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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.



MMPOMAHUE C IOHOCTHIO 61

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,
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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*
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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,
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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.



K CEBEPY OT BOCTOHA

71

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.



K CEBEPY OT BOCTOHA

85

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*
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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.



MEXY I'OPAMH

139

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
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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



HbIO-TEMITIINP

177

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!



HBIO-TEMITIIHP

187

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
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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.



3AIIAJHAA PEKA

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
Ckopel