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PREFACE

THis book forms the Russian section of a more extensive
Slavonic anthology which has been in progress for some
years, and, as far as it has been completed, includes repre-
sentative selections from the modern poetry of the Poles,
Czechs, and Serbs.

The disadvantages associated with all anthologies are
increased in the case of an anthology of translated verse,
where the choice of the contents is affected not only by the
translator’s personal leanings, but also by the suitability
of any particular poem for translation into another
language. Asregards the present volume, it is admittedly
the merest outline, to be filled in later, as circumstances
may permit. But it is hoped that this collection, in
spite of such obvious shortcomings as have been indicated,
will convey a fairly adequate idea of the chief features in
modern Russian poetry, a branch of Russian literature
which has so far received very little serious attention in
this country.

On the subject of verse-translation there is a great
divergency of opinion, and it is not proposed to discuss
the matter at length in this preface. In the main, the
translator has considered it his duty to produce render-
ings which, in themselves, are reasonably good English
verse. At the same time, an endeavour has been made
to give the meaning of the originals as closely as the
restrictions of rhyme and rhythm will permit. The
character of the original metre has been retained in
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vi MODERN RUSSIAN POETRY

almost every case. In the Russian text the natural
tonic accent has been indicated.

Some of these renderings first appeared in The New
Age, and are reprinted in this collection by kind per-
mission of the Editor, whom the translator takes this
opportunity of thanking. It is also a duty and a pleasure
to express gratitude to Mr. Alexander Bakshy, who read
the proofs of the book, and offered valuable suggestions
and criticisms while it was passing through the press.

P. S.
LoNDON.
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INTRODUCTION

THE more recent developments in the history of Russian
poetry may be regarded as a revival following upon a
period of depression and stagnation. In the following
sketch an attempt will be made to trace briefly the vary-
ing stages in its progress during the nineteenth century,
before the achievements of contemporary writers are dis-
cussed in any detail.

The first important epoch in the history of Russian
poetry during the nineteenth century is associated with
_the names of Pushkin and Lermontov. Pushkin, in
particular, founded a poetical school, among the members
of which were such men as Vyazemsky, Delvig, Yazykov,
and Baratynsky. This was the golden age of Russian

oetry, the popularity of which was enhanced by Push-

in’s relations with the Court.

Pushkin died in 1837, Lermontov in 1841. These
dates mark the beginning of a decline in the vogue which

oetical literature had been enjoying. It rapidly sank
z'om one extreme of favour to the other, and before long
lyric verse was regarded as an inferior branch of litera-
ture, and was neglected by readers and critics alike.
Yet, in spite of these adverse conditions, there was not a
complete lack of lyric poets. About the middle of the
century, at the very time when this reaction was most
marked, the tradition of the earlier years was being
worthily upheld by such men as Tyutchev, Maikov, Fet,
‘and Polonsky. The neglect of poetry was, in fact, due
to the political situation. It was a period when Russian
society was beginning to show symptoms of internal
ferment. All men of intellectual ability were expected
to employ their talents for the advancement of the political
cause. This practical materialism, which rejected all
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xii MODERN RUSSIAN POETRY

splendour of his own creative powers. In one of his best-
known poems he begins:

¢¢ I am choiceness of Russian so stately of mien,
The poets before me my heralds have been. . . ."

This is the unaffected egotism of youth, and it also
happens to be true, for it is highly probable that the
literary historian of the future will date the second great
epoch of Russian poetry from Balmont, just as the first
is associated with the name of Pushkin. Of the great
European lyric poets of modern times, Balmont is akin
to Swinburne, Drachmann, d’Annunzio, and Vrchlicky.
His influence has altered the whole aspect of Russian
poetry in the last generation.

If Bryusov’s poetry lacks some of the exuberance and
external brilliance which is so characteristic of Balmont,
if it is often more sober and deliberate than that of the
elder poet, it gains by a greater depth and unity of
thought, by a more obvious scheme of ideas, by a closer
contact with the realities of life. Balmont’s poems are
full of such words as sky, stars, ocean, sun, shoreless spaces,
clouds, peaks, silence, chaos, eternity, the select vocabulary
of the unreal; while Bryusov—probably influenced by
Verhaeren—finds inspiration in the bustle of cities and
the feverish life of the streets. Yet, although his sub-
jects are frequently artificial, he does not treat them in
an artificial manner. Bryusov has been specially at-
tracted towards the French symbolists, many of whom
he has translated. His versions from Maeterlinck,
Verlaine, Verhaeren, d’Annunzio, and Wilde, together
with a critical study of the late Latin poet Ausonius, also
show in what direction his literary sympathies lie. They
have exposed him to the accusation of being a scholar
rather than a poet, but successive volumes of fervid and
-delicate verse have triumphantly vindicated him, and
have shown that inspiration and industry do not mutually
exclude each other. There is no denying a certain exotic
tendency in some of Bryusov’s poetry; but from this he
has gradually freed himself more and more, so that in his
most recent volumes he has attained an admirable clarity
of style. Finally, let it be mentioned that Bryusov
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ranks high as a Russian prose writer. Two of his novels
in particular—* The Fiery Angel,”’ dealing with the Re-
naissance period, and ““ The Altar of Victory,” a product
of Bryusov’s late Latin .studies—would represent modern
Russian fiction far more worthily than the majority of
the recent numerous importations.

The poetical movement inaugurated by Balmont and
Bryusov had its centre at Moscow, with the review
Vyessy (The Balance) as its official organ. The epithet
‘“ decadent "’ has been applied to these writers, but in
Russian this implies nothing further than modernity of
thought and cultivation of advanced artistic principles.

A few years before the establishment of this literary
centre, another group of writers had begun to develo
similar activities in the Russian capital, and to publis
their works in the Severny Vyestnik (Northern Herald).
The chief members of this group—Merezhkovsky, his
wife, known as an author under her maiden name of
Zinaida Hippius, Minsky, and Sologub—followed, in the
main, religious tendencies, which can be traced back to
the influence of Vladimir Solovyév (1853-1900), philo-
sopher and poet. Solovyév, whose name is associated
with various religious controversies—he was a champion
of Catholicism—is sometimes regarded as the source of
Russian symbolism. And it is significant that although
Merezhkovsky (b. 1866) is more prominent as a novelist
and critic than as a poet, his first published work was a
volume of poems entitled ‘“ Symbols.” It cannot be said,
however, that Merezhkovsky as a poet has passed through
any clearly marked stages of development. His poetry
reflects rather those ideas which have found more ample
expression in his other writings, to which they furnish an
eloquent commentary.

inaida Hippius (b. 1870), who, like her husband, is also
a prominent novelist, has shown from her earliest works a
leaning towards the abstruse and metaphysical. In her
verses this is even more strongly pronounced than in her
other writings. The language of her poems is often
beautiful, but often, too, they contain hazily mystical
thoughts expressed with an abundance of rather highly
coloured imagery. The same kind of hysterical affecta-
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tion is characteristic of other Russian poetesses. All that
is morbid, overwrought, and fantastic in the Russian
spirit seems to become unpleasantly accentuated in the
work of these feminine writers. Thus the poems of
Myrrha Alexandrovna Lokhvitskaya (1869-1905), to men-
tion only one of several, are full of noisy and unre-
strained declamation, with frequent touches of feverish
eroticism.

Nicolai Maximovitch Minsky (b. 1855), whose real name
is Vilenkin, began his career with poems which lead back
to the tradition of Nadson. Their markedly individual
style and harmonious language gained for Minsky a popu-
larity which began to diminish when he turned his atten-
tion towards more purely @sthetic ideals. Later still, he
attained a fresh stage in his development, as a poet of
religious mysticism. At one time he founded, together
with Gorky, a socialistic daily paper, but the venture soon
came to an end, partly through the action of the authori-
ties, partly also because of the lack of agreement between
Minsky and his socialistic colleagues. Minsky is essen-
tially a poet of transition, and, as such, he has come to
occupy a precarious standing among his contemporaries.
The revolution of 1905 affected his work critically, lead-
ing him, as it did, into such outbursts of unbalanced
rhetoric as the ‘* Workmen’s Hymn.”

Fedor Sologub (pseudonym for Teternikov, b. 1863) is a
poet of the decadent school in the narrower acceptation of
the word. Asin his novels and short stories, so also in his

ms, he is almost entirely absorbed by contemplation
of the abnormal, the morbid, and the perverse. But the
qualification of this statement should not be overlooked,
for it is possible to overstate this aspect of the case.
Professor Vengerov declares, for instance, that “ Sologub’s
lyrics and his prose form a downright hymn to death.”

d in another passage the same critic says, after empha-
sizing the fact that this attitude on Sologub’s part is un-
affected and sincere: ‘ Sologub’s creative spirit is domin-
ated by eternal twilight, and not a single sunbeam
illumines this subterranean world. In the work of
Sologub, death, madness, and sensuality are entangled in
one awful nightmare.” A criticism of this kind ignores
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the pure and hopeful side of Sologub’s work, which, though
not prominent, is nevertheless expressed emphatically
enough in such charming verses as the ‘ Northern Trio-
lets ” and, in fact, throughout the volume of poems called
“ Kindred Earth.” Even in his fiction Sologub some-
times writes with 'a playful fancy of which the stories
hitherto translated into English give no hint. But it
must be admitted that the main body of Sologub’s work
represents the tragic lack of harmony between ideals and
reality, and is, as a result, steeped in despair and loathing.
It is the metaphysical strain often induced by this attitude
which connects him with what may be called the Mere-
zhkovsky group. But the bonds which unite him to
other poets are slender; the main impression produced by
his verses is one of morose isolation.

All these poets have, in varying degrees, come under
foreign influences. In this respect Ivan Bunin (b. 1870)
cannot be assigned to one or other of the groups hitherto
dealt with, for his verses show no traces of the later
developments of Russian poetical style. He is more.
typically Slavonic than any of the modernists, although
he himself is modern in his impressionistic manner of
depicting the various aspects of the typical Russian land-
scape. The influence of folk-song, which even in the less
obviously national poets has left considerable traces, is
very marked in Bunin’s verses. He has also written
stories of Russian country life, similar in spirit to his
delicate rhymes, and, on a larger scale, a realistic novel
the scenes of which are laid in rural Russia in the years
immediately following the revolution. As a translator,
Bunin is best known by his metrical version of Longfellow’s
“ Hiawatha.” In November, 1912, he celebrated the
twenty-fifth anniversary of his literary beginnings.

The summary manner in which the remaining poets
must be treated is not always in proportion to the value
of their achievement. There is, for example, Alexander
Block, whose verses are distinguished by their devout
and austere tone; the search for an unattained ideal is
often expressed in the symbolism of medizval chivalry.
Only bare mention, too, can be made of Vyatcheslav
Ivanov, whose philosophic verses are exquisitely polished
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and harmonious, with deliberate and effective lapses into
an archaic style. Another of the younger poets of dis-
tinction is Andrey Byely, author also of a remarkable
novel, ““ The Silver Dove,”” which follows worthily in the
tradition of Gogol. For the present, bare mention alone
must suffice for such poets as Kuzmin, Voloshin, Annen-
sky, Baltrushaitis, and Count Alexis Tolstoy—Tolstoy III.,
as he is called; he has reanimated popular legends and
traditions in verses that are essentially modern in tech-
nique.

%.ess than twenty years ago, Balmont and Bryusov were
looked upon as bold innovators, before whom none of
the most cherished poetical traditions were safe. Now a
younger generation of poets has arisen, who regard the
symbolists and modernists generally as conventional and
academic. Among these youngest poets there is a good
deal of mere extravagance and eccentricity. In some
cases there is undoubtedly more than this: Sergey Goro-
detsky, for instance, has written powerful verses, the
most effective of which are those based upon old Russian
mythology. And' perhaps behind Igor Severyanin’s
crude and violent attempts at originality there is real
talent, which will develop with increasing maturity. As
for the rest, they must, for the present, remain anonymous.

P. SELVER.
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Honctantiub [AmATpiesnyn BANLMOHTH

1. BOJIA.

Orp KAMIM pOCEI, 9TO Tpemémers, UrpiA

Ornéms pparombammixs Kamuéi,

o 6abmexixs mpocroposs, rah, Baamb yokras,
Bbmuberca mhrowo Biéra mopcrés

Ha radmm GesnOHHEIXB® MOpéi,

T BCIOY, BCerna, HeMsMEBHHO-UBAA,

N ro msympynnas, To romybas,

To mémmas KPACHHIXD U KENTHIXD JTyIéHt,
OpAmskeBsixs, GHIHXD, 3eEHNYD M CHHAXD,

W Thxs, 910 POKAAIOTCA TOMLKO BB IYCTHHAXD
B pomménnu u mhaem Gesmbpanxs 866,
Orrbaxops, 9T0 BHE JUmb W3GPAHHEIMB B3OPaMb,
Hpomxaniil, cBepkaHiil, MeIbKAHIl, KOTOPEIMD
Henbssi DOABICKATE OTPAsKAIOMAXD CJIOBS,

Xots BB c16B% GespouHOCTS OTTBHKOBD GimcTAeTH,
Xore BB cu6BE paciBOMB BCerga paan'ﬁTae'rL
Becud muoronpbranxs nsbros.

Bona GeskoHéuHmle MiKM BMBIAETh

Bs 6Gesmbprocts cBoéit ruryOummLL,
MeuriHbe Ha 8HIOAXD PasIMYHEIXD Kad4eTs,
Mosrudnbems u whasems nymb orebuders,
VBOmUTH COSHAHIE BB CHEL

Boratamm 6rum, Gorarsl m HEEE

IIpoctépu nasypHo-senénoit Ilycrimm,
Pomxpaiomeit Mipp 0CTPOBHOIA.

M Mépe—scé Mope, HO BB BOMBHOMB HpOCTOPE
Pasmiano ond BB genosbueckoms Baoph

Kaugderca rpésoit-ommoii.
2



Konstantin Dmitriyevitch Balmont

1. WATER.

FroM droplets of dew that aquiver are throwing

The lustre of jewels around,

To the pallor of spaces, where, distantly flowing,

The wave of the ocean its foam-wreath is strowing

O’er seas that no plummet can sound,

Thou art everywhere, ever, life changelessly glowing,
Now emerald-tinted, now azurely showing,

Now in ruby and amber the waters abound,

In orange, white, green, and in dusky-blue splendour,
And in such as the deserts alone can engender

In the heaving and chanting of tides without bound,—
In tints only seen by the choicest of gazes,

As they tremble and sparkle and dazzle, their mazes
No words can be culled to reflect:

Though theword has its tints with unquenchable gleaming,
Though the word that is comely with bloom ever teeming,
A spring-tide of hues has bedecked.

The water has guises of infinite seeming

In zones that are boundlessly deep;

Its multiple billows are cradled in dreaming,

The spirit with muteness and tune of its streaming,
It answers and lulls into sleep.

Rich of old have they been, and rich still are the spaces
Where deserts stretch onward in azure-green traces,
And islands have birth in their shoals.
And Ocean, still Ocean, unfettered it ranges,
But man ever sees how it changes and chanoes,
And billowy visions unrolls.

3
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Bp pasiiYHEXD CKUTAHBAXD,

B® mHAIXB COUeTAHBAXD,

Al cofmmars crasémia 6yps,

W snéro, ectb pABHOCTE BB MEYTAHBAXB.

f1 sigbirs Mapilickoe MOpe, 1asyps,
B® HéMD BONHD roayOkie UWSBHBH,

N Kpacaoe mOpe, rxh J4CKOBBD KOpATS,
I'mb posoBoit kpickroro sHGuTCS BaTs,
N Hérroe, BOMHHA HUBH,

enénoe mope, Ilepcrnckilt samiss,

N Yéproe mOpe, rxb Gyems nmpmimies,
U Bhnoe, npispaxs KpaciBs.

N Bciomy s mymass, uTO BCIOAY, BCETAa,
Pasmfgno-npexpacua Bopa.

2. MON II'BCHOII'BHBA.

B morixs rheaomrbaBAXD JKypUAHBE KIIOU6H,
Yo sByuaTs Beé 3BOHTH# u sBoHThL.

B mnx® éHCTBEHHO-CTPACTHEIE MIONOTH CTPYH,
W pbeiueckiit b HEXD DOy,

B3 moixb mhcHombabAX® sacTiBuIie JIBAH,
Besnpepbmuocts XpycTanbHON BORHL.

B3 muxs 6bras nfmmocTs mymmcrsixs cHBross,
3ouoTsIe Kpasi 00IaKOBS.

1 sByumssia whcun He caMb COBAABATD,
Mrb 8a6pocmirs uxb rOpHLHI 00BATD.
U phreps Bmo6aéaHmI, fposka 1o cTpywE,
Tpeneranis népepars mab.
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Wherever 1 wander,

Or hither, or yonder,

I have harkened to lays of the storm,
And I know how diversely I ponder.

The Indian Ocean has azure-clad form

Where blue is the wave in its dancing,

And then the Red Sea with its coral display,
Where billows are tossing in pinkish array;
Yellow Sea,—fields of water advancing.

And the Persian Gulf that is verdantly dyed,
And in the Black Sea, how boistrous the tide,
And the White Sea,—what phantoms entrancing.
And ever I mused, ever here, ever there,

Upon Water so endlessly fair.

2. MY SONG-CRAFT.

My song-craft is filled with the trickle of springs,
And clearer and clearer it rings:

With the passionate whispers of love it is laden,
With the kisses bestowed by a maiden.

The chillness of ice with my song-craft is blending,
The crystalline water unending;

It holds the white glory of snow’s downy shrouds,
And the golden-hued fringes of clouds.

The resonant songs I alone have not wrought,
By the avalanche they have been brought.
And amorous wind in the strings as it quivered,
Its trembling to me has delivered.
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Bospymmsis whern ¢b MepnénbeMs crpacTéi
1 nopcirymars y 8BOHKEXD AOMKAGH.

¥Y86pHO-Erpitomi Taromik cBETH
Hopraambirs Bb COYETAHBPAXD IIAHETS.

U 5 81 venophuecroms mevenopbrs,
1 saxBiuens pasmiBamm phrs.
W, BB MOpe cTpemsi IOIHOITIACHOCTD CBOIO,

f1 crosByunmA whern nosw.

3.

fI—nerickarHOCTS pYcerolt MepmiTenbHOd phan,
Ipeno Mu6I0 ApyTie modTHI—npenTéun,

f1 Buepsrie oTprUTH BB dTOM phum yra6HN;
Neperrbernte, rabeame, ahwase sBOHEL.

fl—eHesdnHEl HW3IOMB,
fl—mrpatomiit rpoms,

fl—mpospausmit pyuéit,
A—nna sebxs i HuubiA.

TMepenmnécxs muoromrbuuLlt, pasdpBaHHO-CINTHEIN,
Camorphrarie KAMEM semimi caMOGHITHOI,
Iepexmiarn Bcuria senéHaro Mas,

Bcé moiimy, BCE BOBEMY, Y APYTHXD OTHHMASA.

Bbuno-10HmIA, KaKkD COHD,
CanbHE TEMB, 94TO BIOGIEHD
N BB cebsi m BB APYIHXS,
fl—usriCKaHARIA CTHXD.
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My airy-tuned songs with the looming of pain
I have heard in the chimes of the rain,
And the pattern-wise melting and dallying light
I have glimpsed as the planets unite.

And though amid mortals, no mortal am I,
The river-floods raised me on high.

And in ocean my bounty of sound I have thrown,
My hundred-fold chants to intone.

3.

I am choiceness of Russian, so stately of mien,
The poets before me my heralds have been,

I the first in this tongue subtle byways revealed,
Strains tuneful, and wrathful and wistful I wield.

I,—a rending asunder,
I,—a sporting of thunder,
I,—a stream, finely-spun,
I,—for all and for none.

Rills plashing in foam, that are rivenly merging,

The jewels unblemished, of earth’s matchless purging.
The summons of woodlands in verdure of May,

Al T grasp, all I take, and I bear all away.

Young, as dreams, evermore,
Strong because I adore

Both myself and the rest,
I,—the verse choicely stressed.
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4. BABBTH BHITIA.

f1 copociurs y ceoGomuaro Bhrpa,

Yro Mk cybuats, 94r06b GHTL MOJONEIMS.

Mrb orehrars urparomiit shreps:

,, By BOSIYIIHEIME, Kakb BETepD, KaKD JbiMb |

1 cupociurs y morygaro Mops,

B uémb Bemikil saBbTh OHTIA.

Mrk orsbrano seyunoe Mope:

,,BYb BCErA MOIHOBBYYHEIMB, KAKb A 1

Al copocturs y Brcokaro Comana,
Kaxs meh BenfixayTs cebrrbe saph.
Hmuer6 ge orpbrano Commue,

Ho pym4 yesmixéana: ,,[opni !

5. KAMBIIIN.

Tlonuéunoit mop6io B GOOTHOH rurymmi
YyTs CIBmmHO, GesNIyMHO IIYpIIATH KAMBINN ;

O uémb omn ménuyTs? O 9EMB FOBOPATS?
3aubmb OroHbKYA MEKIY HAME TOPATS ?

MeapKA0Th, MUTAIOTH,—M CHOBA UXD HETBH,
M cro6Ba sabpésaamrs Gurysxpatomiii cBETs.

INonuéuno#t mOpoH KAMEIIA MIENECTSTS ;
B1 mmx® #40H rEbsdTcd, B HUXD 3MBH CBHCTATS.

B3 Gonorh npomidTs yMupAtomil JuK
To whcsgs 6arpoBrIt MEYATEHO MOHN.
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4. LIFE’'S BEHEST.

I QUESTIONED with fetterless breezes,
How with youth to accomplish my days;
I was answered by dallying breezes:

““ Be thou airy as breezes, as haze !”

I questioned with dominant ocean,
Where life’s mighty behest to descry;
I was answered by resonant ocean:

“ Be thou ever full-sounding as I!”

I questioned with measureless sunshine,

How the dawn to outdo in its light:

There was naught in response from the sunshine,
But I heard in my spirit: *“ Burn bright !”

5. THE REEDS.

WEHEN midnight has come on the desolate slough,
Scarce heard are the reeds, so softly they sough.

Of what do they whisper and talk to and fro?
For what are the flamelets amongst them aglow?

They shimmer, they glimmer, and once more they wane,
Then the wandering light is enkindled again.

When midnight has come, then the reeds are aquake;
They harbour the toad and the hiss of the snake.

In the slough is aquiver a perishing gaze:
'Tis the purple-hued moon that forlornly decays.
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W Timoit samdxmo. M cripocts momsérs .
TpaciEa 8aMAHUTE, COMKMETH, BACOCETD.

»Horé? Jlna gerd?‘—kaMbmni FOBOPATE—
,,3aTEMD OTOHBKI Mey HAME POPATD ?*

Ho mcams nmevAssHE 6e8MOIBHO IOHWKD,
He saéers. CrnoHsieTh BCE HInKe CBOM JIUKB.

W, Bspoxs nopropsia morinbmed mymis,
TockmiBo, GesITyMHO IIYPIIATS KAMBINN.

6.

fl BB $10TH Mip®H DpHmENs, 9T00B BUTETE CoONHIlE
W cimilt kKpyrosops.

f1 BB SroTH MipD mpUmETDH, 9T06H BUxETE COMELE
M pricu rops.

1 BB S1OTH Mip® IpUMmMETSH, 9T06B BATETE Mbpe
W m¥muesni qpbTe KOMMHD.

1 saxmowATH MipEl BB eiHOMB B3OpE,—
1 Bnacremins.

A po6bmirs xono6gHOE 3a0BéHDBE,
CosiBb MeUTy MOI0.

f1 réoxnEnt MUFE MCIONHEHs OTKPOBEHDSA,
Beerna moso.

Moo meary crpafaHbAa mpobymim,
Ho s mo6ims 8a TO.

Kro pasers Mk Bb Moélt mbpyueit ciirk?
Huxrd, HEKTO.

1 B3 $10TH MipB NpHMmENs, 9ro6s BUEbTE COMEIe—
A écim feHnb morics,

A 6ny obre . . . I 6yny nbe o Commnb,
B® mpepcmépTaENA acs |
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There is odour of slime. And the soddenness crawls.
The marsh will allure and engulf as it mauls.

“But whom ? And for what—"’ say the reeds to and fro,—
“ For what are the flamelets amongst us aglow?”’

But the moon that forlornly and mutely decays
Cannot tell. But yet lower she settles her gaze.

*Tis the sigh of a perishing spirit that now
The reeds softly raise as they mournfully sough.

6.

I cAME into this world to see the sunshine,
The sky-line’s bluish lights.

I came into this world to see the sunshine,
And mountain-heights.

I came into this world to see the ocean,
The valley’s rich array.

I in a single gaze saw worlds in motion,—
Where I held sway.

I triumphed o’er oblivion’s chill concealment,
I shaped my pondering.

Filled was my every moment with revealment,
I ever sing.

My pondering was roused by tribulation,—
But thus my love it won.

Who is my like in strength of tune-creation?
Not one, not one.

I came into this world to see the sunshine,
And when day’s wane is nigh,

Then will I sing . . . then will I sing of sunshine,
Before I die.



I2 KONSTANTIN DMITRIYEVITCH BALMONT

7.

CpBu4 ropiTs u MEpKHETH I BHOBb TOPHTH CHIBHEH,

Ho mépruers 6eBBOBBPATHO CisfiHBe IOHEIXDH JHEH.

Topi :xe, pasropaitca, MoKA eme TH I0HD,

Cuwmspbit monmbit KacAlicA CepiéYHHXD SBOHKUX'B
CTPYHS,

Yro6p OFut0 9ro NpUNOMHUTH HAa CKJIOHE TPYAHEXD
abrs,

Yr06s crapocTr XomomHo# cebrirs HerrhuHE cBETE—

MeuraHitt 61aropOHEIX's, IOPEIBOBS MOJIOAEIXD,

BesyMHEXS, HO IPEKPACHHIX'S, 6EBYMHBIX'D 1 CBATHIXD.

8.

O, BOMHEK MOpCKist, pOAHAS CTUXIA MOSA,

Beerpa BE cBOGOMHO GBixiTe BB HHEIE Kpasd,
Beerga oqmaOKE BB X010JHOMD ABEKEHBE CBOEMD,
A M1 GesyThmmo ToCKYeMD,—ONEY ¥ BBOSMS.
3awbus He MOry A MEMATE 1 6F:KATH, KaKh BOIHA?
A1 B MipB omtiEs, 1 KymA y MeHs x007HA,

1 résoxe crbiny Bcé BB MHEIE, Bb MHEIe Kpasi,—

O, BOmHEI MOpCKis, popEas crExia Mo |
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7.

THE light will burn and darken, then burn with stronger
blaze,

But unreturning darkens the sheen of youthful days.

Glow then, and be enkindled, the while thou still art
young,

Let ever more undwindled the heart’s loud chords be
strung,

That something be remembered in waning years of woe,

That chill old-age be lighted by that decayless glow,

Born of exalted fancies, and headstrong youth’s ado,

Heedless, but full of splendour, heedless and hallowed,
too.

8.

O WAVES of the ocean, akin to the blood in my veins,

Ye ever unfettered are coursing to other domains,

Ye ever are lonely in chillness of ebb and of flow,

And,—alone or united,—we pine in uncomforted woe.

Why may I not breathe and course on as a wave of the
sea?

On earth I am lonely, and cold is the spirit in me,

I likewise am speeding to other, to other domains,—

O waves of the ocean, akin to the blood in my veins !
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9. CB’BTJLIN MIPB.

ToHki#, Y8Kil, NIAHEELL XOTB
B ry6p 8emini MedTy BEJETH.
Témpko cmycTmmbea TyAA,
Berphrams sdmeu 80 ab1a.

YyTh coinéms OTCIONa BHUBS,
PasnonpbrHOCT! BasKTINCH,
CmoTpuTs uéit-To cebrmi riass,
JIynHEl KAMEHD 1 aJIMAB.

Tams onaurs cEbxiATE, & TYTH
Pacrbraers msympyms.

W ycrfmmmms B 8aMKaxs TEXB
Onéiret, moTen, Ehxes embxs.

W yeiipms 95uxs TO HOFB

Tams XpycTANbHEN GamMavoKs.
JIbnel, konOHEH, cBbTH, CHErA,
Hbmxuocts, crbmuocTs, eMayTa.

Toéuxii, Y8kil, RIMHAR XOXB
B3 $rors cpbromit mips BenéTs.
Ho, aro6s sHath Tymd myTHd,
Hy»xuo0 6épemxHO WTTH.
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9. THE MAGIC WORLD.

STRAIT the passage, slender, long,

Reaching depths where visions throng.

Sinking down, you turn your eyes
Where an ice-wrought castle lies.

When from here you sink below,
Twinkling shafts of colour glow;
Someone’s peeping eyes are seen—
Adamant and moonstone sheen.

There’s the snowy opal; here

Budding emeralds appear.
Hearken—in these castles be

Flutes and lutes and dainty glee.

Whose may be the feet that don
Crystal shoon you gaze upon?
Ice in pillars, lustre, snow,
Dainty, flaky, pearly glow.

Strait the passage, slender, long,

Reaching realms where splendours throng;

But to find the path you need,
You must set your foot with heed.

15



Anexcanapb Anexcanaposuyb bnown

1. JEHDb BBELTH HBIKHO-CBPHIN . . .

Jens Grurs whaxmo-chputt, chprit, xaxs Tock4.
Béueps crairp MATOBHIA, KaKb HEHCKAA PYKA.

Bb rOMBaTaxp BeYSpHMX'D IPATAIHM CEPAA,
Veramua ors mhaxHON TocK! Gess KOHLA.

Toxumanu pyru, nsGbramm scrpbus,
Vrpusim cwbxn 6bmsHEO0 mIeTH.

Jininamit BEipEsD MIAThA, MIaThE, KaKb 3mbsd,
B3 cymepraxs 6birbers mnaTea wenrys.

Hagp craTepTsio BB_CTONOBOM HAKJIOHAINCH HHAI,
Kacésace npuaécramn MELIAIOIMXD JIVITH.

Cryxm cépana wame, Hanps:KEHEEH BIIIARS,
Bb MECIAXD—OED, Ty0OKil, rbxart, st caxs.

W moéiya, kaxs Mo 8HAKY, ABAHYJIMCh BHHSD.
Ha crynénskaxs mopoxs Ghmixs méncraxs pues,

Moiaa notoEyam BB caxy Gesb carbad,
HéGo Tiixo BCHIEIXHYJIO BAPEBOMD CTHA.

Mo:xers OnTh CRaTIIIACh KpacHan 3BBapa.

16



Alexander Alexandrovitch Block

1. TENDER-GREY THE DAY WAS . ..
TENDER-GREY the day was, grey as sorrow, and
Pallid grew the evening, like a woman’s hand.

In the house at evening they had hid their hearts,
Faint with tender sorrow,— grief that ne’er departs.

Hands were clasped together, eyes forebore to meet,
Unto glistening shoulders laughing lips retreat.

Garb that bares the shoulders, serpent-like array,
White as scaly raiment in the waning day.

O’er the table-cover brow to brow inclined;
O’er the glowing faces locks of hair were twined.

Beat of hearts grew swifter, glances sore oppressed,
In their thoughts the garden,—sultry, deep, at rest.

Mutely they together, as in covenant, stirred;
- Woman’s white apparel on the steps was heard.

Mutely in the garden, tracelessly they fled,
Softly in the heavens, shame its flush outspread.

Then, perchance, a star fell, with a trail of red.

Note.—It was found impossible to reproduce quite closely the

fluctuating rhythm of the original.
17 2
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2. BEPBOYKU.

Ménpumen, na xbeourn
Cphueuxn, na BépGourm
INomeca momoit.

Orouéuxn TémIATCA,
IIpoxésxie kpéersres,
W nmaxmérs BecHOH.

BbTepoxs ynAmeHbKilt,
N ompmees, ROEIUKD MAJEHbKIH,
He sapyit orss !

Bs Bockpecéane BépOHoe
3ésTpa BCTAHY DépBasf
Hdas ceATéro msA.
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2. THE WILLOW-BOUGHS.

Laps and lasses gathering,
Willow-boughs and tapers bring,
That they homeward bear.

Warmly do the flamelets glow,
Wayfarers cross them as they go;
Spring-tide scents the air.

Little breeze from far away,
Rain, O rain, with tiny spray,
Quench ye not the flame.

For Palm Sunday earliest,
I to-morrow stir from rest,
Holy-day to acclaim.

Note.—It is almost impossible to reproduce in English}/rhyme
the delicate simplicity of the original, with its diminutives and
the tripping melody of its metre.



Banépiii fikonesnyn Bpiocosb

1. TEPIIHBI Kb CIINICKAMD KHUID.

11 Bach A nOMHIO, NéPEYHY W CHVICKH,
Bacs Binxy npexgb co60it 8a JIIKOMD JIMKD.
Bu MuB, BB cremi GeamionHol, cHOBa GirsKH.

{1 BAmm TAuHCTBA [AaBHO mOCTHrSD !
Ipn némrb, BaxmOHfCH HATH KATAIOTOMS,
BHIKATL BH Ha8BAHBA HeMSBBCTHHIX'D KHUTS ;

CorbaiiTh 8a EIMEHAMM ; CJIOT'D 33 CJIIOTOMB
BmuBATE C10B& TymOTr0 ABHIKA ;
VrageiBaTh BeJHKOE B HEMHOIOMS ;

BoscosnaBaTs nodtops 1 BbKA
Tlo KpATKUMB HOBTOPHTENLHEMS HoMETaMs :
,,bespb TiTyda", ,,Bb cadpsnb‘ u ,,phara“.

W simb BH npepcriam MEB crenéToMb
Bceero, aro Gruio xiisHBI0 cTO BEKOBS,
Hupaers owb ¢b Hacvbmumsrvs npusbroms.

M=k rosopurs: ,,f1 ne coschus roross,
Emg Mub B{HHEH KOCTH B CyCTABH,
1 méspny xaurs, 106D cabiaaTh PPYAY CIOBE.

»MeuraiiTe, myMaiiTe, MIpiTE CIABH !
Mgzk Bcé paBHO, GesyMerrs WiIb IPOPOKD,
Cospanbe 1A yMa u ais 3a04BH.

20



Valery Yakovlevitch Bryusov

1. STANZAS ON BOOK CATALOGUES.

YE lists and catalogues still haunt my brain;
Before me I behold you, face on face,
Near me afresh on this unpeopled plain.

Your secrets long ago I held in chase !
By lamp-light o’er the catalogue I bent,
To probe for books that scarce had left a trace;

To track down names; by syllables I went,
Sipping at words of foreign tongues with care,
Surmising much from briefest document.

Poets and epochs I upraised in air

On scanty cue, as oft, to wit, would be:

““ No author’s name ”’ or *“ Bound in calf ’ or * Rare.”
And now, meseems, a skeleton are ye

Of all that lived in ages long ago,

That beckons with a scornful nod to me.

And says: ““ I, having somewhat yet to grow,
Of still more bones and joints must be possessed,
I crave for books, that words may overflow.

“ Ponder and dream, and be renown your quest |
"Tis on e to me, or imbecile or sage,

Produce of wisdom or a merry jest.
21
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»51 BeBMB ato onpexbiéHBELl CpPOKS.
TBop# ¥ TH, a U8 TBOWXH MEITAHIN
f1 coxpami HaBbib ceMb-BOCEMB CTPOKS.

»BeecinbErBe MOMXD yHOMUHAHIN
Hbrp mmger6. Bescméprie Bo mMak.
Btuudio s—mips TBOpUecTBa M BHAHIM.

Taxp 6cTOBD FOBOPUTH MHB BDH THIMHS,
N 1, c» moropHOCTEIO ITBIyA 3éMIm0,
Ipm 6ricTpo ymupatomeit sysh,

Wcuesnoséie | TBOM 30BB mpiémimo.

2. K. [I. BAJJbMOHTY.

Kaxs npéxpe MH BABoéMb, Bh HOUHOMB Kads. 3a
BXOIOMB

Kpyaits ormit Ilapivxs, cBOYIMB BecébeMDb MbAHb.

CmoTp1o Ha O06IMKD TBOH ; CTApAlOCh TOXD 8a TONOMD

Beg pasragérs, HaitTh pyOgr ots cehmuxs pams.

N t™a mab ké&sxembes CypOBEIMB MOPeXOROMSB,

Thxs Ijammxs fHEll, KOTJA 8BATD Kb JAIAMD MaresIans,
Tpenérmmms ropast Kyxs Gessheraocrams u BOgams,
VsHABIAMS, ITO TayTh A BBpHEXS oxedms.

1 pasragaTh X049y, BB IY44XH Karlit Jasypy,
Bnami oTh HAIMXD CTPaHb, MCKAITHL TH 6eperdBb
Tori6mmxs ATIaBTATS 1 NpUBpaYHKXT Jlemypil,

Kaxia TalHE cnATh BO TBMB TBOXX'B BPaIKOBD . .
Ho 91661 BEIpasuTh, 9T0 BB $TOMB JHKE HOBO,
Hu TH, HA 51, HAKTO emé He 8HAETH CiI0BO !
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“For all things their established term I gauge.
Create, and from the dreams whereon you pore,
I'll keep a few scant verses, age on age.

“ Naught in omnipotence can stand before
My verdict. I allot the deathless bays
And crown a world of phantasy and lore.”

Thus quoth the wraith to me on silent ways,
And as to earth with humble kiss I fall,
While the moon swiftly dies before my gaze,

O transient glory, I accept your call |

2. TO K. D. BALMONT.

AT night, as was our wont, we sought the café. Near,

Paris aglow and drunken in its rapture swayed.

I gaze upon your face; I strive from year to year

To pierce the veil and seek the scars new wounds have
made.

And like a rugged sailor you to me appear,

Who in those goodly times Magellan’s call obeyed,
Trusting to seas unknown his soul too proud for fear,
For he has learnt what ocean yields not to the staid.

And fain would I surmise amid what azure gleam,
What marges you have sought, far from our native skies,
Where dead Atlantides and phantom Lemurs teem.

What secrets sleep amid the darkness of your eyes . .
But, to proclaim what tidings in your gaze abound,
Nor you, nor I, nor any yet the words have found.
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3. AAIPOCTHBIA NTHIGL

flpocTHEA ITHIE ¢ OTHEHHEIMM IEPHAMM
Tporecimics mams 6hmmmnvm palickuvm npeAnBépAMHE,
Oruennne 616TecKy BCIEIXHY M Ha Mpamoph

1 ymudmmce crpimmmg, yiaerbim 84 Mope.

Ho ma wiicToms mpamops, Ha nopérk mbecreernoms,
Yr6-To Beé awrbnoca 66CKOMB HeeCTéCTBEHHHIM,

1 &5 BpaTéxs nOTH cBORaMH, BhuHLIME, anMABHEIMU
Vinsésmce 4Hreisl TAliHEIMM coOa43HAMY.

4. CYMEPKU.

TopsiTs aiIeKTPIIeCTBOMD JTYHEI

Ha BEITHYTHX®, NIAHHHXD CTEONIAXS ;
3BensTh TeerpaAQHLIA CTPYHHE

Bt HespuMbIxs 11 HEKHEIXD PYKAXD ;

Kpyr#t mudepbiaTops AHTAPHEIXD
Bommé6bHo sarivics Hagh TOJIMOMH,
N sxésxaynmxs WINT TPOTYAPHEIXD
Hocaynca npoxnagasit moxoi.

Hoxs chroio nurbavrensno—aKGKON
Ilpumixs OTyMAHEHHEI CKBEDD,

W Bégeps mhiyers cb yarEiOKoil

B3 riasd—mnpoxonsnmxs reréps.

Kaxs mixie 8By KiaBipa—
Janérie pénoTH mHA.
O cymeprn! MinocTsio mitpa
OmnsiTe ynorre Mens !
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3. BIRDS OF WRATH.

BIRDs of wrath with their plumage of;fireall bedight
Over heaven’s white portals were borne in their flight;
On the marble the fiery refulgences flared.

Then swiftly o’er ocean the wanderers fared.

But upon the pure marble, the threshold unstained,

There was something unwonted that flushed and
remained ;—

'Neath the crystalline vault never-ending aloft

Most secret enticements by angels were quaffed.

Note.—The metre of the original has not been reproduced.

4. DUSK.

ELECTRICAL moons are twinkling
On curving and delicate bands;
The telegraph wires are tinkling
In tender, invisible hands.

The clocks with their amber faces

By magic are lit o’er the crowd;

Of stillness the cooling traces

The thirst-ridden pavement enshroud.

’Neath a net that quivers enchanted,
The square lies hushed in the haze;
The evening has smilingly planted

A kiss on the harlots’ gaze.

As music that soothingly’ quavers
Is daytime’s far-away roar.

O dusk! In your lulling favours
You steep my spirit once more.
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5. KAMEHIIUKD.

—HKémermuxs, kiMeHmMKSD, B5 Papryrh Ghaoms,
Yro TH TaMb CTPOMIIL? KOMY ?

— i, Be MBmA# Hamb, ME BAHATH TEIOMD,
CrpOuMD MH, CTPOMMB TIOPEMY .

—HKéMenmuxs, KAMeHIuUKD, ¢b BEpHOK J0mATOH,
Kro xe BB Heit 6yfers pHAATD?

—B¥pro, He TH ¥ He TBOH GpaTh, GOPATEIA.
Hésawkms BaMb BOpPOBATE.

—HaMermuKs, KAMEHIMKD, RODisa HOWM,

Hro :xp npoBenérs Bb Heit Gesb cHA?
—Mosxers OHTB, CHEHD MO, TaKO# e pabogiit.
Thus nama g6as noasa.

—HamMermurs, KAMEHIVKS, BCIOMHUTD, MOKATYH,
Thx® oms, KTO HéCH KEpIAW |

—it | Gepervick | moxgs rBcamu He Gamyd . . .
3Haems BCE camm, MO |
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5. THE STONEHEWER.

—STONEHEWER, stonehewer, whitely arrayed,
What art thou building? For whom?
—Ho, do not baulk us intent on our trade,—
From our building a prison will loom.

—Stonehewer, stonehewer, trowel in hand,

Who then will sob in these walls?

—Not you, nor your brother, rich man, understand,
For theft to your lot never falls.

—Stonehewer, stonehewer, who without sleep
Will abide there long hours of the night?
—Maybe my son will,—he toils for his keep.
And such is the close of our plight.

—Stonehewer, stonehewer, then will he think

Of them who laid bricks here of yore!

—Ho, beware! Beneath ladders from jests you should
shrink . . .

This we ourselves know, give o’er |

]
Norte.—This is a very inadequate translation of a poem, the precise
style of which is extremely difficult to reproduce.



MBéHb ByHHHD

1.

Hous mpéTs—u Temubers
Barbmaociiniit BOCTOKS.
Ots onéxas e phers
Ilo monsivs BETEPOKD.

Jens Oburs KOJIOTS ¥ 3HOEHD,
Hous npérs u moérs.
Komubénsryto mhemio

W xb noxow0 308ETSH.

T'pycrers B30pD eA TEMHBINA,
OnuHOKD €A ImyTh . . .
Cmm-ycurt, moé cépame !
Orpoxmi . . . ITozaGyns.

2.

Kaxs cebrii, napsimHa, BecHA !
Tornami meb BB raasi, Kaxe GuBATO,
W cranui: oTgerd TH rpycTHA?
Orgerd TH TaKb JACKOBA CTAJA?

Ho moawims TH, ci1a64, Kaxs qphToKs . . .

O, momrawi |—Mwub He BAZO MpMBHAHBA:
1 ysHAIH BTy JACKY IPOIMAHBA, —

f1 omsiTe OMUHOKS |
28



Ivan Bunin

1'

NiGHT hastens and seizes
Clear gleams in the east.

From her raiment light breezes
Over fields are released.

Long and sultry the day was,
Night sings as she goes

A lullaby ditty

And calls to repose.

Her dark gaze is mournful,

On her way naught is met . . .
O my heart, sleep and slumber,
Take your rest . . . and forget.

2.

How agleam, how garnished the spring!
Turn your eyes in the old way upon me:
Say, wherefore this sorrowing?

Why lavish this tenderness on me?

You are mute, as a blossom so frail,
Say naught |—No confession is needed:
The flight of your love I have heeded,—
Lone again is my trail!
29



3unaiipa HukonaesHa Mdnniyco

1. I'BCHA.

OxHO M08 BHCOKO Hagh 8eMiIéo,
BricOko Hagb 8eMiéi0.

f1 Bizxy TOMBKO HEGO CBH BedépHEIO BapEI0, —
Cs BeuépHelo sapéio.

U 8660 résmerca mycTiMs ¥ GrbaHEIMD,
Taxums mfcTams 1 Girbgasns.

OmHo He cxrAMMTCA HATH cepaueMs 6Fyabns
Hags movims cépauems Ghaunms.

VBHI, BB mevéym GesymHo#t A yMmpaIo,
1 ymmpéso.

Crpemsioce Kb TOMY, 4eré A He 8HAIO,
He smnaro.

W %710 emanie He BHAIO OTKYHA
Ipmmuné orkyna, .

Ho céppmue x6gers u mpocuTs 9yna,
Yyna |

O, oycrs Gyners To, 4erd He GHIBAETS,
Huxorga me OnBaeTs:

Mrb Girbamoe w660 uypécs o6bmébers,
Ono6 oGbmaers,

30



Zinaida Nikolayevna Hippius

1. SONG.

My window is high o’er the earthly spaces,
O’er the earthly spaces;

I behold but the sky with evening’s red traces,
With evening’s red traces.

And the gaze of the sky is so faded and dreary,
So faded and dreary;

No pity it has for the heart that is weary,
For my heart that is weary.

Alas, by a frenzied dismay I am riven,
I am riven;

I know not the thing whereto I am driven,
I am driven.

Nor whence is the wish that I bow myself under;
I bow myself under;

But my heart is desiring and craving a wonder,
A wonder,

]
O may it be aught that life never offers,
That life jnever offers;
Unto me ’tis a wonder the sky wanly proffers,
That it proffers.
31



32 ZINAIDA NIKOLAYEVNA HIPPIUS

Ho néay Gess cuéss o nesbproms o6htE,
O reshproms 00bTE.

Mrb uysmu0 TO, werd whrs Ha chrh,
Yer6 mbrs Ha cbrh.

2. DJIEKTPAIYECTBO.

st mitu swbers ceimH,
Kormfi o6HaseHEL

To ,,ma“ u ,,wbrs‘‘,—He CINATH,
He cmiThH—coieTeHE.

Wxs TéMHOe crieréHbe

U rhcno, u mepTBO.

Ho sxnérs uxp BOCKpecéHbe,
N sxpyrs onn ero.

HoBnoBs KOHIEI KOCHYTCA—
Ipyrie ,,ma”“ u 55T,

N ,,ma“ u ,,mbTp" npocHyTes,
CroseTéHHBIE COJIBIOTCA,

N cmepre nxsn 6yners—CpETs.
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But tearless I weep for the vow that is broken,
For the vow that is broken.

The thing that I seek is no earth-given token,
No earth-given token.

2. ELECTRICITY.

Two threads are closely hafted,

The ends are unconfined.

'Tis ““ yea ”’ and “ nay,”’—not grafted,
Not grafted,—but entwined.

Dim is the weft that mates them
Close and inanimate,

But wakening awaits them,

And they the same await.

End unto end is taken,—

Fresh ““ yea ” and “ nay ” ignite,
And “ yea” and ““ nay "’ awaken,
Into one moulding shaken,

And from their death comes,—light.



Mippa AnexcingpoHa J16xBuUKan

U shrpa crors, 1 m6NOTH MPATHEIXS XyMD . .
W xure orpamer BT . . .

A rirb-To sHOM B MOpsA THXIR myMS,
W comana sipkiit cebrs !

Fymirs MATéMHL ¥ MEORUTS Bb cépanb rHETS.
HepFILTakaHHHIXD CIESD .
A rob-10 MupTH, BeNEHEIL MEDTH pacTéTH

U xymu 6hmixs poss |

[Ipox6muTS KUBHL Bb MEYTAHLAXH 00 MHOMB,
Huarosxaa # oyerd . . .

A rab-1o cbxs, ¥ cudcrbe 6BETH KIMOUEMB,
W 6mecks, m Kpacora |
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Myrrha Alexandrovna Lokhvitskaya

AND moan of winds and whispered thoughts of gloom,
From life no joy is won .

Yet somewhere,—warmth, and ocean’s muffled boom,
And lustre of the sun.

The blizzard wails, and in the heart it throws
A load of tears unshed.

Yet somewhere myrtle, verdant myrtle grows,
And stainless roses spread.

Life, passing by, in empty brooding delves,
Unmeaning, unbedight . . .

Yet somewhere, mirth and bliss will yield themselves,
And comeliness and light !
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Awiitpii CeprEesuyn MepemKOBeKiH

1. HUPBAHA.

W BHOBB, Kaxb BB NEpBHIL IeHb COBRAHBA,
Jlasype HeGécHas THXA,

Kaxs 6§aro Bs Miph HETH cTpafauss,
Kaxs 6yaro 85 cépayd abTs rphxa.
He sin0 Myl mo0B# 7 CI4BH:

B1 MoiruiHBH YTpeHHAX'D MOI6H
JBmry, KaKh JEIIATH ST TPABH . . .
Hu npémumixs, B rpapymuxs JEel
1 He X09y ILITATH ¥ YHCIATS.

f1 TOIBKO YYBCTBYIO OLSATH,

Kaxobe cuécrie—ne MEICINTD,

Kaxéa mbra—ne xenars |

2. IPUPOJIA TOBOPHUTS.

Tpupépa PoBOpiTs MEE b ApCTBeHHHMD Npespbabems:
,, Vi, He Hapymit rapmOniu Moéii |

Teott naus meb Hanobrs ; He ocKopGuslt MyuéHBEMD
CnoxoifcTBisz MOVXD J1a30PEBHX's HOUEH.

A1 Beé 1e6B ana—smmann, MosIONOCTS, CBOGOXY,—
Ta BCS, TH BCE 0TBEPrD Ch 6e3CMHICIIeHHOM BpasKaoH,

W pépsxums pomoToMs TH 0CKOPOIIS NPAPORY,
Ta MaTb CBOIO 3a0ELTH—YyHMM, TH MEB wymol |

36



Dmitri Sergyeyevitch Merezhkovsky

1. NIRVANA.

As in the day of first creation,

The azure skies are calm again,

As though the world knew not privation,
As though the heart knew naught of pain;
For love and fame my craving passes;
’Mid silence of the fields at morn

I breathe, as breathe these very grasses . . .
O’er days agone, and days unborn

I would not chafe, nor reckoning squander.
This only do I feel once more:

What gladness—ne’er again to ponder,
What bliss—to know all yearning o’er.

2. QUOTH NATURE . ..

QUOTH nature unto me in tones of stately scorning:

‘‘ Begone, and break not in upon my harmony !

I weary of thy tears; mar not with anguished mourning
The calm wherewith my azure nights encompass me.

“ All have I given thee,—life, youth and freedom given,
But thou in senseless fedd hast flung it all away.
Nature hast thou with overweening murmurs riven,
Thou hast forgot thy mother,—go, I speak thee nay.
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,,JIab Mano s Tebsi na HéOE spbamp GiecTAIMuUXsD,
HEméro cympaka BB BagyMIMBHIXD TBCAXD,
*

W nyixoit xpacoTEl BH 8a06JaYHEIXS MOPAXD ?

,,f1 Bcé Te6h anma,—a BB STOMB ayaHOMS MipB

Tu se cymhirs xoTh p48h cIaCTIBHEMSE GHITH, Kakb BCh:
Kaxs cadcrimps s8Bps BB rbcy u mdcrouka B dedph,
U ppémmonitt iebTOKS BB cepéOpsmoit poch.

,» T péapocts 6rrrisi commbanems paspyméaen
Vi | T paoxs MEE, Oe8CIILHEL 1 GOMLHONK . . .
IerrmiBaME pasymMomMs 1 rOpaoio mymoit

T cubcTsa Gess Mens mmi ce6, kaxs sraems |

3.

JlackoBHif Béueps Ch BeMJIEI0 MPOMAJICA,
Jl¥icrs meNoXHYThCA He cMBIrb Bb OMHIAHBH.
I'pbxors Terkru Bami paspasaies . . .
3phema, npox4, BHCTYNAMM BD MOTIAHBH.

Ciiree HE60—TTyGOKO M CTPAHHO ;

Ho me cMoTp) TH BB HeP0 TaKh IKTIABO,
Ho me mupi Bb HEMB PasPAIKM sKeJIAHHON, —
CitHee H660, KaKb FPOOB, MOTIAIMEBO |
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“Or dost thou rate as naught in heaven the starry lustre,
And in the brooding woods the dusk where nothing speaks,
*

And all the rugged beauty on the cloudy peaks?

“ All have I given thee,—this world is wonder-gifted,
Yet couldst thou not be happy, even as all the rest,—
Happy as woodland beast, and swallow, @ther-lifted,
And bud that sleeps amid its silvery dew-clad nest.

“ By thy bewilderment the joy of life thou slayest,
Begone, I loathe thee, full of weak and sickly dole . . .
Thou, with thy probing mind and haughtiness of soul,
Thy happiness without me seek, as best thou mayest.”

3.

THE eventide fondled the earth in farewell,
And in its suspense not a leaf dared to sway;
The creak of a cart far away rose and fell,
Stars marshalled aquiver in silent array.

Clear-blue is the sky,—deep and strange is its guise;
But look not upon it with glances that crave,

But seek not therein the revealment you prize,—
Clear-blue is the sky, but as mute as the grave.

* Owing to a defect in the printing, this line has slipped out of the
volume from which the poem was taken. Although I have consulted
several other editions of Merezhkovsky's poems, I have been unable
to find another copy of the text.
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4. TIPUPOJIA.

Hu snoms, Hu Bpadio KpoBaBoit
JloufiHb 8aTMATH HEe MOTIIA

Msu: Hé6a 9epTOrh BeIMIABHIL

W npénects npbrymeit semini.

Hacs npésxnero aackoit Berphadiors
Jlominsl, nBETE 1 pyubH,

W sehsnmi Bcé Tars e cifiors,

O TOM?B 3Ke IOKTH COJIOBLH.

He phpaers nameit kpywinn

Morydiif, TaHCTBeHHEIH JThCB,
U wBTes HM emiiHOM MOPIHE

Ha sicroit masypu HeGéch.

5. CBATEJb.

Hags xonmamm mosocoio

Mo6brbrs BocTOKD BRAN,
JsumaTe CEIPOCTHIO HOYHOIO
I'mii6u BemaxasHOM 8eMITi.

Brums, swbpasvu mardmu
Xomare chaTens BB modsAx®.
Twnmnaa, xaxe b BOmbems xpams,
Ha semn’s u Bp HeGecaxs.
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4. NATURE.

Nort bloodshed, nor ills we engender,
Could yet fling a mantle of gloom

On the heavenly palace of splendour,
Or on earth with the lure of its bloom.

As of old, we are tenderly ravished
By valleys and blossoms and rills;
Unchanging, the starlight is lavished,

And the tune that the nightingale trills.

Great forests with deep-hidden spaces
Know naught of our spirit’s dismay;
And never a wrinkle defaces

The heaven’s clear azure array.

5. THE SOWER.

FAR above the stretch of hills

The east has flung its lustre round;
Moistened breath of night-time fills
Clods of plough-uprooted ground.

See, how with his measured pace
O’er the fields the sower goes;
Calm, as in God’s holy place

On earth and in the heaven flows.
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Bcé xpyromMs CBANIEHHEIMB CTPAXOMSB,
Kax® npexs T4umHCTBOMB, HOMHO,

W pyxii moxo6#iHEIME B3BMAXOMB
PaschBiers oun 3epHO.

N pns 1pyxeHnka cmOBA
I'pynp semaii pomdTL OIDKHA
#Hary xmb6a somoréro

Wsp moribmaro sepra.

Cosnpnéa xusHL U8B CMépTH,
Ilpexs mnoMs cBATEIXD HeGéCH,
O, moimirecs-#e u Bhpbre:
910—uyno ush Iynécs |
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A sacred awe through all the land,
As of some secret thing is borne;
And with a gently sweeping hand
Far and wide he scatters corn.

And for the toiler must again

Out of the womb of earth be born

A harvest of the golden grain

That quickens from the perished corn.

Life out of death is rendered free
Before the glance of holy skies;
O, pray then, and believing, see
A wonder from a wonder rise.



Hukon&it MaxcrAmoBuys MancKii

1.

Kaxs coms, npoiinyTs abnd m noMuicasr moméd ;
3abynercs repoit, morrbers maBsonméf—
U smbers Bp 66mitt mpaxs combioTeA.
W mynpocts, 1 moGOBb, M BHAHBLA, M IpaB4,
Kaxs cp 4dcrmpHOl NOCKY HEHYKHHIA CIIOBA,
Pyxoit nesbnomoit corpyres.

N yxp Be TH cioBd mogh TOW e pyKOH—
Jaméxo ors semid, sacTHBHICH U HEMOK—
BosHHKHYTH BHOBbL 3arajxoit Gmrbmmoir.
N cuéBa cBBre OiecHéTsh, 9TOOH CTATh AOOKIYel THME,
N kr6-T0 GfneTs UTh HO TAKD, KAKb FIAIM MH,
Ho raxs, Kaxs Mu, ympérs Gescarbmmo.

N HeBo3MO:kHO HaMb HpeABANBTH M NOHSATH,
Bp kaxia ¢opmm xyxs ogbmeres omsiTs.
Bp rakix’® COBNAHBAXD BOILIOTHATCA.
BuTh MO:eTh, n8B Beerd, 9ro 6fauTh BB HACH -JHOG0BB,
Ha 7ot sbsnh Huaré He mOBTOpHTCA BHOBD . . .
Ho ects opgmO, 9ro moBTOpUTCA:

Jlvmib To, 9TO MEI Teéphb CUMTAEMD IIPASIHEIMB CHOMD,
Tock4 HesficHAA 0 YEMB-TO HEBEMHOMB,
Kynd-to cMyTHESA cTpeMiIéHBA.
Bpamna kb TOMY, 9TO eCTh, NpeXuyBCTBi#t pOOKil cBBTS,
U sxéoxpa mryuas CBATHEB, KOTOPHXD HETH,—
Onré Jomms 310 9yAm0 TrbHEBA.
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Nikolai Maximovitch Minsky
1.

MAN’s ponderings and labours, dream-like, pass away,
Heroes will be forgot, and sepulchres decay,—

And all in common dust is merged.
And righteousness and love, and sciences and lore,
As words upon a slate, whose meaning is no more,

By undiscovered hand are purged.

But words that are not these, beneath the self-same hand,

Far from the numbing muteness of this earthly land,
Again, pale riddles will supply.

Another light will shine, for gloom to prey upon,

And others there will live, not as our lives have gone,
But e’en as we, untraced shall die.

And we have not the power to fathom or to view
The guise wherein our spirit shall be garbed anew,
The shapes wherein its breath shall dwell.
Perchance, of all that love within us stirs to life,
Nothing upon this planet shall again be rife,
But there is one thing naught can quell:

Only the thing that now an empty dream we count,
The blurred and fretful wish beyond the earth to mount,
Restive essays towards some height.
Hatred of things that are, foreboding’s timid glow,
And burdensome desire for shrines we cannot know,—
On this alone shall come no blight.
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B3 kawixs 6H 06pasaxs u ryb GH cpemp MipOBB
Hu Bembixayrs Miiciu cBETH, KaKb JIyTh Cpefb 001aKk6BD,
. Raxin 6p cymecTBad HM ohmm,—
Ho 6ynyTs pBAThesi Boasms oHM, mMOROOHO HaMB,
HUsp crpixa cBoerd ¥p HECOKITOUYHHIMB MEYTAMS,
I'pycrsi aymoéit, kaxp MH rpycTiAmm.

U moromy e ToTh Gescméprers Ha semirh,
Ko npessomérs npyrixs b 106ph mm Bo 8k,
Kro cndeu xpynkia ckpmxamm
Hanémmmrs noskersio, GesmbibH0I0, KAKh COHB,
Ilpexs wBmp ToNmEl Jmonméit — TaKé#t e Ipaxb, KAKb
OHB—
Baaroropbm nie mposxama,

Ho Bchxb Gescméprabit ToTh, KOMY CKBOSH Ipaxh SeMJmi
Karoéit-ro HOBEIA MipD MepéImuICcA BRAMM,
Hecymecrsyromiit u phamsi.
Hro ohim nesemuoit Taxs mAKIATS U CTPARATS,
Yo chmolt mammgel cams Mup&s ce6b cospiurs
Cpemi mycrerHu GesKOHETHOM.

2.

Al sibxy kpail 06broBAHHEA,
CaepxaHbe BOB, MATPE! IePEBD.
Ho npecrymits npegbirs meniHmsi
Mrt sanperirs 'ocnopmil rebss.

VYerars st 0Th meCKOBD U BHOA,
Emg npu #uisHM cMepTh BKYCHITH.
Taxp nsHEeMOrS, 9TO 1A HOKOA

B3 moéit gymrb whrs 66msme cumirs.
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In whatsoever guise, and where ‘'mid worlds shall gleam

The radiance of thought, like to a cloud-girt beam,
Whatever lives are fashioned yet,—

Still shall they make ado, and rouse them e’en as we,

From very depths of dread to dreams that ne’er can be,
Fretful of soul, as we do fret.

And therefore he is not on earth immortal who
Either in good or ill his fellows could outdo,
Who upon glory’s tablets frail
Hath graved the deeds of him, that, as a dream, are
naught,
'Fore whom the throng, of that same clay as he is wrought,
Or utter homages, or quail.

But above all is he immortal unto whom

Through dust of earth afar new worlds were wont to loom,
Worlds though unreal, yet perishless.

He who so craved and pined for things beyond the earth,

That by his craving’s power he gave his vision birth
’Mid an unending wilderness.

2.

I VIEW the promised land before me.—
Gleaming of waters, tents of trees.

But anger of the Lord forbore me

To touch the dower I long to seize.

I rose from heat and sandy places,

I tasted death in living hours:

My strength so wanes, that it effaces
Within my soul all placid powers.
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W écom papHOocTHOMY Kpalo

Moérs npusbrs mo#t rpyermmit craxs,
1 rumes npusbrerernit cnarao
He pns cebs, a qua gpyrixs.

3.

To, uT0 BH 80BéTE BAOXHOBEHLEMD,

1 80BY NpPHCIYIMIMBAaHbEEMD TJTHKUMS.

Ecrp gacH, korg cp BoCTOProMs :KYTHUMB
Bapyrs s cafmry : kt6-10 ¢b rpyerHrms nbbems

Hagp gymoit mporOcuTes Moéro.
Cafuy, BHéMITIO, 9¥I0, 3aMupAI0 . . .
M tBOPIO, MOKOITE MOBTOPSiIO

To, ¥b uemy mpucaymarsesa yenbio.

4. TOPOXD BJIAJIN.

Tamb BHUBY, BB NOAYKPYTIOMs mpocsbrTh X0nMOBD,
Bigers ropogs BHam.
Tams, sa Gabpasm miraamMu cears 1 rbcoBs,
T'mb cimBatorcsa xpackm modéit u Jyroes,
YyTs Mepémarca ropoxs BAAJH.

He noma, He cajii,—uT0-10 ThHBIO GOMmOI
3aerad CKBOBL TyMAHb.

Kaxs GescrpacThe Hambh MHOTO CTpajaBimels xymod,

Kaxs yeranocrs Hajgh MHOTO fepsiBulesi MeuTOH,
Jlers Haxb TOPOROMB MYTHEHIY TYMAHS.
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And if my mournful-tuned ovation
Is chanted to that glad domain,

I shape a hymn of salutation,

Not for my own, but others’ gain.

3.

WHAT you are wont to name as inspiration,
Delicacy of hearkening I call;

Hours there are that palpably enthrall,
When I hear the plaintive incantation.

Of someone who above my spirit stirred:

I hark, I grope, I feel, my senses wane . . .
I labour on until I shape again

The thing that by my mastery I heard.

4. THE CITY AFAR.

DowN yonder, ‘mid hills in a shimmering bend
Lo, the city afar.

Pale village and woodland befare it extend,

Where tintings of meadow and pasturage blend,
The city gleams faintly afar.

Nor dwelling, nor yard—but in shadows of night,
Something glides through the mist.

As if listless o’er many a soul in its plight,

As if weary o’er many a vision of might,
O’er the city lies dimly the mist.
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Wss sxmBiixs nenapédilt Tpyaa u crpactéit
COTHAHD MIVIMCTHIA IOKPOBb.

Wsp meuniBHOKS, U8H NIMa, WS GpHSrs, ush THHEH,

Wsb muxémilt ¥ KPAKOBD HECUSTHHIX'D PPYASIH
CoTtrams BB BOBNYXE MIniCTEIA HOKPOBS.

Mesxny ropomoms GYHHEIME 11 BBOPpOMB MOVIMB
OHBB mOBHCH HABCErNA,

W60 yTpo m mémyens GesCHILHE HATh HAMb.

Xpémml, TIOPEMEL, JBOPOEI 1A MeHsi, TOYHO [{HIMB,
B3 oTnanénsu cimiics HaBcerga.

JImms mop6io 8aKaTH cTpBIOBANHEMS JIyIéMb
Mray nponvi:xeTs Ha MATS.

U npexs TBMB Kakb MCIEBHYTH BO MpAKE HOYHOMD,

JlamsHi% répoxs oA yrpoKAIOIEME CHOMD,
OTrpHBAETCA B3OPY HA MUTB.
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Live vapours of toiling and passionate cries
Weave a darkening pall.
Dust and smoke and the specks and the shadows that rise,
And numberless hearts with their throbbingsjand sighs,
Aloft weave a darkening pall.

*Twixt the din of the city’s unrest and my gaze
It is spread evermore.
And its load nor the morn nor the noon can upraise,
Gaols, churches and courtyards, meseems, are but haze,—
In the farness they merge evermore.

But sometimes at sunset an arrowy ray

Stabs the mist for a flash.
And amid the night’s darkness, then fading away,
The city afar with its dreams of dismay

Is revealed to the gaze for a flash.



®enopy Hysbmuyn Conoryon

1.

Boscrasuwirs Bors MeHsi M3h BIAMKHON IVIAHE,
Ho orp semmt He oTnbiiurs.

Popuria Meb—BepmmiHE U [OMMHH,
Kaxs 51 ce6h, Beco mips muh Mms.

Korna rasmxy Ha pAdbHIA noporwm,
Mut késxerca, 910 A HA HUXB

Beb ayBerBylo koséca, kAMHEM, HOTH,
Haxs 6ynTo Ha pyKAXD> MOWXB.

Tasmxy o A Ha 3BOHKIE HOTOKH,—
Mrub raskercs, yro 310 MHEB

3eMilsi HECETDH KMBUTENLHEIEC COKH,
Caont naptr moéit Becwh.

2. TPIOJIETHI CBBEPY.

@)
3eMisi IOKYUHAA U 874,
Ho Bcé xe mab pommas mars |
JIo6mbd Te6si, 0 MaTh HBMAaA,
Semiusi foKyuHAA U 8145 |
Haxs caénxo sémimo oGHMMATE,
K3 mett npurvkésa Bp gdpaxs mad |
3emisi AOKYYHAA M 8I4A,
Ho Bcé e weB poguas mars !
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Fedor Kuzmitch Sologub

1.

FroM moistened clay by God was I created,
But never freed from earthly guise.

With peaks and valleys I am federated,
E’en as myself, the earth I prize.

When gazing on the distant roads I ponder,
Methinks that feeling I can grasp

How wheels thereon, and stones and feet that wander,
Are all as if within my clasp.

When torrents I behold with deep-toned courses,
Methinks that merged amid their power

Earth bears her saps with their restoring forces
Unto my spring-tide, as her dower.

2. NORTHERN TRIOLETS.
@)

THou earth with guile and irksome woe,
Art yet a mother unto me!!
Mute mother mine, I love thee so,
Thou earth with guile and irksome woe !
How sweet in earth’s embrace to be,
Nestling to her when May’s aglow !
Thou earth with guile and irksome woe,
Art yet a mother unto me!
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(ii.)
JlioGrre, oMM, 86MIN0,—BéMITIO
Bp senénoit TaltwE BA&KHEIXD TPaBb.
Berrbupio TétiHOMY £ BHéMMO:
—Jlo6vTe, 10, 8€MITI0,—8EMITI0
W cadpocrs Bebxnb est orpéss I—
3emnoii 1 TéMHENA, BCE mpiémimo.
JliobriTe, Mmooy, 8éMITI0,—36MITIO
Bt senénoit TaiimE BIAKHEIXD TPaBb.

(iii.)

Cépane ApoOrEyao OTH pamoCTH.
Cuobsa cheeps, crOBa HOMAB,
CeOBa HBiHeHD MOXB W TOIND,—
N yudmie no panocrn,

U romnémie mo caipocTH,—

N medrdHBA TAXMXD PONIS,

N ppomidrs myméa ore pamocTd,—
Munztii chbeeps | ittt moss |

(iv.)

Kymomrs néprsu, xpecrs u HéGO,
N Bokpyrs mesdan monéi,—

Ygo cmokotimbit m cebrrbit

Brott sicHON xisHM HEGA?

W crasxi MB, npyrs moit, rob 61
Bosroctinacs carhit

Hp GaarogATHHMD TAHAMB HEGA
Créska Jérxkasa moséii |



FEDOR KUZMITCH SOLOGUB

(ii.)

THE earth, the earth, ye men, revere,
Green secrets of its moistened weeds,

Its secret ordinance I hear:

—The earth, the earth, ye men, revere,
E’en its delights, where venom breeds |—
Earthy, untaught, I hold it dear.

The earth, the earth, ye men, revere,
Green secrets of its moistened weeds.

(iid.)

QUIVERS the heart with joyousness,
North afresh, return of rain,

Slender, tender moss again,—

Despair is one with joyousness

And torment with a sweet caress,—

Soft visions of a wooded lane,

And trembles the soul with joyousness,—
Beloved North! Beloved rain!

(iv.)

CHURCH-SPIRE, crucifix, and sky,

And around, the sorrowing fields,—
What more peace and radiance wields
Than this sheen of living sky?

And, my friend, I would descry
Where in holier fashion yields

To the glad secrecies on high

This soft legend of the fields !
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(v)

Kaxréa papmocTs—mno popbrams

CroméMm rOEIMEM MTTA

N cymxy aérxyio mecri |

HKaxéa pagocrs—mo poporams,

B® cvupénbm 6mArocTHOMB M CTPOrOMB,
Crux#t wheyuie mieci |

Haxasa pamocts—mo popoérams

CromiMu rOJBIME WTTH |

3. Bb 3TOTH YACH.

Bp rors uwace, Korgd rpoxdderr BbL TEMHOMD HEGH
rpOsHELi IPOMB,

B 3rornp "ach, KOrmd BB OCHOBaXb COTpACAETCA HAIID
ROMB.

Bb $roTh wack, KOPmA BB TpeBOrbE BeA Hamémkua, BeCA
mo66Bs,

U xormé cumbmbiimi#i nyxomb GesHOKOUHO XMYpHUTH
6poss,

B3 droT "ack cTpemiiTe BEIIle, BEIIIe TOPIBIA CEpPALA,—

Hacnasspéerca no6bpo#t Témmko phpumit o xomna,

Tombko ToTB, KTO Carbmo Bhpurs, xote cyns6h Ha mepe-

KOp®D,
Téabko TOTH, KTO BH MaTh He GPOCHTH KAMHEMD THIOCT-

HHIt YKOD®.
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(v.)

WHAT delight,—from place to place
With uncovered feet to fare

And a scanty scrip to bear!

What delight,—from place to place
With austere and humble grace

To entwine a tuneful air !

What delight,—from place to place
With uncovered feet to fare!

3. IN THIS HOUR . . .

IN this hour when darkened skies are by the awful thunder
rent,

In this hour when shakes our dwelling to its very
fundament,

In this hour when every hope and every love are in
despair,

When the mightiest in spirit purse the brow in restless
care,

In this hour your hearts shall rouse them higher, higher
in their pride,

Victory is theirs alone who faithful to the end abide.

Only theirs who trust with blindness, even though in
spite of fate,

Only theirs who on their mother fling not grievous stones
of hate.
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4.

3ol npakoOHs, rOPAIIA IPKO TaMb, Bb 3eHATE,
IporsaryBmiit By mIAMeHHEsA HATH,
OnamiBmiit gymHHMD 3HOEMD BCW HOMAHY,—
3ot pparoEs, noGhry TH ymKyems paHo |

1 wsp TéMHATO, rIry6OKAro KOTIAHA

Has 1e6s crphiy orpasiieHHylo BEIHY.

IIpeps T0GO0 b ayKOMB cTany Gesb GosizHM
A, ceepuntress cmburbiit GesmoméHol KasHH,
1, npencrasannsiit ¥ BCB-3D HEMIAHHENA MCTATENb.

JIyks Tyroi crpbad noxvmers ¢b MbIHEMD BBOHOMS.

TH Ha BFI30BB MOl OTBHTUIIL TAAKUME CTOHOMD,
Tu moMépruems, TH mornGHems, 8i0# rybuTess |

5.

Brors BrIOKIMK TyMaHs Hagb pBrOi
B omumo6KyI0 HOL, mpH ayEh,—
Henasiicrens ons MEB, ¥ elldHeHs OHb MHB
TrumEO0 cBOéH M TOCKOIM.

1 3aGruTe IO IHEBHYIO Kpacy,
W Bo Mrury s1 TUXOHBKO BXOKY,
Exne pimamutit corbys Hanpsurénno carbixy,
W megdim Mo¥ omuHOKO Hecy.
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4.

EviL dragon, 'mid the zenith hotly burning,

Thou, who all about thee, fiery threads art turning,
With a stifling hotness parching all the valley,—

Evil dragon, lo, too speedy is thy rapture

O’er thy victory; for, conrpassing thy capture,

From my dark, deep quiver, poisoned barbs will sally.

With my bow before thee shall I stand, nor falter,
Dauntless to fulfil the doom that none can alter;
Vengeance unforeseen, and yet foretold I cherish.
Taut, my bow shall fling its shaft with brazen droning.
To my challenge, thou shalt answer sorely moaning,—
Foul destroyer, thou shalt wane away and perish.

5.

OVER the river the hazes that flow

"Neath the moon in the lonesome night,

They beset me with hate, and they bring me delight
For the stillness thereof and the woe.

Forgotten the beauty of day,

And thro’ mist I stealthily pace,

A track scarce beheld, in my travail I trace
And I carry my lonely despair on my way.



Bnapimipb CeprBesuyn ConoBbéBb

1.

Myt fpyrs, WIb TH He BAWID,
Y10 BCE BAIUMOE HAMI—

Tombko 6TOMECKD, TOMBKO THHA
Orb HespyMaro ouamu?

Miinsiit fpyrs, WiIb TH He CIHIIMIID,
Yro muréiicKilt IyMs TpecKydit—
ToénbKo OTHIMKED MCKAMEHHBIA
TopsxecTByOMMXD CO3BY Uil ?

Myt apyTs, WL TH He 9felb,
Yro oxaé na whioms cebrb—
ToéabKo TO, 9TO CépAme Kb CEpAIY
TosopiiTs B HEMOMS npushTE.

2.
3ewnst pragiramma ! Kp 1e6h gend cxmomiurs s,
I crBO3H mOKpPOBB OIaroyxaHHENA TBOMK
Poproéro céppna niiMeHL OIIYTHNSH 5,
Veabnnars Tpénerdb sKAsHN MipoBO#H.
B momjmeHEbxs Ty44xs Taroo Ehro# skryaett
Cxopsa GaarogaTs cisiomuxs HeGECH,
W 6mécky mixomy Heconi npmebrs mhejuii
W séapHan pbka, u MEOrOIIYMHENA JrBCB.
M BB siBHOMB TAMHCTBE BHOBb BIUKY COYETAHBE
3emuoOl rymit co cebToMb HeseMHEIME,
W ors orns mo6BH muTéiicKOe CTpaiaHbe
VHOCHTCH KAaKbh MUMOJSTHEIA IHIMD. '
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1.

FRIEND belovéd, dost thou see not
That whate’er our gaze embraces,
Is but a reflex, but a shadow

Of the things the eye ne’er traces?

Friend belovéd, dost thou hear not
That the roar of earthly surging

Is naught but a distorted echo

Of harmonies in triumph merging?

Friend belovéd, dost thou feel not

That the world but one thing holdeth—
What one heart unto another

With a mute acclaim unfoldeth?

2.

O MISTRESS earth! Before thee have I knelt,
And through the fragrances that thee begird,
The glowing of a kindred heart I felt,

The throbbing of a living world I heard.

In noon-tide beams with such enraptured blaze
The bounty of the radiant skies was sent,
With whose still lustre the responsive lays

Of rippling streams and rustling woods were blent.
To me the sacrament reveals again

Earth’s soul with the unearthly sheen unite,
And from the fire of love all earthly pain

Is borne away like passing smoke in flight.
61
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3.

Bt Tymanb yrpennems HepbpHEMu maramm.

f1 mérs Kb TANHCTBEHHBIMB M TYAHEIMB Oeperams.
Boponacsa sapsi ¢p nocarbaumvm spbanamm;

Emg merism cHE—M CXBAYEHHAS CHAMH,

Iym4 momanaca HepbaoMEME 6oraMs.

B xonommstit 6bimiit nens nopoéroit oqEEOKOH,
Kaxs npémne, s uny B Henbnomoit crpamk.
Paschsmcsa TymaAED, U ficHO BIMTD OKO,

Kaxs Tpyness rOpHENA OyTh, ¥ KaKD €I AAJEKO
Janéko BcE, aro rpésmnoca MEE.

W o nomyroun HepOOGKMAMM maramu

Bcé 6yny s uaTH Kb HKeTAHHEIMD Oeperams,
Tyn4, rab ma roph, noxs moBrMm spbagimu
Becs mnamenbiomiit mo6barsmvm ornsivm
Menst pospérea moit sapbTHENL Xpams.

4.

¥V napiime Moéit ecTh BHICOKiH KBOPETH
O cemit OHB CTONGAXD BOJOTHIX'D.

VY napuisl Moél ceMurpAHHEIA BBHOIS,
B3 méMp Gess cuéTy KamMHSH NOPOrHXE.

W Bp sesnéHOMD camy y mapims moel

Poss m it kpaca pacopbaa,

U 85 npospéunoit sourh cepeGprersiit pyusit
JIoBuTE OTOMECKD KyApéi 1 derd.
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3.

AMID the morning hazes, wavering of pace,

I journeyed to a secret, wonder-laden shore;

The daybreak strove to quench the straggling starry trace;
Dreams still were on the wing, and held in their embrace,
My spirit sought unfathomed godheads to adore.

Upon a lonely journey in a chill, white day,

Amid unfathomed regions, as of old I fare.

The hazes now are rent, and clearly I survey

How hard the upward path, and still how far away,
How far away is all my dreams laid bare.

But to the midnight hour, unfaltering of pace,

I still shall journey on, to reach my yearning’s shore;
Yonder on high, beneath another starry trace,

With fires of victory illumining the place,

My shrine awaits me with its hallowed store.

4.

THE court of my empress is lofty of height,
With seven golden pillars around.

The crown of my empress is sevenfold bedight,
With jewels unnumbered ’tis bound.

And in the green garden, my empress’ own,
The roses and lilies bloom fair;

In the waves of a silvery streamlet is thrown
The flash of her brow and her hair.
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Ho Be corimmmTs naprina, 9ro mémiers pyuéit,
Ha npb1er 1 He B3riIfiHETH OHA:

Eit tymirmTs negans cebrs masypHu 0uéi,
W meura es ckoOpbu mosmHa.

Ona BiuTh: NaJI€KO, B NOJIHOYHOMD Kpalo,
Cpenp MOpOBHEIX'h> TYMAHOBD M BHIOTB,

Cp 871010 CHIIOI0 THMEL BB 00UHOYHOMD 6010
I'tiGuers é10 noxunymud RPYTS.

U 6pocaers on4 anméisHmis BEREIB,

OcraBisiers gepTors 80J10TOH,

U &b mesbprOMy apyry, HemnAHHE npAmMIés,
Baarogaraoit cryanrea pyko#.

W mags MpagnHoit 8uMOik MOTIOfAA BeCHA—
Bes cisia, criomillace Haxh HAMB

W nmoxpruna erd, Tixoit JACKM HOJHA,
JIy4es8apHEIMB NOKPOBOMB CBOHMb.

W BMBpAHYTH TEMHHSA CAIH BO Ipaxs,
UncTHME ILT4MEHEMb BeCh OHDb T'OPHTD,

U ¢ moboeito Bhunoit BB nasypHEXD 094X
Tiixo apyry oHA roBOpHTS:

—,, 38410, BOMIA TBOA BONHB Mopckixs He Bhpmhit;
Tw mub sbprocrs KaAICA coxpaniTs,—

Kasres e usmbasirs,—uo usmbnoit csoéi

Mors 1 cépane moé usmbaiTs? . . .
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But my empress ne’er harks to the whispering rill,
On the blossoms she turns not her gaze:

And the glow of her eyes in despair has grown chill,
And grief on her pondering preys. '

She beholds: in a midnight domain far away,
’Mid the chillness of hazes and snow,

How the gloom’s evil powers in a single affray
Her lover of old overthrow.

And her gem-studded crown from her brow she has torn,
From her golden-wrought palace she wends;

Of a sudden, approaching her comrade forsworn,
Benignant, her hand she extends.

And as o’er the dark winter young spring-tide has cast
His glow, she in tenderest love

Has bent herself o’er him, and shielded him fast

With her glittering shelter above.

As the powers of the gloom in the dust he descries,
He is kindled with purest of flames;

And with perishless love in her radiant eyes

Thus softly her friend she acclaims:

“I know thee inconstant as waves of the sea;
Thou hast sworn to me trueness alway,—
Thine oath thou betrayed,—by betrayal of me,
My heart couldst thou likewise betray?”
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