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[okTop Hayk, npodeccop, aBTop MHOXecTBa CTa-
TeN 1 KHUM No (hu3nke TBEPLAOro Tena u HaHO3NEKTPO-
HuKke. VI Bopyr — noaTtudeckne nepesogbl PpocTa,
Kunnnura, Cepsuca, Weiitca, Hawa, Jlamnmana. Tak y
AnekcaHpgpa LLivka ocyLecTBUIOCh, MO BbIPKEHUIO
Anbdpena Hobens, «peann3oBaHHOE YEI0BEKOM NpaBo
Ha CaMOBbIPaXKEHNE».

AGCONOTHOE COoBMNafeHvie Nepesofa C OpPUrMHaIom
HeZocsAraemMo, HO CTOJIbKO KOTKI NOSIOMaHo B 3TUX CMo-
pax, YTo BadKHee: TOXXAECTBO paamepa, popMbl NN op-
raHM4Yeckoe POACTBO CMbICNIOB? W KOHLA 3TUM OMCKYC-
cusIM He NpeauanTcs. Mo co6CTBEHHOMY BrieYaTIeH o
npusHarCch, coenatb 3To He Bceraa JIerko:

«Ho s 1 cam Bno6UTLCS pag
B MPOCTYIO ICHOCTb HOSAGPSI».

9710 AnekcaHpp LUk nnn PobepT ®pocT? Monarato,
yTOo Oba.
nu:
«BO3HNKNO YyBCTBO C/IOBHO S POAHS
C Tem, KTO NPOLLEN NO NYry A0 MEHS».

KoHeuHo, AnekcaHap LLIvK yyacTByeT B 3TON norne-
MUKe, 1 ero No3uLMIO Bbl y3HaeTe 1 OLEHUTE, MpoYnTaB
kHury. K Tomy >ke Bcerga Mo>XXHO CBEPUTLCS C OpuUrnHa-
JIOM Ha cocefiHen CcTpaHuLe.

Mpurnawas K YTEeHWIO 3TON KHUMM, 4OOaB/O: HA Ka-
XXOOW CTpaHuLle Bbl OyaeTe BCTpeYaTbCs C NOo33ven B
PYCCKUX N aHIMACKNX OfJeXaax u cmoxkeTe camu ybe-
OUTbCSA B CrpaBeanvMBoOCTM Mbicii MapTuHa Xanperre-
pa, 4YTO «sA3blK OOJDKEH MOCTOSIHHO SIBNSATLCS B MM ca-
MM MPOV3BOAVMMOM CUSIHAN>.

AnekcaHap AMYUCIaBCKUI
TopoHTO-2021



N3 KHUTK

«TPOWAHNE C TOHOCTBKO»

AOOM-MPU3PAK

JKuBy 51 B [OMe, KOTOPOro HET,
KoTopblIlh nc4es y>xe MHOro JeT,

A coxpaHuncs TonbKo nogsarnt,

'oe cBeT NnpocoYnBLLMIACS Npuaasan
CtebnsiMm ManuHbl NypnypHbIA LBET.

Ha gpsixnbin 3a6op BUHOrpag, 3anes,
Ha 6bIBLUMIA NOKOC HACTyNaeT Nec,

Y cTapbix S610Hb, roe AATNOB CTYK,
HoBbix noberos cTebnm pacTyT,

A nyTb K KONOALY B TPaBe MCHES.

CmoTpto co cTpaHHol 6o1bio B yLle

Kak pyxHynu cTeHbl, (hyHOAMEHT 3amLuer.

Hap konesamu, 4to B Mup BEnU,
I'me >xabbl Korga-To Kynanuch B Mbiu,
Houamun ctpenbl neTy4mx MbilLen.

N3paneka ko3ogown 3anern,
3amonk 1 6nnxe nepeneten,

M npubnmxasce, 6ynet onatb
[MecHio HEXMTPYO MOBTOPAT,
[Moka He BbICKa)KeT BCE YTO XOTe.

Ha netHem Hebe — 3Be3[ XOPOBO.
Coceny Moy — MofYanuBhbIi Hapom,.
NucTea Hap, nnnTaMun 3enexHa,

Mox MeLlaeT yntatb MeHa,

Ho KTO UX MO MeHn Ha30BeT?

OHu paboTanu 6e3 BbIXOOHbIX.

Bot AeByllka ¢ napHeM — MYyX Ulb XKEHUX?

Bes neceH, B TpyAe TEKNN UX roda...
S pymato, MOXET XMBW A Toraa,
4 6b1n 6bl XOPOLLUMM COCELAOM ASIS HUX.

FROM THE BOOK

‘A BOY'S WILL”

GHOST HOUSE

| dwell in a lonely house | 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 grape-vines 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:
| 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.

| 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.



«"TPOWLAHWE C HOHOCTBIO»

HOABPbCKAA roCTh4

Mos neyanb, korga Tbl 30€ecChb,

To ons 1ebs 1 B Mpak, 1 B 4OXAb
[H» HOA6PS NONHbI YyfAec,

Thbl NtOGULLL TUXWUIA, FONbIN J1EC,
Mo BbluBeETWMM Nyram 6pefeLLb.

Tbl U3MeHuNa Mo JocCyr,

A cnywato TBOM crosa.

Tl paga 6ercTsy Nty Ha tor

W cepebpom cBepKHyBLLEN BOPYT
Poce Ha TkaHu pykaBa,

M obHa)keHHOMY KyCTy,

M Tyyam Hap 06pe30oM KpbiLul,
M ognHOKOMY nncTy...

Tbl NO6ULLL 3TY KpacoTy

M cnenoTon meHs KopuLub.

Ho s n cam Bnobutbcs pag

B npocTyto scHOCTb HOSI6PS,
W, nopxnpas cHeronag,
MobbITb ¢ TBOEN OyLUIO B fag,
Tebe 0 TOM He roBopsi.

‘A BOY'S WILL”

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 walked the sodden pasture lane.

Her pleasure will not let me stay.
She talks and | am fain to list:
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 | have no eye for these,
And vexes me for reason why.

Not yesterday | 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.



«"TPOWLAHWE C HOHOCTBIO»

B NONUHE

B pmonunHe >Xun s co WKOMbHbIX NeT.
TymaH Hoyamu 3BeHEeN B TULLA

W 6nepHbIi 4EBUYUIA CATY3T,

Kak MOTbINIEK, HA OKOHHbIN CBET

Ckonbaun no TPpOnKe CKBO3b KaMblILLW.

Kakue 3pechb 6b1n LBeTbl BecHoun!
CBos y Kaxkgoro kpacoTta

W Tuxuin ronoc, y Kaxxgoro CBowu,
Bnetan B okHO, LLEBEN IMCTBOMN.
BcTaBano Bce Ha cBou MecTa,

Ho Ho4blo TyYyMaH HansibiBana onaTb
M ronoca Habupanu Bec,

MblITasce TaHbl CBOM pacckasaTtb
Tomy OAVHOYKE, KTO XO4Y€eT 3HaTb
Kak yTpom 3Be3abl yxondaT ¢ Hebec.

U kak, B poce npomo4ms O0Ka,
OHun BO3BpALLAIOTCS B TOT UCTOK,
[oe nTuua B NoNeT He yLuna noka,
ELle He packpbincsa 6yTOH LBeTka
M 6bnn eanHbl NTEHeL, U POCTOK.

MHe CTONbKO 3HaHWIA BETEP NPUHEC

[Mpo 3anax uBeToOB, NPO NEHNE NTULL.

3apante 06 aToM ntoboM BONpPOC. ..
HeT, 1 Hepapom B gonmHe poc

M cnywan HoYb, He CMbIKas PECHULL.

‘A BOY'S WILL”

IN A VALE

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

And thus it was the maidens pale

| 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

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 | know so well

Why the flower has odor, the bird has song.
You have only to ask me, and | can tell.

No, not vainly there did | dwell,

Nor vainly listen all the night long.



«"TPOWLAHWE C HOHOCTBIO»

10

CNALWASA 60JIb

S ypanuncs B nec, 1 Ha nyTu
[epeBbs NeCHIO cnyLian Moto.
MHe CHUTCS — Tbl Y fleca Ha Kpato
B pasnymbe He peluaellbcsi BONTH,
Kak 6ygnTo npobysi Npon3HecTun:

«5] He peLlyCb, 51 4aneko CToto,
CyMel NpuaHaTb HENpPaBoTY CBOLO,
LLlarHyTb HaBCTpeYy U MeHs1 HanTn.»

A s Bce Buen, 6bln 9 Hegarnek,

Cebs1 B €/10BbIX Jlanax CXOpPOHS.

OT cnapgkon 6o5u s ckasaTtb He Mor,

YTO BCe OCTanoch XNBO OJ1si MEHS.

He Bepb, YTO OTYYXXOEH S 1 XKECTOK,
MpocHyncs nec, Tbl 34€ecb, 1 B TOM 3as10T.

OTBEP)XEHHBIE

Hawwu BbiGop NyTW He 0g06PEH MU,

B Hac owmbamcb, cHnTaoT Tenepb OHW.
BoBoem nopoto B yrily CUAUM Mbl
(Hecnyxn? cTpaHHUKN? XepyBUMbI?),
MblTasicb He YyBCTBOBATb, YTO NOTEPSIHbI.

‘A BOY'S WILL”

A DREAM PANG

| 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, | 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 | saw does still abide.

But ’tis not true that thus | dwelt aloof,

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

IN NEGLECT

They leave us so to the way we took,

As two in whom they were proved mistaken,
That we sit sometimes in the wayside nook,
With mischievous, vagrant, seraphic look,
And try if we cannot feel forsaken.

1
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OKHA 3AKPOH

OkHa 3aKpom, 4To6 CMOJIKNIN MOt BOKPYT,
A nec 3a cTekIoM 6e33ByYHO CTBOJbI Kaya;
Bce nTuubl yTUXAn, a ecnu eLle He Bce —
OTO Mos neyans.

OueHb HEeCKOPO 60/10Ta OMNSATL OXKUBYT,
OueHb HECKOPO MTUYUNII BEPHETCS raMm:

Tak OKHa 3aKpoW, YTo6 BUAETb Kak B TULLVHE
JlomaeT nec ypara.

‘A BOY'S WILL”

NOW CLOSE THE WINDOWS

Now close the windows and hush all the fields;
If the trees must, let them silently toss;

No bird is singing now, and if there is,

Be it my loss.

It will be long ere the marshes resume,

It will be long ere the earliest bird:

So close the windows and not hear the wind,
But see all wind-stirred.

13
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NECHA B OCEHHIO0 BYPIO

BeTep Tyun Ha KJlo4bsi pBET,
Mpocenok goXaem pasMmbiT,
Kpuctannamu kBapua kannv Bpasnet
CmeTatoT cnefbl KOrbIT.

LiBeTbl y [OpOry BOLOH MOJHBI,

M4yen BXONOCTYO MaHs.

Mpuon, yoexxnum ganeko 3a Xonmel,

B poxab nontobu mexs!

Be3 nepe3BoHa XMBbIX rOJI0COB
TocKnmB necHomn HeytoT,

Hu anbdbl — AaBHULLHWE OyXW NECoB,
Hv nTuubl B LULTOPM He MOoT.

BeTpbl, kak gnKon pose Kpacy,
MecHsm cnomanu 3ByK.

Mpugu, nontoby MeHs1 B MOKPOM J1ecy,
ne 6pbI3XKeTCs KaXapl CYK.

BocTo4HbIN BETEP HAC B CMUHBI ObET,
MywnT cnoBa — Mon4yum.
Lpoxkalm oT BeTpa Kanenb nonet
Mnatbe TBOE NPOMOYUII.

HeBaxxHo, 4TO C Heba CTpyn NMMInUCb —
CKBO3b NMBEHb KO MHEe npuau!
JlecHoro 30n0Ta MOKpbI INCT

Kak 6poLub Ha TBOel rpyau.

B kaMHu Brne4vaTaB, Ha NamsiTb HaMm,
[LpeBHNX pakoBWUH cres,

Mope BepHynoch k cBoMM 6eperam
CnycTss MUNIMOHBI NET;

M Tak )xe CKBO3b BpeMsi, BeTpa 1 JoXxau,
COMHeHbs1 Ha CTpacTb CMEHSIB,

Jto60Bb BEpHYNach, 1 Tbl NPUAN,

B poxab nontobu mexs!

14

‘A BOY'S WILL”

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.

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.

15
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OKTABPb

OKTS16pb, TULLb OCEHHUX OHEN;
Cospenun NMcTbs Ha BETBSAX,

M BeTep, AyHYB NOCUNbHEN,
CmeTeT ux B npax.

JnLwb KN4 BOPOH B JIECHBIX BepXxax,
Ho 3aBTpa CMONKHYT 1 OHW.
OKTS16pb, TULLb OCEHHUX OHEN,
3amenisi BpeMsl, pacTsaHM.
MosBonb cepaLam Hagexay aatb,
VIM XK13Hb NOKaXKeTCs OJINHHEN,
Tebe > 3a60Tbl NULLIb OAHN:
PaccBeTHoI yTpeHHel nopon
JINCT YPOHWUTL N JONFO XAaTb,
Moka Boanu cneTut BTOPONA.

He Toponuck, oKTa6pb, Npoanu
OuyapoBaHue 3eMnu.

3acTblHbTe, OHW!

MycTb yueneeT BUHoOrpag,

M x0Tb NIMcTBY 06>XXEr MOpO3,

K cTeHe noBepynBO Nprpoc
HenoBpe)aeHHbIX rpo3abeB psf.

‘A BOY'S WILL”

OCTOBER

O hushed October morning mild,
Thy leaves have ripened to the fall;
Tomorrow’s wind, if it be wild,
Should waste them all.

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.

17
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PA3YMbE

4 wen yepes nec, Yepea noss,
Orpagpl, nonsiHbl, 6051073,

Ha ckrnoH BckapabKkarcs, 1 Ha Mup
BarnsiHyn, kak 6yaTo ¢ noneTa,

A panblue — BHWU3, Aopora JOMOW. ..
BoT 11 KOHeL, BOT OH.

JINcTbst onaBLUNE Ha 3eMIle,

JNnwb ¢ py6a He Bcex elle cayso.
BHM3 cneTatoT no ogHoMmy,
3abpoLUeHHO, TUXO U CHYJIO.

Mo CHEXXHOWM KOPKE UM LUENECTET.
Bce gpyroe ycHyno.

MepTBble NUCTbSA KyYen nexar,
He KpyTuT 1x BeETEp oaxe,
MocnenHen acTpbl 3aBSNN LIBETHI
B aTOM yHbIIOM Nensaxe.
CepaLe Kyna-To eLle crneLwuT,
Horun monst: «Kyga »xe?»

Ho passe 6biBano cepauam My»4mH
Vi3ameHon cuntaTtb He 3a30pHO
MoNOXUTLCS Ha XO[, BELLEN,
Cyobbe ycTynuTb Pe30HHO

M ¢ NOKIOHOM MPUHSITH KOHEL,
Jio6BM unn cesoHa?

‘A BOY'S WILL”

RELUCTANCE

Out through the fields and the woods
And over the walls | have wended,;

| have climbed the hills of view

And looked at the world, and descended;
| 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;

The last long 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?

19
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N3 KHUTK

«K CEBEPY OT BOCTOHA»

NOCJIE CBOPA AIBJ1IOK

B 3eHUT yxoguT necTtHuua, Aep>kack 3a CTBON,
K cTBONY 60YOHOK MPUCIIOHEH,

ELwle 0o Kpasi He HanoJIHEH OH.

OpvH VWb CyK y AepeBa He rof,

Tpwn 9610Ka HETPOHYTBIX BUCST.

Ho s 3akoHunn ybnpatb CBoW cap,.
Y>xe 3vMa 30BeT 3a6bITbCs B CHE,

Mop, 3anax 560K Norpy»<asicb B TULLIb,
A yTpom BCe B Npupoge CTPaHHO MHe:
TpaBa 1 IMCTbs KaXXyTCs ceabl,

Korpa Ha Myp CKBO3b TOHKWI NER, MSANLUb,
CHSsIB KOPOYKY 3amep3HyBLLEN BOApbI.
Jlep, Tasin, OH BbiCKanb3biBan U3 pPyK,
Jlomancs oH,

A 1 3aCHy”n nNoA NbAVHOK TUXUIA 3BOH
/1 NOMHIO COH:

MraHTcKmx 610K KOHTYPbl BOKPYT,
To npubnmxasice, To nganeka
MenbKHYT 1 racHyT, CITOBHO M1PaXWU,
BecHyLuyaTble pbkme 6oka.

A 51 onsATb CTOO, Aiep>Kach 3a CyK,
Bonat oT rpy6on NecTHULbI CTYMHM,
Korpa oT BeTpa [epeBo ApOXKMIT.

W rpyabl S6110K 3anONHSIOT YaH,

BeryT oHn

CnnoLwwHbIM NMOTOKOM, FTyXO poKoya.

FROM THE BOOK

‘NORTH OF BOSTON"

AFTER APPLE-PICKING

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

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

Beside it, and there may be two or three
Apples | didn’t pick upon some bough.

But | am done with apple-picking now.
Essence of winter sleep is on the night,
The scent of apples: | am drowsing off.

| cannot rub the strangeness from my sight
| got from looking through a pane of glass

| skimmed this morning from the drinking trough
And held against the world of hoary grass.
It melted, and | let it fall and break.

But | was well

Upon my way to sleep before it fell,

And | could tell

What form my dreaming was about to take.
Magnified apples appear and disappear,
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.

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

The rumbling sound

Of load on load of apples coming in.

21
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Ho s y>xe 6e3 cun,

He noHanpacHy oTaaHHbIx 60pbbe

3a ypoxkan, 4to cam xxenan cebe.
LecaTtkn Tbicay 960K s Hocu,

B nagoHn 6pan n He gasan ynacTb.

Ta yacTb,

Y70 ynaper,

lMyckan HenoBpexxaeHHas Ha BuA,

Y>Xe He B TO LieHe, TaKOB 3aKOH:

Ha cnpgp nonger.

Ho uto pa3bepeant

Tenepb MO COH, KakM Obl HY Obl1 OH?
Bynopb 3pechb cypok,

OH 6bl cKkasars, BO YTO S MOTrPY>KeH:

B 6€300HHbIN 3VIMHUI COH, Kak CaM 3BEPEK,
Vinn B 06bIYHbIN COH?

‘NORTH OF BOSTON"

For | have had too much

Of apple-picking: | am overtired

Of the great harvest | 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 | describe its coming on,

Or just some human sleep.

23
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NEPEL CHOM GOOD HOURS
Co MHOW HMKOro Ha MPOryJiKe HeT, | had for my winter evening walk—
31MOL0 paHo yxoauT CBeET, No one at all with whom to talk,
Kpyrom TemMHOTa, NnLlb OKHA FOpsT But | had the cottages in a row
B pomax, y goporu ctoswmx B psg. Up to their shining eyes in snow.
Tam »XX13Hb TeYET, HeM3BEeCTHas MHe, And | thought | had the folk within:
S Cnblly CKPUMKY B OGHOM OKHE | had the sound of a violin;
W napgatoT Ha 3aHaBeCcoOK axxyp | had a glimpse through curtain laces
TeHn OT toHbIX L, 1 Uryp. Of youthful forms and youthful faces.
Bpocue Ha IOHOCTb NpoLanebHbI B3rNsSa, | had such company outward bound.
3awen 3a okonuuy n Hasaf. | went till there were no cottages found.
Ho BCce n3meHnnock BOKpYr MeHs — | turned and repented, but coming back
Hw ogHOro B OKOLLKax OrHsi. | saw no window but that was black.
CHer nog, Horamu rpoMKO CKpUMuT, Over the snow my creaking feet
Kak 6yaTo TpeBOXXy S BCEX KTO CMWT, Disturbed the slumbering village street
Kak 6yaro 6e3 cnpoca BXOoxXy B AoMa... Like profanation, by your leave,
Beuep. [ecsTb yacos. 3uma. At ten o’clock of a winter eve.
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N3 KHUTK FROM THE BOOK

«<MEXOY TOPAMW» "MOUNTAIN INTERVAL”
OPYTAS AOPOrA THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

B oceHHem necy passuska gopor. Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
Kakyto BbI6paTb — NoAcKaskuy HeT. And sorry | could not travel both
[napen 4, pacTepsiHHO OANHOK, And be one traveler, long | stood
Bponb nepBoin goporu, nokyga mMor And looked down one as far as | could
B nopgnecke BngeTb ee NpocBeT. To where it bent in the undergrowth.
M yecTHO oenas BbIGOp CBON Then took the other, as just as fair,
A rnaHyn B ganb Opyron u3 gopor. And having perhaps the better claim,
OHa cunbHen 3apocna TpasoWn, Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Ho 6onblue pasHuLbl HIKaKom Though as for that the passing there
[na Nnpoxoaswmx no Her canor. Had worn them really about the same.
B 10 yTPO 06€ MaHWUIM B NMyThb, And both that morning equally lay
Cnown nMCTbEB N1eXKan HETPOHYTO CBEX, In leaves no step had trodden black.
M 5 Ha BTOpYIO peLuns warHyTb, Oh, | kept the first for another day!
Y7106 K NepBoO BEPHYTLCA Koraa-Hubyab, Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
B pywe He nuTasa Takux Hagexa,. | doubted if | should ever come back.
Ho Bo3BpalyaeTcs Yepes roga | shall be telling this with a sigh
KapTunHKa 13 npoLunoro Moero: Somewhere ages and ages hence:
PasBunka gopor, a kakast kyga? Two roads diverged in a wood, and |—
51 MeHee TOpHyto BbiOpan Toraa | took the one less traveled by,

M BCce, BEPOATHO, NOLLSIO OT TOrO. And that has made all the difference.



«MEXOY TOPAMW»

BE33ALWIUTHOE THE30

OnsATb, Hebocb, 3abaBbl B rosioBe! —
Mopyman s, yBuaeBLLM Tebs

Ha yeTBepeHbKax B CKOLLEHHOW TpaBe,
Kasanocsb, Tbl 3aTesina urpy,

I'ne cTebnum Tpa., YTO Nann OT HOXa,
Cpocnunck 1 3akayanucb Ha BETPY

TBOW Npr4yabl 3Has 1 Nto6s,

Sl 6bIn B Urpe yyacTBoBaTb FOTOB.
Ho He 3a TeM MeHs nosBana Tbl
MioHbCKyIO TpaBy B pyKax Aepxxa

M kneeepa NoHVKLLNE LBETHI.

Ham 6bino B 9TOT pas He [0 LBETOB.

MTeHLbl Nexany y TBOUX KOJIEH,
TonopLua cTebnn BbITAHYTbIX LUEN.

Cnenas ctanb, npo4yaBKaB Haf rHe3aom,

Mo cyacTbto He 3aferna MasibILen,
Ho HaTBoOpuWna CTONbKO NepeMEH,
2Kapol HanosHUB X YHIOTHbIN LOM.

‘MOUNTAIN INTERVAL"

THE EXPOSED NEST

You were forever finding some new play.

So when | saw you down on hands and knees
In the meadow, busy with the new-cut hay,
Trying, | thought, to set it up on end,

| 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 to-day,

Nor was the grass itself your real concern,

Though | 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.
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Toel nTUL OT Bef, xoTena orpagnThb,
BoccTaHoBUTL NX NPEXXHEe XUTbe

Ho raoe »xe mama, 4Ttobbl 3aWnTUTD,
YKpbITb OT COJIHLA, NPUHECTN NOECTb?
OHM noBuNn B3rNsaoM Kaxkablil XKecT
A BOpPYr Mbl MOXXEM 3aMeEHUTb ee?

Tbl UM OT coHUA fgenana 3acioH,

Hac noaroHsin nx 6ecnokKomHbIN NNCK

W Mbl He 3Hann, 4TO Ham NPEeANPUHATD.
TBopsi 4O6pPO, BCceraa Maellb Ha PUCK —
B,qpyr Halla NoOMOLb OTNYrHeT nx Matb,
KoTopyto Kygoa-To yHecsno.

Mbl KaK MOrN MbITAINCb UM MOMOYb,
Ho peHb yLwien B NOTOKE CyeTbl

M Hac Hasag HNYTO He NPUBETO.

He 3Hato 9 (HO MOXeT 3Haellb Tbi?)
Kak 3Ty NTuLbl Nepexxunn Ho4b

M Kak noTom BcTaBasm Ha KpblS1o.
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‘MOUNTAIN INTERVAL"

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.

| 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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32

YUENEBIUUA CHEXHBIA KNOYOK

YueneBLUNA CHEXHbIN KITOYOK,
HosgpeBat 1 HevncT,

A, MOXET, NPUBUTLIN JOXAEM
CMATBIN ra3eTHbINn NCT?

CnoBHO CaXketo NULLIET MHe
MpexxHas 6ennaHa

O HOBOCTSX, YTO 3abblN
Vinn BoBCe He 3Han.

‘MOUNTAIN INTERVAL"

A PATCH OF OLD SNOW

There’s a patch of old snow in a corner,
That | 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 | ever read it.
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TEJNIE®OH

«Mow gom Baanu, oH Buaesncs ensa.

A wen B nong.

Bokpyr nokon,

N B TUWINHE,

K uBeTKy HarHyBLU1Cb, BAPYT YCrbIlwan s
TBou cnosa.

He cnopsb, 9 3Hat0 — 370 ronoc TBown
LiBeTbl NOBMAM HA TBOEM OKHE.

A NOMHULLb, YTO Tbl FOBOpPWA MHE?>»

«A 4yTO Tebe noBepanu LUBeTbI?»

«CnyrHyB nyeny, 3a ctebenb B35 LBETOK,
MopHec K rpyaum,

Ho 3ByK yxe 3aTyx.

OQHO NLWb CIOBO YNIOBUTL S CMOT.
Bo3MO>XXHO, MO€e 1Msi HEB3Ha4am
LLenHyna Tbl,

A MOXeT KTO-TO npouaHec “lMpugn”.»

«5 9T0 Aymana, Ho He ckasana BCJlyX.»

«%1 3peck. Betpevan.»
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THE TELEPHONE

“When | was just as far as | could walk

From here to-day,

There was an hour

All still

When leaning with my head against a flower

| heard you talk.

Don’t say | didn’t, for | 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,
| leaned my head,

And holding by the stalk,

| listened and | thought | caught the word —
What was it? Did you call me by my name?

Or did you say—

Someone said ‘Come’—1 heard it as | bowed.”

“I may have thought as much, but not aloud.”

“Well, so | came.”
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BCTPETUJINCb W NPOLLTK

LLlaran s1 BHM3 MO CKJIOHY BOOJb CTEHbI
M, MMHOBaB KanuTky, BCTpeTna Bac.
Bbl W HaBepx, 1 B 3TOT NepBbI pa3
Cnepnbl 3a HAMK CTanu CrJ1ETEHbI.

OHM B MblN TAHYNUCL NO3aau,

A CKOJIbKO Hac — He pas/inynTb HUKaK:
Y>ke He ABa, NoKa YTO HE OOVH.

Bbl cnep 30HTa — Kak OeCcAaTUYHbIA 3HaK —
PelntenbHO NOCTaBUM B KOHLIE,

Ho B pasroBope, 4TO CO MHOW BeNw,
BarnsHynm BHM3 ¢ ynblI6KOWM Ha n1ue,
Kak 6yfTo 4To-TO BUOENN B MbIU. ..
[MoTom s wen, Kak Bbl O BCTpeun Wwnu,
A Bbl no moemy nyTn ywnu.
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MEETING AND PASSING

As | went down the hill along the wall

There was a gate | had leaned at for the view
And had just turned from when | 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 | went past what you had passed
Before we met, and you what | had passed.
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NATYWAYUIA PYYER

Pyuel1 K 1OHIO BbICOX 1 3aMOJIK.

Kyna oH yberaet kaxkabi rog,?

HaxopuTt nn cebe Noa3eMHbIN XOf,

(C cobon 3abpaB BeCb NsryLiaquni nosnk,
Yepes TymaH 3BEHEBLLUMI BECb anpernb,
Kak npuapayHbiin 6y6eHYNK CKBO3b METENb)?
Vnb, BONNOTSCh B UBETYLUMIA 6anb3aMuH,
MouysiB BETEP, KIIOHUTCS 3a HUM,
HaBcTpedy CTpysiM, 4TO TEKJIM BECHOM.

A HblHYe OT>XKypyas NOTOK NIECHON,
3abuTo pycsio BbICOXLUEN TUCTBOMN. ..
IMycTb HEKA3UCTLIV C BUAOY Hall pyyen,

B necy Takux pyybeB He NepeyecTb,

OH B3rnsapg, He 3aBopaknBas HUYeNn,

Ho ecnun nobullb, Ntobullb BCe Kak ecTb.
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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.
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NMPUBA3AHHASA N CBOBOAHAA

JTto6BM NPUBbLIYEH MUP 3EMHOI,

'ne pyk KonbLo — nperpaga 6egam.
A MbICnn 3TOT MUP HEBEAOM.

Y MbICn rOpU30HT NHOWM,

Y Hel ecTb Kpbinbsi 32 CAVHOMN.

Cpenu nyro., CHeroB, NeckoB —
Cneppbl JTlobBU, ee 06BATUN.

3pecb, Ha 3emne, Yero ckpbiBaTb e,
XapakTep y no6BM TakoB.

A Mbicnb cBo60HAa OT OKOB,

OHa NeTuT B MeXX3Be34HOW MrJe,
MpoBOANT HOYb Ha 3BE3OHOM OUCKE,
A yTpoMm cHOBa B NyTb HEGNN3KWIA.

V1 Bo3BpalLaeTcs K 3emrie

C nognanuHamun Ha Kpblie.

M, MOXXeT, MbIC/Nb Haluna Baanu
To, 4TO NO6BM NMOHSATHO TOXE,
M yyBCTBa CXOfHblE TPeBOXaT
Jlto6oBb — 3anoXXHULY 3emnu
M MbIC/lb B KOCMUYECKOW MbIN.
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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.

On snow and sand and turf, | 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.
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NOANOPKW ANA rOPOXA

C BOCKpecCHoW cny>kbbl B pasrape aHs
$1 B pouy wwen, rae cTyvan Tonop.
Tam [)koH 6epesy npunac ois MeHs,
Moa Mo ropox HapybuTb noanop.

C Hebec B npora, 4To poLLy paccek,
Jlnnocb He No-mancky MHOro Tenna
W pywHo nax 6epe3oBbIi COK,

Kak 6yaTo KpoBb 13 06py6bKoB TekJs1a.

Jlarywku, rangeslune aeHb Hanponet
Y Kaxkgow ny>knLpl 1 npyaa,

Mpwu 3ByKax LIaroB 3akpbiBaaun porT,
lapas, 3a4em g NpuLlen cioaa.

HaBaneHb! Bctogy BeTKM Gepes

B couallyxcsa cpesax oT Tornopa,
MNoka Ha Tenere HUKTO He yBe3
py3 3TOT, CMSIBLUMIA LiBETHI C yTpa.

MHe BETKU Hy>KHbl, YTO6 MO HUM BUSNCb
PocTku ropoxa B MOeM ABOpE,

CI0BHO 13 MOYBbI VX KTO-TO BBbICb

3a HUTKK TSHET, KakB OETCKOM Urpe.

M BHOBb OXXMBYT NECHbIE LIBETHI,
CTpsixHyB KaneumsLInA cTebaN THET,
W Tpunnnym, BeINOs N3 TEMHOTHI,
Korpa nosioxeHo pacugeTeT.

‘MOUNTAIN INTERVAL"

PEA BRUSH

| walked down alone Sunday after church

To the place where John has been cutting trees

To see for myself about the birch
He said | could have to bush my peas.

The sun in the new-cut narrow gap
Was hot enough for the first of May,
And stifling hot with the odor of sap
From stumps still bleeding their life away.

The frogs that were peeping a thousand shrill
Wherever the ground was low and wet,

The minute they heard my step went still

To watch me and see what | came to get.

Birch boughs enough piled everywhere! —
All fresh and sound from the recent axe.
Time someone came with cart and pair
And got them off the wild flower’s backs.

They might be good for garden things

To curl a little finger round,

The same as you seize cat’s-cradle strings,
And lift themselves up off the ground.

Small good to anything growing wild,
They were crooking many a trillium

That had budded before the boughs were piled
And since it was coming up had to come.
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3ANNOXUTb CEMA

Tbl roBOpULLb, YTO B OME XAET obef,

Ho s celtuac, HaBepHo, He npuay.

S npepato 3emne onaBLLNIA LBET,

YT0 paszbpocanu 60HM B cagy.

Myckan oT NenecTKoB NOTOMCTBA HET,

$1 B HUX FOPOX MOPLLMHWCTLIN Knagy.

Tbl, MOXET 6bITb, MONAELLb 32 MHOIO BCles,
3abbIB Npo OoM, NPO OTAbIX, NPO eay,
Y7106, Yy BECEHHEN CTpacTX B Kabare,
TBOPUTL NOGOBb, CaXxasi CEMeHa,

W yBnaaTh, Kak B yTPEHHEN 3eMiie,

'me copHas TpaBsa y>xe BUaHa,

MpopBeTCA B CBET MEX 3EMJISIHbIX KOMKOB
YrpyrocTb HOBOPOXKAEHHbLIX POCTKOB.
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PUTTING IN THE SEED

You come to fetch me from my work to-night

When supper’s on the table, and we’ll see

If | can leave off burying the white

Soft petals fallen from the apple tree.

(Soft petals, yes, but not so barren quite,

Mingled with these, smooth bean and wrinkled pea;)
And go along with you ere you lose sight

Of what you came for and become like me,

Slave to a springtime passion for the earth.

How Love burns through the Putting in the Seed

On through the watching for that early birth

When, just as the soil tarnishes with weed,

The sturdy seedling with arched body comes
Shouldering its way and shedding the earth crumbs.
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COBWUPATEJIb CMOJIbI

Ha cnycke co MHOW NopaBHSNCS OH
M s noHeBose yCKopW Lar.

MATb MUNb Mbl BMECTE MPOLLISIN Hanerke,
YT0 nydLle, Yem exaTb, Mbiblo Opbilla,
M B TakT Kayasncs B ero pyke
MonynycTon XOnWoBbIA MELLOK.
Moyt Kpur4a, Yepes LYM 1 3BOH
Peku, BOOMb KOTOPOW Aep>anu nyTb.
Sl pacckasar, Kak NpoBes CE30H

B ropax, roe AbILUNTCS XOPOLLO,

M Bo3BpalLatoch Ternepb Hasag,

A OH 0 cebe pacckasan YyTb-4yTb.
OH wen oTTyaa, roe nepesan,

['ne py4deiku cnnenncb B Bogonag,
KoTopblIli OT Frop KycKu oTpbiBarl,

VX nepemarnbiBasi B TPyXy.

Ha He pacTu He gaHo TpaBe

(A NLWb HENPUXOTINBOMY MXY).

OH Tam Nnayyry yKpbin B JIMCTBE,
Talikom oT paboumx, 4TO BaNsT fec,
KoTopbIM BEYHO CHUTCS MoXkap,
[biM, 3aKPbIBLUNIA CONHEYHbIN Lap,
M nnawms, B3aMbIBLLEE 00 HebecC.
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THE GUM-GATHERER

There overtook me and drew me in

To his down-hill, early-morning stride,
And set me five miles on my road
Better than if he had had me ride,

A man with a swinging bag for load
And half the bag wound round his hand.
We talked like barking above the din
Of water we walked along beside.

And for my telling him where I’d been
And where | lived in mountain land

To be coming home the way | was,

He told me a little about himself.

He came from higher up in the pass
Where the grist of the new-beginning brooks
Is blocks split off the mountain mass —
And hopeless grist enough it looks
Ever to grind to soil for grass.

(The way it is will do for moss.)

There he had built his stolen shack.

It had to be a stolen shack

Because of the fears of fire and loss
That trouble the sleep of lumber folk:
Visions of half the world burned black
And the sun shrunken yellow in smoke.
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Mbl 3Haem — Bce Ha NpoAaxy Be3yT
Arogpl, anua — obbIYHbIN TOBAp,

A 3TOT NapeHb HeceT Ha 6asap

["OpHbIX ener [yLINCTBIN COK.

Mpn MHe 13 MeLLKa, YTO CMOJKOM Npornax,
[ocTan oH TyCKbI, rpyObli KOMOK,
KoTopblIil, Kak CbIpeL-CamMOLBET,
CKpblBas 30/I0TUCTO-KOPUYHEBBIN LBET,
YTO CTaHEeT PO30BbIM Ha 3ybHax.

BoT Tak 6bl XX1UTb — naTN Yepes Nec,
CKBO3b ene Be4HO NPOXIafHYH TEHb,
MoToMm, Npu>XaBLUMCL Fpyabio K CTBOY,
CpoenaTtb HOXKOM HebOoMbLLON Haapes,
Cobpatb No Karnse u3 paHku cmMosy

W BbINTW Ha pbIHOK B 6a3apHbI AeHb.

‘MOUNTAIN INTERVAL"

We know who when they come to town
Bring berries under the wagon seat,

Or a basket of eggs between their feet;
What this man brought in a cotton sack
Was gum, the gum of the mountain spruce.
He showed me lumps of the scented stuff
Like uncut jewels, dull and rough

It comes to market golden brown;

But turns to pink between the teeth.

| told him this is a pleasant life

To set your breast to the bark of trees
That all your days are dim beneath,
And reaching up with a little knife,

To loose the resin and take it down

And bring it to market when you please.
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WYM OEPEBbLEB

4 cam y cebs cnpolly

B cuny kakux npuynH

Mbl TepnM AepeBbEB LUyM,
EQvHCTBEHHBIM Cpean Bcex
TpeBoXKalmx Haw yoT?

OH paspyLuaeT Ham
PasmepeHHbIn cHeT MUHYT
M nocTosHCTBO yTex.

Mbi cniylwiaem 1 monyum.

Ham KTo-TO TBEpAUT NpO yxon,

Bpocasi BbI3OB KOPHSIM,
Crtapesi n3 roga B rop,
Bce rosoput «Yngy»

Ho cam ynTn He roTos.

A 9 B XuUnuiie CBOEM
Jnwb ronoson Begy

B TakT Ka4aHblo CTBOSIOB
BuoHbIX B ABEPHON NPOEM.
Korpa-Hnbyap g pelty
Y70 penatb BbIGOP Mopa,
MopgHuMyT ronoc BeTpa,
JIncTbeB TPEBOXHBIN LLYM
CnyrHeT obnakos rpsgy
M 51 6€3 HEHY>XHbIX CNoB
OpHaxxpbl ynay.

‘MOUNTAIN INTERVAL"

THE SOUND OF TREES

| 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.

My feet tug at the floor

And my head sways to my shoulder
Sometimes when | watch trees sway,
From the window or the door.

| shall set forth for somewhere,

| shall make the reckless choice
Some day when they are in voice
And tossing so as to scare

The white clouds over them on.

| shall have less to say,

But | shall be gone.
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«HBIO-TEMIMWINP»

KYCOYKW CUHHK

3ayem ueHnTb pas3gpobeHHYO CUHb,
Jlrobysich B3rnsaom, 6aboykon, LBETKOM?
Tbl B CYHEBE YTOHELLb LIESTMKOM,

Jnwb ToNbKo K HeBY rofoBy 3aKUHb.

Ho 3pecb 3emnis, a He6Go Tam, BOanm,
M ¢ H1M noKa NKLLb reHnn Ha Thl,

A Mbl o[, B3rNSA0M CUHEN BbICOTbI
KyCOUKM CUHW NOBUM Y 3€MIV.

OrOHb W NENR

Morn6HeT MuUp, Cropes B OrHe,
Vnb BMep3HyB B neq?

OroHb XxenaHum 6nmxe MHe

W 5 Ha aTOM CTOpPOHE.

Ho ecnn cHoBa peyb nonget
O rnéenu, To Onsg MeHs
XonopHowm HeHaBuCTW nep,
B3ameH ornsa

BronHe conper.
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‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

FRAGMENTARY BLUE

Why make so much of fragmentary blue

In here and there a bird, or butterfly,

Or flower, or wearing-stone, or open eye,

When heaven presents in sheets the solid hue?

Since earth is earth, perhaps, not heaven (as yet) —
Though some savants make earth include the sky;
And blue so far above us comes so high,

It only gives our wish for blue a whet.

FIRE AND ICE

Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice.

From what I've tasted of desire

| hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,

| think | know enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.
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CHEXHAS NMblJb

BopoHbU Kpblibst
3apenu cyk,

Mo CHEXXHOW Nblfbto
CToto B necy.

Hapexnbl ny4nk
Corpen MeHs:

Bopyr ctaHeT nydwe
OcTaTtok gHa?

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

DUST OF SHOW

The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree

Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day | have rued.
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LEJIb — MECHA

Bbin BETEP NECHSIM He Y4eH,
OH 4TO ecTb cuslbl AyN Kak Mor,
M He 3a60TACb HM O Yewm,
CeucTen 1 Bbif, cbmBas € Hor.

Ho yenoBek ckasan: «[Mocton!
LLITopma n 6ypu npekpatu!
Tbl He opy — nonpobyi cron
M cnywaii kak 3By4uT MOTUB.»

BOOXHY OH BO3AyX, NABHO Tak,
W BbiNycTus1, BO PTY COrpes,

He cpasy Becb, 3a TaKTOM TaKT,
M3 BeTpa fenas Hanes,

YynecHbln cniae U3 CIOB U HOT.
Becb MHCTPYMEHT Kak 6yATo NpocT.
V3 ropna B ry6bl 3BYK MAOET.
Monpo6yi cnon — yyncb, Hopa-ocT!

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

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.
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OEHb CUHUX MOTbINIbKOB

EcTb y BECHbI I6Hb CUHNX MOTbINIBKOB,
OckonkoB Heba B KPbIbILUKOBOW OPOXXM.
Kpy>katcst xnonbsi, YnLLe BacuIbKOB,
Y10 Ha 3emie 3aronybetoT nosxe.

A 31, ¢ Heba, YyTb I HE MOIOT,

Ho, cTpacTb cBOO UCTpaTVB B OfHOpPasbe,
CVHb KpbIfbILLEK BIMMNAET B KOJIEHO

OT rpy6bIX LUWMH CPean anpesibCKon rpsisu.

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

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

Than flowers will show for days unless they hurry.

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.
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BCTYNNEHUE

3 ropa B rof, B HOYHOW BOJLLEBHbIN Yac,
HabpaBLunCb cu, HUCXOOUT CHEr Ha Hac,
>KenaHHo 6en y neca B TEMHOTE,

M necHn BeTpa cnblllaTcs He Te,

YTO OH CBUCTEN Haf, rosiok 3eMiel. ..
"Ns>Xy BOKPYr, OLLENTOMIIEH 3UMOW,

Kak yenoBek Ha cMepTHOM py6exe,

YT0 32 cebsl He BopeTcs yxe,

OT6poCcKB HEOTNOXKHbIE Oena,

He cTaB 3Be3pgoi, He caoenas NntoasMm 3na,
Bcto »un3Hb 3abbin, Kak 6yaTo He bbina.

Ho yuat Hac npolueglive roga:

3uma — He cMepTb, OHa He HaBcerga.
Myckai meTesb y Kaxgoro cteona
MeTpoBble Ccyrpo6bl Hamena,

Mpupofa He 3aCTbIHET B BEYHOM CHE,
3aronocsT NAryLKm no BecHe,

CHer CbeXXUTCS OT COMHEYHbIX JTyYei

/1 BHM3 MO CKIOHY NOGEXUT pyyen,
BriecHyB B 3aCOXLUNX 3apOCAsX FyCTbIX

XBOCTOM 3MeW, CKOJ'Ib3HyBLIJeVI nopn KycCtbl.

M nuwb 6enbl, Kak namsaTb O 3UMe,
CtBoOnbl 6epes 1 LepKOBb Ha XONMe.
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‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

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,

| almost stumble looking up and round,

As one who overtaken by the end

Gives up his errand, and lets death descend
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:

| 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 again maple, birch, and oak,

It cannot check the peeper’s silver croak;

And | shall see the snow all go downhill

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.
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NPOLLAW, XPAHU Xonoa

XonopgHasi oceHb, NpoLaTbcs nopa.

Y s16510Hb TBOMX He OKpernna Kopa,

Mol cag 3a Xo/IMOM, Thl €LLe He nogpoc,
3uma npuHeceT Tebe MHOro yrpos.

M MbIwn, 1 3anupbl roNnogHoOM Nopon

Oxo4m 0o SA6510Hb C NX HEXKHOW KOPOWA.
HarpsiHyT oneHun cTBoMbl 06beaaTh,

A nTuubl — HabyxLume NoYKK KesaTb.

(N, ecnn 6 s BUOEN OT 3TOrO MNpPOK,

To Bcel 3TON XKMBHOCTY fan 6bl YpoK,
CkasaB 1M, 4TO 16/I0HN TporaTb HeNb3s,

M nankoro BMECTO py>Kbsi NPUrpo3si.)

He 6o1icst MOpo30B, BOCMUTAHHMK MO,
OnacHel Ha corHLEe OTTasTb 3UMON

(Y706 He 6bIN 0O cpoka pa3by>keH TBOW COH,
[ns capa Mbl BbiGpanu ceBepHbIA CKII0H.)
XpaHu B cebe xonop, Mol toHowa-capn!
Hape>xHee MUHYC, YeM MtOC NATLAECAT.
MpoLan, Mbl yBUAMMCS NNLLb MO BECHE,

S K KneHy yeny, kK 6epese, K COCHE.

Tam HeTy 3a60T B 0XKuaaHby Nioaos,
CTyyart Tonopsl, He cTpallacb XO0L0B.
MHe 6yneT HenpocTo paccTatbesi ¢ Tobon,
DpyKTOBLI MOW caf, ¢ 6eCNOKOHON cyabL60M.
4 3Halo Kak 3MMHSISt HOYb Heslerka:

Hwn yenoBeka, HY OroHbKa.

/1 B TeMHOM, SSHBapCKOM, MeOJINTeNIbHOM CHe
Ceppua TBovx S6510Hb YXOOST NOL, CHET ...

4 MHoOro um gan, Ho He 60sblLUe, YeEM MOT.
06 ocTtanbHoM nosaboTtutcs bor.
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GOOD-BYE AND KEEP COLD

This saying good-bye on the edge of the dark
And 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.

| don’t want it girdled by rabbit and mouse,

| don’t want it dreamily nibbled for browse

By deer, and | don’t want it budded by grouse.
(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.)

| don’t want it stirred by the heat of the sun.
(We made it secure against being, | 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-bye and keep cold.
Dread fifty above more than fifty below.”

| have to be gone for a season or so.

My business awhile is with different trees,

Less carefully nourished, less fruitful than these,
And such as is done to their wood with an axe—
Maples and birches and tamaracks.

| wish | 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.
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PYUYEW B TOPOAE

Jowen [o gpepmbl rOPOACKON KBapTas.
Jom meqnun, HO Yepen eMy HacTan
[MoBecuTb HOMep. Hy a 4To ¢ pyybem,
KpyToin neTnen oxesartbiBaBLLM AOM?
Kaszanocb, cuna B HEM HEBeNMKa,

Ho cyHelub naney, — gepHeTcs pyka.

A nomHIO Kak nogbpachkiBan NoTOK

Ha npo6y MHO BpOLLEHHbIN LIBETOK.
Tenepb Aoma NOCTPOATCS BOKPYT,
3anboT acgansTom 3eneHeBLINI NyT,
®pyKTOBLIV Caf, NErko CpybuTb U CXKevb,
Ho kak noToky nomeluaellb Te4b?

Kak orpagnTtbCsi OT XX1BOW BOLbI,

B koTopow HeT ons ropopa Hy>xabl?
Pyyen — B TpyOy, B noa3emMHbIn kasemart!
'me He BMAHbI HW NETO, HY 31Ma.

OH 6GyQeT Teub B 3/TOBOHHOV BEYHOW MrJie,

A 4yem MeLLan oH fitoaamM Ha 3emne?
Vicues pyden, cTpeMuTeNeH 1 Y1CT,
Jvwb cTapon KapTbl MOXENTEBLUWA INCT
Ero xpaHuT, 1 MO>XXHO NLLb MeYTaTb,
Y7006 OH ABNSANCHA U3 3eMNN ONSATb,

OT cBeTa 1 OT BO3a4yxa ApoXa,

CwmyLLas Tpyq, U OTAbIX FOPOXKaH.
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‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

A BROOK IN THE CITY

The farmhouse lingers, though averse to square
With the new city street it has to wear

A number in. But what about the brook

That held the house as in an elbow-crook?

| ask as one who knew the brook, its strength
And impulse, having dipped a finger length
And made it leap my knuckle, having tossed
A flower to try its currents where they crossed.
The meadow grass could be cemented down
From growing under pavements of a town;
The apple trees be sent to hearth-stone flame.
Is water wood to serve a brook the same?
How else dispose of an immortal force

No longer needed? Staunch it at its source
With cinder loads dumped down? The brook was thrown.
Deep in a sewer dungeon under stone

In fetid darkness still to live and run —

And all for nothing it had ever done

Except forget to go in fear perhaps.

No one would know except for ancient maps
That such a brook ran water. But | wonder

If from its being kept forever under,

The thoughts may not have risen that so keep
This new-built city from both work and sleep.
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BCMOMMWHASA 3UMOI BEYEPHIOI NTULY

TyckHen Ha Hebe 3akaTHbIN 6Neck,
Cnyckancs xonopn Ha 3VMHWIA Jiec,
n NTULbI TeHb NoYygunacb MHe
Ha cBexxeBbinasLuen 6enmsHe.

3pech neTom Lwar npepbiBan s CBON

M cnywan Kak ntaxa B TEHW 3a TMCTBOW,
Kak 6yaro ¢ Heba 30B OLLyTUB,

2KnBow 1 HeXXHbIN Befla MOTUB.

A HbIHYe 1eC MONYaNIMB 1 YUCT,
Ha BeTke BUCUT OANHOKWIA JINCT.
W HeT Ha pepeBe HUKOro —

[Ba pasa s oboLuen ero.

"Ns>Ky Kak CHer Ha CKJIoHe XonmMa
Mopo3Hol Haneablo KpacuT 3uma,
Ho 4TO N3MeHUT 3TOT HaneT?
He TpebyeT 30/10TO NO30/OT.

A cBepxy 06n1ako unm gbiMoK,

Kak 6yaTo kmuctu 6enbii Ma3ok

C ceBepa K tory BeTep HeCeT;

W nepBow 3Be3001 NPOH3eH HeboCBOA.
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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,
| thought | saw a bird alight.

In summer when | passed the place
| 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

| 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.
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AEHb NOKWER AONNHDI

3akpbinach ABepb — 1 3TO Obl1 NOCNEAHNI 3BYK.
Tbl fanbLue wa HeCbILHO Yepes Nyr,

Ho, oToligsa coBceM HEMHOro OT ABEpPH,

Tbl pa3byauna B npobneckax 3apu

OpHy NULWb NTULY, @ OHA — BCEX OCTasIbHbIX.
Tbl He roptoi, YTO NPepPBaH COH Y HUX,

W 6e3 Tebs nx pasbynun 6bl NepBbIA yY,
CkBO3b 061aKka NPOBMBLUNCH, TOHOK 1 KOJTHOM.
C HUM CMOXeT My3blka cBoboay obpecTu,
Korpa Bcto HouYb ee oepxxanu B3anepTul.
PaccBeT He iyman Kpacutb 3TO yTpO

Vrpasi B kanenbkax [oxas, kak B nepnamyTrpax,
Moka B sly4ax OHW He BCMbIXHYT Kak aniMas,

W necHn camn He poaunnck B 3TOT Yac:

Tbl HAYMHaNa nx 1 6yaTo 6bl TBOPULLb. ..

A 5 eLLe OpemIio NMog Kanam ¢ KpbiL,

W oT poxxas npomoksia Ltopa Ha OKHE...

Tbl 060 BCeM, Npuas, pacCKaXellb MHE.

Bce 6bis10 Tak — 51 B 9TOM y6exKaeH:

B nonuHe neBunin oeHb TO60M POXKOEH.
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THE VALLEY’S SINGING DAY

The sound of the closing outside door was all.

You made no sound in the grass with your footfall,
As far as you went from the door, which was not far;
But you had awakened under the morning star
The first song-bird that awakened all the rest.

He could have slept but a moment more at best.
Already determined dawn began to lay

In place across a cloud the slender ray

For prying beneath and forcing the lids of sight,
And loosing the pent-up music of over-night.

But dawn was not to begin their “pearly-pearly”
(By which they mean the rain is pearls so early,
Before it changes to diamonds in the sun),

Neither was song that day to be self-begun.

You had begun it, and if there needed proof—

| was asleep still under the dripping roof,

My window curtain hung over the sill to wet;

But | should awake to confirm your story yet;

| should be willing to say and help you say

That once you had opened the valley’s singing day.
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0 NLEPEBE YNABLUEM NMOMEPEK AOPOIN
(nycTb CAbIWKUT)

EnoBbln cTBON ynan Hanepekoc,
Lopory nop, co6oto norpebs,

He kak nperpaga Ham, a Kak Bornpoc,
YTo oymaem mbl camum npo cebs,

Cnoco6Hbl N 1 Aanblie BUOEeTL Lenb,
X0Tb M3MEHUNNCH Npasuna urpsbl,

W BbIITU B CHEr, U COBUHYTb 3Ty €flb,
JKanes, 4To He B3snM TOMopbI?

Benpb el n3secTHo, ecnv BblGpaH nyTb,
To Hac He OCTAHOBUT HUYETO,

W ecnun Hapo 3eMiito MOBEPHYTb,

To Mbl ee NogLenM pblyarom.

YcTaB KpYXXUTb, MaHeTa B TOT K& MU,
Lienb o6peTs, pBaHeTCsl HanpPsIMVIK.

70

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

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 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.
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OTTENMENDb HA CKJIOHE

A 3Haelwb, Kak, NpepBas CBOW 3UMHWIA COH,
BeXxxut Ha cosiHLEeM ocnensieHHbI CKITOH
M3 cHera siwepul, 61eCcTAWNn MANINOH?
TeyeT NOTOK XMBOro cepebpa

W 5 He 3Hato, Kak OHM CMOTJIn,
BonLuebHbI CBET NOYyBCTBOBaB BOaAM,
MpocHyTbes 1 6exxaTb U3-Mofa KoBpa,
KoTopbIli CONHUE COEPHYNO C 3EMIN.

Ho ecnu 6 3Ty roHKy Tbl XoTen
MpepBaTb, XBaTas siLEepuL, 3a XBOCT,
Mpw>xaB HOrow Wb, PyxXHyB BO BECb POCT
B noTtok, 4to ocnenutenbHo 6necTen
[ecsaTkom n3BmBatoLLNXCS Tesl,
HecyLwinxcst HeCTPOVHbIMI psiaaMu

Moa NTnYnin 06oAPSOLNA Frangex,

TO C MOKPbIMM HOramu 1 pykamm

Ho 6e3 equHoN SiLepKn ynaellb.

Ho nepemeHuT Bce NyHa-KonayHbs,
PacunctnB Mup OT CONTHEYHBIX Yyaec.
OHa BrnonseT Ha Hebo Hap ropoi,

Ee pbixaHbe, obpeTas Bec,

HakpoeT siepuL, MepLaHbeM NyHHbIM.
K wecTtn yacam nx 6er eLle He CMOJIK,
Ho »kgeT nyHa, noka CHytooun pon

He oyt Hayana nyHHbIX Yap,

M K peBaTN BECb ALLEPUYHbIA NOSK,
3acTbiB B CrieTeEHUN CyYanHbIX N03,
Ha cknoHe rpygon cmepaLuencs Topyarn,
Y710 0O BOCXOAA HE pacLUEBENUTD...
3aknaTbe, 3aMOpOo3MBLLEE UX,
CTpynnock Tak HECTbILHO MeX 6epes,
Y10 6yab Tam INCT, U OH ocTasncs 6 Tux.
A 4TO6bI KaXKO0W SiLLEepKe 3aCTbIThb,

K Hel BbeT NlyHa NyyaLLyocs HUTb. ..
Ecnn 6 5 Mmor nx Tak 3aBOPOXUTb!

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

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

| 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 | 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,

| have no doubt I’d end by holding none.

It takes the moon for this. The sun’s a wizard
By all | 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.

| fancied when | looked at six o’clock

The swarm still ran and scuttled just as fast.
The moon was waiting for her chill effect.

| looked at nine: the swarm was turned to rock
In every lifelike posture of the swarm,
Transfixed on mountain slopes almost erect.
Across each other and side by side they lay.
The spell that so could hold them as they were
Was wrought through trees without a breath of storm
To make a leaf, if there had been one, stir.

It was the moon’s she held them until day,
One lizard at the end of every ray.

The thought of my attempting such a stay!
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HALWIA MECEHHAA CHNIA

MeTenb BECHOW, a FPYHT NPOrpeT 1 CyX,
CHer, 4TO6 He TasaATb, KPY>XUT Ha BECY

W nponetaet 6enas oppa,

He ocTtaBnss Ha 3emne cnega.

3emna pewwnna, oTTopras CHer,

Y10 He nopxoanT 6enbin LBET BECHE.

Ho HouYblO X1TONbSAM BCE XXe yaanoch
Packpacutb 3emnto 6enn3Hon nonoc,
TpaBa n cag Nnpu3Hanu cHeronag

V1 BHe popor 3rma npuwnia Ha3ag.

C yTpa OKpeCcTHOCTb BbILBETLLN-MEPTBA,
Mop, cHeXXHbIM NMpeccoM MaeTcs Tpasa,
[epeBbsi BETKM ONyCTUN BHUS,

Kak 6yaTo rpys nnogoBs Ha HUX MOBKC.
CHeXXKM Ha Moykax — Kak )pyKTOBbIV cag,
W nuwb B rpssmn goporu nosoca.

Tam 6yaTo rpeeT TanHoe Tensio

Vinb cBEXuUI CHer nogoLuBamMy CMeSo.

BecHon 3gecb cobuparoTcs nNesLbl:
JleTat gpo3apl, MaMHOBKM, CKBOPLLbI.
OTtctoga NyTb UM — B pa3Hbl€ KOHLbI,
'oe rHe3na BUTb NPUBbLIYHEN U POOHEN.
Komy Ha pganbHui ceBep, k XagcoH ban,
Koro-To xonof OTnyrHeT HoXKHEN. ..

Ho Ha nyTn BOT 3TOT NO3OHWUN CHET,
e HEBO3MOXXEH OTAbIX U HOYNEr.

Hwv rmbnas nopotua Ha nonsx,

Hwn BeTKM B BA3KMX BenbIX pyKaBax
MpurcecTb ycTanbiM NTULAM HE OatoT,
[opora — nx eqUHCTBEHHbIV MPUIOT.
MeTenb cpogHuna Teicsun 6egHsr,
CapguTcs B rpsa3b 3a KOCSKOM KOCSIK.

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

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 snowball cupped in every opening bud.

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 field 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.

75



«HBIO-TEMTILWMP»

76

Mepeno MHO Mo gopore TEK

M3 NTYbnX Tesl CoCTaBfIeHHbIV MOTOK.
OHM Mo cyLle NpoJosmKanm nyTb,
Y106 KPbIfbsIM XOTb HEMHOIO OTOOXHYThb.
Te, KTO NIETETb COBCEM Y>KE He MOT,
WcnyraHHo ckakanu us-nog, Hor,

A HECKOJIbKO OTYasiHHbIX MAYyr

Me> 6efbix BETOK OMNucasn Kpyr,

Kak B 3asie, NOSIHOM XPYMKOro CTeKNa,
loe NTyua 3aneTesLUast Moria

Bce CokpyLInTb ABVXXEHMEM Kpbina,

M Bnepean MeHst BEpHYIMCb B CTato,

Y106 BHOBbL BCMOPXHYTb, C AOpPOrn oTneras.

Bcero ogHa MeTesnb B X KpaTKOM Beke
He Hay4yuna, 4To OT YenoBeKa
CKprBaTbCﬂ Ha[o 3a ero CrMHOWn.

W Bce X Hagexxaa ynpaBnseT MHOW.

34ech B LUTOPM CKOMunach NeceHHasi cuna,
MycTb B Henorogy TPYLHO U YHbINO,

Ho kaxxapll K CBETY BblpBaTbCsi FOTOB

/1 necHen 0XXnBUTb POCTKU LBETOB.

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

The road became a channel running flocks

Of glossy birds like ripples over rocks.

| 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 | 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 nonetheless there ready to be freed

And sing the wild flowers up from root and seed.
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MOHATb NPUPOAY

opuT 3aKaT, Kak ropen noxxap

Hap nonewm, rae oM y goporu 6bin,
A HblHYe, KaK NnecTuk 6e3 NenecTkos,
JIVWb rofibii KOHTYP NeYHoN TpyobI.

Capali 3a TPOMnKOM HaNCKOCOK

Bbin Bonel BeTpa cnaceH OT OrHs
1 0QMHOKO CTOUT B CTOPOHE,
MocnefHto NamsiTe 0 LOMe XpaHsi.

Y>ke He B3OpOrHeT JoLathlin nos

OT cTyKa KOoMbIT 1 cKpuna Konec,

C 6ynbhKHOW SOpOrK B MPOEM BOPOT
He BbefeT CEHOM Fpy>XeHHbI BO3.

MopxatoT NTWUbI B3a4 1 Briepeq,
Yepes OKHO € pasGuTbiM CTEKTOM

M Txo WypLuaT — Kak B3fblXaeM Mbl,
YnopHo gymasi 0 6bIIoM.

[ns HUX — pacuBeTLlas BHOBb CUPEHb,
W cTapbiii B3, 060XOKEHHbIN OFHEM,

M kprBOpyKuin Hacoc 6e3 Boapl,

M KosbllWeK ¢ NPOBOIOKON Ha HEM.

W nTuuel pagbl yioTy rHesq,
VIM ansi neyanu npuymHbl HeT,

Ho nuwb npoxxne B oepesHe, nonmeLLb:

He nnayeT npupopa oT npownbix 6eq.

‘NEW HAMPSHIRE"

THE NEED OF BEING VERSED IN COUNTRY THINGS

The house had gone to bring again
To the midnight sky a sunset glow.

Now the chimney was all of the house that stood,

Like a pistil after the petals go.

The barn opposed across the way,

That would have joined the house in flame
Had it been the will of the wind, was left
To bear forsaken the place’s name.

No more it opened with all one end

For teams that came by the stony road

To drum on the floor with scurrying hoofs
And brush the mow with the summer load.

The birds that came to it through the air

At broken windows flew out and in,

Their murmur more like the sigh we sigh
From too much dwelling on what has been.

Yet for them the lilac renewed its leaf,

And the aged elm, though touched with fire;
And the dry pump flung up an awkward arm;
And the fence post carried a strand of wire.

For them there was really nothing sad.

But though they rejoiced in the nest they kept,
One had to be versed in country things

Not to believe the phoebes wept.
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N3 KHUTK

«SAMALOHAA PEKA»

BECEHHUE JTY XU

BeceHHM ny>kam He meLuaeT nec,
OHu BMeLLaOT CMHEBY Hebec.

W, Kak uBeTbl, 4pOXKaT B 03HOGE y>KW,
W, Kak UBeTbl, XKMBYT HEAONTUIA CPOK,
VIM HW pekun, HY pyyernka He HY>KHO —

Bce BbINbIOT KOPHK, BBEPX NMyCKasi COK.

3akpoeT cosHLe cBexxasi nIncTea

W cBeT K uBeTam JOTAHETCH eaBa.

A MOXXeT NyCTb NOBPEMEHUT NpUpoaa,
Y106 YHMYTOXUTE He npuLuna nopa
LiBeTbl ¢ BOOOIO 1 C LBETAMV BOAY,
YT0 3BaSIM CHErOM MbI €LLe BYepa.

FROM THE BOOK

"WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

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.

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.
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BOJIbHAS NIYHA

$1 toHYt0 IYHY NPUMEpPWN BKOCb

K obpesam KpblLl, BEYEPHEN MII0 OAEThIM,
BbITb MOXET TakK, Kak Tbl Ha rfagb BOSIOC
Mpymepnna 6 3aKOnKy ¢ CamMOLBETOM.

S npuMepsn NyHy, MEHsSt TOYKY:

To B nape co 3Be300M, TO B OOVUHOYKY.

A nocne a ee ¢ cobon Hocun

Mo neTHemMy BevepHeEMy MOKOLO,

[ocTaB 13 pamMKm CKpeLLEHHbIX OCUH,
lMepeHocwn Hag rNSHLEBOW PEKOoto,

M cbpocuB B BoAy, BUAEN Kak oTTyaa
Katnnca otbneck, npogomKanochb Yyao.

‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

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 shining.

| put it shining anywhere | 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.
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npoxoada HE3SAMETHO

B BepLunHax neca — BeTep 1 CBET,
KpuKHeLlb CHU3y — oTBeTa HeT.

W KTO Tbl €CTb ON151 3TUX BEPXOB

B TeHn nucTBbl y KOPHEN 1 MXOB?

Tbl HUKE ONKNX NTECHBIX OPXUOEN,
B cympak cnpsTaHHbIX OT Ntofen,
['ne, Ha ronom ctebne oanHOK,
IMOHMK ronoBON NATHUCTLIN LBETOK.

Tbl FNapguLb KOPY, @ CKNagKky Ha Hel
TaHYTCS BBEPX OT CaMbIX KOPHEN.
HaBcTpedy neTuT oguHOKUIA JINCT.
He ona te6s. Bes agpeca. Yucr.

M BOT y> cnep 3arepsisics TBOM,

A nec BCe TaK e LLyMUT IMCTBOW,
Bes Bcskom XanocTtu o LBeTKe —
Tpodee, cXxaTtom B TBOEW PyKe.
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ON GOING UNNOTICED

As vain to raise a voice as a sigh

In the tumult of free leaves on high.

What are you, in the shadow of trees
Engaged up there with the light and breeze?

Less than the coral-root you know

That is content with the daylight low,

And has no leaves at all of its own;

Whose spotted flowers hang meanly down.

You grasp the bark by a rugged pleat,
And look up small from the forest'’s feet.
The only leaf it drops goes wide,

Your name not written on either side.

You linger your little hour and are gone,
And still the wood sweep leafily on,
Not even missing the coral-root flower
You took as a trophy of the hour.
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KOKOH

A MoXeT aTa ronybas mrna,

Y710 30EeCh OCEHHUM BEYEPOM Jierna,

B koTopoi kpomka neca 4yTb BUgHa

W nocTtapena toHasa nyHa —

Bcero nuwb abiM OT CTapeHbKOWM neyu,
Y70 rpeeTt AOM, 3aTEPSIHHBIN B HOYN.
3[echb CBET He 3a>KMraroT B paHHUM Yac,
CKpbIBasi XK1U3Hb OT MOCTOPOHHUX rNas,
I MOXXHO OoXXupaTtbcs AONMNiA CPOK,
[Moka X0Tb KTO-TO BbIAET 3a NOpOor,
Kak 6yaTo noa NpuKpbITbe 3TUX CTEH
Ywnum >xnnuupl B OOPOBObHbIN MNEH.
OHUM NNETYT, KaK NpsiKy, 3TOT ObIM,
CBoW MMp OKYTaB KOKOHOM cefbIM

W TaHYT ganblue ObIMHYI0 CTPYHY

Kak skops Ha 3eMmito 1 JyHy.

Hasno 6ypaHam, 4To 3MMOoN NpuayT,
OHM CBOV KOKOH BepeXXHO npsaayT.

‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

THE COCOON

As far as | can see this autumn haze

That spreading in the evening air both way,
Makes the new moon look anything but new,
And pours the elm-tree meadow full of blue,
Is all the smoke from one poor house alone
With but one chimney it can call its own;

So close it will not light an early light,
Keeping its life so close and out of sign

No one for hours has set a foot outdoors
So much as to take care of evening chores.
The inmates may be lonely women-folk.

| want to tell them that with all this smoke
They prudently are spinning their cocoon
And anchoring it to an earth and moon

From which no winter gale can hope to blow it, —
Spinning their own cocoon did they but know it.
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NPUBEXMWLLE

Korga ny4amu Hanocnefok »ars,
Orapok conHua nagaeT B 3avB,

HWKTO He CRbIWNT OT NPUPOALI >Kasob,
JIMWb NTULB! 3HAIOT — Bevep TOPOMvB
M ckopo Hebeca 3aKpoeT TbMa.

OfHa 13 HKX, rasa 3akpbIB MoYTH,

YyTb CbILHbIA CBUCT CBOW CyLLaeT cama,
Opyras, 4To6 He BCTPETUTb HOYb B NyTH,
ToponuTcst B rHe3n0 ckopel nonacTb.
Y>ke cocHa 3Hakomasi BUaHa,

BbicTpee BHU3, Ynpukas: «Cnacnachb!
Tenepb NyCTb HOYb CTAHOBUTCS TEMHA.
MycTb B 3aBTpa 3arfisiHyTb Ham He [aHo,
Tak nycTb C/y4YUTCS BCE YTO CYXKOEHO.»
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ACCEPTANCE

When the spent sun throws up its rays on cloud
And goes down burning into the gulf below,

No voice in nature is heard to cry aloud

At what has happened. Birds, at least must know
It is the change to darkness in the sky.
Murmuring something quiet in her breast,

One bird begins to close a faded eye;

Or overtaken too far from his nest,

Hurrying low above the grove, some waif
Swoops just in time to his remembered tree.

At most he thinks or twitters softly, ‘Safe!

Now let the night be dark for all of me.

Let the night be too dark for me to see

Into the future. Let what will be, be.’
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Y TUXOr0 OKEAHA

peMnT Nprbon, pa3npobeHHbIn B TyMaH,

LLIBbipsieT BOMHbI B 6eper okeaH,
MbiTasicb caenartb To, YTO HUKOMAA

C 3emMnen elle He genana Boga.

Mo Heby BeTep obnaka pasHec
BCKIOKOYEHHBIMY NPAAsSMU BOJIOC.
Ha 6eper MmpayHo pyLlarcs Basbl,
XOTb OH NPUKPBIT 06BATESMU CKasbl,
A el onopow CNy>XUT MaTepUK;

Ho KaxkeTcs, 4TO B CreayoLwmin Mur
He Ha Houb, a Ha MHOM1e rofa
HarpsiHeT HensBecTHas 6efa,
CTpaluHel nprbos paHs Hawm gyLu,

[Moka Nocnogb CBET B MUPE HE MOTYLUMUT.

‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

ONCE BY THE PACIFIC

The shattered water made a misty din.

Great waves looked over others coming in,
And thought of doing something to the shore
That water never did to land before.

The clouds were low and hairy in the skies,
Like locks blown forward in the gleam of eyes.
You could not tell, and yet it looked as if

The shore was lucky in being backed by cliff,
The cliff in being backed by continent;

It looked as if a night of dark intent

Was coming, and not only a night, an age.
Someone had better be prepared for rage.
There would be more than ocean-water broken
Before God’s last Put out the Light was spoken.
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COJIOMEHHAS KPbILWIA

Y poma 6po>xy Nof, LOXAEM B CHeEry,

$1 6onb NPUYNHATE U TEPMNETH MOTY.

Ho Hapo B1aeTL BCe BpeMst MHe

CBeT, ropsiLnin B BEPXHEM OKHE.
Celtyac 370 LIeHTp BCEro Ha CBeTe:

4 He BOVAY, MOKyQa OH CBETUT;

A He BOVly — He MoracHeT CBeET.

KTo nobegntens — oTBeTa HeT,
YBUAMM KTO YCTYNUT KOMY.

Mwup BOKpYr NOrpy>KeH BO TbMy.

[oxnb BMECTO cHera nget 3uMon.
BeTep roHuT npax Hag 3emnen.

M BOpyr 51 CKBO3b LLOPOX XOJIOAHbIX 6pbI3r
B conomeHHo KpbiLlle ycnbillian n1ckK.
Tam neTom NTuUL, LLIyMAMBas paTb
MTeHLoB pacTuna, y4ymuna netatb.

He BCe OHU CKpbINCh B JallbHUX MecTax,
3UMyIOT B CONTOME HECKOJIBKO MTax.

A HU3KUIN KapHU3 3aLennB pyKown,
CnyrHyn nx B HoYb OOHY 32 OpYromn.

Vx 6onb poaunack BHYTpY MOEN,

Bbbina, HaBepHO, aaxxe cunbHen —

Bo TbMe He NOHSITHO, NeTeTb Kyaa

B nouckax KpoBa, HacecTa, rHe3ga.

Mm po pacceeTa ogHa 3agava —
MpuTKHYTbCS rae-HNMbyab Hayaayy,
OcTatkn Tenna nopg nepbsimMmn npsya.

A npencrasun cebe ¢ TpyaoMm

[ope cyLecTs, NOTEPSBLUNX LOM.

B cpaBHeHbW TaeT HecHacTbe MOE,

MHe BCMOMHWIOCH NPeXXHee Halle Xunbe —
oM, Yel XKM3HEHHbIN CPOK Y>Ke BbiLlern,
['ne BeTep conomy BCTpenasn Ha KpbiLue,
[oe poXxnb MOET, Kak Korga-To Lwen,
CTekasi CKBO3b LLEN Ha cTapbI Mor.
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THE THATCH

Out alone in the winter rain,

Intent on giving and taking pain.

But never was | far out of sight

Of a certain upper-window light.

The light was what it was all about:

| would not go in till the light went out;

It would not go out till | came in.

Well, we should see which one would win,
We should see which one would be first to yield.
The world was a black invisible field.

The rain by rights was snow for cold.

The wind was another layer of mold.

But the strangest thing: in the thick old thatch,
Where summer birds had been given hatch,
Had fed in chorus, and lived to fledge,
Some still were living in hermitage.

And as | passed along the eaves,

So low | brushed the straw with my sleeves,
| flushed birds out of hole after hole,

Into the darkness. It grieved my soul,

It started a grief within a grief,

To think their case was beyond relief—
They could not go flying about in search

Of their nest again, nor find a perch.

They must brood where they fell in mulch and mire,
Trusting feathers and inward fire

Till daylight made it safe for a flyer.

My greater grief was by so much reduced
As | thought of them without nest or roost.
That was how that grief started to melt.
They tell me the cottage where we dwelt,

Its wind-torn thatch goes now unmended;
Its life of hundreds of years has ended

By letting the rain | knew outdoors

In on to the upper chamber floors.
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3UMHUIA PAI

Kak 3vMHuIN napk, onbluaHuk 6en ¢ yTpa,
MgeT nog conHueM Kponndbst Urpa,

/1 Bce HanoMunHaeT panckuii cag,

JINWb CHer He TaeT 1 OepeBbs ChAT.

Bce »unTenn necHole nepeLunn

Ha cHer, cTyneHbKol faanblue oT 3emsu,
A aropgam, 4To CTPSIXMBAET ec,
CTyneHbkoM 6nvxke cTano oo Hebec.

M Ha cTyneHbKy Bbillle cTan Tenepb

Me>XX ONKMxX si6/10Hb TOLLMIA 3UMHUIA 3BEPD.
W 3anuam, n oneHsm — bnarogatb:

Kopy noBbilLe MOXXHO 06rnoaaTh.

He vwyT nTuubl napy ans cebs,

A Opy>KHOW cTael Noyku Tepebs,

Lpyr opyra y4yaT, 4Tobbl KaXkabl Mor
MoHATb, rae cnpsiTaH JIUCT, a rae LBETOK.

CurHanblWuK-asaTen aBaxnbl CTYKHYJ1 B NEHb

M K OBYM Yacam 3aKOHYEH paricKnin AeHb.
OH CNMLLKOM KpaToK, 3TOT AeHb 31Mbl,
YT06 XKM3Hb CroJsiHa NOYYBCTBOBASIN Mbl.
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A WINTER EDEN

A winter garden in an alder swamp,

Where conies now come out to sun and romp,
As near a paradise as it can be

And not melt snow or start a dormant tree.

It lifts existence on a plane of snow

One level higher than the earth below,
One level nearer heaven overhead,

And last year’s berries shining scarlet red.

It lifts a gaunt luxuriating beast
Where he can stretch and hold his highest feast
On some wild apple tree’s young tender bark,

What well may prove the year’s high girdle mark.

So near to paradise all pairing ends:
Here loveless birds now flock as winter friends,
Content with bud-inspecting. They presume

To say which buds are leaf and which are bloom.

A feather-hammer gives a double knock.

This Eden day is done at two o’clock.

An hour of winter day might seem too short

To make it worth life’s while to wake and sport.
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NABOJOK

KpoBb gambon yaep>katb TpygHen, 4em Boay.

Kazanocb, 4To, y>xe noKopeHa,
Bypnut 3a 3aropogkoto oHa,

M Bce »x nponomunT BbIXoa Ha cBoboay.
BuHVMM Mbl B 3TOM ObsiBONa HEPEOKo,
Ho KpoBb cama 13 KpoBU poXKaeHa.

W HapacTaeT naBogka BOSHa,
[MogHSBLIMCHE 00 KPUTUYECKON OTMETKM.
EcTb nonck mupa n Tpona BowHbI,
EcTb BbIXOA, CMENbIN UK HE COBCEM,
Ho BbIGOp coenaH — 3TO SICHO BCEM.
M BOT ONsiTb MAET HaKaT BOJIHbI,

B6nu13un noToka NNCTbst — B KPaCHbIX NATHAX.

He noBepHeT CTMXMs Ha NONSTHBIN.
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THE FLOOD

Blood has been harder to dam back than water.
Just when we think we have it impounded safe
Behind new barrier walls (and let it chafe!),

It breaks away in some new kind of slaughter.
We choose to say it is let loose by the devil;
But power of blood itself releases blood.

It goes by might of being such a flood

Held high at so unnatural a level.

It will have outlet, brave and not so brave.
Weapons of war and implements of peace

Are but the points at which it finds release.

And now it is once more the tidal wave

That when it has swept by leaves summits stained.
Oh, blood will out. It cannot be contained.
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3HAKOMCTBO C HOYbIO ACQUAINTED WITH THE NIGHT
S B HOYb ofHaXKOpbl YrnybuTbCS CMOT. | have been one acquainted with the night.
S Bbiwen n Npuwen Nog Wym OOXAs, | have walked out in rain — and back in rain.
3abpen 3a cambill faNlbHUN OrOHEK, | have outwalked the furthest city light.
Mo cambiM MpayHbIM yavLam Npongs. | have looked down the saddest city lane.
CMoTpenu MoyasmBo CTOpoXa, | have passed by the watchman on his beat
Korpga waran, B rnasa He rnsigs, S. And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.
KopoTkunin Kpuk, Hag, KpbiluamMmu Kpy>ka, | have stood still and stopped the sound of feet
[NoBepan, 4To He BCe B OKpyre CnsT. When far away an interrupted cry
$1 BCcTan, XOTa He MHe OH yrpoxkar, Came over houses from another street,
["Han He MeHs, 3Ban He MeHs Has3af, But not to call me back or say good-by;
A Hapflo MHOW, TAaWHCTBEHHO BbICOK, And further still at an unearthly height,
EpnBa mepuan HebecHbIn undepbnar, One luminary clock against the sky
HeBenombii oTcUMTbIBasi CPOK. .. Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.
4 B HOYb ofHaXKpbl YrnybuTbCS CMOT. | have been one acquainted with the night.
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NECYAHBIE [OHbI

3eneHon BosHbI Hanop

B necke ucnyckaet gyx,

A panblue — MHOWM NpocTop,
opsiy, KOPUYHEB U CyX.

[toHbl — et Boabl

Oywart pbibaybu goma,
Y7106 He ywen oT 6eapl
KTo yuenen B Wutopma.

Mopto 3HaKOM Kaxxaplil MbiC,
MeLepsbl, ckanbl 1 OHO,

Ho yenoBeybto MbICTb

He nobeonTt oHo.

MO>XXHO paspyLUUTb AOM
W notonutb Gapkac,

JIMWwb € MeHbLUVM nAaeLlb TPYOOM,

C6pocuB nycTon Kapkac.

‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

SAND DUNES

Sea waves are green and wet,
But up from where they die,
Rise others vaster yet,

And those are brown and dry.

They are the sea made land
To come at the fisher town,
And bury in solid sand

The men she could not drown.

She may know cove and cape,
But she does not know mankind
If by any change of shape,

She hopes to cut off mind.

Men left her a ship to sink:

They can leave her a hut as well;
And be but more free to think
For the one more cast-off shell.
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CONAAT A SOLDIER
OH — Kak Korbe, YTO, 3aBepLUMB MOJIET, He is that fallen lance that lies as hurled,
Ho Kypc Ha uenb 1 Ha 3eMne gepxa, That lies unlifted now, come dew, come rust,
JlexknT B poce, ero nokpbina p>xa, But still lies pointed as it plowed the dust.
1 601bLUMHCTBO, HABEPHO, HE NMONMET, If we who sight along it round the world,
Bbina nu uenb BaxxHa n gopora — See nothing worthy to have been its mark,
Benpb yenoBek nanuiiHe 6130pyK, It is because like men we look too near,
A cdhep HeBECHBIX MHOIO LLUMPE KPYT, Forgetting that as fitted to the sphere,
Yem Hawmx CTpen KopoTkas ayra. Our missiles always make too short an arc.
OHM cnoCo6HbI KAMEHb PACKOOTb, They fall, they rip the grass, they intersect
lMpopBaTb TpaBy, B 3eMHOW Bpe3asicb Lap, The curve of earth, and striking, break their own;
M no nytn npenaTcTeus KpyLua, They make us cringe for metal-point on stone.
Ceanus Ha 3emito, youBatoT NoThb. But this we know, the obstacle that checked
A pyx B NONET yXOAuT, 4TOO B KOHLE And tripped the body, shot the spirit on
HacTurHyTb HaM HeEBEAOMYIO Lieflb. Further than target ever showed or shone.
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WHBECTULINA THE INVESTMENT
Crapenu nogun, Xn3Hb TSHynacb MUMO Over back where they speak of life as staying
(Ckaszatb, YTO XKW, MOXKHO Obl C TPYAOM). (“You couldn’t call it living, for it ain’t’),
Ho BHOBb NokpalleH cTapbli-CcTapbIi AOM There was an old, old house renewed with paint,
M rpomko 3a3Byyano nuaHuHo. And in it a piano loudly playing.
X03auH e, nonarty B3siB 1 BUJbI, Out in the plowed ground in the cold a digger,
Y106 0O BECHBI HE AyMaTb O efe, Among unearthed potatoes standing still,
Tpyanncs Ha kapTodensHou rpsae Was counting winter dinners, one a hill,
M kpaem yxa My3biKy JIOBW OH. With half an ear to the piano’s vigor.
A Kpacka, IHCTPYMEHT — OHu OTKyaa”? All that piano and new paint back there,
LLlanbHble geHbrn, notepenHsii npna? Was it some money suddenly come into?
BHesanHom cTpacTu BpeMeHHbIn Kanpua? Or some extravagance young love had been to?
Mnb nm, BYepaLLHumM, 3axoTenochk 4yaa, Or old love on an impulse not to care —
Y106 He maBun Nx rpy3 COBMECTHbIX J1ET, Not to sink under being man and wife,
A 6bInn 6 B XXN3HW My3blKa 1 LUBeT? But get some color and music out of life?
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OTYUIA OOM

Ha 3ToT CK/1oH B3oWAeLlb C TPYOOM,
Ho Tam oTel, nocTpowsn gom,
PacuncTtun 3a py4bem nokoc

W Bce orpapoto ob6Hec.

3pechk nop, ropow 3a MHOro net
BnepBble yBuganu ceer,

OTua n matb, py4den u nec
[BeHaguaTb ManeHbKuX Yyadec.
CmoTpena nackoBo ropa

Kak peTn HocsaTes ¢ yTpa...

Ho BeTep umeHa nx ctep

(He Tak 30BYyT y>Ke cecTep).
I"me Hac ropa cnycTuna ¢ pyk,
Jlec monogon pacTeT BOKPYr.

OXAMKA

HarHewbcs 3a cBaNMBLUNMMCS KYJIbKOM —
M3 pyk copBeTcs 6aHKa KyBbIPKOM,
ByTblIKK, CBEPTKM NagaroT, CKOMb34,

Mx yxBaTuTb Ka3anocb 6bl HENb3S.

Ho Bce, 0 4emM 3a60TULLILCS, YMEN
Yoep>xuBaTb B pykax, B AyLUe, B yMe

W, ecnu Hapgo, crnocobbl Hanam

HnyTO He No3abbIThb, NPVXKaTb K rPyau...
S npoboBar, HO He XBaTUMO PyK.

Cwxy, a Bce pasbpocaHo BOKPYT.

Ho Bce paBHO HapesTbCs He 6polLuy,
Monpobyto CNoXXnTb HaOEXHEN HOLLY.
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‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

THE BIRTHPLACE

Here further up the mountain slope
Than there was every 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 ARMFUL

For every parcel | stoop down to seize

| lose some other off my arms and knees,
And the whole pile is slipping, bottles, buns-
Extremes too hard to comprehend at once,
Yet nothing | should care to leave behind.
With all | have to hold with hand and mind
And heart, if need be, | will do my best

To keep their building balanced at my breast.
| crouch down to prevent them as they fall;
Then sit down in the middle of them all.

| had to drop the armful in the road

And try to stack them in a better load.
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BCAOAHUKHU

Mbl BcagHUKN — 9 3TO TBEPAO 3Hato,
MbI BOXKaKW, XOTb HET 3a HaMu cTau,
MbI ckayem Yepes 3emnv 1 Mops,

A B HalLW OHX — 1 Haf 3emnel naps.

BbITb MOXET, Hac Npupofa poavna
[ns ckaykm 6e3 y3geyku u cegna?
NeTnT Manbil, Ha Kpyn ynae HUYKOM,

BuenuBwmnce B rpyBy SETCKMM KyNa4yKOM.

HeceTcst AnKnin KoHb 6€3 ronoBbI

Bes kypca, Yepes 3apocnu 1 pPBbl.

Ero coep)kaTb nog cuiy Ham egga nu,
Ho Mbl He Bce elle NonbITKK ucyepnanu.

‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

RIDERS

The surest thing there is is we are riders,

And though none too successful at it, guiders,
Through everything presented, land and tide
And now the very air, of what we ride.

What is this talked-of mystery of birth

But being mounted bareback on the earth?
We can just see the infant up astride,

His small fist buried in the bushy hide.

There is our wildest mount—a headless horse.
But though it runs unbridled off its course,
And all our blandishments would seem defied,
We have ideas yet that we haven’t tried.
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«BANMAOHAA PEKA»

B3rngaHyB HA CO3BE3MNA

Bekamun H1YTO He NpepBeT HebeC TULLVHY,
Nuwb obnaka HaberyT, cO3BE3aAMS CKPbIB,
[a n3pepnka BCMbIXHET CMOSIOXOB HEPBHbIN CBET.
ConHue Ha Kpyre cBOeM He 3afieHeT JyHy,

He BbINETUT Nnamsi, He FPOXHET BCENIEHCKNI B3PbIB.

Kasanocb, BOT-BOT CKPECTATCS NyTU MNS1aHeT,
Ho He cnyyatotcs 6eacTBys HUKOraa.

MbI TOXXKE MOXXEM OHW O0XKMBaTb CBOW,

OT MupHbIX HeBeC rnasa oTBoasA Tyaa,

['oe OT nepeMeH 1 yoapoB TPE3BEET YM.
Benb 3acyxy CMeHUT oxasa OONrOXKAaHHbIN LyM,
A mup B Kutae cHoBa CMeHAT 6ou.

W BCe ke He CToUT, Tepsist MOKOW 1 COH,
XKpaTb, 4to 6yaeTt HebeCHbIN CBOA COTPSICEH.
Benb yyacTb aTON HageXabl NpeapeLleHa:
CerogHs He 6ygeT HapyLleHa TULLIMHA.
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‘“WEST-RUNNING BROOK”

ON LOOKING UP BY CHANCE AT THE CONSTELLATIONS

You’ll wait a long, long time for anything much

To happen in heaven beyond the floats of cloud

And the Northern Lights that run like tingling nerves.
The sun and moon get crossed, but they never touch,
Nor strike out fire from each other nor crash out loud.
The planets seem to interfere in their curves

But nothing ever happens, no harm is done.

We may as well go patiently on with our life,

And look elsewhere than to stars and moon and sun
For the shocks and changes we need to keep us sane.
It is true the longest drouth will end in rain,

The longest peace in China will end in strife.

Still it wouldn’t reward the watcher to stay awake

In hopes of seeing the calm of heaven break

On his particular time and personal sight.

That calm seems certainly safe to last to-night.
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N3 KHUTK

«HEOIJTAOHAA OAJTb»

B0 BPEMA JINBHA

C Hanety, nMBeHb, xnewn!
Cnoco6bHa Bcs TBOSA 3/10CTb
Mo cknoHy K Mopto cTawmTb
Jnwb no4yBbl cafoBON rOPCThb.

[oxxpgp yunT Bekamn Hac,

W cepmepbl 3HaIOT 0 TOM,
YT0 nonb3a 6ygeT cenvac,
A manbin ywepb — noTom.

A ecnu cnyuuTcs Tak,

Y10 NBHEBOW NeneHom

Mown cap yHeceT B oBpar,

C kamHeln cogpas neperHon,

To Boneto BbICLINX CUJT
BepLunHbl yngyT Ha gHo,
B mopsix obHaxkmTCcs vn,
OcTaHeTcst MHe OfHO:

Ynpsimo non3Ttn Hasag,
Kapabkasicb BBEPX Ha CKJIOH,
N cHoBa Bo3penatb caf,
Monsice, 4TO6 NPUXNACH OH.

[Mnyrom Begs nonocy,
MoxxeT B 3emne Hangy
3abbITyt0 MHOW KOCY,
MpurogHyto BHOBb K Tpyay.

W ecnn cypbpba onaTb
Cbpocut 1 pasopur,
[an mHe 6or He ycTaTb
N He TanTb 0bung,.

FROM THE BOOK

‘A FURTHER RANGE"

IN TIME OF CLOUDBURST

Let the downpour roil and toil!
The worst it can do to me

Is carry some garden soll

A little nearer the sea.

‘Tis the world old way of the rain
When it comes to a mountain farm
To exact for a present gain

A little of future harm.

And the harm is none too sure.

For when all that was rotted rich

Shall be in the end scoured poor,
When my garden has gone down ditch,

Some force has but to apply,
And summits shall be immersed,
The bottom of seas raised dry,
The slope of the earth reversed.

Then all | need do is run

To the other end of the slope
And on tracts laid new to the sun
Begin all over to hope.

Some worn old tool of my own
Will be turned up by the plow,
The wood of it changed to stone,
But as ready to wield as now.

May my application so close

To the endless repetition

Never make me tired and morose
And resentful of man’s condition.
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«HEOIMNMAAHAA OATIb»

CEPALE HE BbETCH
C PACCYLLKOM B NAL

4 aTo BUAOEN (BNpaBaoy Wb HET?),

Korga ckBo3b MOSTYHOYHbIN JyHHbIN CBET
C HWKHEN NOMKK OTKPbIlacb MHe
MycTbiHA KOTbl B BAroHHOM OKHe.

Mo 3B8e34HbIM HEGOM, BHU3Y, OQMHOK,
Boanu nogparvsan oroHex,

JKankmm mepLaHneM Koe-Kak
OTOABUHYTL MbITasiCb MpPak,

Kak 6ygTo ntogun y Kpasi 3emnu

B rnyxoi Tocke ero passesu.

lMnamsi NOHVMKHET B KOPOTKMI CPOK,

Kak nocnegHuin B LiBETKE JIENECTOK. ..
Ho ceppue He 6beTcs ¢ paccynkoMm B nag,
S nyywyto ckasky nosegatb pag,

['oe nnameHn OpoXXb — NWLWb TEHU Urpa,
'oe cbeperatoT OroHb KOCTpa,

A HagoecT c/eauTb 3a OrHEM —

Lpyroi BO3bMET 3a60Ty O HEM,

Y706 51, BEpHYBLUUCH Yepes roaa,
Hawlen Takum ><e ero torga.

S cnblwan Kak Npo3By4Yany B TULLN
Ybu-To cnosa: «OroHb NoTyLwn!»,

W >XeHLWmHa Monya KMBHya B OTBET:
Moka XoTaT oHK, byOeT CBeET,

A noxkenawT — MnoracHeT CBET.
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‘A FURTHER RANGE”

ON THE HEART’S BEGINNING
TO CLOUD THE MIND

Something | saw or thought | saw

In the desert at midnight in Utah,

Looking out of my lower berth

At moonlit sky and moonlit earth.

The sky had here and there a star;

The earth had a single light afar,

A flickering, human pathetic light,

That was maintained against the night,

It seemed to me, by the people there,

With a Godforsaken brute despair.

It would flutter and fall in half an hour

Like the last petal off a flower.

But my heart was beginning to cloud my mind.
| knew a tale of a better kind.

That far light flickers because of trees.

The people can burn it as long as they please;
And when their interests in it end,

They can leave it to someone else to tend.
Come back that way a summer hence,

| should find it no more no less intense.

| pass, but scarcely pass no doubt,

When one will say, “Let us put it out.”

The other without demur agrees.

They can keep it burning as long as they please;
They can put it out whenever they please.
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13 TeMHOIN KOMHaTbI el BUAHbI
CrycTkn Mmpaka B Jfiyyax JiyHbl.

OTO He NtoaM — CTBOJIbl COCHSIKA
Bes ckpbiTon Lenn, 6e3 Boxxaka,
He cbnuxasicb, Mon4a CToAT,

OHM HUKaKKX yrpo3 He TasT.

M nocTeneHHo yxoouT cTpax
CyLlecTBOBaHbs B ApYrnx MecTax
/1 oTKpbIBaeTCHA BaKHas BELb —
2K13HM NopsaoK He Tak YK 3/10BELL,.
OHa n oH — cornacve gy,

He cTpalieH nm myp u o6 en Myx.
Y>Ke He Tak OONHOKU OHWU,

3Has, 4TO ecTb U gpyrue orHu.

Ho MHe 13 noe3ga ux He BUAaTh:
Xo35eBa paHo yXOoasaT cnatb.

A Bnoen Bce 370, S He crnas,

CKBO3b [bIM NMOBEPX MESTbKAKOLMX LLNan
CmoTpen Kak Boasib OrOHbKOM HECINCh
[pyrve nogn, opyras »}unsHb.

‘A FURTHER RANGE”

One looks out last from the darkened room
At the shiny desert with spots of gloom
That might be people and are but cedar,
Have no purpose, have no leader,

Have never made the first move to assemble,
And so are nothing to make her tremble.
She can think of places that are not thus
Without indulging a “Not for us!”

Life is not so sinister-grave.

Matter of fact has made them brave.

He is husband, she is wife.

She fears not him, they fear not life.

They know where another light has been
And more than one, to theirs akin,

But earlier out for bed tonight,

So lost on me in my surface flight.

This | saw when waking late,

Going by at a railroad rate,

Looking through wreaths of engine smoke
Far into the lives of other folk
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«HEOIMNMAAHAA OATIb»

3ATEPABLUMIACS B HEBECAX

HouHoto 6ypeit Ty4n pasHecnuchb,
MpocBeT OTKPbIICS, BbiNana poca,
W s B3rnsHyn HeTepnenmso BBbICh,
Mwa y3op cosee3guin B Hebecax.

Ho He BUAHbI MEX Ty4amu OHW,
Mow NPOBOOHVKM B HOYHbIX MUPAX.
Jnwb pepknx 3B€3[ HEAPKUNE OrHY;
M owyuias 6narogapHbli cTpax,

MoTepsiHHO LWenyy napaneka:

«["ge A? Ho HeT, Mon4yn, He Hafo CoB,
MycTb WwWupe pasberyTtcst obnaka,

S 3aTepaTbCsA B KOCMOCE roTOB.»
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‘A FURTHER RANGE”

LOST IN HEAVEN

The clouds, the source of rain, one stormy night
Offered an opening to the source of dew;
Which | accepted with impatient sight,

Looking for my old sky-marks in the blue.

But stars were scarce in that part of the sky,
And no two were of the same constellation —
No one was bright enough to identify;

So ‘twas with not ungrateful consternation,

Seeing myself well lost once more, | sighed,
“Where, where in Heaven am |? But don’t tell me!
O opening clouds, by opening on me wide.

Let’s let my heavenly lostness overwhelm me.”
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JINCTbA UK LUBETHI?

Mprpopaa K oepeBbsiM o4eHb Jobpa:
MpekpacHbl NCTBA, APeBeCKHa, Kopa,
Ho ecnn KopHsIM He JaBaTb BOfbI,
Heuero »xgaTb LBeTbl 1 nnogbl.

A MHe 1 He Hapgo, 4To6 oy6 HaJO MHON
Lasan ypo>kar unu usen BECHON.
JlackoBOCTb IUCTLEB U rPy6OCTb KOpbl —
BnonHe gocTtatoyHble aapbl.

Kapnuk-LuBeToK 1 rmraHTCKuiA CTBOJI.
Mo>keT nyylle coBcem 6bl He LBeNn?
A B No3OHEN XN3HN O Mxa Yepeq
Ha cmeHy nanopoTHVKY npugeT.

S cnpaluvBan MHOTMUX, CKaXkn 1 Tbl:
YT0 cepauy 6nmke — nMcTBa UMb LUBETHI?
HvkTO noyemy-To ckasaTb He CMor,

YTO NNCT — ONsg HO4M, OIS OHSA — LIBETOK.

Jlnctea n Kopa, nnMcTea n Kopa,
Mpw>XMUCH 1 cnyLuam BCO HOYb [0 yTpa.
Kpaca nenecTkoB 6bina xopolua,

B nevanu nucTeeB Tenepb gyLua.
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‘A FURTHER RANGE”

LEAVES COMPARED WITH FLOWERS

A tree’s leaves may be ever so good,

So may its bar, so may its wood;

But unless you put the right thing to its root
It never will show much flower or fruit.

But I may be one who does not care
Ever to have tree bloom or bear.
Leaves for smooth and bark for rough,
Leaves and bark may be tree enough.

Some giant trees have bloom so small
They might as well have none at all.
Late in life | have come on fern.

Now lichens are due to have their turn.

| bade men tell me which in brief,
Which is fairer, flower or leaf.

They did not have the wit to say,
Leaves by night and flowers by day.

Leaves and bark, leaves and bark,
To lean against and hear in the dark.
Petals | may have once pursued.
Leaves are all my darker mood.
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CTYNMAS] N0 INCTBE

A uenbi geHb 1Ay no ncTBe,

OT OCeHn obeccunes.

JlncTbsa pasHbix LUBETOB 1 (hopm
B rpsi3b canoryi BMeCcusu.
Mo>xeT, cTpaTun s INLWHKX CU,
CO cTpaxom 6opsicb No xony,

Ho Bce e 6e3 konebaHnii Tonvy
JNINCTbS 3TOrO rofa.

Lonrum netom roe-to BBEPXY

OHW HaOO MHOW LUENEecTenu,

[MoTom, KOHYasa CBOW MyTb Ha 3eMrie,
MVUMO MEHS NETENN.

Lonrum netom 4yygunmncb MHe
nyraroLine npusbiBbl

BmecTe npunacTb K 3emie 1 3abbIThb,
YTO ObINN KOFAAa-TO XXUBbI.

OHu moe ceppLe maHunm B nober,
KakK CBOeMy, Kpuyanu,

B nonete kacanucke pecHu, n ry6,
3Bain K COBMECTHOW neyanu.

Ho ux yxof He nocny>xuT MHe
noBOAOM Oj1s yxona.

Bbiwe koneHn! Mbl cTynum Ha cHer
noyLwero cnegom roga.

‘A FURTHER RANGE”

A LEAF-TREADER

| have been treading on leaves all day

until | am autumn-tired.

God knows all the color and forms of leaves
| have trodden on and mired.

Perhaps | have put forth too much strength
and been too fierce from fear.

| have safely trodden under foot

the leaves of another year.

All summer long they were overhead
more lifted up than [;

To come to their final place in earth

they had to pass me by.

All summer long | thought | heard them
threatening under their breath,

And when they came it seemed with a will
to carry me with them to death.

They spoke to the fugitive in my heart
as if it were leaves to leaf;

They tapped at my eyelids and touched my lips

with an invitation to grief.

But it was no reason | had to go
because they had to go.

Now up, my knee, to keep on top
of another year of snow.
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CUNIbHbIE HE TOBOPAT

3emns BnakHa n Msirka, 4tobbl CesTb HayaThb,
O 6yayLmx copHsikax en mano 3aboT.
MoTbira cBoto ogo6psitoLLy0 NevaTb

Tonbko Ha rpsaKy OTOOPHLIX CEMSIH KNageT.

Jlrogm Ha naluHAX No OAMHOYKe Be3ae,
3akoHunTb paboTy B Hagene CBOeM creLua,
KT0 pacceinaet uenoyky cemsiH B 60po3ae,
KT0 3a Teneroto gep>XuUT HEPOBHbIN LUar.

lMouBa B KBagparax nalleH cBexka 1 4epHa,

A cnuBa 6e3 NNCTLEB, HO BCA Y>Ke B 6e/10M LBETY,
XoTa TennoTa no-BeCeHHeMy HeBepHa

M nyensbl ele He crnewwaT onbIATb KPacoTy,

OT dhepmbl K hepme BONHaMM BETEP NETUT,
Ho He HecyTcs no BETPY € 3emnn ronoca.
MHOro nnb Mano >AeT 3a KOHLOM nyTun?
CunbHbI MOYNT, MOKA HE YBUOUT CaMm.

124

‘A FURTHER RANGE”

THE STRONG ARE SAYING NOTHING

The soil now gets a rumpling soft and damp,
And small regard to the future of any weed.
The final flat of the hoe’s approval stamp

Is reserved for the bed of a few selected seed.

There is seldom more than a man to a harrowed piece.
Men work alone, their lots plowed far apart,

One stringing a chain of seed in an open crease,

And another stumbling after a halting cart.

To the fresh and black of the squares of early mould
The leafless bloom of a plum is fresh and white;
Though there’s more than a doubit if the weather

is not too cold

For the bees to come and serve its beauty aright.

Wind goes from farm to farm in wave on wave,
But carries no cry of what is hoped to be.
There may be little or much beyond the grave,
But the strong are saying nothing until they see.

125



«HEOIMNMAAHAA OATIb»

CKOPOCTb

MopsbiBbI 6ypU, CKOPOCTb FOPHBIX PEK,

A Mbl 6bICTPEN, YeM BETEP 1 BoOa:
CKBO3b CBET B3/1€TAET B HEOO YENOBEK,
JleTnT CKBO3b BPEMS B MPOLLIbIE roaa.
M BCe >ke CMbICN OB)KEHUS TaKOB,

Y710 BaX>KHO He MocneLHO pBaTbcs B 601,
A B MyCOPHOM MOTOKE MyCTSKOB

YMeTb CTOSATb, YyMETb BNafAeTb CO60M,

napeTb BOKPyr, CO4yBCTBOBATb, JIIOOUT.

W ecnn oBoe BMOST 3TOT CMbICH,

VX He cMecTn 1 He pa3beguHUTb.

VIx obLian coeanHSAET MbICHb,

YT0 XXM3Hb NPOANNTCS BEYHO U CBETIO,
Moka K Becny BeCno, K Kpblly KpbISio.

NYHHbIA LUPKY b

4 BbieN B HOYb U3 OMa, YNI0BUB

Me>x oByx 0OXXAeN KOPOTKUIN NepPepPbIB.
Jlyumn nyHbl CKBO3b 061a4HbIN NPOCBET
O6pricoBany ropHbI CUYaT,

K koTopoMmy, 3a Tyyeln He BUOHA,
MprmeprBanachk LMpKynem yHa,

Kak 6yaTo cunsicb CKBO3b ChIPYO MyTb
Jio6BM HaBCTPEYy PyKM NPOTAHYTh. ..
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‘A FURTHER RANGE”

THE MASTER SPEED

No speed of wind or water rushing by

But you have speed far greater. You can climb
Back up a stream of radiance to the sky,

And back through history up the stream of time.
And you were given this swiftness, not for haste
Nor chiefly that you may go where you will,

But in the rush of everything to waste,

That you may have the power of standing still —
Off any still or moving thing you say.

Two such as you with such a master speed
Cannot be parted nor be swept away

From one another once you are agreed

That life is only life forevermore

Together wing to wing and oar to oar.

MOON COMPASSES

| stole forth dimly in the dripping pause

Between two downpours to see what there was.

And a masked moon had spread down compass rays
To a cone mountain in the midnight haze,

As if the final estimate were hers;

And as it measured in her calipers,

The mountain stood exalted in its place.

So love will take between the hands a face....
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HE BOAJIb U HE BT J1Ybb

Lep>xatcs Ha Gepery
Jliopy NprBpeXXHbIX CTpaH
CnvHamu K MaTepuky,
Bsarnagamu B okeaH.

MonseT BOoanv napoxog,
CKpblBasch 3a OKOEM,
Yalika Hap, 3epkasniom Bof,
BuicuT, oTpaxkaach B HEM.

Ha cywwe cTonbko gopor,
Kaxkgomy BbIGOP AaH,
Ho BOMHbBI IMXKYT MECOK,
A ntoau ragaT B OKeaH.

VX B3rnsig He NnpoH3aeT ganb,

He pocTtaet po gHa...
[ns BaxTbl Takon eaBa b
Mperpaga ecTb XOTb OAHa.

‘A FURTHER RANGE”

NEITHER OUT FAR NOR IN DEEP

The people along the sand

All turn and look one way.

They turn their back on the land.
They look at the sea all day.

As long as it takes to pass
A ship keeps raising its hull;
The wetter ground like glass
Reflects a standing gull

The land may vary more;

But wherever the truth may be—
The water comes ashore,

And the people look at the sea.

They cannot look out far.
They cannot look in deep.
But when was that ever a bar
To any watch they keep?
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SICHO W X0N0AHO

CHoBa BeTep Ham NpUHOCUT
Me>xce3oHbe, ybbiib cBeTa

W peuenT kokTenns «OceHb»
B KHUre BegbMUHbIX COBETOB:
BckunaTtu octaTtkuy neTa,

He pasmeluvBai B cocyne,
[an ocHOBe OTCTOATLCS

(Tak gna npenckasaHbs cyneb
3Be3bI-KPOLLKM HE rofaTcs).

B anukcup po6aButb Hano
JIvBHN®, XenTbIi IUCT 6epesbl,
BeTep c ceBepa KaHagpl,
MpepnBeLLaoLWLmin MOPO3bI,

He y4TeHHble NPOrHO30M.

CBepxy BCbINaTb CHEXXHOWN MyApbI
To nn BegbMbl 06y4vanu,

To Nlb MOPO3 OCEHHHUM YTPOM

(A He pbsBONbCKME Yapbl).

[OHAMU XXOem Kak B 95IMKcupe
3peeT gyx — Hagexna MHorumx,
M K ero nbsHsawen cune

Jlrogn TaHyTCS, 1 60rn

B Hebecax He CNMLIKOM CTPOru.

‘A FURTHER RANGE”

CLEAR AND COLDER

Wind, the season-climate mixer,
In my Witches’ Weather Primer
Says, to make this Fall Elixir

First you let the summer simmer,
Using neither spoon nor skimmer,

Till about the right consistence.
(This like fate by stars is reckoned,
None remaining in existence
Under magnitude the second.)

Then take some leftover winter

Far to north of the St Lawrence.
Leaves to strip and branches splinter,
Bring on wind. Bring rain in torrents —
Colder than the season warrants.

Dash it with some snow for powder.
If this seems like witchcraft rather,
If this seems a witches’ chowder
(Al my eye and Cotton Mather!),

Wait and watch the liquor settle.
| could stand whole dayfuls of it.
Wind she brews a heady kettle.
Human beings love it—love it.
Gods above are not above it.
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HEYBPAHHbIA YPOXAW

OcTaHOoBU MO NPUBbIYHBIN MYTb
CnenocTu 3anax 13-3a CTeHbl,

W 51, pelums Tyga 3arnsHyTb,
YBupgen a610H0 Hanerke,
CBanuBLLYHO NNETHUN IFPY3 CO CMMHBbI.
JlncTBa, Kak BeEep B )XKEHCKOW pyKe,

[blwa, ncnyckana 4yTb CrbILLHbIA 3BYK.

BHM3y 6b110 TECHO OMaBLUMM MNo4am
M 6b1n 6e3ynpeyeH 1x anbii Kpyr

Kak nnog, 4To B lafoHu gepxxan Agam.

He Hapo Bce ybupatb B 3akpomal
MycTb 4TO-TO NpPUpPOAA peLlaeT cama,
W B Kparke He ByOeT HNKTO BUHOBAT,
HeybpaHHbIx 6710k BOOXHYB apomar.

‘A FURTHER RANGE”

UNHARVESTED

A scent of ripeness from over a wall.
And come to leave the routine road

And look for what has made me stall,
There sure enough was an apple tree
That had eased itself of its summer load,
And of all but its trivial foliage free,

Now breathed as light as a lady’s fan.
For there there had been an apple fall

As complete as the apple had given man.

The ground was one circle of solid red.

May something go always unharvested!
May much stay out of our stated plan,
Apples or something forgotten and left,

So smelling their sweetness would be no theft.
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«HEOIMNMAAHAA OATIb»

CYPOBBIE MECTA

Mbl, cuas B Tenne, o6Cy>xaaaun Nprxon UMb,
A OoM cofporascs Ha LUTOPMOBOM BETPY.

Ho 6bin OH NPOBEPEHHO-KPENOK 1 AymMai Mbl:
BbDKMBET AepeBLie v YMPET K yTpy?

KTo ero BbiTalLm B Xon0[4, NOJSPHON ToMbI?
CarkeHLy nepcurika cesep He Mo 3yGam.

[Buran xo3snHoM pasym unm gylia?

Mo>xeT 3afaya cama rno cebe xopoila —
OcBouTb APKTIKY BCEM XUBLIM CYLLIECTBaM,
MpoTUB Nprpoabl, BO3MOXXHO, NMOPO rpeLua.
Ho noyemy Tak TpygHO NOBEPUTL HaM,

YTo, XOTb pasMbiTa rpaHb MeX JOGPOM 1 310M,
B cypoBbIX MecTax CBOM 3aKOHbI BCerga.
OToMy [epeBLYy Ham He MOMOYb HI B YEM,

Ho ouyuiaem 4To-To Bpoae CTbiga

Celtuac, korga LWTOpM BPbIBAETCS HANpPOJIoM

M KpyTo nagaeT BHV3 B TEPMOMETPE PTYTb.
HeT Ha gepeBLe NMCTbEB, MOXET Y)Ke [0 KOHLa,
MpaBRy y3HaeM BeCHO Koraa-Hubyap,

Ho exxenun K XnsHu ero He cyab6a BEpHYTb,
BvHoto — yepTa 6ecnpefena B NOACKMX cepaLax.
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‘A FURTHER RANGE”

THERE ARE ROUGHLY ZONES

We sit indoors and talk of the cold outside.

And every gust that gathers strength and heaves

Is a threat to the house. But the house has long been tried.
We think of the tree. If it never again has leaves,

We’ll know, we say, that this was the night it died.

It is very far north, we admit, to have brought the peach.
What comes over a man, is it soul or mind

That to no limits and bounds he can stay confined?
You would say his ambition was to extend the reach
Clear to the Arctic of every living kind.

Why is his nature forever so hard to teach

That though there is no fixed line between wrong and right,
There are roughly zones whose laws must be obeyed.
There is nothing much we can do for the tree tonight.
But we can’t help feeling more than a little betrayed
That the northwest wind should rise to such a height
Just when the cold went down so many below.

The tree has no leaves and may never have them again.
We must wait till some months hence in the spring to know.
But if it is destined never again to grow,

It can blame this limitless trait in the hearts of men.
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N3 KHUTK

«JEPEBO-CBWAETEJIb»

HE CJINILKOM [PYXECKH

KT0-TO K MOMM NMOCTYNKam OTHOCUTCS XOPOLLO,
A ocTanbHbIe He CTPOro 6bl, HO MoKapasnu.

He T0, 4TO6 YepTy 3anpeTa A nepeLuen,

Ho Bbixoaun 3a paMKy NPUHSITLIX HOPM Mopasu.

Bbin 6bl OLLINGKOM CANLLKOM CYPOBbIA CY[,

3a noaTBep>KAeHbe 3HAKOMOW AaBHO aKCMOMbI,

YTo ntogsimM TECHO Ha NPUBSA3U U NMOMb3bl HE MPUHECYT
BbicoKMe cTeHbl ropofa, YTo BbiLLE NIO6Oro goma.

B HacMeLLKYy 3anpuTe B npepenax 3emsin MeHs,

4 3pgecb, HO cBOGOOHEN, YEM Bbl, HABEPHO, >Xenanm

M ynbibaroch, 3a 6eCTOIKOBOCTb Bac HE BUHS,

Ho NPUYNCIATD K MATEXXHNKaM MO>XHO MeHA eaBa Jin.

MprroBopuTb MEHS K Ka3HW Kaxxabl, HABEPHO, 6bl MoT,
Ho nycTb npuroBop B UCMONHEHbE MPUBOAUT NPUPOAA,
W 5 ynnayy nokasiHbst NOCMepPTHbIV Hamor,

BblooxHyB B BO34yx 3eMn, OTKyAa S POAOM.
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FROM THE BOOK

‘A WITNESS TREE"

NOT QUITE SOCIAL

Some of you will be glad | did what | did,

And the rest won’t want to punish me too severely
For finding a thing to do that though not forbid
Yet wasn’t enjoined and wasn’t expected clearly.

To punish me over cruelly wouldn’t be right

For merely giving you once more gentle proof
That the city’s hold on a man is no more tight
Than when its walls rose higher than any roof.

You may taunt me with not being able to flee the earth.
You have me there, but loosely as | would be held.
The way of understanding is partly mirth.

| would not be taken as ever having rebelled.

And anyone is free to condemn me to death

If he leaves it to nature to carry out the sentence.
I shall will to the common stock of air my breath
And pay a death-tax of fairly polite repentance.

137



«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

bYK

Tam rge 3emm Moein Hapes
HespuMbiM KIMHOM BXOAUT B Jiec,

Cpenn KaMHel »XeneaHbl LUECT NOCTaBJIeH.

A PSILOM C BEXOW MEXEBOWN —

ByK, NOBpPeXOeHHbIN, HO XXBOWA,

I'me Ha cTBOME rNy6oKMIA Wpam OCTaBrEeH.
W paHeHbIn cBuaeTenb-6yK,

[aeT NoHsTb, YTO XKU3HW KPYT,

Kak 1 3emnun Hagen, He 6e3rpaHnyeH.

Mbl 3TO 3HaeM C [aBHUX NET,

Ho TemeH Mup, Nokos HerT,

M pasyM Hall K COMHEHVSIM NMPYBbIYEH.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

BEECH

Where my imaginary line

Bends square in woods, an iron spine
And pile of real rocks have been founded.
And off this corner in the wild,

Where these are driven in and piled,

One tree, by being deeply wounded,

Has been impressed as Witness Tree
And made commit to memory

My proof of being not unbounded.

Thus truth’s established and borne out,
Though circumstanced with dark and doubt —
Though by a world of doubt surrounded.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

Bouaun!

Sy neca 3acTbin Ha Kpato:

Tpenb BbIBOOUT APO3A.

[acHeT AeHb, a B Jlecy yXKe MpaK —
Hw nyHbI, HX 3BE3M.

He nos3BonaT ycunns Kpbin

[o TeMHa ycneTb

MpuroToBUTL 4NN NTULLI HOYMET,
Mo>KHO TONbKO CneThb.

KaHyn conHua octaBLuniics Jiyd
3a 3eMNn KOoHell,
Ho nocnegHtoto necHto B rpyam
CoxpaHun neseL.,.

OTa necHs NeTuT 3a CTBOJIbI
B panb, roe cympak rycr,
BbyaTo maHuT natm 3a cobomn
B TeMHOTY 1 rpycTb.

TonbKo S He WarHy 13-nof 38e3f
B neca mpauHbii 3an,

[axxe ecnn MeHs1 NO30BYT...

A HUKTO He 3Basn.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

COME IN

As | came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music — hark!

Now if it was dusk outside,

Inside it was dark.

Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing

To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing.

The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west
Still lived for one song more
In a thrush’s breast.

Far in the pillared dark
Thrush music went —
Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament.

But no, | was out for stars;
| would not come in.

| meant not even if asked;
And | hadn’t been.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

IWENKOBbIA WATEP

OHa — Kak B NoJe LUeNKOBbIN waTtep,
'Oe oT AbiXxaHbsi CONTHEYHOrO AHSA

Cowna poca 1 ocnaben Hanop

PacTsi>xeKk 13 ynpyroro pemHs,

Tak, 4TO Oep>Kallmii TKaHb KeOPOBbIN LLECT,
BepLunHO HaueneHHbI B 3€HNT,

Kak cumBon y6exxgeHHoOCTU B AyLue,

Cam no cebe, Kasasnochk 6bl, CTOUT,

Ho TsHeTcs1, HeBMAMM U yrpyr,

JTto6BU 1 BEPbI HATEN TOHKUI LLENK

K 3eMHOMY, KO BCEMY, YTO ECTb BOKPYT,

W ecnu BeTep No NoJsito NpoLuen

M xoTb 0fgHa 13 HUTEW Hanpsrnace,

To, 3Ha4YNUT, C MMPOM COXPaHuiacb CBS3b.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

THE SILKEN TENT

She is as in a field a silken tent

At midday when the sunny summer breeze
Has dried the dew and all its ropes relent,
So that in guys it gently sways at ease,
And its supporting central cedar pole,
That is its pinnacle to heavenward

And signifies the sureness of the soul,
Seems to owe naught to any single cord,
But strictly held by none, is loosely bound
By countless silken ties of love and thought
To everything on earth the compass round,
And only by one’s going slightly taut

In the capriciousness of summer air

Is of the slightest bondage made aware.

143



«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

BETEP N OXAb

I
CkBO3b NcTonag Tex OaBHUX NeT
XonopgHbii NnpobrBancs CBeT,
A BeTep Kper, OH Llen Bpa3Hoc,
PacluBbipyBan nuctey 6epes.
M s emy cebst Bpy4ymn
XoTb OH, Ka3anock, K CMEPTU HeC.
MeHs1 cCKBO3b Mblflb OH BONIOYUII,
A s cnaran o6pbiBKK hpas
M nen npo cmepTb, HO 3HanN N 5,
Y70 Hago BCTPETUTL CMEPTb He pas,
Mokyna He npuaeT TBOSA!?
[ omKHbI Mbl MOMHUTL UN HET,
Y10 B CKOpPOBHOW NecHe OeTCKNX NeT
3By4NT NPOPOYECKUIN HaKas?
Ho 6bin 6bl rpex ocTaBUTb B HEN
Jnwb nonoBuHy BbITUS,
Jvwb pobpoTy 6e3 Kannu 3na,
Benb Bce, 4TO ObINO HAM BUAHEN
B ropuatiiem cyacTbe HoHbIX OHEN,
JKn3Hb HE NCNOSHUTL HE Mora.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

THE WIND AND THE RAIN

I
That far off day the leaves in flight
Were letting in the colder light.
A season-ending wind there blew
That, as it did the forest strew,
| leaned on with a singing trust
And let it drive me deathward too.
With breaking step | stabbed the dust,
Yet did not much to shorten stride.
| sang of death—but had | known
The many deaths one must have died
Before he came to meet his own!
Oh, should a child be left unwarned
That any song in which he mourned
Would be as if he prophesied?
It were unworthy of the tongue
To let the half of life alone
And play the good without the ill.
And yet ‘twould seem that what is sung
In happy sadness by the young,
Fate has no choice but to fulfill.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

Il
MycTbiHA pacuBeTeT Toraa,
Korpa ponpget
CoO CHEeXHbIX rop B NECKM CKBO3b BOOOBOL,
K KopHsiM Bofa.
Ho 4TO-TO B 3TOM BEPHO He Bcerga.
He Bpa3s oT Bnarn o>xmBeT POCTOK,
CknoHsia cTebenb BogsgHoMy 6ory,
Ho 4To6bl 3eMNt0 OPOCKS NOTOK,
MycTb B 06naka cryLiarotcsa Mops,
He B3sBLM conb B gopory,
M BbiNfecHyTCs, XXM3Hb LIBETAM Aapsi.
BonHa ¢ Hebec HakaTuT TOPONInBO,
lMycTb nenecTku cpbiBaeT — He 6eaa,
Jlnwb 3aBs3b He 3aTpoHyna 6 Boaa,
A 4em cUnbHEN MeHsI MOSIOLET JINBEHb,
Tem co cTuxmen Kpenye cBsi3b MOS.

JKenatoT NTb He TONBKO POT U KOPHMU,
MycTb TSHXKECTb IMBHSI MPUMET ronoBsa,
MycTb Teno 6yget xxaxae He MOKOPHO!

W 3gech He K MeCTy NInHne cnosa.

CTpyen [oxas NbsHNLWBbCS Kak BUHOM,
Kak nackow cBeTa COJIHEYHOrO B HEM.

M a n3 goma B Mo Ntob1MbIN Yac
Cberan He pas,

Korpa no Beyepam ¢ Hebec nunocb —
JInuom K TepsSBLUMM TSHKECTb obnakam,
W cTpymn pactekanucb no Lekam
B3ameH 3abbITbIX Cres.

146

‘A WITNESS TREE"

II.
Flowers in the desert heat
Contrive to bloom
On melted mountain water led by flume
To wet their feet.
But something in it is still incomplete.
Before | thought the wilted to exalt
With water | would see them water-bowed.
| would pick up all ocean less its salt,
And though it were as much as cloud could bear
Would load it onto cloud,
And rolling it inland on roller air,
Would empty it unsparing on the flower
That past its prime lost petals in the flood
(Who cares but for the future of the bud?),
And all the more mightier the shower
Would run in under it to get my share.

‘Tis not enough on roots and in the mouth,
But give me water heavy on the head
In all the passion of a broken drouth.

And there is always more than should be said.

As strong as rain without as wine within,
As magical as sunlight on the skin.

| have been one no dwelling could contain
When there was rain;

But | must forth at dusk, my time of day,
To see the unburdening of the skies.

Rain was the tears adopted by my eyes
That have none left to stay.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

BOT U BCE

EMy kasanocb — B MVpe OH OAVH,
OH B panb Kpuyan v oTKMKa ruckar,
Ho cBow »xe Kprk 06paTHO NPUXOAW

CmMeLunvBbIM 3XOM OT NPUOPEXHBIX CKasl.

C KamHewn, TeCHALWMX 03epa NpocTop,
OH 3Ban ee 1 6bIN HA BCE rOTOB,
JInwb 66l OTBETUN HE NYCTON NOBTOP,
A nognvHHas BcTpedHas 1to60Bb.

W peHb npuwen, ganekun 3ByK BO3HUK,
C xpebTa ckatunacb To4Ka nog oTKoc,

Ha 6epery pasgoBuHyncs TPOCTHUK

V1 BeTep Bcnneck Hap 03epoM pasHec.

Y>Ke BUOHENNCb KOHTYPbI NJ10BLA,

Vx BbicBeTU 6€3)KaNOCTHbIN PaCcCBET,
Ho BmecTo Yenoseybero nuua

Lpyron obprcosancs cunyar.

OneHb-KpacaseLl, BbiLLes 13 BOJIHbI,
OH rane4Hyio ocbInb nepecexk,

M cTpsixmBas BoAy CO CMNuHbI,
Mpeoponen nognecok... Bot n Bce.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

THE MOST OF IT

He thought he kept the universe alone;

For all the voice in answer he could wake
Was but the mocking echo of his own

From some tree-hidden cliff across the lake.

Some morning from the boulder-broken beach
He would cry out on life, that what it wants

Is not its own love back in copy speech,

But counter-love, original response.

And nothing ever came of what he cried
Unless it was the embodiment that crashed
In the cliff’s talus on the other side,

And then in the far distant water splashed,

But after a time allowed for it to swim,
Instead of proving human when it neared
And someone else additional to him,

As a great buck it powerfully appeared,

Pushing the crumpled water up ahead,

And landed pouring like a waterfall,

And stumbled through the rocks with horny tread,
And forced the underbrush—and that was all.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

N NECHWU NTUL NO-HOBOMY 3BYYAT

OH rosopwn 1 BEpW B 3TO cawm,

Y70 cTam NTuL Ha S6NOHEBLIX KPOHAX,
Ycnbiwas necHio EBbl, B ronoca
Bnnetann HOTbI HOBbIX O6GEPTOHOB.

Ona Bena menoguto 6e3 cnos

W HEeXXHbI ronoc nogHumMmancs BBbICb,
Tyna rge Nty no BO34yXy HECHo,
Tex, 4TO OT LWyMa C BETOK COPBa/ICh.

Cnunuck ¢ 3emnu 1 Heba ronoca
B eauHbIn yonBUTENbHBIN Hanes
W 3T 3ByKM HanonHsnm cag,

Kasanocb, 3aTmxaTb He 3aXOTeB.

M necHu nTul no-HOBOMY 3By4Yar
C Tex nop Kak EBa npmnxoguna B caa.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

NEVER AGAIN WOULD BIRDS’ SONG BE THE SAME

He would declare and could himself believe
That the birds there in all the garden round
From having heard the daylong voice of Eve
Had added to their own an oversound,

Her tone of meaning but without the words.
Admittedly an eloquence so soft

Could only have had an influence on birds
When call or laughter carried it aloft.

Be that as may be, she was in their song.
Moreover her voice upon their voices crossed
Had now persisted in the woods so long

That probably it never would be lost.

Never again would birds’ song be the same.
And to do that to birds was why she came.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

JOMOMN!

TeMHeeT, emy nopa JoMOW NMoBepHYThb,

Ho Huyero He BUOaTb CKBO3b NETALLMIA CHET.
[aBuT Ha nneyn ryctasi 6enasi MyTb,

C6uBas abixaHbe, Kak KOT MiafeHLy BO CHE .

Xnonbs HaBanuT U TyT XXe CAyeT MeTenb,
Tonkaet B rpyb, YTo6 OH, Kak 6yaTo B ceaJsio,
BreuaTancs B cHer 1 TPe3BO BbIBEPWI LiENb,
MNMoka Becb MyTb He MOMIHOCTLIO 3aMero.

OH Xo4eT OonTY A0 ABEepen 1 3HaYNT LOVAET,
LleHy 1 uenb oco3HaBasi C TPYOOM,

HaluynaeT pyuKy 1 B3rfISiHET Ha TeX KTO XOET,
Y706 OH MpuLlen, NycTb 3ano3gasLuu, B AOM.

" TpyiM. NepeBoAYMKa: B aHr10A3bI4HON NNTepaType pacnpocTpaHeHa
niereHfa o TOM, YTO KOLUKW MOTYT yAyLUUTb CNAWMUX MIaaeHLEB,
JI0XKacb Ha HUX, MPVBJIEYEHHbIE TEMIOTOM TeMa 1 3anaxoM MoJioKa.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

WILLFUL HOMING

It is getting dark and time he drew to a house,
But the blizzard blinds him to any house ahead.
The storm gets down his neck in an icy souse
That sucks his breath like a wicked cat in bed.

The snow blows on him and off him, exerting force
Downward to make him sit astride a drift,

Imprint a saddle, and calmly consider a course.
He peers out shrewdly into the thick and swift.

Since he means to come to a door he will come to a door,
Although so compromised of aim and rate

He may fumble wide of the knob a yard or more,

And to those concerned he may seem a little late.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

NEPEADIWKA

Bce ynernocb, korga Ha KpaTkuii Mur

OH 3amep Ha nogbeme, 0CO3HasB,

YTO CKNIOHbI FOp — CTPaHuLbl CTapbIX KHUT,
'ie BMECTO CfloB — y30p LBETOB U TPaB.
JloBsi HaoLLynb 3TV NCbMEHa,

B Ku13nn 1 MariHK BUUTbLIBANCS OH,

A Te — 3emJie Japunamn ceMeHa.

Jexxan nepep rnasamun ropHbIA CKIOH

W oTpaxkanuck B 3epkare nuua
HaBesiHHble YTEHNEM MEeYThI,

A He Bpaxka >KecTokoro bornua.

W aToT oyx ynpsimoi 4o6bpoThl,

Mponas ckBO3b Oen 1 BEPOBaHUI LLYM,
HanosiHUT TXM NPOCBET/IEHLEM YM.
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‘A WITNESS TREE"

TIME OUT

It took that pause to make him realize

The mountain he was climbing had the slant
As of a book held up before his eyes

(And was a text albeit done in plant.)

Dwarf cornel, gold-thread, and maianthemum,
He followingly fingered as he read,

The flowers fading on the seed to come;
But the thing was the slope it gave his head:
The same for reading as it was for thought,
So different from the hard and level stare

Of enemies defied and battles fought.

It was the obstinately gentle air

That may be clamored at by cause and sect
But it will have its moment to reflect.
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«JEPEBO-CBUAETEJIb»

156

BTOPXEHUE

[a, 6e3 orpagpl Mouv nons,

Hert, 9 He nopTun Tabnuykamu nec,

Ho aTo BCe e Mosi 3emns

M KT0-TO B MO MMp 6€33aKOHHO BiE3.

CeoboaHo, 6yaTo y4acToK HUYen,
BuHbI He 4yBCTBYS HMKaKoW,

OH rpy60 TPEBOXXUT MOW JIEC U pyYen,
A A c yTpa noTtepsia NoKon.

OH MOXXET KHUIM KaMHen nuctaTtb
['oe TpnnobuToB BrnevaTaH cnea.

VX MHOro HaxoAsiT B HALWMX MecTax,
3aKoHOB 0COObIX Ha 3TO HET.

MHe Beb He XKasiko aTUX BELLEN,
KpaboB Takunx He ogvH 1 He OBa,
Ho oH He xo4eT NoHATbL Boo6bLLE,
YTO KTO-TO Ha YTO-TO MMEET Npasa.

Ho Bopyr oH B MOW NOCTy4Yasncs oM,
Bopbl nonpocwus, cTosn y ABepei.
£ B 9TOT npepior NoBepwn ¢ TPyLAOM,
Ho BHOBb 3emMnisi Mosi cTana Moe.

‘A WITNESS TREE"

TRESPASS

No, | had set no prohibiting sign,

And yes, my land was hardly fenced.
Nevertheless the land was mine:

| was being trespassed on and against.

Whoever the surly freedom took
Of such an unaccountable stay
Busying by my woods and brook
Gave me a strangely restless day.

He might be opening leaves of stone,
The picture book of the trilobite,
For which the region round was known,

And in which there was little property right.

‘Twas not the value | stood to lose

In specimen crab in specimen rock,
But his ignoring what was whose
That made me look again at the clock.

Then came his little acknowledgement:
He asked for a drink at the kitchen door,
An errand he may have had to invent,

But it made my property mine once more.
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N3 KHUTK

«TABOJITA»

BAXHbBIW WAT C NETKWUM CEPJLEM

Ha kapTe cpegu xosiMoB
CMeLLHON ronoBacTuK fer:
onoBka — 03epo, CUHWIA XBOCT —
Bnapatowmn pyyeexk.

A ToYKa c HasBaHbeM Mpu Hell

BuaHa Ha kapTe ¢ TpyOoMm,

Ho B TOM ropogke CMOrn Mbl KYMNiTb
MoyTn YTO 334aPOM [AOM.

OcTaBUB MaLUVHY B rpsiau,

Mbl NOCTy4an1cb B ABEPb

/1 B [OM BOLLIUN, KOTOPbIV HALLN,
KoTopebiin cTan Haw Tenepsb.

Tpu Beka ngyT ctopa

CeMbsi 3a cembeto Benes.

A 3a XonMaMu — Hall okeaH
Ha TpucTa 6ygywux ner.

Mbl NOPO3Hb, HO HE BPO3b

OBeL, nacem 1 KOpoB,

Mbl naLlem 3emsito, KOCUM Tpasy,
CBon xneb 6epexxem 1 KpoB.

W 6ymet y Hac Bnepeau

[MoTok HoBOCTEN 13 raserT,

CTO TbiCAY OHEN, NONAHOXKUHbI BOWH
M copok oauH NpesnaeHT.

FROM THE BOOK

‘STEEPLE BUSH"

A SERIOUS STEP LIGHTLY TAKEN

Between two burrs on the map,

Was a hollow-headed snake.

The burrs were hills, the snake was a stream,
And the hollow head was a lake.

And the dot in front of a name

Was what should be a town.

And there might be a house we could buy
For only a dollar down.

With two wheels low in the ditch

We left our bailing car,

And knocked at the door of a house we found,
And there today we are.

It is turning three hundred years
On our cisatlantic shore

For family after family name.
We’ll make it three hundred more

For our name farming here,

Aloof yet not aloof,

Enriching soil and increasing stock,
Repairing fence and roof,

A hundred thousand days
Of front-page paper events,
A half a dozen major wars,
And forty-five presidents.
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IOHAl BEPE3KA

[MpopBaB HEXXHO-3EeM1EHbIN BHELLHWI CIOWN,
Bepeska 6enblii CTBON OTKPbIS1a CBOM.
KTO LLleHUT HEXXHOCTb FOHOLLECKMX NET,
Ee 3ameTuT. OTOT 6Genbin UBeT

[eHb yanMHuT, a B TEMHOTE ryCTON
Mpu3bIBHO 3acKsieT 6epecToin.

Bcs B 6en10M, nniLlb BeEpXyLUKa 3emeHa,
HenyraHo-goBepurBa oHa,

[Mo3BonMB BETPY, Kak HUKTO B JECY,
Tpenatb ee 3eMeHyo Kocy.
Korpa-Hnbynb ofHaXkabl BCMOMHULLL Tbl,
Kak, Bbipy6asi nof, CTEHOW KyCTbl,

He nogHsn Ha 6epesky cBoW ToMop.
TpocTuHKa aTa Bbipocha c Tex nop.
MpyToK, 4TO N ONs YAOYKKM 6 coluen,
Mpeobpasnncst B HACTOSILLMIA CTBO.
MycTb Kaxapll, KTO NoMo4b Tebe NpuaeT,
Bepesky TennbiM B3rnsigoM obsener,
[MycTb He NOCMEET NPUYMHUTL el Bpen,
HeBa)xHO, Tbl B OTbe3a€e WU HEeT.

OHa BoLua K HaM B XXM3Hb, 1 HecnpocTa
[apoBaHa Ham 3Ta KpacoTa.

“STEEPLE BUSH"”

A YOUNG BIRCH

The birch begins to crack its outer sheath

Of baby green and show the white beneath,
As whosoever likes the young and slight

May well have noticed. Soon entirely white
To double day and cut in half the dark

It will stand forth, entirely white in bark,

And nothing but the top a leafy green

The only native tree that dares to lean,
Relying on its beauty, to the air.

(Less brave perhaps than trusting are the fair.)
And someone reminiscent will recall

How once in cutting brush along the wall

He spared it from the number of the slain,

At first to be no bigger than a cane,

And then no bigger than a fishing pole,

But now at last so obvious a bole

The most efficient help you ever hired

Would know that it was there to be admired,
And zeal would not be thanked that cut it down
When you were reading books or out of town.
It was a thing of beauty and was sent

To live its life out as an ornament.
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NMUCbMO BE3 MAPKH
B CEJIbCKOM NMOYTOBOM ALLMKE

OT nas nca nokos Her,

Bbl, rnsast B HOYb, BKIKOYAM CBET,
A yTpowm, 6yaTo 6bl camo
Bo3HMKNO B ALLMKe NMCbMO

Bes mapkun. 4 Bam Hanucan,
Y710 HEKTO, cAenaBLy npvBearl,
B yrogbsix Bawwmx Ho4esan.

Tam enku toHble Nacnnchb,
Tysamu nNuK TonopLlachb BBbICh,
/1 B TeMHOTE 1X pOBHbIV pPsf
MHe ropopckon HanoMHun cag.
S ner Ha nanHuKe ryctom

[Moa MoXOKEeBENOBbIM KyCTOM,
A OH, OT x0n104a xpaHsi,

YKyTan BeTKkaMu MeHsl,

W s ycHyn, K 3emne crnvHom,
JInuom K BCENEHHOWN Hago MHOW,
Ho BBoOtO BbICMATHCA HE CMOT™:
Kakon-To kameHb Bnuscs B 6OK.
OH cKBO3b TpaBy MeHs JocTarn,
Ho s BopouaTtbcs He cTan,

Y106 gparoueHHoe Tensao

B xonopgHbI Mpak He yTekno.
BHe3anHo cBeT HancKOCoK
HouHoe Hebo nepecek:

To gBe 3Be30bl B OOHY CIUINCH
M, nonbixHyB, cKaTtanncb BHU3.

“STEEPLE BUSH"”

AN UNSTAMPED LETTER
IN OUR RURAL LETTER BOX

Last night your watchdog barked all night,
So once you rose and lit the light.

It wasn’t someone at your locks.

No, in your rural letter box

| leave this note without a stamp

To tell you it was just a tramp

Who used your pasture for a camp.
There, pointed like the pip of spades,
The young spruce made a suite of glades
So regular that in the dark

The place was like a city park.

There | elected to demur

Beneath a low-slung juniper

That like a blanket on my chin

Kept some dew out and some heat in,
Yet left me freely face to face

All night with universal space.

It may have been at two o’clock

That under me a point of rock
Developed in the grass and fern,

And as | woke afraid to turn

Or so much as uncross my feet,

Lest having wasted precious heat

| never should again be warmed,

The largest firedrop ever formed

From two stars’ having coalesced
Went streaking molten down the west.

163



«TABOJITA»

M Baw 6popgsara-3sesnoyeT

B ToT mur otgan cebe oT4er,
Y70 Ny4, NPOHU3bIBABLLMN MPaK,
[ylwia BocnpuHsna Kak 3Hak,
 nBa BnOeHbsA OaBHUX OHEN

B rny6uHax namsatn moen
Cnunnncek, n NpocTynna OTBET
Ha T0, 4TO Ntoan MHOro net
BnycTyto npobytoT NocTuYb. ..
£ Bac npoLuy MeHsi NPOCTUTb,
MoW HeoXXngaHHbIN NeHanopa,
YTO 51 COBbLITEEM 3TUM FrOpPL.

A BOpyr 1 Ball 3ameTuW B30p,
CKBO3b NesieHy NOMSTbIX LUTOP,
3Hak, 4To Ham JapsT Hebeca,
Ho ka)kgpln noHnmaeT cam?

Y Bac cBoW onbIT, CBOW yaen,
Ha cdepme MHoro 6bino gen
3a Bce npowueLve roga,
HoueBkn B none nHorpa —
HeT ypoxxas 6e3 Tpyaa.

W 5, HaBepHO, NOTOMY

Pewwn poseputbes nucbmy,
YT1o6bl OLLNO HaBepHsiKa
BecnnatHon no4yton 6egHsKa.

“STEEPLE BUSH"”

And then your tramp astrologer
From see this undoubted stir

In Heaven’s firm-set firmament,
Himself had the equivalent,

Only within. Inside the brain

Two memories that long had lain
Now quivered toward each other, lipped
Together, and together slipped,

And for a moment all was plain

That men have though about in vain.
Please, my involuntary host,

Forgive me if | seem to boast.

‘Tis possible you may have seen
Albeit through a rusty screen,

The same sign Heaven showed your guest.

Each knows his own discernment best
You have had your advantages.

Things must have happened to you, yes
And have occurred to you no doubt,

If not indeed from sleeping out,

Then from the work you went about

In farming well — or pretty well.

And it is partly to compel

Myself, in forma pauperis,

To say as much as | wrote you this.
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N3 KHUTK

«HA BbIPYBKE»

[OPOrA

Lopora, 4To BBEPX MAET
Kasanocb, ncyesna yxe,
HauaB B Hebeca noner.
Ho panblue Ha Bupaxe,

BepHyBLUMCb, HbIPHYNA B J1EC
W 3amepna B TLnHe,

Yigs nop 3eneHbl HaBec.

W npencraBnseTcs MHe,

YT10 OBMXET roptovas CMecb
MaLuvHbl nocnyLHYO cTanb
Jlnwe Tam, roe gopora ecTb.
BnnsocTtb cBs3aB 1 ganb,

He moxxeT nomoyb 6eH31H
[Mokon 1 noneT No3HaTb,
YT1O OApPUT BCEBLILIHSAS CUHb
W neca 3eneHas rnagp.

FROM THE BOOK

“IN THE CLEARING”

THE MIDDLENESS OF THE ROAD

The road at the top of the rise
Seems to come to an end
And take off into the skies.
So at the distant bend

It seems to go into a wood,
The place of standing still

As long the trees have stood.
But say what Fancy will,

The mineral drops that explode
To drive my ton of car

Are limited to the road.

They deal with near and far,

But have almost nothing to do
With the absolute flight and rest
The universal blue

And local green suggest.
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yxon

Vpy B popory,
I'Ae Be4YHOCTb XOeET,
M o6yBb Hory
Y>e He XXMeT.

Opy3bs capsTcs

3a obwmn cTon...
MpoLwanTe, 6paTupbl,
A a ywen.

He posepsito
Yy>xum cnegam,
He Tak ns pas
Ywen Agam.

3abynbTe 0OrMbl
Bubnenckux tem,
Benpb 51 He nporHaH
HukeMm, HK Cc KeMm.

py 3a necHem:

“I'm — bound — away!”,
[Mokypa 4ecTHO

4 Bepto en.

Ho moxeT Bce xe
BepHycb onsiTb,

Konb cMepTb He CMOXXET
YpoK MHe gatb.

‘IN THE CLEARING”

AWAY!

Now | out walking

The world desert,

And my shoe and my stocking
Do me no hurt.

| leave behind

Good friends in town.
Let them get well-wined
And go lie down.

Don’t think | leave
For the outer dark
Like Adam and Eve
Put out of the Park.

Forget the myth.
There is no one |
Am put out with
Or put out by.

Unless I’m wrong

| but obey

The urge of a song:
I'm — bound — away!

And | may return
If dissatisfied
With what | learn
From having died.

" «5] yxoxy!» — nNpuneB HapOAHON aMepUKaHCKOW NECHN
«Oh, Shenandoah!», nto6umoit ®pocTom
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HABCET 1A

Y NyTHVKOB NPOLWSbIX IeT
3a MHoroe s B JoNry:
OHU NponoXunu cneg,
KoTopbIM 1At Mory.
[laBHO 1X ronoc ymork,

M Mol HeBo3BpaTeH [OST.

OHW HUKOTAA He peluat
KoHei1 Hazap, NoBepHYTb,
BpaHsi 3a HecneLUHbIiA Lwar,
C Doporu MeHst CryrHyTb.
CneLuaT OHM HecnpocTa:
Lpyrvie nx xapyT mecTa.

Tenepb 5 ugy oguH

Mo anomy okTs16pto

M KpoHam 6epe3 1 OCuH
MbICNEHHO FOBOpPIO:
«[Jopory ofienv Bbl

B nblnarowmii UBeT NUCTBbI,

Ho Bckope noracHeT fnec,
COnHLE NOKMNHET 3EHUT,
MapneTt 6ennsHa c Hebec
W nerkni cHer oTTeHuT
Mo Bcel gopore necHom
JINCcThbeB y30p pe3HoN.»

OTTUCK MOVX ClefoB
MpepBeTcs Korpa-HMbyab.

Hy uT0 X, 51 6yny rotoB
[oBepuTb fanbHenWnn nyTob
Crnefam MbILWWHBIM U JINCbUM
MoBepx 3aCHEXEHHbIX JINCTLEB.

‘IN THE CLEARING”

CLOSED FOR GOOD

Much as | own | owe

The passers of the past
Because their to and fro
Has cut this road to last,

| owe them more today
Because they’ve gone away

And not come back with steed
And chariot to chide

My slowness with their speed
And scare me to one side.
They have found other scenes
For haste and other means.

They leave the road to me
To walk in saying naught
Perhaps but to a tree
Inaudibly in thought,

“From you the road receives
A priming coat of leaves.

“And soon for lack of sun
The prospects are in white

It will be further done,

But with a coat so light

The shape of leaves will show
Beneath the brush of snow.”

And so on into winter

Till even | have ceased

To come as a foot printer,
And only some slight beast
So mousy or so foxy

Shall print there as my proxy.
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