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A Hymn

O God of earth and altar,
Bow down and hear our cry,
Our earthly rulers falter,

Our people drift and die;

The walls of gold entomb us,
The swords of scorn divide,
Take not thy thunder from us,
But take away our pride.

From all that terror teaches,
From lies of tongue and pen,
From all the easy speeches

That comfort cruel men,

From sale and profanation

Of honour and the sword,

From sleep and from damnation,
Deliver us, good Lord.

Tie in a living tether

The prince and priest and thrall,
Bind all our lives together,
Smite us and save us all;

In ire and exultation

Aflame with faith, and free,
Lift up a living nation,

A single sword to thee.



XHMH

Bcesumnu boxe CBéTH,
Yyil TOPKHUSI HYU TJ1ac:
TpenepsT B CTpax Lapere,
CMBpTTA BJaJIei HaJ| HAC;
nory0oBa HH 3J1aT6T0,
JICIA HU 3aBUCTTA;
B3€MU, HO HE TETJIOTO,
B3€MU HU FOPAOCTTA.

OT nyMUTE JTBKIUBH,

oT poOCTBO Ha CTpaxa,
OT peuunte panmmuBu

B yroja Ha rpexa,

oT 100JIeCT Ha 3aIIaTa,
OT YeCT, IOKPUTA C MPaK,
OT JICHOCT MPOKBJIHATA
ma3u o1, boxke Ojar.

CBbpKM B €JHO TUXaHUE
CBELIEHUK, pO0 U KHSI3;
CIUTOTH HU BB CTpaJaHUeE,
CIIacy HU BCUYKH Hac.

Ot BsipaTa orpesu,

BOJIM HU KBM BB3XO/I,
CBOOOJTHU, BB3POJICHA —
earHeH TBOW Hapoa.



The Song of Quoodle

They haven’t got no noses,
The fallen sons of Eve;

Even the smell of roses

Is not what they supposes;
But more than mind discloses
And more than men believe.

They haven’t got no noses,
They cannot even tell

When door and darkness closes
The park a Jew encloses,
Where even the law of Moses
Will let you steal a smell.

The brilliant smell of water,

The brave smell of a stone,

The smell of dew and thunder,
The old bones buried under,

Are things in which they blunder
And err, if left alone.



Ilecenra Ha Kyaen

Huma 6e3 HocoBe ca
yenarta Ha Anam?

Ta posara yxaiiHa

e raTaHka Oe3kpaiiHa,
HEIMOCTH)KMMa TalHa
3a BCEKHU YM TOJISIM.

Huma 6e3 HocoBe ca?
Hwnma He uyBCcTBaT Kak
Mo/l TUThTHATA 3aBeca
Ha YepeH HOUIEH MpaK
MU3KOHHO JTOCTOSIHHUE
orpabBa UM BparpT?!
Jlopu enHo yxaHue

HE CMET J1a crnacsT!

Karo Boja mpuncTo,
no-xpabpo OT MPHCTTA,
KaTo pocaTa 4ucTo,
MO-CBSITO OT CMBPTTa —
HE3PUMO KaTO BCUUKHU
HaW-UCTUHCKU HElla.



The wind from winter forests,
The scent of scentless flowers,
The breath of brides’ adorning,
The smell of snare and warning,
The smell of Sunday morning,
God gave to us for ours.
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And Quoodle here discloses
All things that Quoodle can,
They haven’t got no noses,
They haven’t got no noses,
And goodness only knowses
The Noselessness of Man.



IloBest CBEX, KPUCTAJIEH
Ha 3UMHAaTa ropa,

JTbXa COJICH, MeYaIeH
Ha OypHHUTE MODHI,

J'bXa TUX Ha IIeJTyBKaTa
¢ 6e33BYUHHMS 1 TIIac,

Y OH3W — Ha MpecTpyBKaTa —
cb3aane bor 3a Hac.
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U Kynen nura cmasiH
BCE€ TO3H CTap BBIPOC:
Hwuma 6e3 HocoBe ca?
Hwuma 6e3 HocoBe ca?
Yosewku poxa OKasH,
eIHUYBK cu 0e3 Hoc!



The Song of
Right and Wrong

Feast on wine or fast on water
And your honour shall stand sure,
God Almighty’s son and daughter
He the valiant, she the pure;

If an angel out of heaven

Brings you other things to drink,
Thank him for his kind attentions,
Go and pour them down the sink.

Tea 1s like the East he grows in,
A great yellow Mandarin

With urbanity of manner

And unconsciousness of sin;

All the women, like a harem,

At his pig-tail troop along;

And, like all the East he grows in,
He is poison when he’s strong.
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Ilecen 3a
NMpaBAaTa U KPUBAATA

IInp cbe BUHO, ITOCT ¢ BOAXLIA
Ma3saT CBETHJ TBOS JCH.

Te ca boxuu geuuna,

TSI — JIEBOMKA, TO — JICBEHT.
Jlaxxe aHren ot HeOETO

aKo JIpyro TH HaJleu,

¢ 6J1aroJapHOCTH B3EMU TO

U JI0 Karka ro usJjiei.

Karo M3rtoka € vasr:
MaHJIapUH C MPUATEH CMSIX,
ChC M3UCKAaHU OOHOCKH,
0e3 Cb3HaHME 3a IPAX.

A KEHHUTE Kato CTajio

Ce THJIIST Ha Yallla Yau.
[Ilom e cunen, € oTpoBa —
KaTo CBOS POJIEH KpaM.
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Tea, although an Oriental,

Is a gentleman at least;

Cocoa is a cad and coward,
Cocoa is a vulgar beast,

Cocoa is a dull, disloyal,

Lying, crawling cad and clown,
And may very well be grateful
To the fool that takes him down.

As for all the windy waters,

They were rained like tempests down
When good drink had been dishonoured
By the tipplers of the town;

When red wine had brought red ruin
And the death-dance of our times,
Heaven sent us soda water

As a torment for our crimes.
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Yast e opueHranen,

HO € JDKEHTBJIMEH BCE IAK.
A KakaoTo — CTpaxJIMBeIl
Y 4yJIOBHILIEH MPOCTAK.

To e Tpno, BEpOIOMHO,
HpaBa CBOM TO YECTO KPUHU,
HO OTILIAIA CE€ CTOKPATHO
Ha IUIyIaKa, 1o ro nu.

JIBXK U314 ce C TPBbM U Oypst
OT HeOECHHM BHCHUHH,

IIOM TOOpUTE TUTHETA

3710 MMUSIHCTBO OCKBEPHHU.
PyiiHO BUHO HM nOKapa
pyiiHa KpbB U 371a Oefa,

Ta HEOETO HM HaKaza

ChC Ta3upaHa Boja.
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A Ballad of Suicide

The gallows in my garden, people say,

Is new and neat and adequately tall;

I tie the noose on in a knowing way

As one that knots his necktie for a ball;

But just as all the neighbours — on the wall
Are drawing a long breath to shout “Hurray!”
The strangest whim has seized me... After all
I think I will not hang myself today.

Tomorrow is the time I get my pay —

My uncle’s sword is hanging in the hall —

I see a little cloud all pink and grey —

Perhaps the rector’s mother will not call —

I fancy that I heard from Mr. Gall

That mushrooms could be cooked another way —
I never read the works of Juvenal —

I think I will not hang myself today.
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banana 3a camoyoOmnena

becuiikaTta BbB ABOpa MU, HIENTSIT,

€ HaThbKMEHA 3a KpacuB (uHAI.
3aBbp3BaM KIIyIia 3a OPE/ICH MbT,

¢ uHeC U BeurHa — Karto 3a 0ai.
Cecenute OT Lenus KBapTai

noexa abXx, “Ypa!” na u3kpeusr.
Ho B Mur 003¢ M€ HETOHSATHA KaJl...
Maii gsima 1a ce 0ecsi TO3H IIbT.

3anaTa yTpe 1€ MU U3IIaTIT. . .
[Ipansano ¢ Meu e OpaHui cBOs Kpadl...
YepBeHO-cHBH 00J1AIH JIETAT. . .
CBelLEHUKBT 1aHO HE € y3HAJl. ..

A3 csaxam nonouyyx ot Muctep [ai,
4ye rp0u Apyrosiye ce BapsT. ..

He cv™m npouen u pea ot FOBenai. ..
Maii HsiMa J1a ce Oecst TO3U IbT.
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The world will have another washing-day;

The decadents decay; the pedants pall;

And H. G. Wells has found that children play,

And Bernard Shaw discovered that they squall,
Rationalists are growing rational —

And through thick woods one finds a stream astray
So secret that the very sky seems small —

I think I will not hang myself today.

Envoy
Prince, I can hear the trumpet of Germinal,
The tumbrils toiling up the terrible way;

Even today your royal head may fall,
I think I will not hang myself today.
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[Ile ce mpeuncTH HAKOM JIEH CBETHT.
B kainra mie ce 3aBbpHE BCAKa Kall.
N mmavenure me ce yremar,

a TIIyMUTE 1€ CEKHAT Cpel neyanl.
MpapyBamusT craBa IOMBAPSLIL. ..
Yosgek, 3a1yTaH B Ta€H FOPCKU KbT,
Hamupa OpoJl — ThH, KaKkTo € XKeJal...
Maii asima 1a ce 0ecsi TO3U IIbT.
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Kpamto, nouyBam kak TpbOSAT CUTHA,
KbM emadoia CMbPTHUIIA BBPBSIT.

Ho cMBpTHHK MOXKE 1a € BCEKH Kpal...
Maii HIMa 1a ce 6ecs TO3H ITbT.
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The Myth of Arthur

O learned man who never learned to learn,

Save to deduce, by timid steps and small,

From towering smoke that fire can never burn
And from tall tales that men were never tall.

Say, have you thought what manner of man it is
Of who men say ‘“He could strike giants down”?
Or what strong memories over time’s abyss

Bore up the pomp of Camelot and the crown.
And why one banner all the background fills,
Beyond the pageants of so many spears,

And by what witchery in the western hills

A throne stands empty for a thousand years.

Who hold, unheeding this immense impact,
Immortal story for a mortal sin;

Lest human fable touch historic fact,

Chase myths like moths, and fight them with a pin.
Take comfort; rest — there needs not this ado.
You shall not be a myth, I promise you.
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Jlerengara 3a Apryp

CbBpeMEHHU MBJPELIO, TU CU LIap

B YMYBAHETO, HE BbB MbJIPOCTTA.

3a Te0 TUMBT € JTUIca Ha TIoXKap,
BB3XOABT JIMIICA € HA BUCOTA.

Kak Mucauim TH, KakbB YOBEK € OMII

na Kamenor Bnagerenst 1ro0um?

Ta 6e3mHaTa Ha BpeMEeTO HaJABUII,
npeObaBa CIOMEHBT He3aTUIUM !
YMeern, ¢ BeIMKaHU BJISI3BI B OpaH,

J1a ChKPYIIU HaJJMEHHATa UM MOII.

U B30pBT XOPCKH, B HETO YIIOBaH,

ro OKpBhXKaBa ¢ OJIICHK U Pa3KOLLL.

ITon cnaBHMS My CTST — OOMIM OE3YeT.
[{si cBaT na Gemre, mak ce Ou moOpat.
Ha raiino msicTO BEKOBE Hapen
BBJIICOCTBO a3W TPOHA OITYCTSII.
ITo-cuaHa OT roguHUTE, )KUBEHU
0e3cMBbpPTHA MPUKA3Ka 32 CMBPTEH IPsIX.
A 1, MBIpENO, Ka3Bal Mu: ‘“‘Heneit
nereHja ¢ (akT ga cMecBall Thid 6e3 cTpax.”
Cnoxkoiino! U 3aiio e To3 otnop?
Jlerenga v HE cH, B Ty HIMA CIIOP.
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A Child of the Snows

There is heard a hymn when the panes are dim,
And never before or again,

When the nights are strong with a darkness long,
And the dark is alive with rain.

Never we know but in sleet and in snow,
The place where the great fires are,

That the midst of the earth is a raging mirth
And the heart of the earth a star.

And at night we win to the ancient inn
Where the child in the frost is furled,
We follow the feet where all souls meet
At the inn at the end of the world.

The gods lie dead where the leaves lie red,
For the flame of the sun is flown,

The gods lie cold where the leaves lie gold,
And a Child comes forth alone.
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J/leTe Ha cCHeroBere

Cpen HaTpynaH CHST, B HEM30pOJEH MpaK —
HOII Oe3KpaifHa, OKbITAHA B TBXKI —
3a3By4aBa XUMH — Tbhi JKeJIaH U JTIOOUM,

¥ HEUyT J0CETa HU BETHBK.

Camo B KHIlIa U CHAT HUM y3HaBaMe Kak
ce ’kaJyBa 3a OI'bH TOJISIM.

U 3emsrta nopu B OyitHa pajocT ropu,

¥ CBHPIIETO U KPHil 3BE3/ICH IUIAM.

IIbTAT, B JIEX CKOBAH, BOJY B IPEBEH XaH,
JIETO B CKPEXK € IIOBUTO JIETE.

W 1o Ta3u cnena qupu Besika ayiia

OHS XaH, CKPUT HE3HAWHO KbJIE.

borosere ymupar karo 3j1aTHU JIMCTA,
ye JICHST € ocTaHa) 0e3 MOIII.
borosere ca MbpPTBH KaTo 3j1aTHA pyz:é.
U eqno [lere rpee cpeaHo.
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Eternities

I cannot count the pebbles in the brook.

Well hath He spoken: “Swear not by thy head.
Thou knowest not the hairs,” though He, we read,
Writes that wild number in His own strange book.

I cannot count the sands or search the seas,
Death cometh, and I leave so much untrod.
Grant my immortal aureole, O my God,
And I will name the leaves upon the trees.

In heaven I shall stand on gold and glass,
Still brooding earth’s arithmetic to spell;

Or see the fading of the fires of hell

Ere I have thanked my God for all the grass.
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BeuHuTe ncTuHM

He mora nisicbka na uzopos,
HHM KOCMHTE Ha CBOSITA IJIaBa,
ye caMo bor ru 3Hae, 3atoBa
Jla ce KbJIHA BBB Hes ce 004.

MopeTo B miena kak ja nooepa?
Heuz6poaum, CBETHT IIpej] MEH JICKH.
bescmbpTHE, 0 boxe, na Mu TH,

Y BCEKU CTPBK ChC UME WIE Aapsl.

B HebGecHute 1BOpLIM pE3 BEUHOCTTA
1€ CpUYaM 3€MHHSI OTPOMEH CBSIT.

W me 3ampb3HE OTHEHUAT af,

MIPEAM J1a CBBPIIIA CBOSTA XBaJa.
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Gold Leaves

Lo! I am come to autumn,

When all the leaves are gold;

Grey hairs and golden leaves cry out
The year and I are old.

In youth I sought the prince of men,
Captain in cosmic wars,

Our Titan, even the weeds would show
Defiant, to the stars.

But now a great thing in the street
Seems any human nod,

Where shift in strange democracy
The million masks of God.

In youth I sought the golden flower
Hidden in wood or wold,

But I am come to autumn,

When all the leaves are gold.
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3JaTHH JUCTA

Bmx! Ecenra HacThIIN
W BCUYKO IT03JIaTH.
I'omuaaTa mu mensHe:
“C MeH ocTaps 1 T.”

[Ipe3 MnagocTTa cu ThpCcHUX
MOT'BII ¥ CMEII JpyTrap,

C KOTOTO J1a MOCTUTHA
MeuraTa Ha Mkap.

Auta cera ce pagBam

Ha BCEKH MO3APaB MUIL,
Ha BCUYKH YECTHHU JIIOJE,
0 bor e ceTBOpHIL

IIpe3 miaioctra cu ThpCcUx
Jie 3J1aTeH LBSAT b(TH.

Ho ecenTa HacTbu

1 BCUYKO ITO3JIaTH.
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The Great Minimum

It is something to have wept as we have wept,

It is something to have done as we have done,

It is something to have watched when all men slept,
And seen the stars which never see the sun.

It is something to have smelt the mystic rose,
Although it break and leave the thorny rods,

It is something to have hungered once as those
Must hunger who have ate the bread of gods.

To have seen you and your unforgotten face,

Brave as a blast of trumpets for the fray,

Pure as white lilies in a watery space,

It were something, though you went from me today.

To have known the things that from the weak are furled,
Perilous ancient passions, strange and high;

It is something to be wiser than the world,

It is something to be older than the sky.

In a time of sceptic moths and cynic rusts,
And fattened lives that of their sweetness tire,
In a world of flying loves and fading lusts,

It is something to be sure of a desire.

Lo, blessed are our ears for they have heard,
Yea, blessed are our eyes for they have seen:
Let the thunder break on man and beast and bird
And the lightning. It is something to have been.
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BeqmuuneTo Ha MAJIKUTE HElla

He e manko, 4e ckbpOsiT CbM, KAKTO XOpaTa CKbpOSIT.
He e Manko, 4ye cbM NOMHIII CBOSI IBJT IOPH B CHHSI.
He e manko, 4e cbM OJ1sJ1, KOraTO BCUUKHU XOpa CIIAT,
1 Y€ CbM BHUJISII 3BE€3UTE, HETIO3HATH 32 JICHS.

He e MaJIKO, Y€ CbM BIABXHAJ PO30BUAT apoOMar,

HHUIIIO Y€ € IMO-HCTPACH OT MHUpPaA HA HOIIIN JIBC.

He e MaJIKO, 4€ CbM UYBCTBAJ KaXK/la U KOITHCK, U IJIa/,
IIoM BCIHBXK CBbM AJI OT xJ1s10a Ha caMuUTe OOTOBE.

A3 mo3HaBax Te ¥ MOMHS TBOS JIUK HE3a0paBUM,
Xpa0bp KaTo OOEH MPHU3UB, C MBJIpa CMEIIOCT 03apeH —
Ost1a muns peducTta. .. CIioMeH CBETHI U JIIOOUM. . .
Tyii He Oemie HUKaK MaJko... Ho oTuae cu oT MeH.

He e maiiko, 4e npocinaBux TyH, 110 XYJIH Iac CTPaxiuB —
Oucepa, mpe3psiH OT APYTH U 3aXBBPJICH CPel KajuTa —
JPEBHHUSI ONACEH MOPUB, Thil Bb3BUIIEH, IPUYY/JIHB.

A3 1o-ctap ¢bM OT HEOETO U MO-MBABP OT CBETA.

B nHu Ha rynaB MojieH npucMmex, 0€3MnoIaeH U CypoB,
THU NPECUTEHU C HaclIaau 0€3 HAIekKIa U CTPEMEIK,

B CBSIT Ha JIOTOPEJIU CTPACTH M OTIUTAIIA JIFOOOB —

HE € MaJIKO, Y€ TOBAPBAX B UCKPEHUS CU KOITHEXK.

O, G;a3e HU: HUE YyXM€ C HAIITEe COOCTBEHH YIIIH.
Jla, O;a3e HU: HUM BUIIXME C HAIITE COOCTBCHU OYH.
Bede Heka cMBPT Me TpaOHEe OT CBETa KETaH U MU,
Ta xakBo, ako Me Hama? He e maiko, ye ¢bM OHII.
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The Last Hero

The wind blew out from Bergen to the dawning of the day,

A wreck of trees, a fall of towers a score of miles away,

And drifted like a livid leaf I go before its tide,

Spewed out of house and stable, beggared of flag and bride.

The heavens are bowed about my head, shouting like seraph wars,
With rains that might put out the sun and clean the sky of stars,
Rains like the fall of ruined seas from secret worlds above,

The roaring of the rains of God none but the lonely love.

Feast in my hall, O foemen, and eat and drink and drain,

You never loved the sun in heaven as I have loved the rain.

The chance of battle changes — so may all battle be;

I stole my lady bride from them, they stole her back from me.
I rent her from her red-roofed hall, I rode and saw arise,
More lovely than the living flowers the hatred in her eyes.
She never loved me, never bent, never was less divine;

The sunset never loved me, the wind was never mine.

Was it all nothing that she stood imperial in duress?

Silence itself made softer with the sweeping of her dress.

O you who drain the cup of life, O you who wear the crown,
You never loved a woman’s smile as I have loved her frown.

The wind blew out from Bergen to the dawning of the day,

They ride and run with fifty spears to break and bar my way,

I shall not die alone, alone, but kin to all the powers,

As merry as the ancient sun and fighting like the flowers.

How white their steel, how bright their eyes! I love each laughing knave,
Cry high and bid him welcome to the banquet of the brave.

Yea, I will bless them as they bend and love them where they lie,

When on their skulls the sword I swing falls shattering from the sky.
The hour when death is like a light and blood is like a rose, —

You never loved your friends, my friends, as I shall love my foes.
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IocieaHUSAT repou

N36yxna Oyps B bepren, HacThIu Mpak U Kpax.
JbpBeTa ce U3TPBrBaT U KyJIH MajaT B Mpax.

IIpen Buxbpa ce HOcA a3 KaTo KpujaTa BECT,

UMOT U JIOM OCTaBUJL, JIUIIEH OT BJIacT U 4YecT.
Hebeto cxiyneno repMu — COHM aHTeNU BbB OOM.
lacu u cirpHITE, U 3BE3IM HEOSCHUSIT TTOPOA.

Karo npoxbHEHO MOpe, CbC TPOXOT AUB, CYPOB

ot bora ce u3nuBa OB, O-CUJIEH OT JII000B.

B ueprora moii, o0 Bparose, mupyBaiiTe B 3axJac.

3a MEH IBXIBT € IBaX [O-MUJI OT CITBHIIETO 32 Bac.

W3MeH4MB € KbCMETHT U OOMHHAT yCIieX.

OTHexa MM JKeHaTa, KOSTO UM OTHEX.

OTKBCHAX 5 OT OAIIWH JOM B ME HaMpas3Hu T4,

B THEBA CU TO-TIPEKpacHa OT MPOJICTHH I[BETSI.

He me oOMKHA, HE CKIIOHH, BCE Thil OOruHs O¢.

A3 HsIMaM T0TOBOp ¢ AMYp, HH BIIacT Haja Tyi Hebe.
BenmudecTBeHa B CBOS IUICH, ChC TBBPIOCT CE MPOUY.

U THIIMHATA Ce CMEKYH, I[OM CTBIKHUTE U gy,

O Buii, OXOJIHU BJIACTEIIMHH, HE BIU3alTE ChC MEHE B CIIOP:
3a XWJISAM YCMUBKY JKCHCKH HE TaBaM XJIaTHHSIT W B30p.

N36yxHa Oyps B bepreH, HacThIM Mpak U Kpax.

OTpanbT MpecneaBayy 331 MEHE BAWTA Mpax.

He me ympa BbB caMoTa, CTHXUH T'PEAT B MCH,

1mo-60pOEHN OT MPOJIeTTa U BEIPH KaTo JCH.

[IpuBercTBaM Te, 60O ChC OJIECHATIN OYH:

€J1a Ha TIMPIIECTBOTO Ha BCUYKHU Xpabperu!

Enare, na, enate! O6uyam B B CMBPTTA.

Enare ma mponeeM envH Ha IpyT KPBBTA.

IIpennaram Bu I0CTOIHA, CMeTa, KpacuBa, ropa CMbPT BbB Jap.
O BparoBe, a3 BU 00MYaM T, KAKTO HU €IUH ApyTap.
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Know you what earth shall lose tonight, what rich uncounted loans,
What heavy gold of tales untold you bury with my bones?

My loves in deep dim meadows, my ships that rode at ease,

Ruffling the purple plumage of strange and secret seas.

To see this fair earth as it is to me alone was given,

The blow that breaks my brow tonight shall break the dome of heaven.
The skies I saw, the trees [ saw after no eyes shall see,

Tonight I die the death of God; the stars shall die with me;

One sound shall sunder all the spears and break the trumpet’s breath:
You never laughed in all your life as I shall laugh in death.
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He 3naere 1, ye 6€3 MeH 1mie 00eaHel CBETHT?

be36poii nereHau Ta3u HOII ChC MEHE IIe yMpaT!

JIBKUTE MU C MBIJIMB BOAJI U IIUPHUTE TIOJI,

1 OBP3UAT MH BOJICH ()UIOT CPEJI ITypITyPHH MOPSL.

JIMKBT Ha TO3W CBAT NPEJ]] MEH €HUYBK CE€ OTKPH.
YracBar ¢ MOsl B30p BeTHO HEOECHUTE 3apH.

CBeThT — KaKbBTO TO BUIIX — 3aJIA3Ba C MOSI JICH.
Ymupam ¢ boxuara cMbpT; 3B€3UTE YE3HAT C MEH.
HeuakaH 3ByK BoiicKaTa cemnHa, IpeKbhCHa MeCeHTa:

B KHBOTa CH HE CT€ C€ CMEITU ThH, KAKTO a3 — B CMBPTTA.
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The Song of Education

I remember my mother, the day that we met,
A thing I shall never entirely forget;
And I toy with the fancy that, young as I am,
I should know her again if we met in a tram.
But mother is happy in turning a crank
That increases the balance in somebody’s bank;
And I feel satisfaction that mother is free
From the sinister task of attending to me.

They have brightened our room, that is spacious and cool,
With diagrams used in the Idiot School,
And Books for the Blind that will teach us to see;
But mother is happy, for mother is free.
For mother is dancing up forty-eight floors,
For love of the Leeds International Stores,
And the flame of that faith might perhaps have grown cold,
With the care of a baby of seven weeks old.

For mother is happy in greasing a wheel

For somebody else, who is cornering Steel;

And though our one meeting was not very long,

She took the occasion to sing me this song:
“0, hush thee, my baby, the time will soon come
When thy sleep will be broken with hooting and hum,;
There are handles want turning and turning all day,
And knobs to be pressed in the usual way;

O, hush thee, my baby, take rest while I croon,
For Progress comes early, and Freedom too soon.”
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IleceH 3a 00pa3oBaHUETO

[TomHst cBOsiTa Malika, KpaTKa cperara Oe.

[Ta3s cmomeHa ckbI — OHCEp B MORTO CBHPIIE.

N obwuam na MuUCIIs, 9e Makap ¥ Thid MIIa,

OMX TIO3HAT S IPH CPeIlia MO IMIMPOKHSI CBAT.
Ana T4 e MAacTIMBa Yac 1Mo 4Yac J1a BBPTH
PBUKH, HOCEITN HAKOMY MHOTO, MHOTO TIapH.
A TBK a3 CbM JIOBOJICH, Y€ HEeWHUS JeH
€ CBOOOJICH OT TEXKKaTa rPrKa 3a MEH.

Harmurra crast mpoctopHa ykpacuxa 0e3 Irym
C MIMOTCKH YEPTEXH — J1a HU y4aT Ha yM;
U ChC KHHTH 3a CJIENIH — KakK Ce TJIefla ¢ OYH. ..
Ho mjactnuBa € Mama, Tyl 10 BCUYKO JIMYH.
Ye 6e3 MeH nMma Bpeme 3a 6e30poii yacoBe
B oHs1 ohuc orpomer — “/>xorn CMUT — cuHOBE”.
Ye ycnexbT U3UCKBA TPYA U IJIaM, a IIbK T€
Ou yracHaiu B IPHXHU 32 HEBPBCTHO JIETE.

Twi macTauBa € Mama JIeH Cjie]l JIeH Jla BbPTHU
KoJienaTa Ha IyKId ThPTOBCKH UT'PH.
Hamra cpemia enHnyka He HAAXBBPIIU MUT-/BA,
ajla MaMa M3IIs MH BCE IaK €TO TOBa:
“Tuxo, yeJieHIle MO€, CKOPO UJIE JACHST,
B KOHTO BOI U OphMYCHE TBOS ChH IIIE CMYTHT.
Pa3nu yapkoBe uckaT rpuku yac Moup vac.
OTroBOpPHOCT M BAPHOCT CE€ OYAKBaT OT HAC.

Tuxo, yeieHIe MOE, CIIMHKAN CIIaJIUYKO JTHEC.
Pano-pano npucturat CBo6oma u Ilporpec.”
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The Unpardonable Sin

I do not cry, beloved, neither curse.

Silence and strength, these two at least are good.
He gave me sun and start and aught He could,
But not a woman’s love; for that is hers.

He sealed her heart from sage and questioner —
Yea, with seven seals, as he has sealed the grave.
And if she give it to a drunken slave,

The Day of Judgment shall not challenge her.

Only this much: if one, deserving well,

Touching your thin young hands and making suit,
Feel not himself a crawling thing, a brute,

Buried and bricked in a forgotten hell;

Prophet and poet be he over sod,

Prince among angels in the highest place,
God help me, I will smite him on the face,
Before the glory of the face of God.
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HenpocTuMusT rpsax

JlroObuma, HEe MPOKIMHAM TOS Yac.
B mbauanue kansBa ce AyXbT.
bor mange Mu Hayano, ICH U ITbT,
HO JIFOOOBTa OCTaBH B TBOSI BJIACT.

OT O1bp3BK YM U JTFOOOIUTEH B30P

Toii ckpu CbpPLETO, KAKTO CKPU CMBPTTA —
3a] ceaAMara 3aKIYeHa Bpara,

Jlajied OT CBETCKHM IIyM M ITPa3eH CIop.

U cxkuntepbT Ha [IpaBenHus cby
HaMupa ce B ChPLETO C OOUY KUBA,
B KOETO 32 OMpa3a HiIMa KbT —

TO CBJIH, ajJa ChJICHO HE OMBA.

OOukHem 11 Makap U pob mpe3psH,
JaJIeTI JIU MY ChPIIETO CH, JTFOONMa,
e ObJIe TOM HABEKH ONpaBIaH —
TakaBa BJAacT ChPIETO TBOC NMa.

Ho ako HsKOM ¢ BUI HA rocrnogap
JIOKOCHE TBOUTE pblie O€3 CBSH,

0e3 J1a ce YyBCTBa MaJIbK U IPE3psH,
0e3 J1a Ch3HaBa, Y€ € JKajKa TBap —

JIOpH J1a € TIOET WJIU MPOPOK,
Ha aHTeJINTE TaXe J1a € KHSI3,

KbJIHA ce, 1Ie ro (pacHa 3/IpaBo a3
TaM — MpeJl JIUIEeTOo Ha camus bor.
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The Aristocrat

The Devil is a gentleman, and asks you down to stay

At his little place at What’sitsname (it isn’t far away).

They say the sport is splendid; there is always something new,
And fairy scenes, and fearful feats that none but he can do;
He can shoot the feathered cherubs if they fly on the estate,
Or fish for Father Neptune with the mermaids for a bait;

He scaled amid the staggering stars that precipice, the sky,
And blew his trumpet above heaven, and got by mastery

The starry crown of God Himself, and shoved it on the shelf;
But the Devil is a gentleman, and doesn’t brag himself.

O blind your eyes and break your heart and hack your hand away,
And lose your love and shave your head; but do not go to stay

At the little place in What’sitsname where folks are rich and clever;
The golden and the goodly house, where things grow worse forever;
There are things you need not know of, though you live and die in vain,
There are souls more sick of pleasure than you are sick of pain;
There is a game of April Fool that’s played behind its door,

Where the fool remains forever and the April comes no more,
Where the splendour of the daylight grows drearier than the dark,
And life droops like a vulture that once was such a lark:

And that is the Blue Devil that once was the Blue Bird;

For the Devil is a gentleman, and doesn’t keep his word.
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baaropoaHuKbT

Herogo I[{apcko BucodectBo JIsiBObT mpaina mokaHu 3a 6ar.

Y4YTHBO T€ KaHW — CBBCEM € HaOIM30 — 11a B3eMEII U TH CBOS IS

I'panbt 63 Ha3BaHWE OWII IPOCTO YYJECEH, TaM HAMAJIO, Ka3BaT, 3aCTOM.
BoamieOHM nei3aku ¥ IOJIBU3H CTPAIIHA — Thid, KAKTO yMEH caMo TOM.

[Ipe3 nen — cbeTe3anus, CIIOPTHH PEKOPAN; JHEC — C IYIIKa, a yTpe — C XapIyH.
Ha moB xepyBUMU KpHJIAaTH yIaBsil, IOHsIKora — 1aps HenryH.

HebeTo n3aMeprit HaATbK U HAIIKP U POSIKA 3BE3IH U30POMIL.

Benubx BEB TpuyM( HaJ HEOSTO ChC CPBYHA H3KYCHOCT TOH JTaXKe CBAIIMI
KOpoHarta 3Be3/1Ha Ha ['ocrioga bora, Bpara cu MOKpHI C UepeH cpam.

Ho Heroso Lapcko BucouectBo [IsSBOIBT € CKPOMEH — HE CE€ XBaJIU CaM.

O, Tu M3TPBTHU CH OYHTE, CHPILETO; PhKaTa CH TH OTCEYH;

OT IIUTOTO 3HAHKE TBOE M MBJIPOCT, M OOWY CcE TH OTPEUH;

HO TaM He oTuBaii — B I'pama 6e3 Ha3zBaHUE, MPOUYT ChC OOTATCTBO U YM,
C Pa3KOIIIHU ¥ TH3/IaBU KBIIH, KBETO BHPEH 3JI0TO CKPHUIIHO, €3 IIyM.
OT BCHUYKO TOBA HE CU CTPYBa Jia BKYCHUII; )KUBEW U YMpH B CyeTa.

Cpen 6oykata >XUB CH;, pa3IUIyTH B HACIAaa, MHO3HHA 0YaKBAaT CMBPTTA.
Tam mbpBY anpuil ¢ HaH-BUIHUAT MPa3HUK — IIMETH BCCKU TPaXTaHUH 3HAH.
Armipun cu OTHBa, IETUTE YMUPAT, JIBKaTa OCTaBa JIOKpai.

Jlopu cBeTJIMHATA Pa3KOIIHA TOMPHKBA U CTaBa MO-ThMHA OT MPaK.
JKuBOTHT, 3ams1 B yTPUHTA CIAIKOTIONHO, H3IbXBa 0€3 BB3yX H 3paK.
Hanexxaute racHaT enHa noaup Ipyra, yHUHUE Ue HaKpai.

Ue Heroso Ilapcko BucodectBo JIsBonbT Oaria Ha JibxkaTa €, 3Hal.
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Elegy
in a Country Churchyard

The men that worked for England
They have their graves at home:

And bees and birds of England
About the cross can roam.

But they that fought for England,
Following a falling star,

Alas, alas for England

They have their graves afar.

And they that rule in England,
In stately conclave met,

Alas, alas for England,

They have no graves as yet.
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Eaerus
B CEJICKOTO rpoomie

Kowuro 3a Te6 paboTrxa, poAHHO,
MOYMBAT BBHB TPOO y A0MA.
[Tyenute u NTULIUTE TBOU, POAMHO,
Mpea KpbCTa UM CBEXKIAT Kpuila.

Ho te3, mo 3a Tebe ce Ouxa, poanHO,
Cpa3eHH OT BPAXKHUS MCU —

YBH, KOJIKO JKaJIKO 3a Te0e, pOJAUHO, —
MOYUBAT BBB Ipo0 Haaajey.

A Te3, 110 BBB T€O yIIpaBiIsiBaT, POAUHO,
3aKOHHUTE JIETO KOBAT —

YBH, KOJIKO JKaJIKO 3a Te0e, pOJUHO, —
6e3 TpoOOBe OIIIE CTOAT.
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The Strange Music

Other loves may sink and settle, other loves may loose and slack,
But I wander like a minstrel with a harp upon my back,

Though the harp be on my bosom, though I finger and I fret,
Still, my hope is all before me; for I cannot play it yet.

In your strings is hid a music that no hand hath ¢’er let fall,

In your soul is sealed a pleasure that you have not known at all;
Pleasure subtle as your spirit, strange and slender as your frame,
Fiercer than the pain that folds you, softer than your sorrow’s name.

Not as mine, my soul’s annointed, not as mine the rude and light
Easy mirth of many faces, swaggering pride of song and fight;
Something stranger, something sweeter, something waiting you afar,
Secret as your stricken senses, magic as your sOrrows are.

But on this, God’s harp supernal, stretched but to be stricken once,
Hoary time is a beginner, Life a bungler, Death a dunce.

But I will not fear to match them — no by God, I will not fear,

I will learn you, I will play you and the stars stand still to hear.
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YyaHara My3uKa

Moxe Ja moBexHe o014, MOKe Jla yracHe CTpacT,
asa ¢ Moiita apda BspHa 110 cBeTa IIe Kpaya as3.
Humio de exBa 3amouBam: IBJIBT BT JICKU TIPE]] MEH;
TallHUTE TH, MOs ap(o, e HayJda HIKOW JICH.

My3uka HeuyTa, IMBHA B MOWTE CTPYHU CE Tau;
HEU3MUTaHa HAC/IaJa B MOsITa JyIla KbJTHU.
Crnagnocrt, oT myxa mo-(huHa, mo-u3s1rHa OT IUTHTTA,
TO-TIPOHM3BAIA OT 00JIKa, ITO-CMUPEHA OT CKPHOTa.

He 6e3mymmiHOTO TOBOJICTBO, EBTUHOTO THPKECTBO

Ha OBOPUBO CAMOXBAJICTBO U CTYACHO T'OJIEMCTRO.

A Hacnmana yynaHa, Oara — 30B JaJieueH, Oucep CKbIl, —
cpen MpeMeXans y3psijia U CTaeHa KaTo CKPhO.

Ho npen Te6, Hezemna apdo, boxxu map u3cTpagaH, CBAT,
CrapocTTa HEBEX MIIQJIOK €, 2 YMBT — TIIyINaK cakar.
Ho He Goti ce: 1m1e u3y4a TBOWTE CKPUTH KPacoTH,

HSIKOW JICH IIIe CBHPS ¢ TeOe CpeJl CMBIYaHUTE 3BE3/TH.
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Bbenexka Ha n3aarenas

Jluyens

ChriuacHo chC 3aKOHa 3a aBTOPCKOTO NPABO U CPOJHHUTE MY MpaBa
(um. 27, an. 1) aBTOpcKOTO mpaBo ce 3akpwiss 70 TOAWHM CJel CMBPTTa Ha
aBTopa. ToBa 03Ha4YaBa, 4e aBTOPCKHUTE IpaBa BbPXY OpPUTHHANIA Ca U3TEKIU
B kpas Ha 2006 T.

OTHOCHO aBTOPCKHTE TIpaBa, BB3HWKHAIM OT IIPEBOAA, H3IATEIAT
MOCTaBsl TOBa W3JMaHWe MMOA JuIleH3, Omm3pk mo xyx a0 GNU FDL;
a MMEHHO: ITO3BOJISIBAa CBOOOIHOTO BB3MPOM3BEXKIAHE, PAa3NpOCTpaHEHUE U
MIPOMCHSIHE Ha U3JJAHUETO WJIM YACTH OT HETO MPH CIICTHUTE OTPAHIMYCHHUS:

— Jna ObJaT yKa3BaHM UMCHATA Ha aBTOPA U MPEBOJava;

— TIPOMEHU B TEKCTa MOTaT Aa ObJaT BHACSHH CaMO IIPH YCIIOBHE Ye
JIUIIETO, KOCTO TH € BHECJO, YKaXKe HAIPABEHUTE NMPOMEHH U CBOCTO HMME,
Taka 4e NMPOMEHHTE Ja He OBJaT CBBP3BAaHM C HMMEHATa Ha aBTopa U
MpeBo/Iayva;

— M3JaHUETO, YaCTH OT HETO W BCHYKH MTPOU3BOIHU pa3pabOTKH MoTaT
na OBAaT pa3mpOCTpaHIBAaHHU CaMO IO HACTOSIIHA JIUICH3; HAPYIIIUTEINTE
Ha TOBAa HM3WCKBaHE T'yOSAT aBTOMATHYECKH IpaBaTa CH IO HACTOSIIUSL
nuIeH3; obade mpaBaTa, MPUAOOUTH OT IPYTH JIUIA, CE 3ara3Bar;

— BCEKH, KOITO pa3mpocTpaHsBa TOBAa W3aHNE WX YaCTH OT HETO IO
KaKBaTo U Aa ¢ ¢opMa, ¢ JITBKCH Ja aJie Ha IOTy4aTeIUTe BCHUKY MpaBa
IO HACTOSIIUS JIUIICH3 U J1a TH YBEJIOMH 32 TOBA H3PUYHO.

Hdymara “cBoOomHO”, ymoTpeOeHa TIo-rope, oO3HayaBa “0e3 Jpyru
OTpaHUYCHUS OCBeH m30poeHuUTe”. Ts He 3HA4YM “Oe3IIaTHO™: BCEKH UMa
MpaBO Jla paslmpoOCTpaHsBa TOBa W3JaHHWE WIM YaCTH OT HEro OWIIo
0e3mIaTHo, OWJIO CpeIly 3aInIaliaHe, KaTo 3aIlIalllaHeTo € 3a caMus aKT Ha
pas3npocTpaHeHHe.

bnazooaprocm

IMpeBonaubt Onarogapu Ha KoncrantuH Crmpos, LlBeran buiokos,
Muxann [lluanapo 1 CMmuner MapkoB — 3a ChBETUTE, CIIOMOTHAIIM 3a
Ka4yecTBOTO Ha mpeBoja; Ha MBaiino [larneB u LlBera JlynzoBa-Xopea —
3a KOHCYJTAIlHUTE BB BPB3Ka C HIKOW TPYAHU MECTa OT TEKCTa; Ha CBOUTE
YUUTENN 110 OBJITapCKH W aHTIMHCKH €3UK M MO-CHeNHaTHo Ha PamgocTrnHa
AprupoBa — 3a TbPBHUTE HAITBTCTBHS B M3KyCTBOTO HA MPEBOJA.
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