passed me by
On noiseless wing a bewildered butterfly,

Seeking with memories grown dim o’er night
Some resting flower of yesterday’s delight.

And once I marked his flight go round and round,
As where some flower lay withering on the ground.

And then he flew as far as eye could see,
And then on tremulous wing came back to me.

I thought of questions that have no reply,
And would have turned to toss the grass to dry;

But he turned first, and led my eye to look
At a tall tuft of flowers beside a brook,

A leaping tongue of bloom the scythe had spared
Beside a reedy brook the scythe had bared.

The mower in the dew had loved them thus,
By leaving them to flourish, not for us,

Nor yet to draw one thought of ours to him,
But from sheer morning gladness at the brim.

The butterfly and I had lit upon,
Nevertheless, a message from the dawn,

That made me hear the wakening birds around,
And hear his long scythe whispering to the ground,

And feel a spirit kindred to my own;
So that henceforth I worked no more alone;

But glad with him, I worked as with his aid,
And weary, sought at noon with him the shade;
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W 3Han-popora KaxaoMy JaHa
Cos. C 4yxoit He BCTPETHTCS OHa.

Ho B 310 Bpems mpsMo M3-OA HOT
Benopxuyn OeciiyMHO sIpKMif MOTBLIEK.

M nauan oOneraTh 3aTUXIIMHA JIyT,
PacrepsHHO 4epTs 3a Kpyrom Kpyr.

Ka3zanock, OH OO TEMHOTHI T'OTOB
KpyxuTh Hax 3TMM KJIaJOMIIEM IIBETOB.

YBupen YTO-TO, IIOJIETEJI K PEKE,
Ho nosiBusics BHOBb HeBHajieKe

W 1yT x)e k Oepery Chneumudr OmATh,
Kax 6yaro xouer 3a coboit mo3BaTh.

A Bcnen eMy B3I[JISSHYJI-U Y PEKH
VBugen rosnybbie BaCHJIbKU.

A nopomen. YIx ocTpoBOK XuBOH
IMonusancs Han Oe3xU3HEHHON TpaBOWi.

OH KpacoToi, AOJDKHO OBITH, MOpPA3HII
Toro, kTo Ha paccBeTe 31€Ch KOCHIL

U He mns Hac xocapb cOeper LBETHI,
A TOJBKO pamyu 3TOH KpacoThl.

Ero paccer, HaBepHO, ONbSHMII,
U noroMmy OH XHM3HP UM COXpaHHIL

Ka3zanocbr MHe, 4TO 3HOs OOJIblliE HET,
YTto s 4 caM BCTpeuar0 TOT PacCBET,

UTo BHOBb HPOCHYJIMCH HNTHYBH T0JIOCA,
YTo rme-To 3a pekoil moer koca

M 41O KOCapp craj CHYTHHKOM MOUM.
B TOT mosimeHb S TPyOWJICS BMECTE C HHUM.

C HuM BMecTe ObLI paboOTOM YTOMIIEH,
Korga xe s mpuner, npujer u oH.
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And dreaming, as it were, held brotherly speech
With one whose thought I had not hoped to reach.

‘Men work together,” I told him from the heart,
‘Whether they work together or apart.’

PAN WITH US

Pan came out of the woods one day,-

His skin and his hair and his eyes were gray,

The gray of the moss of walls were they,—
And stood in the sun and looked his fill
At wooded valley and wooded hill.

He stood in the zephyr, pipes in hand,
On a height of naked pasture land;
In all the country he did command
He saw no smoke and he saw no roof.
That was well! and he stamped a hoof.

His heart knew peace, for none came here
To this lean feeding save once a year
Someone to salt the half-wild steer,
Or homespun children with clicking pails
Who see so little they tell no tales.

He tossed his pipes, too hard to teach

A new-world song, far out of reach,

For a sylvan sign that the blue jay’s screech
And the whimper of hawks beside the sun
Were music enough for him, for one.

Times were changed from what they were:
Such pipes kept less of power to stir
The fruited bough of the juniper
And the fragile -bluets clustered there
Than the merest aimless breath of air.
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W, npobynuBIIKCH, s CKa3ad emy,
HesenoMomy Opaty moemy:

«Tenepp s 3HaIO —HET YYXHX JOPOT.
Ilycts THI—OAMH, HO THI HE OJIUHOKY.

Iepesod A. Kaszaproeckozo

C HAMHU IIAH

Benuen IlaH u3 rayxux jecos,

CenuHOIO0 OJETHIH MXOB,

CrpaxostofeH, KOcMaT, CypoB,—
Brimien crapeiii nomo6oBaThbCs
Mupom, rae JMib Jjeca TECHATCS.

Beillzes1 B BOJIBHYIO BBICOTY.
Beuuen, ¢ueiity mogHec kKo pry,
Kpas xankyroo Harory,
I'me Hurme HU OrHs, HU KpOBa,
Osupas Bo Mrije 6arpoBoii.

Mup no HpaBy emy—IyCTOH,
I'ne snumb Benps CBUpPENbIA BOM
KpaTkuMm JieTOM B TpaBe I'yCTOH,
Jla Manp4MIK{ UrparoT B NPATKH,
3HaTh HE 3Hasl JIECHOM 3aralku.

Bciogy B mMupe—Japyroit ykiaan,.

®reiita nmena Ha CTapblid Jian,

60 myTox Miaapix Opuan,
ITnaya coiiky, TOCKHM IIakaja,
YToOBI NECHIO BECTH,—XBaTaJIo.

Ho MeHsI0TCS BpeMeHa.
Orcrynaercsi CTapHHa.
Bor u ¢ueiita—Tenepr oHa
C BeTpOM SIPOCTBIO HE IMOCIOPHUT,
Betepka Temepb He OOOpeT.
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They were pipes of pagan mirth,

And the world had found new terms of worth.

He laid him down on the sun-burned earth
And raveled a flower and looked away-—
Play? Play?-What should he play?

THE DEMIURGE’S LAUGH

It was far in the sameness of the wood;
I was running with joy on the Demon’s trail,
Though I knew what I hunted was no true god.
It was just as the light was beginning to fail
That I suddenly heard-all I needed to hear:
It has lasted me many and many a year.

The sound was behind me instead of before,

A sleepy sound, but mocking half,
As of one who utterly couldn’t care.

The Demon arose from his wallow to laugh,
Brushing the dirt from his eye as he went;
And well I knew what the Demon meant.

I shall not forget how his laugh rang out.

I felt as a fool to have been so caught,
And checked my steps to make pretense

It was something among the leaves I sought
(Though doubtful whether he stayed to see).
Thereafter I sat me against a tree.

A LINE-STORM SONG

The line-storm clouds fly tattered and swift.
The road is forlorn all day,

Where a myriad snowy quartz stones lift,
And the hoof-prints vanish away.
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Benp A3bIyeckuil CruHy’n IyXx.
HoBblit MUp K CTapbiM HECHSM TJIyX.
Ilan man HazeMpb, M B30Op NOTYX;
CMsn nocnefHui 1LIBETOK PYKOIO...
ITerp? O uem xe? 3meck Bce uyxoe!

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

CMEX JEMUYPTA

OIHOTOHHO TeMHeJN BeYeperolIHi Jiec,
A nmo cneny 6exain 3a HEBEJOMBIM IyXOM,
He 6bu1 momIuHHBEIM GOroM JIECHOM 3TOT Oec,
Tonpko BAPYr yJAOBWI sI BHUMATENbHBIM CIIYXOM
To, 4ero Tax HCKajJl B BEKOBOW THIIIMHE:
CrpaHHbI# 3ByK, OH HaJOJIrO 3allOMHMJICS MHE.

OH pa3pajcs B KycTax y MeHs 3a CIHHOM,
OTOT KJIEKOT TJIyXOif, 3TOT XOXOT CBHCTSILIHH,
PaBHOAyIIHBIN, JIEHUBBIH, kak OYOTO CKBO3b COH,—
3no6HbI! mpuU3pak, CMesch, MOKa3ajcsd M3 Yallly,
KoMbs rpssu oTpsixuBasi Ha Xony,
W s noHs, 4To IEeMOH MMeeT B BHUAY.

Tax nomacrecsi! Kakum xe s 6bur mypakom!
OH 3amyran MeHs B 3TUX TPOIKax Mmayybux!
W Torpa s Hapo4HO 3aMEIJIM IIAary,
CJIOBHO 4TO-TO BBICMATPUBAJI B CYMPAYHBIX CYYbSX,
Ho on ckpbuics B jecy, He B3IJISSHYB Ha MEHS...
Jo yTpa mpocunen s y CTraporo IHs.

Ilepesoo P. [dybpoexuna

MECHA OCEHHEI'O JIMBHA

Ota O6yps Becenas B COJIHIIEBOPOT
T'oHUT KJIOYBS CBIPBIX ODJIAKOB,

Ha pnoporax OecHyercs moXIb-CymMacOpona
W crupaer cnenpl OT MOIKOB,



A BOY'S WILL

64

The roadside flowers, too wet for the bee,
Expend their bloom in vain.

Come over the hills and far with me,
And be my love in the rain.

The birds have less to say for themselves
In the wood-world’s torn despair

Than now these numberless years the elves,
Although they are no less there:

All song of the woods is crushed like some
Wild, easily shattered rose.

Come, be my love in the wet woods, come,
Where the boughs rain when it blows.

There is the gale to urge behind
And bruit our singing down,

And the shallow waters aflutter with wind
From which to gather your gown.

What matter if we go clear to the west,
And come not through dry-shod?

For wilding brooch shall wet your breast
The rain-fresh goldenrod.

Oh, never this whelming east wind swells
But it seems like the sea’s return

To the ancient lands where it left the shells
Before the age of the fern;

And it seems like the time when after doubt

Our love came back amain. _
Oh, come forth into the storm and rout
And be my love in the rain.

OCTOBER

O hushed October morning mild,
Thy leaves have ripened to the fall;
Tomorrow’s wind, if it be wild,
Should waste them all.
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IToHampacHy LBETOB NMPOMOKIINX CEMbS
XKrer 3a00TAUBBIX MYEN MOJ TOXKAEM,—
Beixoou ckopee, m000Bb MO,
Mbl B npocTop oceHHMit yiinem!

Haxe ntudbu kak 6yaTo MoayaT rojoca,
Ham pacckaxyr He Oosblue OHH,

Yem oanbdbl, yTO B OyilHble 3TU Jieca
Ilpumnam B crapojaBHUE OHHU

M Berpy cerogus mennynu: «Pa3peit
IIlym nuCThEB M NTHYMIA THCK !»

Ilo#ineM Tyma, rae XJeweT C BETBEH
Csepkaromuii JIuBeHb OpBI3T.

Berep B cHmHYy TOJIKaeT, rpo3s U spscCh,
Ha myctelHHO#M nopore TeMHO,

ITon HOraMu NpPUBBIMHO XJIIONAET IPA3b,
MsI 10 HUTKH NPOMOKJIM [aBHO,
Tonbko 4TO HaM 3a [Jejlo, KOrja BIepenu
Pa3Bep3aercs HOBbIIt NOTOK!
MepanboHOM TopuT y TeOs Ha rpyau
30J10TO#1 OJIBXOBBIH JIUCTOK.

Her, 3T0 He BeTep I'yOUT BO MIJIE,
OTO 1IyM JOBPEMEHHOH BOJIHBI,
DTO MOpe BEPHYJIOCh K JpPEBHEH 3emie,
I'ne ocraBuno BanyHbI.

M xaxercs, 3aHOBO OXWJa
Hama 1r060Bp nona DOXIeEM,

Viingem Tyna, roe Oyps v wmria,
B ocennuii npocrop yiimem!

Ilepesoo P. dybpoexuna

OKTSBPb

HeHex OkTAOpbCKHMIl 30JI0TOH,
Ve co3pesn TBOM JMCTONAN.
ITonyer 3aBTpa BeTep 3JIOH,

N nuctba obneTar.

5-328
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The crows above the forest call;
Tomorrow they may form and go.

O hushed October morning mild,

Begin the hours of this day slow.

Make the day seem to us less brief.
Hearts not averse to being beguiled,
Beguile us in the way you know.
Release one leaf at break of day;

At noon release another leaf;

One from our trees, one far away.
Retard the sun with gentle mist;
Enchant the land with amethyst.

Slow, slow!

For the grapes’ sake, if they were all,
Whose leaves already are burnt with frost,
Whose clustered fruit must else be lost-
For the grapes’ sake along the wall.

RELUCTANCE

Out through the fields and the woods

And over the walls I have wended;
I have climbed the hills of view

And looked at the world, and descended;
I have come by the highway home,

And lo, it is ended.

The leaves are all dead on the ground,
Save those that the oak is keeping
To ravel them one by one
And let them go scraping and creeping
Out over the crusted snow,
When others are sleeping.

And the dead leaves lie huddled and still,
No longer blown hither and thither;
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BopoHBI KapkaioT He B Jag,
Ho 3aBTpa passierurcs cras.
JeHek OKTAOpPbCKMIA 30JI0TOM,
IIponnu 4acel, HECJIBIIIHO Tas.
ITycTh kaxyTcs IIMHHEH OHM.
IInenn oOMaHYMBOH MEYTOI,
Kak THI ymeelub, yBiekas.
OOyH JIMCTOYEK YTPOM HaM,
Hpyroit xe B mojaeHb oOpoHH,
OmuH BOT 3[€Ch, APYroi BOH TaM.
Ja Oynmer TBOM 3akaT JIYYHCT,
3emJiia cBeTJieid, 4eM aMETHCT.
Twume xakas!

IlycTes mo3peBaeT BHHOTpan:
XoTs JUCTBY cHajuJl MOpO3,
Ilnogam Bpena OH He NpPHHEC—
W rpo3apst BOOJL CTEHBI BHUCHT.

IHepesod M. 3enxesuua

POIIOT

ITo Tonkomy 6€310pOXbIO
Sl mpoGupaJsics ¢ TpyAoMm,
51 ne3 Ha XOJIMBI, YbU BEPIUUHBI
ToHynu B TyMaHe celoM,
Sl x moMmy mpuuien y IOPOTH:
Bein myct u neyasieH AOM.

Ha Berkax mpogaporiero nyba
ITourn He ocTajioch JIUCTBHI,
ITocnenHue XenTvle JIUCThS
U Te 6e3BO3BpaTHO MEpTBHI,
A BcKOpe 1O Mep3JIOMy CHETy
Bo TbMme 3alypuiuTe M BBI

CrIpoif, MOJyCrHUBIIEH JIUCTBOIO
VYceinaH Oeper npyna,

5*



A BOY’S WILL

68

The last lone aster is gone;

The flowers of the witch-hazel wither;
The heart is still aching to seek,

But the feet question ‘Whither?

Ah, when to the heart of man

Was it ever less than a treason
To go with the drift of things,

To yield with a grace to reason,
And bow and accept the end

Of a love or a season?
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OpelHuK B cajay yBSHaeT,
W acrpsl ympyT B Xojona,
A cepaue Ha HOMCKH pBeETCH,
Ja Tonpko He 3HAaeT Kyna.

Ho pa3sBe mibiThb MO TEYEHBIO
OTBaxurcs 4eyioBek ?

Pacyer orcrymuBuinx 6e3 60s
s Hac MajomylHbIR mober,—

C mo0O0BBbIO M COJIHIIEM ITOCJIEIHUM
KTo cMmeer mpoctuthecsi HaBek?

Ilepesoo P. [dybposkuna
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THE PASTURE

I'm going out to clean the pasture spring;
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away

(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):
I sha’n’t be gone long.—-You come too.

I'm going out to fetch the little calf

That’s standing by the mother. It’s so young
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.
I sha’n’t be gone long.—You come too.

MENDING WALL

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall,
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,
And spills the upper boulders in the sun;

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.
The work of hunters is another thing:

I have come after them and made repair
Where they have left not one stone on a stone,
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,
No one has seen them made or heard them made,
But at spring mending-time we find them there.
I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;

And on a day we meet to walk the line

And set the wall between us once again.

We keep the wall between us as we go.



MACTBHUIIE

Iloliny Ha Jyr NPOYHCTUTH HAUl POJHUK.
S pasrpedy Hajl HUM OINaBLIMH JIMCT,

JIrobysice TeM, KaKk OH NpO3payeH, YHCT.
A tam He 3apepxych.—IloiineM co MHOIA.

Iloiiny Ha Jyr TeJeHKa NPUHECTH.

He MoxeT oH Ha HOXKax YCTOATH,
Kornma ero BbUIM3BIBAa€T Marth.

S tam He 3agepxych.—IloiineM co MHOIA.

Ilepesoo H. Kawkuna

IMTOYNHKA CTEHbI

Ha cBere ectb HeBemomas cuia,
KoTtopast co creHamu BpaxIyeT —

To B HHMX BrphI3aeTCsl NMPOMEP3JbIM TPYHTOM,
To paccpimaer BepxHU# psa KaMHel,

To Bapyr Takue mpobusaeT Opern,

UTo yepe3 HMX Ha JIOLIaOM MPOEAEIIb.
3necp, npaBoa, ¥ OXOTHUKU ObIBAaJIHM,

Ho ¢ Humu-scuo. Kponuka onu
JocTaTh NBITAJUCh U3 €0 YKPHIThS

U xoe-re mopyumiM MHeE CTEHY.
ITponoMbl Te HaBHO s 3ajaTal.

Ho 310 uro 3a mpippi? BHOBBL BecHa
IMpuxomuT, ¥ ONSATH OHU 3HSIOT.

3oBy cocema, 4T0O BOCCTaHOBHTH
I'panuuy. Mbl UaeM U YUHHM CTEHy.

C uybeit CTOPOHBI JIEKUT BaJiyH yNaBLUHUH,
Tor u momummer. Kaxmgomy —cBoe.
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To each the boulders that have fallen to each.
And some are loaves and some so nearly balls
We have to use a spell to make them balance:
‘Stay where you are until our backs are turned!”
We wear our fingers rough with handling them.
Oh, just another kind of outdoor game,

One on a side. It comes to little more:

There where it is we do not need the wall:

He is all pine and I am apple orchard.

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him
He only says, ‘Good fences make good neighbors.’
Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder

If T could put a notion in his head:

‘Why do they make good neighbors? Isn’t it

Where there are cows? But here there are no cows.

Before I built a wall I'd ask to know

What I was walling in or walling out,

And to whom I was like to give offense.
Something there is that doesn’t love a wall,
That wants it down.” I could say ‘Elves’ to him,
But it’s not elves exactly, and I'd rather

He said it for himself. I see him there

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed.
He moves in darkness as it seems to me,

Not of woods only and the shade of trees.

He will not go behind his father’s saying,

And he likes having thought of it so well

He says again, ‘Good fences make good neighbors.’

THE MOUNTAIN

The mountain held the town as in a shadow.
I saw so much before I slept there once:

I noticed that I missed stars in the west,
Where its black body cut into the sky.

Near me it seemed: I felt it like a wall
Behind which I was sheltered from a wind.
And yet between the town and it I found,
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B3risiHyTh CO CTOPOHBI—Mrpa Takas.
Urpa... BoT ToibkO majibLibl OT HEe

Bce B ccaguHax. A 3TH KpYIJISIUH

Hukax nexaTh Ha MecTe HE JKeJaloT.
INpuxomurcss HaJg HUMH 3aKJIMHAHBE
IIpousnocuts: «Iloka MBI He yitneMm,
Jlexure 31ech, He majaiiTe Ha 3eMUTIO !»
Ho BOT MBI BBIILUIM Ha Takoe MECTO,

I'ne HUKaKue CTEHBI HE HYXXHBI.

PacTtyT nuib COCHbI Ha €ro y4acrke,

A Ha MoeM-jumIb s6yoHu. He cnblmain,
YTo6 s670HH y COCEH LIMUIKK KpPaJIH.

S 3TO TOBOpIO, 2 OH—B OTBET:

«UYeM BblllIE CTEHBI, TEM IPYXKHEH cocenm».
Becua Bo MHe urpaer. S Hag Hum

Cnerka noarpyHuBaro: «A 0e3 creH
Huxak Henp3sa? Ckaxure, IJI9 4ero
CreHolt MHE 3aCJIOHATBCS OT KOrO-TO

M oT MeHs KOMY-TO 3aCJIOHATHCA 7»

Ha cBere ecTh HeBemomasi cuia,

Kotopasi co creHaMH BpaxayeT.

A Mor eMy cka3aTb, YTO 3TO—3Jb(HI.
Her, cam nyckait mogymaer... Ho B kaxmoi
Pyke OoH mo OYJBDKHHUKY CXHMAeT.

U, uynurcs, nepeno MHOU CTOUT
Ilemepnelii yenoBek. M, TOYHO ILIEpCThHIO,
Ilopoc OH TEHBIO KAMEHHOI CTEHBI

M TeHbIO KaMEHHBIX OTHOBCKMX HCTHH.

OH B3BeCcWJ1 BCe U TBEPAO T'OBOPHUT:

«YeM BbIlIE CTEHBI, TEM IPYXKHEH cocemm».

Ilepesoo A. Kasapnosckozo

T'OPA

I'opa xak Tyya HakpeiBajla I'OpOQ.

51 moaro BrisAbIBaJICs Iepeld CHOM,

Ho 3amag 6wl 6e3 3Be3g—Tam, rae ropa
I'pomanoii uepHO! Bpe3biBajiach B HEOO.
OHa creHO# Mepelunach TIJIyXoH,
Kotopoii 611 51 3amuineH OT BeTpa,
XoTs MexX Heil ¥ TOpOJOM Hallel,



NORTH OF BOSTON

76

When I walked forth at dawn to see new things,
Were fields, a river, and beyond, more fields.
The river at the time was fallen away,

And made a widespread brawl on cobblestones;
But the signs showed what it had done in spring:
Good grassland gullied out, and in the grass
Ridges of sand, and driftwood stripped of bark.

I crossed the river and swung round the mountain.
And there I met a man who moved so slow
With white-faced oxen in a heavy cart,

It seemed no harm to stop him altogether.

‘What town is this?” I asked.

‘This? Lunenburg.’

Then I was wrong: the town of my sojourn,
Beyond the bridge, was not that of the mountain,
But only felt at night its shadowy presence.
‘Where is your village? Very far from here?

‘There is no village—only scattered farms.

We were but sixty voters last election.

We can’t in nature grow to many more:

That thing takes all the room!” He moved his
The mountain stood there to be pointed at.
Pasture ran up the side a little way,

And then there was a wall of trees with trunks;
After that only tops of trees, and cliffs
Imperfectly concealed among the leaves. -

A dry ravine emerged from under boughs

Into the pasture.

‘That looks like a path.
Is that the way to reach the top from here?-
Not for this morning, but some other time:
I must be getting back to breakfast now.’

‘I don’t advise your trying from this side.
There is no proper ‘path, but those that have
Been up, I understand, have climbed from Ladd’s.

goad.
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Korma s yrpom Bbllien Ha MpOTYIKY,
ITons u peky u OIATH HOJIS.

Peka yxe ycmena oOmesneThb

W B BanyHax JICHUBO KJIOKOTaJa,

Ho Bupenucw cnensl ee 6e3yMCTB:
OBparu U necuaHbie HaHOCHI,

Ko#t-roe Tomnsik ¢ o6oapaHHO# KOPOW.
Mocr nepeiing, s OBUHYJCS IO CKJIOHY
W BcTperHn yenoBeka Ha TeJiere,
BonaMu 3anpspke€HHOM, OH TaIMIICH
Tax THXO, YTO He rpex OCTaHOBHTD.

«YT1o TYT 3a ropoa?»

«Q10? JlyHEeHOYpI».

Tax s ommbesi: TOT, roe CHAN S HOMEP,
3a peukoif, He ObUI rOpoAOM TOpHI,
A mMiup Opiajg ee HOYHOKO MIJIOKO.

«A rnme AepeBHs Balla, Iajieko

«3pmech HU OOHOM NIEPEBHH, TOJILKO (PepMBI.
OT CcHJIBI LIECTh OECATKOB TOJIOCOB

Ha npouwneix Beibopax. Jla u Temepb Hac
He mHuorum Oosee: Bce 3aHsia

Bor sTa mrTyka!» —TKHYJT OH KHYTOBMILEM.
I'opa crostna TaMm, Kyga OH TKHYJ:

ITo ckmony nacr6uiie B30HMpasiock B ropy,
IToToM B3apIMajiCs 4aCTOKOJ CTBOJIOB,
IToroM B3MBIBAJIH KPOHBI, & IOTOM
BessucThie yTechl rpoOMO3IUIHCE.

KpuBoii oBpar, NOKpBITBIH CYIIHSKOM,
Ben x nacrOumy.

«IToxoxe Ha TPONHUHKY.
Mory s 3neck 3abpatecs? He teneps,
A xak-HUOy#b TpH ciy4ae, MOIO3Xe,
S momkeH K 3aBTpaKy ellle yCHeTb».

«S He coBeTyl0 BaM IOJHUMATHCS
ITIo stoit cropoHe. 3mech HET TPOMBI.
A Te, XTO mMOgHMMAJKCh, LUK OT JI3amoB.
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That’s five miles back. You can’t mistake the place:

They logged it there last winter some way up.
I'd take you, but I'm bound the other way.’

‘You’ve never climbed it?

‘I’ve been on the sides,
Deer-hunting and trout-fishing. There’s a brook
That starts up on it somewhere—I've heard say
Right on the top, tip-top—a curious thing.
But what would interest you about the brook,
It’s always cold in summer, warm in winter.
One of the great sights going is to see
It steam in winter like an ox’s breath,
Until the bushes all along its banks
Are inch-deep with the frosty spines and bristles—
You know the kind. Then let the sun shine on

‘There ought to be a view around the world
From such a mountain-if it isn’t wooded
Clear to the top.” I saw through leafy screens
Great granite terraces in sun and shadow,
Shelves one could rest a knee on getting up-—
With depths behind him sheer a hundred feet
Or turn and sit on and look out and down,
With little ferns in crevices at his elbow.

‘As to that I can’t say. But there’s the spring,
Right on the summit, almost like a fountain.
That ought to be worth seeing.’

‘If it’s there
You never saw it?

‘I guess there’s no doubt
About its being there. I never saw it.
It may not be right on the very top:
It wouldn’t have to be a long way down
To have some head of water from above,
And a good distance down might not be noticed
By anyone who’d come a long way up.

itV
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Munb nate Hasan. [da Bel Haiijere cpa3sy,
3MMOI0 TaM pPacKOpYEBAaJM CKJIOH.
MHe He Tyna, a TO 6 g IPOBOOUI Bacy.

«A BbI B30Upasuch M

«51 ObIBa; Ha CKJIOHaX,
JloBun ¢openb. Tam ectb omuH pyuei,
Tak oH Oeper Havajo, Kak s CJbIILAJI,
Ha rpe6He, ynuBuTENBHOE OETIO.
Ho ynuButenbHeR BCEero, 4Yro OH
XOJNOAHBIN JIETOM, a 3UMOIO TEIJIBIM.
Brl mornsmenu 6b1 B MOPO3HBINA [IEHb:
OH Becb OBIMUTCS, KaK BOJIOBbE CTao,
Iloka kycThl mo Oeperam ero
MopO3HbIE KOJIIOYKH HE YCEIOT
Ha uenwiit moiim. M1 conHue Bbliimer BApYr!»

«Bece MUp, HaBEPHO, MOXHO YBHUIATh

C Ttakoii ropsl, He Oyop OHa Jecucra

Ho BepxHHMX ckaji». SI BUIEN CKBO3b JIMCTBY
I'paHuTHBIE Teppachl M YCTYIIBI,

I'me MOXHO cTaTh KOJIEGHOM M CTOIIOH,
Kornma B cro ¢yToB mponacts 3a CIMHOIO,
M noBepHyThCs, M NpUCECTh Ha Kpai,

W Boanb B3rNSHYTh, a NOJ PYKOH IIMTOBHUK.

«51 3HaIO TOJIBKO TO, YTO TaM €CTh KJIIOY
M Over oH, xak ¢oHTaH, HA CaMOM IpeOHe.
Ha 3710 crouT risHyTH».

«Pa3 oH Tam,
Tak BBl ero He BUIeIu?»

«He Bupen.
Ho on Ha camoMm rpebHe, 310 (akT.
Hy, moxer ObiTh, HE Ha CaMOM, a PAAOM:
YTo6 ObL1 Hamop BOIbI, OH JOJIKEH OBITh
HeMHoro Humxe, a TOMy, KTO CHH3Y
B30upaerca nmo ckJIoHy Ha ckainy,
B nucrtBe oH mONTro MoXeT OLITH HE BHIEH.
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One time I asked a fellow climbing it
To look and tell me later how it was.’

‘What did he say?

‘He said there was a lake
Somewhere in Ireland on a mountain top.’

‘But a lake’s different. What about the spring?’

‘He never got up high enough to see.

That’s why I don’t advise your trying this side.
He tried this side. I've always meant to go
And look myself, but you know how it is:

It doesn’t seem so much to climb a mountain
You’ve worked around the foot of all your life.
What would I do? Go in my overalls,

With a big stick, the same as when the cows
Haven’t come down to the bars at milking time?
Or with a shotgun for a stray black bear?
"Twouldn’t seem real to climb for climbing it.’

‘I shouldn’t climb it if I didn’t want to—
Not for the sake of climbing. What’s its name?’

‘We call it Hor: I don’t know if that’s right.’
‘Can one walk around it? Would it be too far?

‘You can drive round and keep in Lunenburg,
But it’s as much as ever you can do,

The boundary lines keep in so close to it.
Hor is the township, and the township’s Hor-
And a few houses sprinkled round the foot,
Like boulders broken off the upper cliff,
Rolled out a little farther than the rest.’

‘Warm in December, cold in June, you say?

‘I don’t suppose the water’s changed at all.

You and I know enough to know it’s warm
Compared with cold, and cold compared with warm
But all the fun’s in how you say a thing.’
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S xak-TO MapHs NONPOCHJ B3IJISHYTH
M pacckazaTbh, Kakoil OH B CaMOM JeJie».
«"1 uyTOo cka3zanm oHM

«BBICOKO B ropax,
B Wpnanouu, ectb 03epo, CKasajl OH».

«Hy, o3epo-napyroe. Urto ¢ ximouoM M

«OH BJIe3, HO HE HACTOJIBKO, YTOO YBHIETh.
M BaM He CTOMT MOJHMMATLCA 34ECh.

OH mwen orcroga. MHe Bcerma XoTejoCh
M caMoMy B3rJISHYTh Ha 3TOT KJIKOY:

He tpyaHo Bpoae Ha ropy NOOHATHCS,
BOnu3u xoTOpO# HMPOTPYOMJT BCIO KHM3HB.
Ha xax moitny? B xoMOHHE30HE C MAaJIKOi,
Kak 3a xopoBaMH NpPHUBBIK XOIOWTbh,

Korzma oum cmyckarorcst mist aoiku?

C pyxbeM, KaKk Ha MeIBens-liaTyHa?

Her, npocro Tak—ensa Jiu 3abepewinesy».

«S1 He mone3 Obl, ecin 6 He XOTeJI.
Yrto mpocro ne3Tb? A kak OHa 30BETCH»

«Ms! HaszeiBaeM Op. He 3Haro, Tak jm».
«A ponro obxomuTh ee Kpyrom ™

«Bbl Oynere UATH BOKPYT rOpBHI,

Bce Bpems ocraBasice B JIyHeHOypre.
Bot Bce, uTo Moxere. I'paHuna crepra.
Op—3TO MECTHOCTB: ropoJ M ropa

W HeckonbKO IOMHIIEK Y NMOIHOXbS,
Kax BanyHbl, CKaTUBIIMECS BHHU3

YyTh pajbliie OCTaJIbHBIX».

«Bbl roBoOpHTE,
CryneHslit B Mae, TeIUIblii B aekabpe?»

«He nmymaro, yTo6bl BOJa MeEHsUIACh.
Msbl ¢ BaMU 3HaeM, YTO OHa TeIia
B cpaBHeHBU C X0JI0OM, KaK M INpOXJagHa
B cpaBHenun c temiom. Kak mocMoTperhb».

6-328
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‘You’ve lived here all your life?’

‘Ever since Hor
Was no bigger than a—" What, I did not hear.
He drew the oxen toward him with light touches
Of his slim goad on nose and offside flank,
Gave them their marching orders and was moving.

HOME BURIAL

He saw her from the bottom of the stairs
Before she saw him. She was starting down,
Looking back over her shoulder at some fear.
She took a doubtful step and then undid it

To raise herself and look again. He spoke
Advancing toward her: ‘What is it you see
From up there always—for I want to know.’
She turned and sank upon her skirts at that,
And her face changed from terrified to dull.

He said to gain time: ‘What is it you see,’
Mounting until she cowered under him.

‘I will find out now-you must tell me, dear.’
She, in her place, refused him any help

With the least stiffening of her neck and silence.
She let him look, sure that he wouldn’t see,
Blind creature; and awhile he didn’t see.

But at last he murmured, ‘Oh,” and again, ‘Oh.’

‘What is it—what?’ she said.

‘Just that I see.’
“‘You don’t,” she challenged. ‘Tell we what it is.’
‘The wonder is I didn’t see at once.
I never noticed it from here before.
I must be wonted to it—that’s the reason.

The little graveyard where my people are!
So small the window frames the whole of it.
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«Y1 BBI BCIO XM3HBb XXHBETE 30eCh™»

«C Tex nop,
Kax Op ue Gosbuie Obut..»—5 He paccibian
IMocnenuux ciaoB. OH cTeraHysn BOJIOB
KuyToM CBOMM, NpUKPUKHYJ U IO€Xall.

Ilepesoo O. Yyxonyesa

CEMEMHOE KJIAIBUIIE

OH CcHM3y JIECTHULBI €€ YBUAE

N panblie, yem oHa ero. OnHa
Cnycrutbes cobupainach, ¢ 6ecriokoicTBOM
Kocsice B OKHO, yXe IIar"yjia BHH3,

Ho ob6epnynace, uTOO B3TJISHYTH €le pas.
«/1 4yTO TBHI BCE BBICMATpHUBACIb TaM ™ —
Cripocus1 OH, MOAHUMASCh € HaBCTpey.
OHa Bapyr obOepHyjnach M Oceia,

W B3ryan ee ucnyraHHbli morac.

«Ha 4TO TBI CMOTpHIb BCE,—OH IOJHMMAJICH,
IToxa He oOka3ajics psSOOM C Hei.—

51 Bce paBHO y3Halo, Ioporas,

He ny4mie nu ckasate MHe?» Ho B oTBer
Hu Myckyn Ha nuue ee He AOPOTHYIIL
Cnemnoe CymecTBo, YTO MOXET OH
VBuners? U cHavasa OH He BHIEI.
«O,—HakoHen npobopMoTtan oH.—Ow.

«4to? 4TOo THI TaM yBHIAEN?»
«To, uTo BHUXY».
«Hert,-BcmbixHysa OHa.—CkaXu, 4TO Tamy».
«/ kak s TOJbKO Cpa3y HE 3aMETHII.
A BrpoueM, s OTCIOOA He IJIsAOen.
HasepHo, npumenbkanoch, B 3TOM AEJO.
Psan xonmukoB, rae GJu3kue Jiexar,
He Gonpbliie criajbHU BCE 3aXOPOHEHBE,

6*
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Not so much larger than a bedroom, is it?

There are three stones of slate and one of marble,
Broad-shouldered little slabs there in the sunlight
On the sidehill. We haven’t to mind those.

But I understand: it is not the stones,

But the child’s mound -’

‘Don’t, don’t, don’t, don’t’ she cried.

She withdrew shrinking from beneath his arm
That rested on the banister, and slid downstairs;
And turned on him with such a daunting look,
He said twice over before he knew himself:
‘Can’t a man speak of his own child he’s lost?’

‘Not you! Oh, where’s my hat? Oh, I don’t need it!
I must get out of here. I must get air.
I don’t know rightly whether any man can.’

‘Amy! Don’t go to someone else this time.

Listen to me. I won’t come down the stairs.’

He sat and fixed his chin between his fists.
‘There’s something I should like to ask you, dear.’

‘You don’t know how to ask it.’
‘Help me, then.
Her fingers moved the latch for all reply.

‘My words are nearly always an offense.

I don’t know how to speak of anything

So as to please you. But I might be taught

I should suppose. I can’t say I see how.

A man must partly give up being a man

With women-folk. We could have some arrangement

By which I'd bind myself to keep hands off

Anything special you’re a-mind to name.

Though I don’t like such things ’twixt those that love.
Two that don’t love can’t live together without them.
But two that do can’t live together with them.’

She moved the latch a little. ‘Don’t—don’t go.
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He npaBna 5y, eqsa M pasriisgulib.

TaM TpH IUIMTHI FPaHUTHBIX H OJHA

W3 MpaMopa, TaM, Ha OTKPBITOM CKJIOHE.
He nHano GecrioKOMTbCS O HMX.

Ho s-To BMXY: He 00 3THX IJIMTaX,

A 0 pebeHKe THL...»

«He cmeit! He cmeii!»

OnHa HbBIpHYJAa NOX PYKY, BCKOYWJIA

W ogHuM OyxoM COCKOJIb3HYJIa BHU3
M Tak owenomJeHHO Norjisnena,

Yto oH omewun: «Pa3Be MHe Hesb3s
M roBoputh 0 cOOCTBEHHOM pebeHke

«Tebe —nenp3s! I'me msana, Her Hurae?
Ha He HyxHa! MHe HagoO BBIATH, BBIATH.
Kak MOXHO roBoputb 00 3TOM BCayXx!»

«He yxomu u3 pomy, aoporas.
INocaymait, Omu. S He nomoitmy.—

OH cen, cxaB noaOOPONOK KyJaKaMH.—
MHe xouercs AaBHO Tebs CIPOCHTDHY.

«Jla THI U CJIOB HE 3HAEIIb).
«IToockaxu MHe».

B otBer oHa snMiIBL TpOHYJIa 3aCOB.

«Tb1 obuxaembcs Ha Bce. He 3Haro,
Kak Hanmo pasroBapuBaTh ¢ TOOOIA,
Urtob yroauth Tebe. MyxkuuHa NOJDKEH
3a6bITh, YTO OH MYXYHMHAa HMHOTIA,
Hmes peno c xeHmmHOW. MbI MoOXeM
JloroBopuThCs, 4YTOOBI Hamepen
Koe-xakux Bemeit s He kacaics.

XoTs Takue Bellld He MO MHe,
HemoOsiue xuth 6e3 HUX HE MOTYT,
A Te, KTO MOOAT, TaK HE MOTYT XHTbh.—
Ona 3acoB nojsuHyna.— He Hano
Xomuth Xk koMy-TO ¢ 3TuM. He xomm.
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Don’t carry it to someone else this time.

Tell me about it if it’s something human.

Let me into your grief. 'm not so much

Unlike other folks as your standing there

Apart would make me out. Give me my chance.

I do think, though, you overdo it a little.

What was it brought you up to think it the thing
To take your mother-loss of a first child

So inconsolably —in the face of love.

You’d think his memory might be satisfied-’

‘There you go sneering now!

‘'m not, I'm not!
You make me angry. I'll come down to you.
God, what a woman! And it’s come to this,
A man can’t speak of his own child that’s dead.’

“‘You can’t because you don’t know how to speak.
If you had any feelings, you that dug

With your own hand-how could you?-his little grave;
I saw you from that very window there,

Making the gravel leap and leap in air,

Leap up, like that, like that, and land so lightly
And roll back down the mound beside the hole.

I thought, Who is that man? I didn’t know you.
And I crept down the stairs and up the stairs

To look again, and still your spade kept lifting.
Then you came in. I heard your rumbling voice
Out in the kitchen, and I don’t know why,

But I went near to see with my own eyes.

You could sit there with the stains on your shoes
Of the fresh earth from your own baby’s grave
And talk about your everyday concerns.

You had stood the spade up against the wall
Outside there in the entry, for I saw it.

‘I shall laugh the worst laugh I ever laughed.
I’'m cursed. God, if I don’t believe I'm cursed.’

‘T can repeat the very words you were saying.
“Three foggy mornings and one rainy day.
Will rot the best birch fence a man can build.”
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MHe pacckaxu 00 3TOM, €CIIM MOXXHO
06 stoM roBoputb. S He uypban,

Ut06, noHUMasi, KaKk TH OTIAJIKIACh,
Tsoero 6osbro mepectaTh GOJIETH.

XoTs ThHI BCE, MO-MOEMY, CTyIlaellb.

Hy crour nu Tax u3Bomuth cebs,

Benp u c norepeii nepBoro pebeHka
JODKHBI MBI IPUMHPHUTBCS, YTOOBI XKHUTb.
A emp cebsi He €lIb—OH HE BOCKPECHET».

«OnsATh KOIYHCTBYEIIb !»

«Jla Her xe, Her!
3auem MeHs Tbl Oecumib? S Cryckaroch.
Hy 4ro 3a XeHINWHA: s HE MOTY
U roBoputh 0 cOGCTBEHHOM pebeHKe».

«He Moxelb, MOTOMY YTO HE YMEELIb.
Ja 4uyBcTBOBaj JIM ThI, KOTrJa KOmHaj—
Thl, KaK Thl TOJBKO MOT?—€ro MOTHIY;
A HaOmopaia U3 TOro OKHa,

Kak rpaBuit y Teb6s B3jeran M manal,
Baneran u magan, Tak JIETKO, JIETKO,

M ochimasics TaM ke, pAOOM C SMOIA.
S nmymana: KTO 3TOT 4eJoBek?
Cros3aia no CTymeHbKaM M BHOJI3ajia
Onarp HaBepx, a OH KOmaJjl, Komajl.

A mnocne Tbl Bomen. TBoi ronoc Gyxain
W3 xyxHu, ¥ He 3HAIO, MOYEMY

A x gBepu noponuia, 4yToO yOeauThCA.
Thl MOT CUIETh, HE OTPSXHYB C Camor
3emMan ¢ Morujisl Hamero peOeHka,

U roBoputh CIOKOHHO O AEnax.

Tbl, Xak HapOYHO, MPHUCJIOHWJI JIONATY
K crene, uro6 s HaTKHyJachb Ha Hee».

«C yma coiitn! M=ue uro, pacxoxoraTbes?
Ja oymb s npokust! Boxe Moit, 3a 4yTo?»

«5 momHIO, YTO CKa3aja ThHI, CJIOBO B CJIOBO:
«/IBa-TpM TymMaHa U XOPOIIMH AOXIb
JoBonbHO IUIst Oepe30BOit Orpaibi».
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Think of it, talk like that at such a time!
What had how long it takes a birch to rot
To do with what was in the darkened parlor.
You couldn’t care! The nearest friends can go
With anyone to death, comes so far short
They might as well not try to go at all.

No, from the time when one is sick to death,
One is alone, and he dies more alone.

Friends make pretense of following to the grave,
But before one is in it, their minds are turned
And making the best of their way back to life
And living people, and things they understand.
But the world’s evil. I won’t have grief so

If T can change it. Oh, I won’t. I won’t!

‘There, you have said it all and you feel better.
You won’t go now. You’re crying. Close the door.
The heart’s gone out of it: why keep it up.

Amy! There’s someone coming down the road!”

‘You—oh, you think the talk is all. I must go-
Somewhere out of this house. How can I make you-’

‘If—you-do! She was opening the door wider.
‘Where do you mean to go? First tell me that.
I'll follow and bring you back by force. I will!-’

THE CODE

There were three in the meadow by the brook

Gathering up windrows, piling cocks of hay,

With an eye always lifted toward the west

Where an irregular sun-bordered cloud

Darkly advanced with a perpetual dagger

Flickering across its bosom. Suddenly

One helper, thrusting pitchfork in the ground,

Marched himself off the field and home. One stayed.
The town-bred farmer failed to understand.
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Kommap. Tax roBopuTh, U B TOT MOMEHT.
He Bce nb paBHO, xorna crHuer Oepesa,

B cpaBHeHbU C TeMm, uTO OBUIO 3a CTEHONA.
Ho urto Tebe! [Ipy3ps u k cMepTH MOTYT
Hnaru 60x o 6ok, a ABHUCHL OHa,

OHM OTCTaHYT WJIM CTaHYT BOBCE.

Her, eciu 4enoBek HpUTrOBOPEH,

OH omuHOK 4eM Hajiee, TeM OOJIbIIE.
Jpy3bst JMIIb Ha CJIOBaXx C HUM JO KOHIA,
Ho panbiie, yeM omycTst rpod B MOruiy,
Cremiar BEpHYTbCS K KU3HH U K JKUBBIM,
K cBoum nenaMm, kK Bemlam, K Y€MY IPUBBIKIIH.
Ho mup yxaced. Byap oH He TakuMm,

Bce 6put0 6 mo-gpyromy! mo-apyromy !»

«ThI Bce cka3ajla, BOT U XOPOLIO.

Tel He moiinems. IIpukpoii-ka nsepb. Thl IUIauenib.
Ho cepauy snerue. Uto xa3HUTBCA 3ps.
B3risiHu-xa, 9MH,~KTO-TO Ha JOpOre».

«Th1... 161 He noHan. Sl moykHa yHTH.
Kyna-uubyns. U3 momy. ITonumaernn?..»

«ITonpoO6y# sms!—(OHa OTKpbUIA OBEPb.)—
Kyna 1b1 cobpanacs? Ckaxu, KyAa Tbl,
U s cunkoM BepHy Tebs. CunkoM!»

Ilepesod O. Yyxonyesa

IMPABHUJIA XOPOUIEI'O TOHA

BechopmeHHas Tyuya HaIBMrasach.
Ee kpas cBeTWIMCh MO30JIOTOM.

Ho uepnoe pa3snysiieecs 6proxo
PacnapeiBani MOJIHMM. A CHH3Y

C TpeBoroii Ha Hee IJAAEIM TPOE-—
Xo3suH u paboTHuku. OHu
Crpebayii B KOMHBI CEHO y PYy4Ybsl.
W Bopyr oauH paOOTHUK BUJIBI B 3€MJTIO
Bcanwi—u mpoub YrproMo 3aiara.
Xo031H BCHEN Tisfe] OTOPOIEO.
OH ObUT U3 TOPOJCKHX.
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‘What is there wrong?’

‘Something you just now said.’
‘What did I say?

‘About our taking pains.’

‘To cock the hay?-because it’s going to shower?
I said that more than half an hour ago.
I said it to myself as much as you.’

‘You didn’t know. But James is one big fool.

He thought you meant to find fault with his work.
Taht’s what the average farmer would have meant.
James would take time, of course, to chew it over
Before he acted: he’s just got round to act.’

‘He is a fool if that’s the way he takes me.’

‘Don’t let it bother you. You've found out something.
The hand that knows his business won’t be told
To do work better or faster—those two things.
I’'m as particular as anyone:

Most likely I'd have served you just the same.
But I know you don’t understand our ways.
You were just talking what was in your mind,
What was in all our minds, and you weren’t hinting.
Tell you a story of what happened once:

I was up here in Salem at a man’s .
Named Sanders with a gang of four or five
Doing the haying. No one liked the boss.

He was one of the kind sports call a spider,
All wiry arms and legs that spread out wavy
From a humped body high as big’s a biscuit.
But work! that man could work, especially

If by so doing he could get more work

Out of his hired help. I'm not denying

He was hard on himself. I couldn’t find

That he kept any hours—not for himself.
Daylight and lantern-light were one to him:
I’'ve heard him pounding in the barn all night.
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«B ueMm peno?»

«JIxeitmc
Ha Bac B oGume».

«Ha mensa? 3a uro™»

«Jla BBI TYT rOBOPUJIM —HE MEIIAET,
Mo, nogHanps4bca...»

«Hy Tak uro ¢ Toro?
Benp 310 OBLIO MoOJiMaca Hasag,
U s xoTen cka3aTh, YTO CKOPO JIMBEHb,
YTo BCeM TPOMM MPHIETCS MOMHAXKATHY.

«/la, HO CKaku HaM TaK APYrod XO3sHH,

W s Obl mpuHAN 37O 3a yHpek—

Mog, agpsaup pabotHuxku. JlkeiAMC Tak M MOHSIL.
KoneuHo, 0o Hero mouuio He cpasy,

Ho xax nmouuto, mocnana OH Ballld KOIHBI

Ko BceMm uepTsim».

«Hy n nmypax».

«3aro
Tenepp BBl MOHSIM—KOTHa pyka
Cama paboTy 3HaeT, HU K 4YeMy
Hu noaroHsTs ee, HM NOMNPABIATD.
S Toxe NMOHyKaHWI HE TEpILIIO,
Ho TyT s BUAen—-roBOpUJIM BbI
Be3 BcsAkMX TaM HaMeKOB; TaK 4ero xe
Mmue o0uxaTbCsi, KOJIM MBI U CaMH
Vnpasutbea cneunmm? Ho mns Bac,
Bunatp, eme 3arajxa—Haiid HpaBbl.
Bot ciy4ait 6bL1-—X0THTE, pacckaxy?
B Te BpemeHa s B Ceilnnieme pabotai.
Hac 6bu1o msTepo Ha CeHOKOCE.
Xo3suHa, Kak noMHIo, 3Baym CaHpaepc.
Co6010 ¢ BUAY—B TOYHOCTH MayK:
I'opbaT, KOpsiB U MHe elBa IO MOSC,
A Jnamnbl - BOJIOCATHIE, KPHBBIE...
W oH y Bcex y Hac cuUAen B IEYEHKax.
Ho kax pabotan, yept ero amepu!
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But what he liked was someone to encourage.

Them that he couldn’t lead he’d get behind

And drive, the way you can, you know, in mowing-
Keep at their heels and threaten to mow their legs off.
I’d seen about enough of his bulling tricks

(We call that bulling). I'd been watching him.

So when he paired off with me in the hayfield

To load the load, thinks I, Look out for trouble.

I built the load and topped it off; old Sanders

Combed it down with a rake and says, “O.K.”
Everything went well till we reached the barn

With a big jag to empty in a bay.

You understand that meant the easy job

For the man up on top of throwing down

The hay and rolling it off wholesale,

Where on a mow it would have been slow lifting.

You wouldn’t think a fellow’d need much urging

Under those circumstances, would you now?

But the old fool seizes his fork in both hands,

And looking up bewhiskered out of the pit,

Shouts like an army captain, “Let her come!”

Thinks I, D’ye mean it? “What was that you said?”
I asked out loud, so’s there’d be no mistake,

“Did you say, Let her come?’ ‘“Yes, let her come.”
He said it over, but he said it softer.

Never you say a thing like that to a man,

Not if he values what he is. God, I'd as soon

Murdered him as left out his middle name.

I'd built the load and knew right where to find it.
Two or three forkfuls I picked lightly round for

Like meditating, and then I just dug in

And dumped the rackful on him in ten lots.

I looked over the side once in the dust

And caught sight of him treading-water-like,

Keeping his head above. “Damn ye,” I says,

“That gets ye!” He squeaked like a squeezed rat.

That was the last I saw or heard of him.

I cleaned the rack and drove out to cool off.
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OcobeHHO Korpa OH 3THM MOTr

[To6Gosbiie M3 Apyrux paboThl BbDKATH.
Hy u cebe mobnaxek He nasain;

ITpu cBere connua umu QoHaps —

3Hail BO3WTCH, MOMJIEL, B CBOEM ambape.
A no yero yobun Hac MOArOHATH!
BriBano, BbiOepeT Ha CeHOKOCE

KTo mocnabee m—3a HUM C KOCOIA.
3aMeUIMIIb LAY — OCTaHelIbcs Oe3 MATOK.
BoT Tak pebsAT OH OOBOIMII YacCTEHBKO...
M xax-To pa3 Geper MeHs ¢ coboro
Pa6otats B mape. Hago 6buto ceno
ITepeBe3Tu B capail. SI xak ycnibluaj,

Tax nousn-mnoxo aeno. Ho cnepsa

Bce Tuxo mijo. Mbl Harpyswim BO3.

51 yrontan. On ouecan rpabiasamu.
«Xopoum!» M1 MBI moexanu K caparo.

A Tam Mos pabora-—ceHO COpPOCHTD.

Yero Tyt Tpynsoro? Camo uzer.

Buus —He HaBepx! CrpyxaTh-—He Harpyxarh.
M Hamo xe Takow OBITH CKOTHHOIA,

Utob u B capae HOArOHSATH MeHs!

Curaer B sMy, 60pojioii TpsceT,

WM, kak cepxaHT, opeT, pa3sUHYB NacTh:
«it, TeI! A Hy-Ka, LIEBEJUCh, AaBaii!»
«Ax BoT kak?-naymaro.—«Qii Te?™» Hy naamo!
IIycte noBTOpHUT, 4TOO He OBIIO OIIMOKM».
«Yro?-roBopro.— He nonsin. Mlesenurncsa
A oH-onare. [ToTuie, HO cka3zal.

YepT nonepu, na €cCiM YeJIOBEK

Cebs XOTb MaJIOCTh yBaxaeT —pa3Be
Takoe creprnut on? [a a1 3a 3to

VOb10 u rnazomM He MoprHy! JIBe-Tpu
Oxanky BHM3 KMIAIO IS TOYUHY

U pasom Bce, uTo ObUIO Ha BO3Y,

Kakx Ha Hero oOpyury! Buxy TOJBKO-—
BapaxTaercss B ceHe, Kak B TPSACHHE.

«YTo0, cBoNoubL?-roBopro.—CaM Hampocuics!..»
OH MUCKHYJI, TOYHO KpbIC2 B KPBICOJIOBKE,
M -1vmmsa. 51 cMEn ocTaTkM ceHa
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As 1 sat mopping hayseed from my neck,

And sort of waiting to be asked about it,

One of the boys sings out, “Where’s the old man?”
“I left him in the barn under the hay.

If ye want him, ye can go and dig him out.”
They realized from the way I swabbed my neck
More than was needed something must be up.
They headed for the barn; I stayed where I was.
They told me afterward. First they forked hay,

A lot of it, out into the barn floor.

Nothing! They listened for him. Not a rustle.

I guess they thought I'd spiked him in the temple
Before I buried him, or I couldn’t have managed.
They excavated more. “Go keep his wife

Out of the barn.” Someone looked in a window,
And curse me if he wasn’t in the kitchen
Slumped way down in a chair, with both his feet
Against the stove, the hottest day that summer.
He looked so clean disgusted from behind

There was no one that dared to stir him up,

Or let him know that he was being looked at.
Apparently I hadn’t buried him

(I may have knocked him down); but my just trying
To bury him had hurt his dignity.

He had gone to the house so’s not to meet me.
He kept away from us all afternoon.

We tended to his hay. We saw him out

After a while picking peas in his garden:

He couldn’t keep away from doing something.’

‘Weren’t you relieved to find he wasn’t dead?”

‘No! and yet I don’t know-it’s hard to say.
I went about to kill him fair enough.’

‘You took an awkward way. Did he discharge you?

‘Discharge me? No! He knew I did just right.’
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W Boiexan Hapyxy. Hamo Obuto
Hemnoro ycnokoutscs. Cuxy.
Hanumiyro Tpyxy cuuiar ¢ uied.

Bce cMoTpsaT Ha mens. OgMH HOAXOIUT.
«"ne atoTr™—«B same. HyxeH —oTkonai».
M no tomy, xak Tep cebe s 1IetO,

OHH, KOHEYHO, Cpa3y IOorajaliuch-—
Cnydunocs yro-to. M—6erom B capai.
A s oguH ocraics BO JBOpe.

OHM yxe MOTOM MHE paccKa3aiu:
CrnepBa MoJI-iIMBI BHITPEOJIM HAPYKY.

Bce 6e3 Tonky. Ilpuciyimanucs —HU 3BYyKa.
Bunate, nogymanu, s cagaHyn

B Bucok ero. «Ilofigu-xa mocMoTpw,
Uto6 He 3alia crofia ero XeHay.

OnuH U3 HUX BBIXOAMT U3 capas,

B oxomiko 3arnsHyn-u Bugut: Canaepc
CHUIuT Ha KyXHE LEJ U HEBPEIuM,
+CorHyBIINCh, TIepel] pPacKaJEHHON MEeYKOM.
N 3710 neroMm, B cTpallHyro xapy!

Ho Tak ero Tpscio, ¥ Tak NPOTHBHO
Emy, HaBepHO, ObLIO BCe Ha CBeTe,

UTo cTasio sICHO-JydYlle HE COBAThCH.
OH pelieBO OTHENajCs, KOHEYHO,

Ja BUIHO, OYeHBb YX €ro 3aieio,

Uto Tak Bce BbIILIO. 3amepcsi OH B JOMe
W He mokasbiBaJics HeJiblit JAEHb.

A MBI yX CaMH C CEHOM YIPaBJISUIUCH.
Jlmup BeyepoM TIiIsOMM—OH B Oropojne
C ropoxom Bo3utcs. He mor Oe3 pena».

«[locnymaiite, HO BbI XOTh OBUIM panbl,
UTto oH ocTrajics XuB7»

«Jla Her, moxanyi,
B ToT nmeHb s ObUI TOTOB €ro YOWUTBH».
«M-pa, cTpanHeIM cniocobom... Hy, a motom
OH Bac, KOHEYHO, BBITHAN™

«Boirnan? Yro BbI!
Koneuno, ner. OH 3Hai, 4yTo A OBUI IpaB».

ITepesod A. KaszapHoseckozo
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THE FEAR

A lantern light from deeper in the barn

Shone on a man and woman in the door

And threw their lurching shadows on a house
Nearby, all dark in every glossy window.

A horse’s hoof pawed once the hollow floor,
And the back of the gig they stood beside
Moved in a little. The man grasped a wheel,
The woman spoke out sharply, ‘Whoa, stand still!
I saw it just as plain as a white plate,’

She said, ‘as the light on the dashboard ran
Along the bushes at the roadside—a man’s face,
You must have seen it too.’

‘I didn’t see it.
Are you sure-’

‘Yes, I'm sure!”
‘~it was a face?

‘Joel, I’ll have to look. I can’t go in,

I can’t, and leave a thing like that unsettled.

Doors locked and curtains drawn will make no difference.
I always have felt strange when we came home

To the dark house after so long an absence,

And the key rattled loudly into place

Seemed to warn someone to be getting out

At one door as we entered at another. -

What if I’'m right, and someone all the time—

Don’t hold my arm!’

‘I say it’s someone passing.’

“‘You speak as if this were a traveled road.
You forget where we are. What is beyond
That he’d be going to or coming from

At such an hour of night, and on foot too?
What was he standing still for in the bushes?’

‘It’s not so very late—it’s only dark.
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CTPAX

Cser ¢oHaps u3 riyOUHBI capas

B npoeMe nBepH BBIXBAaTHJI IBOMX

N paszmeran ux Tenu no dacany
Vcanp6bpl ¢ TEMHBIX OKOH 4epeaoi.
KoneiTo pe3ko CTYKHYJIO O OCKY,
JIBykosKa, 32 KOTOpOIO OHHU

Crosun, mesenbHysnack. OH cXBaTuics
3a koseco, oHa ckazana: «Croii!

A Bupena... Kak Genas jenemixa,
Ono Oeneno TaMm, B KycTax y Bbe3ja,
Korna nBykoJika CIBHUHYJNACh,—JIULO!
Tel ToXe BUmEn

«i "e Bupen. Oto-
JIumo 7

«JIumo »
«ITouymumoch Tebe !»

«dxoanb, moiiny B3rnsaHy. Kak B oM BoiiTH,
Korpa Takoe uynmurcs 3a OBepbio?

3akpoeM nOBepb M CTaBHHU—HY H 4TO?

MeHe kaxnaplii pa3, Korga Hac JI0JITO HETY,
TpeBoXHO BO3BpalaTLCA B TEMHOTY.

Bce kaxeTcs, 4YTO CKpHI KJIOYa CIYTHYJ
Koro-to, 3aTauBiuierocs B aoMe,

M oH mIMBITHYJ 4Yepe3 OPYryloo ABEpb.

A ecnu 51 npaBa U KTO-HHOYIb...

Iyctu MeHs !»

«Kakoit-Hubynp Mpoxoxuii».
«Kakue 3gecy npoxoxue, {xoann!
3a6bL1, TOe Mbl XHBeM. M HEMOHSATHO,
Orcroga OH UOET WIM CHOJA.
OpnuH, MElKOM, BO TbMe, INIyOOKOH HO4YbIO,
A rJaBHOeE, 3a4€M OH TaM, B KycTax ™
«EIlle He HOYb, XOTs YXE CTEMHEJIO.

7-328
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There’s more in it than you’re inclined to say.
Did he look like—?

‘He looked like anyone.
I’ll never rest tonight unless I know.
Give me the lantern.’

‘You don’t want the lantern.’
She pushed past him and got it for herself.

‘Youre not to come,” she said. ‘This is my business
If the time’s come to face it, I'm the one

To put it the right way. He’d never dare—

Listen! He kicked a stone. Hear that, hear that!

He’s coming towards us. Joel, go in-please.

Hark!-1I don’t hear him now. But please go in.’

‘In the first place you can’t make me believe it’s—’

‘It is—or someone else he’s sent to watch.
And now’s the time to have it out with him
While we know definitely where he is.

Let him get off and he’ll be everywhere
Around us, looking out of trees and bushes
Till I sha’n’t dare to set a foot outdoors.
And I can’t stand it. Joel, let me go!

‘But it’s nonsense to think he’d care enough.’

‘You mean you couldn’t understand his -caring.
Oh, but you see he hadn’t had enough-

Joel, I won’t—-1 won’t—I promise you.

We mustn’t say hard things. You mustn’t either.’

‘I’ll be the one, if anybody goes!

But you give him the advantage with this light.
What couldn’t he do to us standing here!

And if to see was what he wanted, why,

He has seen all there was to see and gone.’

He appeared to forget to keep his hold,
But advanced with her as she crossed the grass.
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Ho TbI cka3sana, nymaio, He Bce.
A OH MOXOX...»

«IToxox Wb HE IMOXOX,
A TONBKO, HE Y3HaB, HE YCIHOKOKOCh.
Haii MHe ¢doHaps...»

«3aueM Tebe ¢doHaps D
ToskHyB ero muedoMm, poHapsr cxBaTuia.

«Tebe unrn He Hamo. S cama.

Pa3 Tax y Hac mouuio, To s B OTBETE,
Msue u pemath... [la oH Obl He mOCMel...
Momun! On ocrynuncs. Caywai, cuymaii!
On x Ham uper. IToxanyiicra, yimu.
Tenepp 1waru npomnanu... Yxomu xe!»

«da ObITb HE MOXeET, YTOOBI 3TO OH...»

«Her, 310 0oH! W koro-to Hausi,
W Hano OKOHYATENBHO PELINTD,
IToka eMy OT Hac He OTBepTEThLCH.
IIpoMmemiuM —a NOTOM HILM-CBHMIIH,
W 3aTtaurcs, ¥ HavyHET IUNMHOHUTD,
IToka ¢ yma oT crpaxa He coiiny.
A 5 coitny. Ilyctu Mens, Ixo037b !»

«OH o Tebe nmaBHO 3a0bLI U AyMaThy.

«Hy na, 3a6su1! OXx, Kkak OH He 3a0bLi...
XoTs, KOHEYHO, C CAMOro Hayaja...

Ho Bce paBHO, [I03Jib, 1 HH 3a 4TO...
S obewaro! I'maBHOE, CHOKOMHEH...»

«IloiiTu-To nyywie He Tebe, a MHe.

BoT Tonpko ¢ ¢GoHApeM HeNaJHO BBHILLIO:
Mpbl Ha BUOY, OH B IOJIHOH TEMHOTE.

A eciu eMy Hano ybGemuThCs,

To yrto xe-ybenuncs u yidaer».

OH oTmycTuJ ee, OHa ilarHyJja,
N on, 3a Hewo Bciend, IIArHyj B TpaBy.

7%
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‘What do you want? she cried to all the dark.
She stretched up tall to overlook the light
That hung in both hands hot against her skirt.

‘There’s no one; so you’re wrong,’ he said.

‘There is.—
What do you want? she cried, and then herself
Was startled when an answer really came.

‘Nothing.” It came from well along the road.

She reached a hand to Joel for support:
The smell of scorching woolen made her faint.

‘What are you doing round this house at night?
‘Nothing.” A pause: there seemed no more to say.

And then the voice again: ‘You seem afraid.
I saw by the way you whipped up the horse.
I’ll just come forward in the lantern light
And let you see.’

‘Yes, do.—Joel, go back!

She stood her ground against the noisy steps
That came on, but her body rocked a little.

‘You see,” the voice said.
‘Oh.” She looked and looked.

‘You don’t see—I've a child here by the hand.
A robber wouldn’t have his family with him.’

‘What’s a child doing at this time of night-?
‘Out walking. Every child should have the memory

Of at least one long-after-bedtime walk.
What, son?
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«UYero Te6e ™ — OKJIMKHYJIA MOTEMKH.
Ona rnsgena no-Hax ¢GoHapewm,
Ero pykamu npuwxumas K roOke.
«Thl ybenunach — HUKOro».

«OH 31€CBH! -
Yero 1e6e™»-Ho apoxu He chiepxana,
Korma u3 TbMBbI mocnbluajCcs OTBeET.
«Jla Huyeron,—usnasuexa, HErpoMKO.

OHa cxBaTwia 3a pyky Jxoass.
®oHapb Yaaus, KpyXujiach rojiosa.

«YTo THI 3aTes1 3Aech riyOoKoil HO4YBIO T»

«I[a HHAYETO» ; MOJIMAHBE; YTO TYT CKaXCIIb.

M ronoc BHOBb: «TbI, Kaxercs, APOXHIUb.

S Bugen: THl B cepauax XJIECTHYyJIa Jiomaib.

S mopmoiimy M BCTaHy Ha CBETY,
A Tl IOCMOTPHLIBLY.

«a.— Ixo035b, yidma»

Illarn Bce Ommke, a OHAa CTOAJIA,
Ho Teno B TeMHOTY pBajioch camo.

«Hy, nornsmu».
I'nanena wu raspena...

«TBl MpUrNAOUCE—CO MHOKO 3[1€Ch MAJIbILI.
Pa36oitHuk Obi He B3si1 OUTS C cOBOrO».

«Manpimi? B Ttakoe Bpemsi? Ho 3auem
«A uro?.. [Iporynka B HeypOYHBIH Yac-—

Takas, 4To6 3amoOMHHJIACh HAIOJTO.
BepHo, chiHOK 7»
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‘Then I should think you’d try to find
Somewhere to walk -’

‘The highway, as it happens—
We’re stopping for the fortnight down at Dean’s.’

‘But if that’s all-Joel-you realize-

You won’t think anything. You understand?
You understand that we have to be careful.
This is a very, very lonely place.

Joel!”” She spoke as if she couldn’t turn.

The swinging lantern lengthened to the ground,
It touched, it struck, it clattered and went out.

THE DEATH OF THE HIRED MAN

Mary sat musing on the lamp-flame at the table
Waiting for Warren. When she heard his step,

She ran on tip-toe down the darkened passage

To meet him in the doorway with the news

And put him on his guard. ‘Silas is back.’

She pushed him outward with her through the
And shut it after her. ‘Be kind,” she said.

She took the market things from Warren’s arms
And set them on the porch, then drew him down
To sit beside her on the wooden steps.

‘When was I ever anything but kind to him?
But I'll not have the fellow back,” he said.
‘I told him so last haying, didn’t 1?

If he left then, I said, that ended it.

What good is he? Who else will harbor him
At his age for the little he can do?

What help he is there’s no depending on.
Off he goes always when I need him most.
He thinks he ought to earn a little pay,
Enough at least to buy tobacco with,

So he won’t have to beg and be beholden.

door
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«Kax Oynro Gosbliie Herae MoryJsiTh.

A 3pechb TyJnsTh...»

«Jlopora kak mopora.
Ja Mbl Henopajieky U XHBEM».

«Ho ecmm Tax, [IX037b, THl He MOgyMaii-—
U T1H1 He nymait Toxe...—IloHumaenp,

Ham Hamo xuth ¢ ornsaakoit. OcTopoxHO.—
3necb 6orom mno3abbiThie MecTa.—

A TH, Ix031b...» Ho B TeMHOTy risaena.
Bpackauky Bce miuHHed cBeTws (oHaphb,
3eMIM KOCHYJICS, IPOrHYJI U IOTacHYyJI.

ITepesod B. Tonoposa

CMEPTb BATPAKA

Ilpu ceere nammbi Moapu y crona

XKnana Yoppena. llaru ycheia,

Ona Ha upINOYKax cbOexana BHM3,

UToO B TEMHOTE €ro y OBEpH BCTPETHUTH

W noBocTh coobumuth: «BepHyics Caitnacy.
IloToM, ero Hapyxy NOTSHYB,

3akpeuta aBepb. «byap moOp»,—oHa ckaszana,
B3ssia MOKYNKH y HEro u3 pyk

W, Ha KpBUIBLIO CJIOXUB MX, ycaguia

Ero.c coboro psimoM Ha CTYNEHBKH.

«A pa3Be HOOpbIM He OBLT i K HeMy?

Ho He xouy, 4T00 kK HaM OH BO3BpallaJICs.
Wnp He cka3zaj eMy s B CEHOKOC,

Uto, ecnm oH yHOeT, MyCTh HE NMPUXOIUT?
Ha u4to oH roaen? Kto ero Bo3pmer?
Benr o HeMoJion ¥ IJIOXOH paboOTHHK.

K ToMy X OH HeHajeXeH M Bcerja

Kak pa3 B cTrpagy ropsuyio yxomauT.

OH nymaer, 4To eciau 3apaboran
Hemuoxeuko, xoTs Obl Ha Tabak,

To Oonbllle HAaM HUYEM H He 0Os3aH.
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“All right,” I say, “I can’t afford to pay

Any fixed wages, though I wish I could.”

“Someone else can.” “Then someone else will have to
I shouldn’t mind his bettering himself

If that was what it was. You can be certain,

When he begins like that, there’s someone at him
Trying to coax him off with pocket-money,—

In haying time, when any help is scarce.

In winter he comes back to us. I'm done.’

2

‘Sh! not so loud: he’ll hear you,” Mary said.
‘I want him to: he’ll have to soon or late.’

‘He’s worn out. He’s asleep beside the stove.
When I came up from Rowe’s I found him here,
Huddled against the barn-door fast asleep,

A miserable sight, and frightening, too—

You needn’t smile—I didn’t recognize him-

I wasn’t looking for him-and he’s changed.
Wait till you see.’

‘Where did you say he’d been?
‘He didn’t say. I dragged him to the house,
And gave him tea and tried to make him smoke.
I tried to make him talk about his travels.
Nothing would do: he just kept nodding off.’
‘What did he say? Did he say anything?
‘But little.’

‘Anything? Mary, confess
He said he’d come to ditch the meadow for me.’

‘Warren!’
‘But did he? I just want to know.’
‘Of course he did. What would you have him say?

Surely you wouldn’t grudge the poor old man
Some humble way to save his self-respect.
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«OTaM4HO,— 4 CKa3aJl,—~MHE He M0 CpeAcTBaM
IMoMecsyHO pabOTHHUKY MJIATHUTHY.

«dpyrue x mnarsam».—«W nmyckaih ux miatsar».
He Bepro, 4T06 HMCIIPaBUTHCS OH MOT.
Hauner BOT Tak, M 4YTO-TO NOAMBIBAET

Ero yiiTH ¢ KapMaHHBIMH J€HbIAMH

B crpany, xorga pabounx pyk HexBaTka.
3umoii xe oH npuxomut. Her, moBosbHO».

«Im ! —nepedbusa Mapu.— OH yCABILLIUTY.
«Hy u myckaif. OH DOJKEH 3TO CIBIIATHY.

«OH Tax U3MYYEH U 3aCHYJ y MEYKH.
Ilpuns or Poy, s ero Hamma

IMoutn ycHyBImIMM y nBepeit capas.
Bun y Hero TaxoH yXacCHBIM, >KaJjKHi.
He cmeiicsa. 51 ero ensa y3nana:

Tak u3MeHWwIcs OH, yias OT Hac.
CamMm nocMoTpu».

«O1Kyna oH npuien”™
«OH He ckazajn. S B oM ero prammia
M yromana 4aem, TabakoM.
PaccrpaumBana 0 ero CKMTaHbSX.
Ho on B OoTBeT JHIL roJIOBOM KUBAJD».
«YTo x oH ckazan? Cka3al OH 4YTO-HUOYHb ™
«Hemuoro».

«Hy a uro? IlpusHaiics, Mapy,
OH rosopus, 4TO OKOMaeT Jyr ™

«YoppeHn »
«da? XoTen s AULIb y3HATHY.
«Koneyno, rosopwi. Hy 4to % Takoro?

B BUHY THI HE IOCTaBHIIbL CTapHKY,
YTOo OH CBOE NOCTOMHCTBO CIacaer.
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He added, if you really care to know,

He meant to clear the upper pasture, too.

That sounds like something you have heard before?
Warren, I wish you could have heard the way
He jumbled everything. I stopped to look

Two or three times—he made me feel so queer—
To see if he was talking in his sleep.

He ran on Harold Wilson-you remember -

The boy you had in haying four years since.
He’s finished school, and teaching in his college.
Silas declares you’ll have to get him back.

He says they two will make a team for work:
Between them they will lay this farm as smooth!
The way he mixed that in with other things.

He thinks young Wilson a likely lad, though daft
On education —you know how they fought

All through July under the blazing sun,

Silas up on the cart to build the load,

Harold along beside to pitch it on.’

‘Yes, I took care to keep well out of earshot.’

‘Well, those days trouble Silas like a dream.

You wouldn’t think they would. How some things linger!
Harold’s young college boy’s assurance piqued him.

After so many years he still keeps finding

Good arguments he sees he might have used.

I sympathize. I know just how it feels

To think of the right thing to say too late.

Harold’s associated in his mind with Latin.

He asked me what I thought of Harold’s saying

He studied Latin like the violin

Because he liked it—that an argument!

He said he couldn’t make the boy believe

He could find water with a hazel prong—

Which showed how much good school had ever done him.
He wanted to go over that. But most of all

He thinks if he could have another chance

To teach him how to build a load of hay-’

‘I know, that’s Silas’ one accomplishment.
He bundles every forkful in its place,
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U ecnm xouewb 3HaTh, OH FOBOPHJI,
UTo nactOuile pacuuCTHT HaBEpXY.

M 310, Kaxercs, Thl CHBILIAN paHbiie?
VoppeH, ecnu Obl THI TOJBKO 3HAI,
Kak oH Bce myTayn. ¥ MeHs B rjasax
Bopyr moremHeno, 1 MHe HOKa3aJjoCh,
UTo pasroBapuBaeT OH B Opemy

O Biuicone I'aponbae, uto padboTan

Y Hac ToMy Ha3aj 4eThipe ropa,-—
Teneps OH B KOJUIEIXKE CBOEM Y4HTENb,
A Caiiac Xk HaM XOTE€Jl €r0 BEPHYTb,

Uto6 BMeCTe C HHM INPUHATHCS 3a paboTy.

BnBoem oHu HamamsAT Bce Ha depMe.

OH roBopui, Bce CIyTaB U CMellaB,

Yto BUJICOH CNaBHBI Malblif, HO CMELIOH
Csoeii yueHOCTBIO. Thl MOMHHILIB, KaK
OHM B uUlOJie B CWIbHBIH 3HOH TPYIMIIUCH.
Kak Caiinac ceHO ckjlaJibiBajl BBEDXY,
laponbx xe CHU3Y NOAaBajl Ha BHIIAX».

«Jla, MNOATrOHATh UX MHE HE INPHUXOOUJIOCH).

«To Bpems myuutr Caiinaca, Kak COH.

He crpaHHO JM, KaK MeEJIOYH MBI TTOMHHM.
Iaponba ero 3amen BHICOKOMEPBEM,

N Caiinac 0o cux mop mjis coopa ¢ HUM
VnyleHHble JOBOABI HAXOJUT.

51 3Haro mo cebe, KaK TSAXKEJIO
HeckazaHHbIil OTBET HOTOM MPHAYMATh.
3anomHuiICcs eMy ['aposibh C JIaTBHIHBIO,
OH HacMexajics HajJ €ro CJIOBaMH,

UYto Oyaro Obl JaThlHb €My MHIIA

He MeHblile CKpUNKYM—BOT Kakasi Ou4b!
I'aponba He BEpHJ, YTO OH MOXET BOAY
B 3emyie HalTH C OpELIHMKOBOW BETKOHM.
Tak, 3Ha4uT, U He BOPOK IOLUIO yYEHbE.
06 stom Caitnac rosopui. U oueHn
Xanen o ToM, 4TO OH HE MOXET CHOBa
V4uTh €ro, Kak HYXXHO CEHO KJIACTbY.

«[a, Caiinac 3TUM MOXET MOXBaJIUTHCH.
OH KaxAyro KOMHY KJaJeT oco0o
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And tags and numbers it for future reference,
So he can find and easily dislodge it

In the unloading. Silas does that well.

He takes it out in bunches like big birds’ nests.
You never see him standing on the hay

He’s trying to lift, straining to lift himself.’

‘He thinks if he could teach him that, he’d be
Some good perhaps to someone in the world.
He hates to see a boy the fool of books.
Poor Silas, so concerned for other folk,

And nothing to look backward to with pride,
And nothing to look forward to with hope,
So now and never any different.’

Part of a moon was falling down the west,

Dragging the whole sky with it to the hills.

Its light poured softly in her lap. She saw it

And spread her apron to it. She put out her hand
Among the harp-like morning-glory strings,

Taut with the dew from garden bed to eaves,

As if she played unheard some tenderness

That wrought on him beside her in the night.

‘Warren,” she said, ‘he has come home to die:

You needn’t be afraid he’ll leave you this time.’

‘Home,” he mocked gently.

‘Yes, what else but home?
It all. depends on what you mean by home.
Of course he’s nothing to us, any more -
Than was the hound that came a stranger to us
Out of the woods, worn out upon the trail.’

‘Home is the place where, when you have to go there,
They have to take you in.’

‘I should have called it
Something you somehow haven’t to deserve.’

Warren leaned out and took a step or two,
Picked up a little stick, and brought it back
And broke it in his hand and tossed it by.
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U npumeyaer, 4TOOBI MOCNIE B3STh,

A mpH pasrpy3ke UX JIETKO HaXOOUT

N cbOpacpiBaer. B 3TOM OH Macrak.

On ux Oeper, Kak rue3fa UTUL OONBILMX,
" cam kak OyQro He CTOMT Ha CeHe,

A BMecTe c BWJIaMH B3MBIBA€T BBEPX».

«On u Taponbaa xo4yeT OOY4HTH,

UTto6 TOT Ha 4TO-HUOYIbL @ NPHUTOAMJICH,

A TO MaJIbUMILKA OAypes OT KHHUT.

Bennsara Caiinac o Apyrux nevercs,

A caM-4eM B TPOLILJIOM MOXET OH TFOpAUTHCS,
A B OyaymieM HajnesTbCs Ha 4TO?

Kax u ceituac, Bcerza ogHO M TO Xe».

OckooK Mecsila CKOJBb3HYJ1 Ha 3amap,
CranyB Bce HeOO 3a coboif k xoiMam.

CBeT nponwics K HEHl HEXHO Ha KOJICHH.
Ona npocrepna ¢apTyk M pykoit

KocHynace, cnoBHO apdbl, CTpyH pacCBETHBIX,
CBepKarolyix pocoif OT rpsA IO KPBILLIH,
Kak 6yaTro Obl urpasi BCIO TY HEXHOCTb,

YTo BKpYr Hero crymanach psaoM C Heid.
«OH yMHpaTh Npulles AOMOH, YOppeH.

He Gecnokoiics, oH He 3arocTuTcs».

«JomMoit ™ —0H yCMeXHyJICs.

«da, momoi.
CMOTpsl KaKk 3TO CJIOBO MOHHUMATb.
KoneyHo, oH [ Hac He OOJIbIIE 3HAYMT,
UemM ronuasi, kotopas mpucraga 6
K HaMm u3 necy, U3My4YMBLUHUCh B TOHbOEY.

«JloM —3HauuT MecTo, rle Hac NMPHHUMAIOT,
Korpma mpuxoaum Mbi».

«S mpumenuna
He Tax, xak Tbl XoTen Obl, 3TO CJIOBO».

YoppeHn BcTan u, ciejiaB ABa Ilara,
[MogHsan 3a4eM-TO NMPYT M, BO3BPAaTHBIIKCE,
ITepenomun ero B pykax u Gpocui.
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‘Silas has better claim on -us you think

Than on his brother? Thirteen little miles

As the road winds would bring him to his door.
Silas has walked that far no doubt today.

Why doesn’t he go there? His brother’s rich,

A somebody —director in the bank.’

‘He never told us that.’
‘We know it though.’

‘I think his brother ought to help, of course.

I'll see to that if there is need. He ought of right
To take him in, and might be willing to-

He may be better than appearances.

But have some pity on Silas. Do you think

If he had any pride in claiming kin

Or anything he looked for from his brother,

He’d keep so still about him all this time?

‘I wonder what’s between them.’

‘I can tell you.
Silas is what he is—we wouldn’t mind him-
But just the kind that kinsfolk can’t abide.
He never did a thing so very bad.
He don’t know why he isn’t quite as good
As anybody. Worthless though he is,
He won’t be made ashamed to please his brother.’

‘I can’t think Si ever hurt anyone.’

‘No, but he hurt my heart the way he lay

And rolled his old head on that sharp-edged chair-back.
He wouldn’t let me put him on the lounge.

You must go in and see what you can do.

I made the bed up for him there tonight.

You’ll be surprised at him—how much he’s broken.

His working days are done; I'm sure of it.’

‘I’'d not be in a hurry to say that.’
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«Te1 mymaems, yro Caiiacy Mbl Osmxke
Popnoro Opata? Benb TpuHaguaTh, MHIIb
Ot noBopoTa o ero Asepeii.

Ceronusa Caiinac mpoiaraji He MeEHBbIIIE.
Uto x He x Hemy? Bens Opart ero 6orau
U nruna BaxHas — IUpeKTOp GaHKay.

«OH HaM He TOBOPHID.

«Ho MbI Benp 3HaeMm».

«S5 mymaro, uTO OpaT eMy HOMOXKET,

A ecnu OynmeT HYXHO, TO BO3bMET

Ero x cebe u, MOXeT OBITb, OXOTHO.
Bo3MoxHO, oH moOpeit, yeM HaM KasaJcs.
Tak noxaneit xe Caiinaca. ITogymaii:
Benb ecniu 6 oH ponHel cBoeil KMYMIICH
Unp nomomu cebe uckan y Opara,

To pa3Be 6 oH ymamuuBajs 0 HEM™»

«He 3Ha10, 4TO0 MeEX HUMH».

«A 5 3Ha.
TakoB yx Caliac—HaM-TO BCE PaBHO,
Poauble ke Takux, Kak OH, He JIFOOST.
HypHOro oH He caenan HUYEro
M nymaer, 4TO OH HUYEM HE XYXKe
Bcex ocranbHbIX. XOTsA OH U OeIHSK,
He xouer mepen 6paToM YHHXaTbCS».

«He nymaro, 4Tob6 OH KOro obOuzes».

«MeHst obunen oH: MHE OOJBHO BUIETH,
Kak crapoii royiosoit o cryn oH Onercs.
Ha xpecno nepeiiTu oH He XoTel.
Crynaii ’e B OOM CKOpeil M MOMOTH.
Iloctenp emMy s mocTesnnna Ha HOYb.

Thl yauBHIIbLCS, KaK OH HaJIOMHJICS.
EMy yx He pabGoTaTb—3TO BEpHOM.

«51 He cka3zan OBl TaK HaBEPHsKa».
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‘I haven’t been. Go, look, see for yourself.
But, Warren, please remember how it is:
He’s come to help you ditch the meadow.
He has a plan. You mustn’t laugh at him.
He may not speak of it, and then he may.
I'll sit and see if that small sailing cloud
Will hit or miss the moon.’

It hit the moon.
Then there were three there, making a dim row,
The moon, the little silver cloud, and she.

Warren returned —too soon, it seemed to her,
Slipped to her side, caught up her hand and waited.

‘Warren? she questioned.

‘Dead,” was all he answered.

AFTER APPLE-PICKING

My long two-pointed ladder’s sticking through a tree
Toward heaven still,

And there’s a barrel that I didn’t fill

Beside it, and there may be two or three

Apples I didn’t pick upon some bough.

But I am done with apple-picking now,

Essence of winter sleep is on the night,

The scent of apples: I am drowsing off.

I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight

I got from looking through a pane of glass

I skimmed this morning from the drinking trough
And held against the world of hoary grass.

It melted, and I let it fall and break.

But I was well

Upon my way to sleep before it fell,

And T could tell

What form my dreaming was about to take.
Magnified apples appear and disappear,
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«51 we ommbGnace. Thl yBUAMIUBL CaM.
IToxanyiicra, He 3a0biBail, YoppeH,

UTo OH BEepHYJICA OKOMAaTh HAII JIYT.

OH Bce obOaymaj, Thl HaJl HUM He CMEHcs.
Bo3MOXHO, OH 3aroBoputr 00 3TOM.

A g Ha obOjayke TOM 3arajalo,

KocHercs b Mecsilla Wb HETY».

Kocnynocsb.
Hx crano Tpoe B TYCKJIOM XOpPOBOE:
Ona, ckBo3HOEe 00JIa4KO M MecHIl.

YoppeH BO3BpaTHIICSH O4Y€Hb OBICTPO.
CkJIOHMJICS MOJIYa M MOXaJl € pyKy.

«Yto ¢ HuUM, YoppeH ™

«MepTB»,—OTBETHJI OH.

Ilepesoo M. 3enxesuua

IMMOCIJIE CBOPA SBJIOK

Bcé ¢ niecenku Ha HeOO BBEpX CMOTpHU—
51 BuIOMIIC U3 cuil,

Eme mo Bepxy Oouky He HabOui,

Eme Ttam sbnoxa nBa unu TpH

Cupar Ha BeTKe, KaK ILETroJ Wib 301K,
Ho s yxe ycran ot cbopa s0Ji0K.
HacrtosiH 3TOif HOYBIO 3UMHMIA COH,

To 3amax g6J10k: UM s YCBHIILIEH.

S He Mory 3a0BITh TOT MHI 3arajJKH,
VYBUIEHHBIH CKBO3b JIBAUCTOE CTEKJIO,—
C BOnBI €ro s yTpoM B3s1 M3 KaJKH,

B HeM Bce JIy4HIIOCh, MCKPUJIOCH, LIBEJO.
OHo pacrasuio ¥ pa3joMHIOCE,

Ho Bce x Ha mur

Ilepeno MHOIO COH BO3HUK,

M s mocrur,

Kakxum ‘BupeHueM nymia TOMMJIACH.

Bce s0510KkM, OTpOMHBI ¥ KpPYIJIbI,

8-328
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Stem end and blossom end,

And every fleck of russet showing clear.

My instep arch not only keeps the ache,

It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round.

I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend.
And I keep hearing from the cellar bin

The rumbling sound

Of load on load of apples coming in.

For I have had too much

Of apple-picking: I am overtired

Of the great harvest I myself desired.

There were ten thousand thousand fruit to touch,
Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall.
For all

That struck the earth,

No matter if not bruised or spiked with stubble,
Went surely to the cider-apple heap

As of no worth.

One can see what will trouble

This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is.

Were he not gone,

The woodchuck could say whether it’s like his
Long sleep, as I describe its coming on,

Or just some human sleep.

THE SELF-SEEKER

‘Willis, I didn’t want you here today:

The lawyer’s coming for the company.

I’'m going to sell my soul, or, rather, feet.
Five hundred dollars for the pair, you know.’

‘With you the feet have nearly been the soul;
And if you’re going to sell them to the devil,
I want to see you do it. When’s he coming?’

‘I half suspect you'knew, and came on purpose
To try to help me drive a better bargain.’
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Mepuanu BKpyr MeHs

PyMsHIIEM pPO30BBIM H3 MIJIBI,

W HbU1a roJleHb U CTYNHS

OT JIeCTHUYHBIX CTYIEHEK, IepeKJIaauH.
Bapyr nectHuny s pe3ko NOIIATHYJI

M ycnbixan u3 norpeba riy6oko
Ilonzemurlit ryi,

Ilym s6504HOrO SpKOro MOTOKA.

Ja, OblT s CIAMILKOM >aJeH,

W oxasancs cBblue cun

ToT ypoxaii, 4To caMm xe s MPOCHJI.
IMpuinock, HaBepHO, AOJIOK ThHICAY HECATH,
Kax nparoneHHble, MOTpPOraTh, B3BECHTb,
A Te,

YTo OChINANUCh LIEeApo,

C naTHOM, C YKOJIAaMH OT XXHHBA,
3abpoasar B 60uYkax B TEMHOTE,

Kaxk cycino cunpa.

W s ToMIIOCH JIEHMBO

Kakoro-To HCTOMOIO IpeMOTHO.

OmuH cypok,

Konp He ycHyn, y3Hath OB MHE NOMOT,
To cnsyka 3UMHSS U COH XHBOTHBIIA,
WUnb yenoBeyeckuit TO COH.

Ilepesoo M. 3enkesuua

CHEJIKA

«Ceroans, bumi, Tel 31ech eaBa JM KCTaTH:
KoMnanus noypkHa mpucnaTh IOPHCTA.

S pymy npoparo, TOYHEE, HOTH.
IMonTeicsuu 3a mapy, Tak CKa3aTby.

«TBoeit nymoit 1 ObUIM HOTH, CHEJIKY
Mexnay TOOOIi M 4epTOM MOCMOTDIO.
Korpma oH mpue3xaer, TBO# 1opuct ?»

«[Tomo3peBaro, ThI MpHILEN, APYXHIIE,
Cuurtas, 4TO MOTY NPOJEIIEBUTHY.

8*
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‘Well, if it’s true! Yours are no common feet.

The lawyer don’t know what it is he’s buying:

So many miles you might have walked you won’t walk.
You haven’t run your forty orchids down.

What does he think?-How are the blesséd feet?

The doctor’s sure you’re going to walk again?’

‘He thinks I'll hobble. It’s both legs and feet.’
‘They must be terrible—I mean to look at.’

‘I haven’t dared to look at them uncovered.
Through the bed blankets I remind myself
Of a starfish laid out with rigid points.’

‘The wonder is it hadn’t been your head.’

‘It’s hard to tell you how I managed it.

When I saw the shaft had me by the coat,

I didn’t try too long to pull away,

Or fumble for my knife to cut away,

I just embraced the shaft and rode it out—

Till Weiss shut off the water in the wheel-pit.
That’s how I think I didn’t lose my head.

But my legs got their knocks against the ceiling.’

‘Awful. Why didn’t they throw off the belt
Instead of going clear down in the wheel-pit?’

‘They say some time was wasted on the belt—

Old streak of leather—doesn’t love me much
Because I make him spit fire at my knuckles,

The way Ben Franklin used to make the kite-string.
That must be it. Some days he won’t stay on.
That day a woman couldn’t coax him off.

He’s on his rounds now with his tail in his mouth
Snatched right and left across the silver pulleys.
Everything goes the same without me there.

You can hear the small buzz saws whine, the big saw
Caterwaul to the hills around the village

As they both bite the wood. It’s all our music.
One ought as a good villager to like it.
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«Ho pe4yb ¥ BIOPSMB HAET O HEOOBIYHBIX
Horax -otkyma 3T0 3HaTh IOpUCTY?

Bens ckoJbKO MWIB Temeph ThI He MPOMAeIb
W opxupeit He chIlENIb COPOK BHJOB,

Kax tb1 Meutan. Emy-to uto! A moktop
Uto obemaer? CMoXelllb M XOIUTh ™

«JImmp xoBbUIATE. OT Oemep O CTyMHEH».
«CMOTpeTh Ha HHX, HAOJDKHO OBITH, CTPALIHOBATOM.

«CMOTpeTh Ha HHX MHE IyXy HE XBaTaer.
Ion onessiom s cebe kaxych
Mopcko#i 3Be310M, pacHATOd IS MPOCYLIKU».

«Cxaxu crnacubo, roJioBy cbeper».

«He 3Halo cam, kak yaajoch MHe 3TO.
Korpa nojia HamathiBaThesl CTajia

Ha ocb, s xypTKy cOpOCUTBH HE IbITaJCS,
Hox He uckaj, 4To6Bl OTpe3aTh MOJIBI,
A mpocro, Baj OOHSIB, HA HEM KartaJc,
ITokyna Bomy Baiic He mepekpbul.

BoT Tax s, BHOHO, ToJIOBY cOeper.

3aT0 0 MOTOJIOK HOOUJIO HOTrH».

«VxkacHo. UeM K 3aJBHXKE JOJIIO JIE3Th,
He npoie b 6bUI0 CHATH pPEMEHHBIH IpUBOI ™

«/la rOBOPAT, MBITAJUCH, TOJBKO 3pA.

PeMeHb —cTapbe, JIOCKYT IyOJIEHO#H KOXHU.

51, xax ben ®paHKINH B ONBITaX CO 3MEEM,
EmMy mieBaThbcs MCKpaMH BeJieJI—

M on mue mcrur. Korga-Hubyap OH JIONHET —
Torna ero u XeHIIMHA HE CMOXET
PacmieBesniuth. 3a xBocT cebs kycas,

OH BepTHTCS Ha ILIKUBaX AEHb 32 JHEM.

Tam 6e3 MeHs Bce TO Xe: CIBILIUIIL BH3T
Bosbiioit nunsl 1 Masnoi? 3agmaror

Ha Bcio OKpyry cBOH KOHIEPT KOLIAYHuid,
Brpeasce B 6yk. Bor My3sika, ¢ koTopoi
IIpuxonutca HaAM XUTh B JIOOBH,~YTO HENaTh—
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No doubt it has a sort of prosperous sound,
And it’s our life.’

‘Yes, when it’s not our death.’
‘You make that sound as if it wasn’t so
With everything. What we live by we die by.

I wonder where my lawyer is. His train’s in.
I want this over with; I'm hot and tired.’

‘You're getting ready to do something foolish.’

‘Watch for him, will you, Will? You let him in.
I'd rather Mrs. Corbin didn’t know;

I’ve boarded here so long, she thinks she owns me.

You’re bad enough to manage without her.’

‘I'm going to be worse instead of better.
You’ve got to tell me how far this is gone:
Have you agreed to any price?

‘Five hundred.

Five hundred -five—five! One, two, three, four, five.

You needn’t look at me.’
‘I don’t believe you.’

‘T told you, Willis, when you first came in.
Don’t you be hard on me. I have to take
What I can get. You see they have the feet,
Which gives them the advantage in the trade.
I can’t get back the feet in any case.’

‘But your flowers, man, you’re selling out your flowers.’

‘Yes, that’s one way to put it—all the flowers
Of every kind everywhere in this region

For the next forty summers—call it forty.

But I'm not selling those, I'm giving them,
They never earned me so much as one cent:
Money can’t pay me for the loss of them.
No, the five hundred was the sum they named
To pay the doctor’s bill and tide me over.
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C Hell cBfi3aH AEpPEBEHCKMH Halll NOCTaTOK,
B Heii—Hala XU3HBY.

«Korna oHa He cMepTb».

«Bot ynusui! VHaue He ObiBaerT:

UTO XU3Hb NHUTAeT, TO U CMEpPTh HeECeT.
IOpuct 3anponacruscs, noe3n HpUOBLIL.
Cxopeit Obl neno koHuuTh. S ycram».

«Hanenaems Tl riaymocTeil, 6010Ch».

«bwn, e uper mu oH? OTkpoit emy.

S 6 He xoten, uro6 muccuc Kopbun 3nana;
XKusen, s BellblO CTAJl CBOEH XO3AMKH.

Tol cripaBuilibCs U O€3 Hee, Tak CTpaLIEH».

«A moOpeHbkuM He Oymy, He HPOCH.
Cxaxy-Ka JIydille, CKOJIbKO oberay,
Kakyro cymmy mate xoTat?»

«IlIarscor.
[Iate coTeH... pa3, #Ba, TpH, 4EThbIpe, NATh.
M He cMOTpH Tak...»

«Cnpllly IJIOXOBaTO».

«A s Tebs mpemynmpexnal, He 3JIHCh.
UTto MHe [aloT, TO S U AOJDKEH Opath.
Y HUX MoM Kak Obl OCTaJMCh HOTH,
[TosTOMy OHM HMKTYIOT LIEHY.

51 Hor cBouX, YBbI, HE HOJIy4Yy».

«Ho ThI xe mpojaemb CBOM LBETHI!»

«THl MpaB B KaKOM-TO CMBICJIE —BCE LIBETHI,
Bo Bcex Mecrax, Bcex BHIOB, Ha IPSAYLIUX
Ce30HOB COpOK, Tak, JOMYCTHM, COpPOK.
Ho s He mpoparo, jauiib OTHAKO HX;

He BbIpyumn Hu 3a OOVH HM LEHTA:

He Bo3MecTuth IeHbramMu HX INOTEPIO.
ITATbCOT —OHM Ha3BaJd 3Ty CyMMY —
VYiiayT Ha TO, 4TOO 3amIaTUTh Bpauy.
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It’s that or fight, and I don’t want to fight—
I just want to get settled in my life,

Such as it’s going to be, and know the worst,
Or best—it may not be so bad. The firm
Promise me all the shooks I want to nail.’

‘But what about your flora of the valley?”

‘You have me there. But that—-you didn’t think
That was worth money to me? Still I own

It goes against me not to finish it

For the friends it might bring me. By the way,
I had a letter from Burroughs-did I tell you?-
About my Cypripedium reginz;

He says it’s not reported so far north.

There! there’s the bell. He’s rung. But you go down

And bring him up, and don’t let Mrs. Corbin. -
Oh, well, we’ll soon be through with it. I'm tired.’

Willis brought up besides the Boston lawyer
A little barefoot girl who in the noise

Of heavy footsteps in the old frame house,
And baritone importance of the lawyer,
Stood for a while unnoticed with her hands
Shyly behind her.

‘Well, and how is Mister’—

The lawyer was already in his satchel

As if for papers that might bear the name

He hadn’t at command. ‘You must excuse me,
I dropped in at the mill and was detained.’

‘Looking round, I suppose,” said Willis.

‘Yes,
Well, yes.’

‘Hear anything that might prove useful?”
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Bepu umu cymuce, cymuThcs ¢ HUMHU

S He XO4y, HO XHM3Hb CBOIO YCTPOUTH
Ilo-ceoeMy m xymuuee y3HaTh,

A Moxer ObITh, U Jyuiiee. K ToMy xe
Mue 6onpaps obeuiana pabotar.

«A xak TBOH TpyA O ¢iope HaUX MecT ™»

«Onsarbp THl 32 cBoe. He panu peHer

S B3ssiCA 32 HEro, XOTS 3aKOHYHTh

Ero xoren 6bl, H0O, HEe 3aKOHYMB,
VTpauy Tex Ipyseit, uTo oOpecTH

A mor 6u1. Cam Bappoy3 Hanmcadn,
Xpans 3a Cypripedium reginae:
CuMTaNoch, YTO OHa 34ECh HE pacTer.
3BonaT! CHoycTUCh K IOpUCTY, MpUBEIU
Ero ciona, Ho, 4yp, 6e3 muccuc Kopbun.—
3akoH4YHTH Obl CkOpe#l, s Tak ycramm.

INpuexaBmmit u3 bocTona ropucr

IMpowen 3a BunioMm B ABepb, OTOM — IEBYOHKA,

CriepBa ee HUKTO He 3amMeval,
V3 60JIbHO TOCTh OBLT BaXXeH M OACHCT;
OHa [nepxajia pykd 3a CIMHOM.

«Hy xak nena y Mmucrepa...»

3aKOHHUK
3apbuICs HOCOM B TNAMNKy, 4TOOBI BCEM
IMponeMoHCTpUpPOBATh, YTO MILET UMS,
Kotopoe 3a0bu1. «IlIpolly NMpoCTHUTH,
Cuavana s 3amiejl Ha JIECOMHIIKY».

«OcMatpuBanuch»,— bunn ckasan.

«Ha, na,
BoT umeHHO».

«Yero-uubynp Hanum
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The Broken One saw Anne. ‘Why, here is Anne.
What do you want, dear? Come, stand by the bed;
Tell me what is it?” Anne just wagged her dress
With both hands held behind her. ‘Guess,” she said.

‘Oh, guess which hand? My, my! Once on a time

I knew a lovely way to tell for certain

By looking in the ears. But I forget it.

Er, let me see. I think I'll take the right.

That’s sure to be right even if it’s wrong.

Come, hold it out. Don’t change.— A Ram’s Horn orchid!
A Ram’s Horn! What would I have got, I wonder,

If I had chosen left. Hold out the left.

Another Ram’s Horn! Where did you find those,

Under what beech tree, on what woodchuck’s knoll?’

Anne looked at the large lawyer at her side,
And thought she wouldn’t venture on so much.

‘Were there no others?

‘There were four or five.
I knew you wouldn’t let me pick them all.’

‘I wouldn’t-so wouldn’t. You’re the girl!
You see Anne has her lesson learned by heart.’

‘I wanted there should be some there next year.’

‘Of course you did. You left the rest for seed,
And for the backwoods woodchuck. You're the girl!
A Ram’s Horn orchid seedpod for a woodchuck
Sounds something like. Better than farmer’s beans
To a discriminating appetite,

Though the Ram’s Horn is seldom to be had

In bushel lots—doesn’t come on the market.

But, Anne, I'm troubled; have you told me all?
You're hiding something. That’s as bad as lying.
You ask this lawyer man. And it’s not safe

With a lawyer at hand to find you out.

Nothing is hidden from some people, Anne.
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«K HaM OHH npuiia,—3aMeTHMB OHH, Kajeka
Ckasan.— Ciyuusocs uto-HuOynn? IToOGmumxke
K HaMm nopoiiom».

Ho, pyku 3a cnuHO#
Hepxa, ckazana: «CaMu yranaiire».

«B kaxoit pyke? Hy, ny! Korma-to s
OtragpiBaTh CEKpETHI MO IJa3aMm

VYmen. Borock, 3abbU1 U He cymero.

Tak, mait mogymars. B npasoit. Yragan?
IMycty Oyner npaBoil mpaBas pyka.
IMoka3sbiBaii.— PemHesnenecTaux ko3uit!
Pemuenenecrunk! Urto Obl g y3pen,
HaszsaB npyryio pyky? He tomu xe.
Eme onun pemuenenectHuk! I'me ux
Hamna 1617 ¥V Kkakoit cypkoBoi#f HOpku »

CkocHB IJ1a3a Ha TOJICTOTO IOPHCTA,
OHH 3acMYyLIAJIach.

«Kpome sTux, ObuH
Eute uBets ?»

«YeTblpe WM NATh.
Bbl MHe copBaTh Obl MX HE pa3peLuuIny.

«He paspewnn 6v1, TouHo. Monoa4yuHa!
Kak Buaure, ycBomsia HayKy».

«YTo6 BhIpOCIH M B OymymieMm romay».

«OcraBwia IBETHl Ha CEMEHa

W nns cypka secHoro. Monomunsa!
PemuenenecTHUK —3TO Ui cypka
Haxonxa. JIyumie ¢epmepckux 60608
Jns BKyca YTOHYEHHOTO, XOTS

Ero, yBbl, He HpOJAIOT MeEIIKaMHU

V Hac Ha peiHke. Bce nu THI ckasana,
OHH, UM YTO-TO CKpbUIA OT MeHs?
CKpBITh, MEXIy NMPOYUM, TO XK€, YTO COJraTh.
Copocu xoth y topucra. Heypo6no

BriTh noiiMaHHON B NMPUCYTCTBHH IOPHCTA
Ha mxu. Mens tebe He mpoBecTH.
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You don’t tell me that where you found a Ram’s Horn
You didn’t find a Yellow Lady’s Slipper.

What did I tell you? What? I'd blush, I would.

Don’t you defend yourself. If it was there,

Where is it now, the Yellow Lady’s Slipper?

‘Well, wait—it’s common —it’s too common.’

‘Common?
The Purple Lady’s Slipper’s commoner.’

‘I didn’t bring a Purple Lady’s Slipper.
To You-to you I mean-they’re both too common.’

The lawyer gave a laugh among his papers
As if with some idea that she had scored.

‘I've broken Anne of gathering bouquets.

It’s not fair to the child. It can’t be helped though:
Pressed into service means pressed out of shape.
Somehow I'll make it right with her—she’ll see.
She’s going to do my scouting in the field,

Over stone walls and all along a wood

And by a river bank for water flowers,

The floating Heart, with small leaf like a heart,
And at the sinus under water a fist

Of little fingers all kept down but one,

And that thrust up to blossom in the sun

As if to say, “You! You’re the Heart’s desire.”
Anne has a way with flowers to take the place

Of what she’s lost: she goes down on one knee
And lifts their faces by the chin to hers

And says their names, and leaves them where they are’

The lawyer wore a watch the case of which
Was cunningly devised to make a noise

Like a small pistol when he snapped it shut
At such a time as this. He snapped it now.
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Co3Haiics, TaM, Tle LBeJ PEMHEJICNECTHUK,
Bout u BenepuH xkenThlil 6aliMayok.

Tebe ne cThimHO? SI-U TO KpacHero.

He ornupaiics. OH TaM ObUI, KOHEYHO.
Ine on, Benepun xentwlii 6ammMayox »

«Ho oH Takoil 06biumblil».

«OH 00bIuHBI?
Kyna obpiuneii Oammavox DypIypHbIi».

«[TypnypHblii OalIMa4yoK CpbIBaTh HE CTaja.
Jns eac... nis Bac OHH OOBIMHBI 00a».

IOpucr, B OymMarax posicb, YCMEXHYJIcs,
Kax ecnu Obl moackasky MOJyYHIL

«51 nmeBouky oTBaAMi OT OYKETOB,

Yto, MOXeT ObITh, HE OYEHb CHPABEIJIUBO.
(A3MeHMIIb BKYCHI, KOJIM B3ST Ha Ciyx0y.)
B koOHIIE KOHIIOB OHAa MEHS NOIMET.
MouM roHuHoM moJjis OHa OOBIIET,
CapnoBble orpajpl U ONYIIKH

M MenkoBoIHBIX peuek Oepera.

IInaByuymnii ecTb LBETOYEK CEPALEBUIHBIMN,
OH mox BOIOH CXHUMAaeT B KyJa4doK
Yetpipe najblia B Masyxe JIUCTA,

A nATHI K COJIHLY TSHET, yBepsd
IIpoxoxero: «Tebs nobmto, TeOS!»

OHH, Ha KOJICHO BCTaB Ilepe]l LIBETaMH,
Hx Mopnouku Temepb 3a noabopoaok
IIpunonHUMaeT, KaXIYIO0 OTHAEIbHO,

M oxnukaer Bcex MO MMEHaM».

B uacax ropucra kpsliieuka Obiia,

Uro mienkana, Kak MMCTOJIETHBIH BBICTpPEJ,
W B HexoTOpBIX cCily4yasix, HEYacTo,

OH MoJIb30BaJICA €10, HHOTJA.
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‘Well, Anne, go, dearie. Our affair will wait.
The lawyer man is thinking of his train.

He wants to give me lots and lots of money
Before he goes, because I hurt myself,

And it may take him I don’t know how long,
But put our flowers in water first. Will, help her:
The pitcher’s too full for her. There’s no cup?
Just hook them on the inside of the pitcher.
Now run.—Get out your documents! You see
I have to keep on the good side of Anne.
I'm a great boy to think of number one.

And you can’t blame me in the place I'm in.
Who will take care of my necessities

Unless I do?

‘A pretty interlude,’
The lawyer said. ‘I'm sorry, but my train-
Luckily terms are all agreed upon.
You only have to sign your name. Right—there.’

‘You, Will, stop making faces. Come round here

Where you can’t make them. What is it you want?

I'll put you out with Anne. Be good or go.’

‘You don’t mean you will sign that thing unread?

‘Make yourself useful then, and read it for me.
Isn’t it something I have seen before?

‘You'll find it is. Let your friend look at it.’

‘Yes, but all that takes time, and I'm as much
In haste to get it over with as you.

But read it, read it. That’s right, draw the curtain:

Half the time I don’t know what’s troubling me.—
What do you say, Will? Don’t you be a fool,
You, crumpling folks’s legal documents.

Out with it if you've any real objection.’
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«Hy 4to xe, DHH, crymnaii cebe. Ilopa.
He To Hai roctb Ha moe3pd OMNO3JaET.
S nmocrpajman—-u OH MHE Kydy [JEHET
CrpeMuTcd JaTh OO CBOEro OThe3na.
Ha 3T0 MHOrOo BpeMeHH YyH[eT.
IToctaBb 1LBETOYKH B BOAY. BHIII mOMOXeET:
KyBiiuH, 6010Cb, THXKeJ, a YalllkU HeT.
ITyckaii jexaT Ha ropJbllIKe KyBHIMHA.
Tenepy Oeru.—{aBaiite OJOKYMEHTBI.
S mosixeH B DHH CTpeMJIeHHE K A0Opy
BocnuteiBaTh. Ceiiuac BaxkHed 3amaun
Het nns mens. Boiigurte B MOJIOXKEHbE !
Bens 1 0 Hyxzax OyMaio CBOMX,
He npaBma au?»

«IIpekpacHoe BCTYIUIEHbE,—
Ckasan ropucr.—IIpoluty mpocTuTh, HO MOE3M...
A BHnpoueM, Bce yxXe JAaBHO T'OTOBO.
OcTtanoch TOJBLKO MOMNUCATB... BOT 31ech».

«Uto poxu crpouuib, bunn? Konuail, npusares,
I'pumacuuuats. He TO yitmewb, kak DHH.
Bynp 4enoBeKOM WIH yXoau».

«Haperoch, He MOANMINENIb, HE YUTAsA ™

«Hy 4To X, Torma mpouTH MHe BCIyX Oymaru.
HeyxTo s ux paHblle He 4YUTaI™

«Yuramu. Ho mycrp apyr Bamr ybenurcs».

«Ha 310 TOXE Tpebyercs Bpems.

A MHe, KaK BaM, HE TEPIHUTCS 3aKOHYUTb.—
Yuraii, untaii.— Hy, BcE, mopa KOHYaTh:

YTo Tak MeHs TPEBOXMWT, CaM HE 3HaI0.—

Yto ckaxemwb, bunn? Be3 ruynocreit. He mMHu
ByMaru uecTHbIX TpyxeHHKOB. Eciu
ITpenbsiBUIIL BECKHH [OBOA, COIJALIYCBHY.
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‘Five hundred dollars!”
‘What would you think right?

‘A thousand wouldn’t be a cent too much;
You know it, Mr. Lawyer. The sin is
Accepting anything before he knows
Whether he’s ever going to walk again.

It smells to me like a dishonest trick.’

‘I think-1 think —from what I heard today-
And saw myself—he would be ill-advised -’

‘What did you hear, for instance?” Willis said.
‘Now the place where the accident occurred -’

The Broken One was twisted in his bed.

‘This is between you two apparently.

Where I come in is what I want to know.

You stand up to it like a pair of cocks.

Go outdoors if you want to fight. Spare me.
When you come back, I'll have the papers signed.
Will pencil do? Then, please, your fountain pen.
One of you hold my head up from the pillow.’

Willis flung off the bed. ‘I wash my hands-
I’'m no match-no, and don’t pretend to be-’

The lawyer gravely capped his fountain pen.
“‘You’re doing the wise thing: you won’t regret it.
We’re very sorry for you.’

Willis sneered:
‘Who’s we?—some stockholders in Boston?
I'll go outdoors, by gad, and won’t come back.’
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«Bcero nsarecot!»

«A CKOJNBKO O BBI XOTenu”»

«[a ThICYa—¥ TO COBCEM HEMHOTO.
Bbl camu 3To 3Haere. I'pemno
HaBatp eMy corjiacbe OO TeX MOp,
IToka HesicHO, OyneT Jiu1 OH CHOBa
Xomutb. BecyecTHO 3TO, TOBOPIO».

«MHe Kxaxercd... BCe TO, YTO s yCIbIIAI...
Yto s yBUAEN... BbI IJIOXOH COBETYHK...»

«YTO X BBl MOIJIH TaKoe 34eChb YBHIETH ™
«Bo-nepBhLIX, MECTO, TA€ HECYACTHBIH CiydYai...»

Mex TeM Kajieka KOpYWICS B INOCTENH.
«BBl TaKk YXacHO CIIOpDUTE, KpHUYMTE,
Eii-6ory, 060 MHe coBceM 3a0bLiIH.

Kak metyxu, cuemwmuce. llnn 6n1 nydiue
Ha ynuny u TaM yx moapasiuch!

Sl momnmury, moxyna Bbl JEpeTech.
Kapannmamom sens3s? Ilpowmy Bac pyuky
MHe naTh U NPUINOAHATH MEHS YyTh-4yThb».

Bunn otmiatHynca: «YMBIBalO PYKH...
He monumaro... He MOry HOHSATH...»

FOpuct Hazmen Ha pydKy KOJIIA4oK.
«Bbl moctynmunu Myapo. Mel, nmosepbTe,
Bce coxaneem».

«Mpb1? - BocknukHya bumn,—~
AxunoHepsl 60CTOHCKHE, YTO JU?
A yxoxy u OoJiblile HE BEPHYCHY.

9-328
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‘Willis, bring Anne back with you when you come.
Yes. Thanks for caring. Don’t mind Will: he’s savage.
He thinks you ought to pay me for my flowers.

You don’t know what I mean about the flowers.
Don’t stop to try to now. You’ll miss your train.
Good-by.” He flung his arms around his face.

THE WOOD-PILE

Out walking in the frozen swamp one gray day,

I paused and said, ‘I will turn back from here.
No, I will go on farther—and we shall see.’

The hard snow held me, save where now and then
One foot went through. The view was all in lines
Straight up and down of tall slim trees

Too much alike to mark or name a place by

So as to say for certain I was here

Or somewhere else: I was just far from home.

A small bird flew before me. He was careful

To put a tree between us when he lighted,

And say no word to tell me who he was

Who was so foolish as to think what ke thought.
He thought that I was after him for a feather-
The white one in his tail; like one who takes
Everything said as personal to himself.

One flight out sideways would have undeceived him.
And then there was a pile of wood for which

I forgot him and let his little fear

Carry him off the way I might have gone,
Without so much as wishing him good-night.

He went behind it to make his last stand.

It was a cord of maple, cut and split

And piled—and measured, four by four by eight.
And not another like it could I see.

No runner tracks in this year’s snow looped near it.
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«Korpa BepHelubcs, Buii, ¢ coboif MamoTKy
OuH npuxsati.—He Hago obuxartbes

Ha Bunna. Ou, GenHsra, mojaraer,

YTto BBl JOJIKHBI IIBETHI MHE OILJIATHUTb,
Mou usetsl. [Ipomaitre, BaM Ha moesn
ITopa». 1 OH 3aKpbLl JULO PYKaMH.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa

IMNOJIEHHHNLA

Maras no 3amep3wemy 60J0TY,

Ckasan cebe: «Hy 4yTo %, mopa HOMOIA.
Her, noxoxy eme-—a TaMm YBHIUM).

Brin TBepAapIM HACT, JIMIB U3peKa HOra
IIpoBanuBanacek B cHer. IIpsiMosnHeeH
Bbu1 BHI: CTBOJIBI TSHYJIMCh CTPOrO BBEpX,
IToxoxxue HACTONBKO IPYr Ha Apyra,
YTto BHOBb s He Hamien Obl 3TO MeECTO.
Ckaxy Jidib: ObUT OT JOMa [JaJieKo.
Ilepeno MHOM, NUCTAHIUIO XpaH4,
B3nerana ¥ omaTh caauiach NTHYKA,

Hu 3Byka He mpousHocs, 4T00 5

Bopyr He y3Hau, dyero oHa Gowutcs.

Ona 6osutach, 4YTO MOTY NOJbCTUTHCS

51 Ha mepo B ee XBOCTE; MEX TEM
HocratouHo eit 6bu10 6 TONBKO pa3
CBepHYTb C MyTH—M BCe OBl NMPOSICHUIOCH.
Ho Tyt, 3a0BIB O mTHYKE,—CTpax IOTHAJ
Ee Tyma, kyma Obl, MOXET OBITH,

M g 3a Heit nocienosaj,—3a0bIB
IIpocTtuThCs C Hel, NMOJEHHULY YBHIEI.
A mnTHYka 3aneTesia 3a Hee.
CraHfapTHas HOJICHHMIA KJIEHOBBIX
I'oToBBIX OpOB uepHena Hpeno MHOM.
Hpyroii Takoit HUTIE HE BHAHO OBLIO.
CrenoB BOKpYr Hee He OOHApyXHB,

9*



NORTH OF BOSTON 132

And it was older sure than this year’s cutting,
Or even last year’s or the year’s before.

The wood was gray and the bark warping off it
And the pile somewhat sunken. Clematis

Had wound strings round and round it like a bundle.
What held it though on one side was a tree
Still growing, and on one a stake and prop,
These latter about to fall. I thought that only
Someone who lived in turning to fresh tasks
Could so forget his handiwork on which

He spent himself, the labor of his ax,

And leave it there far from a useful fireplace
To warm the frozen swamp as best it could
With the slow smokeless burning of decay.
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5 moHan, YTO HE B HBIHEIIHEM CJIOXHIIN
Ee rogy, HM Aaxe B MO3alpoOLLIOM.
OTBasMBasiach, MOYEPHEB, KOPa,
ITonenHuna ocesna, 1 BbIOHOK

O6BuUN ee CO BCEX CTOPOH, KaK CBEPTOK.
Ha camoMm pnene, CTBOJ, €lli€ XHBOH,
INoanepxuBaj MOJIEHHUIY, U OBa

Kona, ynmacts roroseie. Jlummb TOT,

KTo k HOBBIM OOpaiueH 3aboTaM, MOXeET,
Ilogyman s, 3abbITh CBOIO paboTy—
Tak MHOro cuj HOTpaTUB Ha Hee,—
OcTaBUTb COTpeBaTh €€ BIAJIH

Ot ouara 3amep3suiee 60JI0TO
Be3npIMHBIM JOJITMM TJIEHHEM pachaja.

Ilepesoo A. Kywmnepa
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THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I-
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

THE OVEN BIRD

There is a singer everyone has heard,
Loud, a mid-summér and a mid-wood bird,
Who makes the solid tree trunks sound again.



HEW3BPAHHAS JOPOTA

Onymika—¥ pa3sBHiIKa OBYX IOPOT.

S BBIOMpas ¢ BEJIMKOH HEOXOTOH,

Ho BbIOpaTh cpa3dy nBe HHKaK HE MOT
M npocexy, xoTopoii mpeHeOper,
I'mazamu npoGexasl o MOBOPOTA.

Bropas—Ta, koTOpYI0O M30pa,—
HeronTaHoil TpaBolO INpHBJEKaa:
ITpuMsATh ee—Lenb BbIIE BCEX MOXBaI,
XOTb TeX, KTO 3[eCh KOra-To NyTh HbITal,
Ona cama M3pSAOHO MOTONTAJA.

M 06e BRICTHIAIM WIAT JIMCTBOM —

M BBIOOp, BCIO MevYajb ero, CMArvajiu.
Heus6pannasi, yac npoObeT M TBOI!
Ho, noMHs, xak U3BWIKUCT IyTh JIoOOH,
51 Ha pa3BWiIKy, 3HaJI, BEpHYCh €IBa JIHU.

W ecmu cTaHeT XUTh HEBMOTOTY,

51 BCIOMHIO [aBHHMiII BHIOOp IIOHEBOJIE:
Pa3Bmika AByXx nopor—s BbIOpai Ty,
I'ne nmyTHHKOB 00XOAMIUbL 3a BEpCTY.
Bce ocranbHOE He HrpaeT pOJIH.

Ilepegoo B. Tonoposa

XEJITOI'OJIOBAS CJIABKA

Ee, HaBepHoe, cibixan Jroboit
B necy, mpuMoKIIEM K CepeauHe JieTa;
OnHa 1mOeT 0 TOM, YTO IIECHA CIIETa,
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He says that leaves are old and that for flowers
Mid-summer is to spring as one to ten.

He says the early petal-fall is past

When pear and cherry bloom went down in showers
On sunny days a moment overcast;

And comes that other fall we name the fall.

He says the highway dust is over all.

The bird would cease and be as other birds
But that he knows in singing not to sing.

The question that he frames in all but words

Is what to make of a diminished thing.

RANGE-FINDING

The battle rent a cobweb diamond-strung

And cut a flower beside a ground bird’s nest
Before it stained a single human breast.

The stricken flower bent double and so hung.
And still the bird revisited her young.

A butterfly its fall had dispossessed

A moment sought in air his flower of rest,
Then lightly stooped to it and fluttering clung.
On the bare upland pasture there had spread
O’ernight ’twixt mullein stalks a wheel of thread
And straining cables wet with silver dew.

A sudden passing bullet shook it dry.

The indwelling spider ran to greet the fly,

But finding nothing, sullenly withdrew.

BOND AND FREE

Love has earth to which she clings

With hills and circling arms about—

Wall within wall to shut fear out.

But Thought has need of no such things,
For Thought has a pair of dauntless wings.
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YTo JIEeTO 1O CpaBHEHHIO C BECHOIA
Kyna ckyynei, 4To JIMCTBSI HOCTapesH,
UTo mpexHHX KpacoK Ha JyXaikax HeT
W uto maBHO Ha 3emuto obnerenu
LiBeT rpyweBbli ¥ SOJIOHEBBIA IBET;
OHa TBepaOMT, YTO OCEHb Ha MOPOTE,
YTo Bce 3amopollmia IbUIb C JIOPOTH;
IIpMMKHYTb K TEPIEHBIO CMOJIKIIMX TOJIOCOB
To 11 He MOXET, TO JIU HE XKEJaeT

W cnpammBaer, gapoM 4to 6e3 CJIOB:
Kak 6bITh, KOrZa BCce B MHpe yObiBaeT?

Hepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

B INEPEKPECTBE ITPUUEJIA

B pasrape 605, MeTs B 4YblO-TO TpyIb,
IanbHas myjs HU30M HPOCBUCTENIA
B6sm3u rHe3ga—u COMTH LBETOK YCIena,
W ¢ nayTuHbl XeMYYr OTpSXHYTb.

Ho nepenenxa, momoxnaB 4yTb-4yTh,
OnsaTh K NTEHIIAaM NHUCKJISIBBIM NPWIETENA,
U 6abouka, momemis, BHOBb NpHCESa
Ha ciomaHHBIH I[BETOK MEpPEIOXHYTh.

C yTpa, Korja B TpaBe 3aXrJjlach poca,
IToBuc B OyphsHe, Bpoae Kojeca,
Caepkaroluii Kapkac NoJIynpo3payHblii.
OT BbICTpENIAa €r0 KauHyJIO BIPYT.
CxBaTuTh H0OOBIYY BBICKOYIJI HAyK,

Ho, He Haiins, peTupoBajics MpayHoO.

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

IJIEHHASL 1 CBOBOJHAA

JIro60Bb 3emiie NpHHAMIEKHT,
IIpuBblueH eif OOBATHIL IUTEH,
YIOTHO NOI 3alUMTON CTEH.

A Mpeicns orpag u y3 6Gexwur,
Ha xpbuibsiX OEp30CTHBIX NMapHUT.
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On snow and sand and turf, I see
Where Love has left a printed trace
With straining in the world’s embrace.
And such is Love and glad to be.

But Thought has shaken his ankles free.

Thought cleaves the interstellar gloom
And sits in Sirius’ disc all night,

Till day makes him retrace his flight,
With smell of burning on every plume,
Back past the sun to an earthly room.

His gains in heaven are what they are.
Yet some say Love by being thrall

And simply staying possesses all

In several beauty that Thought fares far
To find fused in another star.

THE TELEPHONE

‘When I was just as far as I could walk

From here today,

There was an hour

All still

When leaning with my head against a flower

I heard you talk.

Don’t say I didn’t, for I heard you say—

You spoke from that flower on the window sill—
Do you remember what it was you said?’

‘First tell me what it was you thought you heard.’

‘Having found the flower and driven a bee away,
I leaned my head,

And holding by the stalk,

I listened and I thought I caught the word-
What was it? Did you call me by my name?
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B cHery, B meckax, B TJIYLUH JIECHOH
IMponoxens! JIxoOBH crienpl,

Eit He B 00y3y Bce Tpynsl.

Ho Mbzicns, u30paB ynen HUHOH,

C Hor oTpsxaeTr mpax 3eMHOH.

Ha Cupuyce 30510TOM

Ona, yMuaB, OIpPOBOJUT HOYb;

A Ha 3ape CTpeMHUTCs HpOYb—
CkBO3b IUTaMEHb 3BE3[HBIA HANpPOJIOM,
JpiMsi OOYTJIEHHBIM KPBLIOM.

Ho, roBopsTt, paba 3emm -
JIro60BL—TauT B cebe camoii
Bce TO, 4ero, Bpaxays C TbMOM,
B3bickyer Mbicib, Opoas Bmamm
B MexrajaxkTuueckoi NbLIH.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyockosa

TEJIE®OH

«5 oveHp majnexko 3abpen, rysss,
Ceromgus nmHEM,

Boxkpyr

Crosina TUIIMHA Takas...

51 HakJIOHWJICS Haj LIBETKOM,

U Bapyr

Ycnblan rojioc TBOW, M Thl CKa3aja—
Het, s ocibllaTecss HE MOT,

Tol roBopmia ¢ 3TOro LBETKA

Ha nomokoHHHKE, ThI HpPOLUENTANA...
Tel NOMHMINIL JIK CBOM CJIOBa”»

«Het, 3T0 THI X MOBTOpH CHEPBay».

«Haiins nBeTok,

CTpsiXxHYB C HEro Xyka

U ocropoxHo B3sB 3a crebenek,
51 ynoBuUJ KaKOHW-TO THUXHH 3BYK,
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Or did you say-
Someone said “Come” -1 heard it as I bowed.’

‘I may have thought as much, but not aloud.’

‘Well, so I came.’

MEETING AND PASSING

As I went down the hill along the wall

There was a gate I had leaned at for the view
And had just turned from when I first saw you
As you came up the hill. We met. But all

We did that day was mingle great and small
Footprints in summer dust as if we drew

The figure of our being less than two

But more than one as yet. Your parasol
Pointed the decimal off with one deep thrust.
And all the time we talked you seemed to see
Something down there to smile at in the dust.
(Oh, it was without prejudice to me!)
Afterward 1 went past what you had passed
Before we met and you what I had passed.

A TIME TO TALK

When a friend calls to me from the road
And slows his horse to a meaning walk,

I don’t stand still and look around

On all the hills I haven’t hoed,

And shout from where I am, ‘What is it?
No, not as there is a time to talk.

I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground,
Blade-end up and five feet tall,

And plod: I go up to the stone wall

For a friendly visit.
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Kak 6yaro 1menor «mpuxomm»—
Her, moromu,
He cnops,—Benp s paccibimiai Xopoiuo »

«S1 Tak Morja moaymaTtb, HO HE BCIIYX».
«S1 u nmpuen».

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

MEPBAs BCTPEYA

MBI ¥ He 3HajIW, YTO HAaBCTpPEdy LUIH
Bponp usroponam jyra: s cryckaics

C xosMa H, Kak OOBIYHO, 3aMeyTalicH,
Korga 3ametun Bapyr te6s. B mbum,
INepeceyenHoit HamMMHU ciaegamMHu

(Moii cien orpoMeH MpPOTUB TBOEro!),
W3o06pa3unack, kak Ha QUarpaMme,
Hpo6b—MeHbllle NBYX, HO OOJIbIIE OMIHOTO.
W Touko#l OTAENMJI TBOH 30HTHK CTpPOTHI
Hecsatele oT nenoro. B urtore

Trl, kaxercs, 3abaBHOe HalILIA...

MuHyTa pa3roBopa mpoTekJa.

W 1B mouwta Bmepex mo Toit mopore,
I'me s npowien, a s—rae Tl NpOLLIA.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

MOBECENOBATH C IPYI'OM

Ecnu npyr, npoe3xasi, OKJIMKHET MeEHH,

V orpaapl npunaepxuBas KOHs,—

51 He cTaHy CTOSTh Kak BKONAHHBIM,
O3upasicb Ha CBOH y4aCTOK HEBCKOIAHHBIM,
N xpuyats «B yeM nemo?» u3maiiexa,
Bpone kak ompaBabIBasCh HEIOCYTOM.

Her, BOTKHY 5 MOTBITY B 36MJIIO TOPYKOM —
Huyero, myckaif oTnoxHer moka!-—

W noiiny uepes 60po3abl NpSIMHKOM
INobecenoBaTh ¢ OPYrom.

Hepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa
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HYLA BROOK

By June our brook’s run out of song and speed
Sought for much after that, it will be found
Either to have gone groping underground
(And taken with it all the Hyla breed

That shouted in the mist a month ago,

Like ghost of sleigh-bells in a ghost of snow)-
Or flourished and come up in jewel-weed,
Weak foliage that is blown upon and bent
Even against the way its waters went.

Its bed is left a faded paper sheet

Of dead leaves stuck together by the heat-

A brook to none but who remember long.
This as it will be seen is other far

Than with brooks taken otherwhere in song.
We love the things we love for what they are.

BIRCHES

When I see birches bend to left and right

Across the lines of straighter darker trees,

I like to think some boy’s been swinging them.

But swinging doesn’t bend them down to stay

As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning

After a rain. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

Soon the sun’s warmth makes them shed crystal shells
Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust—

Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away

You’d think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.
They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load,
And they seem not to break; though once they are bowed
So low for long, they never right themselves:

You may see their trunks arching in the woods

Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair
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JATYIIAYUN PYYEN

B uroHEe yMOJIKaeT Halll pyyedd.

OH TO JIM HMCHYe3aeT moj 3eMIIEIO

(A B TeMHOTY yBOOHUT 3a coboro

Bech HeyeMHBI TOMOH MaMCKUX OHEH,
Bce, 4TO 3BEHENO TYT Ha BCIHO OKpYTY,
Kak mpuspaunbie 0yOeHIB! CKBO3b BBIOTY)-—
To 5 yXOOUT B MBIIUHBIA POCT XBOLLEH

U B kpyxeBHblE KyIu 0ajb3aMHHOB,

UTO HMKHYT, CBOH yOOp OTHBETLIMIA CKHUHYB.
Jlumb pycno ocraercs, B JIETHUH 3HOH
IToxpsiTOE CcnexaBuIeics JIMCTBOIA,
CnyvaiiHblii B3rJIsi €ro Halaer ensa Jiu

B TtpaBe. U mycTh OH He NOXOX celyac
Ha Te pyupu, yTo Gapmpl BOCHEBAJIH:
JIro6bumoe mpekpacHo 6e3 mpukpac.

Ilepesod I'. Kpysckosa

BEPE3bI

Kornma Gepe3sl KJIOHATCS TO BJIEBO,

To BmpaBo cpenp MpPSIMBIX CTBOJIOB, MPHSTHO
Mue mymaTth, YTO packauMBaeT HX
Manbunika. Ho eme cuibHedl crubaroT
Nx nuBHM jepsHble. Bbl He pa3

Nx Bupenu, NOMKHO OBITh, KOPKOH JibOa
IlokpeiTeiX. Ilepe3BoHoM TroBOPAT

OnM Ipyr ¢ ApYyroM Ha BETPY, 3Malib

IIpu 3TOM pa3HOLBETHYIO Tepss.

3aTeM, KpHCTAJbHBIA KOKOH YPOHHB

Ha cHexHbI IU1acT MO TEIUIBIMU JIyYaMH,
OHM CcTOAT cpenb OMTOro CTEkia,

Kax 6ynTo cBonm oOpymmics HeGeCHBIH.
Ilon rpy3oM jensiHbIM K TpaBe yBsLlei
CKJIOHSISICh, HE JIOMAlOTCH, XOTS

W pacrpsMuTbCS UM HE yIAeTCs:

Tak U CTOAT MX THYTHIE CTBOJIBI,

JluctBy mepen coboro Bosiova,

Kak Ha KxoJieHSX NEeBYLIKH, OTKHUHYB,

10-328
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Before them over their heads to dry in the sun.
But I was going to say when Truth broke in
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm
I should prefer to have some boy bend them
As he went out and in to fetch the cows-—
Some boy too far from town to learn baseball,
Whose only play was what he found himself,
Summer or winter, and could play alone.

One by one he subdued his father’s trees

By riding them down over and over again
Until he took the stiffness out of them,

And not one but hung limp, not one was left
For him to conquer. He learned all there was
To learn about not launching out too soon
And so not carrying the tree away

Clear to the ground. He always kept his poise
To the top branches, climbing carefully

With the same pains you use to fill a cup

Up to the brim, and even above the brim.
Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,

Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.

So was I once myself a swinger of birches.
And so I dream of going back to be.
It’s when I'm weary of considerations,
And life is too much like a pathless wood

Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs

Broken across it, and one eye is weeping

From a twig’s having lashed across it open.

I'd like to get away from earth awhile

And then come back to it and begin over.

May no fate willfully misunderstand me

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Earth’s the right place for love:

I don’t know where it’s likely to go better.

I’d like to go by climbing a birch tree,

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
But dipped its top and set me down again.

That would be good both going and coming back.
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.
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UTo6 BBICOXJIH, BOJIOC I'YCTbIE IPSIH.
Ho s xorten cka3aTh, Korga BMELLIAJIOCh
Bapyr yTouHeHbe O JIEOOBO# KOpKE,
Uto s 61 mpeamouen, YyToO MX MaJjibUHILKA
CorHyJ, uas Ha TOUCKU KOPOB,—-
Manbyuiika nepeBeHCKHit, uto Geicbona
He 3HaeT M npuayMbIBaeT MIrphbl

Takue, 4T0O6 MrpaTh B HUX OIHOMY.

OH npupy4us OTHOBCKUE IEPEBbS,

Hx obbe3xas mo tex mop, Mokyna
CTponTUBOCTH NPUBBIYHOW HE JIUIILI

M He ocrajioce B cTazne HEPEBSHHOM
Hu omnoro He cornyroro. JloJro

OH Hayuywics Haj 3eMJiedl NpPYXHUHHTb
M He TAHYTH K 3eMJIe YOPYTHii CTBOJL
W paBHOBecus oH nobupajcs,

K Bepxyiike noadupasch OCTOPOXHO,
Kak HanonHsioT yamry A0 Kpaes,

A TO W BbIlIE, C THIAHUEM TaKUM Xe.
3aTeM, paccTaBUB HOTH, HECCS OH

K 3emie, co CBHCTOM BO3OyX paccekas.
M s xorma-to e3gui Ha Gepesax.

XoTesn Obl 1 TO BpeMsi BOPOTHTb.
Kornma g ycrato oT pa3MbllIUTEHHIH

M xaxeTcs MHE XU3Hb PEMYYHUM JIECOM,
B xoTopoM 1100 CagHUT OT NMAyTUHBI,
Hanumuieit Ha Hero, JWLO TOPHT,

M myaveT rias oT OCTpOro cyuka,
Xoten OBl s TOrJa NMOKMHYTH 3EMIIIO,

A BOpOTHBIINCBH, BCE HayaTh CHAavaJa.
Ho mycts cynsbor0 BepHO Oydy MOHAT:
Jla He HCHIOJHHUT JMINb HANOJIOBUHY
Moe xejaHbe: MecTa IJIs JIHOOBH

Het BO BceneHHOU Jiyvinie, YeM 3eMIIS.
Xouy s BHOBBL B300partbcs mo Gepese,
ITo BeTBSM CHEXHO-0€NOro CTBOJA,

Ho nanpagaenvio x HeOy [O Tex mop,
Iloka He COCKOJIb3HY OISITh Ha 3€MIIO.
To BBepx, To BHU3. Karanbe Ha Gepesax -
He camoe mnoxoe u3 3aHATUIL.

Iepesod A. Kywmnepa

10*
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THE EXPOSED NEST

You were forever finding some new play.

So when I saw you down on hands and knees
In the meadow, busy with the new-cut hay,
Trying, I thought, to set it up on end,

I went to show you how to make it stay,

If- that was your idea, against the breeze,

And, if you asked me, even help pretend

To make it root again and grow afresh.

But ’twas no make-believe with you today,

Nor was the grass itself your real concern,
Though I found your hand full of wilted fern,
Steel-bright June-grass, and blackening heads of clover.
"Twas a nest full of young birds on the ground
The cutter-bar had just gone champing over
(Miraculously without tasting flesh)

And left defenseless to the heat and light.

You wanted to restore them to their right

Of something interposed between their sight

And too much world at once—could means be found.
The way the nest-full every time we stirred
Stood up to us as to a mother-bird

Whose coming home has been too long deferred,
Made me ask would the mother-bird return

And care for them in such a change of scene
And might our meddling make her more afraid.
That was a thing we could not wait to learn.
We saw the risk we took in doing good,

But dared not spare to do the best we could
Though harm should come of it; so built the screen
You had begun, and gave them back their shade.
All this to prove we cared. Why is there then
No more to tell? We turned to other things.

I haven’t any memory-have you?-

Of ever coming to the place again

To see if the birds lived the first night through,
And so at last to learn to use their wings.
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I'HE3JO HA CKOLIIEHHOM JIVI'Y

Tb1 Obl ropa3g Ha BCAKHE 3a0aBbl.
IloaToMy, yBUOs Ha Jyry,

I'ne coxJmM CBEXECKOLIEHHBIE TpPAaBHI,
Kak TbI, npuceB Ha KOPTOYKH, Hrpall
BelTMHKaMKM H B 3€MJIEO MX BTBIKAJI,—

51 cpa3y packycus TBOIO 3aTero

U nondexan, pemus, YTO HOMOTY

Tebe caxaTp, YTO TaK H s CYMEIO.

Ho oxa3anocs—Bce HaoOopoT

M He B camMux OBUIHHKAxX ObLIO He€JO,
XoTs TBI U niepXxajl B pyKe ITy4Kd
MeTnuubl ¥ yBsaIIEH KalKA OeJoi.
I'He3m0 ¢ mreHmamMu —BOT 4TO OBLIO Tam!
OHO KaKUM-TO YYAOM YLEJIEN0

Ilon B3MaxaMu CTajJbHON KOCBI—H BOT
Jlexxanno Tak OeCOMOLIHO OTKPHITO
UyXuM Ij1a3aM U COJIHEYHBIM JIyYaM.
[ITeHnpl, mua, TAHYJIH HIEH K HaM,

A Tbl, YTOO OKpPYXHTb UX OOM 3alMTOM,
IIpmnaxuBajl TpaBUHKH, CTEOEBKH,
Coopyxal 3acioH IJii MacKUPOBKH.

U s cnpocuin: 4TO, €CNIM NTHIA-MaTh
CoBceM He CTaHeT K AETSM INpWIETaTh,
IMyrasicb HenmpuBBIYHOH 0OGCTaHOBKHU?
BbiTh MOXET, YeM MasyuTh Had THE3IOM,
Boobuie He cTowsio coBaTh K HHM Hoca?
Ho MBI He CTaju BpEMEHH TEpATh

Ha pa3speiiesse 3TOro BOIpoca.

Puck 6bU1, HO MBI OT pHCKa HE YIIUIH,
XOoTq ¥ 3HaJIM: MOXET BBIATH XYXE.
MbI THE3[OBIIIKO YKPBLIM, KaK CMOIJIH,
PeumB: motoMm nposepumM! Ilouemy xe
5l He NPHUIIOMHIO 3TOTO «HOTOMM»?—

A THI?7-VBJIEKIINCh HOBBIMH JIE€JIAMH,
Msl, BepHO, TaKk M HE NPHIILIM y3HATh,
Yrto cTtajio mocje ¢ 3TUMH NTEHIAMH

M Hayvymnuch JIM OHH JIETATh.

Ilepesoo I". Kpyxcxosa



MOUNTAIN INTERVAL

150

LOCKED OUT
As told to a child

When we locked up the house at night,
We always locked the flowers outside
And cut them off from window light.
The time I dreamed the door was tried
And brushed with buttons upon sleeves,

The flowers were out there with the thieves.

Yet nobody molested them!

We did find one nasturtium

Upon the steps with bitten stem.

I may have been to blame for that:

I always thought it must have been
Some flower I played with as I sat

At dusk to watch the moon down early.

THE LAST WORD OF A BLUEBIRD
As told to a child

As 1 went out a Crow

In a low voice said, ‘Oh,

I was looking for you.

How do you do?

I just came to tell you

To tell Lesley (will you?)
That her little Bluebird
Wanted me to bring word
That the north wind last night
That made the stars bright
And made ice on the trough
Almost made him cough
His tail feathers off.

He just had to fly!

But he sent her Good-by,
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IBETbHI 3A OKHOM

N3 pasroBopos ¢ merbMu

Korga Ml Ha HOYb IBEph 3ampeM
M Harayxo 3akpoeM LITOPBI,
IIBeTHI MBI HE NYCKa€M B IOM:
OHH —CHapyXH, 3a OKHOM,

I'me B TeMHOTE CcKpeOyTCs BOpBI
W Betep cBHILIET 3a YIJIOM.

Ho HeT, HUKTO HMX HE OOMIUT
Cpenp HOYM: MHp HE TaK >KecTok!
M ecnu clioMaHHBINA LIBETOK
Hauum Mbl yTpoM 3a MOPOroM,—
HagsepHoe, HE KTO HHOM,

Kak 51, B MoTeMKax NO3JHUX CHIOA
Ilon BoCcXopsiierO JIYHOH,

C HHUM 3aurpajicsi HEHapOKOM...

IHepesoo I'. Kpyckosa

MPUBET OT 34BJIMKA

W3 pa3roBopoB ¢ meTbMH

Hreinue, BBIAOS U3 10Ma,
OT BOpOHBI 3HaKOMO¥

A ycnbinan: «Yppa!

S my Bac ¢ yrtpa.

Kak nmena? Bel He B jec jiu?
A 3pgoposa yiu Jlecnn?
3s06uK-npyr,

Vneras Ha roT,

Eit npocun nepenats,

Uto He Mor Ooublie XAATh.
Houbto 3Be3aHOM’

JyHyn BeTep MOPO3HBIH,
3901MK Tak pacuMxaJics—
Haxe xBocT pacrpenajcs!
M xorpa ynerasn,

Jlecnu oH mepenan,

UTto6 oHa He cky4ana,
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And said to be good,

And wear her red hood,

And look for skunk tracks

In the snow with an ax—

And do everything!

And perhaps in the spring

He would come back and sing.’

A GIRL’S GARDEN

A neighbor of mine in the village
Likes to tell how one spring

When she was a girl on the farm, she did
A childlike thing.

One day she asked her father
To give her a garden plot

To plant and tend and reap herself,
And he said, ‘Why not?

In casting about for a corner
He thought of an idle bit

Of walled-off ground where a shop had stood,
And he said, ‘Just it.

And he said, ‘That ought to make you
An ideal one-girl farm,

And give you a chance to put some strength
On your slim-jim arm.’

It was not enough of a garden,
Her father said, to plow;

So she had to work it all by hand,
But she don’t mind now.

She wheeled the dung in the wheelbarrow
Along a stretch of road;

But she always ran away and left
Her not-nice load,
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Temnwlif mwapdp Hanmesana
N xartanack ¢ ropsl

V Oapcyubeit HOpHI.

N nobGasui, uTO, eciau
Byner ymuunueit Jlecnn,
OH onsATh uepe3 ron
IMpunetur u croer».

Hepesoo I'. Kpynckosa

JEBOUKHWH OIroro[]

V Hameill cocenxu B IEpeBHE
Ecrb mobumslit pacckas:

IIpo TO, xak OHa [EBYOHKOM >Xuja
Ha ¢depme-u kak-To pa3s

Pemmna cama nmocagutbh Oropoj
M cama cobpath ypoxaii.
Ona 006 3TOM CKa3zana OoTIy,
M 1ot orBermn: «Caxai».

IlpuxunyB, Kakoi eif y4acTOK OaTh,
OH BCOMHMJ IIPO YroJ caja,

I'ne panblie cTOs1 PEeMOHTHBIN capaif,

U saxmouni: «To, yro Hamo».

«Bot Tebe depma. Mécra TyT -
Kak pa3 mns ogHON OEBYOHKHU.

isagmub, ¥ HaydyuiibCs KOH-4eMy,
N nogHaxonuilb CHJICHKH».

«KoHe4HO,~ npeaynpeausl oTel,—
s nayra 3mech TECHOBATO».

IToaTtoMy Bech CBOH Oropon
Ona Bckomaja JIONaTou,—

O yeMm He XxajieeT U OO CHUX IOD;
Bo3mia HaBo3 (a 4yrto Xxe!)
Ha 3emimo cBor0,—HO €Ba BIAJIN

IToxa3piBajicsi MPOXOXMUH,
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And hid from anyone passing.
And then she begged the seed.
She says she thinks she planted one
Of all things but weed.

A hill each of potatoes,
Radishes, lettuce, peas,

Tomatoes, beets, beans, pumpkins, corn
And even fruit trees.

And yes, she has long mistrusted
That a cider apple tree

In bearing there today is hers,
Or at least may be.

Her crop was a miscellany
When all was said and done,
A little bit of everything,
A great deal of none.

Now when she sees in the village
How village things go,

Just when it seems to come in right,
She says, ‘I know!

‘It’s as when I was a farmer-’
Oh, never by way of advice!

And she never sins by telling the tale
To the same person twice.

THE COW IN APPLE TIME

Something inspires the only cow of late

To make no more of a wall than an open gate,
And think no more of wall-builders than fools.
Her face is flecked with pomace and she drools

A cider syrup. Having tasted fruit,

She scorns a pasture withering to the root.
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Bpocana Tauky Ha mosamyTu

N manonymxo Oexana...
Ona BBIIpalIKBana ceMeHa

W dero TojbkO He caxana:

I'psinky penuca, rpsoky 60608,
CaexJly, cajaT U KapTOLIKY,
'opox, KyKypy3y, TBIKBY, MOPKOBb —
B o0ieM, Bcero MOHEMHOXKY.

W paxe mionoBbie AepeBLa
IIpiTanacy pacTuTh Ha TpsKe.

IMoxanyi, 4To SI6JIOHSA y CTEHBI—
Eme To#t caMoil rmocajku.

M mectpriii ke 310 ObLT ypoxai —
Taxoro He BuAen cBer:

HeMHOXKO TOro, HEMHOXKO CEro—
Hy B TouHOCTHM BUHerper!

3aTo Temepb, JMIIb CBEPHET pPa3roBOP
Ha OproxBy unu osec,

OHa OXMBJISETCSA U TOBODUT:
«Hy, scHO-uTO 3a Bompoc!

Bot kxorma y mens ¢epma ObLia...»
He 10 4T0OBI yuuT Beex!-—

Ho numHuit pa3 noBTOPUTH pacckas
He mounraer 3a rpex.

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxcrosa

KOPOBA B SBJIOYHLIN CE30H

YUTo 33 HaUThe HA Hee HAaXOOuT?
Becy nmeHbp kopoBa Hama KoJioOponout
M uukakux orpaj He NpU3HAeT.
EnuHOXAB BKYCHUB 3alpeTHBIH IUIOZ,
VBsamumii Jyr oHa npe3pena ropmo.
ITpsHAIIMM COKOM BBIMa3aHa MOpIa.
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She runs from tree to tree where lie and sweeten

The windfalls spiked with stubble and worm-eaten.

She leaves them bitten when she has to fly.
She bellows on a knoll against the sky.
Her udder shrivels and the milk goes dry.

A PATCH OF OLD SNOW

There’s a patch of old snow in a corner
That I should have guessed

Was a blow-away paper the rain
Had brought to rest.

It is speckled with grime as if
Small print overspread it,

The news of a day I've forgotten—
If T ever read it.

AN OLD MAN’S WINTER NIGHT

All out-of-doors looked darkly in at him
Through the thin frost, almost in separate stars,
That gathers on the pane in empty rooms.

What kept his eyes from giving back the gaze
Was the lamp tilted near them in his hand.

What kept him from remembering what it was
That brought him to that creaking room was age.
He stood with barrels round him-at a loss.

And having scared the cellar under him

In clomping here, he scared it once again

In clomping off;—and scared the outer night,
Which has its sounds, familiar, like the roar

Of trees and crack of branches, common things,
But nothing to like beating on a box.

A light he was to .no one but himself

Where now he sat, concerned with he knew what,
A quiet light, and then not even that.
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Jlvip mapanuna ciagkas omHa

Eit B MHupe BOX[ejleHHA M BaXKHa.
Ee u3 cama ¢ GpaHbiO BBIFOHSIOT;
Ona MpluaHbeM K HeGecaM B3BIBAaET,
N Monoko B cocuax meperopaer.

IHepesoo I'. Kpyxuckosa

IMMOTEMHEBIIETO CHEI'A JIOCKYT

IToTeMHeBIIETO CHEra JIOCKYT
VY creHbl, 32 yrjioM,—

Kakx oOpnIBOK ra3ersl, K 3emile
ITpUrBOXIECHHBIA TOXIEM.

Cepoii KONOTBIO BECh HCIELIPEH,
CrnoBHO mIpUPTOM CIEmBIM...
Vcrapeslude HOBOCTH MHS,
Uto pa3Besyics B ObIM.

ITepesoo I'. Kpysxckosa

CTAPUK ,3UMHEN HOYbIO

TbMa Ha Hero Tapaliach YrpromMo
CkBO3b 3Be3[bl U3MOPO3U Ha CTEKJIe—
IMpumeTa HEXUNIBIX, XOJOIHBIX KOMHAT.
KTo TaM crosut cHapyxu — pasrisiiaeTh
Memaynia jamna BosJie rya3. [IpunoMHuTs,
YTo npuBeso ero crioia, B MOTEMKHU
Ckpunyueil KOMHAThI,—Melllajia CTapOoCTh.
OH posro aymaj, cros cpeau Gouexk.
IToToM, HapoOYHO TSXKENO CTymas,

UTto6 HanmyraTh MojBaJl Ha BCAKMIA ciy4ai,
OH BbILIENT HA KPBUIBIIO—U HaNyra
[yxyro NMOJHOYb: e NMPHBBIYHBI ObUIM

M cyubeB Tpeck, U TpOMKHUI CKpUN IEpEBLEB,
Ho He noneHa CTyK HO TyJKMM JOCKaM.
...OH cBeTOoM ObLT M omgHOTO Cebs,
Korna cupen, mepebupasi B MBICISAX

Bor 3Haer 4TOo,—U MEpKHYJ THUXUIl CBET.
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He consigned to the moon, such as she was,
So late-arising, to the broken moon

As better than the sun in any case

For such a charge, his snow upon the roof,
His icicles along the wall to keep;

And slept. The log that shifted with a jolt
Once in the stove, disturbed him and he shifted,
And eased his heavy breathing, but still slept.
One aged man-one man-can’t keep a house,
A farm, a countryside, or if he can,

It’s thus he does it of a winter night.

‘OUT, OUT~

The buzz saw snarled and rattled in the yard

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.
And from there those that lifted eyes could count
Five mountain ranges one behind the other

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,
As it ran light, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was all but done.

Call it a day, I wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour
That a boy counts so much when saved from work.
His sister stood beside them in her apron

To tell them ‘Supper.” At the-word, the saw,

As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,
Leaped out at the boy’s hand, or seemed to leap-
He must have given the hand. However it was,
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!

The boy’s first outcry was a rueful laugh,

As he swung toward them holding up the hand
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep

The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all-

Since he was old enough to know, big boy
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OH nopy4uJ JIyHe — yCTaJIOH, NPSXJIOH,

A Bce Xe moaxodsauleii, Kak HHUKTO,

Hdns sToro 3amaHus —crepeyb

CocyapkH BJIOJIb CTEHBI, CYrpo0 Ha KphbillUe;
N 3appeman. IlosneHo, BOPpOXHYBIINCH

B neun, ero BCTPEBOXMUJIO: OH B3OPOTHYJI
W Tsxen0 B3OOXHYJ, HO HE MPOCHYJICS.
Crapuk He MOXET OTBEeYaTh OIUH

3a Bce: U IOM, U depMy, U OKpYrYy.

Ho ecnu 6onble HEKOMY,—BOT Tak

OH crepexeT UX OOJTON 3MMHER HOYBEO.

Iepeeoo I'. Kpyxckosa

‘OUuT, OUT..”

l'ynena pmupkynspHas nuia

Cpenu aBopa, BH3IJIMBO Ipebe3xana,
[Maxyuue poHsst yypOaku

M paccbimas Bopoxa ONUJIOK.

A crouno riasa NOJHSATH—BIAJH
BuHenuch TOphl, NATh BBICOKUX I'peOHER —

TaM, rae CagujioCb COJIHIIC HaAnQ BepMOHTOM.

IMuna to npebe3xana, HaNpsrasce,

To BbUIa M ryndena BXOJIOCTYIO.

Bce 6bL1O, Kak Bcerga. M meHb KOHYAJICS.
Hy uyto Obl UM He nowaballuTh paHblile,
O6pagoBaB MaJIbYMILKY,— Uil HETO
CBoOoaHBIX HOJlYaca HeMaJIo 3HayaT!
IIpunia ero cecrpa mo3BaTh MYXYHH:
«ITopa Ha yxun». B stor Mur nuna,

Kak Oynro Obl MOHSAB, YTO 3HAYUT «YXKHH»,
PBanysach ¥ BOWJIACH MAJIbYHUILKE B PYKY—
WUnu oH caM MaxHyn pyKOH HENOBKO—
Huxto He Bupen tonkom. Ho pyka!

OH paxe cropsiya He 3aKpuyal,

Ho mosepHyJsicsi, kanko ybibasich

W pyky BBepx nomHsiB—Kak Obl B MoOJbOE
Wnn uto6 xu3Hp He pacmieckaTb. U TyT
OH noHs1 (OH Beab OBUI HE Tak YK Maj,
Uto6 3TOrO0 He OCO3HATh, NMOAPOCTOK,
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Doing a man’s work, though a child at heart-
He saw all spoiled. ‘Don’t let him cut my hand off-
The doctor, when he comes. Don’t let him, sister!
So. But the hand was gone already.

The doctor put him in the dark of ether.

He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then-the watcher at his pulse took fright.
No one believed. They listened at his heart.
Little—less—nothing!—~and that ended it.

No more to build on there. And they, since they
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.

THE BONFIRE

‘Oh, let’s go up the hill and scare ourselves,

As reckless as the best of them tonight,

By setting fire to all the brush we piled

With pitchy hands to wait for rain or snow.
Oh, let’s not wait for rain to make it safe.

The pile is ours: we dragged it bough on bough
Down dark converging paths between the pines.
Let’s not care what we do with it tonight.
Divide it? No! But burn it as one pile

The way we piled it. And let’s be the talk

Of people brought to windows by a light
Thrown from somewhere against their wallpaper.
Rouse them all, both the free and not so free
With saying what they’d like to do to us

For what they’d better wait till we have done.
Let’s all but bring to life this old volcano,

If that is what the mountain ever was—

And scare ourselves. Let wild fire loose we will...’

‘And scare you too? the children said together.

‘Why wouldn’t it scare me to have a fire
Begin in smudge with ropy smoke and know
That still, if I repent, I may recall it,
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PaGoTtaBimii 3a B3pOCJIOro) —OH MOHSLI,
Uto Bce mpomano. «Twl ckaxwu, cecrpa,
Cxaxwu, 4T06 pyKy MHe He oTpe3ayu!»
Ha TtamM yxe U He ObLIO PYKH.

Bpau yceimun ero adupHON Mackoi.
OH OyJNbKHYJ KaK-TO CTPaHHO—H 3aTHX.
CuynraBiumii MyJbC BHE3AMHO HMCHYrajcs.

He moxer 6wiTh. Ho... cranu ciaymaths cepaie.

Crnabeii —cnabeii—enie ciabeit!—u BCE.
UYro tyr nmomenaemn? Kto ymep-ymep,
JXKuBble CHOBa 3aHSIUCH—KTO YeM.

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

KOCTEP

«B3oiineM Ha XxonM u Habepemcs crpaxy,
Kak 3arosopiukm, cerofHs B HOYb
3axkKeM BeCb XBOPOCT, NPHHECEHHbIH HaMu
Ha cnyuaii cHeronmaga u Joxas.

He O6ynem xpaTh J0XIs, KOrJa HET pHCKa,
Bcs kydwa Hamia: Mbl Cy4OK K CY4KY
[IpuBOJIOKJIM O MYpaBbHHBIM TpONam

He nmns toro ee, uTob6 OTCTYNMTH.

Pa3burps Ha xyuku? Her, nomxeusr BClO pa3oMm,
Kak Mb1 cnoxumu. Ilyctes moiimer mMonBa
Cpenu mopei, OLIEIOMIIEHHBIX CBETOM,
Kotopriii B okHa ynmaner c Hebec.

Pa30yaumM HecBOOOOHBIX M CBOOOJIHBIX,
Bcex-Bcex, U 4eM XOTEJId HaM BO3IaTh,

IMycTs BO3manyT He paHblIe, YeM YBHIAT,
Pa30ynuM Kk XU3HM JPEMIIIOLIUI BYJIKaH,
OroHb 6e3yMHBIN BBITYCTHMM Ha BOJIIO

M camu ucnyraeMcst OrHs».

«M BBl GouTECh?» — YAMBHINCH AETH.
«Ewme Obl He 6oATHCH, €CaM Xap
JIuib 3aHsICs UM, BOBpEMs ONOMHSCH,
A, MoXxer ObITb, CMOTY €r0 YHATD,

11-328
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But in a moment not: a little spurt

Of burning fatness, and then nothing but

The fire itself can put it out, and that

By burning out, and before it burns out

It will have roared first and mixed sparks with stars,
And sweeping round it with a flaming sword,
Made the dim trees stand back in wider circle—
Done so much and I know not how much more
I mean it shall not do if I can bind it.

Well if it doesn’t with its draft bring on

A wind to blow in earnest from some quarter,
As once it did with me upon an April.

The breezes were so spent with winter blowing
They seemed to fail the bluebirds under them
Short of the perch their languid flight was toward;
And my flame made a pinnacle to heaven

As I walked once around it in possession.

But the wind out of doors—you know the saying.
There came a gust. You used to think the trees
Made wind by fanning since you never knew

It blow but that you saw the trees in motion.
Something or someone watching made that gust.
It put the flame tip-down and dabbed the grass
Of over-winter with the least tip-touch

Your tongue gives salt or sugar in your hand.
The place it reached to blackened instantly.

The black was almost all there was by daylight,
That and the merest curl of cigarette smoke—
And a flame slender as the hepaticas,
Blood-root, and violets so soon to be now.

But the black spread like black death on the ground,
And T think the sky darkened with a cloud

Like winter and evening coming on together.
There were enough things to be thought of then.
Where the field stretches toward the north

And setting sun to Hyla brook, I gave it

To flames without twice thinking, where it verges
Upon the road, to flames too, though in fear
They might find fuel there, in withered brake,
Grass its full length, old silver goldenrod,

And alder and grape vine entanglement,
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Ho Mur—u s3bIkd OTHS B3METHYTCH,

U, xpoMe caMOro Orssi, HUYTO

He yxpotur ero, u, BbIropas

U npexne 4eM OH BBITOPHUT [0TJIa,

OHn 3apeseT, Opocasi MCKpBI K 3Be31aM,

U Hy MaxaTh NbUIAIOLIMM MEYOM,

UTto0 B TEMHOTY NOISTIINCH NEPEBbS,

W He yiiMu ero, Takux OH Jej
IToHaTBOPHUT, MOKyAa HE 3arJIOXHET.
KoneuHo, eciu TAroit BeTpoBOii

He BBI30BET HEMIYTOYHOrO BETPA,

Kak oH BecHOi mpopenan pa3 cO MHOM.
Tak 3a 3uUMy HOBBIOXJIHMCH BeETpa,

UTto ManbIX NTHUH, Ka3ajoch, HE AepxKaJu,
JleTsuux HU3KO MO CBOUM CYKaM,

U Moit oroHs crpemryiaB MeTHyJICS B He6o,
IToka TonTajics s BOKPYI KOCTpa.
IMoceews BeTep —3HaeTe, 4TO OyneT.

M mxBan npuuen. (Bam kxaxercs, JiMCTBa
M BbI3BIBaCT BeTEp, Tak Kak BETEp
He3puMm, a JUCTBS XOOAT XOLYHOM.)
He3puMslii XTO-TO 3TOT IIKBajJ M BHI3BAJI
OH npuIaBuUil OTOHb, JIN3HYB CIEpBa
TpaBy, 0cBOOOXIEHHYIO OT CHera,

Kak npoOyer s3Ik Hall COJb C PYKH,
Ho MecTo, rae nu3Hysl OH, NOYEpHEO.
IIpn cBeTe OHs BCE COENANOCH YEPHO:
JIyr nouepHesn, ¥ U3 LBETOB B3OILLIU
Jlmiub curapeTHblil 3aBUTOK JAa Iulams
OT nepeJieckoBOi ToJIyOH3HbBI

o rycToThl KPOBb-KOpHS U (pHaJIKu.

W 4epnas morubenp nomosnsina.

Ka3zanoce, Tyya TeMHas 3aBHCIa

U cymepku ¢ HeHacTbeM MOMOLLIY.

Tak MHOTO MPOHECIOCh B OJHO MIHOBEHBE.
Tam, rae Ha ceBep TSHYTCS MOJA

U rpe Pyueit crpyurcs Jlarymauuid,

S mpenan Bce OTHIO, HE 3Hasl caM,

I'me oH ymper, 4, GoJblle, onacasch,
Uto miuamMs MOXeT TOIUIHBO cebe

Haiitu B BaJieXXHUKE M CyXOCTOE,

B onbxe Jiu, B BUHOTpagHOH JIM JIO3€,

1n*
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To leap the dusty deadline. For my own

I took what front there was beside. I knelt

And thrust hands in and held my face away.
Fight such a fire by rubbing not by beating.

A board is the best weapon if you have it.

I had my coat. And oh, I knew, I knew,

And said out loud, I couldn’t bide the smother
And heat so close it; but the thought of all

The woods and town on fire by me, and all

The town turned out to fight for me—that held me.
I trusted the brook barrier, but feared

The road would fail; and on that side the fire
Died not without a noise of crackling wood -

Of something more than tinder-grass and weed —
That brought me to my feet to hold it back

By leaning back myself, as if the reins

Were round my neck and I was at the plow.

I won! But I'm sure no one ever spread

Another color over a tenth the space

That I spread coal-black over in the time

It took me. Neighbors coming home from town
Couldn’t believe that so much black had come there
While they had backs turned, that it hadn’t been there
When they had passed an hour or so before
Going the other way and they not seen it.

They looked about for someone to have done it.
But there was no one. I was somewhere wondering
Where all my weariness had gone and why

I walked so light on air in heavy shoes

In spite of a scorched Fourth-of-July feeling.

Why wouldn’t I be scared remembering that?

‘If it scares you, what will it do to us?

‘Scare you. But if you shrink from being scared,
What would you say to war if it should come?
That’s what for reasons I should like to know-
If you can comfort me by any answer.’
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N uepe3 kpait nepemaxHyTb. A caMm A
C ornem GopoJics TaM, Tie BCIBIXHYJI OH.
BcraB Ha KojieHHW, Owi, rnasa COLypHB.
Bopurech kaTtanbeM, a He OMTbeM

C takuM orHeM. Jlocka Oblna ObI KCTaTH,
A y MeHs mumxak Obur. S kpuuan,
YTto He MOTY C OTHEM M AbIMOM CJIAJUTh,
Korpma onu Ttax 3ip1. Ho Mbicnb 0 Bcex
Jlecax B OrHe M ropojae ropsiiem—
M3-3a MeHs—MeHs epxkaljia 31ech.

S 3a pydeil cokoeH ObuLI, OOHAKO
Bosics, 4To mopora moaseneT.

Ho nnaMs nmoHeMHOry 3aTHXajio,
TpyTOBHHKOM CTpesii U TpaBoi,

He roBops o nepese, U 3TO

Ilo3Bosmyio MHE BCTaTh, YTOO yaepxkaThb
B y3me ero, u s crosul, Kak Iaxapsb,
Kak Ha peMHSX, OTKUHYBLIMCH Ha3an.
S nobenun! Knsaych, 1 Manoit gonu
Hukto He Mor OBl mEpeKpacuTh Tak,
Kak caeman s, u 3a Takoe BpeMsl.
Cocenu, BO3BpalasChb B 3TOT [EHb

W3 ropona, riazaM CBOMM BHadvaje
IToBepuTh HE MOIJIM OT 4EPHOTHI,
Harpsauysiueit Tyna, rae mpoxXoauiu
OHH TpUMEpHO 4Yac TOMY Hasal.

OuM rajgajm, XTo OBl 3TO chaean,

Ho nycro 6vuio B mone. 51 Opoaun

Be3 ycranu, Hor mox co®oif He uys,

B Taxenbix OamMakax ¥ HECMOTps

Ha nycroty BHyTpu. U mouemy Obl

He ucnyratbcs MHe u3-3a OTHA™»

«Ho ecnu crpamHo BaM, 4To Oyner ¢ HamMu™

«Hatepnurecb. Ho cTpaxa He mo3Has,
Ciyuuch BOWHA, YTO CKa)XeTe BOWHE Bbl?
Yro eil orBeTuTe, XOTEJ OBl 3HATH,
KoHe4yHO, eciii eCTh OTBET Ha 3TOX.
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‘Oh, but war’s not for children—it’s for men.’

‘Now we are digging almost down to China.

My dears, my dears, you thought that—we all thought it.
So your mistake was ours. Haven’t you heard, though,
About the ships where war has found them out

At sea, about the towns where war has come
Through opening clouds at night with droning speed
Further o’erhead than all but stars and angels,—

And children in the ships and in the towns?

Haven’t you heard what we have lived to learn?
Nothing so new-something we had forgotten:

War is for everyone, for children too.

I wasn’t going to tell you and I mustn’t.

The best way is to come up hill with me

And have our fire and laugh and be afraid.

THE SOUND OF THE TREES

I wonder about the trees.

Why do we wish to bear
Forever the noise of these

More than another noise

So close to our dwelling place?
We suffer them by the day

Till we lose all measure of pace,
And fixity in our joys,

And acquire a listening air.

They are that that talks of going
But never gets away;

And that talks no less for knowing,
As it grows wiser and older,
That now it means to stay.
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«BoitHa He mis OeTed, a I MYXXYUH».

«Hy BoT MBI M konHyau ao Kwuras.

Bot uTO mpHLLIO BaM B rOJIOBY, APY3bSl.
Ms1 Bce Tak aymand. Ho, moporue,

Bbl He cibIxald pa3Be O cyndax,
3acCTUTrHYTBIX BOHHOIO B OKeaHe,

O ropopax, Kyna IpMiUa BoOHHa,

3aBbIB ¢ Hebec, U3 00JIaYHBIX Pa3pLIBOB,
['me BbIllI€ TOJILKO aHIeNbl MOMOT,

A B ropoaax u B Mope Obuid OeTu?
[To3BOJIBTE X€ HAMOMHUTHL BaM asbl,
HemHuoro u3 toro, 4Tto Bbl 3a0bLIM:
Boiina 015 secex eotina, u 0aa Oemeii.

A He XOTen myraTh Bac ¥ HE JIOJDKEH.
He nyume 5np HaMm, Apy3bs, B3OHTH Ha XOJIM,
3axeyb KOCTEp M HATEPNEThbCS CTpaxy».

Ilepesoo O. Yyxonyesa

IIYM JEPEBBEB

HenoHnsTHa m000Bb K nOepeBaMm,

K ux nucrtse, wenectsmeit yrpromo
Bo3ne Haimero moma, rae Ham

Tak nmocaneH ObiBaer mobo#
TuiuHy Hapymaromuil 3ByK.

Mpbl UM Lesible QHH HanpoJieT
Be3amaATexHO BHUMaeMm, HO BAPYT
Hac mokos smnaer mpocroii
Cwmbicn GeccBsi3HOTO Bpojie ObI IIyMa.
Tak ngo crapoctu o HecBoOoOaE
[Mpuuuraer GecnomormHo TOT,

KTo, MeuTass BCio xu3Hb 00 yxoje,
Teepmo 3Haer, 4TO 3TO MycTOE

U 4to OH HUKyHa He yiIeT.
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My feet tug at the floor

And my head sways to my shoulder
Sometimes when I watch trees sway,
From the window or the door.

I shall set forth for somewhere,

I shall make the reckless choice
Some day when they are in voice
And tossing so as to scare

The white clouds over them on.

I shall have less to say,

But I shall be gone.
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ITotoMy cpenu Gesoro aHs
HepeBa yBUAaB, rOJIOBOIO
IMTouuxaro u g, u6o XIer

Bpsan nu yyacTh HMHasi MEHs.

Ho omHaxapl, yClbllIaB HUX LIyM,
Ha BbICOKHE JINCTbS M XBOIO

A B3MJIAHY, M NPUIET MHE Ha yM
HeoxupganHo 4TO-TO Takoe,

Yro, nmycrs nmaxe cebe Ha Oeny,
S He cTaHy TBepIUTb NPO YXOH,
A yiiny.

Ilepeéoo b. Xaebnuxosa









THE AIM WAS SONG

Before man came to blow it right

The wind once blew itself untaught,
And did its loudest day and night

In any rough place where it caught.

Man came to tell it what was wrong:
It hadn’t found the place to blow;

It blew too hard-the aim was song.
And listen-how it ought to go!

He took a little in his mouth,

And held it long enough for north
To be converted into south,

And then by measure blew it forth.

By measure. It was word and note,

The wind the wind had meant to be—
A little through the lips and throat.

The aim was song—the wind could see.

THE ONSET

Always the same, when on a fated night

At last the gathered snow lets down as white
As may be in dark woods, and with a song

It shall not make again all winter long

Of hissing on the yet uncovered ground,

I almost stumble looking up the end

Gives up his errand, and lets death descend



UTOB BBIIJIA ITECHA

Bru1 Berep He O0yueH NHEHBIO

N, HeoOy3manHO ropiacr,
PeBen u BbUI, IO HAaCTPOEHBIO,

M mpocro ayn Bo 4TO ropasn.

Ho 4enoBek cka3an ¢ mocamoi:
Te myems rpy6o, HaoGym!
Ilocaymait myvine—BOT Kak Hamo,

Uro0 BbINIJIA HECHA, & HE LIYM.

OH cpenan BOOX—HO He TIyOOKHIA,
M Bo3myx 3amepxkan 4yTh-4yTh,
IloToM, He HagyBas IEKH,
Cran THXO, HOHEMHOTY OYTh.

M BMecTo BOs, BMECTO peBa—
He nyHoBenue, a myx-—
Bo3uuxiM My3blka M CIIOBO.
N Berep obOpatmics B ciyx.

Hepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BPACILJIOX

M xaxpapiii pa3, Korjja nNopoil NMOJHOYHOM,
B TaumHCTBEHHBIH M TMXMH 4Yac ypO4HBIH,
Cuer wenecrsuuuii, Oesplit cHer ¢ Hebec
IToceimercs Ha roJibli, YepHBbIN Jiec,

S ynuBieHHO, pOOKO 03MparoCh,

M Bo3BOXY IJ1a3a, U CHOTBIKAIOCH,
3aCTUrHYTHIA BpPAcCILIOX,—KaK 4€JIOBEK,
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Upon him where he is, with nothing done
To evil, no important triumph won,
More than if life had never been begun.

Yet all the precedent is on my side:

I know that winter death has never tried

The earth but it has failed: the snow may heap
In long storms an undrifted four feet deep

As measured against maple, birch, and oak,

It cannot check the peeper’s silver croak;

And I shall see the snow all go down hill

In water of a slender April rill

That flashes tail through last year’s withered brake
And dead weeds, like a disappearing snake.
Nothing will be left white but here a birch,
And there a clump of houses with a church.

NOTHING GOLD CAN STAY

Nature’s first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf’s a flower,
But only so an hour.

Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,

So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.

BLUE-BUTTERFLY DAY

It is blue-butterfly day here in spring,

And with these sky-flakes down in flurry on flurry
There is more unmixed color on the wing

That flowers will show for days unless they hurry.
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KoTopslii pa3iy4yaercs HaBek

M co cre3eit cBoell, 1 ¢ OeJIbIM CBETOM,
ToMHMBIHT HEHCIIOJIHEHHBIM 00ETOM

U He cBeplLIMB HAa4aTOro Tpyna,—

Kak 6yaro Obl M He XMJI HHMKOrJa.

Ho mpexxHuil onelT TOBOPHUT MHE CMEINO,
UYTto mapcrBo 3TOH oToponu Oenoit
[Tpoiner. Ilycth, neneHa 3a mejeHOM,
CkpbiBasi TpyIsl ONaJd JIECHOH,

ITo mosic cHera HaMeTyT MeTEJNH,—

TeM 3BOHYE KBakIM 3amoOOT B ampee.
M s yBuxy, kak cyrpod cemoii

B oBparu cxJIBIHET TajlOK0 BOAOM

W, spkoii 3Mmeiikoit no xKycraM netiss,
Ucuezner. N npupger nopa uHas.

O cHere BCIOMHHIIBb JHUIIL B Oepe3Hsike,
Ja nepkoBKy 3aMeTsl BHaJieKe.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BCE 30JIOTOE 3bIBKO

HoBopoxaeHHbli JucT
He 3enen—3o0n0THCT.

U nepsbiMu nHcTamy,
Kax paiickumu nseramu,
Ilpupona TewuT Hac;
Ho Ttemmut TosbKO uac.
Benpb, xak 3apu yJibIOka,
Bce 3o0si0TOE 3BI0KO.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyackoea

JAEHb I'OJYBbIX MOTBIJIbBKOB

HeHb rojiy0bIX BECEHHUX MOTBIUJIBKOB!
Hebechble 1BeThI mapsr, MejbKasi.
Eue He CKOpO y 3€MHBIX I[BETOB
Haxkonurcs ronyOuszna Takas.
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But these are flowers that fly and all but sing:
And now from having ridden out desire

They lie closed over in the wind and cling
Where wheels have freshly sliced the April mire.

TO EARTHWARD

Love at the lips was touch

As sweet as I could bear;

And once that seemed too much,
I lived on air

That crossed me from sweet things
The flow of-was it musk

From hidden grapevine springs
Down hill at dusk?

I had the swirl and ache

From sprays of honeysuckle
That when they’re gathered shake
Dew on the knuckle:

I craved strong sweets, but those
Seemed strong when I was young;
The petal of the rose

It was that stung.

Now no joy but lacks salt
That is not dashed with pain
And weariness and fault;

I crave the stain

Of tears, the aftermark
Of almost too much love,
The sweet of bitter bark
And burning clove.

When stiff and sore and scarred
I take away my hand
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Onn napsar —1 TOJIBKO HE IIOKOT;
I/I, C KaXabIM B3MaxOM OITIyCKasiCb HHXE,
Ol'lyCTOI.I]eHHbIe, K 3€MJIE€ NPUIIBHYT,

I'me Bpe3aH cnen KoJjiec B alpesbCKOM JKIKE.

Ilepesod I'. Kpyxckosa

K 3EMIJIE

JIto6BU KOCHYTBCS PTOM
Kaszanoce BeIile cHi;
MHe BO3ayx ObUI LUMTOM,
A c BeTpoM mui

Hanexnit apomar

JIMCTBBI, MBIIBLBI H CMOJL...
Kakoit Tam BepTorpan

B osBpare nsen?

Kpyxwunace rososa,
Kornma xacMuH jecHoi
Kponun mMHe pykaBa
Pocoit HouHOIA.

51 HexHOCTBIO OoJeln,
51 momnon OvuLI, mMOKa
Oxor Ha Koxe TJel
Ot nenecrxa.

Ho moocrbuna xpoBb,
W npurynunack 60Jb;
N s nupyio BHOBb,
BnuBas cojib

JlaBHO TIPOCOXINMX CJie3;
W ropekuii BKyC KOpBI
MHe cnamocTHee po3
HHoi#t nopel.

Kornma ropur iueka,
Hckosora TpaBoif,

12-328
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From leaning on it hard
In grass and sand,

The hurt is not enough:

I long for weight and strength
To feel the earth as rough

To all my length.

ON A TREE FALLEN ACROSS THE ROAD
(to hear us talk)

The tree the tempest with a crash of wood
Throws down in front of us is not to bar

Our passage to our journey’s end for good,
But just to ask us who we think we are

Insisting always on our own way so.
She likes to halt us in our runner tracks,
And make us get down in a foot of snow
Debating what to do without an ax.

And yet she knows obstruction is in vain:

We will not be put off the final goal

We have it hidden in us to attain,

Not though we have to seize earth by the pole

And, tired of aimless circling in one place,
Steer straight off after something into space.

TO E. T.

I slumbered with your poems on my breast
Spread open as I dropped them half-read through
Like dove wings on a figure on a tomb

To see, if in a dream they brought of you,
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N 3artexsa pyka
ITox ronosoi,

MHe 3Ta Myka BCIacTh,
Xoyy k 3eMJiie KOpHei
Eme mioTHell npunacrs,
Ewme OosnbHeil.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

O JEPEBE, VIIABIIEM IIOIIEPEK JOPOI'M

(ITycrb oHO cabnuuT!)

CTBOJI, PYXHYBLIMIH [OJ HATUCKOM MeTENH
Ha mpoceky, He TO 4YTOOBI BCepbe3

XoTesn HaM NperpaguTh OOPOry K LEJH,
Ho nuwp no-cBoeMy 3anaTh BOIPOC:

Kyna Bbl Tak crhewmre Cro3apaHok?
EMy, nomxHO OBITh, HPaBHTCS UIpa:
3acTaBUTh Hac B Cyrpo6 COHTH M3 CaHOK,
Il'apas, xak Tyt ObITH Ge3 TomOpa.

A BHIpoueM, 3HAaEeT OH: NOMEXH TILETHBI,
MBI He cBepHEM —XOTs Obl HaM HPHUIILIOCH,
Y106 3aMbICe] OCYIIECTBUTH 3aBETHBIMH,
PyxkaMu yxBaTMTh 3€MHYIO OChb

W, pa3BepHyBIINCh, YCTPEMUTh IUIAHETY
Broiepen, k eiie HEBEOOMOMY CBETY.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

2. T-VY

I'naza cMexuB, s YPOHWJI Ha Ipylb

TBOUX CTHXOB PaCKpBITHIH Geiyblii TOM:
Kax rony0p Ha KJIaJOHWILIEHCKOH IIIMTE,
OH Tpeneran paciIaCTaHHBIM KPBUIOM.

12*
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I might not have the chance I missed in life
Through some delay, and call you to your face
First soldier, and then poet, and then both,
Who died a soldier-poet of your race.

I meant, you meant, that nothing should remain
Unsaid between us, brother, and this remained —
And one thing more that was not then to say:
The Victory for what it lost and gained.

You went to meet the shell’s embrace of fire
On Vimy Ridge; and when you fell that day
The war seemed over more for you than me,
But now for me than you-the other way.

How over, though, for even me who knew

The foe thrust back unsafe beyond the Rhine,

If T was not to speak of it to you

And see you pleased once more with words of mine?

STOPPING BY WOODS
ON A SNOWY EVENING

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.
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S otmicKaTh TeOS XOTEN BO CHE,

XoTen JOroBopurh ¢ ToOow, Opart;

Tl 6bUT M3 TEX, KTO, He 0OACH CyOBOBI,
JKun xak HO3T M yMep Kak coJijar.

Mb1 gymand, 4TO TaiH MeX HaMH HET
W npyr y apyra HaMm He ObITh B JOJITY;
A MOJIyIMJIOCH Tak, YTO f C TOOOIA
IToGenoit moxenuThC HE MOTY.

Korma te1 mox AppacoMm man B 6oro
IIpn BcmbIUKax OpyAMHHOrO OTHA,
BoiiHa OKOHYHMJIACH JIMIIL Ui TeOs

B TOT yac; a HBIHE—TOJIBKO IJIS MEHS.

A nna 1ebs TOT OOH ellle I'PEMMT;

M uro MHe xankuii pumuam mnoben,
Kornma ckazatp TebGe, yTO Bpar pa3OuT,—
M 3toro mue yrenieHbs Her?

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckoea

3UMHHUM BEYEPOM YV JIECA

Yeii 3TO Jlec ¥ 3TH gaam?

X034MH 3THX MeCT eaBa JId

IToiimeT, Kk YeMy MbI 3[1€Ch, Y KPOMKH
3acHeXXeHHOrO IOJIsl, CTaJd.

W HenoHATHO JIoLIAZEHKE,

3aueM MBI 37eChb B HOYHOMH IO3eMKe
CrouMm, rie macMypHble enu
I'nagarca B Gesble MOTEMKH.

3BeHs y31eukoit eye-ene,

Mo, 4TO Takoe, B caMOM JeJie,
OHa Bce XIET, MOKa €3JI0K
IMpucaymuBaeTcs K MeTENH.
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The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.

IN A DISUSED GRAVEYARD

The living come with grassy tread
To read the gravestones on the hill;
The graveyard draws the living still,
But never any more the dead.

The verses in it say and say:

‘The ones who living come today
To read the stones and go away
Tomorrow dead will come to stay.’

So sure of death the marbles rhyme,
Yet can’t help marking all the time
How no one dead will seem to come.
What is it men are shrinking from?

It would be easy to be clever

And tell the stones: Men hate to die
And have stopped dying now forever.
I think they would believe the lie.

THE RUNAWAY

Once when the snow of the year was beginning to fall,

We stopped by a mountain pasture to say, ‘Whose colt?

A little Morgan had one forefoot on the wall,
The other curled at his breast. He dipped his head
And snorted at us. And then he had to bolt.

We heard the miniature thunder where he fled,
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IIpexpacen nec, apemy4, riybok.
Ho nonxeH s BepHyTbCS B CpOK,
W nyte o moma elne naek,
U nyrs mo goma eme gajiek.

Ilepesoo O. Yyxonyesa

3ABPOIIEHHOE KJIAABUIIE

Hanrpobuii MpaMopHas peyb
3oBeT Ha KJIaAOHIIE TIJIyXoe.
JKuBbIx BileueT croma ObLIOE,
A MepTBBIX —HEYEM M 3aBJIEYb.

Ha nyurax nuceMeHa riacer:
«OT1crona HeT myTH Ha3zan.

Tel MeHa uuTaew» TyT,

TBoe HazaBTpa 34€Ch HPOUTYTY.

Ho ne nykaBst jm cruxu?
VIMeHbs 3[eLIHNE TUXH.
Hwurpe ycommux He BUAATH.
Yero x rpo3urbcs M myrath?

U passe He ObLIO 6 BepHee

IMpouects Ha kamue: «CMeEPTH CTpalliHa,
W 31ech MOKOHYMIN MBI C Hero !»

3ayeM He JiKeTe, MUCbMeHa?

ITepesod B. Tonoposa

VBEXABIIUN XXEPEBEHOK

Opmnaxapl, MOA PEOIIUM B BO3OYXE IEPBBIM CHEXKOM,
Ham Bcrperuinics xepebeHok Ha ropHoM Jyry. «Tel ueid ™
Mautbiii, MpUBCTaB Ha OBIOKH, Maxaj XBOCTOM,

IloctaBuB HOTY Ha H3ropolb U3 KaMHEN.

VBuIg HAac, OH 3apXajl U MYCTUIICS CTPEJIOH,

ITo Mep3noit 3emMine pacceillas MaJieHbKHH I'DOM,
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And we saw him, or thought we saw him, dim and gray,
Like a shadow against the curtain of falling flakes.
‘I think the little fellow’s afraid of the snow.

He isn’t winter-broken. It isn’t play

With the little fellow at all. He’s running away.

I doubt if even his mother could tell him, ‘““Sakes,
It’s only weather.” He’d think she didn’t know!
Where is his mother? He can’t be out alone.’

And now he comes again with clatter of stone,
And mounts the wall again with whited eyes

And all his tail that isn’t hair up straight.

He shudders his coat as if to throw off flies.
‘Whoever it is that leaves him out so late,

When other creatures have gone to stall and bin,
Ought to be told to come and take him in.’

FOR ONCE, THEN, SOMETHING

Others taunt me with having knelt at well-curbs
Always wrong to the light, so never seeing

Deeper down in the well than where the water
Gives me back in a shining surface picture

Me myself in the summer heaven godlike

Looking out of a wreath of fern and cloud puffs.
Once, when trying with chin against a well-curb,

I discerned, as I thought, beyond the picture,
Through the picture, a something white, uncertain,
Something more of the depths—and then I lost it.
Water came to rebuke the too clear water.

One drop fell from a fern, and lo, a ripple

Shook whatever it was lay there at bottom,

Blurred it, blotted it out. What was that whiteness?
Truth? A pebble of quartz? For once, then, something.
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CMYTHO MEJIbKHYJ BIajii—U HpOMajl Yepe3 MMUT
B cyMmsaTHIE XJIONBEB, 32 CHEXHOIO IEJIEHOM.
«BunHo, oH cHera Oourcs. Emie He npuBbIK

K 3ume. Hcnyrancs MeTenu—u HayTex.

Ecyin Obl gaxe MaTh ckasaja emy:

Yrto TeI! OTO Takas moroja, ChIHOK!—

OH 6Bl M TO BpSA JIH MOBEPUJ €if.

I'me ero maTp? MaJbilly HeJIb3st OOHOMY.
BoT oH onATh BO3HMKAET U3 CephIX TEHEH,
XBoCT 3aaupasi, CKayeT Ha3zal BO BeChb IyX,
CHoBa J1€e3eT Ha M3rOpojb, NEepenyraHHbId BeCh,
BerpsixuBasich, OyATO IIAJBHBIX OTTOHSAS MYX.
«KTo OBl €ro HM OcTaBWUJI TaK HO3HO 3[€ECh,
B vac, xorma ects y Kaxnoit TBapu XHUBOH
Kpbiua cBost ¥ KOpMyIlka,— HyX)HO CKa3aTh,
Utobbl cxoaund 3a HUM W IPHBEIN HOMOID».

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

YTO-TO BBILJIO

S, HaBepHO, CMELIOH, KOT[a, CKJIOHUBIIHCH
Han xonomnem, HO He yMmes riyGxe
3arisHyTh,~ Ha MOBEPXHOCTH OJeCTsIIEH
Cam cebs cosepuaro, ClIOBHO oOpa3
BoxecrBa, Ha na3ypHoM ¢oHe Heba,

B obpamienun 00JIaKOB U JIUCTBEB.
Kak-To pa3, Doiro BrJIAObIBasCb B BOAY,
51 3aMeTHJI MOJ OTPaXEHbEM YETKHM —
CKBO3b HEro—4TO-TO CMYTHOE, HHOE,
YTO CBEpPKHYJO CO OHA MHE—H Npomalo.
Brara Biary nmpo3pa4Hylo CMyTHIA,
Kamns cBepxy ymana, M Aposxaruei
Ps6pio crepyio M CKpBLIO TO, 4TO ObLIO
B rayoune. Uto Tam, ucruna OGyecHyna?
WNnu xamerex 6enwiii? Yto-to ObLIO.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpysckosa
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A HILLSIDE THAW

To think to know the country and not know
The hillside on the day the sun lets go

Ten million silver lizards out of snow!

As often as I've seen it done before

I can’t pretend to tell the way it’s done.

It looks as if some magic of the sun

Lifted the rug that bred them on the floor

And the light breaking on them made them run.

But if I thought to stop the wet stampede,
And caught one silver lizard by the tail,
And put my foot on one without avail,

And threw myself wet-elbowed and wet-kneed
In front of twenty others’ wriggling speed,—
In the confusion of them all aglitter,

And birds that joined in the excited fun

By doubling and redoubling song and twitter,
I have no doubt I'd end by holding none.

It takes the moon for this. The sun’s a wizard
By all I tell; but so’s the moon a witch.

From the high west she makes a gentle cast
And suddenly, without a jerk or twitch,

She has her spell on every single lizard.

I fancied when I looked at six o’clock

The swarm still ran and scuttled just as fast.
The moon was waiting for her chill effect.

I looked at nine: the swarm was turned to rock
In every lifelike posture of the swarm, -
Transfixed on mountain slopes almost erect.
Across each other and side by side they lay.
The spell that so could hold them as they were

Was wrought through trees without a breath of storm

To make a leaf, if there had been one, stir.
It was the moon’s: she held them until day,
One lizard at the end of every ray.

The thought of my attempting such a stay!
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OTTEIIEJIb HA XOJIME

Hey3naBaeM CHEXHBIA CKaT XOJIMa,
Korga MuiboHb! cepeOpUCTHIX 3Meex
BHe3anmHO BBICKOJIB3HYT U3 BCEX Jlazeek,—
Takass TyT HauHeTcs KyTepbMma!

Her, 310 BBILIE MOETO yma-—

IToHsATh, KaKk OPOUCXOOMT 3TO YYAO;
Kak 6yaro cosHie COEpHYJIO € 3eMIIH
ConpesBiuii cTapblii KOBPMK—H OTTyIa
Caepkaroliye 3MeHKH MONOJ3IIH,

OT cBera yaupasi BpacchllHy:o!

Ho ecnu 6 s pewmn nepesioBUTh

VX MOKpBIif BBHIBOJOK MJIM CXBaTUTh

3a 10pKkHil XBOCTHK Ty WJIH HHYIO

M ecnu 6 s mosne3 Hampomaiyro

B ux rymy, B cyMaToxy SpKHX OpbI3r—
IMTon mpyxHbIf NTHYUHR TOMOH, CM€X U IHCK,—
Knsnyce, Bce 310 6110 OBI BryCTYyO!

s storo HyxHa nyHa. TouHe#,
Mopo3siye Yapsl OJHOJYHBS.

Benp ecnu cosHiue - IJIaBHBIA 4aponeH,
To u nyHa, KOHEYHO Xe€, KOJIAYHBS.
(A, xcraTu, 3aKJMHATEbHHLA 3Meit!)
B cenpMoOM wyacy, Korza oHa BCXOIWJIA,
3aragouHo Mepuas u Giecrs,

Ha ckiione cyera ele napura.

Ho nornspmen s Tpu 4aca cmycrs:
Bcs macca 3meex Ha Oery 3acrbuia

B npuuynnuBoM oleneHeHbE O3,
IToBucna mepenyTaHHBIM KacKaaoM.
JlyHa ckBO3b BETBH rojible Oepes

Ux obBopaxuBana HENKMM B3IJISAIOM.
Kynma nesanmach OBICTpOTa M HpPHITH!
Tenepsr OHM BO BIACTH 4apOJeHKH.
Bcro HOYB OHa Hx OyHeT CTOPOXHUTH—
Ha xaxaoMm KOH4YMKE Jiydya IO 3MEHKe.
...BoTr eciu Obl ¥ MHE Tak BODOXMTb!

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosea
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LOOKING FOR A SUNSET BIRD
IN WINTER

The west was getting out of gold,
The breath of air had died of cold,
When shoeing home across the white,
I thought I saw a bird alight.

In summer when I passed the place
I had to stop and lift my face;

A bird with an angelic gift

Was singing in it sweet and swift.

No bird was singing in it now.
A single leaf was on a bough,
And that was all there was to see
In going twice around the tree.

From my advantage on a hill

I judged that such a crystal chill
Was only adding frost to snow

As gilt to gold that wouldn’t show.

A brush had left a crooked stroke
Of what was either cloud or smoke
From north to south across the blue;
A piercing little star was through.

GOOD-BY AND KEEP COLD

This saying good-by on the edge of the dark
And the cold to an orchard so young in the bark
Reminds me of all that can happen to harm

An orchard away at the end of the farm

All winter, cut off by a hill from the house.

I don’t want it girdled by rabbit and mouse,

I don’t want it dreamily nibbled for browse

By deer, and I don’t want it budded by grouse.
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BCIIOMUHAS 3UMOI
NTULY, NEBIIVIO HA 3AKATE

Henp yracas B MOpPO3HOM OJecke.
S wen noMoi—u B IepeJiecke,
I'ne creia rojasi BerJa,
IMouyauscs MHe B3Max KpblLjia.

Kax 4acro, mpoxons 3HeCh JIETOM,
S 3amupas Ha MecTe 3TOM:
Kaxkoit-To palickuif royiocok
3BeHesl MHE, HEXEH M BBICOK.

A HbIHE BCE BOKpPYT MOJYAJIO,
JImup BeTpoM OyphIf JIMCT Kayajo.
IBa pa3a oboruen s KycT,

Ho 6bu1 OH Ge3HaJexXHO IyCT.

C xonMa B Janyd HUCKPUCTO-CHHEH
S BUOesn, Kak caguiics MHEH

Ha cHer—Ho oH crapancs 3ps,
CepebpsiHoe cepeOpsi.

ITo HeOy MIMHHOIO TPSAACIO
Tsauynocs obnako cenoe,
IMpopoya TbMy M XoJoJza.
Mursyna ¥ 3aXriach 3Be3ja.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

3ACTbIHb 1O BECHBI

IMpomaii oo BecHbl, HEOKpemuit Moii cax!

HenoGpble HaM BpeMeHa NpeCTOSAT :
Pa3snyka u cryxka, HEHaCTbEe M ThMa.

Bcro monryro 3uMmy 3a rpebHeM Xoama

OnuH-0IUHEIEHEK Thi NPpOCTOHID.

N s He xo4y, 4TOOBI KPOJIMK M MbIlb
OOrpeI3/Id KOpY TBOIO BO3JIe KOPHEH,

A 7nock—Mooaple mobern BeTBEi,

UTo6 TeTepeB HMOYKHM KJEBAaTh NpHJeTall.
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(If certain it wouldn’t be idle to call

I’d summon grouse, rabbit, and deer to the wall
And warn them away with a stick for a gun.)

I don’t want it stirred by the heat of the sun.
(We made it secure against being, I hope,

By setting it out on a northerly slope.)

No orchard’s the worse for the wintriest storm;
But one thing about it, it mustn’t get warm.
‘How often already you’ve had to be told,

Keep cold, young orchard. Good-by and keep cold.

Dread fifty above more than fifty below.’

I have to be gone for a season or so.

My business awhile is with different trees,
Less carefully nurtured, less fruitful than these,
And such as is done to their wood with an ax-
Maples and birches and tamaracks.

I wish 1 could promise to lie in the night
And think of an orchard’s arboreal plight
When slowly (and nobody comes with a light)
Its heart sinks lower under the sod.

But something has to be left to God.

OUR SINGING STRENGTH

It snowed in spring on earth so dry and warm
The flakes could find no landing place to form.
Hordes spent themselves to make it wet and cold,
And still they failed of any lasting hold.

They made no white impression on the black.
They disappeared as if earth sent them back.

Not till from separate flakes they changed at night
To almost strips and tapes of ragged white

Did grass and garden ground confess it snowed,
And all go back to winter but the road.

Next day the scene was piled and puffed and dead.

The grass lay flattened under one great tread.
Borne down until the end almost took root,
The rangey bough anticipated fruit

With snowballs cupped in every opening bud.
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(Yx s Obl MX BCEX pa3orHajl-pacmyra,

S mankod OBl UM NPUIPO3WJ, KaKk pyxXbem!)
M s He xouy, 4TOO Ciy4alHBIM TEIJIOM
Tl Mor oOMaHyTbCS B SIHBAPCKHE IHH.
(ITosTOoMy Thl U NOCaXX€H B TEHH,

Ha cesepHoM ckiyione.) Y momHu Bcerna,
Yro orTenesnn maryOHe#, YeMm XoJojna;

A OyiiHble BBIOTH CajJlaM HE CTpAllHBI.
IIpourait xe! Crepnm—u 3aCThIHb IO BECHBI.
A MHe HeIoCyr IOXUAATbCA TelJa.
Hpyrue MeHs HNpU3bIBAIOT Jeja—

OT HEeXHBIX TBOMX IUIOJIOHOCHBIX CTBOJIOB
K cyxoii npesecune Gepe3 u nyooB,

K 3ybacroii mune, k peMeciy Tomopa.
BecHoii 1 BepHych. A Telnepb MHeE Iopa.
O, ecau 6 5 Mor Tebe, cal MO, IIOMOYb
B Ty TeMHyl0, B Ty GECKOHEYHYIO HOYb,
Korma, oHeMeB M IOYTH He IbllIa,

Bce rny0Oxe monx 3emiIr0 yXOOUT Iyina—

B cBoeli oguHOKOH, Oe3MonBHOH Oophbe...
Ho uro-To Bemb HyxHO moBeputh Cynbbe.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

HAIIIA TTEBUECKAS MOIb

Bopyr cHer BecHO# Ha 3eMUIIO TOBAJIMIL,
Ho OGenplii Tasim B TOT € MHUI HACTHII,
W opop! xjonbeB rudim, oxJaguTh

He B cunax 3emimo, m0JIOrOM HakphiTh.
He npunumana Gemoe 3emus,

Kak Obl Ha3aj jieTeTb eMy Bes.

W nmup xorga CIJIOLIHOK IEJNEHOH
Cran 3TOT HOJIOr PBYIIUICS, CKBO3HOH,
YcTpauBaromuiicss Ha HOWJIET,

Kpome poporu, Bce NMpHU3HAIM CHET.
Hayrpo, Hu xuBa U HM MepTBa,

ITox moxpriBaJloM KOpYHJIACh TpaBa,
Knonwnuck BeTBH S0JIOHB C BBICOTHI,
Kak 6yaro rHyjd HX K 3eMJie IUIOIBI,
Ha xaxpno# noyke Oenblii IMIapUK CTHLUI.
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The road alone maintained itself in mud,
Whatever its secret was of greater heat
From inward fires or brush of passing feet.

In spring more mortal singers than belong

To any one place cover us with song.

Thrush, bluebird, blackbird, sparrow, and robin throng;
Some to go further north to Hudson’s Bay,
Some that have come too far north back away,
Really a very few to build and stay.

Now was seen how these liked belated snow.
The fields had nowhere left for them to go;
They’d soon exhausted all there was in flying;
The trees they’d had enough of with once trying
And setting off their heavy powder load.

They could find nothing open but the road.

So there they let their lives be narrowed in

By thousands the bad weather made akin.

The road became a channel running flocks

Of glossy birds like ripples over rocks.

I drove them under foot in bits of flight

That kept the ground, almost disputing right

Of way with me from apathy of wing,

A talking twitter all they had to sing.

A few I must have driven to despair

Made quick asides, but having done in air

A whir among white branches great and small
As in some too much carven marble hall

Where one false wing beat would have brought down all,
Came tamely back in front of me, the Drover,
To suffer the same driven nightmare over.

One such storm in a lifetime couldn’t teach them
That back behind pursuit it couldn’t reach them;
None flew behind me to be left alone.

Well, something for a snowstorm to have shown
The country’s singing strength thus brought together,
That though repressed and moody with the weather
Was none the less there ready to be freed

And sing the wildflowers up from root and seed.
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OpHoit moporu HeusMeHeH ObLi
Bup, clOBHO B HEH YKPBHITOE TEILIO
Ee xpaHuwo, Xxojiogy Hasjo.

BecHo#t Ha Hac oOpylIMBaeT MECHb
ITepnaTeix TBapeit coHM HpHOIYIHBINA BECh,
CkBopIIbl, ApO3/1bl, CHHHUIIBI—BCEX HE CHECTh;
Kro 3a I'yn30oH myTh IEpXWT, KTO Ha3zan,
Ha ror BepHercs, XoJjlony He paf,
Ocratbcs 31eCh HE MHOTHE XOTHT.

W s ysunmen, kKak OHM B CHery

Mertanuch, CIOBHO B 3aMKHYTOM KpYrIY;
JleraTh —ycTaHelllb; HeKyla B TOJISX
ITopmatbcs OebIx; CHera Ha BETBSIX

Tak MHOTO—TSDKECTh CHEXHAs CTpAIIHA.
Jlopora juiib ocranach UM OJHA.
CkonuBlIuxcs Ha Hel, eqBa XHBBIX,
HenacTthe xax Obl MOPOMHWIIO HX.
Hopora, B mecTphix MaJIeHbKHX Tejax,
IlepenuBanach, kak pydeit B ropax.

S 1en, roHSA WX SPKYIO TOJIY;

Kak 6b1 ocnapuBasi Ha X0Ib0y

Mou mpaBa, OHH NEPENO MHO¥

Texnu, moaHsB CBOM 1IE0ET peueBOii.
JIBe-Tpu U3 HHUX, B OTHYasIHbE B3JICTEB,
Cpenu BeTBeH 3aCHEXKEHHBIX NEPEB-

Kpyr omucas, xak B 3aje, YTO HaOuUT
CkynbnTypoii, MpamMop Oej1 U TJISHLEBHT,
OnuH HeNnoOBKMH B3Max—H BCE JIETUT,—
Ilepeno MHOM, TOHUTENEM, ONATH
Cagnnuch, YTOO TOHEHbE WCIBITATH.

U Hu onmHa He chpsTanach 3a MHOWM:

I'ne UM NOHATH, YTO TOJILKO 3a CHMHOIA
IMoronn—ux cnaceHbe oT MeHs?

Bce x 3ror cHer cobpan cpenp Gena OHA
Bcio meByeckyro MOIUb CTpaHbl MOEH,
Ilycte Mpak ee paccTpowsi—TeM ckopeit
OHa 0XUTh TOTOBa, ThMY MONpPAaB,

W necHeii BbI3BaTh pOCT LBETOB M TPAaB.

Ilepeeoo A. Kywmnepa

13-328
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THE CENSUS-TAKER

I came an errand one cloud-blowing evening

To a slab-built, black-paper-covered house

Of one room and one window and one door,
The only dwelling in a waste cui over

A hundred square miles round it in the mountains:
And that not dwelt in now by men or women.
(It never had been dwelt in, though, by women,
So what is this I make a sorrow of?)

I came as census-taker to the waste

To count the people in it and found none,

None in the hundred miles, none in the house,
Where I came last with some hope, but not much
After hours’ overlooking from the cliffs

An emptiness flayed to the very stone.

I found no people that dared show themselves,
None not in hiding from the outward eye.

The time was autumn, but how anyone

Could tell the time of year when every tree

That could have dropped a leaf was down itself
And nothing but the stump of it was left

Now bringing out its rings in sugar of pitch;
And every tree up stood a rotting trunk

Without a single leaf to spend on autumn,

Or branch to whistle after what was spent.
Perhaps the wind the more without the help

Of breathing trees said something of the time

Of year or day the way it swung a door

Forever off the latch, as if rude men

Passed in and slammed it shut each one behind him
For the next one to open for himself.

I counted nine I had no right to count

(But this was dreamy unofficial counting)

Before 1 made the tenth across the threshold.
Where was my supper? Where was anyone’s?

No lamp was lit. Nothing was on the table.

The stove was cold—the stove was off the chimney-—
And down by one side where it lacked a leg.

The people that had loudly passed the door

Were people to the ear but not the eye.

They were not on the table with their elbows.
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IMEPEITUCH

Bri1 xMypbIit Beuep, s NpHLLEN K Jadyre
M3 ropObins, MOKPHITOH CBEPXY TOJEM.

B 0oaHO OKOHIE U C OOHOI IBEpHIO,

OHa 6bula €IUHCTBEHHBIM >KUJIHILEM

Ha Bcro 31y Ge3monnyro OKpyry.

Ho noMm ObLT TMyCT —HM XEHIUMH, HU MYXYHH.
(A BHpoueM, XEHILHH, 3TO Cpa3y BHIHO,
3nmeck cpooy HMKOrja M He ObIBaJO.)

S wen croga Jrojei nepemnucartk,

A 30ech Ha COTHH MWJIb HU YeJIOBeka,

W HUKOrO HET B JOME, Ha KOTOpHIi

51 HeckoJIbKO 4YacoB IJISAeN C HaAexKIoM,
XoTs U HeOOJIBILION, IOKa CIyCKaJICs

ITo y3koii Tpomke ¢ ropHOro xpedra,

He BcTperusB HuKOro, KTo ObI pemmics
3aiitn B 3TH Oe3ironHbIE MeCTa.

Crosna oceHb, TONBKO AOrafaThCs

06 sToMm 6but0 TpynHo. Jlucromana

3meck He OniBaeT, OO HET AEPEBHEB,
JIvip MHU TOpYaT —HAa HUX CKBO3b IUJIOTHBIA CJIO#
CMoOJIBI TEMHEIOT TOJOBBIE KOJIbLA —

Ja cyxocToii: HH JIUCTBEB, YTOD ONACTD,
Hu Berok, uto creHam 6 o6 yrtpare.

VY He 3aTeM Jd, 4TOOBI Bpems rona

W Bpems mHs 63 MOMOIIM JIEPEBHEB
CuyurtaTth, 3aTessl BeTep XJIoNaThb ABEPBIO?
(Kak 6ynro KTO-TO rpyOBId, B IOM BOMiI,
3axJIONHET C CWJIOH [BEpb, 32 HUM BOCJIEN
Ilpuner Apyroif, U CHOBa OEpHET [BEpb,
M BHOBb €e 3axJIONHET 3a c00010.)

S HacuuTan OeBATEpPHIX (XOTS

B cBO#l CIMCOK 3aHECTH MX M HE MOT).
JecaTbIM Ha MOpOr BOLIEN s CaM.

I'ne yxun moit? I'me yXuH ocTajibHBIX?
Cser He roput. CTOJI HE HaKpBIT AJISA TOCTS.
Ileur xonomHa, Kk ToMy xe 6e3 TpyObl

W Ha CTOpOHY CHJIBHO NOKOCHJIACH.
Myx4uH e, ABEpbI0 I'POXOTABIUUX, f,
XOTh SICHO CIBILIAJ, B IOME HE YBUIEIN.
OHM HE YNHpaJHCh B CTOJN JIOKTSIMH,

13*
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They were not sleeping in the shelves of bunks.
I saw no men there and no bones of men there.
I armed myself against such bones as might be
With the pitch-blackened stub of an ax-handle
I picked up off the straw-dust covered floor.
Not bones, but the ill-fitted window rattled.
The door was still because I held it shut
While 1 thought what to do that could be done-
About the house-about the people not there.
This house in one year fallen to decay

Filled me with no less sorrow than the houses
Fallen to ruin in ten thousand years

Where Asia wedges Africa from Europe.
Nothing was left to do that T could see

Unless to find that there was no one there
And declare to the cliffs too far for echo,

‘The place is desert and let whoso lurks

In silence, if in this he is aggrieved,

Break silence now or be forever silent.

Let him say why it should not be declared so.’
The melancholy of having to count souls
Where they grow fewer and fewer every year

Is extreme where they shrink to none at all.

It must be I want life to go on living.

THE GRINDSTONE

Having a wheel and four legs of its own

Has never availed the cumbersome grindstone
To get it anywhere that I can see.

These hands have helped it go, and even race;
Not all the motion, though, they ever lent,
Not all the miles it may have thought it went,
Have got it one step from the starting place.
It stands beside the same old apple tree.

The shadow of the apple tree is thin

Upon it now, its feet are fast in snow.

All other farm machinery’s gone in,

And some of it on no more legs and wheel
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He cnanmu Ha ckameiikax OepeBSHHbIX.

Bce nmycro. Hu xwiblioB, HU NpPUBUICHUH.
M Bce xe s Ha BCSAKMIL Ciiyyall ¢ IoJa
IMogustn ob6inomMok Tomopuia, n6O

MHe BIPYr HOYYAWJIOCH CKPHUIIEHHE KOCTEH.
(Ckpumeno nmpyOTKPBITOE OKHO.)
IMpunepxuBas nBeps, YT0O He cTyudana,

S Havanm OgymaTh, YTO XKe OeiaTh C AOMOM,
C mroapMH, KOTOPBIX B JOMe OOJNbIIE HET.
IMpmuemuuii 3a OOWH JIMIIB TOA B YMAJoK,
MeHs nevyanuy OH HHYYTh HE MeEHbIle
Pyun u3 Tex BETXO3aBETHBIX MECT,

I'ne asmaTckmii KJIMHBIILIEK MeIIaeT
ConpukocHyTbess Adppuxe ¢ Epomnoit.
XoTenoch KpUKHYTh, IIYCTh 3[1€Ch HaXe 3XO
OT ckayn najiekux MHE HE OT30BETCA:
«[Iycreer kpail. U ecnu BnpsmMb ckopOut
O mopsix I[IpeObiBaronuii B MOJTYaHbE,
ITycts He MONYUT Wib OyneT HeM BOBEK.
A momxeH ObUT cka3aThb eMy 00 3TOMM.
Kak rpycrHo mepecyuThIBaTh Jroaeit

B kparo, rioe UX CTAHOBHUTCS BCE MEHBIIIE,
Tem GoJyiee—kKoraa MX BOBCE HET.

S Tak xouy, 4yTOO XU3HBb TYT MPOIOJDKAJACh.

Ilepesoo b. XaebHnukosa

TOUYUJIBHBIN KPYT

XoTs1 CTaHOK MMeJ [Be Iapbl HOT,

OH caM NpuWiiTH B JBIXKEHHUE HE MOT
Be3 nmomoru BOT 3TOH caMoi mapsl
Pyx, 3anyckaBmux xpyr. I oH KpyXHi.
Ho HecMOTps Ha pe3BOoe KpYXKEHbE

W ponrmit nyTh B €ro BoOOpaXxkeHbe,
OH ocraBajics TaM Xe, TJe U ObLI

U3 roma B ron, mon s0JI0HEIO CTapoi.
TouunbHBIA KpPYT, TEPIEBLUUN NEpenpsaru
OceHHEro HEHacTbsi, ¥ B MOpO3

CTbln1 BO IBOpE, MOCKOJBKY Genoiare,
3acHeXeHHOMY 1O UIKMBOB M BaJja,
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Than the grindstone can boast to stand or go.
('m thinking chiefly of the wheelbarrow.)

For months it hasn’t known the taste of steel,
Washed down with rusty water in a tin.

But standing outdoors hungry, in the cold,
Except in towns at night, is not a sin.

And, anyway, its standing in the yard

Under a ruinous live apple tree

Has nothing any more to do with me.

Except that I remember how of old

One summer day, all day I drove it hard,
And someone mounted on it rode it hard,
And he and I between us ground a blade.

I gave it the preliminary spin,

And poured on water (tears it might have been),
And when it almost gaily jumped and flowed,
A Father-Time-like man got on and rode,
Armed with a scythe and spectacles that glowed.
He turned on will-power to increase the load
And slow me down-and I abruptly slowed,
Like coming to a sudden railroad station.

I changed from hand to hand in desperation.

I wondered what machine of ages gone

This represented an improvement on.

For all I knew it may have sharpened spears
And arrowheads itself. Much use for years

Had gradually worn it an oblate

Spheroid that kicked and struggled in its gait,
Appearing to return me hate for hate;

(But I forgive it now as easily

As any other boyhood enemy

Whose pride has failed to get him anywhere).

I wondered who it was the man thought ground-
The one who held the wheel back or the one
Who gave his life to keep it going round?

I wondered if he really thought it fair

For him to have the say when we were done.
Such were the bitter thoughts to which I turned.

Not for myself was I so much concerned.
Oh no!-although, of course, I could have found
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VBH, B capae MecTa He HAIIJIOCh.

(Tam Obu1 BepcTak W Tauka Ge3 kosec.)
CraHOK H3roJIOJajics N0 MeTajlly,

EMy HemocTaBaJio pxaBOW BJIard.

N nycrs ero! Beap rojogate U CTHITh
3anpemeHo JuuIe B ropone Opoasre.

A BrpoueM, moyeMmy 3TO s BIPYT
Ilonyman o cranke? HeyxTo BCIOMHWI,
Kak Bo nBope pabGoTtay kapkuM MHOJIOHEM,
W noroMy HpHIIOMHHJI, MOXET ObITh,

Kax s xpyTun Toraa TOUHJIBHBIA KpYT

U psapgoM kTO-TO ObLI, TOYMIJIRHBIA KPYyr
KpytuBimmii B 3T0T IEeHb cO MHOIO BMecre?

Hrak, s Havayg Kpyr BepTEThb, BOAOIO
CMmouuB ero (a MoXxeT ObIThb, Cie30107).
Kpyr pe3Bo nobGexan, u TOT, OpYrow,
Biects oukaMH M CBOEH JXeJIE3KOIi,

Ee, uTo OBLIO CHJI, MpUXaAJ PYKOH

K noBepxnoctu Menko3sepHucTO#. Pe3ko
TounnpHBIA Kpyr cBoit Oer 3aTOpMO3uJ,
Kak moe3nx Bo3jle caMoro BoOk3aia,

W cpa3y xe pyke TpynHee cTalo...

S nymajn moyemy-to B TOT MOMEHT,
Kakum Obu1 B crapuHy MO HHCTPYMEHT?
OT DONTroro CpaxeHusi C MeTaJJIOM
Cro4msicsi Kpyr M CHENAJICS OBaJIOM,
KoTopblit 3anuHaercst cierka

W cTykHYTH HOPOBHMT HCIOATHIIKA,

Kax 6yaro 6ber 3akisTOro Bpara.

(Ho s emy mpomiaro 3ro. Tak

C romamu mociue nmo3abbIThIX Apak
Jlerko ObIBaeT AETCKUIi Bpar NpOILEH.)
Kto Gonee uckycen? Moxer ObITb,

He ToT, XTO HM300pen KpyroBpaileHsbe,
A TOT, KTO Kpyr yMes OCTaHOBHUTb!
Ho noykeH Jm CBOM CeKpEThl OH
Haps3piBaTh ApYroMy NOKOJIEHBIO?

06 sTOM UM 6bLIa MOS meYanb.

U BoBce He cebsi MHE OBLIO XaJlb.
XOTs, KOHEYHO, YTO M TOBOPHTD,
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A better way to pass the afternoon

Than grinding discord out of a grindstone,

And beating insects at their gritty tune.

Nor was I for the man so much concerned.
Once when the grindstone almost jumped its bearing
It looked as if he might be badly thrown

And wounded on his blade. So far from caring,
I laughed inside, and only cranked the faster,
(It ran as if it wasn’t greased but glued);

I'd welcome any moderate disaster

That might be calculated to postpone

What evidently nothing could conclude.

The thing that made me more and more afraid
Was that we’d ground it sharp and hadn’t known.
And now were only wasting precious blade.
And when he raised it dripping once and tried
The creepy edge of it with wary touch,

And viewed it over his glasses funny-eyed,

Only disinterestedly to decide

It needed a turn more, I could have cried
Wasn’t there danger of a turn too much?
Mightn’t we make it worse instead of better?

I was for leaving something to the whetter.
What if it wasn’t all it should be? I'd

Be satisfied if he’d be satisfied.
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Ilosyyilie ecTb 3aHATBA MO XKape,

UeM pa3sMblIUISTh O TAUHCTBAX CTAHKA,
OTAaBIIMCh Ha ChEINEHbE MOLIKape.

A npoiiHuka TeM OoJiee He XKalb.
Korma ke Kpyr enBa He CHpPBITHYJ C Baja,
YTto6 Jne3BUEM NOpaHUTh ABOWHHKA,

To BbIXOAKa MEHs HE Hamyraja,

W g nycTun CTaHOK elle CHIIbHEH.
(Kpyr TopMO3mwi, KOHEYHO, MHE Ha3Jio.)
ITomobnas Gema, xkorma THI K Hel
T'oToB, ¥ BHpPSIMb HE CIIMIIIKOM BEJIMKA.
A Bce-Taku MHe ObLIO TsIKeJIOo,

W nocaxnpano Gonee Bcero,

YTO, HATOUYHMBIIH JIE3BHE KJIMHKA,
Tenepp MBI TOJILKO MOPTHJIM €rO.
IToaroMy, xorfa NBOWHMK IOJHSAT
3aToueHHOE JIE3BHE K OYKaM,
IpurasopiBaThCA HaYaad K OCTPHIO

U HenoBONBHO majbLEM TporaTh CTall,
IlpusHarock, s enBa He 3aKpHyaj:
HoBosibHO! moroau! momymai cam,
Hackonpko Obl ecTrecTBeHHEe OBLIO
HoBepUTh TOYKY CaMOMY TOHYMIIY.

A TeMm, 4TO 0omOOpsieT caM CTaHOK,

WM g nososed Obix ObI, BUOUT OoOr.

Ilepeeod b. Xaebnukosa



WESt'_'
Running
Brook

&




3anagHaa Fw
peka




TREE AT MY WINDOW

Tree at my window, window tree,

My sash is lowered when night comes on;
But let there never be curtain drawn
Between you and me.

Vague dream-head lifted out of the ground,
And thing next most diffuse to cloud,

Not all your light tongues talking aloud
Could be profound.

But, tree, I have seen you taken and tossed,
And if you have seen me when I slept,

You have seen me when I was taken and swept
And all but lost.

That day she put our heads together,
Fate had her imagination about her,
Your head so much concerned with outer,
Mine with inner, weather.

SPRING POOLS

These pools that, though in forests, still reflect
The total sky almost without defect,

And like the flowers beside them, chill and shiver,
Will like the flowers beside them soon be gone,
And yet not out by any brook or river,

But up by roots to bring dark foliage on.



JEPEBO B OKHE

B3rjsiHy Ha ZepeBo B OKHO

N na Houb omyiny ¢dpamyry.

Ho ormenuts Hac Opyr oT Apyra
Eit He paHo.

Butas obnakoM ueina

M nemeva o BCSAKOM B3IODE,
He BemaroT nepesbst rops,
He momuar 37a.

AX, IepeBo, 3JbIX HENOTOX
S Bunmen Hag TOOOH Hemalo,
W 1B cBUIETENEM OBIBAJIO
Moux HeB3rOI.

He 3ps cynsba venoMm k 4emy
Csena nBa pa3Hble HECYACThS,
C mopHIBOM BHEIIIHET0 HEHACTb
Cnwyasi BHYTPEHHIOIO MIJIY.

Ilepecoo B. Xaebnurxosa

JIYXKN

B necy mporaisl jgyxamu OJecTsT,

A pAAbIIKOM IOICHEXHHKH IpOXaT,
V Tex M 3TUX BEK M3MEPEH IHSAMU:
IBeTHl coiinyT, M OJIECTKH TajbIX BOL
Hdo xamnu OynyT BBINMTHI KOPHSIMH,
YTo BO3BEdYT TEMHO-3€JIEHBIH CBO.I.
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The trees that have it in their pent-up buds

To darken nature and be summer woods—

Let them think twice before they use their powers
To blot out and drink up and sweep away

These flowery waters and these watery flowers
From snow that melted only yesterday.

THE FREEDOM OF THE MOON

I’ve tried the new moon tilted in the air
Above a hazy tree-and-farmhouse cluster

As you might try a jewel in your hair.

I’ve tried it fine with little breadth of luster,
Alone, or in one ornament combining

With one first-water star almost as shining.

I put it shining anywhere I please.

By walking slowly on some evening later,

I’'ve pulled it from a crate of crooked trees,
And brought it over glossy water, greater,

And dropped it in, and seen the image wallow,
The color run, all sorts of wonder follow.

FIREFLIES IN THE GARDEN

Here come real stars to fill the upper skies,
And here on earth come emulating flies,
That though they never equal stars in size,
(And they were never really stars at heart)
Achieve at times a very star-like start.
Only, of course, they can’t sustain the part.
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B HaOyxmmx movkax 3peeT TeMeHb KpOH,
HeyMonuM KpyroBopoT BpEMEH,

Kpyr 3aMKHYT, HO IOKOHl €My HEBEIOM,
ITosToMy myckaif MOMEMIMT JieC

Han MokpeIM cTeGenbKOM U CBETJIBIM CIEIOM
Ot cHera, 4TO BYepa pacTasul 3M4€ECh.

Iepesod b. Xaebuuxosa

MECAL

A Mecsan npumepsito K Hebecam

Hap xpsimero U cepeOpUCTBHIM BS3OM,
Kak TBI, HABEPHO, K TEMHBIM BOJIOCAM
3akonky npumepsuia Obl C ajIMa3oM.

51 npumepsito Mecsl, MOJIOIOM

To npocro Tak, TO B mape co 3BE3J0H.

Kak ciaBHO SICHBIH Mecsl IpUMEPSATb,
Bponuth, INAIETh M TEWUTHCS UIPOIO,

Han pomeit ykpemisiTb ¥ BHOBb CHUMATh,

W npuHOCHUTh K HOYHOIl Bozxe ¢ coboro,

M B npyn OpocaTh, 4To06 Mecsi IUIbLI, Kavasch,
M 4ypeca Ha cBeTe HE KOHYAJIUCh.

Ilepeod b. Xaebnuxosa

CBETJIAYKHU

V 3Be3d, UTO TaK SCHBI U BBICOKH,
Ectb Ha 3emie XuBble IBOWHHUKH —
CazioBble HOYHBIE CBETJISKH.

Ho kax Obl HU NpuJIE)XEH CBET UX OBLI,
Ja xpaTok BeK U MaJIoBaTO CHII,

Y006 BTOpPUTH 0JIECKY BEYHOMY CBETHIL.

ITepesoo b. Xaebnukosa
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ATMOSPHERE

Inscription for a garden wall

Winds blow the open grassy places bleak;
But where this old wall burns a sunny cheek,
They eddy over it too toppling weak

To blow the earth or anything self-clear;
Moisture and color and odor thicken here.
The hours of daylight gather atmosphere.

DEVOTION

The heart can think of no devotion
Greater than being shore to the ocean-
Holding the curve of one position,
Counting an endless repetition.

A MINOR BIRD

I have wished a bird would fly away,
And not sing by my house all day;

Have clapped my hands at him from the door
When it seemed as if I could bear no more.

The fault must partly have been in me.
The bird was not to blame for his key.

And of course there must be something wrong
In wanting to silence any song.
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OCOBEHHASA ATMOC®EPA

(Hannmuce Ha canoBoii orpane)

Ha mycTeipe 3emuis oroseHa.

A B [OByX LIarax CTOMT oOpaileHa
K Berpam mansmmum crapas creHa.
3a Heil GnaroyxaHbe W mpoxJaja.

Tak co3maer camoBas orpazna
Ocobennyro aTMmochepy cana.

Ilepesoo b. XaebHukosa

IMTOCTOAHCTBO

Ja Oyner cephlle MOCTOSHHO,
Kak 6ynto Geper okeaHa,
Ocrasuuuiics caMuM Cco60r0
Cpenp BeyHBIX IEepeMeH MpHOOos.

Ilepesod b. Xaebrnukoea

IMMAYYTA

VYHBUIBIH NMOCBUCT B THILIHHE
Becy menp Meman pabotath MHe,

U 5, 4TOOBI yMOJNKHYN OH,
CryrHyj nu4yry oT OKOH.

N ycrpinmncs: nycts yoor
BElT TOT MOTHB H TOJIOCOK,

Hu y xoro, oaHako, Her
IlpaB Hanarath Ha HHUX 3amper.

Ilepesoo b. Xaebnuxosa

14-328
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THE BIRTHPLACE

Here further up the mountain slope
Than there was ever any hope,

My father built, enclosed a spring,
Strung chains of wall round everything,
Subdued the growth of earth to grass,
And brought our various lives to pass.
A dozen girls and boys we were.

The mountain seemed to like the stir,
And made of us a little while—

With always something in her smile.
Today she wouldn’t know our name.
(No girl’s, of course, has stayed the same.)
The mountain pushed us off her knees.
And now her lap is full of trees.

THE LAST MOWING

There’s a place called Far-away Meadow
We never shall mow in again,

Or such is the talk at the farmhouse:
The meadow is finished with men.

Then now is the chance for the flowers
That can’t stand mowers and plowers.

It must be now, though, in season
Before the not mowing brings trees on,
Before trees, seeing the opening,

March into a shadowy claim.

The trees are all I'm afraid of,

That flowers can’t bloom in the shade of;
It’s no more men I’'m afraid of;

The meadow is done with the tame.
The place for the moment is ours.

For you, oh tumultuous flowers,

To go to waste and go wild in,

All shapes and colors of flowers,

I needn’t call you by name.
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POMHA

Ha ckjioHe CBETJIOM M KpYTOM
Oren cebe MOCTaBUI JIOM.
3ab0op BOKPYr COODYIMII,
Poauuk Hallles T ¥ CKJIOH OOXUIL
Ho rnaBHOIi U3 ero 3arteii
SIBunace OIOKMHA OETeH.

I'ope Obula AeHb U30 OHS
3abaBHa naerckasd BO3HS.

I'opa cama 6pu1a mopoit
Ckopeli peGeHKOM, YeM TOpoi.
Tenepy, HaBepHOE, OHa
3abbl1a HAUIA MMEHA.

M BBIpOC TeMHBIH JieC B3aMeH
Tex, xTO collien ¢ e€e KOJIEH.

Ilepesoo b. XaebHuxosa

MOCJEAHUN ITOKOC

ITo cnyxam, Ha [lanpHeM Jyry
He cranyt kocuTh B 3TOT TOf,
U, MoxeT ObITB, OOJIBIIIE HUKTO
Tyna Hukornma He moiner.

A 3HAYUT, KOCBI YXX€ TaM

He nHago GosTbes useram.
BosaTbes k& UM Hajo, 4TOO Jec,
3aMeTHB NPOCBET, HE MOJIE3

Ha ObiBLIMiT mOKOC U €ero

He 3ansn. WHaue Gena
IBetam yrpoxaer. OHH
3ayaxHyT B XOJIOAHOW TEHH.

A monu yxe He CTpAIHBIL.
OHu He BepHyTCH CrOJa.

IToka xe Bech JIyr OTHaH BaM,
HeuctoBeiM, OMKMM IBETaM,

M s Bac He Mo uUMeHaM—

ITo coyHBIM M SPKHUM LBETAM
3anoMHIO Tenepb HaBCEraa.

ITepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

14*
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A PASSING GLIMPSE

I often see flowers from a passing car
That are gone before I can tell what they are.

I want to get out of the train and go back
To see what they were beside the track.

I name all the flowers I am sure they weren’t:
Not fireweed loving where woods have burnt—

Not bluebells gracing a tunnel mouth—
Not lupine living on sand and drouth.

Was something brushed across my mind
That no one on earth will ever find?

Heaven gives its glimpses only to those
Not in position to look too close.

WHAT FIFTY SAID

When I was young my teachers were the old.
I gave up fire for form till I was cold.

I suffered like a metal being cast.

I went to school to age to learn the past.

Now I am old my teachers are the young.

What can’t be molded must be cracked and sprung.

I strain at lessons fit to start a suture.
I go to school to youth to learn the future.

THE TIMES TABLE

More than halfway-up the pass
Was a spring with a broken drinking glass,
And whether the farmer drank or not
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MUMOJIETHOE

Kak yacto M3 BaroHHOro OkKHa
51 3ameyas1 UBETHI Yy IOJIOTHA.

S 3amevas, HO moe3[ Janblle Myaj,
W s uBeToB moYTH HE pas3iHyall.

Sl BCOMMHAJI LBETHI IO MMEHaM,
Ho Gbin yBepeH, 4TO ocTajics TaM

Kako#i-To yOuBUTENbHBIA LIBETOK,
KoToporo npunoMHUTBL st HE MOT.

A BOpyr uBeThHl, YBUAECHHBIE MHOM,
He Bupmen HukoOrga HHKTO MHOMR?

Ilpo3penne NUIb TeM U3 HAC JAHO,
KoMy Henmosro BUIETH CYXIEHO.

Iepesoo b. XaebHnuxosa

YTO CKA3AJIM MOU ITATBAECAT

Vuurenar Mol ObuUI cTap, a 1 ObLT Mail.
B xononHo#t ¢popMe OrHeHHbIH MeTaul

3aTBepaeBan. MeHst yuumn CTapuk,
Y106 y Hero s mpoluioe MOCTHI.

Teneps s crap, 3aTO yYUTEIb MOJOMI.
Ha nepemyiaBky CIMTOK MOH pPackKoJIOT.

Vuych y 1oHBIX. SI Tenmepp y HHX
I'psanyiero npuiexHbIl y4EHHK.

Iepesoo b. Xaebnuxosa

CUYET XH3HHU

Ha nonmytu ObU1 pOOHUYOK.
BOsu3u Bajsics vepenok,
KoTopbiM BO34MK 4epman BOZLY,
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His mare was sure to observe the spot
By cramping the wheel on a water-bar,
Turning her forehead with a star,

And straining her ribs for a monster sigh;
To which the farmer would make reply,
‘A sigh for every so many breath,

And for every so many sigh a death.
That’s what I always tell my wife

Is the multiplication table of life.’

The saying may be ever so true;

But it’s just the kind of a thing that you
Nor I, nor nobody else may say,

Unless our purpose is doing harm,

And then I know of no better way

To close a road, abandon a farm,
Reduce the births of the human race,
And bring back nature in people’s place.

THE THATCH

Out alone in the winter rain,

Intent on giving and taking pain.

But never was I far out of sight

Of a certain upper-window light.

The light was what it was all about:

I would not go in till the light went out,
It would not go out till I came in.

Well, we should see which one would win,

We should see which one would be first to yield.

The world was a black invisible field.
The rain by rights was snow for cold.
The wind was another layer of mold.

But the strangest thing: in the thick old thatch,
Where summer birds had been given hatch,

Had fed in chorus, and lived to fledge,
Some still were living in hermitage.
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IToxa ero xnmajia moaBoja

M Ha Xx035MHA YHBLIO

Kocunace crapas xoGbuia.

A crouno xorna-Hubynb

Kobbute TSXEI0 B3JOXHYTh,

Kak TOT, KOTOpHIA BOA4Yy muJI,

Eii HempeMeHHO TOBOPHII:

«CMepTh BeKy HallleMy BeIeT

Ilo B3moxam, meckaTb, CBOM IOICYET,
M ¢ HOBBLIM B3HOXOM KaxXAbld pa3
Bce Onuxe Halll MOCIEIHHHA 4acy.
Ilycts moroBopka M mpasa,

Ho s 6wl Ha ee cioBa,

YTo BCye MOMHHAIOT CMEPTh,

Tako#t 6B HaJOXUJ 3apOK,

YToOBI HUKTO MX OOJIBbIIE BIpPEIb
IIponsHecTH yxe He CMOT.

Ha nydie mycTh BCe cpa3y Ipaxom
Wper, yeM OHH CYMTATh CO CTPaxoM.

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

KPBIIIA

51 HOubIO OpoOIWNI MO XOJIOAHBIM HOXIEM,
C nmocaznow miIsias Ha COOCTBEHHBIH IOM,
I'ne cBer, He moraieHHBI B BEPXHEM OKHE,
Hukax He maBajl YCIIOKOHUTBHCS MHE.

Benp cBET 3TOT 3HAYMII, YTO TaM MEHS XKIYT
M oH He moTyXHer, mokynma s TYT.

A s He BepHYCb, IOKA JlaMIla TOPHT.

Hy uTto X, morjsaum, KTO Koro modemur,
ITocMOTpUM, MATH HAa MOMNSATHBIK KOMY...
Bech Mup morpysuics B KpOMELIHYIHO ThbMY,
M Berep ObLT TsXKEK, KaK IJIACT 3EMJISIHOM,
W poxab xonoaHee Kpymbl JIEOSTHOM.

Ho crtpaHHO: mog cTpexaMu KpBILKM MOEIH,
YTo jseToM ciyxmia aJjis NTHYBUX ceMei
IIpuOTOM M LIKOJIOIO JIETHBIX HayK,

Eme ocraBasoch HeMano MUYYT,
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And as I passed along the eaves,

So low I brushed the straw with my sleeves,
I flushed birds out of hole after hole,

Into the darkness. It grieved my soul,

It started a grief within a grief,

To think their case was beyond relief—
They could not go flying about in search
Of their nest again, nor find a perch.

They must brood where they fell in mulch and mire,
Trusting feathers and inward fire

Till daylight made it safe for a flyer.

My greater grief was by so much reduced
As I thought of them without nest or roost.
That was how that grief started to melt.
They tell me the cottage where we dwelt,
Its wind-torn thatch goes now unmended;
Its life of hundreds of years has ended

By letting the rain I knew outdoors

In on to the upper chamber floors.

RIDERS

The surest thing there is is we are riders,
And though none too successful at it, guiders,
Through everything presented, land and tide
And now the very air, of what we ride.

What is this talked-of mystery of birth
But being mounted bareback on the earth?
We can just see the infant up astride,

His small fist buried in the bushy hide.

There is our wildest mount—a headless horse.
But though it runs unbridled off its course,
And all our blandishments would seem defied,

We have ideas yet that we haven’t tried.
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M s, 3anenuB 3a MPU3EMMCTHINA CKaT,
ChyrHyn uX HEBOJILHO M caM OblI He pan.
A nTHMOBI B3JIETaJM OOHA 3a OPYroi

Bo TbMy, B MeHs 00OXrjio Ux Oemoi.
OOnna Mosa XOTh OblIa TsKeENa,

Ja nTtimups Oema Tskenee ObLia:

Benr uM Ha HOYJler He BEPHYTHCH CHOAA,
Bo Mmryie He HaiiTu 06GXHUTOro rHesna,
Cyxoro aoymna wib MBIIIHHOW HODBHI,

U rpery Oyner nraxy Ao caMoi 3apu
JIme WCKpa, YTO TEIJIMTCA clabo BHYTpH.
MHe cTano uMx Xajko, ¥ He OTTOro Jib

B nywe Bapyr ytuxyiu obuna u 60:b,

51 BCIIOMHWJI, YTO KPOBJIE Ha JOME MOEM
IMoTpenana BeTpoM, HOOHUTA HOXKIEM,
IMogyman, YTo Kpblllle MOYHHKA HYXHA,
ITockonbKy COBCEM HpOXyAWJIach OHa,

M xamim, HaBepHO, NMOJ3YT MO CTEHE

B xaMopke, re Namma He TacHET B OKHE.

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

E310KU

Ha cyme, Ha Bonme uiu, X mpumepy,
IMomusBiieMycst HbIHE B cTpatochepy
[Tpuxoautcs Mo y4acTu cBoei

BriTh e310KO0M M0OOMY U3 JnrOAEi.

Bce «TamHCTBO POXIEHHUSA» —JIMIIL B TOM,
Yrto Hac caxarT 0e3 cemyia BEpXoM,

M MBI leTMM MO XM3HH, C MEPBBIX JHEH
BuenuBuiucy B rpuBbl GELIEHBIX KOHEH.

JIeHCTBUTEILHO YNPSMBbI U CHJIbHBI
W nenocmymiHel HalllM CKaKyHBI,

A Bce-Taku cynbba Hac He CHJIBHEH,
IToxa He Bce HCpoOOBaHO B HE.

ITepeeod b. Xaebruxosa
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A WINTER EDEN

A winter garden in an alder swamp,

Where conies now come out to sun and romp,
As near a paradise as it can be

And not melt snow or start a dormant tree.

It lifts existence on a plane of snow

One level higher than the earth below,
One level nearer heaven overhead,

And last year’s berries shining scarlet red.

It lifts a gaunt luxuriating beast
Where he can stretch and hold his highest feast
On some wild apple tree’s young tender bark,

What well may prove the year’s high girdle mark.

So near to paradise all pairing ends:
Here loveless birds now flock as winter friends,
Content with bud-inspecting. They presume

To say which buds are leaf and which are bloom.

A feather-hammer gives a double knock.

This Eden day is done at two o’clock.

An hour of winter day might seem too short

To make it worth life’s while to wake and sport.

ACQUAINTED WITH THE NIGHT

I have been one acquainted with the night.
I have walked out in rain—and back in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city light.

I have looked down the saddest city lane.
I have passed by the watchman on his beat
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.

I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,
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3UMHUN PAN

OnpUIaHUK TPEBpaTUIICS B 3MMHMI caf,
I'me mepeBa Ha COJIHLENEKE CHAT.
Croma cOexanuch 3aiiipl, OyaTo 3Had,
Uto He ObIBaeT MecTta OJmxe K paro.

M BrnpsiMb 10[0JIb 3€EMHYIO CHEXHBIA CIIOH
[IpunoaHsn Haj 3acThIBLICIO 3eMJIei —
BBepx Ha CTyneHbKY K CHHEHl BbIIIMHE

M npouwnoroanedt kpacHoi Oy3uHe.

Bo3sbicui 3Beps CHer, YTOOBI Temepb
OTBenas peaKux SCTB TOJIOOHBIA 3BEPH.
Bepxymku s6j0Hb 3asumii peserr
O06Ben nmomobbeM roJOBBIX KOJIEL.

A nTHUAM cpeaM paHCKoOil KpacoThI
U BoBce He n0 OpavHOil CyeTHI.
OHY CIIOKOMHO U3Y4YaroT MOYKH,
lanas, roe uBeTsl, a rae JIUCTOYKH.

Ho B nBa yaca moMepkHET pail 3€eMHOM.
Hacrospko MUMOJIETHA XH3Hb 3MMOIA,
Yro M He 3Haelllb, CTOHT JIH OHa

Toro, 4yTo0 nmpoOyxaaTbcs OTO CHa.

Ilepe6od b. Xaebnuxosa

C HOYLBIO A 3HAKOM

Jla, ¢ HOYbIO 51 BOMCTHHY 3HAKOM.
A mom moxpem W3 ropoja yuien,
OcTaBHB MO3aaMd MOCJIEIHUA IOM.

HaBcTpeuy MHe B mOoTeMKax cTopox Opel.

Y106 HHMYEro He OOBACHATL €My,
S B3rsSA HAPOYHO B CTOPOHY OTBEIl.

BHe3anHO, caM He 3Hal0 NOYEMY,
Msue noka3zajoch, OyATO MHE KpHYaT
W3 ropopa. S Bcaywiancs BO ThbMY.
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But not to call me back or say good-by;
And further still at an unearthly height,
One luminary clock against the sky

Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.
I have been one acquainted with the night.

SAND DUNES

Sea waves are green and wet,
But up from where they die,
Rise others vaster yet,

And those are brown and dry.

They are the sea made land
To come at the fisher town,
And bury in solid sand

The men she could not drown.

She may know cove and cape,
But she does not know mankind
If by any change of shape,

She hopes to cut off mind.

Men left her a ship to sink:
They can leave her a hut as well;

And be but more free to think
For the one more cast-off shell.

THE FLOWER BOAT

The fisherman’s swapping a yarn for a yarn
Under the hand of the village barber,

And here in the angle of house and barn
His deep-sea dory has found a harbor.
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Ho Her, HMKTO He 3Bajl MEHS Ha3al.
3aTo BBEpXY pAacILUILIBYATHIM NMATHOM
HeGecHupiit 3acBetmics uudepbiar—

Hu 301, H1 noOp B MepLaHHM CBOEM.
Ia, ¢ HOYBIO I BOUCTHHY 3HAKOM.

Ilepesoo b. Xaebnuxosa

JIOHBI

Mopckas BoJHA 3€JieHa.

Ho Tam, rnme cruxaer npuboi,
Bocxoautr wHas BoJHA
Ilecuanoro xenToil ropoi.

To Mope Ha cyuly HouLIO
JloMa 3achIaTh y JIOOEH,
KoTtopbix oHO HE cMOrJo
OcraBuTh B IyYUHE CBOEM.

Ho xax HM KOBapHO OHO,
OnHako U caM dYesoBek
TakoB, YTO AyLIOH BCE paBHO
EmMy He mopmacrcs BOBeK.

OH MOpIO MOXEPTBYET ILILIION

U paxe jauyry, 6or c Heid.
YeM MeHbllIe y cepaua CKOpJym,
TeM XWUTb 4eJIOBEKY BOJIbHEM.

Ilepesoo B. Xaebnuxosa

JIOOAKA C LIBETAMHU

Cynauyur CTapuk NpoO XUTbe Oa OBITheE,

B nupronpHIO 3aiias no6onTath CO 3HAKOMBIM.

Pribankas yonxa, OTIjaBaB CBOE,

L{BeTouHOIO KJIYMOOK CTajna 3a AOMOM.
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At anchor she rides the sunny sod

As full to the gunnel of flowers growing

As ever she turned her home with cod

From George’s bank when winds were blowing.

And I judge from that Elysian freight
That all they ask is rougher weather,
And dory and master will sail by fate
To seek for the Happy Isles together.

THE ARMFUL

For every parcel I stoop down to seize,

I lose some other off my arms and knees,
And the whole pile is slipping, bottles, buns,
Extremes too hard to comprehend at once,
Yet nothing I should care to leave behind.
With all I have to hold with, hand and mind
And heart, if need be, I will do my best

To keep their building balanced at my breast.
I crouch down to prevent them as they fall;
Then sit down in the middle of them all.

I had to drop the armful in the road

And try to stack them in a better load.

THE DOOR IN THE DARK

In going from room to room in the dark,
I reached out blindly to save my face,
But neglected, however lightly, to lace
My fingers and close my arms in an arc.
A slim door got in past my guard,

And hit me a blow in the head so hard
I had my native simile jarred.

So people and things don’t pair any more
With what they used to pair with before.
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Tenepp 3Ta Jiogxa UBETAMM IOJIHA.

A OJMKM IIBIBYT HO TpaBe, OynTO CHOBa
JoMoii, KaKk ¥ mpexie, HECIEUIHO OHa

C o6oraroii moObluell MOET IOCJE JIOBA.

Ax, rpy3 asnusmiickuii! Korma-uubyner Ttak
W OGyner, HaBepHO, Kak 00a MevTaJIu:
Pribankas nogka u crapelif poibak
OTmpaBsTCS CHOBa B JaJieKHe Naly.

Ilepesoo b. Xaebnuxosa

HOWIA

ITycTsixk moporo BbINMAJET U3 PYK.
Harnemncs nmomobpath €ro, u BAPYT
HeuasiHHO ymaBlileMy BOCJENX

BHM3 HOJIETUT ellle OOVH TIpeaMeT,
M monoi3er THUXOHBKO HOILIA, BCS
V3 pyk TBOMX pacchmaThbCsi rpo3s,
ITockosibKy OHa CIIMILIKOM TsiXKesa
W caumukxoMm Benuka Tebe Oblia.
Torpa, mpuxaB ee K CBOEH IpynH,
PactepsiHHO TBI cslelllb NOCpenyt
Cgoeit noporu, 4To0 MOTOM OMNATH
Bce nmomobpars ¥ 3aHOBO NMOIHSATD.

ITepesod b. Xaebnurosa

JABEPb BO THbME

Ha omynp s HOYBIO MO IOMY IpOLLEN,

JloBs, kak cjenoi, eje CIbIHbIE 3BYKH,

S wen oCTOpPOXHO, HO, BUAMMO, PYKH

IMowmupe, yeM Hamo, mpH 3TOM pa3Bel,

He Bupns, 4to OBeph NMPUOTKPBHITA, BIOTHMAX,

U nBepp Mexay pyk mpsMo B J1o6 MHe-—Imapax!-—
Ja Tak, 4To enBa ycTosul Ha Horax!

HomxHo ObITh, U NpaBOa NPHUBBIYHASA CBA3b
JIropeit u Bewiel B HAIM JHU IPECEKJIACH.

Ilepeoo b. Xiaebnuxosa
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ACCEPTANCE

When the spent sun throws up its rays on cloud
And goes down burning into the gulf below,
No voice in nature is heard to cry aloud

At what has happened. Birds, at least, must know
It is the change to darkness in the sky.
Murmuring something quiet in her breast,

One bird begins to close a faded eye;

Or overtaken too far from his nest,

Hurrying low above the grove, some waif
Swoops just in time to his remembered tree.

At most he thinks or twitters softly, ‘Safe!

Now let the night be dark for all of me.

Let the night be too dark for me to see

Into the future. Let what will be, be.’

WEST-RUNNING BROOK

‘Fred, where is north?

‘North? North is there, my love.
The brook runs west.’

‘West-running Brook then call it.’
(West-running Brook men call it to this day.)
‘What does it think it’s doing running west
When all the other country brooks flow east
To reach the ocean? It must be the brook
Can trust itself to go by contraries
The way I can with you—and you with me-
Because we’re—we’re—In don’t know what we are.
What are we?

‘Young or new?
‘We must be something.

We’ve said we two. Let’s change that to we three.
As you and I are married to each other,
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CMUPEHHME

CBeTUJIO MEpKHET, OJIM3UTCA TOT MUT,
Korpa 3akar yiiner Ha OHO 3ajMBa,
OnHako HM €OVHBIA NTHYMH KPHK

Ha 3710 He moceryer TOCK/IMBO,

W xakx Bcerma, Tak W Ha 3TOT pa3s,
Be3amonBHas cpellb TEMHOTO 0€3MOJIBBS,
CMexHT nmu4yra BEeKH TYCKJIBIX rjia3
Wnu, BHanu OT CBOEro rHe30Bbs
3acTUrHyTas CyMpakom, OHa

Ha BeTky mpsiHeT, TYT ke crpax 3abyner
M numub menHer TUXoHbKO: «CraceHa!
U ckonbko Tenepp Mpaka He npuOyner,
JeHb Bce paBHO HACTYINHUT U paccyauT,
Yemy ciyuutbcs 3aBTpa. bymp, uto O6yner!»

Ilepe6od b. Xaebruxosa

3ATTAJHAA PEKA

«®Ppen, rae TyT ceBep™»

«Tam, mo6oBb Mo !
Peka Tever Ha 3amany.

«Ha3zosem
Ee 3a sto 3amamgHoit pekoro.
(Ona Tax u 30BeTcs A0 CHX MOp.)
Ho noueMy oHa Teuer Ha 3aman?
Benp 31ech TEKYT BCe peKHM Ha BOCTOK,
Tam oxean! HaBepHoe, y Hamiei
Takoif y)x HpaB—HATH HaMEpEKop.
A Bnpouem, Mbl u camu, ®pen, Takue...
Takue, Hy...»

«Yupsambie

«IToxanyi.
Tenepb xe Hac, ynpsMBIX, CTAHET TPOE,
Kak 6ynro ¢ Hero MBI OOHA CEMbs.

15-328
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We’ll both be married to the brook. We’ll build
Our bridge across it, and the bridge shall be
Our arm thrown over it asleep beside it.

Look, look, it’s waving to us with a wave

To let us know it hears me.’

‘Why, my dear,
That wave’s been standing off this jut of shore-’
(The black stream, catching on a sunken rock,
Flung backward on itself in one white wave,
And the white water rode the black forever,
Not gaining but not losing, like a bird
White feathers from the struggle of whose breast
Flecked the dark stream and flecked the darker pool
Below the point, and were at last driven wrinkled
In a white scarf against the far shore alders.)
‘That wave’s been standing off this jut of shore
Ever since rivers, I was going to say,
Were made in heaven. It wasn’t waved to us.

‘It wasn’t, yet it was. If not to you
It was to me-in an annunciation.’

‘Oh, if you take it off to lady-land,

As’t were the country of the Amazons

We men must see you to the confines of

And leave you there, ourselves forbid to enter,—
It is your brook! I have no more to say.’

‘Yes, you have, too. Go on. You thought of something.’

‘Speaking of contraries, see how the brook
In that white wave runs counter to itself.
It is from that in water we were from
Long, long before we were from any creature.
Here we, in our impatience of the steps,
Get back to the beginning of beginnings,
The stream of everything that runs away.
Some say existence like a Pirouot

And Pirouette, forever in one place,
Stands still and dances, but it runs away,
It seriously, sadly, runs away

To fill the abyss’ void with emptiness.



3ANNAJHAS PEKA

227

Korga-uubyns Mbl 31€Ch MOCTPOUM MOCT,
Kotopslii Oyner pexy oOHMMATh

Caoeit pykoH, Kak Thl MEHS HOYaMH...
I'nsaau, oHa MaxHyja HaM BOJIHOM,
YToObl CKa3aTh, YTO CJBILLIMT HAC».

«da Her,
B ToM MecTe mpocTo HEHUTCS OYpyH.
(Korpma peuynas TemHas Bojna
Hoxonutr no GoJibLIOro BajyHa,
To HauyMHaeT meHUTHCS OypyH;
OH KpyXHuTCs HAa MecTe, OyATO B BOIY
VYnanu BblApaHHBIE NTUYLH TEPbs;
IToTroM yHOCHT TemHasi cTpys
Nx Genblit kpamn, 4TOOBI BOKPYT OJIbXU
3aToIIeHHO# OOBUTH NMyXOBBLIM HIAp(HOM.)
BypyH ke Tam, HaBepHOe, C TeX MOp,
Kak ¢ Heba moTekjm Ha 3eMJIIO PEKH,
Tak uTO, yBBI, BOJIHOIO HaM HE MallyT».

«Her, mawyr. He Tebe, Tak, 3Ha4uT, MHe,
M B3mMmax, HaBepHsKa, ObLUT HOOPBIM 3HAKOMY.

«YTo X, ecnu Thl cymesia NpeBpaTUTh
OKpeCTHOCTb 3Ty B LIAPCTBO aMAa30HOK,
UbH 3eMJIH HEAOCTYNHBI I MYXKUHMH,
Torpga cuMrail, YTO ¥ MEHsS 3[ECh HET.
Peka TBOsi! MHe Heuero ckasaTby».

«Her, roopu! Tbl 4TO-TO Beab HpHAyMA...»

«MHe B rojioBy NpHULIO, YTO YeJIOBEK
[Ipousouien OT NEHUCTOH BOJIHBI,
BoccraBuieit npotus o01iero moToxa,
IToToM yX TOJNBKO OT MOXHATBIX HPEIKOB.
Orcrofa M ynpsiMCTBO 4eJioBeka,
Otcrona yenoBeveckasi TAra
N3BeyHas —k MCTOKY BceX Hayall.
ITopoto roeopsT, 4TO ObITHE

IToxoxe Ha OecneyHBIH XOPOBOA.

A ObiTHe, KaK 3TO HU HPHCKOPOHO,
VYxomuT npods Oe3ynepKHBIM NOTOKOM
W uznusaercs B mycTtyro Ge3nHy.

15*
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It flows beside us in this water brook,

But it flows over us. It flows between us

To separate us for a panic moment.

It flows between us, over us, and with us.
And it is time, strength, tone, light, life, and love-
And even substance lapsing unsubstantial;
The universal cataract of death

That spends to nothingness—and unresisted,
Save by some strange resistance in itself,

Not just a swerving, but a throwing back,

As if regret were in it and were sacred.

It has this throwing backward on itself

So that the fall of most of it is always
Raising a little, sending up a little.

Our life runs down in sending up the clock.
The brook runs down in sending up our life.
The sun runs down in sending up the brook.
And there is something sending up the sun.
It is this backward motion toward the source,
Against the stream, that most we see ourselves in,
The tribute of the current to the source.

It is from this in nature we are from.

It is most us.’

‘Today will be the day
You said so.’

‘No, today will be the day
You said the brook was called West-running Brook.’

‘Today will be the day of what we both said.’

THE BEAR

The bear puts both arms around the tree above her
And draws it down as if it were a lover

And its choke cherries lips to kiss good-by,

Then lets it snap back upright in the sky.

Her next step rocks a boulder on the wall

(She’s making her cross-country in the fall).
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Ceifuac OHO Te4eT B PEYHOil CTpye,
Unp B HebGecax, Wb MEXAY HAC, U 3THUM
Hac pa3snmydaer B XyTKylO MHHYTY.
Hapn namu, Mexnay HaMu WIM 6 HAC...
Bce mpexopsie: BpeMsl, XH3Hb, JIFOOOBB.
Martepuu u TOH He YCTOSATb

Ilepen BceoOmIMM 3TUM HU3BEPKEHbEM
B cMmeprtensHoe 3usHue. OnHako

B camMoM noToke ecTb NPOTHBOTOK,
Bo3BpaTHOe OBHXEHHE K HMCTOKY.

BoT rae cokpbiTa TailHa HaUIMX TaiH.
B moToke HEH3MEHHO €CTh M30BITOK,
Bnaromaps KOTOpoMy Te4eHbe

Kak 6Bl BOCXOOMT Hax caMuUM COGOH.
VXoauT BeK —NIPUXOAUT BEK HHOH,
3axoouT COJIHIIE — IJIEUIYT POJHUKU

M cHOBa MOCHLIAIOT COJIHIIE B HEGO.
B mo6oM moToke ecTb NMPOTUBOTOK,
Crpysuuiics Hanepekop TeYeHbIo,

W 3T0 naHb MCTOKY CBOEMY.

BoT OT uero Msl BCe MPOU3OLLIIN.
Bor—Hama cyTb».

«Tst mpaB. 1 3TOT AEHB
Ha Oymer mHEM TBOUMM.

«Her, 3TOT HOEHB
Ja Oymer nHEM KpELIEHUS PEeKu».

«[da OyneT oH IHEM HALUEro COrJiachs».

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

MEIBEJb

I'ybaMu K JIUCTBSM TSHETCS MeIBEluIia,
Kak Obl menys mMosiofioe nepeBle,

Ho rubkxwuii cTBOJI, NPUrHYTHIH €10 BHM3,
Kak XJBICTHK ILIENKHYB, yJIETAa€T BBBICh.
MenBemuua yxoaut. Tskkuil Bec

Ee moxoaxu conmporaer Jec.
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Her great weight creaks the barbed-wire in its staples
As she flings over and off down through the maples,
Leaving on one wire tooth a lock of hair.

Such is the uncaged progress of the bear.

The world has room to make a bear feel free;

The universe seems cramped to you and me.

Man acts more like the poor bear in a cage

That all day fights a nervous inward rage,

His mood rejecting all his mind suggests.

He paces back and forth and never rests

The toe-nail click and shuffle of his feet,

The telescope at one end of his beat,

And at the other end the microscope,

Two instruments of nearly equal hope,

And in conjuction giving quite a spread.

Or if he rests from scientific tread,

"Tis only to sit back and sway his head

Through ninety odd degrees of arc, it seems,
Between two metaphysical extremes.

He sits back on his fundamental butt

With lifted snout and eyes (if any) shut,

(He almost looks religious but he’s not),

And back and forth he sways from cheek to cheek,
At one extreme agreeing with one Greek,

At the other agreeing with another Greek

Which may be thought, but only so to speak.

A baggy figure, equally pathetic

When sedentary and when peripatetic.

THE EGG AND THE MACHINE

He gave the solid rail a hateful kick.

From far away there came an answering tick
And then another tick. He knew the code:
His hate had roused an engine up the road.
He wished when he had had the track alone
He had attacked it with a club or stone
And bent some rail wide open like a switch
So as to wreck the engine in the ditch.
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3a Hew JMIIb MPOJIOM OCTAaJICA C3aau

B eit momemabiueii ¢pepmepckoii orpane

Ja BbIpBaHHBIN U3 Oypoil 1IEpCTH KJIOK.

VY 3Bepst ecTb IPOCTPAHCTBO, rAe 6 OH MOT
Cuurath cebs cBoOogHbpIM. MHe X mopoit
Bce Mupo3naHbe kaxkeTcsi TIOPbMOH,

N uyscTByIO cebsa 51, OyATO B KJIETh
OXOTHHKaMH 3arHaHHBIA MeOBelb.
TocknuBoii 0e3bICXOIHOCTBIO OOBAT,

OH Medercs no Hell BHeped-Ha3am,

A KjeTka, u3[eBasiChb, ThIUET B JIOD

EMy TO MHKpOCKOII, TO TEJIECKOI
(Xorsi—kak HM riyna jobasi jyna-—

Ux coveranbe B 0OIIEM-TO HE TJIYIO).
VYcraB, OHaAKO, OT YIPIOMBIX OyM,

UTto noHeBoJiE€ YAPYYalOT YM,

MenaBenp caauTcs Ha MOJI MOIIHBIM 3a10M,
Oco3HaBasi, YTO, HABEPHO, HAAO

EMy cMuUpUTBCS ¢ KpaHHOCTBIO JIIOOOI,
ITostomMy 10XMaTO# I0OJIOBOIA,

Urto6 mokasath, YTO BCE Ha CBETE IIPABHI,
CornacHO TO HajleBO, TO HalpaBo

Kusaer oH, He moabIMas Bek,

Mog, 6e3ycioBHO, NpaB ObLI OPEBHUM TI'pek,
A BrnpoueM, mpaB M CHOPHMBIIMK C HUM TIpeK,
M BooOwe mpaB kaxaplii 4YeJIOBeK.

Yro jiexxa B KJETH, YTO Meyach IO KJIETH,
Henen u crouk, ¥ nepunaTeruk.

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

SAWLO U MAPOBO3

OH c HEHaBUCTbIO peybCy mHyJI. M Bapyr

B orBeT mocisbliancs Aajiekuid CTYK,

Kax 6yaro BmpsMb-IO pejibcaM JIMILb YAaph,
W oxuBeT Ha HHUX CTajbHas TBaphb.

EMy xoTesoch BbUIOMaTh NyOHHY,

YT1oOBbl CBAJIUTH XEJIE3HYIO MaxuHY

Wnp penscy BBITHYTh, YTOOBI HOJA OTKOC

CaM mosieTes1 NMPOKJIATHLI MapoBO3.
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Too late though, now, he had himself to thank.
Its click was rising to a nearer clank.

Here it came breasting like a horse in skirts.
(He stood well back for fear of scalding squirts.)
Then for a moment all there was was size
Confusion and a roar that drowned the cries
He raised against the gods in the machine.
Then once again the sandbank lay serene.

The traveler’s eye picked up a turtle trail,
Between the dotted feet a streak of tail,

And followed it to where he made out vague
But certain signs of buried turtle’s egg;

And probing with one finger not too rough,
He found suspicious sand, and sure enough,
The pocket of a little turtle mine.

If there was one egg in it there were nine,
Torpedo-like, with shell of gritty leather

All packed in sand to wait the trump together.
‘You’d better not disturb me any more,’

He told the distance, ‘I am armed for war.
The next machine that has the power to pass
Will get this plasm in its goggle glass.’
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OH 3axoTel... Oa TOJIbKO mno3aHo. Pasom
Janexkuif cTyk KoJIeC CMEHHUIICS JIS3TOM.
ITpumnock mocroponuthes. CnaBa Oory,
He T1o Ob1 mapoM o0Bapmjio HOTY.
I'pomana Hanerena. B ToTr xe mur
Xaoc ¥ IpoxoT 3arjyliId KpHK,
Ipoxnates Gecnonesusie. [ToTom

BHOBB Bolapunach THUIIMHA KPYTOM.
Benusra ke MOHYpHJICS B TOCKE

M pasrnsnoen BHe3anHO Ha Mecke

Cren 4epenaiuii —TOYKH M 4epTa:

OT HOXeK clel U OT ee XBOCTa.

OH mouckan Opyrue OTHeYaTKd

W oOHapyxun 4epenambio KjIajaxy.
Sino B rHe3ne, COBCEM Kak y MHYYT,
Hda He ogHO, a HENBIX NEBATH IUTYK
JlexaT, kak IeBSTh MaJICHbKUX TOpIen,
Jnsi MacKMpOBKH B3B NECOYHBIH HBET.
«Tenepp monpoOyit CyHbCs! —KPHKHYJ OH
INMputuxmeit manu.— 51 BoopyxeH.

M HOBOMY Xejle3HOMY Mapa3my

B rja3 samymy BOT 3Ty mpoTomiasmy b

Iepesod b. Xaebnuxosa
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THE GOLD HESPERIDEE

Square Matthew Hale’s young grafted apple tree
Began to blossom at the age of five;

And after having entertained the bee,

And cast its flowers and all the stems but three,
It set itself to keep those three alive;

And downy wax the three began to thrive.

They had just given themselves a little twist

And turned from looking up and being kissed

To looking down and yet not being sad,

When came Square Hale with Let’s see what we had;
And two was all he counted (one he missed);

But two for a beginning wasn’t bad.

His little Matthew, also five years old,

Was led into the presence of the tree

And raised among the leaves and duly told,
We mustn’t touch them yet, but see and see!
And what was green would by and by be gold.
Their name was called the Gold Hesperidee.

As regularly as he went to feed the pig

Or milk the cow, he visited the fruit,

The dew of night and morning on his boot.
Dearer to him than any barnyard brute,
Each swung in danger on its slender twig,
A bubble on a pipe-stem growing big.

Long since they swung as three instead of two-
One more, he thought, to take him safely through.
Three made it certain nothing Fate could do



30JIOTBIE T'ECITEPU/bI

B3sn MoatThro Xeil OUYKOM €€, a IUION
OHa Ha HATOM ToOf€ 3aBs3aja;
IIpuBeTUB Muen, CTPsSXHYyJa LBET U BOT,
Tpu uepeHKa OCTaBUB, B TOT Xe€ O

W nonecia M, He TasCh HHUMAJIO,
Kauana ux m x cBeTy moAHUMaJa.

Korna, yxe xpyrisach M Tsbkeses,

He B Hebeca rasgenu, a ckopee

Ha 3emmo, BHH3, Kak OyATO Hamokas,

«A Hy-Kka,—Xeil1 cka3al,—4To TYyT Y Hac™»—
W npa namen (Oynp 3peHue ocrpee,
Hamwen 651 Tpu). U1 nmapa B camblii pa3.

N mmagumii M3TThlO, JIET HOATH U CaM,

Ha Hux, nmoau, yxxe MMEBLIHHA BUIBI,

C OoTHOBCKHX pyK NpeAcTaBiieH ObLI MJIOJaM:
«He pBM 3e/IeHBIX, CKUCHYT OT OOM[IBI.

A 4TOOHI cralle ObLIM, 1 UM AaM
Hasaube: 3onoreie [ecriepuani».

Tenepp, kOrga OH LleJd KOPMHUTH CBHHbBIO
WUnu pgouts KOpoBy, OH CHavaa,

Eme poca no bammMakam Gexana,

Mlen x s6ione. OHa nopoxe craja
JIro06oit CKOTHHBI, Ha XHBOM KJICIO
Kayas nnote no4yepHioo CBOIO.

JlaBHBIM-IaBHO OHM KayaJiuCh TPOIHEH —
Eiwie onHo, 1 M3TThIO CTayn CIOKOHHEH
3a Hux nepen Cynbboro-rpamoboiiHeit
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With codlin moth or rusty parasite
Would keep him now from proving with a bite
That the name Gold Hesperidee was right.

And so he brought them to the verge of frost.
But one day when the foliage all went swish
With autumn and the fruit was rudely tossed,
He thought no special goodness could be lost
If he fulfilled at last his summer wish,

And saw them picked unbruised and in a dish,

Where they could ripen safely to the eating.

But when he came to look, no apples there

Under, or on the tree, or anywhere,

And the light-natured tree seemed not to care!

"Twas Sunday and Square Hale was dressed for meeting
The final summons into church was beating.

Just as he was without an uttered sound

At those who’d done him such a wrong as that,
Square Matthew Hale took off his Sunday hat
And ceremoniously laid it on the ground,

And leaping on it with a solemn bound,
Danced slowly on it till he trod it flat.

Then suddenly he saw the thing he did,

And looked around to see if he was seen.
This was the sin that Ahaz was forbid

(The meaning of the passage had been hid):
To look upon the tree when it was green
And worship apples. What else could it mean?

God saw him dancing in the orchard path,
But mercifully kept the passing crowd

From witnessing the fault of one so proud.
And so the story wasn’t told in Gath;

In gratitude for which Square Matthew vowed
To walk a graver man restrained in wrath.
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N nnonoxopkoit, u60 3TU TpH
Morn#u yIocTOBEpUTh U3HYTDHU:
VX uMs BEpHO, YTO HHM TOBODH.

Tak BIJIOTH OO 3aMOpPO3KOB OH Oeper ux.
Ho B neHpb, xorja JMCTBa yXe Jierja

M napanvua rEmwia Ha Jgoporax,

Ilopa B3BICKaTh CBOE, BCE [EJI0 B CpPOKax,
ITonyman oH. Bo3bMy, U Bce gena.

M yBupan ux mocpenu croJa,

BcknsiHb 30JI0THIX, KaK 3arajaj BECHOIO.
A B cag nmpuuien U obmep: yto 3a Open?
Hu s6nouka. Hu Tak, HM Ha NpPOCBET.

A nepeBy kak Oynro nena HeT.

Tyt MbtThio Xeiin, oneThlil B BBIXOOHOE,
VYcenpimaa KoJoKoJ Haj TOJIOBORO.

U, xak cTosul, HE CMesl NMPOKJIMHATH
OOuauMKOB, OJ MEPHBIM 3BOH LIEPKOBHBIH,
OH, OCJIEILICHHBIH SPOCTHIO T'PEXOBHOI,
Viapun LSO 03€Mb—HaIeBaTh ! —

M ¢ HacnaxnaeHbeM CTajl €€ TONTATh,
IToka oHa kak OJIMH HE CTajla POBHOM.

W Bopyr ocTelUl U ycThIAMICS cpa3y,
Korna y3pen okpecTHble calibl.

To rpex, BMeHeHHBIH Hexorna Axa3zy
(BbL1 CMBICT €ero exBa JIM SBJIEH IJa3y):
Ha pnepeBo cMOTpeTh M Ha IIOAMI,
Monsce uM. daneko nu o Genwi?

Bor Bupesn 3TOT TaHel OeCHOBaHbS,

Ho cpenan tak, 4ToObl HHKTO HE MOT
XoTh B WIYTKY OpocUTH ropieny ynpek.
M cayuait sToT He 3aHec B Ilucanbe;
ITo ceit npuunHe MOSTTBIO Jaji 3apoK
BbITh OCMOTpHUTENIbHEH B HErOOOBaHbLE.

ITepeeod O. Yyxonyesa
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IN TIME OF CLOUDBURST

Let the downpour roil and toil!
The worst it can do to me

Is carry some garden soil

A little nearer the sea.

"Tis the world-old way of the rain
When it comes to a mountain farm
To exact for a present gain

A little of future harm.

And the harm is none too sure,

For when all that was rotted rich
Shall be in the end scoured poor,
When my garden has gone down ditch,

Some force has but to apply,

And summits shall be immersed,
The bottom of seas raised dry-
The slope of the earth reversed.

Then all I need do is run

To the other end of the slope,
And on tracts laid new to the sun,
Begin all over to hope.

Some worn old tool of my own
Will be turned up by the plow,
The wood of it changed to stone,
But as ready to wield as now.

May my application so close

To so endless a repetition

Not make me tired and morose
And resentful of man’s condition.
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MOCIJIE JIMBHA

IlycTp xneweT HOXAb MPOJUBHOM,
Ilycts TpynsTcs BIPOK OCaJKH.
Ho uto ¢ toro? Ilepernoit
Ocsner ¢ Bonoit B pacmajike.

Kak mup, 3TO0T HOXIOb Hempocr,
IMonuBoM uas mo ¢epmam,
B3umaer 3a OyiiHblif pocT
INocnenyromum ymep6om.

W panpHuii ymep6-—-oH BHPOK,
Benp Bce, 4TO BYMCTYIO CTHUIIO,
HUctountcs B nopormok.

Korna xe co cimoeMm uia

Can x MoOpIo BeCchb OTOMJET.
Ynap—u BepLIMHA KaHET

C roporo B my4uHy BO[,

W Ge3gna BeplIMHON BCTaHer.

Toraga s Ha CKJIOH OpYroi,
Bor pmacr, mepeliny u B ropy
Henasneil moiiny Tpomnoit
Ilon conHueM uckaThb oOmopy.

U nemex-3emieBopoT

Ha naxore oropoaxoii

B 3emiie uHCTpyMeHT Haiimer,
CrouuBuuuiics, Ho NOOPOTHBIH.

U nycrs Mo#t ynen m Bupenb,
He pa3 moBTOpsich OT Beka,
HacTt cuibl Bce NpeTeprerh,
UTo cnpocurcs C 4eJoBeka.

Ilepesod O. Yyxonyesa

16-328
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A ROADSIDE STAND

The little old house was out with a little new shed

In front at the edge of the road where the traffic sped,
A roadside stand that too pathetically pled,

It would not be fair to say for a dole of bread,

But for some of the money, the cash, whose flow supports
The flower of cities from sinking and withering faint.
The polished traffic passed with a mind ahead,

Or if ever aside a moment, then out of sorts

At having the landscape marred with the artless paint
Of signs that with N turned wrong and S turned wrong
Offered for sale wild berries in wooden quarts,

Or crook-necked golden squash with silver warts,

Or beauty rest in a beautiful mountain scene.

You have the money, but if you want to be mean,
Why keep your money (this crossly), and go along.
The hurt to the scenery wouldn’t be my complaint

So much as the trusting sorrow of what is unsaid:
Here far from the city we make our roadside stand
And ask for some city money to feel in hand

To try if it will not make our being expand,

And give us the life of the moving pictures’ promise
That the party in power is said to be keeping from us.

It is in the news that all these pitiful kin

Are to be bought out and mercifully gathered in

To live in villages next to the theater and store

Where they won’t have to think for themselves any more;
While greedy good-doers, beneficent beasts of prey,
Swarm over their lives enforcing benefits

That are calculated to soothe them out of their wits,
And by teaching them how to sleep the sleep all day,
Destroy their sleeping at night the ancient way.

Sometimes I feel myself I can hardly bear

The thought of so much childish longing in vain,

The sadness that lurks near the open window there,
That waits all day in almost open prayer

For the squeal of brakes, the sound of a stopping car,
Of all the thousand selfish cars that pass,

Just one to inquire what a farmer’s prices are.
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JOMUK ¥ JOPOT'HN

JIOMHIIKO C HeJaBHEH NPUCTPOHKON MOJ KO3BIPHKOM
Crosn y miocce, rje MalIMHbI IIUIA KOCSKOM;
IlpuBan y HOpOrm OTYastHHBIM T'OJIOCKOM

Monun, kak ¢ pykoil, IpOTSHYTOH 32 KyCKOM,

He xneba, a OeHer HaJIMYHBIX, AEHBXAT 4yTh-4yTh,
Jaromux pacuseT ropogaM M INOObEM CTpPaHE.
MamuHel Bce HUIM U LM CBOMM YEpelIoM,

A eciu M3 enymux KTO BBIXOIWJI B3IJISHYTH,

BrIn TATOCTEH MM M BMI, M cToj0en B MasHe,

I'me N u S onpokMHYTO CMOTpPSAT BIab,

I'me Aromsl B Ky30BKE IpeiaraloT B NyTh

Wnp THIKBY psOyro, a TeM, KTO HE NpOYb B3JPEMHYTbh,
IMManamux B ropax, ¥ BCe 3TO B [BYX Ilarax.

W ecnu Bbl MHUJIOCEpIAHB! M NPH JEHbrax,

3aueM ux Oepeub M TYHmO XaThb Ha Ielajb.

Ho Her, He meii3axx HaApbIBAe€T TaKk AyIY MHe,

A rope HeMoe, NMOACIYIIAHHOE TaWKOM:

Bpanu oTo Bcex, y JDOpPOTH MBI CTaBHUM AOM

U npocuM Bac AaTh XOTb IOPCTKY HaM Ha MOJBEM
JleHbXaT ropoAckux, 6e3 KOTOpPBIX HE IPOXHUBEM,
W, MoxeT, yBUIUM Ty XH3Hb, XOTb MaJIylO 4acTb,
KoTopoit Hac KOPMHT KMHO M JIMILIAET BJACTh.

B razerax numyt, uro Hamo Obl Gemosar

BceM MHPOM BBIKYIUTH M paccesiuTh, HO Tak,
YToO UMM B NOCEJIKaX OHH, TIE JiaBKa U KIIyO,
I'me uM He Hago GOpoThCA 3a xyeb U cym;

A ux 6naroperen OpBI3XKYT HA HUX CJIIOHOM

U ¢ munoctssMu HaOpachIBalOTCS XKYYKH,

Y106 cTajmu OHH CIIOKOHHBI KaK AYypaykKw,

YTto06 cnanu Bech NeHb 33 KaMEHHOIO CTEHOIA,
PacraunBasick 6€CCOHHUIICIO HOYHOM.

W 1 omymaro, kak HEBLIHOCHMa OHa,

VX nercku HexuTpas MBICIb O HYXIE CBOEI,
W rpycTb, HENMOABHXKHO 3aCTHIBLIAS Y OKHA,
MoOJIMTBEHHO Ciy4ast XOyllas JOTEMHa,

UT06 B3BU3THYJIM TOpPMO3a M OJHA U3 MAIlUH,
OnHO M3 THICSY STOUCTHYHBIX aBTO,

CsepHysia Bo OBop: a 310 moyem? a T10?

16*
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And one did stop, but only to plow up grass

In using the yard to back and turn around;

And another to ask the way to where it was bound;

And another to ask could they sell it a gallon of gas
They couldn’t (this crossly): they had none, didn’t it see?

No, in country money, the country scale of gain,
The requisite lift of spirit has never been found,

Or so the voice of the country seems to complain.
I can’t help owning the great relief it would be

To put these people at one stroke out of their pain.
And then next day as I come back into the sane,

I wonder how I should like you to come to me
And offer to put me gently out of my pain.

AT WOODWARD’S GARDENS

A boy, presuming on his intellect,

Once showed two little monkeys in a cage

A burning-glass they could not understand

And never could be made to understand.
Words are no good: to say it was a lens

For gathering solar rays would not have helped.
But let him show them how the weapon worked.
He made the sun a pin-point on the nose

Of first one, then the other till it brought

A look of puzzled dimness to their eyes

That blinking could not seem to blink away.
They stood arms laced together at the bars,
And exchanged troubled glances over life.

One put a thoughtful hand up to his nose

As if reminded-or as if perhaps

Within a million years of an idea.

He got his purple little knuckles stung.

The already known had once more been confirmed
By psychological experiment,

And that were all the finding to announce

Had the boy not presumed too close and long.
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U Bce-Taku crana omHa, HO 3yOIaMHU IIMH
Jlvmis B3phIIa TpaBy, pa3BepHYJach—H yHeciach,
Hpyras cnpocuiia Oopory-u OpbI3HyJa Ips3b,

W TpeThs noawexana: He MponanyT JU OEH3MH,
Ja pa3Be He BHIHO—KaTHUTeCh!—He Npoaaem.

Her, cenbckue neHbrH, XOTb NPUIOPLIHAMH HX Cei,
Ot OeQHOCTH He cnacaidd Hac OTPOISChH,

He c aToro nu u pomoT IiyXxoil mojei.

A nymaro, MOXeT, U BIpaBly CIIACEHHE B TOM,
UTto6 pazoM m36aBUTH OT OOJIM 3THUX JIIOAEH.

Ho uro, MHTEpecHO, cKaxy s, KOraa MOTOM
INpuayt 1 MeHd u306aBUTHL OT 0OJM MOEIA.

Iepesoo O. Hyxonyesa

B 300ITAPKE

OmuH caMOIOBOJIBHBIA MajbYyraH

JIByM o0e3bsiHKaM Kak-TO B 300MapKe
XBaJMJICS 3a)KUTATEJIbHBIM CTEKJIOM.

WM ceit mpenMeT noHsTeH ObUT He OoJiblile,
YeM MOSCHEHbS: 3TO, HECKATh, JIMH3A
Hdnsi cobupaHbsi COJHEYHBIX JIy4ew.

A MoOXeT, HHCTPYMEHT IOHATHeH B Aene?
Manpuuiuka TOYKON COJIHEYHOM IpUXer
Hocel 06enM. B ux rnasax 3actbuio
Takoe TeMHOe HeIOYMEHbeE,

KoToporo MopranbeM He CMOpPTHEHIb.

W3 pyk He BbIyckas NPYTbEB KJETKH,
OHHU BCTPEBOXEHHO IEPErJISTHYJIMCH.

Opnna u3 06e3psiH KOCHYJIAch HOCa,

IMoutu coobpa3uB, YTO [ajeka

Ha MunaHoOHBI JieT OT NMOHUMAaHBA.

A coJyiHeYHasi TOYKa Iepella

Ha 006e3bsauuii majen, 4YToObl OMNBIT
IToBTOpHBIM NOATBEPOMTH IKCIIEPUMEHTOM.
Ho B 3TOT pa3 ecTecTBOMCHBLITATENH

Beu1 cnumkoM 6M30K K CBOEMY OOBEKTY.
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There was a sudden flash of arm, a snatch,
And the glass was the monkeys’, not the boy’s.
Precipitately they retired back cage

And instituted an investigation

On their part, though without the needed insight.

They bit the glass and listened for the flavor.
They broke the handle and the binding off it.
Then none the wiser, frankly gave it up,

And having hid it in their bedding straw
Against the day of prisoners’ ennui,

Came dryly forward to the bars again

To answer for themselves: Who said it mattered
What monkeys did or didn’t understand?

They might not understand a burning-glass.
They might not understand the sun itself.

It’s knowing what to do with things that counts.

A BLUE RIBBON AT AMESBURY

Such a fine pullet ought to go
All coiffured to a winter show,
And be exhibited, and win.

The answer is this one has been-—

And come with all her honors home
Her golden leg, her coral comb,

Her fluff of plumage, white as chalk,
Her style, were all the fancy’s talk.

It seems as if you must have heard.
She scored an almost perfect bird.

In her we make ourselves acquainted
With one a Sewell might have painted.

Here common with the flock again,
At home in her abiding pen,

She lingers feeding at the trough,
The last to let night drive her off.
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Bapyr—xBath!—u 3aXUraTeJIbHBIM CTEKJIOM
Teneps yxe BIageIOT OOE3bSHKH.

B riyOp kinerku yOexaB, OHU CBOH

Hapn nyno#i mpoBenyu 3KCIEpUMEHTHI,
Be3 momxHOM, pazymMeercs, METOIBI:
Crexyio kycanu, npobys Ha BKYC,
IToToM cnomanu pydky M ompaBy.
Korpa e Oecrnone3Hass BO3HS
INpuckyuuna, OHU 3apBUIH JIYIy

B conomy (Bopyr omarh HmpuAET 0OXOTa
HemHoro mopa3sBiieubcs)) U BEpHYJIUCh
Hazan cnokoiiHo, 6yaTo Bompoias:
Kto, cobcrBeHHO, Oepercs yTBepKOaTh,
YTO BaXXHO NOHUMATh, a YTO HEBAXKHO.
ITyckail oHM He NMOHMMAIOT JIYNbI,
ITyckaif MM [ake COJIHLE HEMOHSATHO,
Baxuee 3HaTh, 3a4eM HYXXHBI IPEIMETHI.

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

XOXJIATKA-JIAYPEATKA

Takoit 6b1 Kypouke OTJIMYHOM
bnucraTe Ha BBICTABKE CTOJIMYHO!
Ha oxpyxHoii oHa Obuia-—

M Bce npusbl Tam 3abpana.

CBoero 0eJIM3HOI0 TJIaKOM,
N xpacortoro, n noBaakoi -
Ot rpebemka 10 KOTOTKOB—
OHa mleHsJla 3HaTOKOB.

Ja Bbl, HABEPHOE, CJIbIXAJIM:
Ee Tam o6pa3uom npusHamy,
EnuHCTBEHHBIM Ha LENbIA CBET.
Hy xotb pucyii ¢ Hee moprper!

Bot, mocie cnaBbl M LIYMHXH,
BepHyBIlIuCh B CBOHt KypATHHUK THXHIA,
OHa noKJIOHBI ObeT MIIEHY

M He Topomurcs KO CHY.
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The one who gave her ankle-band,
Her keeper, empty pail in hand,
He lingers too, averse to slight
His chores for all the wintry night.

He leans against the dusty wall,
Immured almost beyond recall,

A depth past many swinging doors
And many litter-muffled floors.

He meditates the breeder’s art.

He has a half a mind to start,
With her for Mother Eve, a race
That shall all living things displace.

*Tis ritual with her to lay

The full six days, then rest a day;
At which rate barring broodiness
She well may score an egg-success.

The gatherer can always tell

Her well-turned egg’s brown sturdy shell,
As safe a vehicle of seed

As is vouchsafed to feathered breed.

No human specter at the feast
Can scant or hurry her the least.
She takes her time to take her fill.
She whets a sleepy sated bill.

She gropes across the pen alone
To peck herself a precious stone.
She waters at the patent fount.
And so to roost, the last to mount.

The roost is her extent of flight.

Yet once she rises to the height,

She shoulders with a wing so strong
She makes the whole flock move along.

The night is setting in to blow.
It scours the windowpane with snow,
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Cwmepkaercs. Ee xo3suH,

C yrpa 3aberan u 3amasH,
OpuH, C MyCTHIM BEJPOM B DYKe,
3agymascss HeBHaJIeke.

OH, NpUCIIOHAACH K CTEHKE I'pA3HOM,
CrpeMuTcs BIajh MEYTOIO Npa3gHOM.
B HeM, kak 3apHMIA CKBO3b TYMaH,

CeneKkunoHHbIH Ope3XHUT IUIaH.

OH BepUT B NTHYBIO KODPOJIEBY.
On BumuT B Helt npamatepbr Eny,
UYeii HOBbIH, 00pa3LOBHIA pox
Mup yHacnenoBaTh NpHJIET.

V Hell 310pOBBIE NMPHUBHIYKHU:
Ilecty nHelt OHa KIaneT SMYKH—
Ilo miTyke B OeHb, a Ha ceabMOH
BepeT 3aKOHHBIH BBIXOJHOM.

Ee sitio y3HaTh HECNOXHO:
OHO 3amMIIEHO HANEKHOM
Becema oxpyrioit u Tynoit
KopuuneBoro ckopIIynoi.

Ee coMHeHbs He CMYIIAIOT,
OHa CBO# YXHH HOTJIOLLAET,
Ha yenoBeka He B3IJISHYB,

M CBITO YHUCTHT COHHBIH KJIIOB.

V nmaTeHTOBaHHOH MOWIKH

INowapur, pa3rpebeT OmMJIKU
M xamemek OyecTsmMidi ChecT.
Tenepb monuTb—M Ha HACeCT.

Hacecr —npenen ee mousiera.
Ocrajioch pacTojkaTb KOro-TO
W c To#l, u ¢ 3TOH CTOpOHBI,
Ha To u xpbuUibs €l HaHbl.

Temno. B OKOILIKM CHEr CTYYHTCH.
A 3[1€Ch—YTO MOXET 3[1eCh CJIyYUThCH?
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But barely gets from them or her
For comment a complacent chirr.

The lowly pen is yet a hold
Against the dark and wind and cold
To give a prospect to a plan

And warrant prudence in a man.

A DRUMLIN WOODCHUCK

One thing has a shelving bank,
Another a rotting plank,

To give it cozier skies

And make up for its lack of size.

My own strategic retreat

Is where two rocks almost meet,
And still more secure and snug,
A two-door burrow I dug.

With those in mind at my back

I can sit forth exposed to attack
As one who shrewdly pretends
That he and the world are friends.

All we who prefer to live
Have a little whistle we give,
And flash, at the least alarm
We dive down under the farm.

We allow some time for guile
And don’t come out for a while
Either to eat or drink.

We take occasion to think.

And if after the hunt goes past
And the double-barreled blast
(Like war and pestilence

And the loss of common sense),
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IIpoxBoxyer KTO-HUOYAL CO CHa,
M BHOBB-IOKOI W THILHHA.

KypsATHHUK HEKa3UCT CHapyxw,
Ho on-3acioH BeTpaMm H cTyxe,
Bnaropasymus omior,

M —nepcriekTuBY OH naer.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

TOPHBIN CYPOK

KTo xuBeT monx KpHBOi#l 0JIBXOH,
KTo BBepxy, moa rHuiiofd cTpexoi,—
CnoBoM, BCAKHI cebe XKuiuie

Ilo myme na mo pocTy HILET.

Hy a s oburaio B HOpke

Ha xpyToM mieOHHCTOM IpHropke,
U nockonbky MHe XBOCT MO#M AOpOT,
S xomaro eme OTHOPOK.

S Ha KaMHE CHXY OTKpBITO,
OTCTyIIeHbe —MOsl 3alLHUTA.
OObecmeunB THUIBI HAaJEXHO,
Bun GecrieyHblil PUHATDL HECJIOXKHO.

Ectb y Bcex y Hac, XHUTb OXOYMX,
CBoi1 0COOBI1 THXHMH CBHCTOYEK:
IIpu ManeiinieM TPEeBOXHOM 3HAaKe —
FOpk!-u THl B Oe30macHOM Mpake.

U nokyna 3momen 61m3ko,

Jlyumie nepecupers 0e3 pucka,

Bce o0oymaTh IBaXKabl M TPYKIBI,
IMonmocTuTbC —HO BpeMsl BbDKIATh.

A xorja ynmanstcs BOJIKH

M 3aTuxHET 3X0 ABYCTBOJIKH
(Kak nmpoxonar BoiHa U 4yyma
M BceoOwuii BHIBUX yMa),
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If I can with confidence say
That still for another day,

Or even another year,

I will be there for you, my dear,

It will be because, though small

As measured against the All,

I have been so instinctively thorough
About my crevice and burrow.

THE WHITE-TAILED HORNET

The white-tailed hornet lives in a balloon
That floats against the ceiling of the woodshed.
The exit he comes out at like a bullet

Is like the pupil of a pointed gun.

And having power to change his aim in flight,
He comes out more unerring than a bullet.
Verse could be written on the certainty

With which he penetrates my best defense

Of whirling hands and arms about the head
To stab me in the sneeze-nerve of a nostril.
Such is the instinct of it I allow.

Yet how about the insect certainty

That in the neighborhood of home and children
Is such an execrable judge of motives

As not to recognize in me the exception

I like to think I am in everything—

One who would never hang above a bookcase
His Japanese crepe-paper globe for trophy?
He stung me first and stung me afterward.
He rolled me off the field head over heels,
And would not listen to my explanations.

That’s when I went as visitor to his house.
As visitor at my house he is better.
Hawking for flies about the kitchen door,

In at one door perhaps and out another,
Trust him then not to put you in the wrong.
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Moxeub ObITh, MOH APYXOK, YBEpEH,
UTo s 37€Ch U YTO S HaMepeH
OcraBaTbCs 31€Ch Xe M BIpeIb
M Ha Mup CBBICOKA CMOTPETb,

IToToMy u4TO, Kak s HH MaJj
ITo cpaBuenbto ¢ macuitabom Ckad,
Ho 3ato s 4yTkuil ¥ 30pkuil
M ymero npsTaTbCs B HOPKE.

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BEJIOXBOCTbBIN IEPIIEHB

B capae ApOBSIHOM IOX MOTOJIKOM
I'ne3no moaBecmst 6EIOXBOCTHIH LIEPLIEHB.

PyXelHbBIM NIyJIOM CMOTPHUT KpYIJBIA BXOJ,

OTKyna OH BBIHOCHUTCSI KaK IIyJisi—

Kak nyns, 4To jaBUpyeT B IOJiETe

U nmoromy 6e3 npomaxa pa3zur.

O, 3To-ynuBUTENbHBIA Ooen:

Kak HM MammM OT4asHHO pyKaMH,

OH 6e301MO604HO HaxoOuUT Opellb,
YTo6 B caMyi0 HO3IPIO MEHS YXaJMTh!
HagepHoe, TakoB €ro MHCTHHKT.

Ho rpme x npuponHas HemorpemuMocCTh,
Pa3 MoXxeT OH Tak JIOXHO TOJIKOBAaTh
Mou HaMepeHbs,—He NpU3HABas

Bo MHe TO MCKMIOuEHHE W3 NpaBUII,
KakuMm s cam ceOs MpUBBIK CYMTATH?
VX 1-TO He MO3apoCh, KaK MaJIbYHIIKA,
Ha nom ero-c¢onapuk moasecHoif

W3 xentoii rodpupoBaHHON Oymaru.
Her, oH MeHs kak XaJii, Tak U XKaJUT
Bes xanoctu: Mo, xybapeM KaTuch!-—
M cnywath He xejlaeT OOBICHEHHIA.

TaxkoB OH, KaK XO35MH,—y cebs.

B roctsax oH He B MpUMEP MHUPOJIOOMBEIA.

Ha myx oxotsach y OankoHHO# ABepw,
OH K BaM He MPOSIBJIAET HH BPaXKIb,
Hu nmopospurensHocTu. Ilycts npucsger
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He won’t misunderstand your freest movements.

Let him light on your skin unless you mind

So many prickly grappling feet at once.

He’s after the domesticated fly

To feed his thumping grubs as big as he is.

Here he is at his best, but even here—

I watched him where he swooped, he pounced, he struck;
But what he found he had was just a nailhead.

He struck a second time. Another nailhead.

‘Those are just nailheads. Those are fastened down.’
Then disconcerted and not unannoyed,

He stooped and struck a little huckleberry

The way a player curls around a football.

‘Wrong shape, wrong color, and wrong scent,” I said.
The huckleberry rolled him on his head.

At last it was a fly. He shot and missed;

And the fly circled round him in derision.

But for the fly he might have made me think

He had been at his poetry, comparing

Nailhead with fly and fly with huckleberry:

How like a fly, how very like a fly.

But the real fly he missed would never do;

The missed fly made me dangerously skeptic.

Won’t this whole instinct matter bear revision?
Won’t almost any theory bear revision?

To err is human, not to, animal.

Or so we pay the compliment to instinct,
Only too liberal of our compliment

That really takes away instead of gives.

Our worship, humor, conscientiousness

Went long since to the dogs under the table.
And served us right for having instituted
Downward comparisons. As long on earth

As our comparisons were stoutly upward
With gods and angels, we were men at least,
But little lower than the gods and angels.

But once comparisons were yielded downward,
Once we began to see our images
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BaMm Ha pyky, He OoiiTech moTepreTh
IllekoTKy 3THX TOHKMX, LENKHMX JIamoK.
Ero uHTEpecyioT TOJBKO MYXH,

KopM 111 €ro JIMYUHOK-IIEPEPOCTKOB.
TyT OH B CcBOelf CTMXMH; HO W TYT...

S Bupen, kak Opocajicsi OH B aTaky

Ha msnky BOMTOro B KOCSK I'BO3[f;
Ewme Hackok!-u cHOBa Heynaua.

«[la 3To mpocto reo3ab. JKene3Hblit TBO3bY.
O6eckypaxXeHHbId TakuM KOHGY30M,

OH ponbaHyn YepHUYMHKY —TOYb-B-TOYb
Kak ¢yrbomuct nuHaer Ms4 ¢ JOCAJIBI.
«M uBer He TOT, W 3amax, H pa3Mmep,—
Cka3an $,—~TpHU CYLIECTBEHHBIX OLIMOKUY.
Ho BoT OH, HakoHel, 3aMETHJI MYXY.
MertHyJjics—¥ mpomaszajl. A Haxajka
Eme B HacMemnky chenaja HeTJIIO

U ckpvinace. Ecou Obl He 3Ta Myxa,

S Mor npennoyioXuTb, YTO OH ObLT 3aHAT
CpaBHEHbEM NOITHYECKMM —I'BO3 S

M Myxu WId MyXH U YepHUYKH:

Kaxoe cxoacrBo-—mpocto uyneca!

Ho stoT mpomax ¢ Hacrosmeid Myxoil...
Cka3aTh Mo mpasfe, OH MEHS CMYTHJI
M B0o30ymun cepbe3Hble COMHEHbBS.

A 4TO, eciu cilerka NepeTpSXHYTh

VYueHbe 00 MHCTHMHKTaX —yCTOUT Jyiu?

M MHoOro siu He3piOjieMBIX Teopuii?
OwnbKU CBOWCTBEHHBI JIMIIL YEJIOBEKY,

Ms1 rosopuM. UM, BO3HOCH HHCTHUHKT,
TepsieM Ooublue, YeM HmpHOOpETaEM.
INpuyynsl Halm, IPeJaHHOCTb, BOCTOPT —
Bce 310 mepenio mopn croj cobakam;

Tak oroMcTH/ia HaM JIO0OBb K CpaBHEHbSAM
ITo nucxopsme# nunuu. IToka

CpaBHeHbsl HalllM LI [0 BOCXOJSILLEH,
Mgl ObUIM Y€JIOBEKH —JIHIIL CTYNEHBIO
ITonuxe aHrejaoB wix OOros.

Kornma >xe Mbl B CpaBHEHHSIX CBOHMX
CroycTHaMch 10 TOrO, 4TO pa3rIsaeiu
Cgoif 00pa3 4yyTh Ji1 He B OOJIOTHOH XHUXE,
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Reflected in the mud and even dust,

"Twas disillusion upon disillusion.

We were lost piecemeal to the animals,

Like people thrown out to delay the wolves.
Nothing but fallibility was left us,

And this day’s work made even that seem doubtful.

THE FIGURE IN THE DOORWAY

The grade surmounted, we were riding high
Through level mountains nothing to the eye
But scrub oak, scrub oak and the lack of earth
That kept the oaks from getting any girth.
But as through the monotony we ran,

We came to where there was a living man.
His great gaunt figure filled his cabin door,
And had he fallen inward on the floor,

He must have measured to the further wall.
But we who passed were not to see him fall.
The miles and miles he lived from anywhere
Were evidently something he could bear.

He stood unshaken, and if grim and gaunt,
It was not necessarily from want.

He had the oaks for heating and for light.
He had a hen, he had a pig in sight.

He had a well, he had the rain to catch.

He had a ten-by-twenty garden patch.

Nor did he lack for common entertainment.
That I assume was what our passing train meant
He could look at us in our diner eating,
And if so moved uncurl a hand in greeting.

LOST IN HEAVEN

The clouds, the source of rain, one stormy night
Offered an opening to the source of dew;
Which I accepted with impatient sight,

Looking for my old skymarks in the blue.
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Hacrano BpemMs pa3o4apoBaHMil.

Hac morsnotuna no 4actsiM >KHBOTHOCTb,
Kak Tex, 4TO OTKymajauch OT JpaKkoHa
JIronckumu xeptBamu. VI3 npusunermii
Ocranoch HaM JIMIIb CBOMCTBO OLIMOATHCH.
Ho BOpsiMb JIM 3TO TOJILKO HAlle CBOMCTBO?

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa
OUT'YPA HA IOPOT'E

Ocuis 3aTsDKHON NMOObeM JOpOTH,

Ham moe3n mien cpeap CTepThIX rop MOJIOTHX.
Boxpyr ny6ku TieayniHble poCiH,

W xamHsa OGbul0 OOJIBINE, YEM 3EMIIH.
Ileiisaxxc TsAHyJCS, MpAaYHOBAT M CKYACH,—
Ho B TO Xe BpeMs He coBceM Oe3JrofeH.
MyxuuHa, OOJITOBA3BIA M XyIOH,

Jlauyru nBepb 3aropoauB coboi,

Cros1, Ha moe3[l NPOXOISIUHA Tisas.
Kax nexa ymewmancs 3ToT Asas

B cBoeM xunmiie, s He NMOHUMAIL.

Ho on 3mech xXun U Bpole He cTpana
Ot onmuHouecTBa. Bpommna xpromika
ITo6nu3ocTH M KypHLA-NECTPYILLKA.

He tax yx mano! I'psgok wiecTb Uib OATh,
Komnopen, 6ak, uTo6 HOXOHK YJIOBJATH,
W nna neuu—ny6oBbie MOJIEHBS.

OH 3Ha) U KOH-Kakue pa3BJICHEHbA:

Ha noe3n moryasers, rae 3a OKHOM

Ml cnopuM, MENBTELINM, €OUM M IIbEM,—
W paxe, ecnu BApYr HailleT Takoe,
HebpexxHo Bcnen Ham momMaxaTh PYKOIO.

Hepesod I'. Kpyxckosa

3ATEPSBIIMIVICA B HEBE

Ty4a crymajach B HOYH IITOPMOBOIA,
CBexecTblo Bess M JOXAb IpelBenias.
Ecrb 1M eme Hax Moelt rosoBoii
Tyueili He ckpbiTas MeTa HO4Has?

17-328



A FURTHER RANGE 258

But stars were scarce in that part of the sky,
And no two were of the same constellation—
No one was bright enough to identify;

So ’twas with not ungrateful consternation,

Seeing myself well lost once more, I sighed,
‘Where, where in Heaven am I? But don’t tell me!
Oh, opening clouds, by opening on me wide.

Let’s let my heavenly lostness overwhelm me.’

DESERT PLACES

Snow falling and night falling fast, oh, fast

In a field I looked into going past,

And the ground almost covered smooth in snow,
But a few weeds and stubble showing last.

The woods around it have it—it is theirs.
All animals are smothered in their lairs.
I am too absent-spirited to count;

The loneliness includes me unawares.

And lonely as it is that loneliness

Will be more lonely ere it will be less—
A blanker whiteness of benighted snow
With no expression, nothing to express.

They cannot scare me with their empty spaces
Between stars—on stars where no human race is.
I have it in me so much nearer home

To scare myself with my own desert places.

LEAVES COMPARED WITH FLOWERS

A tree’s leaves may be ever so good,

So may its bark, so may its wood;

But unless you put the right thing to its root
It never will show much flower or fruit.
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Penkue 3Be3apl -4 IBYX He HaTH,
Y1006 0 co3Be3nbe MO0 HUM [OrajaThCs,
WNnu onHoil, Ho HanexHoit. [lytu

He pasbupas, s cran npoaBUraTthcs.

I'ne s Ha He6e? Ho Ty4a, mounuw,
He otkpsiBaii MHe, paccesich, MPOCBETA.
51 6e3BO3BpPaTHO MOTEPAH B HOYM —
Jaii nperepneTb MHe 3aTEPAHHOCTb ITY.

Ilepesod A. Ilapanosoii

MMPOCTPAHCTBA

CHer c Heba—C HOYBIO HaNeperoHKHU,—
W npouwnoe kak noje y peku:

Kak Oyaro Bce CXOpOHEHO NHOJ CHETOM,
JIumb xoe-rae KeaTeroT KOJIOCKH.

Jleca BOKpYr He BedaroT yTpart.

JKuBOTHBIE UM JIIOAM B HOpaXx CIAT.
3a XU3Hb 5 3aLENUTLCA 3a0bIBalO,
HeBoJIbHBIM OAMHOYECTBOM OOBAT.

W 310 onuHOYecTBO HeWneT

Ha y0»blib, a ckopeli HaoOOpoT —
Tak cymepeuHbl Gesible NPOCTOPHI,
UYTto HMYEro He 3Haellb Hamepes.

ITosToMy myraere HampacHO
TeM, uTOo MHpBHI OGe3MepHBI U Oe3rjIacHBI
W HebGeca mepTBbl. 31ech, 3a IBEpbMH,

l'IpocrpaHCTBa CTOJIb XK€ NYCThI U YXACHBI.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

CPABHEHHME JIMCTBEB C LIBETAMU

ITycte sucThs nmepeBa AOODBHI,

W xpenku cTBOJ M CJIOH KOPHI,
Ho ecnu kopeHb He3mopoB-—

He >xau uBeToB, He XM INJIOAOB.

17+
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But I may be one who does not care
Ever to have tree bloom or bear.
Leaves for smooth and bark for rough,
Leaves and bark may be tree enough.

Some giant trees have bloom so small
They might as well have none at all.
Late in life I have come on fern.

Now lichens are due to have their turn.

I bade men tell me which in brief,
Which is fairer, flower or leaf.
They did not have the wit to say,
Leaves by night and flowers by day.

Leaves and bark, leaves and bark,
To lean against and hear in the dark.
Petals I may have once pursued.
Leaves are all my darker mood.

A LEAF TREADER

I have been treading on leaves all day until I am autumn tired.

God knows all the color and form of leaves I have trodden on
and mired.

Perhaps I have put forth too much strength and been too fierce
from fear.

I have safely trodden underfoot the leaves of another year.

All summer long they were overhead, more lifted up than L

To come to their final place in earth they had to pass me by.

All summer long I thought I heard them threatening under
their breath.

And when they came it seemed with a will to carry me with
them to death.

They spoke to the fugitive in my heart as if it were leaf to leaf.

They tapped at my eyelids and touched my lips with an invi-
tation to grief.

But it was no reason I had to go because they had to go.

Now up my knee to keep on top of another year of snow.
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A s 43 Tex, KOMy He Hajao

LiBeTroB, IJIONOB M Arod caja.

Kopa tBepma Oynb, JIUCThbs TJIaKU —
W 3HayuT, OepeBo B INOpPSIKE.

WHo#t kostocc JeCHOH LBETET
Tak Menko, 4TOo Tocka Oeper.
3anBes MOH MamoOpPOTHHMK TMO3HO —
[Tomser numafiHUK TEHbIO T'PO3HOM.

LBeTbl Wb JIMCThA —4TO MMJIEH 7 —
Bech Bek mbiTain 4 y JroAeH.

C oTBeTOM caM CIeHIW1 NOMOYb f:
Mo, nHeM LBETHI, a JIMCTbS HOYBIO.

Kopa u nuctbs, cTBon. K Hemy
CnuHOIW BCTaHb U CiyLIAd ThbMY.
S pBan KOrga-To JIENECTKH,

Ho nuctes—3HaK Moed TOCKH.

ITepesoo B. Tonoposa

CTVYIIAA 10 JIMCThAM

Becb neHb MO JINCTBSAM S CTYNAJ—OCEHHHUH, HEMOTOXHMA.
Bor 3Haer, ckoJbKO MX BTONTAaJj, BJABUJ B CHIpOE JIOXKE.
YcranocTh, SIPOCTh WJIM CTpax BeJIM MEHs, He 3HAlo.

W npouuioronHne cMuHaj, TONMYa, HaBEPHSKA 1.

Bce nero ObuUIM HagO MHOM, MaHWJIM BBIIINHOIO.
A 3aBeplMiM NyTb 3€MHOM IO TOMYYHIEH MATOO.
Bce sieTo B 1menecTe JIMCTBBI Yyrpo3bl TpeneTau.
W nuctbs mamu ¥ MeHs, pUMeEp MOJAB, MO3BAJIM.

Mlentanuck ¢ OexEHKON-IYIION, KaK ¢ COOCTBEHHOM
cecTpuLen.

Kacanuce Bek, kacaymuch ry0, mpocs He 3arOCTHThCS.

Ho, nucronan, ¢ To6oit He B 1aj, s HE CTPEMJIIOCH K MOOery.

CHer HaMeTeT U B 3TOT IOA—M s INOHIY MO CHery.

ITepesoo B. Tonoposa
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ON TAKING FROM THE TOP
TO BROADEN THE BASE

Roll stones down on our head!
You squat old pyramid,

Your last good avalanche

Was long since slid.

Your top has sunk too low,
Your base has spread too wide,
For you to roll one stone
Down if you tried.

But even at the word

A pebble hit the roof,
Another shot through glass
Demanding proof.

Before their panic hands
Were fighting for the latch,
The mud came in one cold
Unleavened batch.

And none was left to prate
Of an old mountain’s case
That still took from its top
To broaden its base.

MOON COMPASSES

I stole forth dimly in the dripping pause

Between two downpours to see what there was.

And a masked moon had spread down compass rays
To a cone mountain in the midnight haze,

As if the final estimate were hers,

And as it measured in her calipers,

The mountain stood exalted in its place.

So love will take between the hands a face....
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I'OPA U 01

Pacuienpuch, xopoThilKa,
Ha noOpwiit kamuenan!
ITocnenuss naBuHa

Brina cro ser Hazan!

Huska TBOSI BepuimHa,
Iupok monoruit Ao

U kamemka He cOpocullb,
I'opa, cebe B nmomour.

Ho Tonibko ckaxeup 3TO,

Kak B Kpbllly —CTpalIHblii CTYK,
M B OKHax HeTy CTEKoJ,

M Bcex oObsin UCHyT.

Ho npexne, yeM ycnenu
CxBaTUThCs 3a KJIIOYH,
Vnapunu B oxpyre
XoJioaHbIE KJIFOYH.

M Hekomy cmesThes

Han craporo ropoit.—

A el He XaJib BEPIIMHbI,
UTo6 moJi paclIMpUTh CBOIA.

Ilepeoo B. Tonoposa

JIVHHBINA LUPKVYJIb

Brina HOYHasi MOpPOCH; JIMBEHb CHUK,
Ho nosmxen ObU1 HayaTbCs Yepe3 MM,
Jlyna, enBa BUIHA BO MIJIE CBHIPOW,
Hap xonycooOpa3Horw ropoi
JIBOHHBIM JIyYOM ONMCHIBaNa KpYT,
Kak mupkynem. A Ta, U3 JIyHHBIX PYK

BbICKaJIb?.bIBaﬁ, K HUM TsAHYJIACb BCE X...

Tax B nBe pyku oBan juua Oepellb...

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa
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AFTERFLAKES

In the thick of a teeming snowfall

I saw my shadow on snow.

I turned and looked back up at the sky,
Where we still look to ask the why

Of everything below.

If T shed such a darkness,

If the reason was in me,

That shadow of mine should show in form
Against the shapeless shadow of storm,
How swarthy I must be.

I turned and looked back upward.

The whole sky was blue;

And the thick flakes floating at a pause
Were but frost knots on an airy gauze,
With the sun shining through.

DESIGN

I found a dimpled spider, fat and white,
On a white heal-all, holding up a moth
Like a white piece of rigid satin cloth—
Assorted characters of death and blight
Mixed ready to begin the morning right,
Like the ingredients of a witches’ broth-
A snow-drop spider, a flower like a froth,
And dead wings carried like a paper kite.

What had that flower to do with being white,
The wayside blue and innocent heal-all?

What brought the kindred spider to that height,
Then steered the white moth thither in the night?
What but design of darkness to appall?-

If design govern in a thing so small.
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MOCIJIE CHEI'OITIAJA

S1 BbIIEN B 4YyJOBUIIHBIA CHeromam—
M TeHb mpeno MHOKO JIOKMTCS.

U x Heby s momHsn rjasa, Kynaa

C BOIpPOCOM BEYHLIM IJISAAMM BCerjaa—
IIpo Bce, yTo BHU3Y TBOpPHTCH.

He s nu HakiIMKan Takyr TbMy?
Ho ecnu Bo MHe npuumHa,

To TeHb MO, YepHas Ha CHeTY,
OTyeTIMBO BUOHAS M B Mypry,—
Bcero sunib OBOMHHMK MOM UIMHHBIM.

U cHoBa s Ha HeOGO mormsaen—

W Bce TaM BIOPYr CTajio CHHe.

W xyonps cHera MeX HUM M MHOU
Kazanuce y30pHOIO IENIEHOM,

W cosnHue Xrjioch MOCpenuHe.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

PACYET

51 Ha uBeTKe yBUOEN mayka.
OH MOTBUIbKA, OYIpUCT U TYY€H, MsJL.

Kak wIenkoBblil JIOCKYT, MOJATUB, Mal,

Tor ymupan... 1 cmepTh (Tasich moka)
Bouuia yxe U B valleuky LBETKa,
KoTopblit —kak OT HOp4Yd—yBsAgal.

[Tayk, LBETOK—U CMEPTHBIA MHUI HacTtall,

M TineTHO OBIOTCS KPbLIbS MOTBUIbKA.

Torna x uyeMy xe Oesnu3Ha LBETKa
U cunb ero? K yemy torma xpsuio?
Pa3 BbicoTa 1n1s mayka Jyierka-—

W MoTbuiex nponaj HaBepHsKa,

To Ha Kakod pacueT mycTwioch 310,

Kousb ectb paciye€T U TaM, ra€ BCE Malio.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa
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THERE ARE ROUGHLY ZONES

We sit indoors and talk of the cold outside.

And every gust that gathers strength and heaves

Is a threat to the house. But the house has long been tried.
We think of the tree. If it never again has leaves,

We’ll know, we say, that this was the night it died.

It is very far north, we admit, to have brought the peach.
What comes over a man, is it soul or mind-

That to no limits and bounds he can stay confined?

You would say his ambition was to extend the reach
Clear to the Arctic of every living kind.

Why is his nature forever so hard to teach

That though there is no fixed line between wrong and right,
There are roughly zones whose laws must be obeyed.
There is nothing much we can do for the tree tonight,
But we can’t help feeling more than a little betrayed
That the northwest wind should rise to such a height
Just when the cold went down so many below.

The tree has no leaves and may never have them again.
We must wait till some months hence in the spring to know.
But if it is destined never again to grow,

It can blame this limitless trait in the hearts of men.

THE BEARER OF EVIL TIDINGS

The bearer of evil tidings,
When he was halfway there,
Remembered that evil tidings
Were a dangerous thing to bear.

So when he came to the parting
Where one road led to the throne
And one went off to the mountains
And into the wild unknown,

He took the one to the mountains.
He ran through the Vale of Cashmere,
He ran through the rhododendrons
Till he came to the land of Pamir.
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TAM CTPOT'AsA CTPAHA

VY ouyara TBepAMM O XOJIOAE CHAPYXH.

He pyxHer nu Ham AOM MO BETPOM JIEASHBIM,
IMon BbIHOXOM CKBO3HBIM? JIOM OHH 3HaBal M XyXe.
A nepeBo? Ceifuac CTOMT OHO HAarum

U, MoxeT ObITh, BOT-BOT YMpET OT 3JEHIHEH CTYXH.
3necs Cesep, roBOpuM, 34€Ch NMEPCHK HE JKUJIEL.

A Bce Xe 4TO-TO B Hac—Aylla Wib Jaxe pa3ym—
[MpoTuBuTCs NMFOOBIM HpeAesaaM U OTKa3aM

M x momrocy Beder (M 3TO He KOHeEI)

Hanexnet m nena. Hac yuyar, pas 3a pasoMm

(A Bce ypOK He BHIpPOK BO TJIyOMHE cepiel),

Yto Mex moO6poM W 3JI0M HET 4eTKOro pasneina,—
Tam crporas crpaHa, ykjaa KOTOPOH CBST...

BoTt nepeBo B OKHe—cCHaceHbe He NPHCHENO;

U Bce-Taku oOMaH MbI YyBCTBYEM, pasiaf,

Korga Ha Ham pocTok W BbiOra Hajeresa-—
Bno6asokx k xonomaM... CTOUT OH, eJie XKHUB.
ITomep3ner? Bricrout? OTBET NPUAET BECHOIO,

U ecnu-rubenp, To eNMHCTBEHHO BUHOIO

Haw GecnipenenbHblil K OecnpenesibHOCTH TOPBIB.

ITepesoo B. Tonoposa

BECTHHUK

Ilonen ¢ HemoOpoio BecThIO,
Jo6paBmuch 10 MOJITYTH,
CMekHyJ1: onacHoe OeJo—
Heno6pyro BecTh Be3TH.

N BoOT, monckakaB K pa3BHIIKE,
OTkyna onHa U3 AOpOT

Bena x mpecrony Bnanbiky,
Hpyrasi—3a ropuslit orpor,

OH BBIOpaN HOpPOTY B TOpHI,
ITepecex nperymuii Kammmup,
IMpoexan poiu Marsosui

U npubrin B crpany Ilamup.
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And there in a precipice valley
A girl of his age he met
Took him home to her bower,
Or he might be running yet.

She taught him her tribe’s religion:
How ages and ages since

A princess en route from China
To marry a Persian prince

Had been found with child; and her army
Had come to a troubled halt.

And though a god was the father

And nobody else at fault,

It had seemed discreet to remain there
And neither go on nor back.

So they stayed and declared a village
There in the land of the Yak.

And the child that came of the princess
Established a royal line,

And his mandates were given heed to
Because he was born divine.

And that was why there were people
On one Himalayan shelf;

And the bearer of evil tidings
Decided to stay there himself.

At least he had this in common

With the race he chose to adopt:

They had both of them had their reasons
For stopping where they had stopped.

As for his evil tidings,

Belshazzar’s overthrow,

Why hurry to tell Belshazzar

What soon enough he would know?
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N Tam, B riybokoit nosmne,
OH J1eBylIKy NOBCTpevall.

OHa npuBesa ero B JOM CBOI,
B npuioT y NOJHOXbS CKall.

U pacckasana jnereHuy:
Kak Hexorna kapaBaH
Kuraiickyro Be3 mpuHIeccy
ITo stuMm ropam B Upan.

Ha cBanpby ¢ mepcuackum MpHHUEM
Csuta ee Be3ja,

Ho oxasanocs B mopore,

UTo neBylIKa —TSKeA.

Takas BbIIIA 3aMHHKa,
YTto HM BHepen, HH Ha3aj,
N xoTh peOEHOK, KOHEYHO,
BoxecrBeHHo ObIN 3ayar,

OHM NOpEeIMIIM OCTAThCS —
Ja Tak ¥ XMBYT C Tex mop-—
B JlonuHe MOXHaThIX SIKOB,
B kparo ITogueOecHBIX rop.

A CbIH, POXIEHHBIH IPHHIECCOH,
Llaps mosyunn npapa:

HuxTo He cMen mpekocjIoBUTH
Hacnennuky GoxecTsa.

BoT Tak mocenunuch Jroau
Ha qukux CKJIOHaX KpyTHIX.
W Haw 3y1omosty4HbIi BECTHHK
Pewmnn ocraTbcst y HHX.

He 3pa oH u3bpan 310 miems,
YToOBl K HEMY NPUMKHYTD:

M y Hero 6pu1 moBox

He nponosxars cBoii myTh.

A 4TOo ;0 Hemobpoit BecTH,
ITorubenvHoit mns naps,—
ITyckait Ha nup Banracapy
Ee nmpuHecer 3aps!

Ilepesod I'. Kpyxckosa
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BEECH

Where my imaginary line

Bends square in woods, an iron spine
And pile of real rocks have been founded.
And off this corner in the wild,

Where these are driven in and piled,

One tree, by being deeply wounded,

Has been impressed as Witness Tree

And made commit to memory

My proof of being not unbounded.

Thus truth’s established and borne out,
Though circumstanced with dark and doubt-
Though by a world by doubt surrounded.

THE SILKEN TENT

She is as in a field a silken tent

At midday when a sunny summer breeze
Has dried the dew and all its ropes relent,
So that in guys it gently sways at ease,
And its supporting central cedar pole,
That is its pinnacle to heavenward

And signifies the sureness of the soul,
Seems to owe naught to any single cord,
But strictly held by none, is loosely bound
By countless silken ties of love and thought
To everything on earth the compass round,
And only by one’s going slightly taut

In the capriciousness of summer air

Is of the slightest bondage made aware.



BYK

Cpenp neca, B HaCTOSILEH TIIyXOMaHH,
[ne, moa mpsAMBIM YIJIOM CBEpHYB K TOJISHE,
IlyaxTup BOoOOGpa)kaeMbIii NMpOLIEI,

Han rpynoio kamMHeil urjia crajbHas
Bonpyxena, u Oyk, pacTywuil ¢ Kpato,
I'ny6okoii paHoii, Bpe3aHHOIO B CTBOIJI,
OrmeueH TyT, kak [epeBo-cBUAETENb,—
Hanomunartb, noKyna s BilaJeTelb,

I'me MHe rpaHuua ompeznesicHa.

Tak ucTHHa BCTaeT OPHEHTHUPOM

Han Ge3nHoit xaoca, HaJl LEJBIM MHPOM
CoMHeHnit, He HUCYEepNaHHBIX OO [HA.

ITepeeod I'. Kpyxckoea
IEJIKOBBIN ITATEP

Ona-kak B IoJie IIEJKOBBIA LIATEp,
ITon sApKMM JIETHUM COJIHLIEM HOYTpY,
Heynepxxumo pBymiuiics B nMpocTop

M BonbHO napycsiuii Ha BETpY.

Ho mect xexpoBbIfl, OCTpUEM CBOMM
CKBO3Bb KYNOJ YCTpeMJIEHHBbId kK Hebecam,
Kak ocb mymmu, CTOUT HekoJeOuM
Bbe3 moMmomu HLIHYpPOB M KOJIBEB —CaM.
HeolyTUMBIM HANpPsKEHbEM Y3
JI1o6BM M monra K no4Be NMPUKPEIIEH,
Csoeili Haunervaiiieit u3 o6ys

ITouTn coBceM He 3aMeyaeT OH;

M nmub, xorga HaTsAHETCH CTPyHa,
Oco3Haer, YyTO 3Ta CBA3b NPOYHA.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxuckosa
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HAPPINESS MAKES UP IN HEIGHT
FOR WHAT IT LACKS IN LENGTH

Oh, stormy stormy world,

The days you were not swirled
Around with mist and cloud,
Or wrapped as in a shroud,
And the sun’s brilliant ball
Was not in part or all
Obscured from mortal view -
Were days so very few

I can but wonder whence

I get the lasting sense

Of so much warmth and light.
If my mistrust is right

It may be altogether

From one day’s perfect weather,
When starting clear at dawn,
The day swept clearly on

To finish clear at eve.

I verily believe

My fair impression may

Be all from that one day

No shadow crossed but ours
As through its blazing flowers
We went from house to wood
For change of solitude.

COME IN

As I came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music-hark!

Now if it was dusk outside,

Inside it was dark.

Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing’

To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing.
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CYACTBE BBIMI'PBIBAET B CUIJIE TO,
YTO IMPOUT'PBIBAET BO BPEMEHU

O mup BeTpoB U rpo3!
Tak MHOro oH IpoHec
Han HaMu Tyd CJIOMCTBIX,
TyMaHOB BOISIHUCTBIX

M o6MoXHBIX HOX[Iei,
Tax Mano ObUIO OHEH,
He ompauuBIINX TBMOIO,
Kak TpaypHoO#l kaiimMol0,
Bezo6naynyro riaanb,—
YTOo MOXHO JMIIb TraaaTh,
YeM Tak Oylmia corpera,
Kakum u30BITKOM cBeTa—
He TeM nu spkuMm OHeM,
UYTo BBIBEN HAC BIBOEM
B pacnmaxHyThie aBepu?
Bouctuny s Bepro,

Yto B HeM Bce [eNlo, B HeM!
Jlyunnca oxoewm,

LIBeTHl riasza cienuiu.

" MbI ¢ TOOOKO ObLIH
OnHu, coBCEM OJHH —

Ha conHue u B TeHwm.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BOVIIU!

Tonbko s O OMyLIKM OOLIEN,
Crpliry —niecHst apo3fa!

A B moJIIX yXe CyMpak CTOSUI,
A B Jecy - TeMHOTA.

Tak TeMHO ObUIO NTHIE B Jiecy,
Uto oHa 6 He Morja

Haxe BeTKy CBOIO pasrisleTh,
Jaxe mepbs KpbLia.

18*



A WITNESS TREE

276

The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west

Still lived for one song more
In a thrush’s breast.

Far in the pillared dark
Thrush music went—

Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament.

But no, I was out for stars:
I would not come in.

I meant not even if asked,
And I hadn’t been.

I COULD GIVE ALL TO TIME

To Time it never seems that he is brave
To set himself against the peaks of snow
To lay them level with the running wave,
Nor is he overjoyed when they lie low,

But only grave, contemplative and grave.

What now is inland shall be ocean isle,

Then eddies playing round a sunken reef
Like the curl at the corner of a smile;

And 1 could share Time’s lack of joy or grief
At such a planetary change of style.

I could give all to Time except-—except

What I myself have held. But why declare

The things forbidden that while the Customs slept
I have crossed to Safety with? For I am There,
And what I would not part with I have kept.
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Ho nocnennue orOnecku nHs,
UYTo moTyx 3a XOJIMOM,

Eme rpenyu nesna HU3HYTpHU
YcKonb3aBIUM TEIUIOM.

Hanexo Mexay MpayHbIX KOJIOHH
Tuxult mocBucT 3Byvaln,

CioBHO XIan ¥ MaHWI 32 coboi
B TeMHOTY u mevasb.

Ho HuKakx He XOTEeJIOCh—OT 3Be3[—
B a3TOoT 4epHbIi mposain,

Ecnu 6 paxe mossanu: «Boiimu!»
Ho HuxTO He mo3sal.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

NMYCTb BPEMS BCE BO3BMET

Her, BpeMs 3T0 moABUTOM HE MHUT —
Pa3pymiuTh ropHblif MUK OO OCHOBaHbS,

B necox npuOpexHbIH NpeBpaTUTh I'PAHUT;
be3 oropueHns u Oe3 JTUKOBaHbBS

Ha nmeno pyk cBoux OHO risauT.

U BOoT—-Ha MecTe B3AbIOJIEHHOTO Kpsika
MenbkHET HACMELLIUBBIM HU3THOOM pTa
3anu3aHHbI BOJIHAMHM KOHTYp IUISKA...
Ja, ciep»kaHHOCTb —NOHATHAs depTa
IIpen sToif BeuHOH CMeHOIO meii3axa.

IMycte Bpems Bce Bo3pMer! Moii ckapb 3eMHOI —
Ja OymeT oH U3BAT U YHUYTOXEH.

3ato s cbepery moboit 1eHoH

To, 4yTO mpoBe3 s MUMO BCEX TaAMOXEH:

OnHo —Moe, OHO Bceraga CoO MHOI.

ITepesod I'. Kpyxckosa
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CARPE DIEM

Age saw two quiet children

Go loving by at twilight,

He knew not whether homeward,
Or outward from the village,
Or (chimes were ringing) churchward.
He waited (they were strangers)
Till they were out of hearing
To bid them both be happy.
‘Be happy, happy, happy,

And seize the day of pleasure.’
The age-long theme is Age’s.
"Twas Age imposed on poems
Their gather-roses burden

To warn against the danger
That overtaken lovers

From being overflooded

With happiness should have it
And yet not know they have it.
But bid life seize the present?
It lives less in the present
Than in the future always,

And less in both together

Than in the past. The present
Is too much for the senses,
Too crowding, too confusing-—
Too present to imagine.

THE WIND AND THE RAIN

I

That far-off day the leaves in flight
Were letting in the colder light.

A season-ending wind there blew
That as it did the forest strew

I leaned on with a singing trust
And let it drive me deathward too.
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CARPE DIEM

Crapuk, BrisAeBIIMCh B CyMpaK,
3aMeTus1 IBYX BJIFOOJICHHBIX,
Bpenymux To M K oMy,
To nm B JIECOK COCEMHHIA,
To yu Ha 3BOH LEPKOBHBIIA.
OH xonebajics: MOXHO Jib
OKJINKHYTh HE3HaKOMILIEB,
Uro06 moxenats MM CHACTbSI.
(ITpomennun, He PELUMIICS.)
«Kusure, Hacnaxnairtecs,
JloBuTE MHI CHACTJIUBBIA ! —
ITpuneB u3Be4HBIN CTapbiX.
To Crapoctb, npu3biBas
CpriBaTh MIajabie poO3Bl,
Crapaercs cruxamMu
IIpenocrepeub BiIIOOJIEHHBIX,
Kotopeie oT cyacThs,

Toro rasmu, 3abynyT,

Yrto cyacTheM 00J1aHaloT.
Ho xak soBuTh MrHoBeHbe?
OHo ckopeif B rpsayuiem,
YeM B HaCTOSILEM MUTE.

A ¥ TOro BepHee—

B munysmem. Mup Texymuit
TpeBoxeH, B3BUXpEH, CITyTaH
U 4epecuyp x Ham Onu30K,
YToOBl €ro yBHOETSH.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BETEP 1 NOXIb

I

S BCIOMHMJI 4yepe3 MHOIo JIET

JleTsiuii TUCT, XOJIOOHBIN CBET,
OceHHuX BUXpEH CBUCT U BOM...
Ha BeTep onepliuch CIHHOM,

S nen, BepHee, MOIBHIBAJI

B camMo3a0BeHnM cienom,
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With breaking step I stabbed the dust,
Yet did not much to shorten stride.

I sang of death—but had I known
The many deaths one must have died
Before he came to meet his own!

Oh, should a child be left unwarned
That any song in which he mourned
Would be as if he prophesied?

It were unworthy of the tongue

To let the half of life alone

And play the good without the ill.
And yet ’twould seem that what is sung
In happy sadness by the young

Fate has no choice but to fulfill.

II

Flowers in the desert heat

Contrive to bloom

On melted mountain water led by flume
To wet their feet.

But something in it still is incomplete.
Before I thought the wilted to exalt

With water I would see them water-bowed.
I would pick up all ocean less its salt,

And though it were as much as cloud could bear

Would load it on to cloud,

And rolling it inland on roller air,

Would empty it unsparing on the flower
That past its prime lost petals in the flood,
(Who cares but for the future of the bud?)
And all the more the mightier the shower
Would run in under it to get my share.

"Tis not enough on roots and in the mouth,
But give me water heavy on the head
In all the passion of a broken drouth.

And there is always more than should be said.

As strong is rain without as wine within,
As magical as sunlight on the skin.
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A Berep c3aau noamupan

M Myan MeHs, KaK JIUCTbEB KOM.
S men o cMEPTH—HO He 3HaJ,
Kax MHOro ymupaHuii xmoet
XKusymero. Korga 6 Ha mur
IleBen HEOMBITHBINH MOCTHT,
Kakas Bemas Tocka

B Hem xanyerca u moert!
Her, HemocroiiHO s3bIKa

O TeMHOM yMoOJ4aTh, OJHOM
JIroOysch CBETJION CTOPOHOM.
Benp TO, 0 ueM moer OuUTH,
N oOmwupas, v rpycrs,—

Bce, Bce ucnoJsiHuTcs cynb6oit.

II

IIBeTol MyCTHIHBD XUBYT,

JloBOJIBLCTBYSICh BOAOM,

KoTtopyio ¢ BeplIuHBI CHEroBoM

K HUM 1o kaHaBKaM BBIPBITHIM BeOyT.

N Bce ke TYyT KakoH-TO €CTb U3DBSH;
Yto6bl pOCTKY OT BJard pacHpsIMHTHCS,
CrnepBa noj JIMBHEM [JOJDKEH OH CKJIOHHTBCS.
A mopusn Ob Ha BO3IYX OKeaH

OpaHoif OrpoMHO# 00JIAUHOIO TYILEH,
3akpoiBlIeld HeGeca M3 kpas B Kpap,

U, npokaTuB TOpPXKECTBEHHO Hal CylleH,
Bcio, He cKynsch, ONOPOXKHUI

Hapn pacnycTuBmIMMCS LBETKOM: IycKai
VYHOCUT JIeNeCTKH NOTON KUMYyYuit

(JIumip 6b1 6yTOHaM OH He moBpeaui!)-—
M cam 6Bl Bcran moa OpbI3XKYIIEIO Ty4ei.

Bona —He ToNbKO 11 KOpHE#H U ryod.
Ilyckait Bcero MeHsi MIOTOK OMOET,
IMycth xjelier mo mjae4am, MOry4 u rpyo.

Ectb TO, 4Y€ro " OOBSCHATHL HE CTOHT.

Joxap—kxak BUHO (Takoi B HEM XMeJb COKPBIT),
Kax conHue, 4TO J1ackaeT U NbSHUT.
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I have been one no dwelling could contain
When there was rain;

But I must forth at dusk, my time of day,
To see to the unburdening of skies.

Rain was the tears adopted by my eyes
That have none left to stay.

THE MOST OF IT

He thought he kept the universe alone;

For all the voice in answer he could wake
Was but the mocking echo of his own

From some tree-hidden cliff across the lake.
Some morning from the boulder-broken beach
He would cry out on life, that what it wants
Is not its own love back in copy speech,

But counter-love, original response.

And nothing ever came of what he cried
Unless it was the embodiment that crashed
In the cliff’s talus on the other side,

And then in the far distant water splashed.
But after a time allowed for it to swim,
Instead of proving human when it neared
And someone else additional to him,

As a great buck it powerfully appeared,
Pushing the crumpled water up ahead,

And landed pouring like a waterfall,

And stumbled through the rocks with horny tread,
And forced the underbrush-and that was all.

TO A YOUNG WRETCH
(Boethian)

As gay for you to take your father’s ax

As take his gun—-rod-to go hunting-fishing.

You nick my spruce until its fiber cracks.

It gives up standing straight and goes down swishing.
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Bcio Xu3Hb HE MOT s YCHAETHb IOJ KpBILIEH,
Hoxnp Ha ABOpe 3acblilia.

S BpIOerain, xakoif Obl HM OBLI 4ac,

B HOYb M B TyMaH, IOJ IPOMBI M IO TpO3bI.
WM moxnap xaTHics MO IIeKaM, KaK Cle3bl
Moux OaBHBIM-AAaBHO MCCAKIIMX TJia3.

IHepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

N 3TO-BCE

Becs Mup, Ka3aJioch, BhIMEp WM CHAJ;
Kpuun wis He Kpu4HM—He NOOYIUTHCA.
JImus u3-3a 03epa, C JIECHCTBIX CKaJl,
Banerano 3xo0, Kak IIajbHas NTHIA.

OH TpeOoBay y BeTpa, Y pekH,

V BaJlyHOB, CTOJIMMBUINXCS CYpOBO,

He otroJjiocka coOCTBEHHOH TOCKH,

A BCTPEYHOro Y4acTHsl XHUBOTO.

Ho TmerHsl Obuid ¥ MoOJb0Oa, H 30B,
Korga BHe3amHo TaM, Ha AajbHEM CKJIOHE,
Paznmasncs TOpOILTMBBIA TPECK KYCTOB

M xTO-TO C XO0Iy, CIIOBHO OT IOTOHM
Crnacasce, 6pocuiics ¢ pa3mMaxy BIUIaBb—
M nocTeneHHO C IUIECKOM M CONEHbEM
Cran npubnuxaThCs, OKa3aBIIUCh BBSABb
He uenoBekoM, a OONBIIMM OJIEHEM,

Yto BcTanm u3 o03epa, B PyYbsiX BOMbI,
B3omen Ha kaMHH, MOKpBI U OJiecTSIIMI,
W, ocraBnsis TEMHbIE CIIEbI,

Bnomuiics cHOBa B JiIeC—H CKpBUICS B 4alle.

ITepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

HEU3BECTHOMY COPBAHLY

(Beoruiickoe)

T'ops a3zapToMm, kax mepen puIOanKoi,
CxBaTUJI TONOpP OTLOBCKUHA—H IOLIES;
Her, enouku Mmoeii Tebe He xanko,

Tol ¢ ABYX ymapoB moapyoaelib CTBOJI,
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You link an arm in its arm and you lean
Across the light snow homeward smelling green.

I could have bought you just as good a tree
To frizzle resin in a candle flame,

And what a saving ’twould have meant to me.
But tree by charity is not the same

As tree by enterprise and expedition.

I must not spoil your Christmas with contrition.

It is your Christmases against my woods.

But even where thus opposing interests kill,

They are to be thought of as opposing goods
Oftener than as conflicting good and ill;

Which makes the war god seem no special dunce
For always fighting on both sides at once.

And though in tinsel chain and popcorn rope,
My tree a captive in your window bay

Has lost its footing on my mountain slope
And lost the stars of heaven, may, oh, may
The symbol star it lefts against your ceiling
Help me accept its fate with Christmas feeling.

TO A MOTH SEEN IN WINTER

Here’s first a gloveless hand warm from my pocket,
A perch and resting place ’twixt wood and wood,
Bright-black-eyed silvery creature, brushed with brown,
The wings not folded in repose, but spread.

(Who would you be, I wonder, by those marks

If I had moths to friend as I have flowers?)

And now pray tell what lured you with false hope
To make the venture of eternity

And seek the love of kind in wintertime?

But stay and hear me out. I surely think

You make a labor of flight for one so airy,
Spending yourself too much in self-support.

Nor will you find love either nor love you.
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Bepews moa pyuky M Biedelib ¢ coboro
Jukapky neca, MaxHYyLIyIO XBOe€H.

S 6b1 xynun Tebe (0 TOM 1M peub?)
Jpyryo — nonymucreif 3Toi — eJIKy,
JInue 6b1 cBOM mocaaku ybepeub.

Ho 4TO0 B 6JIarOTBOPHTENILHOCTH TOJIKY
W uro 6e3 mpuxmoueHuit Poxnectso?
Tol mpaB: He OyaeM oMpavaThb €ro.

Tgoif mpa3sgHuk ¢ pouuiell Moed B pas3nope;
Ho naxe Tam, rme 6e3gna mposerina,
I'opa3no yamie peyb UAET O cnope

Hobpa c nobpom, a He nobpa u 31a:

BoTr noyeMy IOBypyLIHH4aiOT Gorw,

Korga Mbl kK HUM B3bIBa€M O MOIMOTE.

M nycrb, onyraHHas MULIYPOH,

Enp-nyieHHNna B CBOER TOCKE 3€JIEHOM
PasnyveHa ¢ HebecHOIO 3Be3IOi—

CrexisiHHas 3Be3[1a—ee KOpOHa—

ITyckait 1 MHe uzpnaneka OJecHeT,

Y106 C slerkuM cepaueM BCTpeTHTh HoBblil roa.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

MOTbBUJIbKY, BCTPEUEHHOMY 3UMOWA

Bot TebOe Temnas Mos pyka,

Corperas B xapMaHe,— Ipu3eMIIsiics,
CepeOpsiHBIH JIOCKYTHK YepHOIJIA3BIH,
UTo oTAbIXaer, pacnyckas KpbUIbs

B Hakpanax Oypwix. (I 6 Ha3Ban Tebs,
Hpyxu s ¢ 6abouykaMu, Kak ¢ I[BETaMH.)
Ckaxu-Ka MHE Telepb, KaK Thl PUCKHYJI
IlycTuThcs Ha Takylo aBaHTIOPY:
3umMoit obumMyro cebe HcKaTh?

Her, noroamn, gocnymait! SI-to BHXY,
Bo uto oHu oOxonsTCca Tebe -

IMoseT u HemocujbHasi cBOOO.A.

He obperewib ThI mapsl, He MevTai.



A WITNESS TREE

286

And what I pity in you is something human,
The old incurable untimeliness,

Only begetter of all ills that are.

But go. You are right. My pity cannot help.
Go till you wet your pinions and are quenched.
You must be made more simply wise than I
To know the hand I stretch impulsively
Across the gulf of well nigh everything

May reach to you, but cannot touch your fate.
I cannot touch your life, much less can save,
Who am tasked to save my own a little while.

A SERIOUS STEP LIGHTLY TAKEN

Between two burrs on the map

Was a hollow-headed snake.

The burrs were hills, the snake was a stream,
And the hollow head was a lake.

And the dot in front of a name

Was what should be a town.

And there might be a house we could buy
For only a dollar down.

With two wheels low in the ditch

We left our boiling car,

And knocked at the door of a house we found,
And there today we are.

It is turning three hundred years
On our cisatlantic shore

For family after family name.
We’ll make it three hundred more

For our name farming here,

Aloof yet not aloof,

Enriching soil and increasing stock,
Repairing fence and roof;
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Ectp 4TO-TO 4enoBeube B 3TOH [IOJeE,
M3BeuHOE TiIyXOoe HEeBE3€HbE,
HecoBnaneHbe CpoOKOB M CyabOBI.

Tol npaB, yto ToNky coxainerb! Jletu xe,
IToka TBl HE MOracHelb Ha BETPY.
JoyxHO OBITH, MYOPOCTH TBOEH HEXUTpOH
XBaTmwiIO moragathbCs, YTO pyka,
IIpoTsHyTass MHOM HENPOM3BOJILHO

Hapn Oe3nHoit, pa3genusuiell Hac ¢ TOOOi,
371a He TAWT M XU3Hb TBOKO HE CTyOMT.
He crybur, BepHO; HO M He cHacer.

MHe Obl CBOIO NMPOJUIUTH €ille HEMHOTO.

Ilepeeod I'. Kpyrckoea

CEPLE3HBIN WIAT, IPEAIIPUHATBHINA WIYTA

Ha xapre Mex IOBYX XOJIMOB,

Iloxoxux Ha [Ba penmedHbIX My4Ka,
Jlexxan ronoBacTHMK C TOHKMM XBOCTOM —
O3sepo u pexa.

A Touka psngoM Oblia,

Hagepuoe, ropomxom,

I'ne mbl 661 ¢ TOGOI MOTJIM KyNMUTH—
ByxBanbHO 3a1apoM—IOM.

3araymuB ycraablii MOTOp,
Mpbl nocTyyanuce B IBEPb,
Bonum B 4yXoif, HE3HAKOMBIH OM,
M HamuM OH cTan Temeps.

Hemano 3a tpucra jer
CMeHmIoch B 3TOM Kparo
Crapbix (paMuiuii, CTapbIX CeMeid.
A MBI yTBEpIHJIH CBOIO

Ha Tpucra rpsaymmux ner-—

U Gynmem 3emimo naxarts,

Kpbillly 4uHUTB, pa3BOAUTH KOPOB,
Usroponps noanpapnsrk.
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A hundred thousand days
Of front-page paper events,
A half a dozen major wars,
And forty-five presidents.

A CONSIDERABLE SPECK

(Microscopic)

A speck that would have been beneath my sight
On any but a paper sheet so white

Set off across what I had written there.

And I had idly poised my pen in air

To stop it with a period of ink

When something strange about it made me think.

This was no dust speck by my breathing blown,
But unmistakably a living mite

With inclinations it could call its own.

It paused as with suspicion of my pen,

And then came racing wildly on again

To where my manuscript was not yet dry;
Then paused again and either drank or smelt-
With loathing, for again it turned to fly.
Plainly with an intelligence 1 dealt.

It seemed too tiny to have room for feet,
Yet must have had a set of them complete
To express how much it didn’t want to die.
It ran with terror and with cunning crept.

It faltered: I could see it hesitate;

Then in the middle of the open sheet

Cower down in desperation to accept
Whatever I accorded it of fate.

I have none of the tenderer-than-thou
Collectivistic regimenting love

With which the modern world is being swept.
But this poor microscopic item now!

Since it was nothing I knew evil of

I let it lie there till I hope it slept.
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Bor Tak Oyaem XUTb Aa XHMTb
U nepexuBeM crnpocra
Teicauy Mon, MrOXMHY BOWH
W npe3uneHToB moscra.

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxuckosa

HEOBBIUHASA KPAITMHKA

(MHKpPOCKOITUYECKOE)

S 6 3Ty KpanMHKy U HE 3aMeTul,

He Oynp OymakHbI JIUCT TaK SpKO CBETEN;
Ona moy3na Kyaa-To INONepeKk

Eie MectaMu He NMPOCOXILIUX CTPOK.

Vx s mepo 3aHec 6e3 pa3MbILIEHbS —
Ilpeceub 3aragovyHoOE IlIEBEJIEHBE,

Ho, npurisaeBUInch, MOHSUI: NMPEA0 MHON—
He npocro xpoxoTHas LIEYyIIMHKA,
Kosiebemass BLIZOXOM MYLIMHKA,

Her, sTa kpanunka Oblia xuBOi!

OHa moMeujia HaCTOPOXKEHHO,
BunbHyJla —¥M NMyCcTHNIAach HayTek;

Ha Gepery 4epHHJIBHOTO 3aTOHa
IloHroxana —wib OTHWIA TJIOTOK —

U ompometsio Opocusiack 0OpaTHoO,
Hpoxa ot yxaca. HeBeposTHo,

Ho ¢axT: eif He xOTenoch yMHUpaTh,

Kak BCAKOMY M3 MBICISIIUX CO3JaHHM;
Ona Oexana, majgana, mojsJja

W, nakoHen, 6e3BOJILHO 3aMepJia

N cwvexunach, roToBas NMpUHATH

JIrobyro yyacTb OT BCECHJIBHOHM [JIaHM.

A He Mory (IpH3HAIOCh YECTHO B TOM)
JIiobuth Hampomanyio, 0e3 HU3BATHI,

Kak HblHY€ MOJHO, «HALIMX MEHBIIHUX OpaTbeBy».
Ho 3ra kpoxa moa MouMm mepom!-—

Pyka He mogHsiace ee oOuaeTs.

Ha u 3a uTOo OedHSKKY HEHaBUIETH?

19-328



A WITNESS TREE 290

I have a mind myself and recognize
Mind when I meet with it in any guise.
No one can know how glad I am to find
On any sheet the least display of mind.

A LOOSE MOUNTAIN
(Telescopic)

Did you stay up last night (the Magi did)
To see the star shower known as Leonid
That once a year by hand or apparatus
Is so mysteriously pelted at us?

It is but fiery puffs of dust and pebbles,
No doubt directed at our heads as rebels
In having taken artificial light

Against the ancient sovereignty of night.
A fusillade of blanks and empty flashes,
It never reaches earth except as ashes

Of which you feel no least touch on your face
Nor find in dew the slightest cloudy trace.
Nevertheless it constitutes a hint

That the loose moutain lately seen to glint
In sunlight near us in momentous swing
Is something in a Balearic sling

The heartless and enormous Outer Black
Is still withholding in the Zodiac

But from irresolution in his back

About when best to have us in our orbit,
So we won’t simply take it and absorb it.

THE DISCOVERY OF THE MADEIRAS

A stolen lady was coming on board,

But whether stolen from her wedded lord
Or from her own self against her will
Was not set forth in the lading bill.
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A caMm pa3yMeH U IIEHIO BeCbMa
JIro6oe mposiBieHHE yma.

O, s rotoB 065100bI3aTh CTpaHHUIy,
Haiins na Heli pasymHyro kpymuuy!

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BJIIYXKIAIOIAA I'OPA

(AcTpoHOMHYECKOE)

BrITh MOXET, 3Ty HOYb HPOCHAJIH BHI;
Ho ecnu 6oapcTBoBajM (Kak BOJIXBBI),
To Bunenu, HaBEpHO, JIUBEHb 3BE3HBII—
Jlersimmii 6G1eck, TAMHCTBEHHBIA U T'PO3HBIH?
To—JleoHuabl, METEOpHBIit rpan;

Tak Hebeca, pa3OylLeBaBIIKUCh, MCTSAT
MsTexHuKaM, 4TO CBET CBOH COTBOPHIIH,
Kax BbizoB Houu-TeMHO#t npeBHeil cuie.
Bce 3TH BCIIBILIKY — XOJIOCTOH CaJIOT,
OHH UL NEMJIOM 0 3€MJIM JOMOyT —
Cronp MeJKuM, YTO M B YTPEHHEHl pOCHHKe
He cpleib HY €AMHONW HOPOLINHKH.

W Bce ke B 3TOM 3HAMEHbE COKPHIT
Hamek Ha ToO, YTO €CTh INAJILHOH Oonupm,
I'opa, yTo B Hac mpamoro Oayieapckoit
Hanenena co 3100010 OMKapcKoii;

U 31y ropy 6ecnomannsiii Mpak

OT Hac noxyaa mpsder B 30QMak

W xnapgHOKpPOBHO, KakK Iepel MHIIEHbIO,
JIump BBDKMAAET BEPHOrO MIHOBEHbBS,
Korna ee cnoapy4Heit B HAaC METHYTb —
UTto06 MBI HE yBEpHYJHCh KaK-HUOYIb.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

OTKPBITUE MAJJEVIPCKUX OCTPOBOB

Bernsuky Ha GOpT HOYBIO B3sn!
Cama Oexayia—Wib yKpaju
CunxoM, a TO-M3-IOJ BEHLA,—
O TOM HM ciyxa, HH CJIOBIA,

19*
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A stolen lady was all it said.

She came down weakly and blindly led
To the darkening windy village slip.
She would not look at the fateful ship.
Her lover to make the ordeal swift
Had to give her the final lift

And force her farewell step off shore.
The way she clung to him the more
Seemed to argue perhaps she went
Not entirely without consent.

But with no companion of womankind
To leave the English law behind

And sail for some vague Paphian bourn
Began already to seem forlorn.

It did more distance up and down,
Their little stormy ship, than on.

Now it took a fitful run,

Now standing cracked its sail and spun;
Now stood upon its bulging prow

Till the pirate sailors made a vow

Of where they would go on pilgrimage
If God would spare them to die of age.
When the clap of two converging waves
Failed to crush their barrel staves,

Or the wind to snap their walking stick,
They laughed as if they had turned a trick.

This was no lady’s time of year.

For long the lady would disappear,
And might be rolling dead below

For all the crew were let to know.

But when the ocean’s worst had passed
She was carried out beside the mast,
Where all day long she lay and dozed.
Or she and her lover would sit opposed
And darkly drink each other’s eyes
With faint head shakings, no more wise.
The most he asked her eyes to grant
Was that in what she does not want

A woman wants to be overruled.

Or was the instinct in him fooled?
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W mpouepk B CyJOBOM JXXypHAJE...
Kopabnbp TomMuiics Ha npuyale,

Ona, GeccuNbHOM U CJIENON,
Tomusace coO6CTBEHHON cynb0oii,
IMoxuHyB mpexHIol OOUTEND.

M TopomiuBbIii MOXUTHUTEND

ITo nmockam, cOpOIIEHHBIM BIOTHMaX,
[Tponec moObMy Ha pyKax.

To, xak OHa K HEMYy IpPHUXKaNach,
Cxopee croBopomM Kka3aJioch,

UeM NOXMILEHHEM... 3aKOH,

CeMmbsi, nonpyru, AJNbOHOH —
Ocranuce nozagu! TemHeno

Ilpen Heii mpocrpaHcTBO 6e3 mpenena.

IIyTh kapaBeJibl ObLI HEOPSIM:
Ee xpyTuyno nmo BoJIHaM,

Hecso, xak mienky, B HEMOronay.
To 3apeiBajiacb HOCOM B BOJY,
A TO HbIpsiia BIPYT KOPMOM,
ITokxa mupaToB cOpoxn Juxoi

He npuHuMaics BCIyX MOJIUTHCS,
KnsHsich X maJOMHUKaM NpPUOGHTHCS.
Ho mposcusiuch Hebeca,

W nopgHuManuce mapyca,

M o6Gemanpg 3abbiBaiy,

Kak Oynro BBek uUX He daBaji.

Takue Oypu He Wi KaMm—

M xpan Obl maMy CTBII U CpaMm
M cmepTh B yTpobe OkeaHa,

Ho HenpexJjOHHOCTb KanmMTaHa
Meinana Ko3HSIM MaTpPOCHH.

M BoT mpouum aypHble OHM,

M BhIIIA BMECTE C HEHATJISIHBIM ;
Brnunuchk Apyr B APYXKY B30POM JXaJTHbBIM,
IToxauuBaroT roJyioBoii—

W nena Her HM OO KOTO.

Os Bompomian: 3a4eM Oexanu,
Ho Bompouanbs o0uxaiy,

Petnan Obl Jiyuille 3a ABOUX.

Wnb rojioc kpoBu B HeM 3aTux?
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He knew not, neither of them knew.
They could only say like any two,
‘You tell me and I'll tell you.’

Sometimes with her permissive smile

He left her to her thoughts awhile

And went to lean against the rail,

And let the captain tell him a tale.

(He had to keep the captain’s favor.)

The ship it seemed had been a slaver.

And once they had shipped a captive pair
Whose love was such they didn’t care

Who took in them onlooker’s share.

Well, when at length the fever struck

That spoils the nigger-trader’s luck

The man was among the first it took.
‘Throw him over alive,” they said,

‘Before the thing has time to spread.
You've got to keep the quarters clean.’

But the girl fought them and made a scene.
She was a savage jungle cat

It was easy to be angry at;

Which put the thought into someone’s head
Of the ocean bed for a marriage bed.
Some Tom said to Dick or Harry:
‘Apparently these two ought to marry.

We get plenty funerals at sea.

How for a change would a wedding be?-
Or a combination of the two,

How would a funeral-wedding do?

It’s gone so far she’s probably caught
Whatever it is the nigger’s got.’

They bound them naked so they faced
With a length of cordage about the waist,
Many lovers have been divorced

By having what is free enforced.

But presence of love these had in death

To kiss and drink each other’s breath
Before they were hurled from the slaver’s deck.
They added clasps about the neck

And went embraced to the cold and dark
To be their own marriage feast for the shark.
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Ho on He 3Haj, OHAa He 3HaJa,
He 1o GBI, MOXeET, HOACKa3ana.
«Ckaxu MHe».—«CaM CKaXHu CHavaja».

BriBano, kajnkoi M HeCYaCTHOM

(C ynbiOkor0, Ha BCE COTJIACHOM)
OH ocraBnsn ee OAHY

W xanuTaHy-XxBacTyHY

BHuMan-0H OT HEro 3aBHCE.

A TOT, He IOMHSI MECT W YHUCeJ,
PacckasbiBan, kak Be3 paboB

M B ux ToOJme—IBOUX BJIOOJICHHBIX,
He 3ameuaromux OKOB

N rna3 croponHux... Bapyr-—uyma,
M Ttot, BaoGieHHbI Oe3 yma,

Brin mepBbIM B CHUCKE 3aYyMJICHHBIX.
«3apa3Hblii —3HA4UT, 32 6opT!»—Bot
Kakoit ucxon 60JIbHOTO XAET.—
«He To MBI BCe TYT OKoJieeM !»

Hy, a Bmobnennas? Ona-—
[TanTepa, JbBUIA, caTaHa —

Pemmna nomMemats 3100€5M.

Bapyr KTo-TO KpUKHYJI: «A pa3 Tak,
He o6Benuars siu Gemonar?

Benn obe3ymena pesuua.

B Boze XOpOHMM MBI JAaBHO,

Ho ecnu B3gyMasiu EHUThCH,
Ilyckaif BOgBOEM HAyT Ha IHO!
ITyckait He cBagpba, HE NMOMUHKH —
A KOe-YTO mocepeauHKe.

K ToMy % OHa HaBepHska

N 3apa3unace oT Apyxxka!»

JlunoMm x JMny, C HaruM Harylo,
IleHbKOR CKPYTHMIIM HX BTYIYIO.—
HacunpHo OnM30CTH He Muia

U pymmur nmapsl 6e3 yucna,

Ho sty-cMmepTh He pasjy4ymiia:
Brnunuchk Apyr B IPYXKKY YTO €CTh CHJIBI,
HuxTo xoyiba He pa3soOMKHYJ.—

U ¢ nany6er ymamu BmecTe—
XKeHnux, nMpUKpy4YEeHHBbI K HEBECTE,—
Crelna Ha MHpPIIECTBO aKyJl.
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When after talk with other men

A man comes back to a woman again

He tells her as much of blood and dirt

As he thinks will do her not too much hurt.
‘What was the pirate captain’s chaff?

He laughed but he did not make you laugh.
The jest seemed his and the plaudits his.

I heard him shout “What a thing it is!”
Some standing jest between you men?

Don’t tell me if you don’t want to then.’
Whereat in a moment of cross unruth

He thought, ‘All right if you want the truth!’
‘I don’t believe it! It isn’t true!

It never happened! Did it, you?

Seeing no help in wings or feet

She withdrew back in self-retreat

Till her heart almost ceased to beat.

Her spirit faded as far away

As the living ever go yet stay.

And her thought was she had had her pay.

He said to the captain, ‘Give command,
And bring us to the nearest land;

And let us try an untossed place

And see if it will help her case.’

They brought her to a nameless isle.
And the ship lay in the bay for a while
Waiting to see if she would mend;

But sailed and left them in the end.
Her lover saw them sail away,

But dared not tell her all one day.

For slowly even her sense of him

And love itself were growing dim.

He no more drew the smile he sought.
The story is she died of thought.

And when her lover was left alone

He stayed long enough to carve on stone
The name of the lady with his own

To be her only marriage lines.

And carved them round with a scroll of vines.
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Korna, Bce HOBOCTH B OKpyre
V3HaB, BOPOTHULILCS K MOAPYreE,
Ux mepecka3wiBas eif,
OnycTyib BECTH NOCKBEPHEH.
«YTo THI ycabnuana or muparta?
OH xoxoTaj Kak OecHOBATHIi.
CaM roBopuJji, caM XOXOTaJl.

A TH Tepsics U MOJYAIL
HagBepHo, makocTHOe 4TO-TO.
He nosTopsii, pa3 HeoxoTa».

W Bapyr oH, ocepuaB Ha MU,
Bce BBUIOXWII €if HampsIMHK.
«Het! s He Bepro! s He Bepio!
He moxer ObiTh! Kaxue 3Bepu!»
Hu ynerern, Hu yOexarts...
EnuHcTBEHHOM caMo3aluTon
Kasanoce —npekpaTuTh AbIIATH.
Han uero, 3axuBo youroi,
Hyuia, yxe otaeneHa,

Butana... Bor Bcemy nena!

Crpax u emy 3akpajcs B IOyuly.
«Ckopeli Hac Bblcagy Ha Cylly,—
OH KanuTaHy rOBOPWJ,—

OHa coBceM JIMIUMIACH CHII».
Ipen Humu octpoB 6e3 Ha3BaHbA.
Bo ucmosnHeHbe MOXeJaHbs
BricaxxuBaloT MX M XKIOYT,

He nyuwe nu eif craner TyT,—

W npoub yXoAsT mpesd pacCBETOM.

OH eil He cMes cka3aTb 00 3TOM-—

Eii, HemoHATHO OTuYero,
Bexasieii gaxe ot Hero.

Nx XEPTBbI, UX JII000BbL — BCE IpaxoMm.

U ymepna, ybuta crpaxom.

Haenune ¢ coboro, oH
IMepennieTenbe OBYX MMEH

Ha xaMHe Bbicek —HO 3aKOH
EnBa s cuen Obl 370 Opakom,—
[laromoM yBHJI €ro U MakoM,
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Then he gouged a clumsy sailing trough
From a fallen tree and pushing off
Safely made the African shore;

Where he fell a prisoner to the Moor.
But the Moor strangely enough believed
The tale of the voyage he had achieved,
And sent him to the King to admire.
He came at last to his native shire.
The island he found was verified.

And the bay where his stolen lady died
Was named for him instead of her.

But so is history like to err.

And soon it is neither here nor there
Whether time’s rewards are fair or unfair.

THE LESSON FOR TODAY

If this uncertain age in which we dwell
Were really as dark as I hear sages tell,
And I convinced that they were really sages,
I should not curse myself with it to hell,
But leaving not the chair I long have sat in,
I should betake me back ten thousand pages
To the world’s undebatably dark ages,

And getting up my medieval Latin,

Seek converse common cause and brotherhood
(By all that’s liberal-1 should, I should)
With poets who could calmly take the fate
Of being born at once too early and late,
And for these reasons kept from being great.
Yet singing but Dione in the wood

And ver aspergit terram floribus

They slowly led old Latin verse to rhyme
And to forget the ancient lengths of time,
And so began the modern world for us.

I'd say, O Master of the Palace School,
You were not Charles’ nor anybody’s fool:
Tell me as pedagogue to pedagogue,
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3ateMm u3 OpeBeH crenan IUIOT

W Bbimibl B Mope, HA BOCXOH,—

N, oboiineHHblt yparaHom,

Bce x B IUleH monayicsi MaBpUTaHaM.
Ho maBputane B noGpblit yac
IToBepmiu B ero pacckas

N, urs OpuTaHCKYIO KOpOHY,

JloMo#t BEepHYJM BETPOTOHA.

Ha xapTy ocTpoB HaHecnH,

A Ty jaryHy HapekJiy,

I'ne ymepna ero mogpyra,

B yecTp-kak Bcerna, Bce CIyTaB,—Apyra.
Ha sTOoM cBeTe He moiMels,

UTo syyile-npaBaa WIHA JIOXb.

Iepesod B. Tonoposa

YPOK

Byab cMyTHBIH BeK, B KOTOPOM MBI JKHBEM,
Boucruny Tax MpaueH, Kak O TOM

OT MyzpenoB 3aB3sThIX HAM H3BECTHO,

S OBl He cTaj ero ¢ HaJleTy KJACThb:
Mo, 4T06 eMy, poaMMOMY, NpoNacTh!
Ho, He cxons ¢ HacCHXEHHOTO Kpecia,
BekoB ¢ fmecATOK OTiMCTan Obl BCHATH

W, HackpeOs JaTBIHU IIKOJBHON KPOXH,
PuckHyn Obl Mo AyliaM HOTOJIKOBAaTh

C xakuM-HHOyIb MO3TOM TOHM 3MOXU—

W BmnpaBaoy MpavyHO#M,—KTO MOJO3pEBal,
YTo mo3aHO POAWICS Wb CIMIIKOM DaHo,
YTo BEeK COBCEM HE MOIXOIAI A MY3,
U Bce xe men duony u [Huany,

N ver aspergit terram floribus,

W crapblit CTUX JATHMHCKMHA ITOHEMHOTY

K cpenneBexoBoii pubme momsuran

W BBIBOIMJ HAa HOBYIO JOpPOTY.

S 6w ckazan: «Tel He ObUT HUKOMY
IIyrom, umxé u Kapny camomy;
OtBeTh MHE, 0 riaBa [IpMIBOpPHON WIKOJBI,
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You did not know that since King Charles did rule
You had no chance but to be minor, did you?
Your light was spent perhaps as in a fog

That at once kept you burning low and hid you.
The age may very well have been to blame

For your not having won to Virgil’s fame.

But no one ever heard you make the claim.

You would not think you knew enough to judge
The age when full upon you. That’s my point.
We have today and I could call their name
Who know exactly what is out of joint

To make their verse and their excuses lame.
They’ve tried to grasp with too much social fact
Too large a situation. You and I

Would be afraid if we should comprehend

And get outside of too much bad statistics

Our muscles never could again contract:

We never could recover human shape,

But must live lives out mentally agape,

Or die of philosophical distention.

That’s how we feel-and we’re no special mystics.

We can’t appraise the time in which we act.
But for the folly of it, let’s pretend
We know enough to know it for adverse.
One more millennium’s about to end.
Let’s celebrate the event, my distant friend,
In publicly disputing which is worse,
The present age or your age. You and I
As schoolmen of repute should qualify
To wage a fine scholastical contention
As to whose age deserves the lower mark,
Or should I say the higher one, for dark.
I can just hear the way you make it go:
There’s always something to be sorry for,
A sordid peace or an outrageous war.
Yes, yes, of course. We have the same convention.
The groundwork of all faith is human woe.
It was well worth preliminary mention.
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OTKpoi#i, KaKk nejarory nenaror,—

C BeprunueM paBHATBCS Thl HE MOT,

Ho BUHOBAT JiM1 B 3TOM BeK TsXKeblii?
TBoi CBET HE MPOHMUAN TIYXYIO ThMY;
Ho ta Xe TbMa, XpaHs, TeOsi CKpbIBaJa.
Her, TBI Ha BpeMsi He KMBall HHUMAJIO.
Thl MOHUMAJ, YTO TOT CyAbsl HE IPAaB,
Kto cam cBolo smoxy oOBHHSET,

Kro cynur, Bblllle BpeMeHH He CTaB.
B34Tb HBIHEHIHUX —OHHM YXX TOYHO 3HAIOT,
Kaxoii y Beka BBIBUXHYT CYCTaB:

He otToro nu ux cruxu xpomaror?

OHH mBITAIHCH Pa3oM BCE OOBATH,
Cobpatb B OIHY OXamlKy, MOIHATYXach,
Becy mycop ¢daktoB. Mel npunuid Obl B yxac,
Pacnyxnn Obl OT cBeneHUI OypHBIX —

W Huxorga Obl He Cymenu uX
ITepeBaputhb, OT CTOJNOHAKA OYHYTHCS

U B 0Opa3 uenmoBeueckuit BEpHYTHCH,

A Tax ¥ xuwiu Obl, pa3uHyB pOT,

B nyxoBHoM crynope... X0Tb MbI C TOOOIO
CoBceM He MHCTHKH, HaOOOPOT.

MBI M3HYTpU CyIUTb CBOM BEK HE MOJXEM.
OpHako — 1711 IpUMepa — IPEATOI0KKUM,
UTo OH M B CaMOM [ieJieé HEXOpOLL,
Hy urto x, mamexuit Moit cobpar, Hy 4To X!
KoHuaercs erie ThICAYENEThE.
JlaBaii COOBIThE CIaBHOE OTMETHM
VuyeneIM aucnyToM. laBail cpaBHMM
To TemMHOE CpeqHEBEKOBbE C 3THM;
Ube Xyxe, 4be KPOMELIHEH — MOTJIS UM,
IMomepumcst opyXkueM CBOUM
B 33204YHOM CX0JIACTHYECKOM CpaXXeHbe.
MsHe cnpluUATCS, KaK Thl BCTYNAellb B HPEHbS :
EcTb rHUIBb CBOS B JIIOOBIE BpeMeHa,
ITo3opHblit Mup, GecuecTHas BOifHA.
UTo roBopuTh, OECCIIOPHOE CYXIEHBE.
B ocHOBe BCsIKOH Bephl—Hama cKoOpOb.
CaMmo coboro, Tak. Ho myeu He ropbs;
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There’s nothing but injustice to be had,

No choice is left a poet, you might add,

But how to take the curse, tragic or comic.

It was well worth preliminary mention.

But let’s go on to where our cases part,

If part they do. Let me propose a start.

(We’re rivals in the badness of our case,
Remember, and must keep a solemn face.)
Space ails us moderns: we are sick with space.
Its contemplation makes us out as small

As a brief epidemic of microbes

That in a good glass may be seen to crawl

The patina of this the least of globes.

But have we there the advantage after all?

You were belittled into vilest worms

God hardly tolerated with his feet;

Which comes to the same thing in different terms.
We both are the belittled human race,

One as compared with God and one with space.
I had thought ours the more profound disgrace;
But doubtless this was only my conceit.

The cloister and the observatory saint

Take comfort in about the same complaint.

So science and religion really meet.

I can just hear you call your Palace class:
Come learn the Latin eheu for alas.
You may not want to use it and you may.
O paladins, the lesson for today
Is how to be unhappy yet polite.
And at the summons Roland, Olivier,
And every sheepish paladin and peer,
Being already more than proved in fight,
Sits down in school to try if he can write
Like Horace in the true Horatian vein,
Yet like a Christian disciplined to bend
His mind to thinking always of the end.
Memento mori and obey the Lord.
Art and religion love the somber chord.
Earth’s a hard place in which to save the soul,
And could it be brought under state control,
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JobaBb, 4TO CnpaBedIMBOCTL HEBO3MOXHA
W nns nosra BeIGOp HE BEJIMK —
Tparuueckuii Unb HIYTOBCKOH HapHK.

Bce 3T0 npaBWIBHO U HENPEJIOKHO.

Hy, a Tenepp oT cxoncrea mepeiinem

K pasznanubio—ecnu Mbl ero Haiaem.
(YuTtH, MBI COpEBHYEMCSI B HECYACThbeE,

Ho crporo coxpanss Gecnpucrpacrbe.)
UeM CcOBpEMEHHBIIT pa3yM He3I0poB?
ITpocTpancTBOM, OECKOHEYHOCTBIO MHpPOB.
Mpel kaxemcs cebe, kak B OKYJIspe,

Ilon B3ryismamMu BpaxaeOHBIMH CBETHII,
HudtoxHOIO KOJOHMEH Oauus,
Kuiamux Ha 3eMHOM HHYTOXXHOM Iape.
Ho pa3Be Tonpko Haui yaen TakoB?

Bbl Toxe ObUIM TOPCTBIO YEPBSKOB,
Kumamux B npaxe mopa cronoro Boxbeid;
UTo, KaKk HM CpaBHMBai,—OJHO M TO Xe€.
W Mbl, 1 BbI—HUYTOXHBIA POX JTFOACKOM.
A nns xoro-gna Kocmoca wis Bora,

S monaraio, pa3HUII HEMHOTO.

Acker obOcepBaTopuii U CBATOI
3aTBOPHUK, B CYII[HOCTH, €IUHOH MYKOIi
TomsaTcs ¥ eaUHOIO THIETOH.

Tax cxonmarcs penurusi ¢ HayKoOM.

S cabluly, Kak 30Bellb Thl HA YPOK
Csoii ITanaTuHckuii kmacc. Y3HaiiTe HbIHE,
3HaueHue eheu mo-JaTbHU -

«YBBI»., CHe 3anoMuHaiiTe BIPOK.

O pellfapu, CEroOHsIHUNA YPOK

MpbI MOCBATUM CMHUPEHBIO U TOpPIBIHE.
N Bot yxe Ponanng u Onusbe

U Bce apyrue pblaph M O9PHI,

B cpaxeHbsiX 3aKaJieHHbBIE CBEPX MepHI,
CugsT Ha y4eHHYECKOH CKambe,
TBepas ropauuaHckue HPUMEpHI,
IIputoM, kak 4aja XpUCTUAHCKOW Bephl,
O kpaTkoM pa3MbILLIsis ObITHE.
Memento mori u 'ocnogr NOMMITYH.
Boram u My3aMm Jr00 HamleB YHBLJIBIH.
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So automatically we all were saved,

Its separateness from Heaven could be waived;
It might as well at once be kingdom-come.
(Perhaps it will be next millennium.)

But these are universals, not confined
To any one time, place, or human kind.
We’re either nothing or a God’s regret.
As ever when philosophers are met,

No matter where they stoutly mean to get,
Nor what particulars they reason from,
They are philosophers, and from old habit
They end up in the universal Whole

As unoriginal as any rabbit.

One age is like another for the soul.
I'm telling you. You haven’t said a thing,
Unless I put it in your mouth to say.
I’'m having the whole argument my way-—
But in your favor-please to tell your King—
In having granted you all ages shine
With equal darkness, yours as dark as mine.
I'm liberal. You, you aristocrat,
Won’t know exactly what I mean by that.
I mean so altruistically moral
I never take my own side in a quarrel.
I'd lay my hand on his hand on his staff,
Lean back and have my confidential laugh,
And tell him I had read his Epitaph.

It sent me to the graves the other day.
The only other there was far away
Across the landscape with a watering pot
At his devotions in a special plot.
And he was there resuscitating flowers
(Make no mistake about its being bones);
But I was only there to read the stones
To see what on the whole they had to say
About how long a man may think to live,
Which is becoming my concern of late.
And very wide the choice they seemed to give;
The ages ranging all the way from hours
To months and years and many many years.
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CriaceHue Aylu —HEJErKuid Tpyu.

Ho ecnm mon xoHTposneM rocynapcrsa
CrniacaTbCsl, TO pacceroTcsi MBITApCTBa,
Ob6eroBaHHOE HACTYNUT LAPCTBO

N Hebeca Ha 3eMiIO0 HHU30MOYT

(B rpsimymemM, BUOUMO, THICSYENIETHE).

OHo BTOpOE Oyner WM TpeTbe—
HeBaxHO. APryMeHT BeCOM BIOJIHE
B mo6oe BpeMs u B mobo#l cTpaHe.
Mpl-uap HHYTO, Wb BOXbe MEXIOMETHE.
Hy, nakonen npuexamu! Mapupyr,
Hns Bcex ¢uiocodoB OOBIKHOBEHHBIN :
C kakoif OHHM HOCBUJIKM HU HA4HYT,
Onsare K yHMBEpCaJUsM NPHUAYT,
CsenyT B KOHLle KOHLOB Ha AOcosoT
M ny xeBaTb ero, xax Jomaib—CeHO.

A [0S Oymm-—-4To 3TOT BeK, YTO TOT.
Tbl MoXelip MHE HNOBEPUTH Halepen:
Bens 310 s B TBOM ycTa Biarao
Cnosa. Sl rHy cBoe, HO HOIKPEILISIO
TBOI NO3ULMIO—TaK KOPOJIIO
U nepenaii. Onoxa MpayHOBaTa
Bcerna —TBOIO JIM B3STh MJIM MOIO.
A —nubepan. Tebe, apucrokpary,

W HeBOoOMeEK, YTO 3HAYMT JMOepal.
M3BoJIb: s TOJIBKO MOApa3ymeBa
Takyio aJbTPYUCTCKYIO HATYpY,

UTo BEYHO XaXIET BJIE3Th B UYXYIO LIKYpY.

U s 6b1 TpoHYN pyKky crapuxa,
CoxuMarollyo MocoX, U Clierka
OtkuHyJics Obl B Kpeciie, HOTSHYBLUUCH,
M, ycmexHyBluuCh mpo cebs, ckasai:
« «Ouuradpuio» TBOKO HHUTAI.

Ha pusax 3abpen s Ha norocrt. AJieiKu
B TO yTpo ObUIM CHpBI U NYCTHI.
Jlvmp KTO-TO BHajieke KpOmwil M3 JIeHKU
B orpanxe TeCcHOW 4axJible LIBETHI
(Kak ©6yaoro BOCKpecHTh XOTeJ NOoI00bs
Ywenmux num). A g udTana Haarpobms,

20-328
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One man had lived one hundred years and eight.
But though we all may be inclined to wait

And follow some development of state,

Or see what comes of science and invention,
There is a limit to our time extension.

We all are doomed to broken-off careers,

And so’s the nation, so’s the total race.

The earth itself is liable to the fate

Of meaninglessly being broken off.

(And hence so many literary tears

At which my inclination is to scoff.)

I may have wept that any should have died

Or missed their chance, or not have been their best,
Or been their riches, fame, or love denied;

On me as much as any is the jest.

I take my incompleteness with the rest.

God bless himself can no one else be blessed.

I hold your doctrine of Memento Mori.
And were an epitaph to be my story
I'd have a short one ready for my own.
I would have written of me on my stone:
I had a lover’s quarrel with the world.
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IIpukunsiBast B LEJOM, YTO 3a CpPOK
OtnyuieH 4enoBeKy—K 3TOH Teme

Bce Gonee MeHs CKJIOHSET BpeMS.

W BbIGOp ObUT U3BICKAHHO IMPOK:
Yacel, ¥ IHH, U MeECALLBI, ¥ TOMBIL.
OnvH NOKOHHUK XHJ CTO BOCEMB JIET...
A ObUI0 OB HEOYPHO XOATH HOTOMIBI
Y Mops, NoXHHATH IUIOAB mobex
Hay4HBIX — 1 IPHBETCTBOBAaTh OTKPHITHS,
M naGmopnats nanbHeifliee pa3sBHTbE
IMonuTuky, UCKYCCTB M NMPOYUX eI,
Ho nputs3aHbpsM HalluM ecTh Ipened.
Msbl Bce Ha Kpax oOpedyeHbl B (HHAJIE;
Bcex, KTO KOrJa-To 4TO-TO HayHHAaJ,
M 3emutro B nesoM XAeT oauH (uHaL.
Orcioga CToONbKO B MPO3€ U B CTHXax
Cne30To4HBOif MHPOBOW MeEYasd.

(Ha 4TOo s NMYHO MCKpEHHE YHXaJl.)
VrpaTta Xu3HH, AEHEr WIb PacCynka,
3abBeHbe, 60JIb OTBEPKEHHOH JIIOOBU —
A sugen Bce. I'ocoap 63arocnosu...
Koro xe? Bor GeccMmbiciieHHast MIyTKa.
Pa3 aukoMy cyas0bl HE 060OpPOTH,

Ha cam cebs Gmarocnosut I'ocnoan!

A nomuro TBO# 3aBeT: Memento mori,

W ecim 6b1 noHamo6usiocs BCKOpe

CuabauTh HaArpoOHON HaOIMCBIO MOW Npax,

BoT 3Ta HagnmMCh B HECKOJILKHX CJIOBax:

S ¢ MupoM mpebriBan B JIO0OBHOI ccope.

Ilepegoo I'. Kpyxuckosa









A YOUNG BIRCH

The birch begins to crack its outer sheath

Of baby green and show the white beneath,
As whosoever likes the young and slight

May well have noticed. Soon entirely white
To double day and cut in half the dark

It will stand forth, entirely white in bark,
And nothing but the top a leafy green—

The only native tree that dares to lean,
Relying on its beauty, to the air.

(Less brave perhaps than trusting are the fair.)
And someone reminiscent will recall

How once in cutting brush along the wall

He spared it from the number of the slain,
At first to be no bigger than a cane,

And then no bigger than a fishing pole,

But now at last so obvious a bole

The most efficient help you ever hired

Would know that it was there to be admired,
And zeal would not be thanked that cut it down
When you were reading books or out of town.
It was a thing of beauty and was sent

To live its life out as an ornament.

SOMETHING FOR HOPE

At the present rate it must come to pass
And that right soon that the meadow sweet
And steeple bush not good to eat

Will have crowded out the edible grass.



MOJIOZAA BEPE3A

MnaneHueckd 3eJIeHblid BHEHIHMI CIIO#
Bepesa ornensier, GenusHoi

Ilnenss; kTOo ymMeeT HabaromaTh,

Tot 3Haer 3ro. benas, crosars,
VnBauBas OeHb U TbMY TECHS,

Eit HpaBUTCS B CHUSIHbE JIETHEM JHS,
M nvub ee BepXyluka 3ejieHa —

Ha Bo3myx omupaercs oHa
EmuHCcTBeHHAs cpenb MOPOJ JIECHBIX.
(ITpexpacHble OOBEpUUBEH IPYrUX.)

W KTO-TO BCIIOMHHMT, MOXET OBITh, KaK OH
Py6un xycrhl, paboToil yBieyeH,

M nowmangun ee, BOJHU3H CTEHBI
Pactyuyio, TPOCTHHOYKH, CTPYHBI

He Toymme,—kax yauiuile NOTOM
Brina, 4To6 CcraTh Temeps TAKUM CTBOJIOM,
Yrto n paboTHHK Bam cooOpaswur,
YTto HecmpocTa KpacaBHIA CTOMT,

He nmns toro, 4tob6 oH ee cpyOu,
Korna, mosoxnM, Tl B OThE3NE OBLI.
Ona 3aTeM M MOCJIaHa CIOAa,

YTo6 He HCCAKJIa B MHpE KpacoTa.

Ilepesoo A. Kywmnepa

ECTh HA 4YTO HAJEATBHCA

Konp peno Tak moiaer, yBbI,
3necy Oymer TaBojra onHa,
Bcro Maccy BBITECHHT OHa
IMpuromno#t nns ckoTa TpaBbhl.
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Then all there is to do is wait

For maple birch and spruce to push
Through meadow sweet and steeple bush
And crowd them out at a similar rate.

No plow among these rocks would pay.

So busy yourself with other things

While the trees put on their wooden rings

And with long-sleeved branches hold their sway.

Then cut down the trees when lumber grown,
And there’s your pristine earth all freed
From lovely blooming but wasteful weed
And ready again for the grass to own.

A cycle we’ll say of a hundred years.
Thus foresight does it and laissez-faire,
A virtue in which we all may share
Unless a government interferes.

Patience and looking away ahead,

And leaving some things to take their course.
Hope may not nourish a cow or horse,

But spes alit agricolam ’tis said.

AN UNSTAMPED LETTER
IN OUR RURAL LETTER BOX

Last night your watchdog barked all night
So once you rose and lit the light.

It wasn’t someone at your locks.

No, in your rural letter box

I leave this note without a stamp

To tell you it was just a tramp

Who used your pasture for a camp.
There pointed like the pip of spades

The young spruce made a suite of glades
So regular that in the dark

The place was like a city park.
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Torma npupercs xaaTh, moka
Bepe3ok nmopocib, €ib U KieH
B xoH1IE KOHIIOB NPOTOHAT BOH
CopHsIK IyIIMCTBIH, KaK Bpara.

ITaxaTh He CTaHeUIb Cpedb KaMHei,
3aiiMuch OpyruMm, IOKyna maj
Jlecok, sIBUBLIMIICS MEX CKaJl

B mymucroii 3eieHu BeTBeid.

Ho BOT OH MIBIIIHYIO JUCTBY
Packunyn, BbIMaxaj, rycToOM.
Tenepb Basy LIATEP JIECHOH,
UTto0 CHOBa BBIPACTUTH TPaBY.

Jler cto Ha 3TOT HMKJ YHIeT.
3nmech HEBMEIIATEILCTBO HYXHei
Crapanuii HalllMX ¥ 3aTeH,
Bcemy B npupoae cBoil yepen.

IIpensunenne MOMOXKET HaM,
Utak, ocraBUM BCe Kak €cCTh.
Hapnexay CkOT He CTaHET ecCTh,
Ho spes alit agricolam.

Ilepesod A. Kywnepa

IMMCBbMO BE3 MAPKU B HAIIEM
CEJIbBCKOM ITOYTOBOM SAIIUKE

Bbl cBeT 3aXrim BO ThbME HOYHOI —
Tax nasin mec cCTOpPOXEBOIA.

Bam HE k yeMy OOATBCS Kpax.

To s B MOYTOBBIA AWK Balll
ITucbMo 0Ge3 Mapku CyHyJ B ILENb,
Y1006 3HANH BBI, YTO i NOCTENb
Cpenp BalIMX BBHICMOTpPEN 3€MEb.
Hap Heif, kak nmuxoBasi MacThb,
UepHena enoyka, Kak 4acTh
V30pa, ¢ 4eTKOCTbIO TaKOM,

YTto napk s BCOIOMHII TOPOJICKOH.
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There I elected to demur

Beneath a low-slung juniper

That like a blanket to my chin

Kept some dew out and some heat in,
Yet left me freely face to face

All night with universal space.

It may have been at two o’clock
That under me a point of rock
Developed in the grass and fern,

And as I woke afraid to turn

Or so much as uncross my feet,

Lest having wasted precious heat

I never should again be warmed,

The largest firedrop ever formed
From two stars’ having coalesced
Went streaking molten down the west.
And then your tramp astrologer
From seeing this undoubted stir

In Heaven’s firm-set firmament,
Himself had the equivalent,

Only within. Inside the brain

Two memories that long had lain,
Now quivered toward each other, lipped
Together, and together slipped;

And for a moment all was plain

That men have thought about in vain.
Please, my involuntary host,

Forgive me if 1 seem to boast.

"Tis possible you may have seen,
Albeit through a rusty screen,

The same sign Heaven showed your guest.

Each knows his own discernment best.
You have had your advantages.

Things must have happened to you, yes,
And have occurred to you no doubt,

If not indeed from sleeping out,

Then from the work you went about

In farming well-or pretty well.

And it is partly to compel

Myself, in forma pauperis,

To say as much I write you this.
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TaMm HOYBIO B BO3[yXe CHIpOM

5 MOXKEBEJIOBBIM KYCTOM,

Kak ogesuioM, GbU1 HaKpHIT,

ITog HUM BO TbMe He TaK 3HOOHT
U BupmeH B mpope3sx BeTBel
OrpoMHbIil MK BCEJIEHHOH BCei.
YacaM, ObITb MOXET, K ABYM B HOYHOM
TbMe xaMeHb BBIPOC HOJO MHOMI
M ckBo3p TpaBy ymepcs B 6ok,
Ho moBepHyThCS 1 HE MOT,
Bosce GiaXxeHHOE TEIIO
YTpaTuTh —CJIOBHO 000XIJIO

B TOT MHUI TAaMHCTBEHHBIH MEHS:
To xanss 3BE3AHOrO OrHA

M3 4yynoM CMBLIMXCS ABYX 3BE3[
INomuanace, BHITHYB Genblii XBOCT.
M s, acrposior Baui, y3pes
BosiHeHbE 3TO, NMPUCMHUPEB,

Ilon GmeckoM 3THM NPOJIMBHBIM
B cebe OTMETHJI CXOICTBO C HHM:
JBe Belu, XUBIINE B MO3TY
PaspenbHo, ciammuch Ha Oery

M, xak Oroup HebGecHbli TOT,
IMepecexan Moii He6ocBoA;

W npoctynmio To U3 ThMBI,

Han yemM mo cmeptu GbeMcs MBL.
PacckassiBas 06 OrHe,

He xBacraroch, moBEpbTE MHE,
Mornu 1 Bbl YBHOETh 3HaK,

Yrto ObUT HAM IOCNAH, €CJIH Mpak
3a BeTXO#l LITOPKOH Bac IPHUBJIEK.
HcnonHuT Kaxnaplii CBOM YpOK.
Csou 3acCiIyrd ecTb Yy Bac,

U pasHbIX ciyyaes 3amac
HakonneH, nycTb HE NMOTOMY,
Yrto cnanu B moyie. Ho Tomy,
KTto Tak Ha ¢epme U B AOMY
CsoeM pabotaer, 3a6oT

He cyectb,—no3TOMy-TO BOT
ITimny o ToM, YTO BHUAEN CaM

In forma pauperis Bam.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa
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TO AN ANCIENT

Your claims to immortality were two.

The one you made, the other one you grew.

Sorry to have no name for you but You.

We never knew exactly where to look,
But found one in the delta of a brook,
One in a cavern where you used to cook.

Coming on such an ancient human trace
Seems as expressive of the human race
As meeting someone living face to face.

We date you by your depth in silt and dust
Your probable brute nature is discussed.
At which point we are totally nonplussed.

You made the eolith, you grew the bone,
The second more peculiarly your own,
And likely to have been enough alone.

You make me ask if I would go to time
Would I gain anything by using rhyme?
Or aren’t the bones enough I live to lime?

THE MIDDLENESS OF THE ROAD

The road at the top of the rise
Seems to come to an end

And take off into the skies.

So at the distant bend

It seems to go into a wood,
The place of standing still
As long the trees have stood.
But say what Fancy will,

The mineral drops that explode
To drive my ton of car
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APEBHEMY YEJIOBEKY

B OeccmepTun TBOEM €CTh [BE YEpPTHI,
B3pamienssie To60# cpeb TEMHOTBI.
O, paspemn MHe ObITH ¢ TOGOI Ha Tl

He 3nanu TouHO, rjie M 4YTO HaiimeM,
Ho BoT Hamum B memepe Hal py4bem
To, 4yTo Ha3BaTh MO3BOJIb TBOMM JXXHJIbEM.

Crnenpl croyib IpeBHH, BCE-TaKM MO HUM
V3nanu BcE, HaA mpaxoM AOpPOruM

CKJIOHSACB, KaK eCiH O BCTPETHIIUCH C JKHBBIM.

Onpenenuiy Mo 3eMHBIM IUTacTaM
Msb1 BO3pacT TBOH, MO My U KaMHSM.
IIpencraButs HpaB TBOW CTPAIHO OBLJIO HaM.

Thl 3201MT co3jan M KOCTb B3pacTHIL.
Koctb ckaxer Gosbllie HaM, YeM CKaXeT Ui
Mnu kpeMeHb: BOUCTUHY, ThI ObLi.

A a? Yro pubmbr ckaxyr 060 mue?
Nnu xocreit mocraToyHo BHOJIHE?
Mx u3BecTKOBBIH NMpax Bcerga B LiCHE.

ITepesod A. Kywmnepa

CPEIJVUHHOCTBb JOPOI'

Hopora, uro 3a uyneca,
Bapyr Ha xpyroM noxbeme
CoBceM yxonuT B Hebeca.
M T1yT )€ Ha uM3JOMeE,

Viigs 3a paneHMHA [OBOPOT,
T'oTtoBa crath moxoeM
JlecHbIM, He OBHrasch BIEpEn.
M Bce-Taku He CKpoeM

Toro, 4TO B3pBIBYATHIA OEH3UH,
Bekunarommii B MoTope,



STEEPLE BUSH

318

Are limited to the road.
They deal with near and far,

But have almost nothing to do
With the absolute flight and rest
The universal blue

And local green suggest.

TWO LEADING LIGHTS

I never happened to contrast

The two in the celestial cast

Whose prominence has been so vast.
The Sun is satisfied with days.

He never has in any phase

That T have heard of shone at night.
And yet he is a power of light

And could in one burst overwhelm
And dayify the darkest realm

By right of eminent domain.

He has the greatness to refrain.

The Moon for all her light and grace
Has never learned to know her place.
The notedest astronomers

Have set the dark aside for hers.

But there are many nights though clear

She doesn’t bother to appear.
Some lunatic or lunar whim
Will bring her out diminished dim
To set herself beside the Sun
As Sheba came to Solomon.

It may be charitably guessed
Comparison is not her quest.
Some rumor of his wishing ring
That changes winter into spring
Has brought her merely visiting,
An irresponsible divinity
Presuming on her femininity.
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AcdanbTy BepeH, LIYMy LIHH.
OH panp npubIU3UT BCKOpE

K Tebe, HO 4yxn ronybusHe
HanmupHoii, moBceMecTHOH,
Kak u cratuyHOi THIIMHE
Toit 3eneHu IpeBecHOM.

Ilepeod A. Kywnepa

JABA TJIABHBIX CBETHIJIA

Hemano ectb CBETHJ HHBIX,

Ho npeanoury s BceM — ABOMX,
XOTh CTpPaHHO CpaBHUBaTb MHE HX.
Ilycts ConHile CBETUT TOJILKO ITHEM,
ITycTte HMKOTrZA CBOMM JIyYOM
OHO He OCBELIaeT HOYb.

M Bce % OHO cnOCOOHO MpOUb
JIroOyio TbMy paccesiTh BAPYT.
IToMuMO MHOXeECTBa 3aCIyT,

3a HUM elle M NpaBoO €CTh

Ha Bnacts ocolyro M 4ecTb.
Jlyna — npyroe neno, e,

Ilpn BceM u3smiecTBe, TpyOHEH
CBeTHTb, XOTH M BJIIOOJICHBI

Bce acrponoms! B 6ieck JIyHBI.
B Houm Ge3o0sayHoi mopoit

Ee He BUOHO-JyHHBIH CBOM

Wnbp nyHatudeckuii kanpus
SABnseT B MOJAEHb, NPUCMOTPHCH:
CnosHo Bupcasus, cBerna,
IMo6amxke x ConHuy mojolia,
Kak k CoJOMOHY, pSIOM C HUM
JAbIMKOM KOJIEOJISACH TOJIyOBIM.
Ero xonploM mpuBieYeHa
BommuebHsiM, xeHuuHa, JIyHa,
Kax Ge3oTBercTBEHHA OHa,

Busur noaoOHBIA HaHOCH,

Bcst — uckylrenbe, HEXHOCTB — BCSl.

Ilepesod A. Kywnepa
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A WISH TO COMPLY

Did I see it go by,
That Millikan mote?
Well, I said that I did.
I made a good try.
But I'm no one to quote.
If I have a defect

It’s a wish to comply
And see as I'm bid.

I rather suspect

All T saw was the lid
Going over my eye.

I honestly think

All T saw was a wink.

A CLIFF DWELLING

There sandy seems the golden sky
And golden seems the sandy plain.
No habitation meets the eye

Unless in the horizon rim,

Some halfway up the limestone wall,
That spot of black is not a stain
Or shadow, but a cavern hole,
Where someone used to climb and crawl
To rest from his besetting fears.

I see the callus on his sole

The disappearing last of him

And of his race starvation slim,

Oh, years ago-ten thousand years.

HAEC FABULA DOCET

A Blindman by the name of La Fontaine,

Relying on himself and on his cane,

Came tap-tap-tapping down the village street,
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XXEJIAHUE COI'JIAIIATBCA

BrpsMb 5 5 pasriasnen
MuikeHa NbUIMHKY 7
51 oreetun: o, nma.

B camom pene, xoren,
ODTO MHE He B HOBHHKY,
Buners TO, 4TO BEJISAT.
Cornauiatecs — yaen
Moii, co BceMH, Bceria.
Ho Goroch, 4TO MOl B3TIand
Pazmnuuth Ge3 Tpyna
JIuiib pecHuny cymen.
W nocrynHo BroOJIHE
Jluiup MopraHue MHe.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa

XWJINIIE B CKAIJIE

Tam HeOO XenTo, Kak IECOK,
M tam mecok, kak He0O, XKENT.
Xunbsa He BUAHO, NMYTh JalJiek,
Ha ropusonTe jviib, B CTEHE
N3BecTHsAka —kak Obl Oymjio
WUnn naTHO —3aMeTeH BXON

B nemepy, KTO-TO, Kak BO CHe,
Ilon3 u xapabkaics, nexyio

U xrno, 4To6 Oyx nepeBecTH
Ot crpaxa,-~MHE BHIHA MO30JIb
Ha nsaTke—nosnycrepThlit cien
Toii xu3Hu: roJjion, cTpax u 00Jib,
Jo Hac—3a gecaTh ThICAY JIET.

IHepesod A. Kywnepa

HAEC FABULA DOCET

Cnenoro 3sanu, ckaxeMm, JlagonreH,
Cebe nuuub Beps, Kpajicsi OH BAOJb CTEH,
IToctykuBas najioukod TYK-TyK:

21-328
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The apogee of human blind conceit.

Now just ahead of him was seen to yawn

A trench where water pipes were laying on.

The Blindman might have found it with his ferrule,
But someone over anxious at his peril

Not only warned him with a loud command,

But ran against him with a staying hand.
Enraged at what he could but think officious,
The Blindman missed him with a blow so vicious
He gave his own poor iliac a wrench

And plunged himself head foremost in the trench:
Where with a glee no less for being grim

The workmen all turned to and buried him.

Moral

The moral is, it hardly need be shown,
All those who try to go it sole alone,
Too proud to be beholden for relief,
Are absolutely sure to come to grief.

ETHEREALIZING

A theory if you hold it hard enough

And long enough gets rated as a creed:

Such as that flesh is something we can slough
So that the mind can be entirely freed. .

Then when the arms and legs have atrophied,
And brain is all that’s left of mortal stuff,

We can lie on the beach with the seaweed
And take our daily tide baths smooth and rough.
There once we lay as blobs of jellyfish

At evolution’s opposite extreme.

But now as blobs of brain we’ll lie and dream,
With only one vestigial creature wish:

Oh, may the tide be soon enough at high

To keep our abstract verse from being dry.
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CiollIHOE HEeJOBEpbe U HCHYT.

Jlexxana Ha MyTH €ro, YBHI,

TpaHiles —BCe MPeIMECTbs TaKOBbI:
IMpokiamxa Tpyb, KTO ¢ 3TUM He 3HaKOM?
IMomous cnenomy Gpocuics Oerom

M nyte eMy pykoro mperpamii

He 3Haro KTO, HO XaJIOCTJIUB OH ObLI.
Ha3zoituBocTbI0O BO3MYLIEH TaKoOi,
Creneny XoTes1 ¢ pa3Maxa, caM HE CBOHi,
Cpa3uth OGemHAry najkoit HamoBall,

Ho, npomaxHyBIINCh, IMSK!—1 B pPOB ynai,
Buu3 rosoBoM, 4TO HAeNaTh?—KaJKUA BHI:
PabounMu OH TaM e OBl 3aphIT.

Mopanv

Mopanbs. XoTs Mopalb Kakas X TyT?
BceMm TeM, KTO B OJWUHOYECTBE MIYT,
OTBepruyB NOMOIIb—TaK OHH TOPIbI,—
He u36exaTh B KOHLE KOHIOB Gepbl.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa

BECITJIOTHUYAHMUE

Teopusi, korga Mol €il BepHBI,

Hac Moxer ybeauTh M B TOM, 4TO ILIOTH—
Kak 3Meu koxy-cOpOCHTh MBI BOJIbHBI,
Bo ums nyxa BoBce MoOOpOTH.

Torma, npu atpoduu pyk M HOT,
OcraHercs Juiib MO3T Ha Oepery

Cpenbr Bopopocineit, cOUBIIMXCS B KJIYOOK,
BcnyxaTh, K KaMHSIM NPHXABIIUCh U IIECKY.
Korpma-to Mbl KOMOYKaMH Meay3

Vxe Jiexad Tak, KaKk Mbl JIEXKHM.

Hair Mo3r ogHuM ejlaHueM TOMHM
PynuMeHTapHBIM: COPOCHTH JIMIIHMIA Tpy3.
Cxopeit Obl, 4TO JiM, HA4YaJICs MPUIIUB—
3aCOXHET CTHX, H TaK OH €JI€ XUB.

ITepesod A. Kywmnepa

21
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WHY WAIT FOR SCIENCE

Sarcastic Science she would like to know,

In her complacent ministry of fear,

How we propose to get away from here
When she has made things so we have to go
Or be wiped out. Will she be asked to show
Us how by rocket we may hope to steer

To some star off there say a half light-year
Through temperature of absolute zer6?

Why wait for Science to supply the how
When any amateur can tell it now?

The way to go away should be the same

As fifty million years ago we came-—

If anyone remembers how that was.

I have a theory, but it hardly does.

ANY SIZE WE PLEASE

No one was looking at his lonely case,
So like a half-mad outpost sentinel,
Indulging an absurd dramatic spell,
Albeit not without some shame of face,

He stretched his arms out to the dark of space

And held them absolutely parallel
In infinite appeal. Then saying, ‘Hell’
He drew them in for warmth of self-embrace.

He thought if he could have his space all curved

Wrapped in around itself and self-befriended,
His science needn’t get him so unnerved.
He had been too all out, too much extended.
He slapped his breast to verify his purse
And hugged himself for all his universe.
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IMPU YEM 3JECb HAYKA?

IMonna capka3sma, B cTpaxe Hac Oepxa,
Hayka npeanouna 6bl TOYHO 3HATh,

Kak Mbl oTcroga aymaem Gexartn?

C Heil, Hac mojBemleil K MPONAacTH, ApyXxa,
VX He ee JId CTaHEM MBI NPOCHUTH

Ham yka3aTb, kak MOXHO JO 3Be3[bl
Kocmuueckue NpoJIoXUTh MOCTbI

W cBetoBble rombl OTMEHHUTH?

Xotsa mpu yem Hayka 3nech?—JIro6oit
Vkaxer HaM JioOUTENb MYTh TPSIMOI.
IlyTb TOT e, YTO MMJIBbOHBI JIET Ha3af,
Kornma npuuuiu crona Mbl Hayraj-—
KoneuHo, ecnu MOMHHT KTO-HUOYHb,

51, HanpuMep, HEe MOMHIO, BOT B YeM CYTh.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa

JIIOBOI'O PA3MEPA

Hukto ero He BHIEN, 4aCOBOMY
IMono6eH, CTOPOHSACH AOCYXHUX OpA,
AGCYypIHBIM OTKPOBEHHEM INpPHUIEPT

K cBepkarolieMy KOCMOCY HOYHOMY,

OH pykH DpPOTSIHYJ K HEMY, Kak K JOMY,
Jepxa MX mapajuieNibHO, pacnpocTepT

Ha Bo3gyxe. 3ateM, BockiuKHYB: «Uepr»,
Cebs1 OOHAB, CJIOXWI UX IO-APYrOMY.
Korga 6 oH Mor mpocTpaHCTBO HMCKPUBUTB,
Hpoxa, B HEro BCEM TEJIOM 3aBEPHYTHCH,
Hayka © mposicHunachb, MOXET OBITb,

He Hanmo Obuio 6 HepBHMYATB, TAHYTHCH.
IMoxnonan no rpyau cebs, co Bcei
Bcenennoi, raybokxo 3aceBuield B Hell.

Ilepesoo A. Kywmnepa
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BURSTING RAPTURE

I went to the physician to complain,

The time had been when anyone could turn
To farming for a simple way to earn;

But now ’twas there as elsewhere, any gain
Was made by getting science on the brain;
There was so much more every day to learn,
The discipline of farming was so stern,

It seemed as if I couldn’t stand the strain.
But the physician’s answer was ‘There, there,
What you complain of all the nations share.
Their effort is a mounting ecstasy

That when it gets too exquisite to bear

Will find relief in one burst. You shall see.
That’s what a certain bomb was sent to be.’

THE INGENUITIES OF DEBT

These I assume were words so deeply meant
They cut themselves in stone for permanent
Like trouble in the brow above the eyes:

‘Take Care to Sell Your Horse before He Dies

The Art of Life Is Passing Losses on.’
The city saying it was Ctesiphon,
Which may a little while by war and trade

Have kept from being caught with the decayed,

Infirm, worn-out, and broken on its hands,
But judging by what little of it stands,
Not even the ingenuities of debt

Could save it from its losses being met.

Sand has been thrusting in the square of door

Across the tessellation of the floor,

And only rests, a serpent on its chin,
Content with contemplating, taking in,

Till it can muster breath inside a hall

To rear against the inscription on the wall.
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B3PBLIBHOW BOCTOPT

IToxanoBaTtbcs 1 K Bpayy MoLIesn

Ha To, uto npexnae dbepmepcTBoM 10600k
Mor 3aHMMAaTbCSs,— HbIHYE TPyHd ObLIOH
Hac He mpoKOpMHT, Kak OH HM TSXeJl,—
CenbCKOXO3HCTBEHHBI XYpHAJ Ha CTOJ
Knany, HayuHBlid COpPaBOYHUK CyXOM,—
Tenepp ycnex HEMBICIIUM HUKAKOM,
IToka nocnenHNX HOBLLUECTB HE Yy4ell.
Ho Bpau oterun: «IlonHo, mycrsku!
Crpajaior cTpaHbl M MaTEpUKH,

He BBl omuH, ronybuuk, noreMHa

Tak kpyTuTech, Kak Oejika B KoJece.
B3peiB paspeiut npoOJsieMbl HalllM BCe.
3aueM uHave 6ombOa Ham paHa?»

Ilepesod A. Kywmnepa

MN3OMPEHHOCTDb I'PEXA

Tak ¢ 4yBCTBOM KpOBHO CBsi3aHa Obljia
Ta ¢paza, uto GeccMmepTbe 00pena,
Haueprana Ha xaMHe, B Heil NOIBOX:
«Crierid npoaath KOHsl, MOKa He CIOX,
W nycTb HecyT IOpyrue Ham YpOH».
Tak 3aBeman Ham ropon Krecudon,
CyMeBIIMiA Ha TOProBJjie U BOiHE
Haxwutbcs, BcE ynasuiee B LieHe
C6piBast C pyK,—HET Clialle HHYEro.
Ho, cyns no tomy, Kak oT Hero
Ocranoch Majo, U3OLIPEHHBIN rpex
He cnac ero ot kpaxa, Kkak u BCex.

B nBepHOiT mpoeM, Kak XENTBIA pyueex,
Ha Mozanusblil non Bmossaj Mecok,
YkJjaaplBasch 3MEMKaMH, CKpHIIs,
O6aymbiBasi 4TO-TO HpO ceds,
IlepeBonst npixaHbe B THUIIIMHE,

Ty Hagnuch OTTeHsIs HA CTeHe.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa
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TO THE RIGHT PERSON

In the one state of ours that is a shire,
There is a District Schoolhouse I admire
As much as anything for situation.

There are few institutions standing higher
This side the Rockies in my estimation—
Two thousand feet above the ocean level.
It has two entries for coeducation.

But there’s a tight shut look to either door
And to the windows of its fenestration,
As if to say mere learning was the devil
And this school wasn’t keeping any more
Unless for penitents who took their seat
Upon its doorsteps as at mercy’s feet

To make up for a lack of meditation.

ASTROMETAPHYSICAL

Lord, I have loved your sky,
Be it said against or for me,
Have loved it clear and high,
Or low and stormy;

Till I have reeled and stumbled
From looking up too much,
And fallen and been humbled
To wear a crutch.

My love for every Heaven

O’er which you, Lord, have lorded,
From number One to Seven
Should be rewarded.

It may not give me hope

That when I am translated
My scalp will in the cope
Be constellated.
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TOMY, KTO NMOHUMAET

OkaHuyMBaeTCs Ha «ILHP» TOT LITAT,

B HeMm mikoJyia ecTb, B KOTOpOi#l XH3Hb Ha3al
Vuunics s,-mo0io ee ¢ Tex nop,

HBe ThICAYM, moxayy#, ¢yToB Han
Bonoro,—3a rpsagoit CkanucTeix rop

He Tak yX MHOro y4pexIeHHil eCTb,
Crosmux Beiie. [IBepu BHAMT B30p

Hns oOyueHbs B LUKOJIE OBYX NOJIOB,

JlBe nmBepu, 0be B3ATHI Ha 3amop,

Kak Oynro ko3Hell IbSBOJIbCKMX HE CYECTD,
M Bot, Bo uzbexaHue rpexos,

He yuaTcs, aMiub CKOpPOHBI COHM TEHEH,
PacceBiince Ha CTyIeHsX nepen Hei,
Cremit pacuIMpuTh Y3KMH Kpyrosop.

Ilepeeod A. Kywnepa

ACTPOMETA®U3NYECKOE

I'ocnmoan, 3T0 HE6O
Hpasunocr, MHe 1106bIM,
ITacMypHBIM M CBHpENBIM,
KpoTtkum u ronyobiM.

BBepx s cMoTpen Tak 4acro,
YTo kak-To pa3 ymajn

W c xocTblIeM, HECYaCTHBIH,
Jlonro moToM KOBBLJISIIL

Tsara mMos x mobomy

M3 atux Hebec mosxHa,

UYTo K mepBoMy, YTO K CeIbMOMY,
BuiTh BCE e BO3HArpaXKIcHa.

KoneuHo, jmip Kak o 4yne,
CMmero MedTaThb, CMYILIEH,

Yto ckanen Moif Ha Hebe Oyner
B co3Besaune mpespaiiieH.
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But if that seems to tend
To my undue renown,
At least it ought to send
Me up, not down.

SKEPTIC

Far star that tickles for me my sensitive plate
And fries a couple of ebon atoms white,

I don’t believe I believe a thing you state.

I put no faith in the seeming facts of light.

I don’t believe 1 believe you're the last in space,
I don’t believe you’re anywhere near the last,

I don’t believe what makes you red in the face
Is after explosion going away so fast.

The universe may or may not be very immense.

As a matter of fact there are times when I am apt

To feel it close in tight against my sense

Like a caul in which I was born and still am wrapped.

FIVE NOCTURNES
I. THE NIGHT LIGHT

She always had to burn a light

Beside her attic bed at night.

It gave bad dreams and broken sleep,
But helped the Lord her soul to keep.
Good gloom on her was thrown away.
It is on me by night or day,

Who have, as I suppose, ahead

The darkest of it still to dread.
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Ho Bce-Taku BTaliHe Bepio,

Taxo#f, Tak cka3aTb, Kanpus,
Uto Oynmy, no xpaiiHeit mepe,
OrtmnpaBjieH BBEpX, a HE BHU3.

Ilepesoo A. Kywmnepa

CKEIITUYECKOE

O 3Be3na Ha YYBCTBUTEJILHOW (OTOIIACTHHKE,
YepHelif aToM TOOOLM Js100€na packaleH,

B TBOIO peub s He Bepro, MOMEXU, 3aMHHKH,
UTd ecThb CBeT, s He 3HAIO, peajeH Ji OH?

S He Bepro, HE BEPIO, YTO Thl U3 IOCHEIHHX,

Yro, ogHa U3 MOCNEIHHX BO ThMe MHPOBOM,

Thl KpacHeellb, cecTep YCTBIAMBIIHCH COCEIHUX,
YTo, B30pBaBLINCh, TaK OBICTPO JIETUIIbL 1O KPHBOH.

Pa3o0Opatbcs B yCTpONCTBE BCEJICHHOH HE Xaxnay,
Ho ee mpexacraBisieT MO BHYTpPEHHMH B30p
O6osoukorO MI0Aa, B KOTOPOH OJHAXIbI

A ponusicsi, 3aBEpHYT B Hee IO CHUX IOP.

Ilepesoo A. Kywnepa

HHATHh HOKTIOPHOB
I. HOYHOW CBET

CBeTUNIBHUK OCBEIaJl KPOBaThb,
Korpa ona noxmunach crnarthb.

W cHunuch CHBI MJIOXUE €,

Ho Bor cxogun B mpiMy Jyuen.

Bei1 Mpak TeM caMbIM yOpaH Npoub,
3aTo mpu MHE OH IEHb U HOYb,

W camblif cTpaluHblii, MOXET OBITh,
Eme npunercs nepexurhb.

ITepesoo A. Kywmnepa
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II. WERE 1 IN TROUBLE

Where I could think of no thoroughfare,

Away on the mountain up far too high,

A blinding headlight shifted glare

And began to bounce down a granite stair
Like a star fresh fallen out of the sky.

And I away in my opposite wood

Am touched by that unintimate light

And made feel less alone than I rightly should,
For traveler there could do me no good

Were 1 in trouble with night tonight.

III. BRAVADO

Have I not walked without an upward look

Of caution under stars that very well

Might not have missed me when they shot and fell?
It was a risk I had to take—and took.

IV. ON MAKING CERTAIN
ANYTHING HAS HAPPENED

I could be worse employed
Than as watcher of the void
Whose part should be to tell
What star if any fell.

Suppose some seed-pearl sun
Should be the only one;
Yet still I must report
Some cluster one star short.

I should justly hesitate

To frighten church or state

By announcing a star down
From say the Cross or Crown.
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II. CJIVUUCH BEJA

Cpenp TeMHBIX TOp, I'ie HUKaKOdl JOpOru
He Moxer ObiTh, OoHaApHK 30J0TOM
CroTkHyJics BOPYr Ha KaMEHHOM IOpOre,
3anpeiraj BHU3, CJCHSILMMA, OTXAHOKHM —
Vnasuieit ¢ HeOa TpeneTHOH 3Be3JOM.

U s B necy, 3amymasiuuch riyboko,
Bbl1 3TUM CBETOM TPOHYT, BUOMT OoOr,
MHe TaXeno, HO MHE HEOJMHOKO,

XOTs TOT MYTHHK CTPaHHBIA TaK OaJieko,
Cnyunch Gena, moMoub Obl MHE HE MOT.

Hepesod A. Kywnepa

III. BPABAJIA

Korpa s, rnsns mon HOru, cyTyi,

IMon 3Be3monanoM Open BO ThbME HOYHOM,
He mor s pa3se ObIThb yOuT 3Be310i?
TyT GBI U3BECTHBIH PUCK—U S PHCKHYJL.

Ilepesoo A. Kywmnepa

IV. TTIPOBEPS 4,
4yTO CJIYYUIIOCH

U xyxe nonobpatb s
Mor Obl cebe 3auHsTBE,
YeMm oTMeuaTh, Korga
Bopyr ynanmer 3Be3na.

Ilycts numb OAMH HELYXHBIH
Ynajn OroHb XeMYYXHBIA,
B ckomnsieHbe 3BE31 HOYHOM —
Moii poar cka3aTb O HEM.

XOTb 1 U HE YBEpEH,

Urto Hagmo o morepe
Kpuuats: mon, rae 3Be3na
B co3se3mun Kpecra?
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To make sure what star I missed
I should have to check on my list
Every star in sight.

It might take me all night.

V. IN THE LONG NIGHT

I would build my house of crystal
With a solitary friend

Where the cold cracks like a pistol
And the needle stands on end.

We would pour oil on the ingle
And for want of books recite.
We would crawl out filing single
To observe the Northern Light.

If Etookashoo and Couldlooktoo

The Esquimaux should call,

There would be fish raw and cooked too
And enough drink oil for all.

As one rankly warm insider
To another 1 would say,

We can rest assured on eider
There will come another day.

CHOOSE SOMETHING LIKE A STAR

O Star (the fairest one in sight),

We grant your loftiness the right

To some obscurity of cloud -

It will not do to say of night,

Since dark is what brings out your light.
Some mystery becomes the proud.
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Jlo 3Be34 He CIMUIKOM OJIM3KO.
S cBepro UX CO CIIUCKOM,
Benp 3Be3abl JIOOAT CuET.

Ha 310 HOub yiigmer.

ITepesoo A. Kywnepa

V. JOJIFO¥1 HOUbIO

C mo6GuMBbIM JIpyrom oOmuit oM
IMoctporo nensiHOM
Tam, roe Mopo3 cBepKaeT JIbAOM
W xonercs ursiou.

Mgl OydgeM XKUp TONMTH B OTHE,
CTuxd NpUNOMUHATD,
ITOCKOJIbKY KHUT B TOH CTOPOHE
CypoBoii Herae B3STb.

U, ecim nyxoB yOnaxuThb
CyMeeT 3cKHUMOC,
Vaacrcs pblObl HaJIOBUTD,
Ilepexurpus MOpo3.

Ckaxy—# JIpyr NOWMET MeHs:
B Temye He cTpalleH Mpak,
M xpaTth 0oOelaHHOrO OHS
IMonroma MoOXHO Tak.

ITepesod A. Kywmnepa

HAMAW CBOIO 3BE3J1Y

3Be3na (mpekpacHeit B Hebe HET),
Kak He mpu3HAaTh 3a CTOJBKO JIET
Ha mraucrocts npaBo 3a ToOOH,
Ho He Ha TbMy, OHa-TO CBET

W BbIABNSET OUBHBIA TBOM.
Bcerna B TaMHCTBEHHOCTb OJET
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But to be wholly taciturn

In your reserve is not allowed.

Say something to us we can learn
By heart and when alone repeat.

Say something! And it says, ‘I burn.’
But say with what degree of heat.
Talk Fahrenheit, talk Centigrade.
Use language we can comprehend.
Tell us what elements you blend.

It gives us strangely little aid,

But does tell something in the end.
And steadfast as Keats’ Eremite,
Not even stooping from its sphere,
It asks a little of us here.

It asks of us a certain height,

So when at times the mob is swayed
To carry praise or blame too far,
We may choose something like a star
To stay our minds on and be staid.
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ToT, KTO Bcex BBILIE, HO €My

He pa3spemaercs ObITH THMOM.
Cxaxu HaM 4YTO-HUOYOb, YeMy
IToBepuM Tak e, Kak JIIOOBH,

M rosoput 3Be3na: «Iopio».
TemMmepatypy Ha30BH.

ITo Papenreiity, He 3a0ynp,

HWUnu no Lenscuro ona?

B TBOIO IUIaBWIBHIO 3arjisiHyTh
ITo3Bosb, 4yTO Tak packajieHa,—
BriTh MOXeET, 4TO-HHOYIOb IOMMEM.
OtmiensHUK Ha Hebe HOYHOM,

Kak Kurc cka3an o Heit, oT Hac
3Be3na He XOET HU I'POMKHX (pa3s,
Hu nen, a TOJBKO BBICOTHI,

UTtob6 B 4ac, xorja TOJMA PELIMT
Hac BocxBanmuts Wb oOpyrathb,
Morau 66l HeuTO €if moxa craTh
Haiitn, BHe Menxkux Oexm, obun.

Ilepesod A. Kywnepa
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POD OF THE MILKWEED

Calling all butterflies of every race

From source unknown but from no special place
They ever will return to all their lives,
Because unlike the bees they have no hives,
The milkweed brings up to my very door
The theme of wanton waste in peace and war
As it has never been to me before.

And so it seems a flower’s coming out

That should if not be talked then sung about.
The countless wings that from the infinite
Make such a noiseless tumult over it

Do no doubt with their color compensate
For what the drab weed lacks of the ornate.
For drab it is its fondest must admit.

And yes, although it is a flower that flows
With milk and honey, it is bitter milk,

As anyone who ever broke its stem

And dared to taste the wound a little knows.
It tastes as if it might be opiate.

But whatsoever else it may secrete,

Its flowers’ distilled honey is so sweet

It makes the butterflies intemperate.

There is no slumber in its juice for them.
One knocks another off from where he clings.
They knock the dyestuff off each other’s wings—
With thirst on hunger to the point of lust.
They raise in their intemperance a cloud

Of mingled butterfly and flower dust

That hangs perceptibly above the scene.

In being sweet to these ephemerals

The sober weed has managed to contrive

In our three hundred days and sixty five

One day too sweet for beings to survive.



104 MOJIOYAA

ITopxaroT 6a60YKH HaJ MOJIOYAEM,—
VBB, MBI HUKOI/la HE 3aMEYaeM,
OTKyna MOSIBJISIFOTCS Ha CBET

Te, y xoro u yjapeB Aaxe HeT,

W monouait, usets y caMoii aBepu,
Poxpaer MbICiIb, 4TO TpaThl M NOTEPU
BceMy BOKpYr mpucylld B paBHOH Mepe.
Ho BOT L[BETOK BOCXOIHUT, H O HEM

He roBoputh ceroaHs—mneTb HauHeM!
Kakas THub, cymMsaTHIA Kakas!—
Becuncnennble KpbUIBILIKH, MeEJbKas,
Cnerat BOCHOJIHUTH LIEAPO# MECTPOTOH
Hapsnx nsetka—O0 CKYHOCTH IPOCTOIA.
ITo atoit mpocToTe u3naneka s
MenoBblii BEeHYHK Y3HAIO TOTHYAC,

Ho 3totr Men o6MaH4YMB: KTO XOThb pa3,
BecneuHo crebenb HAIOMHUB KOJIFOUMIA,
OTmun u3 paHKd MIICYHBIH COK TATYYHH,
ToT 3HaeT: OH ryOuTeNneH Ois Hac,

Kak onuym, OH yM JIIOICKOH OypMaHUT
N Tonbko Oemupix 0abouex OH MaHUT,
Jng HUX OH ONbSAHAIOLIE MEMOB,

W, He xajes rubenbHBIX TPYIOB,

OuM Ipyr Opyra OT TPaBHHKH KaxJIOi
OTTankuBaTh rOTOBBI O3 KOHLA,
OxBaueHHbIE CIANOCTPACTHOM XKaXIOM,
W c xpolnbeB sipkas JIETUT IbUIBLA,

M sBCTBEHHO MOTOM BHUCHT HaJ JIyTOM
LIBeToyHass gypMaHsIas CMECh.
XKenanHast s 3THX OXHOIHEBOK
TpaBa—KkTO BCnOMHMI OBl ele o Heit?—
Hamuia Ha TpucTa LIECTHAECAT HATH JHEH
OnuH Tako#, YTO BCEX APYIMX IbSHEN :
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Many shall come away as struggle worn
And spent and dusted off of their regalia

To which at daybreak they were freshly born
As after one-of-them’s proverbial failure
From having beaten all day long in vain
Against the wrong side of a window pane.

But waste was of the essence of the scheme.
And all the good they did for man or god
To all those flowers they passionately trod
Was leave as their posterity one pod

With an inheritance of restless dream.

He hangs on upside down with talon feet

In an inquisitive position odd

As any Guatemalan parakeet.

Something eludes him. Is it food to eat?

Or some dim secret of the good of waste?
He almost has it in his talon clutch.

Where have those flowers and butterflies all gone
That science may have staked the future on?
He seems to say the reason why so much
Should come to nothing must be fairly faced.

CLOSED FOR GOOD

Much as I own I owe
The passers of the past
Because their to and fro
Has cut this road to last,
I owe them more today
Because they’ve gone away

And come not back with steed
And chariot to chide

My slowness with their speed
And scare me to one side.
They have found other scenes
For haste and other means.
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Be3ymiibl cMepThiO 31€Ch NpeHeOperau!
BecciiaBHO MHOrHe OoxoH4aT OOi,
IBeTHCTRBIN ciieq OCTaBMB 3a COOOIA,
JIuieHHble OOCNEXOB M perajui,
I[TomoOHO TeM M3 HHMX, YTO, KaK Ha3Jo,
Bech neHp HampacHO OMJIMCH O CTEKJIO.

Ho tparta, kaxertcs, Obuia OCHOBOH
3ech BBOJIIO pa3birPaBLIMXCS CTPACTEi,
BecrienbHee s He BCTpevasl 3aTeil.

Ha mecre cnenbix rpo3abeB M KHUCTEH —

HeB3paunblii mion, TasiiMii COH OpemIOBBIii:

Kopobouka ¢ oTpocTKamMHu KOrTei.
AHTHIIBCKOTO 3abaBHell momyras,
3aranky JIMIIHUX TpaT obeperas,

BucUT ¥ CMOTpUT BHU3-—COpBaThb M ChECTh?

Her, BepHO, 1enb Gblia coBceM npyras.—
VYuyeHsblit MyX, rae 0ab0OYKH, I[BETHI,

B xortopeix Oynymee Bumen Thi?-—

Y Mosouas syyiie Obl CHPOCHIIH.
BroycTyio MHOrO TpaTHUTCS YCHIIMH,

U B 3TOM cMBICT ONpenesieHHbIH eCTb.

Ilepesoo P. Hybpoexuna

BE3BO3BPATHO

TeM, XTO KOrga-To >KUJI
M k1o nmopory sty

C romamu IMpoJIOXKHUI,
Bpons no Geny cety,
A BepHOCTB Gepery-—
IMpen HUMU s B poury.

OHHM yuum BHepen
Hopororo uHOMIO:

Kowneit He nmoBepHET
Hukro Temepp 3a MHO¥O,
He ottecHuT ¢ nyty,

He xpukuer: «IIponyctu!»
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They leave the road to me
To walk in saying naught
Perhaps but to a tree
Inaudibly in thought,

‘From you the road receives
A priming coat of leaves.

‘And soon for lack of sun,
The prospects are in white

It will be further done,

But with a coat so light

The shape of leaves will show
Beneath the brush of snow.’

And so on into winter

Till even I have ceased

To come as a foot printer,
And only some slight beast
So mousy or so foxy

Shall print there as my proxy.

ESCAPIST-NEVER

He is no fugitive —escaped, escaping.

No one has seen him stumble looking back.
His fear is not behind him but beside him
On either hand to make his course perhaps
A crooked straightness yet no less a straightness.
He runs face forward. He is a pursuer.

He seeks a seeker who in his turn seeks
Another still, lost far into the distance.
Any who seek him seek in him the seeker.
His life is a pursuit of a pursuit forever.

It is the future that creates his present.

All is an interminable chain of longing.



HA BBIPYBKE

345

M s omun uny

Ilo crepuemycs cieny,
C nepeBbsMH Beny
Hecnbimmyro Geceny:
«JIucTBOI OOONOKEHEI,
Jloporun 4yTb BHAHBI».

A coJHIIE BCe TYCKJIEH,

M ckopo GenbiM CTaHeT
IIBeTHOH HOKPOB MOJEH,
Ho nucT pe3HoOl nporjsHeT
Ha Tpomkax, moa CKBO3HOH,
Mypmameii 6eu3HOM.

OT 3UMHHX XOJIOZOB

51 3akpeiBalo ABEDH,
Hert Ha cHery cnenos,
W numb yiecHele 3BEpH —
Jluca U MbIlL — 3UMON
Crnen mpomoypkaioT MOW.

Hepesoo P. [Jybposkuna

OH YCTPEMJIEH BIIEPE]]

OH He OerJien] yKJIOHYMBBIiA, IyTJIUBBIHA.
C ornanxoit oH He IueJI, HE CIOTBHIKAJICA.
He mo3amn omacHOCTb, a C HUM pSAOM,

ITo obe croponbl, 1 mOTOMY

ITopoit U3BUNKCT MYTh €ro HPSMOIA.

OH yctpemileH Brieped. Beab OH HcKaTelb.
Takoro e uckaTens OH HIIET,

KoTopsiii umer Baajexke ApPyroro

U B HeMm cebe mogoOGHOrO HAXOMMT.

Bca xu3HB ero-—HcKaHMe HCKaHMIA.

On Gynyiiee BUOUT B HACTOSILIEM.

OH Bechb-—Lenb OeCKOHEUHAst CTPEMJICHHIA.

Ilepeoo M. 3enxesuua
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AUSPEX

Once in a California Sierra

I was swooped down upon when I was small
And measured, but not taken after all

By a great eagle bird in all its terror.

Such auspices are very hard to read.

My parents when I ran to them averred

I was rejected by the royal bird

As one who would not make a Ganymede.

Not find a barkeep unto- Jove in me?
I have remained resentful to this day

When any but myself presumed to say
That there was anything I couldn’t be.

THE DRAFT HORSE

With a lantern that wouldn’t burn
In too frail a buggy we drove
Behind too heavy a horse

Through a pitch-dark limitless grove.

And a man came out of the trees
And took our horse by the head
And reaching back to his ribs
Deliberately stabbed him dead.

The ponderous beast went down
With a crack of a broken shaft.

And the night drew through the trees
In one long invidious draft.

The most unquestioning pair

That ever accepted fate

And the least disposed to ascribe
Any more than we had to to hate,
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ABI'YP

CrpamiHa xanudopHuiickas cueppa:
PeOenkoM kak-To B ropel s 3abpe,
M na Mens naGpocuiics opes
ITouTH HEBEPOSTHOTO pa3mepa.

Ho He cxBaTtwi,—B 4eM TYT BHHA MOs?
MHe cMBICT MOJOOHBIX 3HAMEHMIT HEBEIOM.
Oren ckazai: He ObITb MHe ["aHMMenoM,
Mo, nTHLel HapCTBEHHOW OTBEPTHYT S.

IMpu3naTh, YTO MHE He MO IUleyy pabora
BydeTunka!-s 3JH0CH C TeX caMbIX IOD,
Korga Bokpyr MeHs 3aBOnsiT CHOp,

Uto s He momouien Obl IS 4ero-To.

Iepesood P. [dybposxuna

TAT'JIOBAA JIOWIAD

Ham ¢onaps morac Ha BeTpy,

Hy a TeMeHb—HHM 3TH B mojyuiare:
CkBO3b 3J10BelMi OeckpaiHui Jiec

Mpbl Ha IATKOHM IUTIETMCh KOJIBIMAare.

Bapyr xakoii-TO BO3HHK 4eJIOBEK
Mex nepeBbeB U, IJIsIHYB HenoOpo,
Jlomage Haury CXBaTWJ MOA Y3MLBI
M xene3o BOH3WI el mona pedpa.

TsXKKO pYXHYJ YNPSKHBIA KOHb,
I'nmyxo B 3eMiI0 BOABMJIMCh KoJieca,
Berep B uaiue 3aBbUI, U HOYb
OT03BANIaCh XPHILIOrOJIOCO.

Mpb1 6€3pONOTHBI—THI B f,—

Mpbl He CKaXXeM NPOTUB HH CJIOBA,
Ja ¥ riymo He BUAETb BOKPYT
Huuero, xpome ymbicia 3J10r0.
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We assumed that the man himself
Or someone he had to obey
Wanted us to get down

And walk the rest of the way.

QUANDARY

Never have I been sad or glad

That there was such a thing as bad.
There had to be, I understood,

For there to have been any good.

It was by having been contrasted

That good and bad so long had lasted.
That’s why discrimination reigns.
That’s why we need a lot of brains

If only to discriminate

*Twixt what to love and what to hate.
To quote the oracle of Delphi,

Love thou thy neighbor as thyself, aye,
And hate him as thyself thou hatest.
There quandary is at its greatest.

We learned from the forbidden fruit
For brains there is no substitute.
‘Unless it’s sweetbreads,” you suggest
With innuendo I detest.

You drive me to confess in ink:

Once I was fool enough to think

That brains and sweetbreads were the same,

Till I was caught and put to shame,
First by a butcher, then a cook,
Then by a scientific book.

But ’twas by making sweetbreads do
I passed with such a high 1.Q.
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Bunno, Tak emy mnosenen

HexTo BbICLINH, HEYMOJIUMBIIA,
YToOBl BeCb OCTATOK MYyTH
HenpemMeHHO NEIIKOM TNPOILIA MBI.

ITepesoo P. [dybposxuna

OCJIOXKHEHHME

MeHs HUCKOJNIBKO HE TpPEBOXHT,

YTO OO0 cUX MOp HE YHHUYTOXHUT
HukTo Takyro Bempb, kak 350:

Yto 651 ¢ Jo6poM mpoH30LLIO,

He 6ynb Ha cBete 3na?-ensa
Onu 6B mpocylIeCTBOBAIIY,

He pasmnyasce Mex coboid,

M noroMmy u3 Hac moOoid,

Mo3ramMu NOpacKkuHyB, BHOMT,

Yt6 moOUT OH, YTO HEHABHIUT.
Bo3moOuM OJIMXHHX, Kak ceOs,
Bo3neHaBuauM ux, o0,

Kak u ce0s1,—BOoT MyapocTh muduii,
CoxkpeiTas B aenbduiickoM Mude,

Ho B TOM M TpynmHOCTh Bcs, moimu!-—
C Tex mop, Kak CTajlM MBI JIOJbMH,
C Tex mop, Kak IUIOJX 3alpeTHbIA CbeleH,
Mosru—-Ham Oor. Tak yeM e BpeneH
(Bl cnpocute) xenynok Ham?

lotoB mpu3HaThes, 4TO 5 cawm,
XKenynok mytas Hepenko

C Mo3ramu, ObLT OCMESH €IKO

W noBapoM, u MSCHHKOM,

M xHUro#l C TOJICTHIM KOPEILKOM,

Ho ne 3a cuet Mo3roB, OGbIBaJIO,
Cxoow1 3a MHTEJUIEKTyaa.

ITepesoo P. [dybposxuna
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QUESTIONING FACES

The winter owl banked just in time to pass

And save herself from breaking window glass.

And her wings straining suddenly aspread
Caught color from the last of evening red
In a display of underdown and quill

To glassed-in children at the window sill.

ON BEING CHOSEN
POET OF VERMONT

Breathes there a bard who isn’t moved
When he finds his verse is understood
And not entirely disapproved

By his country and his neighborhood?

THE OBJECTION
TO BEING STEPPED ON

At the end of the row
I stepped on the toe
Of an unemployed hoe.
It rose in offence

And struck me a blow
In the seat of my sense.
It wasn’t to blame

But I called it a name.
And I must say it dealt
Me a blow that I felt
Like malice prepense.
You may call me a fool,
But was there a rule
The weapon should be
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JIIOBOIIbITHBIE B3IJIsA1bI

O crekna He yoapHBLINCHL €[1Ba,
Bamertnynack k HeOy cepast coBa,

M xpbUIbEB HEOXXKUIAHHBIH pa3mMax

Cran anmpiM OT 3aKkaTa, H BIOTbMAax
BnecHyna npocens mepbeB U KOTTEH,—

B ria3zax nprkaBIIMXCS K CTEKIY ACTEH.

Iepesoo P. dybpoexuna

HA N3BPAHHUE I[IO3TOM
BEPMOHTA

Kakoe cepaue 3TOT MHT HE TPOHET,

KeM u3 no31oB He ObUI OH BO3XaxnaH?-—
Tl HakoOHEl| MPOYUTAH, y3HAH, MOHAT

U Bce paBHO moOe3eH ajisi corpaxziad!

Hepesoo P. J[ybposxuna

HUKTO HE JIIOBUT,
KOI'IA HA HETO HACTVIIAIOT

5l MUMO TpsiAKM NPOXOIMJI

M na MOTHITY HacTymuJ,
MoTbIra xe, 4TOo OBLUIO CHUII,
Ilo ronose MeHs orpea,

U 410 OBl 51 HM rOBOpWII,

A mmiika MHe Obljla 3a HeJo.
XoTp ObL1 s moHavayy 301,
Ho ouenb GpicTpo oTOIIIEN,

A YCNOKOMBILHCH, HAILEI,
YTto cam ObL1 BHHOBAT TOrja.
CBATHIM NMHCAaHBEM HAaBCErda
W BceMm 3aBemiaHo, YTo HYXHO
IlepexoBaTe cBOE OpyXbe

B opynbs MupHoro Ttpyna.
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Turned into a tool?
And what do we see?
The first tool 1 step on
Turned into a weapon.

In winter in the woods alone
Against the trees I go.

I mark a maple for my own
And lay the maple low.

At four o’clock I shoulder axe
And in the afterglow

I link a line of shadowy tracks
Across the tinted snow.

I see for Nature no defeat
In one tree’s overthrow

Or for myself in my retreat
For yet another blow.

AWAY!

Now I out walking

The world desert,

And my shoe and my stocking
Do me no hurt.

I leave behind

Good friends in town.
Let them get well-wined
And go lie down.

Don’t think I leave
For the outer dark
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3aBetsl xopown. Ho ux,

He nactynas Ha apyrux,
VYuurtecr cobmonats. Unaue
JlaTb ¥ MOThIra MOXET CIayM.

Ilepesod b. Xaebnuxosa

OnvH B HempoxoauMblit Gop
3UMOI0 1 BXOJHII,

CrtBos1 BBIOHpa, U MO TOHOP
Ha cuer ero Bammi

Mepk 3anosgeHb HENOJIHH CBET,
S yxomun, ¥ CTBLI

Ha cHexxHOM moJjie TEMHBIi Clen,
Kax nAaTHBIIIKM YepHHIL

Juis jleca COKpYIUEHHBIH CTBOJ
He nopaxeHbeM ObLi,

U s He HacoBceM yiuen,

A TOJILKO OTCTYIHIIL

Ilepesod b. XaebHuxosa

MOCJIEAHEE

Ha nocnemnem nopore,
He npomascs, croto,
A Ha sTOM HoOpore
BbaumakoB He coOblo.

UTo yIen—He IpyCTHTE,
He Mos Tyt BHHa,

MHe rpexu OTIyCTHTE
3a crakaHOM BHHA.

He ot Ooxbero ruesa
51 cmacaroch, py3bs,

23-328
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Like Adam and Eve

Put out of the Park.

Forget the myth.
There is no one I
Am put out with
Or put out by.

Unless I'm wrong

I but obey

The urge of a song:
I’'m-bound —away!

And I may return
If dissatisfied

With what I learn
From having died.
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Kax Agam unu Esa,—
CaMm cebe s cynps.

He u3 paiickoro cana
YXO0Xy s BO TbMY.
Bo3Bpamath MHE HE Hano
Huuero — Hukomy.

Eciau HblHYE S BBIIIEI,
He noxnasmmuch yTpa,

3Ha‘lHT, TNECHIO A CJIbILIAJ

«MHue B mopory nopa!»

Ho BepHych 4, nosepsbTe,
Ecau 4To He mo MHe,
Ilocne xu3Hu U CMepTH
YMynpeHHbI BABOMHE.

Ilepesod P. [ly6posxuna






lNpuno>xexHne



K CEBE

A 6b1 xo0Ten, 4T0O ITOT JieC APEMYUMH,
HeBo3MyTuMbIid, NpeBHUNH U MOTYYHMIA,

He npocto ObUT JUYHMHONW TbMBI, HO Yallei,
B panp 6e3 koHLA M Kpas yBOOSLLEH.

Tyna yiiny s u B 6e30pexHOCTb KaHy,
He omacasicb BCTpETHTb HHM MOJISHBI,
Hu OGonbluaka, rae BO34YHMK 3achlmaeT
U xoneco necok mepecbinmaer.

Ho moyemy s 1oJDKeH BO3BpallaThes?

U noyemy 6bl MM HE NONBITATHCS

JlorHaThb MEHS—TeM, KTO CO MHOIO OpYXEH,
KoMy, ObITH MOXET, 1O CHX NOp S HYXeH?

OHM yBUIOAT: 5 HE U3MEHIUICH,
Jiuiup B npexHed Bepe Kpemue yTBEPOMJICSA.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

BO I'JIVBb CEBA

S omHOroO XenaHbs HE Talo:

HepeB moa BETPOM IPYXKHYIO CEMbBIO
VBuIeTh He OyOpaBOIO HOYHOM —
Ompasoto, BoOpaBlleid MUp 3€MHOM.

51 Ob11 661 JOOPOBOJILHO 3aKJIIOYEH

B npocTpaHHOM MpPOTSXKEHbE BHE BPEMEH,
'me TONBKO BriyOb YBOAAT TPOIBI BCE—
M HM omHa He TsAHETCs K LIOCCE.
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Ho ue Bcerma, yias, yinelub Habex.

A MOXeT OBbITh, HaliIETCA YeJIOBEK,
Kotopomy Mens nemocraer,

N Briay6n-y3Hath, MHE OOpOT JIM,~ BOWIET.

WTor MOMX CKMTaHMH BHEILIHE MaJ:
Jvmp TBEpXKE CTad s BEPUTh B TO, YTO 3HAJ.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

HOSBPLCKAS I'OCTbhA

Mos Ileyanp Bce HIETYET MHE

O OHAX OCEHHEro HEHACTh4,
Uto kpauie He ObIBaeT HEH —
HepeBbsi TOJbIE B OKHE,

JIyr, nopbDKeBILMHA B OJHOYACHE...

Bce menyer MHe, 4TO OCeHb— pail.
Bce xoueT moBecTH ¢ co0OrO:

Kak THXO mocjie nTHYBMX cTaii!

Kak ciaBHO CTBIHET COHHBI Kpai,
OpneTblii 3BOHKOH CEeNUHOIO.

Harue cyubs Ha BeTpy,

Tymanbl, BA3kas 3eMJIALA —
U cHoBa wenver: Bce k n00py,
N ecnm s rnasza mportpy,

To He cMmory He corjacuThbcs.

Kax o0bsacHUTB, 4TO He Buepa
S nomo6un HOSOpb TOCKJIMBBIM.
N crout ymu... Mog cectpa,
INevans... Henacthnas mopa
Co ci0B TBOUX —BJBOMHE KpAacHBEil.

Iepesoo B. Tonoposa
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HOSABPBCKASA I'OCThA

Bcnen 3a newanbio s uny,

Ona BceMy kak OyaTro pana,
Bcrpewas nonruii noxap B cany,
M BoiuBeTwIyIO Jebeny,

W nerxwii wenect yMcronana.

OHa pacckaxeT TephejHBo,
ITonockoit 6epera Bens,
Kax Bennm4aBo-Mo4anuBbI
OceHHe-cepbie 3aJIMBbI

Ilon cepoit apIMKOIO mOXAS.

Bce mpoiie: BbIIBEIM KYCTHI,
3emuis nobJiekia, Ty4H 3JI00HBI,

M Berep pBeTCs C BBICOTHI,—

A noBoap! ee MyCThI

W jmiup TOCKY HarHaThb CIOCOOHBEI.

51 3Ha;n OCEHHIO TPEBOTY,
JIrobimo 3akaT HOAGPBLCKHUX IHE
U nepsblit uHelt y nopora-—

Ho xpacota ee, eii-Oory,
bennee, yeM ciioBa O Hei.

Ilepesoo A. Kymukoesoii

HABJIIOOATEJIbHBIN TYHKT

Korna nepeBbeB IIyM NPUCKYYHUT MHE
U or TockM yx HUKyOa He LeThCs,
Jloxyce Ha Kpait xonmMa, 4To0O NpuUrIsaeTbcs
K 6e3005a4HOif paccBETHOI THILIMHE.
3neck s HeBuauM. Ho 3aTo Bmosxe
MHe pa3nu4yuMbl AajIbHUE XWIHIIA
W paxe nepeseHckoe KyanoOuine
Ha npoTuBOnosoxHoi CTOpoOHe.
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A HajoecT K NMOJNYOHIO 3TOT BHJ

Jlronmeit XMBBIX M MEPTBBIX, TO OT Kpas
Tak mpocTo OTBEpHYThCS, 3amMevas,

Kak nerkuif B3J10X LBETHI 3allIE€BEJIUT,
W Tepnkuit apoMaT 3eMJIM BIOXHYTb,
W B puIxuit MypaBelHUK 3arJISHYTb.

Ilepesoo b. XaebHurxosa

BETEP M IIBETOK HA OKHE

Bmo6ieHHble, BOT BaM pacckas
O ToM, uTO Takoe JIOGOBb.

Ona 6buIa pO30ii B OKHE,
OH-BETPOM HOYHBIX XOJIOHOB.

3ameTnn ee OH, Korga
SlHBapcKoe COJIHIIE B3OLLIO,

M B kjeTKe NpOCHYJICS LHErod,
M pasbiaeBeno CTexdio,

3ameTns ee OH B OKHE,

He Bemas, 4Tro mpennmpHvHATH,—
3aMeTUI -1 NpoYb NOJETEN,

YUT00 HOYBIO BEpHYTHCS OMSATH.

Ho nump 3MMHHUM BETPOM OH ObLI.—
3UMOIO K€ BCE €CTECTBO

CkpblBaeTcsi B CHAYKY, B CHera...—
He 3nan o mrobBu HMUerO.

M Bce-Taku OH TOCKOBaJI,
W paMmbl okOHHBIE TpHC,

Y106 po3a He B3nyMmalsia cnath
Ceityac, xoraga 37ech OH Kak pa3s.

M moxet, oHa OBl chajach

U c HUM YCKOJIb3HYJIa BO Mpak
Otryna, roe THIL M TOKOHM,

I'me 3epxajo, CTon U ouar,



MPUJIOXXEHHUE

362

Ho Heuero OmLIO cka3aTh

Eit 3uMHeMy BeTpy B OTBET —
N B ThICAYE MWL OT Hee

OH BCTpeTUN Ha3aBTpa PaccBeT.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

JAOM C INTPUBUJEHBAMU

51 ObL1 30ech—4 BOT s BEpHYJICS OOpaTHO.
A oM 3TOT CruHyn JaBHO 0e3BO3BPaTHO.
IlonBanbHble CBOIBI OJHHM MpPEIO MHOM,
W ceeTuT B moaBaJIbHBIA IPOBaJl CBET OHEBHOM,—
M nuxoit MajMHBI KpOBaBble IATHA.

BucuT BMHOTrpaj OAMYABLIMHA BOKPYT,
JlecHble nepeBbsi BCTYNWIM Ha JIyT,
CanoBble CTanM YrproMOIO POILEi,
Tponunka k py4blo oka3sajach 3apocuIei,
W psaTtna npepbIBUCTBIA CIBILIMTCA CTYK.

A cepaue TOMHUTCS B HESICHO# TpeBore

Ilpu Bune 3abpolueHHOM 3pellIHel Toporwy,
I'me xabe pa3gosbs B MbUIM HE HAWTH.
3nech KU3Hb MCYe3aeT... Ucye3Jsia MOYTH...

JleTyyne MbilM a Mecsl ABYPOTHIA.

3nech kajoOHBIM KPUKOM KDUYHUT KO30IOH,
M Her HuMKOrO, 4TOO CKa3aThb €My: CTOM,
XoTh caenaTh Takoe OaBHO He Mewajio 0.
Haxomur oH moBOA [Jisi THICAYH XayoO,
INokxyna He BBIILJIAYeT BCE IO OTHOIM.

Bo TeMe, He paccesHHOH 3Be3maMH JieTa,
He 3Haro, KTO 34€LIHMIA HAapoAel OTNEThIMH,
UTo OenuT CO MHOIO HEXMTPBIH HOUJIET.
Jlernu 3mech MOTWIbHbIE IUIMTHI HaBek,
Ho naBHue Haanucu MOXOM OJETHI.
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Bponsiri, CKUTaNbIbl—BCE TPYCTH IOJIHBL.
JIniup 1BOE, B CTOPOHKE, APYr C OPYXKOHW HEXHBI.
HukTo He moeT—u, moxanyii, He Hamo.
M Bce X mocTOANbIBI MYCTHBIHHOTO Caja
Toub-B-TOYL TAKOBBI, KaK OBITH JIOAM JOJIXKHBI.

ITepeeoo B. Tonoposa

OTTEIIEJIb

FOxHbIi BeTep, Bell Hax Hamu!
Banyit BelIHUMH HOXOSIMH !
Jlen Ha pekax pacromu!
IITnupro mecup noroponu!
3eMJII0 OT CHETrOB OYMCTH!

M Ttynma, roe HOYb BCe MIJIUCTEH,—
ITocTy4ucer B Moe OKHO,

Ytob6 OTTasIO OHO.

UTobBI cTekna MOTeNJeNy,
UTtobbl pamMa B TUXOW Kejbe
Kax pacnsitue 6bLia.

CkuHB TeTpamd cO CToJa,

Bce crpanuubl nepenyrtau,
UTo6 u3 3uMHero 3akyra
Bpane nopora mposeria.

ITepesoo B. Tonoposa

OTKPOBEHHUE

Mbl cnpstanuch 3a 6JIeCKOM CTPOK,
B cruxax Hauum cebe mpuioT,—

Ho ckonbko cTpaxoB M TpeBoOT,
IToka Hac nroau He HauayT!

CrnepBa Mbl HOBOE TBOPHM
W HempuBBIYHOE COBCEM,
IToToM—Bce mpoile TOBOpUM,
Jlune ObUTO OB MOHATHO BCEM.
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Kak B mpsTkax Hauieil neTBOpHI,
Kak B Taiinax nHamero TBopua,—
UTo6bl He BBIHTU U3 MIPHI,
Henb3s Tautbcs 6e3 koHua!

Ilepeeoo B. Tonoposa

UBETOUYHBI OCTPOBOK

51 Ha mokoc mpwuiles B Hayaje IHs
3a TeM, KTO TyT paboTasl OO MeEHS.

OH Nyr CKOCHJ N0 YTPEHHEH poce,
ITobGneckuBaBilieif HA €ro Koce.

S B3risOOM INOMCKaj ero, Aa 3psi—
Hurpne He BuaHo ObUIO KOcapsi.

VYuien xocapb, a MHE, KaK H €My,
Paborares npeacrosno ogHomy.

«Y Kaxzaoro Bcerga cBost 3a0oTa,
Ilycts nmaxe BMecTe OeslaeTcs 4TO-TO M

Jlvup g nmoayman 3To, M3-MOJ HOT
CTpeMUTENbHO METHYJICS MOTBLIEK

M noneren, onpaBsach OT HCIYyra,
Buepauinue useThl MCKaTh MO JIyIy.

OH obneran ero 3a Kpyrom Kpyr,
He y3naBas orosieHHBIR JIyT,

IToToM BHE3amHO CKpbLUICS BHAJIEKE,
M s noytu 3abbli1 O MOTBUIBKE.

S ceno Bopowmi. Ho Bapyr mpuBiiek
Onare MOe BHHUMaHbE€ MOTBLIEK.

OH Haj pyuybeM HoOpXaj, IAe Y BOJIBI
S pasrisnen dynecHble LBETHI.
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LIBeTOYHBII OCTPOBOK C €ro Kpacou
Buin novemy-To mouaxeH KOCOH,

XoTs uBeTHI, MO-BUAUMOMY, CIac
Kocapb He mist xoro-uubynp u3 Hac.

OH mpocTo MOoXajiesl UX OT AYIIH,
Tak oHM yTpoM OBLIM XODOILH.

Ho, 4ro OBl HM moayMan OH MpPU 3TOM,
OHH OCTAJIUCh APYKECKUM IPHBETOM,

U s ycnpnuan meHbe nTui B Jlecy,
U psmoM ero 3BOHKYIO KOCY,

M He omuH s ObLI B IJIyLIM JIECHOM,
A npyr paboran cooOia co MHOIA,

C KOTOpBIM BMECTE MOXHO OTHOXHYTD,
[ToroBopuTs B TEHH O 4YeM-HUOYIb.

Sl TONBKO YTO COBCEM €ro He 3Hal,
Ho on monsTen MHe M GIU30K CTa.

«Bens BCskmii Tpyn ectb obmias pabora,
IMycts maxe MOpo3Hb JAenaercss 4To-To

Ilepeoo B. Xaebnuxoea

CMEX JEMHUVYPTA

To ObUIO B rycroif mepBO3JaHHOCTH Jieca.
51 3Han, yTo He OOroM OHa CO3JaHa.

Sl wen no cinemaMm okasHHOro Oeca,
BeicnexuBan Oeca B jiecy IOTeMHA.

W BOpyr s ycislla— ycibllliajl Takoe,

Uto mosirue rojapl He 3HAIO MOKO4.

He cnepeau 3Byk moHocuics, a c3aju—
YTpoOHOe OysbkaHbe M3-NOI IpeBec.
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3a0bIBUMB M 3acnaH, B moxabHOM Hapsne,

Co cMexoM u3 JIyXHd CBoeil BbLIe3 Oec,
C Bek rpsa3b OH COCKpPeO—¥M MrHOBEHHO si MOHSI,
YTo OH MeHs BCIIOMHUJI, 3aMETHJI M TPOHSJL.

Bosek He 3abyny s 3TOro cmexa:

JloBen cran mobblueii —BOT Oecy morexa.
S npsHyJi-eMy Nmoka3aTh IOCKOpEH,

Mosg, uto-To iy (He ero!) Mex BeTBeH,
A OH MeHs NpUHSI 3a TEHb WIM 3XO0—

W nan s, npucThXEHHBIH, BO3JIe KOPHE.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

POITOT

B necax s Opomwn u B Jyrax,—

Bouta He mperpagoi orpaja,—
Bcxomun Ha BepLIMHY XoJiMa,

U B Mupe nmapuna orpana.
Ho BoT s Ha 3emumo coen-—

W Bciony npumeTsl pacnaja.

Ha 3emmo sjucrBa noJieria.

JIvup Ta, Ha ny6y, Ha BepLUUHE,
Tpenemer 1o caMoit 3UMBI,—

Ho pyxHer-u B roppkoil ropiabiHe
MeraTbcs MO CHEry MOMIeT,

VYKpbIBIIEMY NaUIyIO HBIHE.

Brnopanky JiucTBa MoJjieria.

Boiina s mpouna 3aemIHUM Kpaem?
IMocnennuit nBerok obseren.

Mup cnoBHo 6bI HeobuTaem.
W BckuHeTcs cepaue UCKaTh,

Ho rne, HO KOoro—He y3Haem.

Ho pa3se mokopHa ayima
Vi3MmeHe, 4TO B Mupe TBOpHUTCS?
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Ho pa3Be cormacHa oHa

B onaBuiue nUCTBs 3apbIThCs?
N nero npoiiger, u n006OBB,

Ho ¢ 3TuM BOBek He CMHPUTHCA.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

IMOYMHKA CTEHBI

EcTh 4TO-TO, YTO He JIIOOUT OrpaxKaeHui,
UTo OCBHINbIO MOA HUMH 3€MJIIO MYYHT
W cBepxy cOpacbiBaeT BajyHBI,

Jlazefixu mpoOuBaeT aJis OBOMX.

A TYT elie OXOTHHKM BAOOABOK:

Xoau 3a HUMH CJIEIOM H YHHH,

OHM HAa KaMHE KaMHs He OCTaBsAT,

UTto6 kpoJiuKka HECYaCTHOTO CHYTHYTb,
IToxuBy nns cobak. Jlaseiiku, Gpeuiy,
Hukto xax Oyaro ux He mpoOuBaer,

Ho Mbl Bcerja HaxoIuM HX BECHOM.

S m3BecTUN coceda 3a XOJIMOM,

W, BCTpeTUBIIUCH, MOLIIM MBI BIOJIb TPAaHHUIIBI,
YToO KaMEHHOW CTEHOH 3aMKHYTbCS BHOBb,
W xaxnplif men mo cBoeMy y4acTKy

U coOcrBeHHbIE KaMHHM MOAOHpA —

To xapaBail, a To Takoi Kpyrjsiu,

YTO MBI €ro 3aKJIATbeM HPUKPEIIsIH
«JIexu BOT 31ech, MOKa Mbl HE YILIU».
Tak obaupanu Mbl O KAMHU NajbLbl,

W xaxnaplil CIOBHO TEUIWICA UTPOH

Ha cropone cBoeit. 1 Bapyr ™Mbl BBILILIH
Tynma, rie ¥ orpaga HU K 4eMy:
TaM—cocHbl, y MeHs Xe—cajd ILIOHOBLI,
Benp s6;10HM MoOM He CTaHYT Ja3uTh

K HeMy 3a mmmkamu. A OH B OTBET:
«Cocen xopoll, kKorjga 3abop xopowmuii».
BecHa MeHs nmonbuia 3apoHHUTH

EMy B MO3ru HOHSATHE OpYyroe:

«Ho mouemy 3abop? BbITb MOXeT, TaM,
I'me ectb xopoBbI? 31ech ke HET KOPOB.

Benb HYXXHO 3HaTb, IIp€a TEM KaK OrpaxnaaTbCs,
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Utéd orpaximaercs U HOYEMY,

KoMy Mbl npHUYHHSEM HENPUSITHOCTD.
EcTb 4TO-TO, YTO HEe JIFOOUT OrpaxIcHMI
N pynmmr ux». UyTh He ckazan s «3JbGb»,
XOTbh HM NpPU 4YE€M OHH,—s OXHAA,

Yto ckaxer oH. Ho kaxIowo pykoro

ITo xaMHIO yXBaTHB, BOODPYXUJICS

OH, KaKk IuKapb U3 KaMEHHOro BeKa,

U B cyMmpak OBUHYJICS, U MHE Ka3aJioCh—
Mpak HMCXOOuyi He TOJILKO OT TeHEH.
ITocnoBULIBI OTHOB OH HE HAPYLIHUT

M T1akx npuBs3aH K HE#, YTO MOBTOPWII:
«Cocen xopotl, Korga 3a60p XOpPOLIHii».

ITepesoo M. 3enxesuua

APVI'Asl JOPOTA

B oceHHeM Jecy, Ha pa3BWJIKE IOpPOr,
Crosn s, 3aAyMaBLINCh, Y MMOBOPOTA;
IIytu 6b1O0 OBa, 1 MHUp OBUI LIMPOK,
OpHako s pa3ABOMUTbCS HE MOT,

M Hapno ObLIO pewiaThcs HAa 4TO-TO.

A BBIOpan gopory, 4TO BIpPaBO Beja
WU, nomepHyB, nponagaja B uaino0e.
HexoxeHeil, 4To i1, oHa Obina

M 6onbuie, xa3ajgoch MHe, 3apoCiia;
A Bripoyem, 3apocuiumu ObuiH 06e€.

M obe maHmnu, pagys rias

Cyxo#t XeJTHU3HOK JIUCTBBI CHIYYEH.
Hpyryro ocraBmi s npo 3amac,

Xors ¥ pgorajapiBajics B TOT 4ac,

YTo BpsA M BEpHYThCA BbHIANET CIIy4Yaid.

Eme s BcmomHIO KOrna-HUOyIb
Hanekoe 310 yTpo JiecHOe:

Benwy ObuT M ApYroit npeno MHOIO MYTh,
Ho s pemmn HanpaBo CBEPHYTH-—

U 310 pewmnio Bce ocrajbHOE.

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa
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JATYIWAYUNA PYUEN

ITpumosk K HIOJIO TOPHBIM Hall py4Yew,
UTo no BecHe OypJIUI M KJIOKOTaI,
Tenepp uccox OH, MeX KaMHeH mponaJ.
M xab npeBecHBbIX HET Cpeld BeTBeil,
N G6ybeHuamu Oosblle HE 3BEHAT
OpaBbl OOMKHX, 3BOHKHMX JIATYILAT.

Kak monHoBozeH Obul py4eil W HuMCT,

Korga Hag HUM packpblics NepBbIi JIUCT.

Korpga x nucrea Ha 3eMill0 ynaner —
CrTpyio UMb NaMSTIUBbIA B30p HaHAeT.
He o Takux py4psiXx MO3T MOET.

Pyueit xoTb Ha cebs M He MOXOX,

Ho mo muny oH HaM Bcerma XOpoml.
HeBugsamumM y Hac OTBET OOUH:
JIrobumoe Mbl J00MM 06€3 NMpHYMH.

Ilepesod H. Kawrxuna

KOMOK CJIEXABLEIOCsA CHETA

KoMok crnexasluerocs cHera
B yriy naBsopa jexur,

Kak Oynro crapwiii juct 6ymaru
JoxneMm K 3emiie npuOUT.

Kak Touku wpudra, OpbI3ru rpasu
UepHeloT Ha CHery-—

Hemrle HOBOCTH Oblibie,
UTO BCIOMHHUTL HE MOTY.

Hepesoo H. Ppadkuna

HEJIOJIOT 30JIOTUCTbIN LIBET

IMpupona maputr HaMm Ha vac

ToT uBer, 4TO paayeT BCeX Hac.
C poxIeHbs 30JIOTHCT LIBETOK,
OH cBexX, HO 3a JIMCTKOM JIMCTOK,

24-328
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CpbiBasich, yJieTaeT BAaib.
Paii norpyxaercs B mevans,

W nepexoguT B OEHBb paccBer...
Henosor 3oyoTuctelit user.

Ilepesoo H. ®padkuna

OCTAHOBUBIINCH HA OIIYUIKE
B CHEXHBIX CYMEPKAX

UYeit 3T0 Nlec—s yragan
Tortuac, nume TOJNBKO YyBHIAT
Hapn o3epom 3apociuuii CKJIOH,
I'ne cHer Ha BeTBH ocenal.

Moii KOHb, 3aepXKOH yIUBJIEH,
Kak 6ynro crpsxuBasi COH,
I'nsagur —HM moMa, HU OTHSA,
Tpma ma MeTellb CO BCEX CTOPOH.

B nopory oH 30BeT MeHs.
Toponur, 6ybeHOM 3BeHS.
B oTBeT—sMiub BeTpa ILIENOTOK
Ja MSATKHX XJIONbEB TOJIKOTHS.

Jlec 4yyneH, TeMeH M riyOoOK.

Ho nonxeH s BepHVT™HCA B CPOK;
WU no Hounera nyTo aatiek,

W no Hounera nyTh najiex.

Iepesoo I'. Kpyxckosa

rnaasa HA JIEC
CHEXXHbIM BEYEPOM

MkHe kaxeTcs, 1 3HaKO 4ei
OrpoMHsblii Jjiec, HO M3 CBOEi
Iy OH BpsiA i pa3jidyaeT
MeHs U ciueq MOUX CaHei.
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Moto nomiajiky yauBISeT,

UTo Hac K XWIbIO HEe npubimxaer
Ham nyTes: Mex JIECOM M NpYyaoM
3aMep3iM MpakK Hac HacTUraer.

OnHa TpsxHyna Oy6GeHIOM,

Mo, Bce M Tak, Tyda Jib UOEM.
U BHOBb 6e33ByyHa THILMHA.
Jlvup BeTep XOOMT HANO JbIOM.

Jlec nuBeH: Mpak M riyOuHa.
Ho obemanusM BepHa

Hywa. 1 MHOro Muib O CHa.
W MHOrO Mmib eule A0 CHa.

ITepeeoo T. I'ymunoii

KJIAJBUIIE,
I'’JE BOJIBIIE HE XOPOHST

XKusple yacTo GpoIsT TYT

Cpenu TpaBbl M CTapbiX IUIMT;

Ho MepTBBIM BXOA JaBHO 3aKpBIT—
Croma ux GoJblie He Be3yT.

«CeronHs,—C KaMHSI CTUX TBEPIMT,—

TBoi B3rJsiA MO MHE €IBa CKOJIb3MT.
Ho 3aBTpa MepTBBIi MpamMoOp IUIMT

Tebs HaBexn npuOTHTY.

Kakx mMpamop B cMmepTu yGexieH!
W e OOHMM BCTPEBOXEH OH:
HeT MepTBBIX, XOTh B3BIBA€T CTHX.
Yrd tak ormyruBaer ux?

Ho ecnu 6 nmimraM MBI cka3ai,
UYto Gonbllie HacC He MPOBEAEUIb,
UTo ymHpaTh MbI HepeCcTaju —
Onu nosepmin Obl B JIOXKD.

Iepesod I'. ITodoavckozo

24+
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3UMHUE KYIIN

B oxnbxoBoii pouie nocpeau 60J0T
3uMOii, eIBa HEMHOTO MpUIEYET

W 3aiiupl Ha cHery 3amMenbTellarT,
He paiickuii pa3se uyaurcs ykian?

CHera He IPOCTO 3eMJIIO 3aMeliH,
Ho ObiTHe NpUMOAHSIM C 3€MIIH,
ITycts Ha cryneHb, a Bce xe-—K HebecaM,
U rpo3aps jeTa mjaMeHeloT TaM.

A s6n0He He moOO Takoit HaHOC:
3Bepb-00benana CIOBHO Obl moapoc.
OH JIaKOMHUTCSl HEXHOIO KOpOii:
TaM nup ero, AOKyIa CHEr 3UMOIi.

HeGecHbIx Kyl MOKOH LAPHT M B TOM,
YTto nTHIaM OBITH HE XOYETCH BIBOEM —
IToonuHouke, 6e3 OBLIOH BO3HHU,
HdocMaTpHBalOT NOYKH 3[1€Ch OHH.

MrHOBeHHO IIOTEMHeEIM Hebeca.

B TtakoMm paro geHb ouTCA ABa 4aca.
CBET TOJBKO-TOJILKO BCIBIXHYJI—H yrac.
JlocTaTo4YHO M 3TOro s Hac?

Ilepesood B. Tonoposa

3HAKOMCTBO C HOYBIO

Houb, 51 ¢ TOGO BOMCTHHY 3HaKOM!
A wen Tynma, rae HeTy ropojoB,—
Tyna nox moxnp, oOpaTHO MOJ HOXAEM.

Ban roponckoif, 3a HUM — YIPIOMBIii POB.
51 MuMO cTpaxka MoOJiMa NPOXOIHI,
He 3Has, xak cka3aTb, KTO s TaKOB.

51 3amupan, U WIyM IIAaroB racui,
W cnpiman cnaOblii KpUK uU3ganeka
(XoTp TaM Kpu4aJii, He XKaJjes CUJI),—
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Ho He mo MHe 3ByYana B HEM TOCKa.
A HaBepxy, B IIPOCTPAHCTBE HE3EMHOM,
Yacel, YTO OTMEPAIOT HaM BeKa,

Buymanu: Bpems—Hag goOpoM U 3Ji0M.
Houb, 1 ¢ TOOOI# BOUCTHHY 3HakoM!

Ilepeeod B. Tonoposa

3AITAJHAS PEKA

«I"ne cesep, ®pea™

«I'ne ceep? [da BoH Tam!
Pexa Teuer Ha 3amam».

«3Ha4MT, BOT YTO,
ITycte oHa Oyner 3amagHoW pekoid.
(Tak mo cux mop ee W Ha3bIBaIOT.)
Teyer Ha 3amag—BOT Bedb KakoBa!
Bce ocranbHBIE HOPOBSAT K BOCTOKY —
Tam okean. Ynpsmurcs oHa,
VBepeHHass B COOCTBEHHOM YINpSMCTBE,
Kak s B TeOe, a Tbl BO MHE. A MBbI—
A KTO MBI?..»

«Cmenpuaku »

«B kKakoM-TO cMpbIcCiIe.
Msmbi o6a. Her, Mbl Tpoe. MBI ¢ pekoii.
Kakx MbI c TOGOI HmOBEHYaHBI APYT C IPYroM,
Tax ¢ Hero Mbl moBeHuYaHbl. [laBait
IMocrpouMm Moct uepe3 Hee! OH Oyner
Pykoro, o6HnMaromeit ee.
CMoOTpH, OHa KHMBaeT HaM BOJIHOIO!
OHa Hac cabIuuT!»

«Kak Thl yBJeKJach.
Tam xaMeHb, a IO3TOMY U BOJIHBI.
(YepHbIM-uepHa, BoJa BO BeCh OIOP
Tam ynmapsanach o NOIBOAHBIA KaMeHb
M B Oenoii nmeHe nsATHNAch Haszag,
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He obperas, HO U He Tepss,

Kak 6ynro Oenplii nTuuuMii nmyx 3acrtiyiaji-—
A ntuna noGbiBajia B Hepeapsre —
CTpeMHTENbHYIO ThbMY PEYHOM BOJbI

U 4epHOe naTHO BomOBOpOTa

M 3apsabun Ha nanbHeM Oepery.)

Tam kxaMeHb, a IO3TOMY U BOJIHBI.

Tak moBesnoce € TeX NOp, Kak Ha 3emiie
Ectp pekn. Her, oHa HaM He KHUBaeT».

«KuBaer! Moxer, TOJbKO MHE OIHOMN.—
KuBaer, mpu3bIBaeT, 3a3bIBacT».

«Tebe onHoit? Ho, ecnu Thl mpasa
W nepen HamMu 1apcTBO aMa30HOK,
MyxuuHa BIpaBe TOJIbKO MPOBOJUTS,
A pmanpliile OTHpaBJHCA B OJMHOYKY.
Peka TBOsS, 1 KOHYEH pPa3roBOP».

«Her, Tbl He AorosapuBaciib 4YTO-TO».

«YTto %, BO3BpaIasCh K CIopaM O peke:
CMOTpH, KaK BO3BpAIIAECTCSA TEUCHbE

Ot kxamHui... Benp Boma Hac mopoawia,
Buayane Obiny BOABI, TOJBKO BOJBI.

M BOT MBI BO3BpalllaeMcs CHOJA —

K Hayany Bcex Hauaj, K HUCTOKY »XH3HH,
K peke, Tekyueit Boanb U BEYHO BIaJb.
JXu3Hb HENOABMXKHA, FOBOPAT OIHM,
MonHueHoCcHa, TOBOPAT Ipyrue,

A XH3Hb TEUeT MO PYCiIy, Kak peka,
Teuer neyasbHO M HETOPOILIMBO,

Y100 mycTOTY HAMOJIHUTHL MYCTOTOM.
Teuer —u MHMO Hac, Kak 3TH BOJBI,

A Bce-TakM—Hajg HaMH. M Mex Hac
Teuer oHa B TOCKJIMBBIE MIHOBEHbS.

Hang HamMu U MeX Hac OHa TeyeT—

M Bmecte ¢ Hamu... Bpems, cuna, niams,
JIro60Bb M XH3Hb—H BCE, YTO €CTh,—BCE€ B HEH.
M pmaxe cMepTb, C €€ BCEJEHCKMM JIMBHEM
HeObiTis BHe mpaBuji 4 nperpan,
[MToaBnacTHa XWU3HHU, MYCThb U HE MOKOPHA,
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M Bo3Bpaiaer Bce, YTO HU BO3bMET,—
B packasHbe MM B GaroroBeHbeE.
JXKu3Hp Be4HO mepernoJiHeHa coboit—
M, pacTouuB MocCjegHUE 3amachl,

TeMm caMbIM XU3Hb YeMYy-HHOYIOb HaerT.
Yackl npuBOOUM B OEHCTBHE MBI XH3HBIO,
A XU3Hb NPUBOAMT B HEHCTBHE peka,
A pexy B OEWCTBUE MPUBOAUT COJIHIE,
M HeuTO ecTb, YTO IBMXXET U €ro,—

N Bce cTpeMuTcs K CBOEMY MCTOKY:
IIpoTHB TeueHbS, YTO YHOCHT HAcC

M xouer yTSIHYTH, IJIBIBEM K HCTOKY.
B npupone noarjasgenu 3TO Mbl-—

N nepensiu».

«ITUMH CJIOBaMH
OTMeueH HBIHYE OEHbY.

«Her, on oTMeueH
TBouM OTKpBIThEM: 3amafgHoN pekoi».

«OTMeueH HbIHYE OEHb U TEM, U 3TUMM».

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

IMYCTBIHU

S exan BHajb JOPOTOX0 HOYHOIA.
¥Ycrano npomibiBanyd Npeao MHOIA
IMons. 3emiis mopolIer0 MOKPbLIACH,
M mumpb GypbsiH MPOTJISAbIBAJ MOPOId.

Hap 3tuM MHpOM, MpayeH U BBICOK,
IMonusanca nec. Cpenp JEOSHBIX JOPOT
JIuiib oH napur. 3abuiuch 3BepH B HOPHI,
A s—-He B cyer. Sl CIHIIKOM OIMHOK.

Ot oauMHOYeCcTBA H IMYCTOThI
Cnacenbs HeT. U MEPTBbLIE KYCThI
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CroaTr Han MepTBOHM OeIM3HOIO CHera.
Boxpyr —nons. be3MoJIBHBI M HYCTHI.

MHe He CTpallHbl HM 3Be3[ XOJOIHBIA CBET,
Hu nycrora Ge3)XH3HEHHBIX ILIAHET.

Bo MHe caMOM TakHe eCThb NYCTBIHH,

UTo HMYEro CTpalllHee B MHpe HET.

ITepeeoo A. KazapHoeckozo

30B

51 BedepoM K Jecy NpHLIE].
Ilen npo3n, u euie Obvlia
Onymka cBeTyia, HO 3a Heit
Ve Bolapwjiach MrIJa.

B necy crano tak TeMHO,
UTo mTHue ObLIO HOpa
YCTpOMTBCS Ha HOUJIET,
O necHsx 3abbiB 10 yTpa.

OpnHako 3aKaTHBIA CBET

IIpen Tem, kak coBceM yrac,
ITomennun Ha mwur, 4106 ApO3x
Iloners MoOr B mocnenHuii pas.

B BeuepHeit neche ero
MHe BOpYr nouyyawics 30B,
Kak 6yaro x cebe 3Bana
IlevanbHasi Mrja Jecos.

Ho s, noxupascey 3Be3f,
Pewun, uto, mecHeii maus,
He MHe men cerogus aoposn
U 3Ban emie He MeHA.

Ilepeeoo b. Xaebnuxosa
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CARPE DIEM

Ha roubix cMoTpur CrapocTh-—
A Te MOyT B OOHUMKY,

He To nomoii, B aepesHIo,
He TO pe3Buthcs B poiy,
He TO BeH4YaTbCS B LIEPKOBb.
U KOHOCTH mpoiuemueit
XKenaer Crapoctb cyacThbs:
«Xenaro cuacTbs, CHacTh4,
Xenato BaM He OymaTh

O TOM, YTO BCE MHUHYET.
XoTp nomobaer crapbiM
Ocanucras mnosa

U Ttpe3Bbie coBeThl,
Ilopoii—u B BUOE mecHH,
Yto6 006pa3syMUTh IOHBIX

W yka3zatb npeneisl
OTMepeHHOMY CYaCThIO,—
XKuseMm, MoJI, JIMIIB CETOIHS,—
Ho BoBce He ceromus
XKuBeM: ckopee-—3aBTpa,

A B eme Goiyblueit Mepe—
Buepa... XKusem ceroaus
CHIOMHHYTHBIM YYBCTBOM,
CeroHsUIHUM CMSATEHbEM,—
Utob nmerb 0 HUX Ha3aBTpay.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

EJBA JI1 HE BCE OCTAJIBHOE

Bo Bceil BceneHHOM, Qymali, OOUHOK.
OH roBopuj, B3bIBaJI—a OTBEYaJ
Hacmeunmsoro 3xa rojocok

C oneThIX JIeCOM 3a03€pHBIX CKaJl.
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U crano xak-To pa3 eMy HEBMOYb

U 3akpuyan Ha Bech Oe3/IOAHBINA CBeET,
UTo He MOBTOP-MYCTb M 3BYYUT TOYb-B-TOYb—
CnoBaM mo6BU noTpebeH, a OTBET.

U BOT 4YTO B TOT ke MHI NPOHU3OLLIO:
C payekux ckaJl JOHeccs pe3KMH Tpeck,
U uto-TO B BOAy mano Tsxkeno,

M no Boae mpoluesn MpOTSXKHBIA MJIECK.
OH paccTosiHbe BBHIMEPMJI Ha a3

W Hayan xgaTh, Korja e MPHIJIbIBET
To, uTo He 3x0M OBUIO B 3TOT pas.
Buxpp nessl, Bogonan, BOOOBOPOT
Mewan yBuneTb, KTO B BOAE BCTaeT,
Ve movysiB OHO BHHU3Y,—IIOKa

3Bepp He pBaHyJics Ha Oeper, BHepen,
Kpyma poramMu BETKHM CYLLHSKA.

Ilepesoo B. Tonoposa

IyTh

Hopora, Ha kpyToil moabem
B6exaB, obopBanach
BHe3anHo, 6yaTO B MecCTe TOM
Ha HeGo Bo3Hecyach,

M nanpHMil NOBOpPOT Mcues,
IIponan B 3eyneHON MrIIE,
Tam, roe npupoc KOpPHSIMH JieC
Hagek x ponaHoii 3emue.

M300peren aBTOMOOUIIB,

K HeMy —0co6blii COK,

UYToOBl npoexaTb COTHH MHIb
U mMHOXecTBO nopor,
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Ho ects sin BopaBay rae-HuOyIb
Takas cpenu HuX,

Y1006 OBbLT BBICOK, KaKk HebGO, myTh
N, xak mojsHa, THx?

Ilepesoo b. Xaebrukosa

JIIOBOI'O PABMEPA

HukTOo He 3ameuas, YTO OJMHOKO,

Kak yacoBoit B 6e3yMHOM YyJaJIeHbe,
OH morpy3wics B TaliHy OTKPOBEHbBS,
CrecHssicb caMoOro cebs HEMHOTrO.

B npocTpaHCTBO pyKHM OH IIPOCTED,
Ilepxa MX COBEpILEHHO IapasulelIbHO,
U, x BeuHocTH B3bIBasi OecnpeesibHOMH,
O6usaB cebs, Bapyr opocmi: «Uept».
O ecnu OB OH CMOT BCE MHUPO3OAaHLE
3aMkHYTHL B cebe, XpaHs €ro u rpes,
To 3HaHMe O MHpE CaMOM [JaJIbHEM
He tporano © TpeBOXHOCTBIO CBOEIO.
Ho kolleyex Haliynap cjeBa He3aOBEHHBIIH,
Co60ii OH cTaJl JOBOJIEH U BCEJICHHOM.

Ilepeod A. Tkauenko

U3BPABIIN YTO-TO, KAK 3BE37Y...

3Be3na (TH CBETHLIL C BBICOTHI),
He Bo3paxkaeM Mbl, 4TOO ThbI

3a obJylakoM CBO# CBET 3aTMHJIA,
Ho mo HouaM cpeab TEMHOTBI
TBoM Ny4u CBETJIbI, YUCTHI.
Bcerna TaMHCTBEHHO CBETHIIO,
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Ho Bce x Henb3s, 4TOO HMKOria
To1 3Be3HOI TaliHBI HE OTKpHLIA.
Ckaxu HaM 4YTO-HHUOyIb, 3Be3na,
Y106 MOBTOpATH HaeauHe.

Ortser: «[Iputaro s Bcerga».

Ho ckosbko rpaaycoB B OTHE

ITo Henbcuio unp Papenreiry,
Kakue sneMeHTH Tam

TBol cBeT HeCyT K ApYrdM MHpaM,
IIOHATHBIM SA3BIKOM CYMEH TBI
XoTp 4TO-HMOYAbL MOBENATH HaM.
M kax nycreiHHuk Kurca, crporo
3Be3a ImaJieKHX CBETJBIX chep
Jaer HaM TBEpIOCTH HpHUMEDP

N Ttpebyer He Tak yX MHOIO-—
Xyaar wib cjaaBsAT 0J1ar OCKJIOHHO,
He BepbTe HM3KOMY Cyndy.
M36paBimu 4T0-TO, KaK 3Be3ny,
Jepxute nyTb CBOH HEYKJIOHHO.

Ilepesoo M. 3enxesuua



KommeHTapun



Ilpu HamucaHMH KOMMEHTAapHeEB UCIOJb30Balach Ouorpa-
¢duyeckas, MeMyapHas W KpUTHYecKas JIMTepaTypa, IOCBS-
uieHHas P. ®@pocty u ero moasum. «®PpocTHaHa» HacyM-
ThIBAET MHOrME COTHH KHMI M craTeif. 3mech Mbl OrpaHH-
YUMCSl TIEPEYHCIIEHUEM TOJIbKO OCHOBHBIX :

Sergeant E. Robert Frost: The Trial by Existence, New
York, 1960.

The Letters of Robert Frost to Louis Untermeyer, New
York, 1963.

Selected Letters of Robert Frost. Ed. by L. Thompson.
New York, 1964.

Education by Poetry: Selected Prose of Robert Frost.
Ed. by Hyde Cox & Edward Lathem, New York, 1966.

Interviews with Robert Frost. Ed. by Edward Lathem,
New York, 1966.

Thompson L. Robert Frost. The Early Years, New York,
1966.

Thompson L. Robert Frost. The Years of Triumph, New
York, 1970.

Thompson L. and Winnick R. H. Robert Frost. The Later
Years, New York, 1976.

Gerber P. Robert Frost, Boston, 1982.

Critical Essays on Robert Frost. Ed. by P. Gerber, Bos-
ton, 1982.

ITo33us Pobepra ®@pocra nepeBOAMTCS HAa PYCCKUH SI3BIK
yxe cBblile nstuaecatd Jiet. 3a 310 Bpemss B CCCP BbI-
HUlo aBa HeOGONbIIMX COOpPHHKA M30PaHHBIX CTHXOB IO3Ta,
ctuxu Ppocra BKIIOYAIKUCh BO BCE AHTOJIOTMHM aMEpUKaH-
CKOIf 1033MH, HEOJHOKPATHO MeyaTajuch B mepuoauke. Jo-
CTaTOYHO MOJIHBIA mepeyeHb U3faHuii PpocTa Ha PYCcCKOM
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A3bIKe coAepxuTca B kH.: Jlu6maH B. A. Amepukanckas

JIUTEpaTypa B PYCCKHX IEpeBOJax M KpuTHke. bubmuorpadus
1776-1975. Mockea, Hayka, 1977.

A Boy’s Will

IlepBas kuura cruxoB dpocra yBHIeNA CBET B AHIJIMH
B u3parenbcrBe ‘David Nutt” B 1913 r. B Hee Bouum
CTHUXH, HanucaHHble ¢ 1892 mo 1912 r.

FOHoweckue cruxu dpocra He u30exanud BIUAHUS aH-
[JIMACKUX U aMepUKaHCKUX poMaHTHKOB. CocTaBiss Yxe
3pesibIM 4eJOBEKOM CBOH mnepBblii cOOpHuK, PpocT mouTu
KaXJ0€ CTUXOTBOPEHHE CHAOIMJI MPOHHUYECKHM IOA3AroJIOB-
KOM.

Bce ctuxu, Bowemiuue B cOopuuk, PpocT pasgennsn Ha
TPpH 4acTH, Kak Obl CHMBOJIM3UpPYIOIIME TpH JTama CTa-
HOBJICHUS MOJIOJIOTO YeJIOBEKa.

B nepByro 4yacTb BXOAMWJIM CJIEAYIOLIME CTUXOTBOPEHHS:
‘Into My Own’, ‘My November Guest’, ‘A Late Walk’,
‘A Dream Pang’, ‘Wind and Window Flower’, ‘Ghost
House’, ‘To the Thawing Wind’, ‘In a Vale’, ‘Storm Fear’,
‘Stars’, ‘Going for Water’.

Bropas uyacts Bkirouana B cebs ‘Revelation’, ‘The Tuft
of Flowers’, ‘Pan with Us’, ‘The Demiurge’s Laugh’.

B Tpetbto Bxomwnu ‘A Line-Storm Song’, ‘October’,
‘Reluctance’.

B nocnenyronux H3maHUSAX MOA3AroJIOBKH U JIEJIeHHE
Ha yactu PpocT cHAL.

Ha3zBaHue KHUTH 3aMMCTBOBaHO M3 CTUXOTBOpeHHUs JIOHT-
¢demto ‘My Lost Youth’.

A boy’s will is the wind’s will
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.

B coBeTckoif aMepUKaHHCTHKE 3a 3TUM COOpPHHUKOM 3a-
Kpermwioch Ha3Banue «Bojisi ManbyMka», KOTOpOE sBJISEeTCS
nocnoBHbIM nepeBogoM. Hu cruxorBopenue JloHrgesuio,
HU caM cOopHuk Ppocra OCHOBaHMH [JI TaKOrO IEPEBO-
na ve nmaroT. Y JloHrgeiuto peub HAET O TOM, 4YTO: XKe-
JlaHUs, HAMEPEHUs WIN HACTPOCHUS MalbyhKka (MOAPOCTKA,
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IOHOIIM) HENOCTOsIHHBI Kak BeTep. CoaepKaTesibHbIA Inepe-
BOJ, 3TOro 3arjlaBusi AOJDKEH YYUTBIBATH U ero Mertado-
pMYECKOEe 3Ha4yeHMUE.

INTO MY OWN (c. 40)

B nepsom wusmanmu xuuru A Boy's Will coner umen
crenyrommii noasarosioBok: ‘The youth is persuaded that
he will be rather more than less himself for having for-
sworn the world’.

MotuB GercrBa OT MHUpa, yxoAa U OTCTYIUIEHHS — OIUH
U3 OCHOBHBIX B TBOpYecTBe mNo3ta. Kak BHMAHO yxe u3
3TOr0 CTHUXOTBOpEHHUs, PPOCT He OrpaHUYMBAIICH TaKOil po-
MaHTUYEeCKON uaeeil. berctBo M OTCTymleHHE y HEro Bcer-
Jla CBSI3aHO C INEpEenbIIIKOH, HAKOIUIEHHEM CHJI U pELIM-
MOCTH NPOTHUBOCTOSITH HEB3rOJaM 3TOrO MHpa.

HemnocpencTBeHHBIM JUTEPATYPHBIM KOHTEKCTOM CTH-
XOTBOpeHus sBiseTcs acce P. Y. Omepcona «Jlosepue k
cebe» u coner 116 V. lllekcnupa. Cp. Hayano CTHXOTBO-
PEHUs C 3aKJIIOYUTENbHbIMU cTpokamu llexcriupoBa coHera:

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error, and upon me proved,

I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

MY NOVEMBER GUEST (c. 40)

B 1885 r., mocne cmeptu otua ®dpocra, ceMbs nepees-
xaet u3 Can-@panuucko B HoByro AHrauio, B ropojaok
Jloypenc (Ha rpanune wraroB Maccauycerc U Hero-I'emn-
ump). C 3tumMu MectaMu (M C COCEIHUM LITAaTOM BepMOHT)
U OyleT cBs3aHa MOYTH BCs [JajibHeilnas xus3Hb PobGepra.
OxoHuuB cpenHioro 1koay B Jloypence B 1892 r., ®pocr
uieT cebe 3aHATHE U 3apaboTok. BnedyaTiuTEeNbHBIN, JIETKO
paHUMBIH, HEY)XUBYMBBIA, OH HHMIAE [OJr0 HE 3aJCpXKUBa-
ercs. JiBaxapl HauMHaeT yuutbes (B JlapTMYyTCKOM KoJLIen-
xe—Opocu yepe3 noiroga—u B ["apBapACkOM yHHBepCHTe-
Te—HE INpOYYWICS M [BYX JIeT), nmpoOyeT mnpenonaBaTh B
LIIKOJIe, HAHMMaeTcs Ha (abpuky, nBa Jyeta paboTaeT IO
HaiiMmy Ha ¢epme. B 1895 r. oH ixeHuTCs Ha OJHHOP
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VaiiT, HO NMOCTOSHHOro 3apaboTKa MNO-TMPEXHEMY HE HAXO-
auT. OT MOJHOM HMILETHI MOJIOLYIO CEMBIO CHACaeT Oexd
®pocra, xotophiit B 1900 r. mokynaetr mis PoGepra dep-
My Hemnogjaneky ot mocesnka [eppu B mrate Hpro-I'emn-
IIHP.

IlepBolif Tox xu3Hu Ha ¢epme B Jleppu—oamH M3 ca-
MbIX TpyOHbIX B XH3HHU Ppocta. 1 6e3 TOro CkIOHHBIN
K JenpeccusM, BPEMEHHOE HE3IOpOBb€ OH MNPUHHUMAET 3a
HaJABUTAIOLIYIOCS CMEpTh.

CruxotBopenue ‘My November Guest’ 0oTHOCHTCS MMEH-
HO Kk mnepuony mnepsoit ocenu B [eppu (1900 r.). Ilpu
nyb6aukamuu B 1913 r. ®poct cHaboun ero noa3aroJoBKOM
‘He is in love with being misunderstood’.

A LATE WALK (c. 42)

JIroboBHas smmpuka Ppocra BecbMa HeoObiyHA. XOTH
BCI OHa ofpamieHa K )XeHe OJMHOp, B Heil HeT obpa-
3a BO3JIIOOJIEHHOM, HET M CAMOro IMOHATHUS (UIFOOOBBY», CTH-
XH CTPOATCA Ha H300pakeHHMH NEPeXUBAaHWl aBTOpa, YacTo
OKpAalIeHHbIX YyBCTBOM BHHBI M rpycTH. (CM. KOMMEHT. K
‘A Dream Pang’, ‘Stars’, ‘Reluctance’, ‘The Pasture’, ‘Home
Burial’, ‘The Telephone’, ‘Meeting and Passing’, ‘The
Thatch’.)

B wm3panuu 1913 r. umencs noaszarosoBok ‘He courts
the autumnal mood’.

Hanucano Ha ¢depme B deppu (Mexay 1900 u 1909 rr.).

INepBas ny6nuxamus ‘A Late Walk’, He ¢ukcupyemas
6ubsnmorpadamu, otHocutrcs K 1909 r. u BbI3BaHA Clexyro-
UMK 0OCTOSATENLCTBAMH.

Pepmepa u3 Ppocta He noaydywiock. Xo3sHCTBO CBOE
OH BeJ CIYCTsl pykaBa, HOJI¥ pocid, ¢epma xupena. Ecim
651 He 500 moyapoB, KOTOpbIE OH €XErOAHO MOJy4al IO
3aBelianuio gedga (tor ymep B 1902 r.), TO Bce €ro umy-
IIECTBO JaBHO Obl mouuio ¢ mojnotka. B 1906 r. ®pocr
6pocaeT «dpepMepcTBO» U MBITAETCS YCTPOMTHCS Ha paboTy
B Oim3nexamyro (Bcero nBe MWIM OT ero ¢epMbl) aka-
nemmio IMunkeprona (akapemusmu B CIIA yacto MMeEHYIOT-
Csl CpelHHe IIKOJIbI-MHTEpHATH. B akamemMuu, OCHOBaHHOM
B Jleppu IIOTIaHACKUM nepeceneHneM IIMHKepTOHOM B Ha-
yajie MPOLUIOro BeKa, YYHJIHCh NETH OKPECTHBIX (epMepoB).

25-328
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3a wecth Jer xusHu B [Jeppu ®PpocT, AepkaBLIMIACS C
cocels MM 3aMKHYTO M MOPOM BBICOKOMEPHO, Haxmwi cebe
MHoro Henob6poxenateneit. EMy mnorpeboBasioch HemMalio
YCHIIUH, 4TOOBI NMOJYYHUTH MECTO YYUTENs aHIJIMICKOH Jiu-
TepaTtyphbl. 3ato akamemus [IMHKepTOHA cTajla NEPBBLIM Me-
CTOM, Tle OH mpopaboTajn JOCTAaTOYHO HOJIrO, LEJbIX NATh
JIeT, mpuyeM BecbMa ycmemHo. PpocT HE TOJNBKO Iepe-
CTPOWJI IPOrpaMMBI NpenoaaBaHus aHTJIHIACKOH JIMTEPATYpPBI,
HO U MOOLIPSUI JINTEPATYpPHOE TBOPYECTBO CBOMX YYEHHKOB.
B 1909 r. B wmxonbHOM rasere Pinkerton Critic nossu-
JIUCh [1Ba €ro COOCTBEHHBIX CTHXOTBopeHus: ‘A Late Walk’
u ‘The Flower Boat’. ITocnenHee oH omybJinkyeT B OJIHOMA
U3 CBOMX KHHMI TOJIbKO B 1928 1.

THE VANTAGE POINT (c. 44)

PomanTHyeckas uaes npeBOCXOACTBA Hal JIFOAbMH UPOHU-
4YeCKM CHMXajiach noasaronoskoM ‘[He is] scornful, but
there is no one hurt’.

A DREAM PANG (c. 44)

Otnomenus ®Ppocra ¢ OnuHop VYalT CKIagbIBaIUCh
Hernanko. MIx ceagsbe B 1895 r. mpeniiectBoBasio I0J-
roe, €JBa HE 3aKOHYMBILEECS Tparuyecku yxaxusaHue Po-
bepra (cM. kommeHT. k ‘Reluctance’). CpepxaHHOCTE M
Jaxe OTYYXAEHHOCTb OJIMHOP BBI3BIBAIM Y HErO IIPHUCTY-
OBl XaHIpbl M caMOoyHHYMkeHus. OH 4acTo MOBTOPSUI, 4TO,
3acTaBMB OJIMHOp BBIATH 3a cebs 3aMyX, HE INpHUHEC el
HHMYEro, KpOMe ropsi U pa3o4yapOBaHUM.

‘A Dream Pang’-onHa u3 BepimiuH (pPOCTOBCKOH JIto-
6oBHoi supuku. Ilom3aronoBox B m3pganum 1913 r.—‘He
is shown by a dream how really well it is with him’.

WIND AND WINDOW FLOWER (c. 46)

Martp mosta M3zabenp PpocT, HayuTaHHAs U JMTEpa-
TYpPHO OJapeHHas >XCHIIMHA (HECKOJIbKO €€ CTUXOTBOPEHHIA
O6bL10 OonyOJIMKOBAaHO B aMEpUKAaHCKMX raseTax), poaujach
B IMlotnanmuu. OHa MHoro uutana neTsM Beayx. Ilepsbie
KHHTH, XOTophle ciywmai B gercrBe Pobepr ®poct,—«Ilo3-



KOMMEHTAPHUHU 387

3us norpanuyHoit Wlornanmuu» Banbrepa CkoTTa, cTHXH
U 6amnaapl OccuanoBckoro nukna Jx. Maxkdepcona, cTuxu
u Oamnanel Bepuca. Bbpuio Obl, KOHEYHO, HAUBHO OOBsC-
HATb NpHUBEpPXXeHHOCTb mo3ta Ppocra xaHpy Oamnampl Ha
BCEM IPOTSDKEHUH €r0 TBOPYECTBA TOJILKO 3TUM OOCTOSTENB-
CTBOM, HO, TEM He MeHee, B aMepHKaHCKOM 11o33uu XX Beka
U3 CKOJIbKO-HUOYb 3HAYMTENIbHBIX ITO3TOB K 6asutamgHoi dop-
Me NOCTOSIHHO mpuberan Tonbko Ppocrt.

IMon3aronoBok B u3manuu 1913 r.—‘Out of the winter
things he fashions a story of modern love’.

GHOST HOUSE (c. 48)

INonzaromoBok B wu3manuu 1913 r.—‘He is happy in
society of his choosing’. Ilpu Bcell cBoeii cHuXaromel
HUPOHHU OH YKa3bIBa€T Ha peasibHble 0oOcTosITENbCTBa (po-
croBckoil Ouorpaduu. B metrcTtBe m roHoctn Ppoct uyacro
cnacajics oT obun OerctBoM B MeuTel U ¢aHTazuu. He-
KOTOpble M3 Takux (paHTazuii, Mo COOCTBEHHOMY IpU3HA-
Huro ®pocra, CIyXuiM eMy TeMaMH JUIS LIKOJIBHBIX CO-
YHHEHUH.

TO THE THAWING WIND (c. 50)

IToxzaronosox B uszmanum 1913 r.—‘He calls on change
through the violence of the elements’. Kommenrapuit ®poc-
Ta HE MOXET CKPBITh OYEBHIHOrO KOHTpAcTa IO HAacTpoe-
HHMIO MEXJy 3THM CTUXOTBOPEHHEM H BCEMH OCTaJIbHBIMU
u3 nepBod yactH. (CM. xoMMmeHT. k A Boy’s Will). Tlep-
Bble roawl pabortel Ha ¢epme B [Heppu (1900-1905)-rmo-
Kajy#, camblit TpyAHbiii nepuon B ku3nu Ppocra: He-
YCTPOEHHOCTb, CeMeEiHble TAroThl, HexBaTka neHer. Ho Bec-
Ha BCerzia IpOM3BOAWIA HA HEro XXUBUTEJLHOE BO3IEHCTBUE.

IN A VALE (c. 50)

®epmy B deppu (cM. kommeHT. k ‘My November Guest’)
H OKPECTHOCTH—caf, Jiec, 6010T0—PpocT «Hacemmwnm» Ma-
JICHPKMMM YeJIOBeYKaMH: THOMaMH, TOOJIMHAMH U  3Jib-
dbamu.

OH npunyman M paccka3ajd CBOMM JETSM MHOXECTBO
3aHATHBIX MCTOPUH NpO XUBYILUX BOKPYr (epMbl MajieHb-
kux mogpeil. OH yBepsul MX, 4TO, Korma camM Obul pebeH-

25*
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KOM, TO 4acTo BcTpeudascs M 6GeceloBasl C JIECHHIMH 4eJO-
Beukamu. Crapias nous PpoctoB Jlecnu nucajsa B CBOEM
JIETCKOM JOHEBHUKE: «Onbdbl U TOOJHHBI He OoJiblue ma-
IIMHO! PYKH».

IepBhiit BapuanT cruxorBopeHus ‘In a Vale’ ®pocrt Ha-
Nucall elle ILIKOJBbHUKOM. BrepBbie oHO Obuto omy6iMKo-
BaHO vepe3 [BaAUATh NATH JIET NOCJE BO3HHUKHOBEHHMS 3a-
MbicTa U B u3gaHum 1913 r. umeno nomsarosnoBok ‘Out
of old longings he fashions a story’.

STORM FEAR (c. 52)

‘He is afraid of his own isolation’,—Hanucan ®poct
B NOA3aroJIOBKE O JIMPHYECKOM Iepoe 3TOro CTUXOTBOPEHMS.

®pocra BCIO KU3Hb NPECIEIOBAIIM BCEBO3MOXHBIE CTpa-
xu. M3BecTHO, 4TO B HETCTBE U IOHOCTH OH HE IEpEeHO-
cun TeMHOTBI. O4eHb Oosuics OTLOBCKMX Haka3aHuid. PaHo
ymepumii YwiesMm IIpeckort ®Ppoct 6BUT CypoB M CKOp
Ha pacnpaBy. OH JOOMI MOBTOPATH mocioBuuy ‘Spare the
rod and spoil the child’.

XapakTepHo, 4TO BrocieacTBurn ®PpocT, KOTOpHIA OYECHb
moOWw1 CBOMX AeTell M NPOBOAWI C HUMH MHOIO BPEMEHH,
3a NPOCTYNKH K NPOBHHHOCTHM HAaKa3blBaJl HUX IO METOJIE
CBOETO POAMTENIS.

STARS (c. 52)

Jletom 1900 r. 3abonen yersipexsieTHH nepseHenr Ppoc-
ToB OnuoT. Bpay ocMmoTpen peGeHka u mnpomucan emy
munonu. CocrosiHue pebGeHka CTPEMHUTENBHO YXYALIAIOCh.
Korga pomutenu npuriacuwid Jpyroro Bpa4a, TOT cKa3all,
4YTO BpEMs YNYyLIEHO M NOMOYb peOeHKy yxe Henb3s. OH
yMEpP TOH K€ HOYbBIO.

UYyscTBO BHHBI He mnokuaailo Pobepra ®pocra Bcio
XHU3Hb: HE pa3 BIOCJEICTBHM OH IJIyXO HaMeKall, YTO Ha
€ro COBECTHM XHU3Hb ChiHa. B oTyasHue Bmana M €ro xeHa
OmuHop. BocnuTaHHas B CTporoit myputaHckod cpene, oHa
TeM He MeHee Bo3pomnTajia Ha Oora. Ilocie cMmepTn Osmo-
Ta oHa cka3aja Myxy: ‘There is no oversight of human af-
fairs’. UmeHHo 3TH cioBa PpocT BbIHEC B IOA3aroJIOBOK
‘Stars’ B uzpanumn 1913 r.
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GOING FOR WATER (c. 54)

B cbopuuxe A Boy’s Will nog3aroioBKoB HET TOJIKO
y aByx cruxorBopenuii: ‘Going for Water’, 3akirouaBiieM
nepByro 4yacTb, 4 ‘Reluctance’, 3aBepluaBiieM TPEThIO YacThb
W BCIO KHHTY.

Be3pMsHHBINA py4eil, pOTEKaBILIMH HeOaleKo OT (epMbl
B JleppH, BoceT BO MHOTUX (PpOCTOBCKUX CTUXOTBOPEHHSIX.
B T10 Bpems kak B Hpro-I'eMmimupe Bce pekd H peukd
TEKyT K OKeaHy, T.€. Ha BOCTOK, 3TOT py4eil Tex Ha 3a-
naj (cM. koMMeHT. k ‘West-Running Brook’). O6xwusruck
Ha ¢epme, cemeiictBo PpocToB crayo HaseBath ero Jis-
ryliaybuM pyubeM (cM. komMMeHT. k ‘Hyla Brook’).

REVELATION ({(c. 56)

3TO CTUXOTBOpPEHHE OTKPHLIBAJIO BTOPYHO 4acTh B M3[a-
HUu A Boy’s Will 1913 r. ToH M HacTpoeHHe CTHUXOB B
9TOH 4aCTH 3aMETHO MEHSIOTCS, HE MEHSETCS TOJBKO HpO-
HHUS KOMMEHTHUpYIOIWHKX noas3aronoBkos: ‘He resolves to be-
come intelligible, at least, to himself, since there is no
help else’.

THE TUFT OF FLOWERS (c. 56)

B necatu mmnax or JloypeHca (CM. KOMMEHT. k ‘My
November Guest’) naxomutcs nepeHs Ceitnem (Salem).
OToT MaJieHbKU# Mocesiok (epMEpOB 3aHUMAET BUIHOE MEC-
TO Ha KapTe (pocToBckoil mo33uu. VIMEHHO TaM JeToM
1889 r. narnammatunetHuit dpoct nomoran ¢epmepy Jlo-
pency bBeitnu youpaTts ceHo. BnocneacTsuu oH BCIOMHHAJ,
yro cruxotBopeHne ‘The Tuft of Flowers’ HaBesHO pa-
6ortoii Ha ceHokoce B CeiljieMe (CM. TakXe KOMMEHT. K
‘The Code’ u ‘The Grindstone’).

ITockonbky Ppoct, mo ero COOCTBEHHOMY TNPHU3HAHHUIO,
HUKOI1a He MHCAI CTHXOB IO CBEXHM BIEYATICHUSM (M
HUKOTa MX HE JAaTUPOBAJ), ONpPEINENIUTL BpEMs HaNMCaHHs
OOJIBIIMHCTBA M3 HHUX, Kak IpaBmwio, HeBo3moxHo. ‘The
Tuft of Flowers’ namucaHo He mno3mHee 1897 r.—umeHHO
Ttorna dpocT mpeacTaBuUil €ro B KauecTBE MOITHYECKOro CO-
YHHEHUS Ha 32HATUSAX MO AHTJIMICKOMY S3BIKY M JIMTEpAType
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B "'apBapnckom ynusepcutete. [IpenonaBatens A. Weddrnn
BECbMAa KPUTHYHO OTHECCS K TOMY NPOM3BE/ICHHIO, YKa3aB Ha
6aHaILHOCTL pU(DMBI M HEKOTOpPBIE Ipyrue GpopMajibHbIe He-
JOCTaTKH.

CruxotBopenue ‘The Tuft of Flowers’ He nomy4uio
onoOpeHHs B YHUBEPCUTETCKHX Kpyrax, 3aTo nomorio ®pocry
NOJYYUTh MECTO YuuTenss B akageMuu IIumHkepToHa (cM.
koMMeHT. k ‘A Late Walk’). I[IpountaB BCiyx 3TO CTHXOT-
BOpEHME Iepel COBETOM ILIKOJIbI, MECTHBIA CBSILIEHHUK CY-
MeJl yOeauTh ayaIuTOpMIO, YTO HedoyuuBiumiics B I'apBapne
tdepMep cMOXeT 00y4YaTb OKpPECTHBIX AETed aHIJIMHCKOMY
A3BIKY.

He sBb3biBaeT comHenusi, uto aBtop ‘The Tuft of
Flowers’ 3Han 1 6w cruxorBopenue Y. Bopacsopra ‘The
Daffodils’. JIrobombiTHO, 4TO, KpOoMe OOIIEro HacTpOEHus,
y IByX aBTOpPOB COBNAAaiOT pU(PMBI NATOH U IIECTOH CTPOK.

VY ®pocra:

I looked for him behind an isle of trees;
I listened for the whetstone on the breeze.

Y Bopacsopra:

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

INon3arosnoBox B u3ganuu 1913 r.—‘He resolves... to
know definitely what he thinks about fellowship’.

PAN WITH US (c. 60)

FOHBIi nUpuYecKkuii repoil 3TOro CTUXOTBOPEHHUS, 11O aB-
TokoMMeHTapuro Ppocta, ‘resolves to know definitely what
he thinks about art (his own)’.

OnHo M3 caMbIX CHJIBHBIX IOHOIIECKMX yBiedeHui Ppoc-
ta-no33us I1. b. lllennu. B 3T0M CTUXOTBOpEHUH 3aMeTHa
nepexinuka (mosemuuHasi) ¢ «'umHoMm Ilanma» aHrjmiickoro
M03Ta-POMAaHTHKA.

THE DEMIURGE’S LAUGH (c. 62)

IToasaronosox dpocTa K 3TOMY CTUXOTBOPEHHIO B U3Ja-
Hud 1913 r. MOYTH MOJHOCTBIO NOBTOPSAET TOT, YTO HMENO
cruxorBopenue ‘Pan with Us’. Tosnbko Ha ced pa3 JMpH-
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YeCKUH Trepoil ompefenseT CBOE€ OTHOLICHME HE K HC-
KyCCTBY, a K Hayke.

OBomonuonHoe yyenue Y. [lapBuHa AOJIroe BpeMs 3a-
npemiani npenogaBate B CIIA. HeymuBurensHo, 4TO aap-
BUHU3M JUIS MHOTMX aMEpHUKaHIEB, B TOM YHCJIE U Ui
®pocra, ObI1 CUMBOJIOM M OCHOBHBIM AOCTIDKEHMEM Haydy-
HOro MsoinuteHus. IIpoTuBOMOCTaBlEHNE «HAyKa— PETUTHS»
y ®pocra mouTH Bceria BBICTYNAE€T B BHIE «JapBUHU3M —
penurus». PpocT BCIO KU3HL OymeT MYYHTEIBHO pas-
MBIIUIATE HaX apryMeHTaMH B TNOJb3y 3HAHHUA WM
BEPHI.

B wactHpix Oecemax co cBouM Ouorpadom JI. Tomm-
coHoM (L. Thompson) ®poct He pa3 roopuia, yto ‘The
Demiurge’s Laugh’—cTuxoTBOpeHne 0 JapBHHU3ME.

Hemuypr ®pocra, BuauMo, 3auMcTBoBaH H3 [lnatona
(«Tumeit») B NOHHUMAeTCs KaK TBOpEIl BCETO CYIIEro H3
CO-BeYHON eMy MaTepuu. VI kak TakoBOHl OH, €CTECTBEHHO,
MPOTHBOIIOCTABJIEH XPUCTHAHCKOMY TBOpILY, CO3IaBLIEMY
mup u3 Huyero. (Ppoct usysan Ilnatona B I'apBapiackom
YHHUBEPCHUTETE.)

B cBsA3M ¢ 3TUM CTOUT YNoMsHYTH M 00 oxore mudo-
Jorugeckoro Mmupaca 3a CeneHom; CeneH B HEKOTOPBIX
BapHaHTax Mu¢a nocjie HOUMKH pa3paxaeTcsi JEMOHHYECKHM
CMEXOM.

A LINE-STORM SONG (c. 62)

IMomszaronoBok B um3manuu 1913 r.—‘It is the autum-
nal mood with a difference’.

OCTOBER (c. 64)

CtuxoTBopenue Hanucano Ha ¢epme B Heppu (Havano
1900-x romos).

®dpoct 06U U 3HAJ AHTJIMHACKUX POMAHTHKOB, UX BIIHS-
HHe Ha TBOpuecTBO Ppocra (0COGEHHO paHHETO) HECOMHEH-
Ho. Ho yXe B 3TOM CTHXOTBOpeHHMH MSATKUR (ppocTOBCKUI
IOMOp MCIIOJBOJIb pa3pylIaeT KaHOHbBI POMaHTHYECKOTO
MBILICHUS.

IMonzaronoBox B u3nanuu 1913 r.—‘He sees days slipping
from him that were the best for what they were’.
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RELUCTANCE (c. 66)

310 cruxoTBOpeHMe, 3aBepuiaBiiee A Boy's Will, cBs-
3aHO CO CJENYIOLIMM IPaMaTHYeCKUM 3MH300M M3 JKHU3HH
®pocra.

Pobepr ®poct u Onmuop VaiT TaiiHO 06py4msHCh
B 1892 r. DyuHop mocrymwia B CeHt-JlopeHCOBCKHUIT YHH-
BepcuteT (r. KantoHn), a PobepT ocrancs pabortate B pon-
HOM ropoze. IlepennceiBanuce OHM peryisipHo. B xaxmbrii
npue3q OJIMHOP Ha KaHHUKYJBI JoMoi PobOepT HacrauBai
Ha HEMEIUICHHOHM cBaabbe. DJMHOP OTKa3biBasiach. Pobepty
CTajJl0 Ka3aThbCHd, YTO ero pa3nmobmwid, U oceHbio 1894 r.,
HU3MYYEHHBI COMHEHUSIMU U PEBHOCTbBIO, OH PELIAET MOEXaTh
B KaHTOH, Bce BBIACHUTH M NOJOXHTbH KOHEL HEONpeIeseH-
HoctH. Ilepen oTbe310M OH Ha COOCTBEHHBbIE JIEHBI'M IEYaTa-
€T B MECTHOW THMOrpaduu KHUTY, COCTOSBIIYIO H3 MABYX
€r0 FOHOLIECKUX CTHXOTBOPEHHi, BCEr0 B IBYX O3K3EMILISA-
pax—mia cebds u cBoeil Bo3moOneHHod. KHuxkeuka umena
POCKOLUHBIA HeperieT ¥ HasbiBaslach ‘Twilight’.

IMpuexaB B KantoH paHo ytpoMm, Pobepr oTtmpaBmics
HCKaTh NAHCHOH, B KOTOPOM DJIMHOP CHUMaJa koMHaTty. Hpa-
BBl IAHCHOHA OBUIH CTPOIH — MOCELICH!S pa3pellaIUCh TOJIb-
KO BEYEpOM, B OTBEIEHHbIE Iyl 3TOro 4achl. Ilpuesn ®poc-
Ta yOUBMJI W pa3rHeBan OnuHOp. KHukeuky oHa B3sja,
a camoro ®pocra BeICTaBWIa 3a NOPOr, CKa3aB, YTO pas-
ropapuBath ¢ HuM Oyaer Tosbko noma (T.e. B JloypeH-
ce).

Voureiit ropem @®poct, yBEepUBILIMCh B XYALUIMX CBOMX
NOJO3PEHUAX, pEIIAeT, YTO XUTh Oosbiue He cTouT. OH
PBET B KJIOYKHA KHIKKY (BTOpPOH, U HBIHE €IUHCTBEHHBII
IK3EMIUISP COXPAHWICA) W pELIaeT NOKOHYUTHh C coDOoM.
IIpaBna, ciocod oH BhIOpan BecbMa HEOOBIYHBINH — OH PELLII
crudyTh B ‘Dismal Swamp’ (6ykBasibHO — 350BeLee 60J10TO).
Dismal Swamp —rpoMaziHoe, IOYTH HEMPOXOJUMOE JIECUCTOE
60J10TO, HaXOOWIOCh B LUTaTe BUpruHusA, B MOJIyTOpa Thi-
cAYax MWIb OT Mecra xuresbcTBa Pobepra. He ckazas
HH CJIOBa POOHEIM M 3HaKOMbBIM (MyCTh mOMYy4aroTcs!),
OH Tpu IHs nodbupayica mo Hopdosnka nHa noesmax u na-
poxoze, a OCTaBIUWiics MyTh nponenan nemkoM. JJobOpas-
ImMCch K Beuepy g0 Oosiota, oH momen Briayos. PeaybHbix
OMacHoOCTe#t HOYbIO Ha Ooyore OBLUIO HEMAalo-—TOmH, rpe-
My4He 3MeH, kpynsble xumnukd. K cuacteio mns Pobepra,
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cBeTwia nojHas JjyHa. OH wlen 10O TOJYHOYM MO e€4Ba
BUAMMBIM TpONUHKAM M MIPOCEKAaM M BBHILIENT K KaHaly,
KOTOpbIi mepecekaer Dismal Swamp ¢ BocToka Ha 3aman.
3nech ero B3sUIM Ha CBOH KaTep OXOTHHUKM. BhicmaBiiuch
B KalOTe KaTepa, HAYTPO OH OTKa3ajcid OT MBICIM O ca-
Moyouiictee. Ho uto 6bU10 nenath nanbie? JleHer He ObLIO,
MOoChUIaThb AOMOW TejlerpaMMy O NOMOIIM HE [03BOJjsAja
ropoocTb, a IO AOMa MHOro coteH mwib mytd. Omuc-
ces Pobepra mnpomomxanach JBaguath TPH  JHS - OH
HaHMMAJICS Ha ciyyaiiHble paboThl, €xajl B TOBapHbIX Ba-
roHax BMecTe ¢ Oponsramu, mesn nemkoM. B koHume koH-
LOB TOPJOCTbIO TMPHMUUIOCH NOCTYNMTbCS M Ha NPUCIIaHHBIE
MaTepblo IeHbru PobepT BO3BpaTWiCs IOMOIA.

Meicias 0 camoy6uiicTBe npuxomwia k Ppocty B Moio-
JOCTH He emuHOXIbl. TpynHO cymuTh, OBUIM JIM €ro Ha-
MEpEHHs CEpbe3HbIMM, WIH Xe TO ObUla cBoeoOpa3Hast ur-
pa B oTyasHMEe U OTBEpXeHHOCTb. B 1897 r., yuach B
I'apBapne, P. ®poct npounTan scce amMepukaHckoro ¢uio-
coba Ywibama [xeiimca «Crour qu xuth? (‘Is Life
Worth Living?’) u BMecTe ¢ aBTOpOM yOEOWICs, YTO CTOHMT.
970, BHpo4YeM, He NOMEIIANI0O €My BHIHALIKWBATH Tparuyec-
Kde IUiaHbl yxe Ha ¢epme B Heppu (Havano 1900-x romos).

North of Boston

IlepBoe u3manue kHUru BblUUIO B AHriuu B 1914 1.
Kpome yxe mnpuBbluHOM mius uurtatened 4 Boy's Will
MEIUTATUBHOH JIMPUKH, OHA B OCHOBHOM COJEpXaljia HOBBIE
s Ppocra nosTuyeckue GOpMBI—TaK Ha3bIBaeMbIe Jpama-
THYECKUE AMAJIOTH-TIOBeCTBOBaHUs. Hanucanubsie OeibIM misi-
TUCTOIIHBIM sSIMOOM, OHHM pHCOBAJIM KAPTHHBI H3 KHU3HH
¢depmepoB Hoso#t AHrnum.

Pabota Hax kHUTO# coBnasa no BpeMEHH ¢ pa3paboTkoii
®dpocToM Teopun 6eoro cTUxa, KOTOPLIH, O €ro MHEHHUIO,
JEPXKUTCS HA CTOJIKHOBEHHH METPO-PUTMHYECKOTO PHCYHKA
CTHXa C HEpEryJspHbIM PHUTMOM ecTeCTBeHHOH peuu. OH,
B YaCTHOCTH, MHCAJI MO 3TOMY HOBOIY:

‘...there are the very regular preestablished accent and
measure of blank verse; and there are the very irregular
accent and measure of speaking intonation. I am never more
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pleased than when I can get these into strained relation.
I like to drag and break the intonation across the meter as
waves first comb and then break stumbling on the shingle.’
(Selected Letters of Robert Frost, Ed by L. Thompson,
New York, 1964, p. 128; nanee: Selected Letters).

Henb3s cka3aTth, 4TOOBI 3TOT NpuHIMN ObLT abCOIOTHO
HoB. Cam ®pocTt npusHaBaj, 4TO y Hero ObulM mpen-
miectBeHHUkH (Bepruwnuii—B axiorax, Hlekcnup-B apamax,
BopacBopTt—B supuke), omHako Ppoct mobuiics B CBOMX
QMaJjiorax Takoi eCTECTBEHHOCTH 3By4aHHsl, YTO HECMOTpS Ha,
B LEJOM, KHIDKHYIO JIEKCHKY (pPOCTOBCKHX «QKJIOI», OHH
MHOTMMH YHMTATEJSIMH U KPUTHKAMHM BOCIPHHHMAIOTCS Kak
NPOCTOPEYHBIE.

IMpexne yem ®Ppoct ocraHoBWICA Ha Ha3BaHuu North
of Boston (uto o0o3HavaeT Ty 4actb HoBoit AHrINH,
B KOTOpo# xuin PpocT), oH nepenpoboBan HeMaJO APYIUX:
‘Farm Servants’, ‘New England Eclogues’, ‘New Englanders’,
‘New England Hill Folk.’

CBoeobpa3nbiM snurpagoM k kHure North of Boston
Moryiu Obl MocinyXuTh cioBa camoro ®dpocra:

‘...one of the things that makes you go is making
a hero out of somebody that nobody else had ever noticed
was a hero’ (Interviews with Robert Frost. Ed by E. Lathem,
New York, 1966, p. 172; nanee Interviews).

THE PASTURE (c. 72)

3TO CTHXOTBOpEHHE, BIEpPBBIE ONYyOJHMKOBaHHOE B cOOp-
Huke North of Boston, mo4Td BO BCEX HOCJIENYIOLIUX U3-
OpaHHBIX W TMOJIHBIX cOOpaHuax cTtuxoB Ppocra, momema-
JIOCb B KayeCTBe 3arjiaBHOro (amurpacduueckoro) Ko Bcei
KHHTE.

Hanucano, no Bceit BepositHocTH, B AHruu B 1913 1.,
HaBesHO Xu3Hbi0 Ha (epme B Jeppu (1900-1909).

3. A. Puuapnc (E. A. Richards) B cratee “Two Memoirs
of Frost’ (Touchstone, Amherst, Mass. Vol. IV, No. 3, p. 20)
IOpUBOIUT cledylomue ciaoBa PpocTta O CTUXOTBOPEHUH
‘The Pasture’: ‘There is a poem about love that’s new in
treatment and effect. You won’t find anything in the
whole range of English poetry just like that’. CMm. Takxe
koMMeHT. k ‘A Late Walk’.
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MENDING WALL (c. 72)

B 1936 r., BcmoMuHas Ha HO3TUYECKOM Beyepe B Yacnei-
aHCKOM yHUBepcuTeTe 00 0OCTOSATENLCTBaX HAIIMCAHHUS 3TOTO
cruxoTBopeHus, Ppocr ckaxer: ‘I wrote the poem ‘“Mending
Wall” thinking of the old wall that I hadn’t mended in
several years and which must be in a terrible condition.
I wrote that poem in England when I was very homesick
for my old wall in New England’. (L. Thompson, Robert
Frost. The Early Years, New York, 1966, pp. 432-433;
nanee: The Early Years.)

B BeirenpuBeneHHOM OTpbiBKe PPOCT BCIIOMMHAET CBOIO
¢depmy B [eppu, xoTopas C lora rpaHuumina c ¢epmoit
Hanoneona I'es. [eiictButensHo, Ha ydacTke y I'es pocnu
cocHbl, a y ®pocra-s0yioku. Peanvubiii Hanoneon Ieit
ObLI MIWJIBIM M BHUMATEJBHBIM COCEIOM, XOTS M IpHIEpP-
XuBascs crapuHHOi moroBopku ‘Good fences make good
neighbours’. Bo BpeMst exeroaubx jeTHux omiiyyek @pocros
OH NIpHUCMATpUBajl 3a MX KOpoBoi m Kypamu. CTOUT yno-
MSHYTH €le OOHO cTuxoTBopeHue Ppocra, rae NPOTOTHIOM
repost 661 Bce TOT e Hamoneon I'eil. B cTuxoTrBopeHum
‘The Ax-Helve’, ve Bomenmem B Ham cbopuuk, Hamoneo-
Hy ['eto BO3IaHO 1O CHpaBEeIIUBOCTH—OH OEHCTBHTENILHO
JieNlajl NpeKpacHble TONMOpHIA U MHOTOMY HAay4uJ CaMoOro
®pocra.

THE MOUNTAIN (c. 74)

Hamucano B Anrmuu B 1913 r. Ilouru kak Bcerma
y ®pocra, CTUXOTBOPEHHE UMEET KOHKPETHYIO Tomnorpaduro.
I'opa Hor (Op) HaxomuTcs Ha ceBepe ITata BepMoOHT
y o3epa Ywuioybaif, rae Pobepr ®poct oTmpixanm co
cBoeit cembeir B 1909 r. Ectp B wrTaTte BepMoHT u ropon
JlyHeHOypr, mpaBaa, HaxXOOUTCS OH B NATHIACCATH MHUJIAX
ot ropsl Op.

BriGop reorpaduueckux Ha3BaHMi B 3TOH HCTOpHM €1Ba
nu ciaydyaeH. Op —6ubneiickuit Tonmonum, JIyHeHO6ypr — «ropon
JIYHBI».

MOXHO HpOYHTATL 3TOT JHAJIOT KaK MH(OJIOrHYECKYIO
napa6ony. B npotuBonocrasnenuu Jlyna - Connue, mudoso-
ruveckas JiyHa—oOBIYHO OTpHUIATENbHbIH nepcoHax. Mupo-
Basg ropa (aHajor MupoBOro apeBa) TpexwieHHa. Ha ee
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BeplinHe obuTaroT OOrd, HOcepeauHe —4esIOBeYECKUi pof,
BHU3Y — 3JIblE yXH.

[TpaBna, Mucdonoruyeckue croxersl PpocT yallle UCIONb-
30Ball B CaMOM paHHEM NEpHOJAE CBOEro TBOpYecTBa (CM.,
HanpuMep, ‘Pan with Us’ u ‘The Demiurge’s Laugh’).
Jns 3penoro u nosanero ®pocra npuBblYHEE MHOTO3HAYHAs
npUTya.

HOME BURIAL (c. 82)

PobGepr ®dpoct He pa3 roBopui, YTO NOBOAOM IUIs
Hanmucanud ‘Home Burial’ emy mocnyxwmia peajibHas cyab0a
Jleonn! Xapgeit. JleoHa—craplias cecTpa OJIMHOP, XEHBI
®pocTta, pasounUiacb CO CBOMM MYXEM IIOCIE CMEPTH HX
pebenka B 1895 r. OH Takke rOBOPHJI, YTO CTHXOTBOpPEHHE
HanucaHo B AHmd B 1912 wmu 1913 r.

®dpocT HepeAKO MCKaXaj WIM NpHUyKpammBan (akThl
cBoeit Oumorpaduu. EcTb MHOro OCHOBaHMil CYMTaTh, 4TO
B ‘Home Burial’ oTpaxeHO M rope morepu nepBoro ChiHa,
nepexutoe ®pocramu B 1900 r. (Cm. kommMmeHT. k ‘Stars’).
Heno He TonbkO B TOM, YTO ONHCAHHE MeECTa JEHCTBUA
(JlecTHMIIBI Ha BTOpOH 3TaX C OKHOM Ha IUIOMIAJKe) CO-
OTBETCTBYET HHTepbepy noma PpoctoB B JleppH, HIH 4TO
repouHsl MO3MBI NpoM3HOCUT ¢pasy ‘But the world’s evil’,
KOTOPYIO MIOCJIE CMEPTH CbIHA IOCTOSHHO NPOM3HOCHJIA
xkeHa Ppocta. MOTHB HEMOHMMAaHHUS MEXIY MYXEM M XKeHO#
He pa3 BcTpeuyaeTcs B noasun ®pocra. Crouueckas mo3uuus
MyXa —3TO no3unus camoro Ppocra, K KOTOpOH OH NpHILE]
NOCJIE MYYUTENIBHBIX HMCIBITAHWA MOJIOJOCTH.

THE CODE (c. 88)

Ucropusa, pacckazanHas ®PpocToM B 3TOM AMaore,
CBs3aHa C OOpOrMMH ero cepany Mecramu. FiMeHHO B
nepesHe CeiineM mpoien oH y ¢depmepa Jlopenca Beiuin
BCIO HayKy y6opku ceHa (cM. kommeHT. k ‘The Tuft of
Flowers’). B Ceitneme on xun u jgeroM 1893 r. c cecrpa-
MU VYauT.

Cam ®pocT ObUI1, IO MHOTOYHCIEHHBIM CBUIETEILCTBAM,
He o4yeHb yMmensiM ¢epMepom. Ilo-HacrosueMy eMmy npH-
IIUIOCh 3aHUMAThLCS (PepMEpPCKUM TPYIOM TOJIBKO OBa JIETHUX
nepuona B roHoctd (B 1889 u 1891 rr.), xorna oH Ha-
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HuUMaucs Ha ¢epmsbl panu 3apabotka. [IpoxuB B cenbckoit
MECTHOCTH 3HAYMTEJIbHYIO 4acTh CBOEH KH3HM, OH HE 3apa-
6aThIBaJ ieHer ¢pepMepckuM TpyxoM. B Jleppu 1o ycTpoiicTBa
Ha paboty B axkamemuro IIuHKepTOHa OH, mpaBaa, pa3BoO-
Il Kyp, Ho ecnu Obnl He momowmpb Kapna Bappena (cm.
xoMmmMmeHT. k ‘The Self-Seeker’), koTopweli Xun ¢ HUM Ha
(epme nmepBbIe TpU roJia U BHIIOJHSI BCE OCHOBHBIE paboTHI,
OH efiBa 1 cymel1 6bl cBecTH KOHIBI ¢ KoHIIaMu. C oThe300M
Bappena pena mnocrenenHo paccrpowtnck. Cam  Ppocr,
OJIHAKO, OXOTHO mojazepxuBal MU} o cebe, xkak 0 «4eJo-
Beke M3 Hapojna, epmepe-noste u3 HoBoit AHrnum».

THE FEAR (c. 96)

®pocT crpagan ceHHoit Jguxopankoil. [Tostomy Haumnasn
¢ 1903 r. Ha mepHoOI LBETEHHS IOJIEBBIX LIBETOB OH Ye3Xall
c cempeil co cpoeit depmbl B Hpro-Mopx (8 1903 r.),
a noToM—B ropsl BepmonTa.

Jletom 1906 r. oH no3HakoMuics C ceMbell (epMepoB-
upnananeB JIuHYell U C Tex Mop JIETOM NpuUe3kKal K HUM
CO CBOMMH JOMoYamuaMu B moceliok Budseem. dHeM oH
Opoomyl MO OKPECTHOCTSIM, Mrpajl C JETbMH, a BEYEpOM
BCe COOMpaNUCh BMECTE M PacCKasblBaIM APYr IPYry HCTO-
pHH, HEKOTOpbie M3 HHWX BIOCJIEACTBUM JIErJM B OCHOBY
ctuxoB ®Ppocra.

Onmnaxnabl PpocT mporynuBaiics mocie obena ¢ MATH-
JleTHUM chlHOM K3ppoJsioM 1Mo mpocesiouHo# Jopore, coemu-
Hsrowme# Budureem ¢ mocenkom ®pankonus. Bosspaimanuchk
JOMOH yXe B CyMEpKH. YBHUIEB NpHOIMKAIOIIYIOCS IBY-
KOJIKY, cOLIIH ¢ goporu. PpocTt 3aMeTII, YTO Npoe3kKaronas
MMMO XCHIIMHA HEPBHO CTETHYyJIa Jiomans. JIByKoJIka CBEpHY-
Jla 3a yroj AoMa, MOCIBUIAINCH rojioca, 3axercs (oHapb.
IToToM jxeHIMHA BBIIUIZ Ha JOPOTY, OIJIseNa NPOXOXUX
N TOHO3PUTEJILHO CHPOCHMJIA, YTO 3TO OHH BbICMATpH-
BalOT y ee noma. PpocT OTBETWI, YTO OHH HPOCTO IPO-
TYJIMBaIOTCS, a KUBYT Henojajeky, Ha ¢epme JIunuei.

B T1or xe Bewep Ppoct pacckazan muccuc JIuHu o
CTpaHHOW JKCHIIMHE, Ha 4TO Ta MOBEJajla €My INeYaJIbHYIO
ucropmo. OmHa M3 MeECTHBIX AeBylIeK y4ymwiack B Bocrone
U BblIUIa TaM 3amyx. Pabortas Mencectpoii B OoJbHuIe,
BmMoOW1Iace B MandeHTa M cOexana ¢ HUM OT MyxXa M
pebenka. «M Temepp, HecMOTpss Ha OoOJIbIIOE PAcCCTOSIHHE
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oT BocToHa M Hauly riyXoMaHb, XXHMBET B BEYHOM CTpaxe,
YTO MYX HaineT U yObeT ee».

Tema cTpaxa M e€ro npeonosieHMs BCeraa BOJHOBaJa
®pocra. Bce, oTBeuaBluee ero Bepe B TO, YTO OObIACHHAA
XH3Hb TpeOyeT OT 4YeJOBEKa MYXECTBA, BBI3BIBAJIIO y HETrO
HCKpEHHUH U ri1yOoKmii uHTEpec.

THE DEATH OF THE HIRED MAN (c. 102)

Korna ®pocr onybnukoBas B AHIJIMM CBOW NEpBBIA
cbopuuk ctuxoB A Boy’s Will, oH 3agyman Hamucatb
pomaH o ¢epmepax HoBoit AHriIuM, HOJIOXHUB B OCHOBY
CioxeTa KOH(GJIMKT CTApOro OMBITHOrO (epMepa ¢ MOJIOABIM
BBIMYCKHUKOM KoJulemka. PomaH Tak u He ObL1 Hamucal.
Ho otronocku 3Toro InaHa BUOHBI B JApaMaTHYECKOM
muanore ‘The Death of the Hired Man’.

AMepHKa NpakTHYeCKH He 3HAJIa CBOETrO BEJIMKOrO MO3Ta
no 1915 r. (npaBma, mnepBble NOJIOXHUTENbHBIE pELEH3UU
B aMEpHKaHCKOM mnpecce mo3ToB I3pbl Ilaynnma, XuBIIEro
torna B Jlonmone, u Omu Jloysmn mosBmiuck B 1913 u
1914 rr.). Korma B 1915 r. B CIIA Brinuio mepeoe ame-
pukaHckoe usnanme North of Boston, cpeou NOSBUBLUMXCS,
B OCHOBHOM XBaJIeOHBIX, peneH3uii Obuta m Takas. Ilepe-
NHCaB B NMPO3aMYECKyI0 CTPOKY 0e3 3arjaBHbBIX OyKB Hayalo
‘The Death of the Hired Man’, u3BecTHblif TOrma XypHa-
et @. I1. Amamc (F. P. Adams) 3axmounn: ‘We confess
to disappointment in Robert Frost’s North of Boston.
Intellects broader and riper than ours have acclaimed
it as fine poetry. Mr. Frost begins his lines with capital
letters just the same as the poets we greatly admire. One
test of poetry is to set it as prose... There is, to our
constricted notion, as much poetry as in a boxscore or
a weather forecast’ (Tribune, 11 June 1915).

Ocenbto 1915 r. B BocroHe axTepbl-oOuTeNnd mnocra-
BWIM OBa JpamMaTuyeckux nauaiora ®Ppocra. ®pocrt Obui
NpUrjalleH Ha npeacrasieHue. Ero B3becuia urpa UCIOJHHU-
Teneld poneid Yoppena u Moapu B ‘The Death of the
Hired Man’. O6pa3oBaHHbIE FTOPOACKHE XXUTEJIN, OHH PELLIIH,
4TO CEJIbCKHMX XUTeJell Hano u300paxarh, HEYKIIOXKE CTynas
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IO CUEHe WU pasroBapuBas IpyoeiMu rosocamu. [locne
npencrapiaeHus ®Opoct ObUl NpurjamieH 3a KyJHChl, Ine
U Habpocuics Ha ucronHuTeNeil. « Heyxenu He sICHO, — KpU4a
OH,—4TO M3pu U YOppeH HErJynble MHTEJUIMTEHTHBIE JIFOaH ?
Ax, He sicHo? Tak 3HailiTe Xe, YTO M OH, ¥ OHAa OKOHYMJIH
KOJUIEIN».

AFTER APPLE-PICKING (c. 112)

C 1912 no 1915 r. ®dpoct xun B AHriMH, rae ¥ ObUIH
ony6JMKOBaHBl [BE €ro NepBbleé KHUIM CTUXOB. MHorme u3
3THX CTHXOB HamUcaHbl B MononoeTd. [locne ony6aukoBaHus
nepBbIX IBYX KHur Ppocra crand mocemiatb CTpaxH, 4TO
OH BBIOOXCS KaK IO3T, YTO JIy4Ilee UM YXe HAIHCaHO.
BoTt uto on mucan B muceme JI. VHTepMmeriepy (L. Unter-
meyer) 4 mas 1916 r.: ‘I am going to tell you something
I never but once let out of the bag before and that was
just after I reached London and before I had begun to
value myself for what I was worth... It is this: The poet
in me died nearly ten years ago.” (Selected Letters, p. 201).

He wuckiroyeHo, 4To B 3TOM mHcbMe PpocT HamekaeT
AMEHHO Ha ctuxoTBopeHue ‘After Apple-Picking’, xotopoe
MHOTHE€ KOMMEHTATOPbI CKJIOHHBI pACCMATPUBATh KaK MPUTYY
O TMO3THYECKOM TBOPYECTBE.

THE SELF-SEEKER (c. 114)

Korna B 1888 r. uernipHaguatuinetHuil PoGept yuuics
B cpenHel mkose Jloypenca, OH HOAPYXKHJIICS C OJHOKJIACCHH-
koM Kapnom Bappenom (Carl Burrel). OpHoxyaccHUKY
ObLI0 TOrma [ABaAuUATh 4YETHIpE roJa, U OH YyXe YycCHel
MHOT0€ NMOBHAATh. DTa Apyx6a OyleT urpaTh 3HAYUTEIbHYIO
poib B xu3Hun ®pocra Bmiote Ao 1902 r. Kapn Bappen
OBLT 4eJIOBEKOM HBITIMBLIM U HaYUTaHHBIM. OH HO3HaKOMMII
Pobepta c 3BosmonuonHON Teopueit [apBuHa W 3apoOHUI
B €ro [IOynly NepBble CEMeHa €eCIM He aTeu3Ma, TO BO
BCAKOM ciyyae ckerncuca. Y bBappena Obulo yBieueHwue,
KOTOpbIM OH BIIOCJIEACTBHM 3apa3uwn ¥ ®Ppocra: oH ObLI
CTpacTHBIM cobupareneM repdapueB. Ero ocobeHno uHTepe-
coBayu Mxu u opxuzeu. Ilon ero pykoBoactBom Ppoct
no3Hakomuics ¢ ¢uiopoii HoBoit AHrMu u notoM yxe
He Opocan ypieyeHHs] OOTAaHHMKOH 1O KOHIA CBOMX [IHEH.
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Kapn Bappen He npepeiBasl oTHoweHui ¢ ®PpocroM, maxe
yexaB u3 JloypeHca.

B 1896 r. Bappen pabortan Ha Jnecomwike B [epeBHE
INem6poyk (wrtat Hpto-I'emniimp) m Hawmen s MoJio-
oXeHOB ymmHOp M Pobepra netHmit qoM B cocenHeit
JepeBHe AjueHctayH. B 1o metro Kapn u Pobepr mHoro
6pommid no jecaM U 1moJjsAM, cobupas LBETbl M MXH.
O6uuio NBETOB B CBOUX CTUXOTBOpeHUsIX PpocT Bo MHOroM
obsa3an Bappeiny.

Otapix 4yethl PpocToB ObUI HApYLIEH HECYACTHBIM CIIy-
yaeM, KoTopsiil npousoiuen ¢ BappenoM. [Tona ero KypTku
momnaja B pEeMeHHBI npuBox mwibl, bappena 3aTSHYJIO
B MEXaHM3M, M OH Cepbe3HO mopaHui cebe Horu. PasroBop
Kapiia ¢ ropucTOM O IEHEXHOH KOMIIEHCAMHM NPOMCXOAUI
Ha ria3ax ®pocra.

MHoro net cmycTs, BHAMMO, 4TOOBl cAeNaTh NPUSATHOE
cBoemy napyry, ®poct B cruxorBopeHun ‘The Self-Seeker’
MOrpelnsI NpoTuB 6OTaHUKHU, 3aCTABUB IIBECTH OJHOBPEMEH-
HO TpH caMbix moOumeix opxupen Bappena-Ram’s Horn,
Yellow Lady’s Slipper u Purple Lady’s Slipper. B Hosoit
AHIIINM OHM HMKOIZA HE LBETYT B OJHO BpPEMS.

HeussecTHo, nepenuceiBasics nu peanbhbiii Kapn bappen
C KpYNHEHIIUM aMEepHKaHCKUM HAaTypaJIMCTOM U ¢unocopoM
HOxoHoMm Bappoy3om, Ho y Bappena neiictButensHO Oblina
npeBocxonHas 60oTaHuveckas 6GMOMHMOTEKA, U caM OH MHOTO
nmucajl Ha 60TaHHYECKHE TEMBI.

B stom cruxorBopeHun PpocT-ele B Hayalge BeKa-—
NIPEABOCXUTIII OCHOBHYIO 7KOJIOTHYECKYIO Npo6JeMy Hallero
BpeMeHu. Yenosek, mo PpocTy, B CBOUX OTHOILUCHUAX C
npuponoi, nogoben 3Mmee, kycaroulei cebs 3a xBocT. daxe
B/IIOOJICHHBIA B MPHPOAY TEepoil ApaMaTH4ecKoro AMaiora,
3apabaTbIBacT cebe Ha XKU3Hb TEM, YTO CHOCOOCTBYET YHHYTO-
KEHUIO TeX €€ BUIOB, KOTOpBIE MOKAa HE CTaJM PEAKUMH.

Pobept ®poct cuutan Yunbsma Batnepa Meiitca onaum
U3 BEeJIMYAHIIMX aHIJIOA3BIYHBIX MO3TOB. B pacckase repos
o kyBwuHkax (the Hearts) cnbimHa nepexnuyka ¢ paHHeH
meecoit Meiitca ‘The Land of Heart’s Desire’, kxoTopyio
®poct oueHb JIOOMNI M CTaBUJI CO CBOMMHM YYEHHKaMH
B akazemuu ITuHkeproHa.
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THE WOOD-PILE (c. 130)

Ecnu cpaBHuth nupuky dpocta M ero apamMaTHYECKHE
IOBECTBOBaHHUS, TO MOXET II0Ka3aThCs, YTO OHH HAMHCAHBI
IByMs pa3HbIMH II03TaMH—CTOJIb pa3jIMYHBI OHH M O
¢opme n no conepxanuto. Jlupuka dpocra Bcs KOHIEHTPHU-
pyeTCs Ha BHYTPEHHEM MHpE M OYeHb HHTHMHBIX Ilepe-
KMBAHUAX, NpPAaMaTUYECKHE XK€ IOUAJIOTH—BCErAa HCTOPUH
C CIOKETOM H JEHCTBYIOLIMMH JIMIAMH, NOJIyApPaMbI-NOJTy-
HOBeJUTbl. VI TOJBKO B O4YEHb HEMHOTHMX CTHXaX, B 4acT-
Hoct B ‘The Wood-Pile’, st nBe unocracu ®pocra comu-
KAKOTCS.

Mountain Interval

Tpetbs kuura cruxoB P. ®pocra yBuzesna csetr B 1916 r.
B HblO-HOopkckoMm uspatenbctBe Henry Holt & Co, c koro-
PbIM OTHBIHE U OyZeT cBsi3aHa JuTepaTypHas cyabba Pobepra
®pocra.

Cruxu, BolUeIIIME B 3Ty KHUTY, HAamHCaHbl B TeYEHHE
JBaguaTwieTHero nepuona (c 1896 mo 1916 r.).

IlepBoe uznanme Mountain Interval 6pU10 OMyOJIMKOBaHO
CO CJIEQYIOUIMM HOCBSILEHUEM JKEHE:

‘TO YOU

Who least need reminding that before this interval of the
South Branch under black mountains, there was another
interval, the Upper at Plymouth, where we walked in spring
beyond the covered bridge, but that the first interval of
all was the old farm, our brook interval, so called by
the man we had it from in sale.’

ITocesiieHye conepKUT HAMEK Ha TPU MECTa XUTEJIbCTBA
ceMpr ®poctoB: nocenoxk Ppankonus B ropax I'pun-Mays-
tuH (1915-1920), wrar Bepmonr; r. IlnimMyT B ropax
Vaiir-Mayntun, mrat Hero-I'emnmup, roe ®poct npeno-
maBan uenaslid rog B mkosie (1911-1912) no orse3ma B
Aurmmo; u depmy B Heppu (1900-1909).

26-328
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THE ROAD NOT TAKEN (c. 136)

B 1913 r. B AHrun PpocT MO3HAKOMUICA C THCa-
TesieM DasBapaoM TomacoMm (Edward Thomas). Kak mpasuiio,
oTHoweHuss Ppocta ¢ koJuleramMu MO Nepy CKJIANBIBAJIUCH
CJIOXHO—K cOOpaThsiM IO peMecily OH 4acTo ObUT pPeBHHB
n nogo3spurteneH. C TomacoMm xke cpa3y 3aBsizanack Apyx0a,
Jla mpu4eM Takas, uto 1 Ppoct, u Tomac He pa3 nmpu3HaBa-
JINCh, 4TO GoJiee OJM3KOro Apyra KaxAblif M3 HUX B XXKU3HU
HE UMeJ.

COnmkano UX MHOroe —oO0IIMe MO3THYECKHE BKYCBI, CXO-
KeCTb TEMIIEPAaMEHTOB M XapaKTepOB, yBjieueHHe GOTaHMKOM.
Korpa ®poct B 1915 r. Bepuyncsa B CIHIA, Tomac cepnes-
HO 00ayMbIBall BO3MOXHOCTb IepeexaTb B AMEPHKY
U nocenutbes B Helo-I'eMnumupe psaoM co CBOMM ApPYroM.

9. Tomac npuHMMaJ pelleHUs TOJBKO IMOC]E MYYHTENb-
HBIX KojeOaHMH, a NpPHHSAB, YacCTO COMHEBAJICS, MPaBWIb-
Hbli M BBIOOp caenan. PpocT, BOCHMTAHHBIH MO CTOMKO-
IypUTAaHCKOMY NpuHIMNy «JloOpblii maxapbs HUKOrJa He Or-
JIAOBIBACTCA», YacCTO MOATPYHHUBAJI HAJ CBOMM JpYroM, IO-
BTOpss: ‘No matter which road you take, you’ll always sigh,
and wish you’d taken another.” (L. Thompson. Robert Frost.
The Years of Triumph, New York, 1970. p. 88; nanee:
The Years of Triumph).

Vxe BepHyBmuch B CIIA, ®poct npucnan Tomacy
cBoe HoBoe ctuxoTBopenue ‘The Road Not Taken’ 6e3 ka-
Kux-nbo nosichenuii. ToMacy CTUXOTBOpEHUE MOHPABHIIOCH,
HaMeKka Ha COOCTBEHHYIO HEpEUIMTEJbHOCTb OH B HEM HE
yBuzesa. B ciuemyromeMm muceMe ®Ppoct MArko OOBSICHMI
apyry, yto ‘The Road Not Taken’ HanucaHo He 6e3 upo-
Huu. Ho m 3T0 0ObsicHeHue He HU3MEHWIO MHeHus To-
maca. OH otBeTHN1 Dpocry:

‘You have got me again over ‘“Path not taken” ... I
doubt if you can get anyone to see the fun of the thing
without showing them and advising them what kind of
laugh they are to turn on’ (u3 nucbma 3. Tomaca P. ®poc-
1y ot 11 monsa 1915 r.; wur. mo: The Years of Triumph,
p- 89).

ONeMEeHT napoauu B CTUXOTBOPEHHMH, OE3YCJIOBHO, €CTb,
HO TOJIbKO Mapoauei oHO He ucyepnbiBaeTcs. PpocroBckue
INPUTYHY HUKOrJa He ObLIM NPSIMOJIMHEHHBIMU M NIPAKTUYECKU
BCErJa YYMTHIBAJH «IpaBIy» pPa3HbBIX CTOpOoH. UTO Xe Ka-
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caercs MHeHUs camoro ®dpocra 06 3TOM CTUXOTBOPEHHUH,
TO B TEYCHHE XM3HH OH MeEHs ero He pa3. Camoil 6im3-
KO K MCTHHE INpPEICTaBJIsETCS €ro OLEHKAa, BbICKa3aHHas
B 1961 r., yxe Hezamonro no cmeptu: ‘You have to be
careful of that [‘The Road Not Taken’-[0. 3.]; it’s a
tricky poem, very tricky.’

THE OVEN BIRD (c. 136)

Hamnucano Ha depme B [eppu cxopee Bcero B 1906 uin
1907 r., B TeyeHHe Tak Ha3bIBAEMOIO «COHETHOrO TNEPHOIA»
TBOpuecTBa Ppocra.

RANGE-FINDING (c. 138)

Hamucano He mosgHee 1911 r.; OblIO mociaHO B Ka-
4eCTBE POXJeCTBEeHCKoro mo3apabiieHus Cpio3eH Yopa (Su-
san H. Ward), 3aBemoBaBlleii OTHENOM NO33UU XypHajia
Independent, xotopstii ¢ 1892 no 1911 r. ony6iukoBan LecTs
cTuxoTBopeHuit ®dpocra.

BOND AND FREE (c. 138)

®pocTt roBopwi, YTO 3TO CTHXOTBOPDEHME HAINMCAHO B
nepuon mexay 1896 u 1900 r. Xors cam ®PpocTt uacTo
MyTaj WIM HaMEpPEHHO HCKaXkaJl BpeMsl HaIlMCaHHsl CBOMX
CTHXOTBODEHHH, €CTb OCHOBAHMS CYUTATh, YTO B JAHHOM
cnyyae oH mpas. ‘Bond and Free’ mo nHacTpoeHuro mnoxo-
K€ Ha [OpyrMe CTHXM €ro paHHEro, «pOMaHTHYECKOrO»
nepuoja.

THE TELEPHONE (c. 140)

Hanucano B [eppu mexnay 1900 u 1909 r. OpHo u3
mo0oBHBEIX nocianuit Pobepra Dnunop Ppocr.

MEETING AND PASSING (c. 142)

Jletom 1895 r., Hesamonro Ao xeHuTHOB, Ppoct OT-
Ibixan Ha o3epe YuHnHenecoku (Hero-I'emniuup) ¢ cecrpamu
Onunop u JleoHo# Yaiit. CecTpbl CHUMaIM HOMEpP B IOCTH-
Hune, a dpoct, He MMes MEHEr, HOYEBAJ HEMOJAJEKy B
3abpolieHHo# xmwkuHe jecopybos. Cnensl Dnunop u Pobep-

26*
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Ta AEHCTBUTENbHO NEPECEKAIMCh TaM B pa3HbIX HalpasJe-
HUSX, © B TO BpeMs OHM M B caMOM Jejie Obuid yxke
‘less than two, but more than one as yet’. Campba Dmm-
Hop u PobGepra dpocra cocrositace 19 nexabps 1895 r.

Hammcano, ckopee Bcero, B Jeppu B 1906 wmu 1907 r.,
xorga PpocT MHOrO 3KCIEPUMEHTHPOBAJ C COHETHOH ¢op-
MOI.

HYLA BROOK (c. 144)

JIarywausum pyuyseM (Hyla Brook) cembs ®pocroB Ha-
3biBajla Oe3bIMSHHBIN pydel, Tekyumid k 3amany, Ha ¢ep-
me B [Jeppu (cM. komMeHT. k ‘West-Running Brook’).

BIRCHES (c. 144)

Hanucano B Adriuu B 1913 unu 1914 r. Pobept ®poct
rOBOpWJI, YTO Hamucan ero, ckyyas mno HoBoi#t AHrium.

B 1896 r., xorna PobGepry ObUIO OOMHHAAUATHL Je€T,
cembss ®PpocroB xuna B nepesHe CeitneM. B 1mkone Po-
6ept nompyxuncs ¢ Yapnbzom IMubomu (Charles Peabody),
KOTODBIH «kaTajici Ha Oepe3ax» Ha ¢epme cBoero orua
u Hayymwn stoMy PobGepra.

CTHXOTBOpPEHHE COCTOMT KaK Obl M3 IBYX 4YacTeil: Ju-
puueckoro omucaHuss ¥ Mopanu. Ilo 3TomMy npuHuuny mno-
CTpOEHO HeMaJIo ctuxoTBopeHnit Ppocra. Ilpuyem «mMopanp»
4acTO MpOHMYHA U MHOrO3Ha4Ha.

CylecTByeT MHOTO HHTEPIpETAIMIA 3aKJIFOYUTEIBbHOM Yac-
TH 3TOTO CTUXOTBOPEHHS — IIUCAJIA O CHMBOJIMYECKOM H306pa-
KEHUH (PU3NYECKOrOo M OYXOBHOTO, CBETCKOI'O M PEJIMIHO3-
HOTO, NPAKTUYECKOTO U TEOPETHYECKOrO, BUACNU B Hell ma-
pabosny Tpyga M OTIObIXa, TBOPYECTBA M DPYTHHBI M T.I.

OueHb MHTEPECEH CIENYIOIINH OTPBIBOK:

May no fate will fully misunderstand me

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Earth’s the right place for love:

I don’t know where it’s likely to go better.

®poct xopomo ObUT 3HAKOM HE TOJBKO C KJIacCH4ec-
KoM JIMTepaTypoil (JIATHHCKOH M IpedecKkoif), HO M C aHTHY-
Hoil ¢dunocodueit. B [apTMyTCKOM KOJUIEIXE OH H3ydal
¢unocoduro Ilnarona, a B FapBapae ciyman Kypc JieKIuid
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mo ucropud ¢uirocodun, KOTOphIA YUTAN M3BECTHHIN ame-
pukaHckuit punocod Txopmx CaHrasHa.

K ¢mnocopun Ilnarona @pocT OTHOCHIICA B LEJIOM OT-
punatenbHo. B 1938 r. o mHamumer: ‘..I am not the
Platonist... By Platonist I mean one who believes what
we have here is an imperfect copy of what is in heaven.’
(Selected Letters, p. 462).

IMpuBeeHHbIE BhILIE CTPOKH M3 CTHXOTBOpeHHs ‘Birches’
nosieMusupyror ¢ «Ilupom» IlnatoHa, rAe rOBOPUTCA O
JM00BH KaK MOCTENEHHOM BOCXOXIEGHHM MO CTYNEHAM Kpa-
coTel K mpekpacHoMy (peub Coxpata).

THE EXPOSED NEST (c. 148)

B cruxoTBOpeHMM omMcCaH peanbHbli Cclyyad, NpoH30-
wenuuit Ha ¢epme B [Meppu; HanmucaHo Bo PpaHKOHHH
(utat BepMOHT) yXe mocje BO3BpAalleHUs U3 AHIJIHH.

LOCKED OUT & THE LAST WORD
OF A BLUEBIRD (c. 150)

O6a cruxoTBopeHus Hamucansli ®poctom B [Jleppu mis
ero gnereil. Jlecnm—crapmas goye PpocTtoB, KOTOpPOH KO
BpEMEHHM OIyOJIMKOBAaHUS 3THX CTMXOB HCHOJHMIIOCH CEM-
HaauaTh JIET.

A GIRL’S GARDEN (c. 152)

Hanucano Bo ®pankonun (BepmoHTt) B 1915 wnm 1916 r.
Hcropus MajleHBKOrO OETCKOrOo Oropoja, paccka3aHHas C
TEIUIBIM IOMOPOM, COHEPXHUT M CKPBITYIO CaMOMPOHHIO,
cBsa3aHHyI0 ¢ MudpoM o Ppocre-«pepmeper.

THE COW IN APPLE TIME (c. 154)

Hamucano B Auriuu, Bnepsrie ony6ukosBano B Poetry
and Drama, December 1914.

@®poCT roBOPUII, YTO CTHUXOTBOPEHHE HABESHO PeasibHbIM
ciydaeM B Jleppu, rae OAHAXAbl €My IPHILIOCH JIOBHTh
yOexaBLIylo KopoBy. MHOre KOMMEHTAaTOpPhI BUAAT B 3TOM
CTHXOTBOPEHHMH IyPHUTAHCKYIO NPUTYYy O paciulaTe 3a Ipex.
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AN OLD MAN’S WINTER NIGHT (c. 156)

Hamucano B [eppu 3umoit 1906-1907 rr. Henanexo
ot ®PpocToB XM 4ydak, oauHOkWii crapuxk Yapnws3 Jlam-
OepT, KOTOpPBI rogaMu HM C KeM HU obuiascs.

‘OUT, OUT-" (c. 158)

OmnuceiBaeT peanbHsblii cny4yait B Budneeme (Hbro-I'emn-
wyp), npousowenmuyid B mMapte 1910 r. (cM. Takke KOM-
MeHT. k ‘The Fear’).

HlectHaguatmietHemy Peiimonny ®uumxepanbay, ¢ Ko-
TOpLIM BO BpemMs npue3noB Ha ¢epmy JIuHuedr urpanu ne-
Tu Dpocra, MWIOH OTpe3alo pyKy, U TOT BCKOpPE YMEDP
oT OosneBoro wmioka.

MOTHB repOHMKO-CTOMYECKOrO0 OTHOIIEHHS K MCNBITAHUSIM
U MYXeCTBa, KOTOpOro TpeOyeT XHW3Hb, NPOHU3BIBAET BCE
TBOpuecTBO ®Ppocra. B nuceme JI. Yutepmeitepy B 1920 r.
OH IMCca:

‘And I suppose I am a brute in that my nature re-
fuses to carry sympathy to the point of going crazy just
because someone else goes crazy, or of dying just because
someone else dies. As I get older I find it easier to lie
awake nights over other people’s troubles. But that’s as
far as I go to date. In good time I will join them in
death to show our common humanity.” (Selected Letters,
p. 248).

Ha3sBanmne CTHXOTBOpEHHsI OTChLIAET K H3BECTHOMY MO-
HOJIOTY luekcmupoBckoro MakbeTta (KypcMB aBTOpa KOM-
MEHT.):

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this pretty pace from day to day

To the last syllable of recorded time,

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage
And then is heard no more: it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.
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THE BONFIRE (c. 160)

Hanmucano Bo ®pankonuu He nosgHee uroHs 1915 r.;
BIIEpBBIe omyOnukoBaHo B The Seven Arts, November 1916.

BecHoit Ha ¢epme B [leppu cobupanu cyxue JUCTbS,
cTapple Cyubs W, K DaIOCTH JeTeH, 3axuranu OoJibloi
koctep. Becnoit 1905 r. oroHp M3-3a CHJIBHOTO BETpa BbI-
mea M3 NOBUHOBEHHMS, 3aropejlach cyxas TpaBa Ha (epme
o Jlsrymiaubero py4bsi M HpocesiouHoit moporu. Mletu mo-
npsATaguch B Mciyre, a Pobepr ®poct cHs ¢ cebs majib-
TOo U cOMBaJl UM OrOHb, CHacas JOM H capail.

CTHXOTBOpEHHE COIEPKHUT CKPHITHI HaAMEK Ha HEMeNKHe
6omMbapaupoBku AHIIMUM C aupuxabieit BO BpeMs nepBoi
MHpPOBOI BOMHHBI.

THE SOUND OF TREES (c. 166)

Hanucano B Anrnum B 1914 r., BnepBble OnyOJIHMKOBaHO
B Poetry and Drama, December 1914.

ITo cBunerennctBy ®pocra, HaBesHO €ro mnpeOGbIBAHUEM
B oMe aHrjuiickoro nosra JI. Ab6epkpom6bu (L. Abercrom-
bie), B rpadcrBe I'nocrepmmp, nepex AOMOM KOTOPOIO
pOCJIM MOTYHYHE BS3BL

New Hampshire

Kuura ctuxoB New Hampshire BblIIa B U3IATEJIbCTBE
‘Henry Holt’ B 1923 r. u uMesia HEOObIYHYIO KOMIO3HLUIO,
KOTOpasi pacKphIBajlachb BTOpbIM 3arjaBueM: ‘A Poem with
Notes and Grace Notes’, T.e. «I[losMa ¢ mpUMe4YaHUSIMH
M opHaMeHTHKoOW». 3arsaBHas mnosma ‘New Hampshire’
IEHCTBUTENBHO HMeJa OTCHUIKM K HECKOJILKMM CTHXOTBOpE-
HUAM, BXomsaumM B pasgen ‘Notes’. BosiblMHCTBO CcTHXO-
TBOpeHUI1 (TpUOLATh JIMPUYECKHMX MUHHATIOp) ObLIM CO6-
paHbl mox My3blKaibHOI pyOpukoit ‘Grace Notes’ («Me-
JIU3MBI»).

3a kuury cruxoB New Hampshire P. ®poct Obl1 yIo-
croed IlynutunepoBckoif NpeMuH, BBICIIEH JHTEpaTypHOH
npemun CIHIA.
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NOTHING GOLD CAN STAY (c. 174)

C Havyana pasammathix rogoB ®pocr MHoro pabotaer
HaJl THOMHYeCKUMH (GOpMaMH, MILET JIAKOHUYHBIX, 3KOHOM-
HbIX peuieHuit. IlepBbiii U3 IIeCTM H3BECTHBIX BapUAHTOB
‘Nothing Gold Can Stay’ umen Tpu cTpodnl MO BOCEMbB
cTpok Kaxnas. OTka3aBHIMCh OT NepBOM CTpodbi, ABE IMO-
cnequue PpocT «yxaj» OO BOCBMH CTPOK.

TO EARTHWARD (c. 176)

CTHXOTBOpEHHE MHTEPECHO TEM, YTO CBOEOOpa3HO OTpa-
kKaeT oTxon 3pesnoro ®pocra OT XPUCTHAHCKO#H UIEH CTpEM-
JIEHHS K COBEpIIEHCTBY, 3auMcTBoBaHHOU y Ilmatona: ‘Be
ye therefore perfect, even as your Father in Heaven is
perfect’.

Bot npusnanus camoro P. ®pocra:

‘One of the greatest changes my nature undergone is
of record in “To Earthward”... In my school days I
simply could not go on and do the best I could with
a copy book I had once blotted. I began life wanting
perfection and determined to have it. I got so I ceased
to expect it and could do without it. Now I find I ac-
tually crave the flaws of human handwork. I gloat over
imperfection.” (Selected Letters, p. 482).

TO E. T. (c. 178)

CTuxoTBOpeHue MocBslieHo DnBapay Tomacy (CM. KOM-
meHT. k ‘The Road Not Taken’). Ilpu Bcelt cBoeit Hepe-
muTenbHOCTH ToMac ymes NpHHMMATh BaXXHBIE PELICHMS.
B 1915 r. on ymen nmobpoBonbueM Ha ¢poHT M Iorub
B ropax Bumu nox Appacom 9 ampens 1917 r.

®poct MHOro chenaj [Jis YBEKOBEYCHUS IAMSTH Ipyra.
COOpHHK CTHXOB, YNOMHHAaeMbIi B CTHXOTBODEHMH, OBLI
u3gad B CIHA crapanusmu camoro Ppocra yxe mnocie
rubenn apyra. a u cruxu Oasapa Tomac Havyan nucath
mon BiusHueM dpocra, koTopblit pasrisgen y Tomaca
HEIIOKUHHBIA MOITHYECKUH nap.

Kak yxe ormevanoch, ®pocTt He ymen mnmcaTtb IO ToO-
psyuM crepam. OOemaHue HamucaTh CTHXOTBOPEHHE Ha
CMEPTh Apyra OH CMOT BHIIOJHHTH TOJIBKO 4Yepe3 [Ba C
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noJoBUHOM roaa. OTHomeHue nos3uu Ppocra K KU3IHEHHO-
My MaTepHajly XOpOILIO XapaKTepU3YIOT CTPOKU U3 €ro MHCh-
Ma JuTrepaTtypoBeny npocdeccopy Yunbypy Kpocey (Wil-
bur Cross): ‘I have wanted to say a word to you to
explain my failure to do anything about Edward Thomas.
I find he was too near me. Some time I shall write
about him. Perhaps it will come to me to write in
verse. As yet I feel too much the loss of the best friend
I ever had. And by that I don’t mean I am over-
whelmed with grief. Something in me refuses to take the risk —
angrily refuses to take the risk—of seeming to use grief
for literary purposes. When I care less I can do more’
(Selected Letters, p. 225).

STOPPING BY WOODS
ON A SNOWY EVENING (c. 180)

B amepuxaHckoit nmo3suu XX Beka TpyAHO HaWTH Ipy-
roe CTHXOTBOpPEHHE, KOTOpPOE 4Yaille BKJIIOYaloch Obl B aH-
TOJIOTHH aHIOA3bIYHOM mno33uu. Cam PpocT He pa3 Ha-
3bIBaJl €0 CaMbIM JIIOOMMBIM CBOMM CTHXOTBODEHHEM H
naxe ‘My best bid for remembrance’ (R. Frost. Letters
to Untermeyer, p. 163).

CemeiiHoe npenaHue PpocTOB IJIACHUT, YTO B 3TOM CTH-
XOTBOpEHHH H300paxkeH OoyblIOH mpyn Ha myTH oT ¢ep-
MBI B Jleppu K TOCENKy y XKeJe3HOAOPOXHOH cTaHuuu. B
To BpeMs Pobepr ®Ppoct uyacto e3gmia mo 3TOH mopore
Ha JIOIaJ¥ 3a NPOAYKTaMH.

®poct HeomHOKpaTHO TroBopmi, 4to ‘Stopping by
Woods...” oH Hamucan cpa3y 0e3 emuHoit momapku. Kor-
Ja ObuIM HalOEeHBl YEPHOBMKHM, BBIICHHIOCH, YTO B 3TOM
yTBEpXKAeHUH OOJIbIlIe >XKEJIaHUS OTBEYaTb POMAHTHYECKOM
Haee NIpOpOYECKOro o3apeHus, 4eM npaBiabl. CTHXOTBOpEHHE
0 O0OpeTeHHs OKOHYATEJbHOH (OPMBI HMEJIO MHOTO
NpPaBOK.

Kax-to ®poct cka3an, 4yto xorea Obl BuIeTh ‘Stop-
ping by Woods..” HameyaTaHHBIM C COpPOKa CTpaHHIAMH
npuMevaHuit. K HacTosiieMy BpeMEHHM ONYOJIMKOBaHBI yXe
COTHM CTPAaHMI KOMMEHTapHeB K OIHOI TOJIbKO mocienHeil
crtpode (cM., Hampumep, John Ciardi. ‘Robert Frost: The
Way to the Poem’ in: Dialogues with an Audience, 1963,
pp. 147-157).
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Opnxa M3 HemHorux mapoauii Ha P. ®dpocra Gbula ony6-
JIMKOBaHa B rasete Student kojulemxka Amxepcra 7 siHBaps
1924 r.

SHOPPING IN WOODS
ON A SNOWY EVENING

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
This is his still that I see here

From which the goodly liquids flow.

My little horse must think it queer
That I don’t jump to get the beer
He does not know the game is up-
Police are closing in the rear.

He gives his harness bells a shake.
Thank God there must be some mistake!
They do not come to pull me in,

My thirst once more I now can slake.

OmuH u3 KpynHeHIIMX aMepuUKaHCKHX Mo3ToB XX Beka
3. A. PobuHcoH He pa3 roBOpHJI, YTO TOCJIEIHEE 4YETBEPO-
CTHIIME CTMXOTBOpeHHUs ‘Stopping by Woods...”-nyumiee Bo
BCEHl COBpEMEHHOH mo033uu. Bhipe3aHHOe Ha [epeBe, OHO
BHCEJIO Y HEro HajJ KpOBaTblO.

FOR ONCE, THEN, SOMETHING (c. 184)

®pocT, BbIpOCILIMI B PETUTHO3HON cpene, HE pa3 coBep-
ajg B CBOEH IIO33MM CaMblil CTpAIUHBIA U1 BepyroLle-
FO Ipex—noABeprajl COMHEHHIO CYILLIECTBOBAHHE BCEBBILI-
Hero.

Ecniu Bubnmst rnacut, uTto OOr co3man uejoBeKa IO
obpa3zy u momoburo cBoeMmy, To Jupudeckuii repoér ‘For
Once, Then, Something’ Bumut ce6s ‘godlike’ ‘in the sum-
mer heaven’, T.e. kak Obl mepeuHauyuBaeT OubOJeickyro cxe-
My: 4esloBeKk co3pan Gora mo oOpa3y u momobuio cBoemy
U CWIOH cBoero BooOpakeHUs INOMECTHJ ero Ha Hebeca.

‘Truth... at bottom’, BHAMMO, CBS3aHO C H3BECTHBLIM
BBICKa3bIBAHHEM, KOTOpPOE INPHIMCHIBAETCS IPEBHErPEYECKO-
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My ¢unocopy Hdemokputy (IV B. mo H.3.): «O6 ucTuHe
Mbl HE 3HaeM HHYero, 0O HCTHHA JIEKHUT HA OHE KOJOM-
na».

GOOD-BY AND KEEP COLD (c. 188)

Hamucano B 1920 r. Ha ¢depme Bo Ppankonun (Bep-
MOHT).

3aBepiiuB ctuxoTBopenne, ®poct mocnan ero B Macca-
YyCETCKMH CeNIbCKOXO3ANCTBEHHBIA KkoJulemk mpodeccopy
®. K. Cuapcy ¢ npocbb0oif mpoBepUTh MOMOJIOTHYECKUE Ie-
Tanu. FI3BeCTHBIH NOMOJIOr, MOATBEPAUB NPaBHIBHOCTH
¢bpocToBckux HaONIOJEHHH, HALUEN, YTO B CTUXOTBOPEHUH
KOe-Tie XPOMAeT PUTM, H MPEIJIONKUI COOTBETCTBYIOLIHE MTO-
npaBku. PpocT, eCTECTBEHHO, HE Y4es NONpaBOK OoTaHMKa,
HO BCETJa paccka3blBajl 3TO KaK aHEKAOT B HyOJIMYHBIX
BBICTYILIEHHMSX Hepel YTeHHeM CTHXoTBopeHus ‘Good-by and
Keep Cold’.

THE CENSUS-TAKER (c. 194)

®poct ¢ Gonplo Habmonan 3a yNagKoM TpaaUlMOH-
HBIX ¢epmepckux xo3saidcTB Hosoit Aurnmuu. Kak Buano
u3 cruxorBopenus ‘The Census-Taker’, sra mpobiema 3a-
HUMajla ero Ipexne Bcero B (HI0CO(CKO-TEOJIOrHYECKOM
nnade. ITo xpucTuaHcKo#l IOKTpuHE OOr BCEMOTYII M BCe-
6nar. ABTOp CTpOK:

The place is desert, and let whoso lurks
In silence, if in this he is aggrieved,
Break silence now or be forever silent.

CCpbE3HO YCOMHMJIICSA, IO KpaifHeit Mepe, BO Bcebraroctu
BCEBBILIHETO.

THE GRINDSTONE (c. 196)

B cany Jlopenca Beitnu (cM. kommenT. k ‘The Tuft
of Flowers’) mon crapoit xopsBoii s610Hell AEHCTBUTEIBHO
CTOS1 TOYWIBHBIH CTAaHOK, ONMHMCAHHBIK B 3TOM CTHXOTBO-
pEHHUHU.

OTO OIHO U3 MHOTMX CTHXOTBOPEHHMH, HAaNHUCAHHBIX 3pe-
JbIM PpOCTOM Ha OCHOBE FOHOILIECKUX BIEYATIICHUIL.
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West-Running Brook

Ilatas xuura ctuxoB Ppocra Obuia omyOiMKOBaHa B
1928 r.

®pocT Ha3Bal €€ IO CTHXOTBOPEHMIO, 3aHHMAIOLIEMY
B €ro TBOpHYECTBE 0CO0OE MeECTO.

OnurpadoM k 3Toil KHHre Moryia 6Bl MOCIYXHTb CTPOKA
M3 32T JJABHOTO CTHXOTBOPECHHUSI ‘West-Running Brook’: ‘Speak-
ing of contraries...” [IpOTHBOpeYHss ¥ NPOTHBONOJIOXHOCTH
y 3penoro (DpOCTa He HUCKJIOYAIOT ApYyr Apyra, HO 00wbe-
OUHSIOTCA B JMAJIEKTHYecKoif oOuHocTH 6osiee BBICOKOTO
nopsanka. Kak oH caMm mucan B OOHOM M3 CBOUX ITHCEM:
‘Having ideas that are neither pro nor con is the hap-
py thing. Get up there high enough and the differences
that make the controversy become only two legs of a
body the weight of which is on one in one period, on
the other in the next’ (Selected Letters, p. 324).

TREE AT MY WINDOW (c. 204)

Ha ¢epme B [deppu psiaoM c JOMOM pociia 0e0CTBOJIb-
Has Oepe3a. [Ipu cUIbHOM BeTpe €e BETBU 3aleBajil 3a
OKOHHBIE CTEKJla KOMHATBI, B KOoTopoil paboran PpocrT.
MHoro et cmycrs OH ONHCajJl 3TO [EPeBO B CTHXOTBO-
peauu ‘Tree at My Window’.

OTHoOLUeHHE K MpUPOAE KaK K CHMBOJIY 00XECTBEHHOTO
NMPOBHUAEHUS, XapaKTEPHOE, B YACTHOCTH, IS aMEpHUKaHCKUX
TPaHCIEHICHTAJIIUCTOB, ObIJIO B U3BECTHOH Mepe CBOMCTBEH-
Ho u Ppocty. Ho B mpupoae OH HILUET HE TOJNBKO H
HE CTOJIbKO MpPOBHICHIMAJBLHOrO 3Haka M Ojarocrd, a cos-
BYYHOCTH M poxacTBeHHocTd. UYenosek, no Ppocry,—4acThb
NPHPOJbI, HO YacCTh COBEPLIEHHO 0cobas, ¢ HeH MOJIHOCTHIO
He cauBaromascs (cM. Takxke komMmeHT. K ‘The Most of
It’ u ‘The Draft Horse’).

SPRING POOLS (c. 204)

Ha ogHoM u3 3aHATHI IO aHIVIMICKON JMTEpaType B
akagemun [ITunkeprona (1907 r., cM. komMeHT. k ‘The
Tuft of Flowers’) ®pocT npemioxun yvyeHUKaM Ha BBHIOOD
4eThIpe Ccriocoba HamMCaHWs COYUMHEHMH Ha BOJIBHYIO TEMY:
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HeoO6b1ynoe onucaHue HeOOLIYHOTO (COOBITHS, ABJICHHS)
OOBIYHOE OmUCaHHUE OOBLIYHOTO

OOBIYHOE ONHMCAHUE HEOOBIYHOI'O

HeoOblyHOE onucaHue OOLIYHOIO

MHeHUs Y4YEHUKOB, €CTECTBEHHO, pasaemuucs. Cam
®pocT BBICKa3aJICA 32 YETBEPTYIO M3 BO3MOXHOCTEH 3TOH
kinaccudukanuu. W HerpyaHo yOemuTbcs, 4TO OCTaBaJICH -
BEPEH €il B NO33UHU BCIO XKU3HbD.

A PASSING GLIMPSE (c. 212)

B HEKOTOpPBIX HM3JAaHUAX CTUXOTBOPEHHE HMEJIO IIOCBS-
LIEHNEe aMEepHKaHCKOMYy No3Ty u apamatypry P. Toppency
(1875-1950), ¢ xotopeiM DpocT ApPYKUT MHOTHE TOJIBL
‘To Ridgely Torrence on last looking into his “Hesperides’’.
‘Hesperides’—c6opruuk ctuxoB ToppeHnca, BwllleAUIHi B

1925 r.

THE THATCH (c. 214)

OnaHo M3 JMOOOBHBIX NOCTAHUN, aJAPECOBAHHOE JJIMHOP.
OtHocutcs k 1914 r., xorma P. ®poct B AHIJIMH TOCTHI
y moata JI. AGepkpoMb6H, JOM KOTOPOrO HMMeJl COJIOMEH-
Hyro kpeimy (a thatch). Cm. Takke kommeHT. k ‘The
Sound of Trees’.

ACQUAINTED WITH THE NIGHT (c. 218)

DTO MpayHOe HO AyXy CTUXOTBOPEHHE IEPEKIMKAETCS
c OubuseiickuMm: ‘... a man of sorrows, and acquainted
with grief” (Isaiah 53: 3).

B usmanmu 1928 r. Bxomwno B pybpuky ‘Fiat nox’,
napoaupymomyto 6ubneiickoe ‘Fiat lux’ («da OGyzer cser»).

SAND DUNES (c. 220)

KounTpacTtHble 06pa3sl pa3pyLIMTENIbHOR MOLIM OKeaHa M
CTOMKOro TepleHHs YesioBeKa MEPEeKIMKAITCA C 0Opa3sHbIM
(3 b 9
psanoM u3 cruxorBopenuss ‘The Chambered Nautilus’ Onu-
Bepa Ya3Huewa XoiaMmca:
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Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,
As the swift seasons roll!
Leave thy low-vaulted past!
Let each new temple, nobler than the last,
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,
Till thou at length art free
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting sea!

THE FLOWER BOAT (c. 220)

Hanucano B 1894 wim 1895 r. (CM. Takxe KOMMEHT.
Kk ‘A Late Walk’).

THE ARMFUL (c. 222)

Hanucano B 1927 r. JleToM u OCeHbIO TOro rojga BO
BpeMsi MOArOTOBKU K u3aaHuto kHuru West-Running Brook
®pocra ogoneBanu ceMelible 3a00Thl. BoJsenu xeHa, B3poc-
Jible €T ¥ BHYK. MHOXECTBO MEJKHX [eJ1 OTBJIEKaJo
oT pabotbl. IluckMa TOoro BpeMeHM NOJHBI Xajob Ha XH-
TeHCKUE HeypsSOuLbl, CTHXH —CIIOKOMHBIX pa3MbIUUICHUHA O
CTOMYECKOM JOJITe 4YeJIOBEKa.

ACCEPTANCE (c. 224)

«XpucTtuanckoe cMUpeHHe» (acceptance) BIOJIHE YXHBa-
Jock Bo Ppocre ¢ 6orobopuecTtBomM (cM., Hampumep, ‘The
Census-Taker’) u maxe ¢ u3aeBkoit Haa CBSAIIEHHBIM ITH-
caHueM M BceBbllIHUM. Ko BpemeHu Hamucanus ‘Accep-
tance’ OTHOCHTCS M ero mUcbMO Kk aouepu Jlecau B CBS3U
Cc poxnaeHueM BHyka: ‘Mama was saying she hoped no
mistakes would be made in the education of such a cute
little fellow as Prescott [the newly born grandson]. Amen
say I. You hear that, God? We are saying we hope no
mistake will be made in the education of Prescott Frost,
South Shaftsbury, Vermont, U.S.A. on the Earth. A word
to the All-wise should be sufficient. There’s nothing we
can do about it if you ignore the hint. We are not
threatening to stop going to church. (We've pretty well
stopped already.)... No disrespect intended. We believe in you.
Go in and win. At any rate do the best you can. We
are with you at every opening. We are in your fight
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against the Older God-I mean Chaos Chronos Col-
umn (Newspaper) Saturn Satan or whatever alias he turns
up under’ (The Years of Triumph, p. 614).

WEST-RUNNING BROOK (c. 224)

Crop MyX4HMHBI M >KEHIIMHBl Ha Oepery peku BoOpain
B ceba MHorme ¢unocodpckre npoOGJIEMBI, BOJHOBaBIIHE
®pocra. HenocpeACTBEHHBIM TOJIYKOM ISl HANMCAHUS CTH-
XOTBOpEHHs mociayxuna Bcrpeua Ppocra ¢ ero ObIBHIMM
cryneutom J. Puuapacom (E. Richards) B 1920 r. (cm.
koMMeHT. k ‘The Most of It’), noxaszaBmum Ppocty
cBoe ctuxoTBopenne ‘Joe Wright’s Brook’, B koTopoM nasoe
BIIIOOJICHHBIX CHOPSAT O Ha3BaHMM peku. PpocT Torma ke
3aMeTHJI, YTO, 3aayMail OH JpaMaTHYeCKHil AMajor O Has-
BaHHM py4bs, TO HamucaJ Obl ero coBceM He Tak. Kak
yXe OTMevalloch, HHTepec K Hayke coduerancs y Ppocra
C HeJOBEpHEM K HayuyHOMY MblluleHuio. He ynuBuTennbHo,
yro eme B 1911 r. ®poct ucnBITan CHIBHOE BIIUSHUE
A. Beprcona, omHoro u3 Haubojiee aKTHBHBIX HHCIPOBEp-
rateneid uHTelUIeKTa B (prtocoduu Hawyama XX Beka.

INpunsB amneropuro xu3Hu kak peku (Jlykpemmii), He-
TpyAHO HAaWTH B ctuxoTBopenun ‘West-Running Brook’ an-
Jleropuyeckoe U3obpaxeHue 3BoJiroLiMOHHON Teopun Y. [ap-
BUHA:

It is from that in water we are from
Long, long before we were from any creature;

B3rJIS0B aHIJIMICKOTO ncuxoJiora Xesjioka DJiuca (<OKM3Hb
KaK TaHel»):

Some say existence like a Pirout
And Pirouette, forever in one place,
Stands still and dances...;

UOEH OKU3HEHHOro nopwiBa» (élan vital) A. Beprcona:

It is this backward motion toward the source,
Against the stream, that most we see ourselves in,
The tribute of the current to the source.

®unocodckuit U penurno3ubiit kpyr urenus Ppocra noa-
CKa3bIBaeT PaclIK(PpPOBKY aJUIFO3UH M B CICAYIOLIUX OTpPBIB-
Kax:
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It [life— FO. 3.} has this throwing backwards on itself
So that the fall of most of it always
Raising a little, sending up a little.

B «Ilepsom mocnanmu k Kopundsnam» anocrona Ilas-
Jla TOBOPUTCH: «...TO, YTO Thl Ceelllb, HE OXHUBET, €CIU
He ympet» (15 :36).

Our life runs down in sending up the clock.
The brook runs down in sending up our life.
The sun runs down in sending up the brook.
And there is something sending up the sun.

Jlykpeuuii B mosme «O npupone Bewieli» TOBOPHUT, 4TO
CMEPTh HE €CTh YHMYTOXEHHE, a JIMIIbL IepepacnpeesieHue
MaTepHH B KOCMOCE (CMEPTh 3€MJIM POXAAaeT OroHb, CMEPTh
OTHS POXZAaeT BO3IyX, CMEPTh BO3JyXa pPOXIaeT Body, a
CMepTh BOABI POXKIAET 3EMIIIO).

Tparuueckuii CTOMIU3M, K KOTOPOMY CKJIOHSIETCS aBTOp B
3TOM «IOJIFOOOBHO» 3aKOHYMBHIEMCS CIIOPE, NMPEABOCXHILAET
6onee mo3mHue ¢unocopckue UCKaHUs Ha 3amaje.

THE BEAR (c. 228)

®pocr, pasnmensBlNil yOexxneHue OMepcoHa, UYTO «BCE
Cylllee JOCTOHHO NMO3THYECKOTO M300paxXkeHHs», B CBOUX IO-
3THYECKMX 3apUCOBKaX BcerJa To4yeH M KoHkpereH. Ho rne
OH Mor HabmiomaTh MenaBeleil B €CTECTBEHHBIX YCJIOBHSAX?
OtBer Hamencs B oaHoM u3 muceM Ppocra JI. VHrep-
Meitepy (aBryct 1925 r.) u3z ®paHKOHHH:

‘We are enjoying a descent of bears upon this region.
If we survive it there should be much to tell... A mother
and two cubs went up the road by our house the other
evening tearing down small cherry trees along the
wall. You could see where one of the cubs had wiped his bottom
on a large stone...” (The Letters of Robert Frost to Louis
Untermeyer, New York, 1963, p. 176).

W, xak Bcernma, 3a XUBOH U y3HaBaeMoOW KapTHHOH Ha-
XOOUTCS W JpYyrou, oTBiIeYeHHBbIH niaH. MHTepecHa mapo-
nuiiHas TepekJIMvYka 3TOoro cruxoTBopeHus Ppocra ¢ oT-
peiBkoMm U3 ‘An Essay on Man’ A. [loma (A. Pope):

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan,
The proper study of mankind is Man.
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Placed on this isthmus of a middle state,

A being darkly wise and rudely great:

With too much knowledge for the Sceptic side,
With too much weakness for the Stoic’s pride,
He hangs between, in doubt to act or rest;

In doubt to deem himself a God or Beast;
In doubt his mind or body to prefer;

Born but to die, and reasoning but to err;
Alike in ignorance, his reason such,

Whether he think too little or too much;
Chaos of thought and passion, all confused;
Still by himself abused and disabused;
Created half to rise, and half to fall,

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all;
Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurl’d;
The glory, jest, and riddle of the world!

A Further Range

Ilecras xHura ctuxoB Pobepra ®pocra mnosBuiach B
1936 r. OHa, Kak 1 Bce MpeAblayIue, Obula MOCBSIIEHA DJIU-
Hop PpocT:

‘To E. F. for what it may mean to her that beyond
the White Mountains were the Green; beyond both were
the Rockies, the Sierras, and, in thought, the Andes and
the Himalayas-range beyond range even into the realm
of government and religion.’

Panee B coBeTckoli aMepuKaHMCTHKE Ha3BaHHUE KHHUIH
nepeBoguiiock kak «Janbuuit xpebet». IlocmsmeHue, pac-
mubpoBLIBalolIee Ha3BaHWe (Kak, BIPOYEM, W CamMO Ha3Ba-
HHUE), HE [1aeT OCHOBaHWU# IS Takoro mnepeBoja.

3a oty kHury cruxoB ®poct B oyepenHoH, yxe Tpe-
Tuii, pa3 nmonyumn IlyauTHEepoBCKylo mpeMuio; BTOpas Obuia
npucyxaeHa emy B 1931 r. 3a c6bopHuk «M30paHHblE CTH-
XOTBOPEHHS».

THE GOLD HESPERIDEE (c. 236)

Bnepsrie ony6imkoBaHo B xypHane Farm and Fireside,
September 1921. B usmannu 1936 r. uMeno nona3aroioBOK
‘How to Take a Loss’.

27-328
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Couetanne antuuHoro Mmuda o sbinokax [ecnepun c
6ubneiickoil npuTYEl O «COTBOPEHMM KyMHpa» IOQYEPKHU-
BaeT UPOHUYHOCTH MOJA3aroJoBKa, NMapoAUPYIOLIEro HU3BECT-
HYIO HYPMTAHCKYIO 3alOBe[lb.

Axa3—06ubneiickuii napb —BepooTcTynHuk (2-as Ilapanu-
MIOMEHOH, 28).

IN TIME OF CLOUDBURST (c. 240)

B usmanum 1936 r. umeno mnoxzarosioBox ‘The Long
View’.

A ROADSIDE STAND (c. 242)

CoiH ®pocra Kopposa, B omiumume oT oTua, depmepcr-
BOBAJI MO-HACTOSIIEMY M NpOJaBaJl MPOE3NKAIOLUM MHMO
Ha MalIUMHAaX OBOIUM U (QPYKThI,— TOYHO TaK, KaK 3TO ONH-
caHo B ctuxoTBopeHuH ‘A Roadside Stand’.

ITepecenenue menkux ¢epmMepoB co cBOel 3eMiM B KpyI-
HblC IOCEJIKM ObUIO OJHMM U3 NYHKTOB CEJIbCKOXO3SHCTBEH-
Hoit mporpammbl «HoBoro kypca» npesupenta &. [I. Pys-
BeJbTa. PaBHOIYLIHO OTHOCSCh K 9KOHOMHYECKUM achekTaM
IpOrpaMMbl BbIBEIIEHUs CTpaHbl U3 kpusuca, PpocTt KpuTu-
KOBaJl €€ C MOPAaJIbHOH TOYKH 3pEHMs, 3allyIlasi AOPOroi
ero cepauy ObIT U yknan ¢epmepckoii HoBoit AHrmiuu.

B u3manum 1936 r. umencs mopsarosioBok ‘On Being
Put Out of Our Misery’.

AT WOODWARD’S GARDENS (c. 244)

B Can-®panuucko, rae npouuio pandee aerctso Ppoc-
Ta, ObUI mapk, nMpuHaIexXauii HekoeMy Byneapay (Wood-
ward’s Gardens), kyma Maienbkuil PobepT xomun ¢ ma-
Teppto U cectpoil. Tam Obl1 u 300mapk. VIMEHHO B 3TOM
3oonapke ¢ PobeproM u mnpowusolen ciyyaid, ONMCaHHBIH
B cTuxoTBopeHnH. OnHa U3 pa3focafoBaHHbIX 00€3bsiH BbI-
XBaTHIa 3aXUIraTeJIbHOE CTEKJIO U3 PyK MaJIbYMKa U 3apbuia
€ro B COJIOMY «OT rpexa HOoJaJIble.

B m3pannu 1936 r. umencs nonsarosioBok ‘Resourceful-
ness Is More than Understanding’, koTopblii 3By4MT mOY-
TH U3JEBaTeNbCKM U TEM caMbIM eule Oojiee BBICBEYUBACT
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OCHOBHYIO «MOpaJIb» MPUTYU: B pyKax OE30TBETCTBEHHBIX
JIHOCH OOCTHIXKEHHUS TEXHHYECKOM MBICJIM OITacCHbI ISl BCEro
KHBOTO.

A BLUE RIBBON AT AMESBURY (c. 246)

Korna ®pocr xun Ha ¢epme B [eppu u nbltancs
pa3sBoaMThb Kyp Ha HpOJaxy, Ha NTHYbEH sipMapke B M-
cbepu (wrat MaccayyceTc), OH MO3HAKOMUIICA C epMepoM
IxonoMm XasioM. Becenbuak u opurunai, Xasal pa3Bo i
JoMaluHor ntuny. Ero kypbl, TycM M yTKH Bcerga Mmo-
Jiyqanu npusbl (ronyOble JIEHTHI) Ha spMapke B JiiMcOepu.

IMoazaronoBok ‘Small Plans Gratefully Heard Of na-
HamekaeT Ha Henpustue Opocrom «HoBoro kypca»
®. [1. Pyssensta. B uactHocTH, ®pocT BpaxaeOHO OTHOCUII-
ci K IJIaHaM COLMAJIBHOW NHOMoOLM ¢QepMepaMm, KOTOpbie
npeanoyiarajii paspylleHHe MEJKUX XO3sCTB (CM. Takxke
koMMeHT. kK ‘A Roadside Stand’).

A DRUMLIN WOODCHUCK (c. 250)

IMonzaronoBok B m3gmanuu 1936 r.—‘Be Sure to Locate’.

CKBO3b aBTOPCKYIO MPOHHUIO MNpOTJSAIbIBAET OJHA U3
HEHTPAJIbHBIX MIel xuteiickol unocobun dpocra: XKU3Hb
TpebyeT 0coOOro MykecTBa—MYXKECTBa TEpIECHUSI.

THE WHITE-TAILED HORNET (c. 252)

Briepbie omnyOisinkoBaHo B xypHaine The Yale Review,
Spring 1936, ¢ nogzaronoskom ‘Doubts About an Instinct’.
B xHmwxHOM wuspmaHuu 1936 r. Ppoct 3amenun mnoazaro-
noBok Ha ‘The Revision of Theories’.

3nece ®Ppoct B ouepenHod pa3 obpaiaeTcs K TEOpHH
npoucxoxnenuss BunoB Y. JlapBuHa (cM. Takke KOMMEHT.
k ‘The Demiurge’s Laugh’ u ‘The West-Running Brook’).
Ha yacts BompocoB, koTopble cTaBUT PpoCT, COBpEeMEHHas
HayKa yXe OTBEeTWA.

DESIGN (c. 264)

CTHUXOTBOpEHHE HABESIHO HESMH aMepUKaHCKOro ¢uo-
copa-nparmatucrta Yunbsama JxeiimMca, kotoporo Ppoct

27+
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oueHb UeHus. B kuure Pragmatism JxeiMc wusnesasics
HajJ NpEeACTaBJIEHHEM O TOM, YTO BCEBBILIHMIA MpOAY-
Majl Bce AeTand ¢u3uyeckoro mupa, W mucan: ‘if design,
[they] would argue on evil rather than a good designer’
(W. James. Pragmatism, N. Y., 1935, p. 111).

Hamnucano B 1911 r. u nepsonayanbHo Ha3piBajloch ‘In
White’, 4yto ykasbiBasio Ha mnepexinuky ¢ I'. Mensusiom
(«Mobu Hdux», rinaBa «O OejiM3HE KUTOBY).

THE BEARER OF EVIL TIDINGS (c. 266)

Bot BhIcKa3biBanue camoro ®Ppocra 06 aroit 6annane:
‘Anyone who would drag in Freud to explain my having
failed to autograph a solitary check would naturally
prefer my sexiest poem ‘“The Bearer of Evil Tidings” to
anything else of mine he ever saw’ (Selected Letters, p. 482).

A Witness Tree

Cenpmas kuura P. ®pocra Bpiuta B cetr B 1942 r.
¢ nocssuienueM ‘To K. M. for her part in it” (K. M. —unu-
%HM]):I Kathleen Morrison; cMm. kxomMmenT. k ‘The Silken

ent’).

3a 3Ty kHUTY cTuxoB PpOCT HOJY4HUTT €lEe OIHY, 4eT-
BepTyto, IlynuTuepoBckyro npemuro —ciydaii OecrpeneneHT-
HbIi B JutepaTypHoil uctopuu CIIA.

BEECH (c. 272)

OmHo u3 [ABYX 3arjlaBHBIX CTUXOTBOpEeHU# cOOpHHKa
A Witness Tree. Ilom CTUXOTBOPEHHEM CTOsUIa MOINUCH
‘The Moodie Forester’. Moodie —neBuubs dhaMuius mMatepu
®pocra. CtuxorBopenue ‘Beech’ MeTadopuyecku onpenesnsuio
TPaHUIy MEXIy BHYTPpEeHHHM MupoM ®Ppocta U MHpOM
BHEWIHMM. BoT BTOpoe 3arjaBHoe cTUXOTBOpeHue, ‘Syca-
more’:

Zaccheus he
Did climb the tree
Our Lord to see.
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OT0 cTUXOTBOpeHHE He mpHHAIEXUT nepy Ppocra. OH
3aUMCTBOBaJl ero u3 rasetsl The New England Primer,
1aB €My TOJIbKO JpYroe Ha3BaHUE.

Takum o6pa3zom «zaepeBo» Ppocra OBUIO HE TOJBKO
«CBUAETEJEM», HO M HAOJIOAATENIbHBIM IMyHKTOM.

THE SILKEN TENT (c. 272)

Bnepsrie omyGnukoBano B 1939 r. (Virginia Quarterly
Review, Winter).

Becnoit 1938 r. ymepna Omuuop. ®Ppoct Bman B T1H-
KEJISHIYI0 AenpeccHio. OJIMHOp ObLIa HE TOJILKO JKEHOM
U OpyroM, HO KPHUTHKOM U cekpetapem PobGeptra. B on-
HOM M3 €ro HHCEM TOro BpeMeHM uuTaeM: ‘Pretty near
every one of my poems will be found to be about her
if rightly read’ (Selected Letters, p. 471).

Bce mects knur, Beimemmuue mo 1938 r., P. ®poct
HOCBSITHJI DJIMHOD.

CBoUM BO3pOXAECHHEM K HOPMaJIbHOM XH3HH PpocT BO
MHoroM o6s3an Katiun Moppucon (Kathleen Morrison),
C KOTOpO#f OH mo3HakoMuics B 'apBapACKOM YHHBEpCHTe-
Te B 1936 r. Uepe3d kakue-to mnosroma Ppoct yxe He
NpeCTaBsyl cBoed X u3HM M paborbl O6e3 Katnun. O na-
xe crmenan el nmpemioxenue. K. MoppucoH, kotopast Obl-
jJa Ha [BaAuath JeT MoJioxe Ppocra, pelMTesbLHO
OTKa3aJlach Pa3BOAUTHCA C MYXEM M BBIXOIUTH 3aMyX 3a
dpocra, HO OCTaBajach MpeJaHHbIM CEKpeTapeM Io3Ta M0
KOHLIA €r0 XU3HHU.

CruxotBopenue mocBsimeHo K. Moppucon u B mepBo-
HavanbHOM penakuuu HaswpiBajiock ‘In Praise of Your
Poise’.

®poct nonroe Bpems cuutan ‘The Silken Tent’ emuncT-
BEHHbIM COHETOM B aHIJIOSA3BIYHOW IMO33UM, COCTOSAIMM U3
onHoro npemyioxenus. Koraa B 1953 r. amepukaHCKUH MO3T
PoGepr Ppancuc (Robert Francis), aBTOp CTHXOTBOpEHMS
‘Apple Peeler’, B KOTOPOM €CTh Takue CTPOKHU:

Why the unbroken spiral virtuoso,
Like a trick sonnet in one long, versatile sentence?

yKasajl eMy Ha Jpyrue npumepbl nomoOHbIx coHeToB, PpocT
HE Ha IOYTKY OrOpYMJICA.
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HAPPINESS MAKES UP IN HEIGHT FOR
WHAT IT LACKS IN LENGTH (c. 274)

B 1937 r. P. ®pocr nucan cBoeMy Jpyry, JuTepa-
TypHoMy kputuky b. e BoTo:

‘Elinor gave me permission to be as depressed as I
pleased in emergencies. This is a hard world and it be-
comes us to pay our respects to its hardness some of
the time. But some of the time I was free to bask
self-consciously in being generally understood. You may
recall the poem I wrote in those stormy March days at
Harvard. I named it “Happiness makes up in height for
what it lacks in length” (Selected Letters, p. 453).

COME IN (c. 274)

Ob6pasnslii crpoit ‘Come In’, no-BMAUMOMY, HaBEsSIH Xpec-
TOMAaTUitHBIM ~ CTHXOTBOopeHHeM Tomaca Xapmu ‘The
Darkling Thrush’ (1900), xoTopbIM MO3T BCTpe4Yasl HACTY-
naroumit XX Bek. IIpuBoaumM 3TO CTHXOTBODEHME.

THE DARKLING THRUSH

I leant upon a coppice gate
When Frost was spectre-gray,
And Winter’s dregs made desolate
The weakening eye of day.
The tangled bine-stems scored the sky
Like strings of broken lyres, .
And all mankind that haunted high
Had sought their household fires.

The land’s sharp features seemed to be
The Century’s corpse outleant,

His crypt the cloudy canopy,
The wind his death-lament.

The ancient pulse of germ and birth
Was shrunken hard and dry,

And every spirit upon earth
Seemed fervourless as I.

At once a voice arose among
The bleak twigs overhead
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In a full-hearted evensong
Of joy illimited;

An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,
In blast-beruffled plume,

Had chosen thus to fling his soul
Upon the growing gloom.

So little cause for carollings
Of such ecstatic sound

Was written on terrestrial things
Afar or nigh around,

That I could think there trembled through
His happy good-night air

Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew
And I was unaware.

CARPE DIEM (c. 278)

3arnaBue CTHXOTBOPEHHs OTChUIAeT K [opauuio:
‘...Dum loquimur, fugerit invida
Aetas: carpe diem, quam minimum credula postero’.
«...Mbl TOBOPHM, BpeMsl € 3aBUCTHOE
Muntcs. Ilonb3yiics [OHEM, MeEHbIIE BCEro Bepst
NpeabIayIeMy».
(«Onpw», I, II. Ilepeon C. LllepBuHckoro).

PasBepHyTas nurtata ooHaxaet nonemuky ®dpocra ¢ I'o-
pauuem.

THE MOST OF IT (c. 282)

P. ®poct Apyxuin co MHOTMMHM U3 CBOHX CTYAEHTOB,
KOTOpBIX 00y4yas B kojuiemkax Amxepcra, JaptMmyra WM
MpuuyuranckoM ynuBepcutete. B AHn ApbGope (wutat Mu-
YUraH) K HEMY 4acTO NPHUXOMJI MOJIOAOM MOAT YoitH Ban
Hop (Wane Van Dore), xoTopslii, noapaxas Topo («Yoi-
IIEH»), XU yeauHeHHoO B Jyiecy. B 1928 r. on mpunec ®poc-
Ty CBOM HOBbI€ CTUXOTBOPEHHS, JBA U3 KOTOPBIX U IOCIIYXKUIIH
noBogoM misi HamucaHus ®pocrom ‘The Most of It’. Ox-
HO u3 Hux HaseBajioch ‘The Echo’.

Made mellow by a wall of trees
My call came swiftly back to me.
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My word the forest would not take
Came bounding back across the lake.
Through outer trees to shade grown black
I peered and saw, like strips of snow
That form in rocks the ages crack

The trunks of birches, half aglow.

Again I called, and now I stirred

A fearful bird to swiftly fly.

Far off I heard his angry scream,

But not a gladdened human cry.

It seemed I could not overthrow

The brooding barrier of the trees.

My voice grew swift, my call more keen,
But always backward came the word

Of it to me, that seemed to sigh

For him I sought, for all reply.

Bo BTOpOoM cTuxoTBopenuu, ‘Man Alone’, OblnM Takue

CTPOKH

If he should loudly call, then stand and wait

Until the sound had traveled far and made

A voice reply, he’d know the forest held

No mate for him. An echo would reply,

Giving him back his lonely call and word.

A deer might start...

B sTux cruxorBopenusax Ppocra pa3apaxaid CCHTUMEH-
TJIbHOCTb M MOMNBITKA BBINPOCUTH y NPHUPOALI TO, YTO OHA
natb He MoxeT. Ilpupoma y ®pocra vaie BCEro paBHO-
OyIHAa WIN OaXe JKECTOKa K 4eJIOBEKY.

TO A MOTH SEEN IN WINTER (c. 284)

Hamucano Ha py6exe BekoB. Ilo cBHAETENBCTBY CaMOro
®pocra, nepen mybMKanyved NOABEPriOCh JIMIIL HE3HAYH-
TEJIbHBIM HM3MEHEHHSM.

THE DISCOVERY OF THE MADEIRAS (c. 290)

Ha3zBanue oTcpUIaeT K KJIAaCCHYECKOMY TPYAY aHTJIHIACKO-
ro ropucra u reorpadpa Puuapna Xaxmoiita (Richard Hak-
luyt, ox. 1552-1616)—TpexTomMuuky ‘The Principal Naviga-
tions, Voyages, Traffics, and Discoveries of the English Na-
tion’ (1598-1600).
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THE LESSON FOR TODAY (c. 298)

BrepBbie mpountaHo aBTopoM 20 mroHs 1941 r. (muca-
Jock ¢ 1925 r.) Ha rogoBoM cobOpanuu obmectsa ‘Phi Betta
Kappa’ 'apBapackoro yHuBepcHTETa.

‘The Lesson for Today’-otBer P. ®pocra Ha pacmpo-
crpanennble Torna B CIHIA scxaTosioruyeckue HacTPOECHHS.
B omHoM u3 mucem P. ®dpocra Toro mepuona ecTb TakKue
CTPOKH:

‘But speaking of ages, you will often hear it said that
the age of the world we live in is particularly bad. I
am impatient of such talk. We have no way of knowing
that this age is one of the worst in the world’s history.
Arnold claimed the honor for the age before this. Words-
worth claimed it for the last but one. And so on back
through literature.” (Selected Letters, pp. 417-418).

Boob6paxxaemblit cobeceqHUK aBTOpa — BbLIAIOLIMIACS MO3T
IX Bexa Ankyun, rinaBa Axkagemun (ITanmatunckoro kiacca)
npu aBope Kapsa Benukoro. IX Bek—mocieqHuil BEK «TeM-
HOrO CpeIHEBEKOBbs». VIMEHHO TpyAaMH IO3TOB M YYEHBIX
AxaneMuM OTKpbIBaeTCs Tak Ha3biBaeMoe «KaposmHrckoe
BO3POXIECHHEN.

JlaTtunckue uurathl ver aspergit terram floribus («BecHa
ychlnmaeT 3emuir0 IBeramuw») U Memento mori («[TomHH 0
CMEpTH») B34Thl U3 CTUXOTBOpeHHs AnkyuHa «Qnutadus ca-
MoMy cebey.

Steeple Bush

BocbMas xuura cruxoB P. ®pocra yBunena ceeT B 1947 1.
IMoxanyi, Hukoraa paHblie B cBoel mo3sunm Ppoct He
NOAXOOWI Tak OJIM3KO K HpSMOMY, HE ONOCPEJOBaHHOMY
OpUTYEH OOCYXIEHHIO 3JI000MHEBHBIX NpPOOJIEM COBpPEMEH-
HocTH. (CM., Hampumep, CTUXOTBODEHHs M3 pasfeia, Ko-
TOpbIii B NEPBOM U HEKOTOPHIX MOCIEAYIOIIUX H3OaHHAX
cOopumnka Steeple Bush naspiBayics ‘Editorials’, T.e. mepe-
nosuibl (‘Haec Fabula Docet’, ‘Etherealizing’, ‘Why Wait
for Science’, ‘Any Size We Please’, ‘The Ingenuities of
Debt’, ‘To the Right Person’). HoBbiit ®pocT, HECKOJIbKO
OTOLIEAIIHNHA OT HPOCTHIX, HO IJIyOOKHUX NPHUTY, TOHUMAHHS Y
KPUTHKM HE Haulel.
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CruxorBopenue ‘Choose Something Like a Star’ Bkiro-
yeHO B cOOpHUK Steeple Bush ycnoBHO (CM. KOMMEHT. K
3TOMY CTHXOTBOPEHHIO).

Hdo Hacrosiero BpeMeHH COOpHHMK Steeple Bush Ha3zpi-
BAJICS B KHMrax W NyOJMKanusXx Ha pycckoM s3bike «KycT
Ha kposie». Steeple bush-—amepukanusm, He ¢GUKCHpyeMBbIH
B OTEYECTBEHHBIX AHIJIO-PYCCKUX cioBapsx. Ppocrt ynorpe-
6un ero B cOOpHHMKE JIMIIb OJHAXIbl, BO BTOPOM 4ETBeE-
poctuiny ‘Something for Hope’ B xoHTekcTe, KOTOpBIA K
KpOBJIE, KOHEYHO, HUKAKOrO0 OTHOIUEHUs He uMeeT. Steeple
bush-3T0 TO, uTo GOTaHMKM Ha3bIBalOT Spirea tomentosa,
TaBOJIrAa aMepUKaHCcKas (THIHYHOE pacTeHue odbumoint Ppoc-
ToM HoBoii AHryiuu). B HopMaTHBHOM aHIJIMICKOM SI3BIKE
BMecTO steeple bush ynorpebnstor cioBo hardhack.

SOMETHING FOR HOPE (c. 310)

B noaTrexcTe 3TOro CTUXOTBOPEHHUS CKpbITa KpuTHka «Ho-
Boro kypca» @. 1. Py3Benbta (CM., Hampumep, KOMMEHT.
K ‘A Roadside Stand’). BnpoyeM, OCHOBHOH aprymeHT mo3-
Ta—‘Spes alit agricolam’ («Hanexnaa nuraeT celbCKOTO Tpy-
XKEHHKa»)—eBa JIK MOI CIYXXHUTh YTEIEHHEM I ThICHY
pa3opsBLINXCH (HEepMEpPOB.

AN UNSTAMPED LETTER
IN OUR RURAL LETTER BOX (c. 312)

JIvpuyeckwuii repoit 3TOro CTUXOTBOPEHUS!, OOpalarouii-
ca in forma pauperis («c HWKaHIIAM MOYTEHHEM») K dep-
Mepy, 3To, Bugumo, cam ®dpocrt, NoOUBLINIA CENbCKOE XKH-
Th€, HO OTHIOJb HE 3a00Thl U TATOTHI (HEpPMEPCKON KU3HU.

TWO LEADING LIGHTS (c. 318)
Sheba (Batsheba)—B pycckoii Tpanuuuu Bupcasus, MaTh
6ubneiickoro naps ConomoHa.

A WISH TO COMPLY (c. 320)

@®pocT MHOro pasMBILUIST O HAYYHBIX AOCTHXCHHSX
XX Beka, a ToyHee, O (PUIOCOPCKOM CMBICIE KpYIHEH-
IIMX OTKpBLITHH B (u3uke U OMOJIOTMH.
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Ocenbto 1923 r. B Amxepcre oH BcTpeTwics ¢ Hub-
coMm Bopom. HabmopaTtenn otmeuaroT, 4To Bonpocsl ®poc-
Ta Hunbcy Bopy Obutum uHTepecHee M riyOxe BONPOCOB
npodeccuoHaIbHBIX AaMEPUKAHCKHUX (PU3UKOB, NPHCYTCTBOBAB-
IMX Ha obene.

C Pobeprom MmumnnkenoMm (Robert Millikan), amepu-
KaHCKMM ¢u3MkoM, naypeatom Hobenesckoit mpemuu, ko-
TOPBbIA C BBICOKOH TOYHOCTBIO H3MEPWJ 3apsii JJIEKTPOHa,
IKCIIEPUMEHTAJILHO NPOBEPHJI KBAHTOBYIO Teopuio A. DifH-
mTeHa W ONpeNeNusl 4YUCJICHHOE 3HAYCHUE MOCTOSHHOIM
ITnanka, ®poct Berpetmiics B 1932 r. B KamudopHuiickom
TEXHOJIOTUYECKOM HHCTHTYTE.

A CLIFF DWELLING (c. 320)

B 1935 r. ®poct no cosery Bpauell yexas Ha 3UMY
B Canta ®e (ror Texaca). Henomaneky ot 3toro ropoaa
COXPAaHUJINCh JOMCTOPHYECKUE CKAJIbHBIE XWIKIIA HHIEHIIEB
ny3670, KoTopbie PPOCT €3AUN CMOTPETH.

HAEC FABULA DOCET (c. 320)

N3neBka Hang OGaceHHBIM MOPAIM3aTOPCTBOM IMOOYEPKHU-
BaeTCsi HE TOJbKO HMeHeM cienoro (JIagoHTeH), HO U 3a-
raBueM (B TepeBofe C JaThiHM—«Tak riaacut OacHs»).

ETHEREALIZING (c. 322)

MHorue ctuxu ®pocra HamucaHel B COHETHOH ¢opme.
Y Hero MOXHO HalTM M HTaJbSHCKUH coHeT (‘Meeting
and Passing’, ‘Range-Finding’) u wekcnuposckuit (‘On a
Tree Fallen Across the Road’). Dxcnepumentupys c¢ co-
HeToM, PpoCT mUcan NMPOMEXYTOUYHbIE (OPMBI MEXAy HTa-
JIbSHCKUM M LUeKcnupoBckuM kaHoHamu (‘The Vantage
Point’), a mo3aHee ¥ COHETHI, COCTOSIIME U3 NATHAIUATH UM
tpunanuati crpok (‘A Cliff Dwelling’).

‘Etherealizing’ — BecbMa THIOHYHBIN 11s no3auero dpocra
NpUMep OYeHb CBOOOOHOrO OOpAllEHHS C COHETOM.

BURSTING RAPTURE (c. 326)

Poct acxaronormyeckux HactpoeHuid B CIIA B cBs3u
C co3gaHueM aToMHO#N OoMObl BbI3biBan y ®Ppocra peiu-
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TenpHbIH mpoTtecT. [lo Mbicniu ®PpocTa, HHUYTO HE MOXET
0cBOOOUTH YesoBeKa OT OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 3a cebsi M CBOO
IUIaHeTy.

B nuceMe k crymeHTamM AMxepcra OH MHUCa:

‘One can safely say after from six to thirty thousand
years of experience that the evident design is a situation
here in which it will always be about equally hard to
save... your decency, your integrity’ (Selected Letters,
p. 418). Cm. taxxke kommeHT. k ‘The Lesson for Today’.

THE INGENUITIES OF DEBT (c. 326)

Brnepsrie onybnukoBaHo B xypHaine The Atlantic Month-
ly B pekabpe 1946 r.; mo mnpusHaHuro camoro Ppocra,
HalMCaHO Ha COpOK JIeT paHee, Ha ¢epme B [eppw.

‘T left the “Ingenuities of Debt” lying around nameless
for forty years because I couldn’t find a fourth line for
it to suit me’ (The Years of Triumph, p. 598).

OTOT KpacCHOpPEYHBBI IITPUX NAET INpPEACTaBIEHHE H O
Metone paborst Ppocra, U 0 ero TpeOOBATENIBHOCTH K
cebe.

Panee yxe oTMevasioch, YTO BIEYATIEHHS MOJIONOCTH,
CBS3aHHbIE C JKM3HbIO Ha ¢epme B [leppu, oTpasu-
JIICh Ha BCEM JOJIrOM IO3THYECKOM TBopyecTBe PDpocra.
[MpuBomuM cTuXxoTBOpeHue, KoTopoe PpocT Hamucan B
1911 r., 3a roa mo oTbe3ga B AHIJIHIO:

ON THE SALE OF MY FARM

Well-away and be it so,

To the stranger let them go.
Even cheerfully I yield

Pasture, orchard, mowing-field,
Yea and wish him all the gain
I required of them in vain.

Yea, and I can yield him house,
Barn, and shed, with rat and mouse
To dispute possession of

These I can unlearn to love.
Since I cannot help it? Good!
Only be it understood,
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It shall be no trespassing

If T come again some spring

In the grey disguise of years,
Seeking ache of memory here.

TO THE RIGHT PERSON (c. 328)

‘...a state of ours that is a shire’-umeercs B Buny
wtat Hero-I'emnump, B xotopoM PpocT OpoXHI MHOIO
set (B Hero-I'emmnmupe oH yuwics 4 mpemopasal).

CHOOSE SOMETHING LIKE A STAR (c. 334)

Kak yxe oTMeuasioch, 3TO CTUXOTBOpPEHHE BKJIIOYEHO B
Steeple Bush ycnosHo, u6o B uznmanue 1947 r. He BXoAuJIO.
Ho nockonbky 0oHO BoOOwIE He OBLIO HameyaTaHO HU B
OHOH W3 MAEBATH OPUIMHAJIbHBIX KHMI MO3Ta, a BKJIIOYA-
JIOCh TOJIbKO B TOMa HM30paHHBIX U INOJIHBIX cOOpaHuWii CTH-
xorBopeHuii ®pocra, k Steeple Bush OHO OTHECEHO YHCTO
XpOHOJIOTMYECKH (OHO BHEpBble OBUIO ONYOJIMKOBaHO B
1943 r., T.e. yxe mnocne Boixona A Witness Tree). Ilo
MaHepe NHCbMa M HACTPOCHUIO OHO, CKOpee BCEro, OTHO-
CHTCS K paHHEMYy NEpHOAY TBOPYECTBA MO3TAa M CONEPXKHUT
OpAMYIO, YKa3aHHYIO B TEKCTE, MEPEKJINYKY C H3BECTHBIM
coHeToM [lxona Kurca:

Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art—
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,

And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature’s patient sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,

Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—

No-yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,
Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever-or else swoon to death.
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In the Clearing

HeBsaTas, u nocynenHss, kuura ctuxos P. ®pocra Beliuia
B cBeT 26 mapra 1962 r., B aenp 88-metus moata. Ilo-
CBSILLIEHNE IJIACWIO:

‘Letters in prose to Louis Untermeyer, Sidney Cox,
and John Bartlett for them to dispose of as they please;
these to you in verse for keeps.’

KpoMe Tpex Ha3BaHHBIX B mocBsilieHUd Apy3seil Ppocra,
KocBeHHO ynomsiHyTa u Katnun Moppucon (“you’), xoto-
poii ObUIM MOCBSAILUEHBI W [BE NpEAbIAYILHE KHUTH I03Ta.

Kak Bcerna, B KHUTy ObUIM BKJIFOYEHBI CTUXH, HAIMCaH-
Hele PpocToM B pa3Hoe BpeMs, 1O MeEHblIEH Mepe, 3a
TpU TPEALIECTBYIOUIMX AECATHIIETHS.

CLOSED FOR GOOD (c. 342)

Hanucano nve nosaxee 1948 r., xorma ®poct pasocnan
€ro B KaueCTBE pPOXIECTBEHCKOIO MO3[ApaBJICHHS! POIHBIM
U 3HAKOMBIM.

ESCAPIST-NEVER (c. 344)

B 1933 r. ®poct B O0OHOM H3 BBICTYIUICHHIl, OTBepras
OoOBHMHEHHUs B 3cKanM3Me, cKasall:

‘Well, a man may climb a tree and still not be an
escapist. He may go up there to pick something.’ (The
Years of Triumph, p. 425). -

AUSPEX (c. 346)

HagesiHo BocnoMUHaHMEM O paHHEM [ETCTBE, MPOBEIECH-
HoM ®poctom B Kanudopuuu. Mudosornyeckuit I"'anumen,
NOXUILEHHBIA 3€BCOM, NpEeBpAaTUBILIEMCS B OpJia, UCIOJIHSI
Ha OnuMmne 0053aHHOCTH BUHOYEPINHUS.

THE DRAFT HORSE (c. 346)

IMoutu Bce ctuxu Ppocra Tak WIM HHAYE CBSI3aHBI C
npuponoii. IlpaBma, caM OH B OOHOM M3 MHTEDPBBIO 3a-
METHJI, YTO Y HEro NpaKTUYeCKH HET CTUXOB, rae Obl He
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npucytcTBoBasl yesoBek: ‘I guess I'm not a nature poet.
I’ve only written two poems without a human being in
them. Only two.” (LUur. mo: David A. Sohn Richard
H. Tyre. Frost: The Poet and His Poetry, N. Y., 1969, p. 3).

INMpupona y dpocta MHOrIa MOXET OBITH MYAPBHIM Y4H-
TeJlEM WM HMCTOYHHKOM BaoxHoBeHus, kak B ‘Come In’
mwimm ‘The Oven Bird’, HO ualie Bcero OHa paBHOIYLIHA
(‘Acquainted with the Night’, ‘Desert Places’) wnu naxe
xectoka (‘The Draft Horse’).

ON BEING CHOSEN POET OF VERMONT (c. 350)

B 1961 r. penieHuemM 3aKOHOJATEJILHOTO COOpaHus IITa-
Ta BepMoHT ®pocT ObuT M30paH «no3ToM-naypeatom Bep-
MOHTa». UYeThIpeXCTpPOYHOE CTHXOTBOPEHHE—CBOeOOpa3Has
6s1arogapHOCTh MO3Ta LITATy, B KOTOPOM OH [OJITO XKHIL

THE OBJECTION TO BEING STEPPED ON (c. 350)

B stoM ctuxotBopenun ®Ppoct oObIrpsiBacT OubIerHckuil
NPU3BbIB «IIEPEKOBATH MEYH HA Opajia» (cM., Hanpumep, Mcaus,
2: 4; Muxe#t, 4: 3), ubo, no ®dpocry, 3710 He B Bewlax,
a B TOM, Kak JIIOJM UX UCMOJb3yloT. Hukakue TexHuueckue
HOBILLECTBA HE CIACYyT MHp, €CJIM 4eJIOBEYeCTBO HE HaWaeT
B ceOe pelMMOCTH CIAacTH €ro.

AWAY! (c. 352)

OTO CTHXOTBOpEHHE He ObLIO MOCIEIHUM B TBOPYECTBE
®pocra. Ho B HEKOTOPOM CMBICIE OHO BCE XE€ «UTOrO-
Boe». B nenu Hojirux ¥ mogyac MyHMTENIbHBIX Pa3MBbILIUICHUH
®pocta 0 XU3HKH U cMepTH ‘Away!’-camoe mo3gHee MO
BpEMEHHM HAMMCaHWs U MEHEee BCEro OTArOLIEHO CTPaxoM
CMEpPTH, KOTOpHIA B OPAMOM M MeTahU3UYECKOM CMBbICIE
mpeciieioBajl M03Ta BCIO XKU3Hb.

N3BectHO, yTo DpocT moOUN aMepuUKaHCKHE HapOJHbIE
necHu. [Ipunes ‘1 am bound away’ u3 npennociaeaHei crpo-
(b1, ckOopee Bcero, 3aMMCTBOBaH U3 HapoJHO# necHu ‘Shenan-
doah’: ‘Bound away/I’'m bound away, ’cross the wide Mis-
souri’.
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