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IIEPEIMOBA

36ipauk mnepekaaniB «ARS TRANSLATORICA-IV» Buxomuth y
MeXKaX CIIABHOTO IIepeKAaJallbKOTO MPOEKTY Kadeapu poMaHo-
repMaHCBKOi (pinosorii PiBHEHCBKOro mOep:KaBHOTO TyMaHITApPHOIO
VHiBEpCcUTETY 1 (paKyAbTeTy AIHIBIiCTUKH HallioHaABHOTO TEXHIiYHOTO
yHiBepcHUTeTy YKpaiHu «KHiBCbKUN MOAITEXHIYHUMN IHCTUTYT iMeHi ropsa
CiKOpPCBKOTO».

30ipHUK o00’e¢mHye TIepeKaanu NOpodpeciiHUX IepeKaanadiB i
CTYLEHTIB, 4KI IpPEeACTaBHUAM CBOI IIepIlli €eKCIEpUMEHTH Ha
nepekaaganbKii HUBI. [[bOTO POKY y HBOIO VYBIHIIAM IIEPEKAAIU
VKpaiHCBKOI0O MOBOIO 3 HEBEAUKHX AaHTAIMCBKUX, HIMEIIbKUX,
dppaHIy3bKHX, iICIAHCHKHUX, TOABCBKUX, SITOHCBKUX TBOPIiB ab0 YPUBKIB
13 HUX.

OCHOBHOI0O METOI0 BHOAHHYA € IIOIyAdpH3allid Ta PO3BUTOK
YKPaiHOMOBHOI'O IIE€pPEKAaAy, 30KpeMa IMIAIXOM 3aAy4eHHS 40 IIi€l
CIIpaBU IIOYATKIBIIIB — CTYAEHTIB (PIAOAOTIYHHX CIIEIiaAbHOCTEH, dKi
IIyKaIOTh CBiM IIAGX Y IIpodpecii i yacTo He MarOTh 3MOTH BUIIPOOyBaTH
cebe, moTpebyoTh IpodeciiHol MiATPUMKU i mopaau Bil AOCBiIYEHUX
koaer. CriomiBaeMocs, 1110 iXHi¥ AeOT MaTUMe TifHe ITPOMOBXKEHHSH, i
MOAOJE TIOKOAIHHS TAyMadiB TBOPYO 1 IIAITHO IIpalfoBaTUME 3a0As
30AMKEHHs YKpPaiHCBKOI KYABTYPH 3 KYABTYypaMH CBiTy Ta 3aaad
PO3KBIiTYy i 30arauyeHHsl yKpaiHCbKOI MOBH.

Peodxonezis 36ipHuxa
«Ars Translatorica»

3ayBaskeHHd i Hopaau penakIlifiHoi KoAerii MaroTh Jopaaduil XapakTep; pillleHHs IIPO OCTATOYHUN BapiaHT
IIepPeKAaIEHOr0 TEKCTY IIpHUMae repexkaaaad.
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IIEPEKAAIH 3 AHT'AIMCBKOI

AHHA TPECOBA

Binvsim Bnetik
AYHA B TPABAX
B:>xe coHIle BcTae,
Heby pamicTh mae;
I 13BOHU O3BEHSTH,
[ITo6 BecHy npuBiTaTh;
A Ka¥UBIp 1 LIIIaK
Y KyluKax Tak
YapiBHO 3By4aTh,
3BYKU Bropy A€TSTH;
Hac posBara egHna —
I'pae B TpaBax AyHa.

Crapuii [I>3K0H, CUBUH OiA,
Ham cMmieTbca ycain,

BiH cunuth min gyoKowM,

3 IHIIIUM AIOOM Pa30M.
I'pa ix Tak BECEAUTS,

Bo 3k BOHM, X04 HA MUTB,
JiTbMHU 3HOBY CTalOTh,
Hawm nmopaau naroTs:

«['pa gaa Bcix Hac omHA —
3 Hamu rpae AyHar.

Koawu BpewiTi maseya
[IpuninHga TOBKOTHEYY,
CoHlIIe 3HHUKAO 3 HeDecC,
['pu cKiHYUBCHA HIPOIIEC.
[ B o6itimax MaTycCh
[ITameHsaTa 4oMyCh
Ctuxam, Ha4de Bifg 4ap,
[x sMopuB meHHUI XKap.
JiTBopa 3acuHa,

B TpaBax cruxaa AyHa.
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William Blake
THE ECHOING GREEN

The sun does arise,

And make happy the skies;
The merry bells ring

To welcome the Spring;

The skylark and thrush,

The birds of the bush,

Sing louder around

To the bells' cheerful sound;
While our sports shall be seen
On the echoing Green.

Old John, with white hair,
Does laugh away care,

Sitting under the oak,

Among the old folk.

They laugh at our play,

And soon they all say,

«Such, such were the joys
When we all—girls and boys—
In our youth-time were seen
On the echoing Green.»

Till the little ones, weary,

No more can be merry:

The sun does descend,

And our sports have an end.
Round the laps of their mothers
Many sisters and brothers,

Like birds in their nest,

Are ready for rest,

And sport no more seen

On the darkening green.
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OABI'A AEMWJIEHKO

dxegpi 9ocep
AETEHAOMU ITPO CAABHHX XIHOK

AETEH/IA TIPO TI3BY
Tym nouuHaemoscs AezeHoa npo Tizby, myueHuuro 3 BasinioHa

Koaucs gaBHO y caaBHIM BaBinoHI
Cemipamiga npaBuAa Ha TPOHI

[ 3axucTHAa rpag 3 yCix CTOPIiH

Bopgoro 1 MypoMm 13 MIITHUX II€TAWH.
[Ba Aopau IpoKUBaAU TOHOPUCTI

Y npoMy HalBEAUYHIIIIOMY MiCTi,
CycimaMu My>i OTi OyAH,

Ta Mmixk cagub Myp 3 KaM€EHIO 3BEAHU.
OnuH 13 HUX YyJ0BOro MaB CUHA —
Halkpaiioro MmoAoguka KpaiHu,

A iHOIMM — OOHBKY, 1 1i Kpaca
3aTbMaproBasa csaiBoM Hebeca —
Ka3zaau Tak npo HHUX yCi CyCiOKH.

AmKe 9yTKU HE BUHHUKHYTH Hi3BIIKH —
3a caaBy cro xau ggaKye cycial

Tomai BBaxkaAu: MUABHYBATHU CAif
JiB4aT Big pi3HUX ITOMHAOK XKUTTEBUX —
Takuii 3aK0H OYB OAS yCiX MiCIIEBUX.
[Tpo Ti3by noBima OBigii HawM,
XAOITYMHA K TOM iM’a HOcuB I[lipawm.
Och Tak TAITKH 3YMOBUAHN OasKaHHS:
BoHu 3pocTasu i pocAO KOXaHH4...

Bske ¥ BiK HacTas, II0 Yac 10 A0y CTaTh;
[Hux nBoxX MOTAM O HaBiKHW IIOEAHATD,
9K He mepedynuTH 0aTbKU O CXOTIAH.

Ta nmouyTTs OyAU Takoi CHUAU

[Ilo xxomeH APYT HE MIr iX 3yIIUHUTE,
Toxk TaeMHUILIl MyCHAU XPAHUTh.

[ moTaeMHi iXHi BCl CTpIYaHHS
PosmaaroBaau 1rmoaym’ss 0askaHHS.
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Haxkpuit BOroHb — BIH PO3TOPHUTHCS 3HOB;
Big 3abopoHu Tak 3pocTta # AI00O0B.

B cTiHi, gKa 1110 Tapy po3aiadaa,

3 4yaciB, 9K IIPeOKH MICTO 3aCHyBaAH,
Po3koaAMHa AUIllaracsa BY3BKA,

AUl cMyzKKa CBiTAa HIlAa 110 HiHA TOHKA.
Ta oad KoxXaHHS IIASIX 3aBXKIAU 3HAUIETHCH. ..
3akoxaHi — B AeTeH/Il TaK BEeIeTbCd —
3HaUIIAU B CTiHI OTOM BY3€HBKUHU Aa3
(HacHaxkye cMiAuBICTH ITOBCSIKYAacC)

[1Io6 rornocaMH, MOB Ha IIOKasIHHI,
TUxeHBKO IIIEeINOoTiTh CAOBA KOXaHHS:
Kagaucda Tak, 110 CAyX AUIII X BYUyBaB,
HeMmoB 10 Mypy XTOCH iX IpHUKyBaB.

3 omHOr0 GOKY TaK CTOSIB XAOITYUHA

Jlo iHIIIOTO MpUXOoaHAa AIBYMHA,

[ITo6 roaocu KoxXaHi iM MMOYyTh.
Haragpga4diB Bogasocss oOMaHyTh;

[IloaHa MOAUAUCH, IIIOO CTiHA Ta BIlasa
«Brmagu nmomoay! — Tak BOHH OAaranmvi,—
Bo gepes 3a3apicTh po3aiagent Hac!

Tobi maBHO po3macTHCH BKe Jac.

A 9K He MOXK€EII 30BCIM PO3BAaAUTHCH,
[o3BoAb Toi Xoua 6 Ha MUTH 3yCTPITHUCD,
[I1o6 1oITiAYHOK Hac ITaAKHu# 3irpis,

BiH BU3BOAUTH BiZl XOAOLYy CTpPaxiB.

Mu, rmornpu Bce, OOITHHUII TPHUMAEM,

Tu gyeri, 9K MU CTOTHEMO M CTPasKIa€EM,
[IIo6 HaIi TH cAOBa IIepenaaa,

Tox ngakyem, xo4 BTixa cd Maaal»

KoAn BoHU 3i3HaHHS T1 CKIHYaAU,

CTiHy XOAOOHY HIKHO ILIiAyBaAU

[ Mycuam BKe 110 JOMiBKaxX HUTH,
CxoBaBLIUCH i TIOKPOBOM TEMHOTH,
[ITo6 He TOMITHB iX HIXTO LIIKABUMH,

[ He mimiAa IO CBITY IIPUKpPa CAaBa.
TpuBaauii 4ac oCh TakK Y HUX BEAOCH,

Ta garkoch Peba CBITAO PO3AHAOCH

9
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[ B>ke ABpopHu IPOMEHI HECITUHHI
Pocy BCIO BUCYIIIMAU 00 KPallAWUHHU.
[TpuiiinoB go miciig 3yctpidi [lipawm,
Yekas Ha Ti30y BiH, i came Tam

Ci nBO€ CKAaAU CITPaABIKHIO ODIIISTHKY
3 IOMIBOK yTEKTH III€ OO0 CBITAHKY,

Y AypHi OXOPOHIIIB BCIX IOIIUTH

11 3a Myp Ha BOAIO pa30M IIOCIIIIIHTG.
I, 11106 He moTepnaTu Big OAyKaHH4,
BoHu HOMOBHAMCH IIPO CTPiBaHHSI,

B ymMOBHUH YacC MixK IPUMICBKHUX JOAUH
Tawm, ne AexKuTh IoxXoBaHUM 11ap HiH.
S3UYHUKN KYMUPIB IITaHYBaAH

I 3a3BHYall y AyKax ix XoBaAH.
Koaoas3p 6AM3 Moruau Toi OYB...
CkaxKy Ipocrilllie, KoKeH 1100 ITo4yB:
JloMOBUAMCH BOHHU, HA AUBO, IIBUKO;
AU COHEYKO OYAO 3aI0Bro0 BUIKO,
A>K TIOKH 3aKOTHAOCH B OKEaH.

[Tipam cro Tiz0y B3gB Tak MiIlHO B 6paH,
[ 3ycTpiui Tiel Tak 6azkaAoCh,

Toxk, K g KpOBOM HOYi BCE CXOBaAOCH,
CBo€ 00AMYYS BKPHAA IIi Byasb

I mogasack Ha caMOTi yaaAb.

Aunivaa Bcix obiTHHII 3apaiH,

I BCce, o maaa. Tyt HeMae pagu, —
Bo kiHKa 31aTHa IIIUPO MTOKOXaTh
Koro HacnpaBai Moxke 1 HEe 3HATH!

Jlo mepeBa miBYMHA IIOCIHIIIIHAA —

[i Ar060B Ge3cTpariHo 3pobusa —
Ta ¥ ciaa mig KoAoaa3b BIAIIOYUTE.
A>K TYT i3 Xalll AeBUIIS BXKe OiKUTh,
9K BTiAeHHd XKaxy i HeOe3IeKH,

I KpoB cTiKae 13 ii HameKu —

Tak crmpara g0 KOAOMsI3sI BeAA...

A Tizba 11e rmobaumraa ¥ 3Moraa
BTeKTH y IPEeBEAUKIM XBUAOBAHHI

B nieuyepy, 110 DpuUMITHAA 3apaHi.
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Bona Tak mBHIKO 0iraa, 1110, Ha >KaAb,
3aeTiaa i3 06anYYs i Byaas,

A miBumHa Ii He IIiaXO0ITHAA,

Bo Mmpisiaa B Ty MUTH OICTATU KPHUAAQ,;
3airineHina B TEMPSIBI MEPILN.
AeBUlld X IpubyAa Ha BOAOIIN

[, HaBKpPYyTH 00X0asT9M KPUHULI,
Byaarb y3piaa, 110 Oyaa B AiBUIL,

[i cxommaa i BUMazasa B KPOB,

A 1oTiM ITOBEpPHyAacCh B Xallly 3HOB.
Tomi # Ilipam B Te Miclie HaroguBCs,
Aae 3aHanTO BAOMaA 3a0apUBCH.
XAOTmYMHA HEMMOBIPHO HOCIIIIIAB,
JlomoAy o4i ITOHOYi TpUMaB,

A Micanp cgaB, i, Xo4 Oir BiH IIBUIKO,
Byao yce Hanpouyn modpe BUIKO;

[Tim HOrM KMHYB OKOM M MUTTIO 30Ai,
Bo Ha 1micKy 1mobadymB A€Ba CAifl.

[ cepiie 3pa3y obipBaroCh B HBOTO,
30Aia Ha AMII Bif 3morany ¥ TPHUBOTH.
CkpuBaBA€HE y3piBIIN CIIOBUTTH,
Bpa3s 3akpuyan: «Hamio meHi xxuttsa!
Cqa HiY 000X KOXaHIIIB Mac BOUTH!

Yu 3Moxky B Tiz0u mpollleHHsI IIPOCTH,
Slk110 ii mpuBiB s A0 Oimu?

Bona Bxe BMepaa, — cBig4aTh ce caigu!
9k mir AIBYUHY S IEPEKOHATH
[Tpu#iTu crogu, 11100 CMePTh CBOIO IIPUMHATH,
A cam crizauBcg! Xo4 OM IOCHIIIUB,
Toni 6 ii zkuBOIO TYT 3yCTpPiB!

SKI110 TOM A€B illle CUOAUTD Yy Xallll,
Hexaii 3arvHy s y HBOTO B IIAllll,
Hexaii posipBe TiAO HaA IIIMATKH,

Xatt BHiCcTh ceplie, obrpuse KicTKu!»
Byaab cXomuB BiH i 0OMUB CABO3aMU
CkazasB: «CBo€ KUTTH IIPOKUB 0€3 TIMU;
Biguy# ke, K 13 MEHE AAETBCS KPOB,
Bo BTpaTuB pa3oM 3 Tiz00io0 Ar060B!»

11
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[ cepiie mpoHu3aB cobi yzapom.

KpoB 3 HBOTO ITOAHMAACH TIOTOKOM SPHM,
HemoB Boga, 9K TpiCHE BOOOBII.

A Tiz0i 111e cUX AUX HE3HAHUH XiI,
Bona cama cumgiaa y TEMHOTI

[ mymaaa : «Ilipam mi#t y TypO60oTi
HamneBHO, B:XKe MeHe IIIyKa€e CKpi3b,
Aunxi ig03pyU B HBOMY HIJHAAUCH).
OToxK, BOHA 31 CBOTO BHUHIIIAQ CXOBY

Jo npyra Ha DJOAWUHY IIPUCMEPKOBY:
«CKaxy MoMy: BiJ A€Ba KO1aB 3aTHH,

[ Mili mepecTpax 3po3yMi€ BiH.

[ TinO BpeLITi-pemIT 3HaANIIIAa KOXaHe,
[Ilo B Kopyax OMAOCH Ha 3€eMAI BiJ paHH,
[ B HET MUTTIO IT0X0AOAQ KPOB,

Bifg >kaxy ceplie 3LIMIEeHIAO 3HOB.

MoB kpetifna 30AimAa i Ti€l 3k MUTI
3moraa, 110 3pUTh, HAPELITI 3PO3YMITH,
[lipam koxaHuii ymupa ii!

Bescuai TyT yci caoBa MOi.

9k Tizba Ha cobi Boaoccs pBaaal

[ sk cebe KOpPCTOKO KaTyBaaa!
3BUBasacd BiZ ropd Ha 3€MAI,

Ha panu caApO3U 9K AMaa cBOil
BMmoyasa mmaablli B KpoB MOTO 3 ITAadaMu,
MacTtuaa B Hili AUIle CBO€E 6e3 TaMH,

AK obitimara MmepTBOTO BOHA!

9K ronocuaa, Hadye HaBicHAa!

SIK TyOU TTOXOAOAI 1TiAyBaaa!

«XTO 11€ BUMHUB? XTO CKOIiB CIO I10TaAy,
[ITo6 MHMAOrO MO0 3aHAIIACTUTE?

SIKOU TH MIr 31 MHOIO TOBOPUTB!»

[ roroBY Hioro Gepe y pyKH.

Ille B HIiM He 0 KIHIIE 3aCHYAU MYKH,
[TogyB Kpi3bk cMepTHUH COH, 9K Tiz0a 3Be,
BocTanHe 3BiB AHIlE B3Ke HEXKUBE

[ IpUBHUIOM IOAUHYB 3 CHOTO CBITY.
Bona cxomnuaachk, — 11100 Temnep y3piTH

12



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

Byaab kpuBaBy U mixBU 6€3 Mmeua,

A motiMm — Med yOuBYHH IToMiya

I MmoBUTE: «B3Ke 3KUTTS MeH1 HEMUAE;
Moga pyka HelllacHa Ma€ CUAY

3aBagaTh KiHeIlb TaK caMo i cobi,

[ TUM IOKAACTU Kpai raady # Kypbi.
Tox g y cMepTh pylIar 3a ToO0, —
IIpoMOBOIO 03Basacd TakKOO. —

Ha cBiTi cMepTh €AMHA HaBCAKYaC
Moraa 3 To6010 PO3AYIUTH HAaC.

Aae po3ayKu OiabIlie B HaC He 0Oyae,

91 3a To6010 OYyIy HTU ITOBCIOIU.
AunieHb peBHUBUX IIPOILY g 6aTHKIiB
He BuMilIaTu CcBiMf Ha AiTAIX THIB, —
A>Ke KOAUCH 1 BU MOTAU KOXaTH, —

I3 HUM Hac pa3oM MIPOILy ITIOXOBATH.
Ha cmepTh AIOO0OB Hac HIupa IIpUpeKaa.
Xatt He 3a3HAIOTh OiABIII KOXaHII 3Aa
Takoro, K CyAHAOCE HaM y Iapi,

Xal He AITKHYTb TakKi iX MyKH 4pi,

I xa¥ >KiHKH, 1110 CIIOBHEHI1 Y€CHOT,

He nmoTpamnagdioTh 40 CMyTHUX IIPUTOLT!
['ocrioab Tak BU3HAYUB, 1110 KIHIIl B cTaHi
MoB 40AO0BiK, OyTh BipHOIO B KOXaHHIi;
JloBOAXKY S C€ Ha CBOIM MIASXY!»

Meua BoHa cxormnaa 0e3 cTpaxy,

Bo Big Aro00Bi KpoB ii KHITiAQ,

1 uuMay> y ceprie Med 0TOi BCTPOMHAA.
Ochb Tak cnoynau Tizba i [Tipawm.

Biab11 OaaropogHui My>K HE3HaHUU HaM,
Ta 1 y KHUKKax TaKOTo He 3HaWIIIAOCH
Tox nipo [lipama Bce oTe BeAaoCd...
3yCTpPiTh TAKOIO IIACTS 3a KUTTH,

Bo 3maTeH BiH Ha HIUpe HOYyTTs!

Ta 1o 6 He BOisIB My3K TOW 3HaAMEHUTHH,
[ >KiHI1l MO CHAru TakKe 3K BUUHUTHU.
Tym 3axiHuyemwscsi AezeHoa npo Tizby.

13



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

Geoffrey Chaucer
THE LEGEND OF GOOD WOMEN!

THE LEGEND OF THISBE
Here begins the Legend of Thisbe of Babylon, Martyr.

Once in Babylon occurred all this,

That town which queen Semiramis

Had ditched all about, and walls did make
Full high, of bricks they did hard-bake.
There were dwelling in this noble town
Two lords, who were of great renown,
And lived so nigh each other, on a green,
That there was but a stone wall between,
As often in great towns is the custom.
And truth to tell, one man had a son,

In all that land one of the liveliest.

The other had a daughter, she the fairest,
That eastward in the world was then dwelling.
The name of each to the other did bring
Women who were neighbours thereabout.
For in that country still, without a doubt,
Maidens were kept guarded jealously
And narrowly, in case they did some folly.
The young man was named Pyramus,
Thisbe was the maid, Ovid says thus;
And in gossip they went hand in glove,

So that as they grew so did their love;

And truly, by reason of their age,

Might have been joined as one in marriage
Except their fathers would not give assent,
And so alike in love was their intent

That none of all their friends could yet,
Prevent it, but oft secretly they met

By cunning, and spoke of their desire;

For veil the coals yet hotter is the fire,
Forbid a love, and it is ten times greater.
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The wall which was between them there
Was split apart, from the top right down,
From the moment it first graced the town,
Yet this cleft so narrow was and slight,

It could not be seen in broad daylight.

But what is there love cannot espy?

These two lovers, for I tell no lie,

First finding this little narrow cleft,

With voices low like one who does confess,
Sent their words through the cleft apace,
And told, as they stood there in that place,
All their tale of love and all their woe
Whenever they both dared to do so.

Upon the one side of the wall stood he,
And on the other side there stood Thisbe,
The sweet voice of each other to receive,
And thus their guardians would they deceive.
And every day this wall they would threaten
And wish to God that it were down-beaten,
Thus would they say: ‘Alas, you wicked wall,
Through envy you hinder us in all!

Why won’t you break or fall all in two?

Or at the least, if you cannot, if you

Would but the once only let us meet,

Or once only exchange kisses sweet,

Then we’d recover from our cares cold.

Yet nonetheless we obligation hold,
Inasmuch as you suffer us to moan

Our words through all your lime and stone.
And so with you we should be pleased.’
And when these words of theirs had ceased
They would kiss the cold wall of stone

And take their leave, and forth would go,
And this was gladly in the eventide,

Or wondrous earl, lest men them espied;

A length of time they spent in this manner
Till on a day when Phoebus rose full clear —
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Aurora with the streams of her heat

Had dried the dew from the grasses sweet —
Unto this cleft, where they were wont to be,
Came Pyramus, and after him Thisbe

And made a promise, by their faith I say,
That very night they would steal away
Beguiling their guardians every one,

And forth from the city would be gone;

And as the fields were so broad and wide,
To meet at a sure place and time beside,
And they set their meeting place to be

At King Ninus’ grave beneath a tree,

Since pagans who idols’ favours curried,
Were then usually in meadows buried,

And fast by this grave there was a well.
And briefly this tale for to tell,

The covenant was made wondrous swiftly,
And the time the sun spent seemed lengthy
Before beneath the ocean it sank down.
This Thisbe had such great affection

And such desire Pyramus to see

That, when she saw her moment, she

At night stole away full secretly

With her face all veiled subtly;

For all her friends, to keep her vow —

She had forsaken. Alas, what pity now,
That ever a woman should be so true

As trust in a man she thought she knew!
And to the tree swiftly she went apace,

For love made her fearless in this place,
And by the well she sat her down to rest.
Alas, then came a wild lioness

Out of the wood, without delay,
Blood-stained from some beast it did slay,
To drink at the well there as she sat;

And so when Thisbe realised that

She rose up with a full fearful heart,

And to a cave, with frightened foot, did dart,
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For by the moon she saw it well withal.
And as she ran her veil she let fall

But took no heed, so terrified was she,
And glad it had been possible to flee;
And thus she sat in darkness wondrous still.
When the lioness had drunk her fill,
Around the well she began to wind,

And suddenly the veil did she find,

And with her blood-stained mouth it rent.
When this was done, away she went

And took to the woods to reach her lair.
And at the last Pyramus came there,

But all too long at home had stayed he.
The moon shone, men could clearly see;
And on the way as he travelled fast

His eyes on the ground a-down he cast,
And in the sand that he was gazing on
He saw the broad footprints of a lion,
And in his heart he shuddered so,

And grew pale, and fearful, his hair rose,
And coming near he found the veil all torn.
‘Alas,’ quoth he, ‘that ever I was born!
This one night two lovers’ deaths will see!
How shall I ask forgiveness of Thisbe
When I am he who has slain her, alas!
My bidding has slain her, here it was.
Alas, to bid a woman go by night

Into a place where peril might alight,
And I so late! Alas, if | had been simply
At this place before her more promptly!
Now whatever lion is in this forest,

My body must he rend, or my breast
Some wild beast, and gnaw at my heart!’
And with those words to the veil did dart,
And kissed it oft and wept on it full sore,
And said, ‘Veil, alas I can do no more,
Than let you feel as well the blood of me,
As you have felt the bleeding of Thisbe!’
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And with these words he smote him to the heart.
The blood from the wound did sudden start

As water when the conduit broken is.

Now Thisbe, who knew naught of this,

Sitting alone in terror, she thought thus,

If it so befall that my Pyramus

Comes hither and he cannot me find,

He may think me false, and unkind.’

And out she comes, and after him she spies
Both with her heart, and with her eyes,

And thought, T1I tell my fear indeed,

Of the lioness, and my every deed.’

And at the last her love then she found
Beating his heels against the ground,

All blood-stained, and backwards she did start,
And like the waves began to throb her heart,
And pale as boxwood she, and at a throw

She realised, and did fully see and know,

That is was Pyramus, her heart’s dear.

Who could write how deathly did appear

Thisbe now, and how her hair she rent,

And how began herself to torment

And how she lay and swooned on the ground,
And how she wept tears to drown his wound,
How mingled his blood with her plaint,

And with his blood herself began to paint,
How embraced the corpse so, alas!

How woeful this wretched Thisbe was!

How she kissed his frosty mouth so cold!
‘Who has done this: who has been so bold
To slay my dear? O speak, my Pyramus!

It is your Thisbe, who calls you thus.’

And therewithal she lifted up his head.

The woeful man it seems was not yet dead,
When he heard Thisbe her own name cry,
On her he cast his heavy deathly eye

And sank again, and yielded up the ghost.
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Thisbe rose, without a sound almost,
And saw her veil and his empty sheath,
And then his sword, that made his life cease;
Then spoke she thus: ‘My woeful hand,’ quoth she,
Ts strong enough for such a deed I see,
For love will give me both strength and boldness,
To make a wound large enough, I guess.
[ will follow you, and I shall be
Companion yet cause of death,” quoth she.
‘And though nothing but death only
Could separate you from me truly,
You shall no more part now from me,
Than from death itself, I go with thee.
And now you jealous fathers of ours,
We that once were children of yours,
We pray you, that without more envy,
In one grave together we might be,
Since love has brought us to this piteous end.
And may a just God every lover send,
Who loves truly, more prosperity
Than ever had Pyramus and Thisbe,
And let no gentlewoman venture more
To enter into such an adventure.
But God forbid that a woman can
Be less true in love than any man,
And, for my part, I'll show it here!’
And his sword she grasped without fear
That with her love’s blood was yet bright,
And to the heart she herself did smite.
And so Thisbe and Pyramus are done.
Of true men I find but few or none,
In all my books, save this Pyramus,
And therefore have I spoken of him thus,
For it is a delight to men to find
A man who can in love be true and kind.
Here you may see, whatever man may be,
Woman will dare to do as much as he.
Here ends the Legend of Thisbe.
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xegpi 9ocep
AETEHOHA ITPO CAABHHX XIHOK

AETEHIA TIPO APIA/TIHY
Tym nouuHaemocs 1ezeHoa npo ApiadHy

Cynnga nekeabHUii, Minoce i3 Kpury!
HacraB TBili yac Ha aBaHCIIEHy BUUTHU!
Aae TU1Iy s HE AUIlEe TOOi,

Bo xouyy HaragaTu i cobi

IIpo 3paay BipoaomHoro Teszes,

[ITo roHOpPOM 1 6E€3aYIITHICTIO CBOEIO
Ypemrri-petT po3rHiBaB Tak OOTiB,

[Ilo oo KiHIIA >KUTTS ITOYEPBOHIB.

Tenep mouny. By Minoc map Ha Kpurti
CTo MICT MOTO €rioI0 IMOKPUTI,

A cuH Horo, 110 AHAPOT€HOM 3BaBCh,

B adiHCBKIiH IIIKOAI CTapaHHO HaBYaBCh.
Aae 3armHYB TOH irocod IOHUMH,

Bo 3a3apicTh 4acTo pBE XKUTTEBI CTPYHU
Toxk MiHoc 3 BifickKoM 10 AdiH IIPUTIAUB,
[ Haz yce mOMCTUTHUCSA XOTIB.

TpuBaaa oBTO ¥ HYAHO Ta ocaia,

Ta cTiH MIITHUX He 3MIr BiH 3pyHHyBaTH,
A Hicyc, 1110 B TUX 3eMAgX OyB lLlapeM,
TpumaBcda y 00A031 MOAOALIEM.

I MiHOoca HITpOXU HE AIKaBC4,

AKX TIOKU OPUKPUN BUIIAQO0K HE CTABCS
JKoCh mo4yKa 11aps Ha [IPOMEHAaL]

Ha myp 3i#imiaa, 11106 TASHYTH Ha Ttapa
11 3a IPHMXO0I0 TKOTOCH 3A0TO IyXa
Bpa3s 3akoxasacek B MiHOCa 110 Byxa —
Xapu3MoIo AiBYa BIH 3aCAIIIUB,

[Ile # 06AaIyHOK COHSIYHO CBIiTUB,

Tozk momoraa #iomy 6e3 ocToporu

[ pigHE MiCTO KMHyAAQ i HOTH,

[Ilo6 MUAyBaB ¥ KapaB, KOTO XOTiB,
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Ta 3a0M BiH 3a g1o06po it BiAIAQTHUB:
BTonuB AiBYUHY y Xyp0Oi i ropi —

Autr 60ru criiBu4yBaaH ii JOAI...

Ochb Tak 3arapOHUK cTaB 11apeM AdiH.
BiH 3pyH¥HYBaB 1€ Millb YUCACEHHUX CTIiH

[ HakazaB MmicTaM, 110 IMiIAKOPIAUCE,

[Io6 3 maHUHOIO KOXKEH PiK ABASIAUCH,
[iTet cBOiX y XKepTBY 1100 BiggaTs —
ITpo 11€e g maai 6yay roBigaThb...

[Hap MiHoC cTpaxiTAUBOTO MaB 3Bipa,
Jlku#il B yCixX MOpoOaKyBaB 3HEBipY,

Bo MiHOTaBp 3A0BICHUM OXKHpPaB
Ycakoro, XTo Ha 04i TpamagasB.

Tozk KOXKeH TpPeTiH piK ycCi HOKIpHO
XKeptB obupasru — CBiguy mocToBipHO! —
BarariiB i OifHIKIB CUHHU

[TAnAM Ha KopabAgxX A0 Uy>KUHH,

[Ilo6 mmoTiM MapChKUM MOAAPYHKOM CTAaTH.
A MiHOC Mir XKUTT4 DoOapyBaTH,

Bigmatu Ha moTasy MOHCTPY, BOUTh—
AOU 3a rubdeAb CUHA BIIOMCTUTH

[ adiHsgH IIIOCUAU HIPUTHUCKATH,

[Ilo6 BiYHO y CcTpaxy yCiX TPUMATH.
BianAuB momomy Iricas Bcix 60iB

1 TpamuIlio JKOPCTOKY BCTAHOBUB,

[Ilo icHyBaaa o0 TOrO BUIIAOKY,

dx nmap Ere equHOrO Ham@aaka

ByB 3mylnieHHU# Ha BipHY CMEPTH I1I0CAATH
Bo BUHATKIB He Mir To# xkepeb MaThb.

Jlo MiHoca Ha cyn BiH IIPUHIIIOB 9K XK€PTBa
AOHU TIOTASTHYTBH B 04i BipHi#l cMepTi,

A moTiM y B’I3HUIII ITPUHIL YEKAB,

[ITo6 moxkupaHH4 Yac CTpallHUM HacTas.
Xou ™1 punai, Tezero, xo4 Kpimucs

Ta moAi, IK IPOCTOAIOAUH CKOpPHCS!

ByTh BASYHUM Ma€ TOM, 9 CIOAiBaBCh,
XTO i3 Aa1l CMEPTI BAAAO BPITYBaBCH!

9k XKiHKa rogapye LIaHC JOXKHUTU —
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Bigrak OOBIKYy Ma€ml il CAy>KUTH,

A 111€e KOoXaTh ii 4O CKOHY AIT

Ta mo croxkeTy HOBEPHYTHUCH CAIL...

Y Gamrri, ne yB’a3HeHut Tesel,

CKHIB BOaAHHI Bi cBiTAA 1 AIOIEH,
CriHa ogHa CyMiXKHOIO 6yaa

3 noMeIlnKaHHAaM, dKe 1ap Kputy # 3aa
CBoiM moykaM 000OM BiZIBiB KOXaHUM
Ha Byawuiio ix BikHa BU3HUpaAU
[TomobaaocCk AiBYaTaM T€E KUTAO

He 3Haro, 9K TO CTAAOCH YU OYyAO

Aae BuTTd Te3ed HEITPUHAIHE

ITouyau 10H1I Peapa 11 ApiagHa

BoHU OUBUAUCEH § Ty CaMy MHUTb

9K MiCcAILp OIIBHIYHUN MEPEXTUTH

A crniatué cecTpam 30BCIM HE XOTIAOCH
Toxk ropy y3daa cepaedHa MHAICTb

[ cniBYyTTAM [0 4yTOrO 3-3a CTiH
[TpoHUKAHCH, 60 TTOBimaB OpaHeIlb iM,
[Ilo mpuHIL BiH i #ioro 6ima critkasa
Toxx ApiagHa Peapi i ckazaaa:

«Tu 2K gyeln naad 1ie¥, gopora cecrpa,
[IpuHII TaK BoAa€, IIEBHO 1€ HE Tpa,
Hesske moTpanus y 6iy HEBUHHUMI?
Bo HaaTo Mpuil maa4d OTOM HECIIMHHUU.
[Tpoiy Tebe 3i MHOIO 4 ITiTH,

Bo npuHILy PO X049y IIOMOILTHY.

A deapa Tak cecTpi BiAIIOBIAAE

MeHe TexX KaalCTh IIUpPa CIIOHYKae
YparyBaTu B’93HA OLILOTO

Horo ITKOAYIO OIiABII, HiXK OYIb-KOTO.
To3K MPOIIOHYI0 BMOBUTH OXOPOHIIA
[IpuBecTH B’93HS HAM [0 CXOOIY COHIIM.
YIKIII0 TOM IIPUHI] YYAJOBUCBKO 310AQ —
3mo0yae Boaro. IHIIIE AUTIT CAOBA.

oro M1 Ha CMiAUBICTH IEepEBipHM:
Xal 3BakKuUThCA Ha 0ilf i3 UKUM 3BipoM
I momikoaye, 1110 HEMA MeyYa.
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Y aabipuHTi, Ae iX cMepTh cTpida
BigoMmo, Ma€e MOHCTP IIPOCTOPHUN CXOBOK
OcCBITAEHUH — IILOTO HEBUIIAIKOBO
ocraTHbo, 11100 yAapUTU MEeUeM,
CokupoI0, IINKOM abo HOXKEM,
[agaro, Tak ypsATyBaTUCh 3MOXKE

B0 40AOBiIKy TakK YUHHUTHU T'OXKeE.
3pobiMO KyAi 3 KyAl 3 BOCKY ¥ KOHOIIAI
9IK MOHCTP PO334BUTH IIIEAEIIN CBOI,
Jlo poTa Haill repoi ix Bpa3 MOILIAUTE,
[Io6 roaox BraMyBaTh i 3yOU 3ILUIIUTD.
9lK cTaHe MOHCTP TY CMaKOTYy KyBaTb
Te3eil moyHe Ha HHOTO HAIIAIAThH

11 micrame 36poro, CXOBaHy B TEMHHII
HaragmayeMm B BEAUKIH TaA€MHUILI.
JAst MOHCTpa CXOBOK 30yayBaAHu Tak,
[Ilo Buxim 3 HPOTO 3HAMIE AHII MacCTakK.
Ile aabipunT. I g Tak BimgyBaio,

[Ilo moBepHYTHUCA HaIll BOIH Mae€

TuM caMUM HIAIXOM, 3a IKHM 3ame.
Hexai#t Hazam KAyOOK Horo Beje

3a HUTKOIO Ha CBIT BiH Buiine boxxui,
9K MOHCTpa B AQDipUHTI IIepeMOoKe.

A TIoTiM, 9K OJOAOMY BiAIIAUBE

Xait crpazka i3 coboro 3abepe

[ TaM oMy IIPOIIEHHS IoAaPYE,

Bo B THX KpasiX BiH caM BOAOZIAPIOE.
Taky nopany s1 HaBaXKyCh OaTh».

Yu BapTy€e PO3B’d3KY BiAKAAOATH?
Toxk Harasgmad MpuUBIB 10 HUX Teses,
BciM Bnaaoro 3masacd 1149 iesa

[TpuHIT HAa KOAIHAX TaK CTaB IIPUCITATD:
«['oToBHUH g TOOI XXUTTH BiogaTh,
CAYKUTHMY [OIIOKH AUXaTh Oymy,
Aurt nepemory y 6010 3100yay,
Bigpasy craHy s TBoiM pabom

[ pabChbKUM g MUITATUMYCh SPMOM

Jo ckoHy. Bo 9K He 3aruHy HUHI,
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3peuycsa mapcTBa g Ha 0aTHKiBIITUHI
Cayroro cTaHy OpHu OABOPi TBOIM,

YK HaropoauIll TUTYAOM TaKUM,
[TpuiiMy 3a 4eCTh TaKy BUCOKY MHAICTB.
B cAy>KiHHI BUSABAATUMY 4 IITUPICTD,
Kutp Oyay auin Ha xaibi i Bomi

B po6oTi He BizHaIOTH Aarebi

Mesne Hi MiHOC, aHi iHIIHUN Lap.

MeHne He 6a4yuB B 04i BoAoAAD,

Tozk He BIIi3HaA€ U y CAy3i IIPOCTOMY,

Bo obepexxHuM O0yay 9 B yChOMY,
[TokipHO Oyay m1aHy BUSIBASITH

HixTo MeHe He 3MOKe yIIi3HATh.

XKurta BpatyH i Oyay gaai skuTH,

[Ilo6u B iM’d BOAOZTAPKHU CAYZKUTH.
Harasmada xopoOporo 1poro

Jlo 6aTeuyka BiAmIpaBAIO 1 CBOTO —

B M0iM Kparo oTpuUMaeE BiH IIaHY

[ 6AaTOPOTHUM YOAOBIKOM CTaHe.
Boaomapko, 9K AuLiap 94 Kaxy,

9 cuH map4, 1 Tak 3aCTeEpPeEXKy:

Ak O6yne Ha Take ['ocrioHS BOAd,

[Ilo Bac yTprOX B MiM Kpall 3aKHUHE OAd,
Y 1o4Ti 9 CAyKUTHUMY 1 Tawm,

BpexauBe cAOBO He IIPOMOBAIO Baw,
SIKII10 TTOKIPHO g 3aIIPOIIOHYIO

CAyzKHUTHU, MHUAICTB S TaKy LIHYIO.

SKIII0 HEBOAAO TYT SI IPUCAYXKYCh,

o Mapca B MOAUTBaxX TO1 3BEPHYCH
AbGu 110CAaB MEHi BiH CMePTh O0e349ecHy
Xay 3 Opy3gaMU 9 Y CTpaXKAaHHAX IIE3HY
A nyx Mifi HelIpuKassHUY OAyKa
Hoyamu, B MyKax CIIOKOIO IIIyKa,
Has3ByTh Me€HE BCi 3pafHUKOM IIOCMEPTHO,
A oyx 1mie 1 OCOpOMHUTH B LIAPCTB1 MEPTBUX.
AKII0 KOAUCH 3arparHy Oiabllie s,

Hixx masna moBeAUTeEABKA MOS,

Hexait g y ranp0i 3a3Ha0 cMmepTi!
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91 Bce ckazaB, MosI IpeKpacHa Aemil»
Tezeitt 6yB 4oAOB’ITa X04 KyIU
[TpuHagauM OyB y I0HI ABAAIISTH TPH,
Ta akbu XTOoCh IOYYB Horo 6aaraHHs,
Jlo cai3 6u ITPOMHSIAO OTe 3i3HaHH4,
Toxx ApiamHa Ha XKIHOYHUU Aa
OpamoBiaa oMy, 6e3 BCix 3aBaf:
«[{apeBuii CUHY, AUIIAPIO0 XOPOOPUH,

9K cTaHeln TH CAyTrolo B 4Yac HenoOpuii—
[anbba To Oyme Bpa3 yciM kiHKam!
Takoi moai He 6azkaro Ham!

CepaeuHny g TobOi Hapyr0 MUAICTE,

[Ilo6 BUSIBUB THU y ABOOOI CTiHKIiCTB,

A moTiM mo6pOTy M0 HAC SIBUB

[ BUMHKOM ILIMM M€EHI ¥ CecTpi O0BiB,
[Ilo MU KUTTS HegapMa BPSTYBaAU.

91 6 kparie 3a ApyzKUHY TObOI cTaaa,

Bo 6aaropoaHa KpoB y Hac 060x

Mu 6 nmpaBUAM y HaAIIUX ITapCcTBaxX BABOX
Tebe He MOXKY HEIOOIIHUTU

ABGO IPOCTUM CAYTOIO TYT AUIIIUTH —
[Ilo 40AOBiK He 3pOOUTH i3 CTPaXy?

He 3p0o0Ar0 IIPOIIO3HILiIO TAKY.

Moiii cecTpi, SIKIIIO HA CE€ BXKE UAETHCS
31 MHOIO yTiKaTHU JOBEAETHCS

AbGo0 pa3oM 3i MHOIO CMEPTH 3yCTPiTh,

A Kpaire 6yA0 3 HEIO OIPYKHUTH

TBoro HalaaKa, siKk BEPHEI J0A0MY.
Taxk BigmoBim. I Oyme Bce moToMmy.

SIKIIO TOKASICTHUCH XOY€EIll, IIPUCATaANCI.»
«Kaguyce» — ckaszas. «IHakille romnpoliancd,
Xall MOHCTP MEHE Ha IIMaTTd PO3IAEpeE,
[ KpoB Mo 110 TebOe ITPUTIAUBE,

9k xouent. | akOu s 36por0 MaB,

To g Ha Hill Tenmep O6U ITpUcAras,

AbBu caoBaM HHsIAA TU OiAbIlle Bipu
Kassayca Mapcom, y 9K0Tro BipiIo,

9k BUXKUBY 1 He Briagy B 6010,
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I He ckaay TOAIBOHBKY CBOIO,

9 KopabeAb 3BiCIAb HE TIOBEMY,

SK BipHiCcTB g TOOI He moBemdy.

Tenep HaBaxKyCh IpaBAy 9 CKa3aTHU
Ty He Moraa Ha BiAcTaHi 1ie 3HaTH,
Aae Tebe s Bce JKUTTH KOXaB

I moHan Bce mobauyuTu O6azkas,

Hixk Oyap-gdKe XKUBe 3eMHE CTBOPiHHA
IToBip M€HI, KAGHYCH, I1€ CAYKiHHHI
CiM DOBTHUX POKiB S CAMOTHBO BIB.
Temnep Mos1 TH, g K TBIH IIOTOTIB,
Baagapka Tu AdiH 1 moro cepud!»
Voro MaHEepH 1 CAOBa, 34a€ETHCS,
IloTimuau napiBay. [lo cectpu

BoHa 3BepHyAach M’IKO i 6e3 rpu:
«CecTpulie, pa3 3 To000 MU 11apiBHU,
[HapeBi cmagkoeMHUIll B AdiHax,

[Ilo MOXKyTPh i TpaBUTEABKAMU CTaTh,
3MOrau BiZ CMEPTI HpPUHIIA BPSATYBaTh,
A KOo3KHa miBa bAaaropoaHa Mpie,

[Ilo myzka BpATyBaTh 3 611U 3yMie€,

A 111e K MaB IIASIXETHY BiH METY,

Bci 3po3yMiroTh Hallly IpaBOTy

[ HaM HIXTO HE CKaXKe CAOBA 3A0TO

He KuHe 3BUHYBa4Y€HHS TSI3KKOTO».
AOH Bif CAIB [10 miAa IEpEeurTH,

Tes3ero MOBEAOCH Big HUX HITHU

I BUKOHATH OOITHHUIIL BCIiX IETAaAI,
[Ipo HUX yce BU ILIIOMHO IIPOYUTAAU.
A 3ramaHi BxKe 30poro i KAyOOK
CxoBaB TIOPEMIIIUK caM 6€3 OCTOpPOT
B nmomemnikanHi crpamHoro Minoraspa
[To6Au3 aBepeti, abu Boasacs crpasa.
Te3ess MpUPEKAHN TO1I HA CMEPTH,
[Ilo6 MOHCTP po3ipBaB HOTO YIIEPTh.
3a Apiagau mobpoi rmopaau
YynmoBUCHKO 300POB repoit Halll pamo,
KAyOoK Ha30BHI HIASX HOMY BKa3as...
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XaormdyrHa AaOiPUHTOM ITPOIIETASIB,
JicTaBCh 4YOBHA 13 CTPaXHHUKOM Ha apy —
[pyXuHa ¥ CTaTKU TaM HOr0 4YEKaAH,
3abpaB KoxaHy i ii cecTpy,

Ille ¥ cTpazkHUKA 34 IIOCAYTY OTY.

Tiel HO4Yl Bupymnau 3 Kpury

o ocrpoBa Eainm 1106 gorautu —
Bo npys3iy Tezesa Tam Oyau —

Tok CBATKyBaAU I'y4HO 1 ITHAH,
Koxany obifiMmaB repoit 10CUAU —
ByB BOSYHUN 3a PATYHOK i3 MOTHAH.
HoBuit BiH 4oBeH caMm 00AalITyBas,
MICILIEBHUU AIO[] B yCbOMY IIOMAaraB —

[ HamI repoii BIAIIAUB 3BIATIAB OJOOOMY.
o ocTpoBa y IIyCTHILI MOPCHKOMY
JlicTaaucya 9K MicdIllb 3aCBIiTHUB.

B maaekii TiM TAyIIi HIXTO HE XKUB.
Jlo O6eperiB CKeASICTHX B Hid IIPHUCTAAU
Bo Bxe BiZ BTOMU CUAH BCl BTpadaH,
3ifaAu Ha y30epeskKs CIIOYUBATh,
Tezelt minioB Ha y306epexKKd CIaThb...
9 maro mBHAIIIE BCE OIOBiAATH...

9K ApiamHa TexX BAITAAcCd CIIaTHU
[IpuHagHOIO 3MaAaCh HOMY cecTpa

[ denpy BiH Ha Kopabeab 3abpas,
YkpasB ii 1 BTIK 11e¥i HUIIUY 3paaHUK,
[ToanmmuB ApiaaHy 0e3ropaHy.
JlonomMy rAMB BTiKa4 Ha BCIX mapax —
Haii yopTiBHA MOMYy yKazke IIAIX!
Tozk 6aThKO HOT0 3 rops YTOIUBCH. ..
Ta moBigaThk PO HHOTO I BTOMUBCH. ..
Xal 3pagHUKIB iX TPYHOK OTPYITh!

Jlo ApiagHu Maro MOCHIiIIUTE,

9lKa, CTOMUBIIIHUCE, TAUOOKO 3aCHyAa

[ cMyTKy MafOyTTs 111e HEe Bigdyaa.

3a Hei Mo€ cepaeHHFKO OOAUTH!
[I[pOKUHYBIINUCE ¥ CBITAHKOBY MUTD,
BoHa cama y AIKKY OITMHHUAACH
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«J1 3pamkeHal MeHi Bce 3po3yMmiao!»
Boaoccsa pBaTh Bif rops rmodasa

o y36epesxksksa 60COHIXK ITilIAa

I 3aBoAana: «/le TH, Mili reporo?

YoMy HE MOXKY CTPITHCS 3 TODOOIO?

To xTO K 13 HAc, CKaxXKu M€EHi, IIOMeP?»
AHIII €xX0 ii BTOpHAa BIATENED.

Hikoro HaBKpyTH, AUII MIiCHIlb CBITUTD,
Toxx Bumepaack Ha ropy. 3BiATU BUOUTD,
9K Kopabeab TiKa€e B mMarediHb

[ 3 boaeM B cepili CTOTHE HaB3/IOTiH:

«3a Tebe Tripiii TIABKU AUKIi 3Bipil»

Yy rpilllHUK TOM, XTO MIOPOAUB 3HEBIPY?
Boaaaa: «IloBepHHCE 1 ToKaai!

9 maro Takoxk OyTb Ha Kopabail»

Ha naauifo B4aAoCh NPUITHYTH XyCTHUHY,
[ITo6 BiH 3razaB, 110 ApiagHy KUHYB,

Ta Bce mapMma — BiH BiAIIAUBaB BCE JaAl...
Yrasa Ha KaMiHH4 y I1e4aai,

3BeAach, X04 HIr He 4uyaAa Bim 6iau,
IlommiaAyBasa Ha IiCKy MOTO CAiH.

BoHa Tenep g0 AlZKKa ITPOMOBASIAA:
«Mo€e THu A0OKe, IBOX TH KOAHUXAAO,

Jlai BiAIOBiAL MEHI 3a ABOX TEIEP —
Kynu nomiBca 3pagHUK 1 TO3€ep?

[ 1o MeHi, 3HecAaBAEHiH, poOUTH?

9K TpamuThCs YOBHY illle IPUIIAUTU
JlogomMy IOBEPTATUCH I CTUAAIOCH,

Bo g poauHu pigHOI CTpaxarcChs,

He 3M0xKy HOBEPHYTHUCH B PiIHUM AIM

[ BUXony He 0a4yy B 60AIO ITiM...»

Yu MoKy orucaTh Te rope? B 6imax

[Ile noBrO kUBOTiIAA. B I'epoidax

ITpo 11e OBimiti moOpe omoBiB.

Ckaxy, 1110 6yAo gaai ¥ IOTOTIB.

Boru nopsTyBaAU Bif 3HEBIp'd—

Ak Conie norpanag B Tiabiig cy3ip’a
Haitgackpasiia cge 13 KOpOH,
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[Ilo ApiagHi fapyBaB BECh COHM
BoriB OaiMIIy Ha ITaCAUBY OOAIO.
311iArMAaCgd BOHA Bi TOro DOAIO
11 HaBiKH oceaHAach y paio....
TyT g 3aBepIily ONOBiAbL CBOIO.

A gK XTOCh cTaHe 3PaJHUKOM B KOXaHHI —
Hexaii mekeAbHY IAaTy BiH gicTaHe!
Tym 3axiHuyemscsi 1e2eHoa npo ApiadoHy

Geoffrey Chaucer
THE LEGEND OF GOOD WOMEN

THE LEGEND OF ARIADNE

Here begins the Legend of Ariadne of Athens.
Judge Infernal, Minos, of Crete king,
Now your turn comes, you come into the ring.
Not for your sake alone I write this story
But to recall again to memory
Theseus’ great faithlessness in love,
At which the gods of high heaven above
Were angry and took vengeance on your sin.
Blush red for shame! Now I your life begin.
Minos, who was the mighty king of Crete,
And ruled a hundred cities strong and great,
Sent to school his son Androgeus,
To Athens; and so it happened thus
That he was slain, learning philosophy
In that same city, and solely through envy.
The great Minos, of whom I speak,
Sailed there, revenge for this to wreak;
He besieged Alcathoe hard and long,
Yet nonetheless the walls were so strong,
And Nisus, who was king of that city,
So valiant that little fear showed he.
Of Minos and his host he took no care
Till on a day befell this adventure there,
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That Nisus’ daughter stood upon the wall
And of the siege viewed the manner all;

It so happened that in the skirmishing
She lost her heart to Minos the king

For his beauty and his chivalry, say I,

So deeply she thought that she would die.
And briefly to tell this tale apace

She helped Minos to reduce the place

So that the city lay all at his will

To save whom he wished or else to kill.
But wickedly he repaid her kindness

And let her drown, in sorrow and distress,
Except that the gods on her took pity,
Though the tale is too long now for me.
King Minos conquered Athens also,

And Alcothoe and other towns so;

With this result, that Minos has driven
The people of Athens so, he must be given,
From year to year, their own children dear
To be slain, as later you shall hear.

Minos kept a monster, a wicked beast,
That was so cruel it swiftly made a feast
Of any man brought into its presence
Without delay, against it no defence.

And every third year thus, without fail,
They cast lots, and so goes the tale,

Rich or poor, they must their son take,
And of their child a present make

To Minos, for him to save or Kkill,

Or let his beast devour him at its will.

And all this Minos did out of spite;

To avenge his son was his delight

And keep the men of Athens in thrall
While he should live, and oppress them all;
And home he sailed when the town was won.
The wicked custom its course long had run
When the king of Athens Egeus

Must send his own son, Theseus,
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Since him the lot had fallen upon

To be devoured, exception was there none.
And forth is led this woeful young knight
Unto the Court of Minos outright,

And in a prison fettered fast is he

Until the time that he should eaten be.
Well may you weep, O woeful Theseus,

You are a king’s son, condemned thus.

I think a deep gratitude you would hold
For anyone who saved you from care’s cold!
And if now any woman should help you,
You ought to be her servant too,

And her true lover, from year to year.

But now to return to my purpose here.

The tower in which Theseus they did throw
Down in the bottom, dark, and wondrous low,
Was joined by the wall to a privy

That belonged to two daughters, I read,

Of King Minos, who in their chambers sweet
Dwelt above, facing the main street,

In great mirth, and joy, and happiness

I know not how, it happened nonetheless,
That as Theseus complained by night,

The king’s daughters, Ariadne bright,

And her sister Phaedra, heard it all,

All his complaint as they stood on the wall
And looked there upon the bright moon.
They had not wished to go to bed so soon,
And for his woe now they felt compassion.
That a king’s son should be in such a prison
And be devoured, they thought a great pity.
Then Ariadne spoke to her sister free,
‘Phaedra,’ she said, ‘beloved sister dear,
This woeful lord’s son can you not hear,
How piteously he laments his kin

And the lowly state which he is in

All guiltless? Surely I feel ruth!

And if you will agree, by my truth,
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He shall be helped, whatever we can do!’
Phaedra answered: 1 am as sorry, too,

For him as ever I was for any man;

And to help him as best as we can

I say we call the jailor secretly

To come and speak with us right swiftly,
And bring the woeful man when he comes.
For if he this monster overcomes,

He would be free; there is no other way.
Let us test him deeply, and let him say
Whether, if a weapon he should have,

He would dare his life protect and save,
Fight with the fiend, and himself defend.
For in the prison which he must descend,
You well know the beast has a place

That is not dark, and has room and space
To wield an axe or sword or stave or knife,
So that, I think, he well might save his life;
If he should prove a man, he shall do so.
And we shall make balls of hemp also

And wax, that when its jaws gape, then fast
Into the beast’s throat he shall them cast
To quell its hunger and so foil its teeth;
And right anon when this Theseus sees
The beast choking, he can on him leap

To slay him, before they further meet.

The weapon shall the jailor ere that tide
Secretly within the prison hide;

And as the house is crinkled to and fro
And has such complex ways to go —

For it is shaped as a maze is wrought —
['ve a remedy for that in my thought,

That with a clew of twine the way he’s gone
The same way he may return anon,
Following ever the thread till out he’ll come.
And when he the beast has overcome,
Then out of this dread away he may flee,
And the jailor too with him may lead,
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And at home advance him in his country
Since so great a lord’s son is he.

This is my counsel if such he dare take.’
Why should I longer story of this make?
The jailor came and with him Theseus.
And when the thing had been settled thus,
Down fell Theseus on bended knee:

‘The rightful lady of my life,” quoth he,

‘I, sorrowful man, condemned to death,
I'll not, while I still have life and breath,
Part from you after this adventure,

But in your service thus will I linger,

And, as a wretch unknown, I'll serve you
For evermore until my days are through.

[ will forsake at home my heritage

And, as I said, be at your court a page

If you vouchsafe me that in this place
You’ll grant that I receive such grace

As to have naught but my food and drink;
And, for my sustenance, work, as I think,
So that neither Minos nor another might -
Since he’s not seen me with his own sight —
Recognise in me the man you save;

So cannily and so well I'll behave,

And so disguise myself, act so humbly
That in this world no man shall know me,
So save my life, exist in the presence

Of you who show me all this excellence.
And to my father shall I send further

This worthy man who is my jailor

And reward him so that he shall be

One of the noblest men in my country.
And, dare I say it, my lady bright,

[ am both a king’s son and a knight.

I God will it so, if it might be

That you were in my country, all three,
And I with you to bear you company,
That I tell no lie thereof, you’d see.
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And if I offer in a humble manner,

To be your page, and serve you right here,
If I do not serve as humbly in this place,

[ pray to Mars that he give me such grace
That shameful death here on me might fall
And death and poverty on my friends all;
And that my spirit by night might go

After my death and walk to and fro;

That I may of traitor possess the name
And my spirit walk to do me shame.

And if I ever claim higher degree

Unless you vouchsafe to grant it me,

As I have said, a shameful death I'll die!
And mercy, lady! Nothing more say 1.’

A handsome knight was Theseus to see
And young, only twenty years and three;
But whoso had seen his countenance
Would have wept for pity of his penance;
And for which, Ariadne, in this manner,
Answered his offer and his demeanor:

‘A king’s son and a knight also,” quoth she,
‘To be my servant and in such low degree,
God forbid, would shame us women all,
May He never let such fate on me fall!

But send you grace of heart and skill also
To guard yourself and bravely slay your foe,
And let it be hereafter that I may find

You to me and my sister here so kind

That I repent not the saving of your life.
Yet it were better that I were your wife
Since you are as nobly born as I

And have a kingdom, fast nearby,

Than I should let you suffer underserved
Or that I let you as a page me serve.

It is not an offer that befits your kindred;
But what is there man will not do for dread?
And as for my sister, since that it is so
That she must go with me if I go,
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Or else suffer death as well as me,

Unto your son, as truly too, must she

Be wedded to your son at your homecoming.
This is the final end of all this thing.
Swear to it here on all that may be sworn.’
Yes, lady mine,” quoth he, ‘or else torn
May I be by the Minotaur tomorrow!

And my heart’s blood may you borrow

If you so will; if I had knife or spear

I would let it out, and thereon swear,

For then more readily you will believe.

By Mars, who is supreme in my belief,

If I might live on thus, and not fail
Tomorrow in the battle to prevail,

I would never from this place flee

Till you the very proof should see.

For now, if the truth I’'d dare to say,

[ have loved you full many a day

Though you knew it not, in my country,
And desired above all you to see

Of any earthly living creature.

Upon my truth I swear, and you assure,
These seven years I have your servant been.
Now I have you, and also you have me,
My dear heart, of Athens the duchess!’
The lady smiled at his steadfastness

And at his honest words and demeanor,
And to her sister spoke in this manner
All softly: ‘Now, sister mine,” quoth she,
‘Now we are duchesses, both you and me,
And pledged to the royalty of Athens,

And both hereafter likely to be queens,
And have saved from death a king’s son,
As it is ever a noblewoman’s wont,

To save a noble man if she might

In honest cause especially his just right.

[ think therefore no one should us blame
For this, nor burden us with evil name.’
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And briefly of this matter for to make,
Theseus of her his leave did take,

And every point was performed in deed

Of the covenant, of which herein you read.
His weapon, his clew, the things I said
Were by the jailor in the house there laid,
Where the Minotaur had his dwelling

Right fast by the door, on his entering.

And Theseus was led unto his death,

And forth unto the Minotaur’s dark breath,
And by the counsel of this Ariadne

He overcame the beast, his bane was he,
And out, by means of the clew, again

He came secretly when the beast was slain;
And with the jailor’s help he filled a boat
With his wife’s treasure, setting it afloat,
And took his wife and noble sister free

And the jailor too, and with all three

He stole away out of the land by night

And to the isle of Aegina he took flight
Where he had a friend in his knowing.
There they feast, there they dance and sing,
And in his arms he has Ariadne

Who led him from the beast to safety,

And gets himself a new boat before long,
And of his countrymen a large throng,

And takes his leave, and homeward sails he.
And by an island in the wild sea

Where there dwelt of creatures none

Save wild beasts and that full many a one,
His boat against the rocks he laid,

And in that isle half a day delayed

And said that on the shore he must rest;
His mariners had done just as he wished.
And to tell this story but in brief

When his wife Ariadne was asleep,
Because her sister fairer was than she

He took her by the hand, and forth went he
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To ship, and as a traitor stole away

While Ariadne there sleeping lay,

And towards his country he sailed so —
Twenty devils way may the wind him blow!
And found his father drowned in the sea.

[ wish to speak no more of him, indeed.
These false lovers poison be their bane!

But I turn to Ariadne once again

Who in her weariness deep Sleep did take.
Full sorrowfully her heart may awake.

Alas, for her my heart now feels pity!

Right in the dawning awake did she

And groped in the bed, and found him not.
‘Alas!’ quoth she, ‘that ever I was wrought!

[ am betrayed!” And her hair then she rent
And to the shore barefoot fast she went

And cried: ‘Theseus, my heart’s sweet!
Where are you, with you I may not meet,
Who might thus by beasts have been slain?’
The hollow rocks answered her again.

No man saw she, yet bright was the moon.
And high upon a rock she clambered soon
And saw his boat a-sailing in the sea.

Cold grew her heart and right thus said she:
‘Meeker than you I find are the beasts wild!’
Did he not sin who her had thus beguiled?
She cried: ‘O turn back in your sin for pity!
Your boat lacks one in its company!’

Her kerchief on a pole then hoisted she

So that by chance the head-cloth he might see
And remember he had left her there behind
And return, and on the shore her might find;
But all for naught; his way he has gone.

And down she fell swooning on a stone

Then up she rose, and kissed with sad care
The print of his feet where he’d passed there,
And to her bed right thus she spoke too:

‘Oh bed,’ quoth she, ‘who have received us two,

37



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

You should answer for two, not just for one!
Where away has your greater part now gone?
Alas, what shall I, a wretched girl, become?
For, even if some boat, some ship may come,
[ dare not sail home to my land, for fear;

[ can advise me no course of action here.’
What shall I say more of her complaining?

It was so long, it would be a heavy thing.

In his Heroides Ovid tells us all;

But briefly I'll say what did befall.

The gods came to her aid, out of pity,

And when the sun’s in Taurus men see

The stones of her crown shining clear.

I'll speak no more of the matter here,

So false lover may his true love beguile:

And may the devil requite him in a while!
Here ends the Legend of Ariadne of Athens.
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OAEKCAH/P OAPIH

Ockap Bailinwo
BPAXKEHH/S: 1. CuayetTHn

Y cuBHUX cMyTax Mope BCE,

He B TOH nMe BITPOBiM HyOHUH,
[ Mmicanb, MOB AMCTOK CYXHH,
BiH Hag 3aTOKOIO HeECE.

Air 9JopHUH YOBEH, MOB 0(POPT,
Ha 6iaiM TAl HIIITAHUX KiC,

Tam oHTa, CMiIOYHCH, 3aAi3,

Y coHI1lg BigbAMCKax, Ha 6OpT.

Tawm, e KpOHIIIHEIIB KPUK, CBiM IIASIX
B TymMmaHHHUX TpaBax, Haropi
BepcraroTh 10HI 2KHUBApIi,

MoB cuayeTu B Hebecax.

Oscar Wilde
IMPRESSIONS: I. Les Silhouettes

The sea is flecked with bars of grey,
The dull dead wind is out of tune,
And like a withered leaf the moon
Is blown across the stormy bay.

Etched clear upon the pallid sand

Lies the black boat: a sailor boy
Clambers aboard in careless joy

With laughing face and gleaming hand.

And overhead the curlews cry,

Where through the dusky upland grass
The young brown-throated reapers pass,
Like silhouettes against the sky.
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- Tomac Myp
51 APPA, YUH Y JABHI IHI Y 3AAAX CIIIB AYHAB

g apda, yuit y gaBHi aHi

Y 3asax CHiB AyHaB,

Himye B Tapi Ha cTiHi,

MoB ayx miceHb IpOoIaB.

CrouTh rOpOiCTh AT, 9Ki IPOUIIIAH,
I caaBU TpemneT 3rac,

1 ceprid, 1110 IparHyAn XBaAH,
B:ke He 3a0’10ThCcsa Bpas.

BoxkiB 1 maHH 9CHUX ITOBIK

He Bpa3utk apdu a3BiH,

BHOUYi1 AUIII CTPYH 3raga€e CKpUK
MUHYBIIHWHY PYiH.

CBobosia HUHI — PiAKUH NITax,
AUl CTYKIT I'Pyau PBE,

9K r'HiB rOBOPUTH y CEPLIX,

IITo 11e BOHA KUBE.

Thomas Moore
THE HARP THAT ONCE THROURH TARA'S HALLS

The harp that once through Tara's halls
The soul of music shed,

Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls,

As if that soul were fled. —

So sleeps the pride of former days,

So glory's thrill is o'er,

And hearts, that once beat high for praise,
Now feel that pulse no more.

No more to chiefs and ladies bright
The harp of Tara swells;
The chord alone, that breaks at night,
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Its tale of ruin tells.

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes,
The only throb she gives,

Is when some heart indignant breaks,
To show that still she lives.

IIepci Biwi Illenni

oo -

HizkHa 9K 3MOBKa CTPYHA,
IlicHa B maM’dTi AyHa —

I pianok B’danux max

OzxxuBa€ B IIOYyTTIX.
ITeArocTKHU CyX0i poxKi
[IpukpalnaioTb AFOOUM AOIKE;
TBilt 3agym, K Tebe HEMA,
CHuTHME AI000B caMa.

Percy Bysshe Shelley
TO -

Music, when soft voices die,

Vibrates in the memory —

Odours, when sweet violets sicken,

Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,

Are heaped for the belovéd’s bed;

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumber on.
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OAEHA O’AIP

Iepci Piwi Illenni
AITO I SBHMA

ByB nmoAyneHb SICHUM y IIOBHIN CHAI,

Y coHTYHOMY YepPBHIi, a’K Ha CXHAI,
KoaAm miBHIYHHH BiTEpP A0 oTap

30upa NAUBYyYi Topu CpibHUX XMap
Ha o0pii — #1 6e3BagHiCcTh HEOOKpAIO
3-3a HUX, HEHa4€ BIYHICTb, IPO3UPAE.
Pamie Bce mim coHIleM: Oyp’dHH,
Ouepera, 1 pidyKa, 1 AQHU,

AnctTku BepOOBi, 1110 BiTpellb KOAUIIIE,
[ AMCTS BIKOBUX AEPEB IYIKIIIIE.

Byaa 3umMma — 111e ¥ BUIIaaa Taka,

[Ilo ruHe nITacTBO, pUba 3aKASIKA

B HamiBmpo3opiit Kpu3si, 1110 3pobuasa

B o3epax TeIAux 3 MyAy ¥ T'Aeio OpHAH,
TBepmi, 9K 11erAa, ¥ 3MOPILEHI; U TOoAl,

Koau 30epyThca cTapiri i MoAodi

Biag BOrHIO ¥ 3irpiTucd He B 3MO31, —

2Kaap xkebpaka cTaporo Ha Mopo3si!

Percy Bysshe Shelley
SUMMER AND WINTER

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon,
Towards the end of the sunny month of June,
When the north wind congregates in crowds
The floating mountains of the silver clouds
From the horizon—and the stainless sky
Opens beyond them like eternity.

All things rejoiced beneath the sun; the weeds,
The river, and the corn-fields, and the reeds;
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The willow leaves that glanced in the light breeze,
And the firm foliage of the larger trees.

It was a winter such as when birds die

In the deep forests; and the fishes lie
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes
Even the mud and slime of the warm lakes

A wrinkled clod as hard as brick; and when,
Among their children, comfortable men
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold:
Alas, then, for the homeless beggar old!

_  Ilepci Biwi Illenni
SPATMEHT: ®AABIIINBHUHU AABP I CIIPABIXHIU

«XTO TH, 3yXBaAbIlIO, 1110 BiHEI[b IIOTAHUIII,
SIKul AWII BiYHUM FeHid 3aCAyKUB, —

Tu X MicgaiieM moiepoAeHUM PO3TaHEeI?
He pyi e AUCT, BiH — A9 KIABKOX MYXKIiB,
XT0 PaeM caaBU MaHApPyBaTH MOIKE,

B cB4IlIeHHOMY CAY2KIHHI 3aB3KIH KHUB:
Be3 iMmeHi — B 10p0i TH epexXoKU».

«AX, mpyxKe, 11e PaAbIIUBUN AaBpP; 3€A0
dckpaBe HiIOU, Ta Ha AaBpP HE CXOXKE,

[Ilo BKpUB Oe3cmepTHE MiATOHA Y0AO;
OTtpyHHuUii BiH; B ¥oro TiHi 6araro

Haniit, mpekpacHUX HiIOUTO, 3PpOCAO —
KBiTOK, 1110 TUHYTH HEPIIIE, HiXK 31B’SITH».

Percy Bysshe Shelley
FRAGMENT: THE FALSE LAUREL AND THE TRUE

‘What art thou, Presumptuous, who profanest
The wreath to mighty poets only due,

Even whilst like a forgotten moon thou wanest?
Touch not those leaves which for the eternal few
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Who wander o’er the Paradise of fame,

In sacred dedication ever grew:

One of the crowd thou art without a name.’

‘Ah, friend, ‘tis the false laurel that I wear;
Bright though it seem, it is not the same

As that which bound Milton’s immortal hair;

Its dew is poison; and the hopes that quicken
Under its chilling shade, though seeming fair,
Are flowers which die almost before they sicken.’

Ilepci Biwi Illenni
ITIICHSA IPAAHAOIISA

Xal 30pi nmoracHyThb i COHIIE SICHE

Y HIY HECKIHYEHHY Ta XaocC ITIipHeE,

BroaagyTes Halll 3aMKU Y IOIIE3HE 3€EMAL, —
Xait aui gobAecTh ipAaHACHKA Y0oAa He CXUAd!

Beanka pyiHa — KyZU HE IIOTASIHb,
Hammux ripeakiB OCeAl IOPUHYAU B XAaHb,
Boporu TpiymMQyIOTh Ha HaAIIUX [IOASX,

A Halay>K4i repoi IoBEP3KEHi B ITpax.

Ax, apda nnomepaa, BMICTHAUIIE BTIX,

Ax, Harpall HaAXHEHHUHN BITYU3HU 3aTUX,
TiAbKM 3BYKH BiliHU Ta Ops>K4aHHSI CIIUCIB,
Kanu rpizauti «/lo 6oro!» y Byxax 3aciB.

e >k repoi? 3i cmepTiO B 06010, IIIe KUBI,
Ha Bepec KopuiiiHO IOHUKAU B KPOBI
Yu npuMapaMiu BEPXH Ha BUXOPi MYaTh

[ dpaanami! lo moMmcTu!» HEBIMHHO KPUYaTh.

XKosemenov 1809 p.
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Percy Bysshe Shelley
THE IRISHMAN’S SONG

The stars may dissolve, and the fountain of light
May sink into ne’er ending chaos and night,
Our mansions must fall, and earth vanish away,
But thy courage O Erin! may never decay.

See! the wide wasting ruin extends all around,

Our ancestors’ dwellings lie sunk on the ground,
Our foes ride in triumph throughout our domains,
And our mightiest heroes lie stretched on the plains.

Ah! dead is the harp which was wont to give pleasure,
Ah! sunk is our sweet country’s rapturous measure,
But the war note is waked, and the clangour of spears,
The dread yell of Sloghan yet sounds in our ears.

Ah! where are the heroes! triumphant in death,
Convulsed they recline on the blood sprinkled heath,
Or the yelling ghosts ride on the blast that sweeps by,
And ‘my countrymen! vengeance!’ incessantly cry.

October, 1809
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KAPHHA TTAIAIIYAA

Binvsim Illexcnip
3HUMOBA KA3KA (YpHBOK)

AKT IV Ciiena I

Yac. 51 — BoaOgap BCHOTO, Ta AALITYIO HE BCIX,
A — npuumHa TpobaeM, i 1 — pillleHHs iX,
9l — xXopoile ¥ moraHe, 1 — PAmICTh 1 CTpax;
IloemHaHH4, 110 BTIAIOE€ BTIiXY 1 2KaxX.

9 — gac, gakuii Ma€ 3a CIITUHOI0 KpUuaa

3a 1110 3K MeHe I0ASI BUHHUM 3po0uaa?

3a Te, 110 ITPOIAMHYB 1 AUNIIUB 6e3 Oif,

Aae 1 6e3 crioraiB IIiCTHAAIIATE TUX AIT?

Ta s maro rmpaBo He TIABKH Ha Ii€!

A 111e: TIOBAaAUTH 3aKOHY AULIE

Yu 3BUUail BBECTH, HY a IIOTIM 3A0OMHUTHU —
[ast MeHe 11i, cUAY OyIb-1110 3pOOUTH.

A — cBimoK TOMYy, 110 OyAO i 1110 €:

Y 11iM nmoadrae 3aBOAaHHLI MOE.

Hapa3 — naiicBixinie, a 6yge — 4epcTBe,
Bin meHe 3aruHe i jaBHE, 1 HOBe.

Il crioBigb Ipo AHIB Oe3KiHEYHUH ITOTIK —
[ad Bac Mi¥ OCAMHUN JapyHOK Ha BIK.

William Shakespeare
THE WINTER’S TALE (Excerpt)

ACT IV SCENE 1

Time. I, that please some, try all, both joy and terror
Of good and bad, that makes and unfolds error,

Now take upon me, in the name of Time,

To use my wings. Impute it not a crime

To me or my swift passage, that I slide

O'er sixteen years and leave the growth untried

Of that wide gap, since it is in my power
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To o'erthrow law and in one self-born hour

To plant and o'erwhelm custom. Let me pass

The same I am, ere ancient'st order was

Or what is now received: I witness to

The times that brought them in; so shall I do

To the freshest things now reigning and make stale
The glistering of this present, as my tale...

Binesim Bneux
BOXA ITIOAOBA

o >xkaaro ¥ Mupy, Ar000Bi i 100pa

Bci MOASTE ¥ CBOIM CTpaKIaHHI,

A 3 yCT K€ AMHEe BAAYHICTHh HE3EMHA
3a mmocaaHi iM pamocTi KaaaHHI.

3a MHUAICTB, XKaAiCThb, MUP, AFOOOB
[TizHaTu KoxkeH MoxKe bora,

3a MHUAICTB, XKaAiCThb, MUP, AFOOOB
LinyeTbcsa 6aTbKiBChbKa A0IIOMOra.

Ta cama MHAICTB € y HaAIIlIM CepI,
3amiHIO€ 00ANYYSI — CITiBUYTTS,
A1000B — TO € 603KEeCTBEHHI 03epIid,

A MUp — TO YOAOBiUe yOpaHHS.

I, 6e3yMOBHO, XXKUT€Ab KOXKHOI KpaiHu,
dkuii 6aarae Bora B camori,
[IpucBsa4Yy€e MOAUTBY Ty €AUHUM:
A1000Bi 11 MUPY, CIIIBYYTTIO i MOOPOTi.
Te 3Hae ¥ 4yKOBipelb, 1 XPUCTHUSIHUH,
[ITo y KOXaHH4A € OgHAa AUIL CYTh —

[Ilo # MuAicTh, ¥ MUP, ¥ AIOOOB, i 3KaAb
Ille 3maBHa mopyd i3 TBopLEM KUBYTE...
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William Blake
THE DIVINE IMAGE

To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,
All pray in their distress,
And to these virtues of delight
Return their thankfulness.

For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,
Is God our Father dear;

And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,
Is man, His child and care.

For Mercy has a human heart;
Pity, a human face;

And Love, the human form divine:
And Peace the human dress.

Then every man, of every clime,
That prays in his distress,

Prays to the human form divine:
Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace.

And all must love the human form,
In heathen, Turk, or Jew.

Where Mercy, Love, and Pity dwell,
There God is dwelling too.
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OABI'A CMOABHHIIBKA

AoKkoH JOHH
ITPOIITAABHI ITOBAXAHH/SI,

SIKI SABOPOHSIOTHh CKOPBOTY

jlk mpaBegHUK y Kpali ¥ae Kpai,
Tak mremiT Ayur 3By4YUTh V TAUOUHI.
Apyr MOBUTE: «BiH 3aKpHUB ycTa CBOi».
A iHOI pigHI HOpPSn KaxKyTh: «Hir.

Toxk Hac Ternep AHIIITE 6€3 3aWBUX CAIB,
IIoTOKIB CAi3, CYMHUX 3iTXaHb TAXKKUX:
[le OAa3HIOBaHHS HAITHUX IIOYYTTIB,

g cayxadiB 1€ PO3HOBiAb MUPCHKUX.

Taxk, 3aBxKaU 3eMAETPYC XKaxXa€e BCIX,
I cmepTHHUM 3aBXKAM IIKOAU 3aBOAcE,
Aae TpemMTiHHA ¥ Oypsa cdep 3€MHUX
B cepligx HEBUHHUX TE€XK TEIEP CTaE.

IlopuBU PO3YUHAIOTHCS 3€MHI,

Xo4a CHUABHINI OyAM BOHU, HiK CMEPTD,
A 3HUKHE CEHC — 1 CHAU PYyHHIBHI
OcHOBY 3pyHIaTh, 11e0T0 ceplisd TBEPAD.

Ta BULITYyKaHUM Oap KOxXaHHS OYB,
JuByIOYH HAC Hi2KHICTIO CaMUX.

BiH Big4yTTIM HaM AYIIy 3aTOPKHYB
Oueil, mepcTiB, TPEMTAUBUX YCT IMaAKHX.

Tenep omHa ayina Ha ABOX Yy Hac,
Xo4 4 miay, He CTPUMAaBIIIHU 31TXaHb,
AA€ PO3TATHE 1[I0 PO3AYKY 4ac:

Tak 3A0TO AAIOTH ¥ HUTKHU (PIAITPAHD.
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Tak Bl Oyl — 9K IIUPKYASd METaA,
9K HIXKHU, [e OIIOPOI0 — OHA,

[Ilo HepyxoMa, Ha4e I1’€AEeCTaA,

Ta pyxaeTbcs 3 IPyrorwo BOHA.

[ Ta, 110 B 11eHTpPI, KOe HA caMOTi
BigmaseHy, KOAH BIAXOOUTH TA.
CxXUAgETHCH 1 AMHE B IPSAMOTI,
Ylk mpyra 3HOB [0 HEI IIOBEpPTA.

Tak T oad MeHe — KOAO BCIX JOpir
OKpecAro€enl, 1 BIAAAaHICTb OIld

MeHi 103BOAUTH CBi#f 3aBEPUINUTD Oir
[ Ha MoYaTOK PYILIUTH KiHIIA.

John Donne?
A VALEDICTION: FORBIDDING MOURNING?®

As virtuous men pass mildly away,
And whisper to their souls to go,

Whilst some of their sad friends do say
The breath goes now, and some say, No:

So let us melt, and make no noise,

No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;
"Twere profanation of our joys

To tell the laity our love.

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears,
Men reckon what it did, and meant;

But trepidation of the spheres,
Though greater far, is innocent.

Dull sublunary lovers' love
(Whose soul is sense) cannot admit
Absence, because it doth remove
Those things which elemented it.
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But we by a love so much refined,

That our selves know not what it is,
Inter-assured of the mind,

Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss.

Our two souls therefore, which are one,
Though I must go, endure not yet

A breach, but an expansion,
Like gold to airy thinness beat.

If they be two, they are two so
As stiff twin compasses are two;

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show
To move, but doth, if the other do.

And though it in the center sit,
Yet when the other far doth roam,
It leans and hearkens after it,
And grows erect, as that comes home.

Such wilt thou be to me, who must,
Like th' other foot, obliquely run;

Thy firmness makes my circle just,
And makes me end where I begun.

Henien MaxInmaiip I'enoepcon
O, BIP I BIPHHUM BYAb (IIapacdpa3sa)

O, Bip i BipHUM Oyab!
Bo vama mu Otiig —
loro mpaBauBa IIyTh.
[ nigs mobpa 114!

Ocp 6e3TypboTHHH ITax,
KymaeTbcsa B poci —
[ITaxu B Moro ouax,
loneHHO CcUTIi BCI.
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Ochb KBITIB KYIIL PSICHUH,
CTpyHKe THy4YKe CcTebAO,
IM aiTHIHE nomt — Haril,
I 'ocrioma Teriao!

IIBIT AlAIHY IIOABOBUX —
['ocnioap y nux KBITKAaX;
Bor npuroprae ix,

Hdyx Boxkuit — ixHiM max.

[Iaekae rmoBcdK4Yac
Kpacy i KBITKY 110,
[Ianeka Tebe i Bac —
HoBipTecsa OTIto.

Bci vana mu Otiig —
loro mpaBauBa myTh,
[ nis mobpa 114,

O, Bip i BipHUM OyAaB!

Daniel McIntyre Henderson®
OH, LIPPEN AND BE LEAL (A Paraphrase)

Oh, lippen and be leal!

The Faither's bairns are ye —
A' that He does is weel,

And a' that's guid He'll gie!

The birds they ken nae cark,
They fear nae cauld nor weet —
His e'es ower a' His wark,

They dinna want for meat.

Think o' the bonnie flow'rs,

Wi' slender, gracefu' stem,
Drinkin' the summer show'rs —
The Faither cares for them!
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The lilies o' the field

At God's ain biddin' bloom:;
His bosom is their beild,
His breath is their perfume.

And if He minds the flow'rs
And decks them oot sae braw,
He'll care for you and yours —
Then trust Him wi' your a'.

The Faither's bairns are ye
A' that He does is weel,

And a' that's guid He'll gie —
Oh, lippen an' be leal!

Banemep Ckxom
HOPHHA IIPUCSITA (3 reAbcbkoi)°®

Tax Hopa MoBHAa 3 BEPIIUH:

«MeHi He mapa rpadCbKUM CHH,

Xait aAroacbKa BMepaa 6u cim’s,
AUIIUANCE B CBITI BiH 1 4.

3a 3A0TO Bce, 3a BeCh yOip,

3a 3eMAi B JOAWH OO Tip,

Caabki yu MyzKHi UayTh y Oiff,

Ta rpadpcbKUM CUH — HE MOAPYT Mik».

Ta myapuit KaaaroMm Tak mmpopik:

«Y [OiB AeTKUH, AaMKUH 3apikK.

[ Bepec, 1110 BKpuBa OECKU/I,
3abpyHUTH MypPIIypoM 1ie¥ KBiT;
Mopo3Huii BiTEP LIeH po3Ma

Po3Bie, me KoAnOu # 1aaii;

[lle He 3iB’dHe IBIT rNPCbKUH —

A rpadpcbKUM CUH — TO HOAPYT TBiM».
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Bowna: «Xait Aebigp i3 o3ep

B rui3mi opaa XKuUBe TeIep,
OnxauHe EiiBoBa MOTyTh,

I KiaxypH 3 KpaueliHOM nagyTh,
Xal KAaHU HaIIUX KPEBHSKIB
TikaTUMyTBh 01 BOPOTiB;

[duBa xait OyayTh HE3EMHI,

A rpadpCbKUN CUH — HE MY3K MEHi».

Ille moci, ne KymnmaBH €,

'Hizgeyko AUKUM Aebiab B’e,
Ben-KpauelH ooci 111e CTOoiTh,

A E¥B 1 niHUTBHCA U IIIyMUTS;

[ KaaH caaBeTHHH y 605X

He 3Hae moci, 1110 € cTpax;
3minuaa Hopa pimeHng —

I 3 rpadpCbKUM CHHOM — A0 BiHIIH!

Sir Walter Scott
NORA’S VOW (From Gaelic)

Hear what Highland Nora said,—

‘The Earlie’s son I will not wed,
Should all the race of nature die,

And none be left but he and 1.

For all the gold, for all the gear,

And all the lands both far and near
That ever valour lost or won,

[ would not wed the Earlie’s son’.

‘A maiden’s vows,’ old Callum spoke,
‘Are lightly made and lightly broke;
The heather on the mountain’s height
Begins to bloom in purple light;

The frost-wind soon shall sweep away
That lustre deep from glen and brae;
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Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone,
May blithely wed the Earlie’s son.’

‘The swan,’ she said, ‘the lake’s clear breast
May barter for the eagle’s nest;

The Awe’s fierce stream may backward turn,
Ben-Cruaichan fall, and crush Kilchurn;
Our kilted clans, when blood is high,
Before their foes may turn and fly;

But I, were all these marvels done,

Would never wed the Earlie’s son.*

Still in the water-lily’s shade

Her wonted nest the wild-swan made;
Ben-Cruaichan stands as fast as ever,

Still downward foams the Awe’s fierce river;
To shun the clash of foeman’s steel

No Highland brogue has turn’d the heel;
But Nora’s heart is lost and won,

— She’s wedded to the Earlie’s son!

Pob6epm BpaynHiHe
SIK IIPUBE3AH OOBPI BICTI 3 TEHTA 1O AXEHA

I
9 — Bepxwu, 1 FIopic, 1 BiH — ITIiiTaHs;
YuBaa s, 1 ipK, KO2)KHUH IIIIOPUTH KOHH;
«IIyTh mo6py!» — HaM KPUKHYB 3 BOPIT BapTOBUH;
«[IyTh!» — €XOM OAYHIOE MYypP KaM SHUMH.
3aMKHyAUCd I'paTH, 1 IIAOMIHB II0Orac,
[ yBaanOM moaaeM OIIIBHOYI 4ac.

I1
Hi caoBa Big 3K04HOTO; THUIIIA 3HAYHA —
Au1 rpuBa no TpUBH, B Oiry crpemMeHa,
3y0eaa HAITHYB $I, CXUAUBIIIUCH VHHU3,
Mu B KOXKHIM CTpPEMEHI HAIlIAUAU CIIUC,
[TocaabuB s IIPYT Ha IITOAOMi CBOIM,
[ Poaang Mmiti YyBaAOM IIOHICCHI CTIHMKUM.
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1
B:ke moBHSI 3racasa; Ta JOKHU CATAU
Mwu AokepHa, KOTyT 3aligdB Y MAI;
Y BooMi — KOBTOi 31pKH HPUBIT;
A B [roddearai — paHKy 3aapiMaHui CBIT;
[ 3 MexeapHa BxKe yacoMipoBa rpa,
I Mopic mopymus moBuanHa: lopal
1\Y
Y ApcxoTi panrTom — 30psi B Hebecax,
[ yopHa xymgoba crosiaa B Ayrax,
Ha uBaa Haml AUBUBIINCH B TyYMaHI A€TKIM,
A Poaanga 6a4yuB: i OyB BiH CTiHKHUM,

3 MIITHUMHU IIA€YHMaA, a KOXKHEe 13 HUX —
9K 6eckert, 110 Bpi3aBCh A0 XBUAb PiYKOBUX.
\Y%

JuBUBCS BIlIepel, ByX0 BiH HArOCTPUB
Ha roaoc miit, npyre — Ha 0oOpiH IMIAGXIiB;
[ YopHa 3iHUIIG PO3yMHAa MeTKa
Ckocuaach Ha MeHe — oABiTy yekal
[ Kkpamadg 3a Kpama€ero 0Ty 3AiTa —
Y uBaAl HaTPyAXKEHi, CTEPTi BycTA.
VI
Y Tacceasti [ipkosi Mopic B oTBIT:
«MeTka B Tebe Pooc, i raHUTE HE CAIJI,
[Tpo Ekc He 3a0yab» — MOAUX UYyTHO XPUIIKUH,
Ctyna HeTBepaa, YBaA y2K€ HETPUBKUHU,
[ mamae xBicT, riHa Kparmna 3 O0KiB,
3apuraeTbcd KiHb, CTYKIT raCHE ITiIKiB.
VII
YaBox maasi yBaaoM, 1 P'Iopic, 14,
Ochb Aay, i Tourepen — Hebo cis;
Be3xkaAbHOTO COHIIS 0e33KaAbHUM OyB CMiX,
ToAOYMAM HUBU MU TPaB 3allalllHUX,
[ [JaneM Oirie — XaTH IIPOCTSITAUCH,
A Hopic: <UBaaaiimo! Ocb AXeH — JUBHUCH!»
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VIII
«O, 9K Hac 3yCTPIHyTh!» — a 4yaAaull pymMak
Voro BmaB, He AUXa, MOB KAMiHb 3aKA9K;
Aum Poaana Mili — BICHUK IIIACAMBUX HOBUH,
I Ekc noparye Big paTymy BiH,
Ta 3 HI3APiB UOTO0 AUHYTH KPOBI CTPYMKH,
[ KpOB’I0 HAAASIAUCEH OoYel 00iaKH.

IX
A — reTh KOOYpPY i KaM30A 3aXUCHUH,
BordopTH CTITHYB, HaBITh PEMiIHb TBEPAUH,
I BcTaB y CTpeEMeEHI, 1 IECTUB KOHSI,
I Poaanga KaAMKaB CBOI'O Ha iM’d,
CwMmigaBcs, criiBaB, IK B HerlaMm STi OYB,
Hormoku mit Poaang 6irom He MaiHYB.

X
A maai, mpuragyioo — ApPy31 JOBKPYT,
Y meHe B KoalHax — mivi Poaann, mikt gpyr,
Y auBi BUygoBaHi BCi pyMakoM,
BuHa AMB KOHIO 1 KOBTOK 3a KOBTKOM,
Bo BiH (KOoXHUU OGIOprep Te BU3HATH BCTUT)
[TpuBiz moOpi BicTi i3 [eHTa MO HUX.

Robert Browning
HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS
FROM GHENT TO AIX

I

Isprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he;

I gallop’d, Dirck gallop’d, we gallop’d all three;

“Good speed!” cried the watch, as the gate-bolts undrew;
“Speed!” echoed the wall to us galloping through;
Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest,

And into the midnight we gallop’d abreast.

57



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

II
Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place;
[ turn’d in my saddle and made its girths tight,
Then shorten’d each stirrup, and set the pique right,
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chain’d slacker the bit,
Nor gallop’d less steadily Roland a whit.

I11
T was moonset at starting; but while we drew near
Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawn’d clear;
At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see;
At Duffeld, 't was morning as plain as could be;
And from Mechelm church-steeple we heard the half chime,
So, Joris broke silence with, “Yet there is time!”

1\
At Aershot, up leap’d of a sudden the sun,
And against him the cattle stood black every one,
To state thro’ the mist at us galloping past,
And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last,
With resolute shoulders, each butting away
The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray:

\Y%
And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back
For my voice, and the other prick’d out on his track;
And one eye’s black intelligence,—ever that glance
O’er its white edge at me, his own master, askance!
And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and anon
His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on.

VI
By Hasselt, Dirck groan’d; and cried Joris “Stay spur!
Your Roos gallop’d bravely, the fault’s not in her,
We ’ll remember at Aix”—for one heard the quick wheeze
Of her chest, saw the stretch’d neck and staggering knees,
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank,
As down on her haunches she shudder’d and sank.
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VII
So, we were left galloping, Joris and I,
Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky;
The broad sun above laugh’d a pitiless laugh,
‘Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like chaff;
Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white,
And “Gallop,” gasped Joris, “for Aix is in sight!

VIII
“How they ’ll greet us!”—and all in a moment his roan
Roll’d neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone;
And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate,
With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim,
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets’ rim.

IX
Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall,
Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all,
Stood up in the stirrup, lean’d, patted his ear,
Call’d my Roland his pet name, my horse without peer;
Clapp’d my hands, laugh’d and sang, any noise, bad or good,
Till at length into Aix Roland gallop’d and stood.

X
And all I remember is, friends flocking round
As I sat with his head ’twixt my knees on the ground;
And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,
As I pour’d down his throat our last measure of wine,
Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)
Was no more than his due who brought good news from
Ghent.

Kepon Enn Jaggpi
CBSATBEYIP
IIpucesiuyro Enni

[IpocitoeThCda HIYYIO COHHO CHIT,
K 3 MicAIld PO3MUTOTO AIOOOB;
TBOE MAA€HBKE MICTO 3aBMUpPaA —
3UMOBUH CXOB.
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Cuir — nmam'aTb Yacy, cie cam cebe,
CTaporo POKYy CKiHYEHOTO KECT.

Ha mub11i BAacHe ¥IMeHHS ITUIIEI TH,
TBIiH IOHUM IIEPCT.

Baskannuga B Tebe fUMOM OIiHIIIAH,

a TaM — BUBYa€ BYAUYHUH AixTap
CBarBedyopa TAUOOKOIYMHUM CHIr,

€ BipH gap,

gk Yac, 1 cHir, 1 TbMa, ¥ AUTHUHA, U IaA.
Cryckaenics — CBIY IIAOMIHb-PUTYAA.

Carol Ann Duffy
CHRISTMAS EVE

Time was slow snow sieving the night,
a kind of love from the blurred moon;
your small town swooning, unabashed,
was Winter's own.

Snow was the mind of Time, sifting

itself, drafting the old year's end.

You wrote your name on the window-pane
with your young hand.

And your wishes went up in smoke,
beyond where a streetlamp studied

the thoughtful snow on Christmas Eve,
beyond belief,

as Time, snow, darkness, child, kindled.
Downstairs, the ritual lighting of the candles.
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Kepon Enn daggpi
OJEMETPA
Tawm, me xKuaa 1, — 3UMa 1 3aTBepasa 3€MAS.
[ 4 y XOAOOHIM CBITAUII KaMiHHINA CBOIM
cAoBa nobupasa I'paHiTHI, TIXKKi, KPpeM sHi,

1100 KpUTy IIpodbuTH. A cepliie po3bure Moe —
HETIAIIHI 3ycuaasi, 60 BUIIAaAO ceplle KOB3Ke,
Ha o3epa 3MEP3A0TO ITAaAO TAAdiHb.

Bona nipubyaa 3BiATiAs, 1€ JOBTUM, JOBTUH IASX,
Ta BPEUITI ii g y3piaa, 1 KPOKH ii,
O MOHIO MOSI, MOs AIBYUMHKA HUBAMU HIIIAQ,

OOCOHIXK pyIllasa, i HEcAa BECh KBIT BECHIHUM
y pigHOi Matepi aiM. [ npucary gam, 110 TOmIl
CTETIAIAO TIOBITPS ¥ MOM SKIIIMAOCH B pyXax ii,

HE CKOPO, aA€ YCMiXHYBCh HEOOCXUA TOAYOUH,
ByCTa COPOMAUBI — II€ YCMiX, 1€ MiCSIlb HOBHH.

Carol Ann Duffy
DEMETER
Where I lived—winter and hard earth.
[ sat in my cold stone room
choosing tough words, granite, flint,

to break the ice. My broken heart—
I tried that, but it skimmed,
flat, over the frozen lake.

She came from a long, long way,

but I saw her at last, walking,
my daughter, my girl, across the fields,
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in bare feet, bringing all spring's flowers
to her mother's house. I swear
the air softened and warmed as she moved,

the blue sky smiling, none too soon,
with the small shy mouth of a new moon.

Kepon EnH daggpi
IIIAATOBA OPYIXXHUHA

Chnepiy, mOAOHI BOTO — 4K XiHoYi. | M’aK1Ii BoHU,

aHIXK MOI, 1 II1€ HITTi-IIEPAIBHHUIIl — MOB

My1Al B camiit ["aaiaei. [ A9CKIT HETPYI2KEHUX PYK.

MaToBUM OOTUK OAiTaBUNM CaxHYTUCH IPUMYyCHB MeHe. [ToHTiH.

A g Tyxuaa: ae Pum — 11e mit giMm, 1 3a KUMCh 111e. Koan Hazapeit
B €pycaaum yBIHIIIOB, 31 CAy2KHUIIEIO MU,

XyTKO Tiepebpani, 0iram B maseHy ropoy.

4 cioTuKaaacsh, Xaraaa ocaa 3a By34y,

Bropy nuBuaace. A Auk? BiH noTBopHUN. XUCTKUH.

I BiH Ha meHe muBuBcs. Ha mene. Miit Bor.

Horo 3ip — 3ip TOro, XTo BMHpAae 3a II0Ch. BiH MiIloB;
rpyOUH AIOZ IPOKAQIAB CODi IIASIX 10 BOPIT.

Higy no cTpacti #ioro — a npo HBOTO 1 6Gaynaa COH.
Cwmarai pyku TopkKaauch meHe. /[laai — Oiab.

Haai — kpoB. | g 3piaa JOAOHI KOPCTKI,

U camHa HIirTiB. [IpokuHYyAachk B kaci ¥ 1oTy.

Bu obnuwume tiozo. 91 6aarasa, ti BOUpasacss BMUTD.
A npuiinmaa: Hazapeit y TepHOBIM BiHII.

3a BapaBBy Boaaasa ropba. A Iliaar,

MeHe B3piBIIIU, CAaXHYBCh, IIiIiOraBIIN CBOI PYKaBH,

i TOBiABHO OMUB HENOTPiOHI JOAOHI MaxKi.

[ cxommuau Ipopoka, i reTh HOT0 IIOBOAOKAU,

reThb 10 AoOGHOTO Miclisg. Bee iHIIIE CAY>KHUII Ai3HAAHUCH MOI.

Yu BiH ['ocromom 6yB? 3BicHOo, Hi. A IlinaT BipuB: Tak, 110 BiH OyB.
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Carol Ann Duffy
PILATE’S WIFE

Firstly, his hands—a woman's. Softer than mine,
with pearly nails, like shells from Galilee.

Indolent hands. Camp hands that clapped for grapes.
Their pale, mothy touch made me flinch. Pontius.

I longed for Rome, home, someone else. When the Nazarene
entered Jerusalem, my maid and I crept out,

bored stiff, disguised, and joined the frenzied crowd.

[ tripped, clutched the bridle of an ass, looked up

and there he was. His face? Ugly. Talented.

He looked at me. I mean he looked at me. My God.
His eyes were eyes to die for. Then he was gone,
his rough men shouldering a pathway to the gates.

The night before his trial, I dreamt of him.

His brown hands touched me. Then it hurt.

Then blood. I saw that each tough palm was skewered
by a nail. I woke up, sweating, sexual, terrified.

Leave him alone.l sent a warning note, then quickly dressed.
When I arrived, the Nazarene was crowned with thorns.

The crowd was baying for Barabbas. Pilate saw me,

looked away, then carefully turned up his sleeves

and slowly washed his useless, perfumed hands.
They seized the prophet then and dragged him out,
up to the Place of Skulls. My maid knows all the rest.
Was he God? Of course not. Pilate believed he was.
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Kepon Enn daggpi

EHH 'ETEBEH

«Tarxox st 3anoeioaro ceoill OpYIUHL Opyze 3a SIKICMI0 JUXKKO...»
I3 IIlexcnipoeoi dyxieHUUL

AI0OOOBI AIKKO HAIITOI — II€ TIAUH

i Iy, i 3aMKiB, OecKeTiB, MOPIiB,

1 CBITHYIB, [€ B IOIIyKaxX [IEPAUH
BiH PUHYB. 3BYKH — 30pAMHU 40 HUB,
1 IIAOTB — I1€ PUTMY M’SIKIIIOTO AYHA,
a DOTHUK — JIiECAOBa AIOOUH 3BYK,
BCepPEeANHI IMEHHHUKA TAaHOK.

[ cHUAOCA: AAS MEHe BiH IIHCAaB,

a AIDKKO — II€ CTOPiHKAa MiX II€PCTiB
OUCbMEHHUKA. | fpama 1 pomaH —
I1e JOTUK. AIIIIITe AIZKKO — OAA TOCTEH.
Tpumaro Myzka g y norpioii,

Y BOOBHHOMY pPO3yMi CBOiM,

4K BiH M€HE€ — Ha AINIIIM AIXKKY I[IM.

Carol Ann Duffy

ANNE HATHAWAY

«Item I gyve unto my wief my second best bed...»
(from Shakespeare's will)

The bed we loved in was a spinning world
of forests, castles, torchlight, cliff-tops, seas
where he would dive for pearls. My lover's words
were shooting stars which fell to earth as kisses
on these lips; my body now a softer rhyme
to his, now echo, assonance; his touch
a verb dancing in the centre of a noun.
Some nights I dreamed he'd written me, the bed
a page beneath his writer's hands. Romance
and drama played by touch, by scent, by taste.
In the other bed, the best, our guests dozed on,
dribbling their prose. My living laughing love—
I hold him in the casket of my widow's head
as he held me upon that next best bed.
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IPUHA CTACIOK

Ixopoxn Balipon
CTPO®H, HABISIHI TOPOI'OIO 3 $AOPEHIIII 10 II3H

IIpo caaBy T roBopui? Ilycri caonal

Bcg Hata MoAOAICTE — OCh CAaBa [€ XKUBA.
[ BapTi modecTel Ir'y4HUX 1 HATOPOL,
Conomki crioragy IOHAIIBKUX THUX IIPUTOI.

Yono, TpOHU3aHE MEPEKUBAMHU BIKY,

He 6a4yuTh 3UCKy B BU3HaHHI 0€3 AiKY.

9lKk He TOBEPHETHCH KUTTS 00 3AaMaHOi KBITKH,
Tak He npuiize M0 cTaplisd MOAOMICTE Hi3BIAKH.

doptyHO! CaaBo! UM A€CTUAM MEHI TBOI IIiCHI,
Yu MpisdB 4 OPOo IIi COAOAKI AHI

Taxk, sIK IIpo TOoTrAsia, CIIOBHEHUM AIOOOBI,
Moei MuAOi 1 MO€T moAl?

Autiie nas riboro g Tebe IIyKaB, TopiB, 3/100VB.
[ morasi TOM 3a BCi cKapbu mopoxk4uit OyB.
Awuinie ToAl 4 iCTUHY III3HAaB:

He 3Hae caaBu TOH, XTO HE KOXAaB.

George Byron
STANZAS WRITTEN ON THE ROAD
BETWEEN FLORENCE AND PISA

Oh, talk not to me of a name great in story;

The days of our youth are the days of our glory;
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty
Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty.

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is wrinkled?
'Tis but as a dead flower with May-dew besprinkled:

Then away with all such from the head that is hoary!

What care I for the wreaths that can only give glory?
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O Fame!—if I e'er took delight in thy praises,

"Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases,
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her.

There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee;

Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee;
When it sparkled o'er aught that was bright in my story,
[ knew it was love, and I felt it was glory.

Pob6epm Aoeenn
EITIAOI"

BaaxkeHHi cTpodH, i CKAaau, 1 pUMU,
Yomy Temep He AOIIOMOXKETE MEH1?

91 xouy o6pas3 306pa3uThk Ha MOAOTHI,

Ta axk HigK He dpapbamMu CcTapUMH.

[ 9y10 TOAOC TBOPYOTO NEPEAIYTTH,

[Ilo oko — 11€ He (POTOOO’ EKTUB.

Ta xouy g, 11100 IMeH3eAb Mili 3A0BUB

I cBiTAO, 1 TIHB AIOZICBKOTO IIOYYTTH.

[ HiIOHK Bce gk Tpeba, Bce IMpeKpacHO.

[ 6apBU, i HAITOBHEHHS, i OAMCK —

Ta HiIOM g BAOBUTH NIIOCH HE BCTUT,

[ I10Ch y TOrAg Al TIOTacAo.

Miit 00pa3, IK MyCcTUuH ABiHHUK.
CrpammeHHUN Me3aAbsHC.

To 9yom ke He mpu3HaATUCd TOMi?

91 He Bepmeep, ¥ cniomiBaTHUCh I'Oi...

B Hioro KapTUHHU IPOMiIHb COHAYHUU HPOHUK.
BiH 3aropraB kiHOY€ TiAO B OKEAHCBKHU CIIOKIH,
[ Ha mopTpeTi rpasa IPUCTPACTS 1 Kara.
9K B KiHOCTpi4lli 00pa3 0KUBa,

Taxk Ha MO€EMY IIOAOTHI Y Hi3KHOCTI BUCOKIH
Y cdapbax BUAUAOCH HATXHEHHS.

[TopTpet 3m00yB CBOE iMEHHSI.
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Robert Lowell
EPILOGUE

Those blesséd structures, plot and rhyme—
why are they no help to me now

[ want to make

something imagined, not recalled?
[ hear the noise of my own voice:
The painter’s vision is not a lens,
it trembles to caress the light.

But sometimes everything I write
with the threadbare art of my eye
seems a snapshot,

lurid, rapid, garish, grouped,
heightened from life,

yet paralyzed by fact.

All’s misalliance.

Yet why not say what happened?
Pray for the grace of accuracy
Vermeer gave to the sun’s illumination
stealing like the tide across a map
to his girl solid with yearning.

We are poor passing facts,

warned by that to give

each figure in the photograph

his living name.
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OABI'A TPETAK

dpencic Ckomm dimuodrxepanso
AOBYPSIKA (YpHEOK)

xum Ilayea OyB aoOypsikoro. 9K OM MeHi He XOTiAOCH
3poOUTH 3 HBOTO ITPUBAOAUBOIO IEPCOHaXKa, BBOAUTH Bac B
OMaHy TaKHUM 4YHHOM Oyao O amopaabHO Ta 6e3uecHo. BiH OyB
VPOIKEHUM MEPEKOHAUBUM AOOYPAKOIO i HE MOCIIUIAaoYU pic
i 9ac yChOI'O YPOKAWHOTO CE30HYy, II0 y KpadxX HHUKYE AlHIl
Mecona-/likcoHa TpHUBaB ax YBECH PiK.

JKIII0 CHOTOMHI BUM Ha3BeTe AOOYPSIKOIO UYOAOBIKa 3
Memdizy, IIIAKOM O4YE€EBUAHO, III0 TOM MmiCTaHE 3 KHUIIIEHI JOBTY
MOTY3Ky Ta IIOBICUTH BacC Ha IEPHIOMYy XK TeAerpadHOMY
CTOBIIi. SIKIIO X HaBaXXUTECh 00i3BaTHU TakK Xutead HoBoro
OpaeaHy, TOU 3 yiZAMBOIO YCMIIIKOIO 3aIlUTa€, XTO K TaKH
3aIIpOCHUB Ballly AiBYMHY Ha 6aa B Mapni-I'pac? Toit aobypsika,
AKUM OyB TOAOBHHUU Tepoil IILOTO TBOPY, € YHUMOCH CEPEIHIM
MK IIMMH [OBOMAa THIIaAMHM, 1 IIOXOAUTH BIH 3 MAaA€HBLKOTO
MicTedyka. HaceaeHHsT IbOTO MicTedKa CTAHOBUTH IPUOAM3HO
COPOK THCSY, 1 BOHO BXK€ COPOK THCHY POKIB CIIOKIMHO ApiMae
Ha miBAHI [ZKOPIKii, KOAM-HE-KOAU POOASIYM {KIiCh PyXU B
1IbOMY 3a0yTTi. MicTeuKko 1ierode I1I0Ch HPO BitiHY, dKa KOANCH
JEeCh TPUBaAa, i PO sIKY BCi JaBHO 3a0yAH.

[xuMm OyB AOOypsiKOro. 91 IOBTOPIOIO II€e 3HOBY i 3HOBY,
aJ>Ke 1€ 3BYy4YUTh TakK IIpeKpacHo, HiOK Ha modyaTKy Ka3KH PO
nobporo muaoro />xkuma. BiH mocrae nepei MHOIO 3 KPYTAUM,
IPUBAOAUBUM OOAUYYLAM Ta YCIASKHUM AUCTHAM, 1110 CTUPYUTD 3-
i Bioro manku. Aae [I3kuM OyB BUCOKUM Ta XyIOOPASIBUM, 0
TOTO K Ille ¥ CyTyAMM Big mocTifiHoro nepeOyBaHHSM 3a
binbsIpaHUM cToAOM. Ha miBHOYI Takux, 9K BiH, HAa3UBalOTh
AemapdaMHu Ta Hepobamu. A Tam, ae Ie He 3abyAH, III0 Take
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Kondenepartiiss, A00ypsskaMH Ha3UBAIOTh THUX, XTO JKUBE IIi[
racAoM «si 0aliiuKylo, 4 6alifuKyBaB, 1 Oyay 6aliguKyBaTH».
[>xuM HapoauBCs y 6ianoMy OyAWHKY Ha 3€A€HOMY BYTAY.
Ha dacagi 6yauHKY CTOSIAM YOTHUPU oOOIIapIliaHi HerogaMu
KOAOHH, a Ha 3aHBOMY [OBOPl CTOdAA BEAWYE3HA CITKa, IO
CTBOpIOBaAa BeceAuM (POH [Ad COHSYHOI raAssBHUHH, BKPHUTOI
KBiTamMu. IlepmmmuM BaacHUKam 6iaoro OyIUHKY HaaeXKaAUu BCi
CycimHi 3eMai, aae 1€ OyA0 TaK AaBHO, II0 HAaBITb 0ATBKO
[>xuma aenBe mam’sgtaB 1ie. HacmpaBmi BiH IIPUIOIASIB IIbOMY
dakTy Tak MaAO yBaru, 110 HaBiTh He HNPUHHAB 3a IIOTPiOHE
HOBLOIOMHUTH IIPO 1I€ IEPEATKAHOTO II'STUPIYHOTO CHHA, KOAU
BMUpPaB BiZl IOCTPiAYy, OTPHUMAHOIO y BYAWYHIN mepebiliri.
ByauHOK NepeTBOPUBCA Ha CIIPaBXKHICIHBKUM IIaHCIOH, a YOTOo
BAAQCHHUIIEIO cTasra Aeli 3 MaaoHy, IO MHOCTIMHO HizKUMaAa
rybu Ta 3 9Koi He MoOxKHa OyA0 BUTATHYTH U caoBa. [[3KUM
Ha3uBaB ii TiTKo0 MaMi Ta HEHaBHUIIB YCiM CBOIM CEPIIEM.
KoAu XAOMII0 BUTIOBHUAOCH IT'ITHAALISTh, BiH IEPEUIIIOB Y
CTapIIy IIIKOAY, YOPHE BOAOCCH CTAAO IMOXOOUTHU Ha CYLIIABHUHU
0e3aam, a caM BiH ImoyaB O0OITHCH AiBYaT. BiH HeHaBHUOIB CBiH
[iM, oe YOTHUPU KIiHKHU 1 cTapuil il BeAu 0e3KiHeYHy PO3MOBY
opo Te, gkl 3eMal Haaexaau Ilayeanam, Ta 110 pPO3KBiITHE
HaCTyIIHUM. BaThKu MiCIIEeBUX AIBYATOK 3ralyBaAd IIPO MaTip
[>knMa 1 HaMaraAuch 3HaUTH Yy TEMHHX O4axX Ta BOAOCCI CHHA
CXOXKICTh 3 Hero. ToxK iHOA1 BOHU 3aIIPOIIyBaAW XAOITYHUKA Ha
OUTSYl OHI HaAPOOKEHHHI, as€ Ha IHUX CBATKYBaHHAX BiH
BimuyBaB cebe He y CBOifi TapiAlli Ta HamaBaB IiepeBary
CHAIHHIO Ha 3AaMaHOMy MOCTy B rapaxi Tiaal, KUOaHHIO
KoCcTell Ta Oe3KiHEeYHOMY MOOCAII:KEHHIO CBOTO pPOTa IOBTOIO
coAOMUHKOI0. [1l06 3apoOAITH KHUINEHBKOBi T'POIIi, XAOIIEIlb
6paBcd mo Oyab-dKoi poOOTH, i 1Ie cTaA0 IPUYUYHUHOIO TOTO, IO
BIH OCTAQTOYHO II€PECTaB XOOAUTH Ha Bedipku. OmHOrO pasy
Mamxkopi XadT HeoOadyAMBO MpPOILENoTiaa, IMo 6admaa, 9K
J3KM IPUHOCUTH IPOAYKTH, 1 BiH 11€ IIOYYB. TOXK 3aMiCTh TOTO,
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abu BYUTHU TYCTEIl Ta TIIOABKY, XAOIIEIlb CTaB MaHCTPOM ¥
KUJIaHHI KOCTel Ta BHCAYXOBYBaB HEOHAUIN IIPO BCIAIKI
MICIIEeBi IE€PECTPIAKU 3a OCTAHHI ITATAECIT POKIiB.

XAOIII}0O BUIIOBHUAOCEH BiCiMHAaOIIATEH. Ilodasack BiitiHA, 1
[xuMm niogaBca y MOpsSaKHU. BiH iAMHM piK IToAipyBaB HOPYYHI y
HapabcToOHCBKOMY Kopmyci. IloTiM gas pi3HOMaHITHOCTI HOTO
HaIlpaBHUAHU Ha IIiBHIY i BiH poOUB TaKy K PoOOTy, ase BXKe ¥
BpyKAIHCBKOMY KOPIIYCI.

BiliHa 3akiH4YHAaCh, [[2KUMy BOIIOBHUBCS ABAAATH OOWH
piK, 1 BIH moOBepHyYBcd agoaoMmy. lllTaHu, 110 BIH HOCHB,
3JaBaAUCh 3aKOPOTKMMHU H 3aBY3bKHMU, a YOOOTH MaAu
IIPOOOBIryBaTUM HOCOK. KpaBaTka 4yepHaIbKO IIepeAnBaAach
poxKeBUMH Ta (pioaneToBUMU OapBaMU, a 3BEPXy OAAKUTHI OUi
HaragyBaAHU MIMAaTOK CTAporo sSIKiCHOTO CyKHa, III0 BUTOPiAO Ha
COHITI.

F. Scott Fitzgerald
THE JELLY-BEAN (Excerpt)

Jim Powell was a Jelly-bean. Much as I desire to make him
an appealing character, I feel that it would be unscrupulous
to deceive you on that point. He was a bred-in-the-bone, dyed-
in-the-wool, ninety-nine three-quarters per cent Jelly-bean
and he grew lazily all during Jelly-bean season, which is every
season, down in the land of the Jelly-beans well below the
Mason-Dixon line.

Now if you call a Memphis man a Jelly-bean he will quite
possibly pull a long sinewy rope from his hip pocket and hang
you to a convenient telegraph-pole. If you Call a New Orleans
man a Jelly-bean he will probably grin and ask you who is
taking your girl to the Mardi Gras ball. The particular Jelly-
bean patch which produced the protagonist of this history lies
somewhere between the two—a little city of forty thousand

that has dozed sleepily for forty thousand years in southern
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Georgia occasionally stirring in its slumbers and muttering
something about a war that took place sometime, somewhere,
and that everyone else has forgotten long ago.

Jim was a Jelly-bean. I write that again because it has
such a pleasant sound—rather like the beginning of a fairy
story—as if Jim were nice. It somehow gives me a picture of
him with a round, appetizing face and all sort of leaves and
vegetables growing out of his cap. But Jim was long and thin
and bent at the waist from stooping over pool-tables, and he
was what might have been known in the indiscriminating
North as a corner loafer. "Jelly-bean" is the name throughout
the undissolved Confederacy for one who spends his life
conjugating the verb to idle in the first person singular—I am
idling, I have idled, I will idle.

Jim was born in a white house on a green corner, It had
four weather-beaten pillars in front and a great amount of
lattice-work in the rear that made a cheerful criss-cross
background for a flowery sun-drenched lawn. Originally the
dwellers in the white house had owned the ground next door
and next door to that and next door to that, but this had been
so long ago that even Jim's father, scarcely remembered it. He
had, in fact, thought it a matter of so little moment that when
he was dying from a pistol wound got in a brawl he neglected
even to tell little Jim, who was five years old and miserably
frightened. The white house became a boarding-house run by
a tight-lipped lady from Macon, whom Jim called Aunt Mamie
and detested with all his soul.

He became fifteen, went to high school, wore his hair in
black snarls, and was afraid of girls. He hated his home where
four women and one old man prolonged an interminable
chatter from summer to summer about what lots the Powell
place had originally included and what sorts of flowers would
be out next. Sometimes the parents of little girls in town,
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remembering Jim's mother and fancying a resemblance in the
dark eyes and hair, invited him to parties, but parties made
him shy and he much preferred sitting on a disconnected axle
in Tilly's Garage, rolling the bones or exploring his mouth
endlessly with a long straw. For pocket money, he picked up
odd jobs, and it was due to this that he stopped going to
parties. At his third party little Marjorie Haight had whispered
indiscreetly and within hearing distance that he was a boy
who brought the groceries sometimes. So instead of the two-
step and polka, Jim had learned to throw, any number he
desired on the dice and had listened to spicy tales of all the
shootings that had occurred in the surrounding country
during the past fifty years.

He became eighteen. The war broke out and he enlisted as
a gob and polished brass in the Charleston Navy-yard for a
year. Then, by way of variety, he went North and polished
brass in the Brooklyn Navy-yard for a year.

When the war was over he came home, He was twenty-one,
his trousers were too short and too tight. His buttoned shoes
were long and narrow. His tie was an alarming conspiracy of
purple and pink marvellously scrolled, and over it were two
blue eyes faded like a piece of very good old cloth, long exposed
to the sun.
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IIEPEKAAH 3 ICIAHCBKOI

BIKTOP MAPAY

Mapio Benedemmi
APYXHHA AOTA
KiHKO-CcTaTye, 11e TBO€EI noAil
CHHIi, 3€A€Hi, YepBOHI CMYyTH
CTaAu HaBiK 0iAM3HOIO TYTH,
VIIOAIOHUBIINCH KOABOPY COAI.

Kinko-craTrye, KOAUCH Oyaa TH
K1IHKOIO 13 KOCTeH 1 ITAOTi;

y2Ke B O[JTHAKOBIi#l CKHITU CKOPOOTi,
1 KOAHM € TH, 1 gKII0 TeOe He MaTH.

KiHKO, TTOYeT YUl — A0IIl i MUHYBIIINHA,
CKyIla Ha Japyu TH — ¥ gapma CHoAiBaTHCS
Ha II0ChH i3 TODOO0I0, AKIIO 3aAUIIATHCSH

Ha MICIIl TIM Bi4HO TH 3MYIIIE€HA.

2KiHKO 13 COAl 1 M>KHUYKH,

13 cepiieM, 110 B HIM IIaA HAIIPyTH,
13 TOAOCOM, CIIOBHEHUM TYTH, —
rmoaibHa TH 40 3eMAi ¥ piuku.

He 3a0yTu, n1o He 3abyBaeThCs,

1 B IPUNUAEIIHIM MHUHYAE KHUBYYE;
¥ IOKapaHHS, TOAl HEMUHYYE,

y JKUTTS Hallle 3HOB [IOBEPTAETHCH.

3 BiaBaroro, 110 OCTpax BiAMIHSIE,
Hi MICIIEM HE€ CKyTa, Hi OJaTOol0,
Aota XiHka Tobi 3ab0poHsIE
IIEPETBOPIOBATHUCEH ¥ CTATYIO.

2Kinka iHIIIa B3Xe, X04 1 BIABHA
B 1HIIIM I'pi ¥ 1HIIY POAB 3IrpPaTH,
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JI03BOASIE cebe OToAITH
IIOBIALHO TaK, TaK ITOBIABHO.

Mujer estatua / tu historia
azul verde malva roja
quedo blanca de congoja
extenuada y sin memoria

mujer estatua / por suerte
fuiste hueso / carne fuiste
y sin embargo qué triste
es tenerte y no tenerte

mujer con lluvia y pasado
avara de tus mercedes

ojala escampe y te quedes
para siempre de este lado

mujer de sal y rocio

tu corazon sigue en celo
y tu voz esta de duelo
como la tierra y el rio

no olvides que no se olvida
hacia atras o hacia adelante
ya el castigo fue bastante
reincorporate a la vida

con audacia / sin alertas
con razon o sin motivo
mujer de lot / te prohibo
que en estatua te conviertas

mujer otra / diferente

si no fuera juez y parte
jugaria a desnudarte
lentamente / lentamente.

74

Mario Benedetti
MUJER DE LOT



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

IIEPEKAAIH 3 HIMELIBKOI

MIA TASAYH

Yaiua Hamania KopomkuHa
YAIOBAEHHUN YYHUTEAD

BiH 3HOBY CTOSIB Ha IIKiABHOMY TToABip7i. [Torasan OAykas, i 114
repepBa CKOPO 3aKiHYuThCcsa. BiH moctaBuB nmopTdeab Oias
0iAOT KOAOHU.

,Z[CHB CBOFOI[Hi PO3I1049aBCd AOIIIEM, 6yAa B2KE€ CEPEANHA
2KOBTHH4.

Bin guxaB; CBiXe HOBITPpA MPOHU3YBaAO HMOro Hi3Api,
OPUBOOUAO A0 TAMH, OYHUIIIAAO I'OAOBY, IKa BpaHIIi
IaMOPOYHAACH.

BiH TpoxXu MOTATHYBCSI, OIIEPTUCHI HA KOAOHY — HE TaKa BXKE
" 1rioraHa imes.

Take BiH IOBUHEH ITAAHYBaTH 3a34aA€Tidb...

[MMupoka 6irna KOAOHA HiATPUMYyBasa TOAOBHUU KOPILYC i
Bi3yaAbHO BiJJOKpPEMAIOBaAa IIPOXia Bif MOABIP .

Bin criogiBaBcd nouyTH 11o3an cedbe JOBroodiKyBaHe
XUXUKaHHS, «HY II10 K» — CKas3aB co0i IMoTiM — «Bi3bMHU cebe B
PYKH, Ta 3IIIPUCST BXKE HA KOAOHY...»

k%%
Hapeiuti nmpoaAyHaB A3BOHUK!

Bonuu obuaBa BUOITAM MOBHI O4iKyBaHb: MIAUANUCH AyMKaMH,
CXBHABOBAHO IIIETIOTIAH 1 IO ABI CEKYHOH CMISIAUCH. 3aBXKIHN
OyAO HaI YUM IIOCMIiSITHCE.

[Ilo k 3apa3’ BiAOyAeTbCA 3 HUMH Ha BYAHWILi?

Byaa cepena, abo, BOHH 00HaBa IePeKOHyBaAUu cebe B IIbOMY.
Taku O6yaa cepesa, BOHU B3Ke HE MOTAH IIOMHAUTHUCS.
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«BiH CKOpPOTHUB CBIiH 4ac 40 OAHOTO pa3y Ha TUXKIEHb», —
BKOTpPE cKa3aAa BOoHA 3 xKaaeM. BiH OypKHYB Ha 3HaK 3o i
IIOTiM HITOBXHYB ii B 6iK, BKa3ylO4yHu IpaBopyY.

Oui 3aropiaucs, M'd3U HAIIPYKHUANCH, BOHa OyAa CIIOBHEHA
eHTy31a3My, iX yeKaaa 4ygoBa Iepepna.

[TopTdean 6iasg koaoHU? [lorasa y 61Kk mapKyBaAbHOTO
MadgaHdHuKa, IK 3aBXKIU?

«3a KOAOHY, MIBUAKO!» BoHa THX0 po3cmisiaacs, TATHYYH HOTrO
3a co0010. YK IIBUAKO MOXKHA PO3YUHUTHUCH Y HATOBIIi i CTaTU
HeBUAMMUM! ... BOHU CTOSAM 3a KOAOHOIO.

BoHa HEMOMITHO BUTSTHYAA HOTY, A€Ib [TIOMITHO HITOBXHYAQ
CYMKY BII€pPe, HACKIABKH I1e OyAO MOXKAHUBO, cCaMe BYaCHO,
1100 Mo6aYUTH, SIK ii BAACHHUK POOUTH KPOK Hazamg —
OaskaHUH IAg Hei, a He JAS HBOTO.

BiH CHOITKHYBCS, 3a4€IUB CyMKY HOT'OIO 1 IIEPEKUHYB ii. Pyku
IIIyKaAHu oropy. BiH 3po3ymiB, 1110 HOra, Ha XaAb, Ha caMii
cyMmui. BiH Bce 11e TpeMTiB, KOAW CyMKa 31CKOB3HYyAA 1
BiAKpPUAACSH.

BukoTuauch aBa ssbAyka.

Ile 6aumAM He BCi, TiABKU Ti, KoMy 11e 6yA0 HOTPiOGHO.

L

[T’9TE XBUAUH OO0 O3BOHUKA.

BiH Ha MUTB 3alAIOIIMB 0Yi, IEPII HiXK HAaXUAUBCS 3i6paTu
abayka. oMy 3masoch, HIOH B H10T0 TOAOBI ife HiMe KiHO,
OCTaHHIi THXKHI 1 MiCd1li, ClIoragu MPOMaHyAH, BiH CXUAUBCA 1
B34B s10AyKa. Hatibiabiie BiH XoTiB 3a6yTu ii. et BUMHOK,
6e3yMoOBHO, OYB BapTHUM CTATTi B IIKIABHIN ra3eTi, BoHa Oyaa
HEe3piBHIHHUM OOoITMCyBadeM. BiH 3HaB 11e Kpallle HixK Oy ab-
XTO IHIIIUH.

«BIOHT sBuumeni — 20.100H1 OHD, «Hedonnauerutl, Hed0020008aHUL
— npurKaod cyuacHozo suumens, ([ lopmpem suumens Ha
OCHO81 8micmy 1020 KuweH» — BiH OyB MacTaK YIBASITH CBOi
OpUMapHi cTpaxu y BCiM Kpaci. llIKkiaAbHa rasera xkKuaa Ha
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TaKUX «IIpuUMapax» — cBoboaa MpecH, 3i CAIB KoaeTH, Oyaa
HEIIopyLIHA.

Ile mpocTo IIKIABHA Ta3eTa.
[IoroBopu 3 HUMH.

Paninre, y 1iii ke ra3eTi, BiH HOTpaluB y HOMIHAIIiI0
«Ha#irmpuBabauBiniuii BunuTeAb». Tak, a 11ie 10 Toro...
3’aBHAAChH cTaTTd «HacKiABKY OAM3BKUH MEHI Mili BUUTEAD,
PO3IIOBIAR PO ii MIKIABHUH IASX 1 HAUBasKAUBIIITY YaCTUHY
— Moro, 9K BiH 3ycTpidaBcd Ha i1 HIAIXY.

Ilepen TuM, 9K 3alTH 00 PeOAKIlii, HEIIEPEBEPIIECHOO
KAAQCHUKOIO CTaAa «Ipa IMOTASAIB» B KOPUAOPI (AKUX BiH
IIOBIABHO, aA€ Malxke yCIIiITHO, HaBYUBCH YHUKATH).

AuTadicTb, po3Baru — BCe 11€ JAs TOTO, 1100 noaatu 6apB y
IIIKIABHE SKHUTTH.

Yoro MOxKHAa Y€KaATH Bif Kpallloi MOAPYTH 1 Kpallloro apyra,
dKi IIPpOBeAU IBa He3abyTHI pOKU pa3oM y Kaaci? ...

[IpoayHaB A3BIHOK. Y4HI IIOTOKOM PYLIHAU 00 ABepei. Bin
METHYBCS KPi3b MPIKY A0 BXOAY 1 CxomaMu Haropy.

*kk

Ha mpyriit mepepBi BOHHU IIIIIAW Hi 3 YUM 1, B3araai, 3 HUX
6yAO MOCHUTB.

Cnepiiy, moTpibHO «IIepeBapuUTH» IIOIEPENHIO IIEPEPBY.

O60€ IPUTYAUAUCS JI0 TIEPHUA 3a IIIKOAOIO i CMisIAMCS —
CMISAUCH.

Xarmaaucs 3a JKUBOTH, 3rayI0uu IIpo Te, SIK BiH po3MaxyBaB
pyKaMu, IIOCUAU paHTa3yBaAHU PO HOro NIMPOKO
PO3MAIOIIEH] Bifl IEPEASIKY O4i, 1 IIA€CKAaAW B JOAOHI Bid OAHIET
AUIIE AYMKU IIPO s10AyKa, MO0 TUIKHS HOMEP OJIUH.

Yoro BapTi BCi HA CBITi «irpy DOTAIIAMH» IPOTH ABOX S0AYK,
SIKi BUIIYCTUB YAIOOA€HUM BYUTEAD...?

9K 3aBKaU, cMix IibyproBaB, BiH OyB HE TiABKU
3apa3AuBUM, a ¥ BUKAWKAaB 3aA€KHICTh; KOAU XTOCH JOPEYHO
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CMisIBCsI, TO, 3[JaBaAOCsI, TO3BOASIB Bce iHIe. [le 6yaa uymoBa
rpa, 1 il Apyr cnasaxyBaB Bif Hel, SK CIpHUK B CyXid Tpasi.
«3 bica yHiIKaAbHUM!» — BOHa 3amuxasacs i csasgaa — «HaATO
VHIKQABHHUN».

L

CroroaHi BpaHIli B KOPHUIOPi BOHA T'OAOCHO i 6araTo roBopuia
rpo «BiagminHO» i «/lo6per, Ki OTpUMyBaaa B «CTapi YacH,
KOAMU BI1H III€ IIOCTIMHO BUKAAQZAB B ii KAACI.

CporonHi BAEHDb BiH 3aAUIIIUBCS HAOAUHIIL 3 HEIO Y KAACI.

Craasocd Tak, sIK i HOBUHHO O0yAo ctaTtuchk. Moro BunpaBmaHHs
Oiabllle HEe OpaAM 0 yBard i, 6e3 1iepeMoHil, IoCTaBUAHM HOTO
Ha 3aMiHy CbOMOI'O YPOKY B Ii Kaaci.

Bin cTosaB 3a Kadeaporo.

Ile 6yB BaxKKUU YPOK, TOMY III0 BiH 3 yCi€i cUAM HaMaraBc4d
VHUKATH il IOTAI/IIB — KOXKE€H 30pOBUM KOHTAKT, BiH 1€ 3HAB,
O3Ha4aB, III0 BOHA BUTpPasa, a BiH He XOTIB ill IIbOTO
JO3BOAUTH. 3BUYAHO BOHA 1€ [TIOMiTHAA.

Bin 3i6paB cBoi marepu, IIoKAaB iX y MOPT(EAB.

BoHa m1e 6iabllle 3aTaTryBasa 9ac: BiIKPHUTH BiKHA, 3aKPUTH
BiKHa, KPiCAO Bropy, IHOIpaBUTH KapTy, PO3CTABUTH KHUKKU
— BCe I10 IOBHIiH Imporpami.

Koau BoHa npoxoauaa 1oB3 Kadeapy, BiH HiJHAB I'OAOBY 1
IIOAWBUBCA 1M IPAMO y Bidi.

Bin He nonpocuTts ii 00AMIINTH BCeE 11e, JaTHU HOMY CIIOKiH,
BOHU o0HMABa ayzke nobpe 1ie 3HaAr. BoHa o3upHyaAacsl, 3AerKa
IiagHsAa OpPOBY.

BiH HacynuBc4d.
3aerka.
BoHa MOpruyaa 30CepeazKeH0 ¥ BUHYBATO YCMIXHYAacCh.

Y IUTIINX KHUTaxX 9acTo MUINYTh: «3aAHUIIIMOCS APY3SIMU».
g dpasza pamnToM nmpomaiiHyasa B ii TOAOBI.
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BoHa MoprHyaa, miiBeaa TOAOBY, 11100 HOAETIIINUTH CUTYAIllilo,
3BeAa OpoBH, KUBHyAA HoMy — HaM Tpeba BUHATH.

[Torasaa BapTui TUCSa4di caiB? Illo BoHa 3po3ymiaa?

Ilep1i, HizK BOHaA BiABEAA IOTAS, BiH IIogapyBasB il, 9K BiH
ayMaB, 6aThKIBCBbKY YCMIIIIKY i BOHHM BUUIIAU 3 KAQCY.

«apHUX BUXifHUX!» — KPUKHyAa BOHA MioMy. BiH 3HOBY
YCMIXHYBCH, TapHUX BUXIAHUX, 1 3aKpUB ABepi. Ha BUXiAHUX
BiH MIT BIAIIOYUTH 3 APYKUHOIO 1 JITHMHU.

xk*k

B noHegiAOK BOHaA 3HOBY BUTr'pPasa TPU HOBHUX OYKHU y BXKE
BimoMiM I'pi: BpaHIll Ha CxXo4ax, OHiBAHI ¥ KiocKy. [loTim,
HaBMUCHE, TYYHO BUIIYCTHAA aAbOOM PENPOAYKIIii B
Kopuaopi. | 3a KOKHHUM pa3oM — yCMilIKa.

xk*k

MackyBaHH4 6iabllle He TOTPiIOHO, Tak BiH BUPIMIUB. Bix
pemaxilii IKIABHOI Ta3eTu He HaAXOMUAO JKOOHOI ABO3HAYHOI
3aMITKH ITPO OiAHUM CHiJaHOK, KOMHUX OKAMKIB HaB3/IOTiH B
KOPHUIIOPi, «yCMiIlIKa 3pobuaa 11e» — cKasaB BiH co0i i
IPOAOBXKYBaB YCMIiXaTHUCH.

L

B cepeny BpaHL nepen A3BOHHUKOM BOHA CTPIMIOAOB BAETIAAQ
B MapaseAbHHH KAac, ii IIIOKU ropiau, B pylli OyB cItMcaHui
AUCTOK.

[Ile Buopa BoHa mpuiiiiaa, 11106 pPo3nOBICTU APYTOBi BCIO
icTOpif0 HECIIOAiBaHOIO OOMIHY IIOTASIIaMU B II'STHHUITIO.

Teniep BoHa npubiraa 3paHKy i moTdraa ¥oro 10 aBepe
KAAQCy.

«AgHB, 1110 ¥ M€HEe TyT, — IIpollebeTara BoHA, — Y MEHE
imest mas MIKiaAbHOI razetu! 6ayka i momii I'ATHUILL ... »

BiH IOCMIXHYBCSI, BOHA HE€ MOT'Aa CTPUMATHCH 1 BUIIAAHUAA:
«CpOroiHi Ha HIEPILIN IePeEPB1 9 34a10 1€ B pPeaakiIlito!
«WI6AyKa pobAdTH IPUBAOAUBUM», YH 3K HE MiAXOOUTH ?...»

79



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

[ mogasa MIBUAKO, Malizke BUOQUANBO, 3a XBUAUHY Mae€
3a/13BEHITHU:

«BiH 3aHaaTO yHiKaapHUH! I B3araai, Toi, XTO IOCMIXa€ThCS
T00O1 3aBKOU TaK JOBIPAMBO, 3aCAYTOBYE Ha OCOOAMBY yBary,
TOD1 HE 3MAa€ETHCA?»

Chaya Natalia Korotkina
DER LIEBLINGSLEHRER

Er stand schon wieder auf dem Schulhof.

Die Blicke wanderten, bald war auch diese Pause wieder
vorbei.

Die Tasche hatte er an der weifSen Saule abgestellt.

Ein regnerischer Tag war heute angebrochen, es war schon
Mitte Oktober.

Er atmete durch; frische Luft drang ihm durch die Nase,
belebte die Sinne, reinigte den frihmorgendlichen, etwas
schummerigen Kopf.

Er streckte sich leicht, die Idee, sich an die Saule zu lehnen,
war gar nicht so schlecht.

Dass er solche einfachen Dinge schon im Voraus planen
musste...

Die Saule war breit und weif und stiitzte den Haupttrakt
und trennte so gesehen auch den Gang vom eigentlichen
Hof.

Er meinte hinter sich ein erwartungsvolles Kichern zu hoéren,
ach was, sagte er sich dann, reifS dich zusammen, nun lehn
dich schon nach hinten...

*k%

Endlich hatte es geklingelt!

Sie liefen beide erwartungsvoll raus. Kopfe
zusammengesteckt, aufgeregt tuschelnd und jede zweite
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Sekunde auflachend, so war es eben Ublich, zu lachen gab es
immer was zusammen.

Und was erst draufden auf sie zukommen sollte!

Es war doch Mittwoch, oder, versicherten sie sich
gegenseitig; und es war auch Mittwoch, verzdhlen konnten
sie sich schon lange nicht mehr.

»Der hat seine Zeit auf einmal pro Woche verringert«, sagte
sie zum wievielten Mal schon mit einem bedauernswerten
Unterton. Er brummte zustimmend und stiefS sie dann in die
Seite, nach rechts zeigend.

Die Augen leuchteten auf, die Muskeln spannten sich, sie
war Feuer und Flamme, eine gelungene Pause stand ihnen
bevor.

Tasche an der Saule? Blick in Richtung Parkplatz, wie
immer?

»Hinter die Weifse, schnelll« Sie lachte leise, schleppte ihn
mit. Wie schnell man doch in der Menge untergehen und
unsichtbar werden kann! ... Sie standen hinter der S&ule.

Unbemerkt streckte sie den Fufs aus, leise schob sie die
Tasche so weit wie moglich nach vorne. Gerade rechtzeitig,
um zu sehen, wie ihr Besitzer einen Schritt nach hinten
machte — ein gelungener fur sie, eher weniger fir ihn.

Er stolperte, warf die Tasche mit dem FufS um, die Arme
suchten nach Halt, dann fand ihn der Fufs —
ungliicklicherweise auf der Tasche selbst. Er schwankte
noch, da schlitterte die Tasche bereits weg und 6ffnete sich.

Zwei Apfel kullerten heraus.

Nicht alle schauten zu, nur diejenigen, die es brauchten.

ko

Funf Minuten bis zum Klingeln.
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Er schloss kurz die Augen, bevor er sich zum Aufsammeln
neigte. [hm war, als liefe im Kopf ein Stummfilm ab, die
letzten Wochen und Monate, die Erinnerungen rannen ihm
durch die Finger, er buickte sich und hob die Apfel auf. Am
Liebsten hétte er sie weggekickt. Diese Aktion war sicherlich
wieder einen Artikel in der Schilerzeitung wert, eine gute
Schreiberin war sie ja, wer wusste es besser als er.

»Magere Lehrer, magere Stundens, »Unterbezahlt, untererncihrt
— Beispiel eines modernen Lehrerse«, »Profil eines Lehrers
anhand seines Tascheninhalts« — er war ja schon richtig gut
darin, sich seine Gespenster in allen Farben auszumalen.
Die Schulerzeitung lebte von solchen »Gespenstern« —
Pressefreiheit, sagte die Kollegin, sei unantastbar.

Es ist doch nur eine Schulerzeitung.
Sprich doch mit ihnen.

Das hatte er schon vor, als in der besagten Zeitung die Wahl
zum »Sexiest teacher alive« erschien. Ja, und davor noch...

» Wie nah ist mir mein Lehrer«, Erfahrungsbericht tiber ihren
Schulweg und seinen wichtigsten Teil — ihn, wie sie ihm hier
und dort Uiber den Weg lief.

Bevor sie in die Redaktion eintrat, war wohl der
unschlagbare Klassiker das »Spiel der Blicke« im Flur
gewesen (dem er langsam, aber fast erfolgreich gelernt hatte,
auszuweichen).

Alles Kindereien, Zeitvertreib, um den Schulalltag etwas
farbiger zu gestalten.

Was kann man schon von bester Freundin und bestem
Freund erwarten, die auch noch zwei unvergessliche Jahre
bei ihm in der Klasse zubrachten? ...

Es klingelte. Der Schiilerstrom bewegte sich tUreinwérts. Er
sprintete im Nieselregen zum Eingang und die Treppe hoch.

ko

In der zweiten Pause gingen sie leer aus, und tberhaupt
hatten sie zun&chst genug.
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Erst muss die vorherige Pause verdaut werden.

Beide lehnten sich hinter dem Schulgebaude ans Geldnder
und lachten und lachten.

Hielten sich die Bauche in Erinnerung an seine wedelnden
Arme, phantasierten wild tiber die vor Schreck aufgerissenen
Augen, klatschten sich in die Hdnde bei der blofsen
Erwidhnung der Apfel, der Nummer Eins der Woche.

Was waren alle Blickspiele der Welt gegen zwei verlorene
Apfel des Lieblingslehrers? ...

Wie jedes Mal eigentlich. Das Lachen stachelte auf, es war
nicht nur ansteckend, das, was es ausldoste, machte stichtig;
wenn man gelungen gelacht hatte, schien es alles Weitere zu
erlauben. Ein echt grofsartiges Spiel, begonnen hatte es zwar
sie, aber mit ihrem Freund verhielt es sich wie mit trockenem
Gras, in das ein brennendes Streichholz geworfen wird.

»Der ist einfach verdammt einmaligl«, keuchte sie und
strahlte, »viel zu einmalig.«

*kk

Heute morgen hatten sie sich im Flur lautstark tiber die
Einser und die »Ausgezeichnet« unterhalten, die sie in den
»alten Zeiten« in Massen von ihm eingeheimst hatte, als er sie
noch regular unterrichtete.

Heute Nachmittag war er allein mit ihr im Raum.

Es kam, wie es kommen musste. Lange konnte man sich
seine Ausreden nicht mehr anhéren und setzte ihn
kurzerhand als Vertretung der siebten Stunde in ihre Klasse.

Er stand am Pult.

Es war eine schwierige Stunde gewesen, wegen des
»Blickspiels« hatte er mit aller Kraft versucht, nicht in ihre
Richtung zu schauen — jeder Blickkontakt, das wusste er,
gab einen Punkt und den wollte er ihr nicht génnen. Sie
hatte es nattrlich gemerkt.

Er sammelte seine Unterlagen, packte.
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Sie zogerte die Zeit umso mehr hinaus, Fenster auf, Fenster
zu, Stuhl hoch, Mappe zurechtriicken, Blicher ordnen, das
volle Programm.

Als sie dann am Pult vorbei schritt, hob er den Kopf und
blickte ihr direkt in die Augen.

Er wirde sie nicht bitten, das Ganze sein zu lassen, ihm
Ruhe zu geben, das wussten sie beide zu gut.

Sie schaute zuruck, hob ganz leicht eine Braue.
Er runzelte die Stirn.

Ganz leicht.

Blinzelte mit konzentriertem Gesicht.

Ihr entschuldigendes Lacheln folgte.

In Kinderbtichern kommt jetzt immer der Satz »Lass uns
Freunde bleiben«, schoss es ihr plétzlich durch den Kopf.

Sie blinzelte, hob, um die Situation zu entspannen, beide
Brauen an, nickte mit dem Kopf — wir muissen ja raus.

Blicke sagen mehr als tausend Worte? Was hatte sie
verstanden? ...

Bevor sie wegschauen konnte, tat er es, blickte wieder auf,
schenkte ihr ein véaterlich wirkendes, wie er glaubte, Lacheln
und sie gingen aus dem Klassenraum.

»Schones Wochenendel«, rief sie ihm zu. Er lachelte wieder,
schones Wochenende, und schloss ab. Am Wochenende
konnte er sich bei seiner Frau und den Kindern entspannen.

ko

Montags hatte sie wieder drei volle Punkte im schon
weitlaufig bekannten Spiel ergattert: morgens, auf der
Treppe, mittags, im Kiosk. Dann einmal absichtlich, sie liefs
die Kunstmappe laut im Flur fallen. Alle drei Male war ein
Lacheln dabei.

L
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Tarnung wird nicht mehr benétigt, so entschied er sich.
Keine zweideutigen Bemerkungen Uiber mageres Fruhstuick
kamen von der Schulzeitungsredaktion, keine Nachrufe im
Flur, das Lacheln hat es gebracht, sagte er sich und lachelte
immerzu weiter.

L

Am Mittwochmorgen kam sie noch vor dem Klingeln in die
Parallelklasse gestiirmt, rote Wangen, beschriebene Blatter
in der Hand.

Erst gestern war sie dazu gekommen, dem Freund die ganze
Geschichte vom Uberraschenden Blickaustausch am Freitag
zu erzahlen.

Nun kam sie also am Morgen angerannt und zog ihn vor die
Klassentur.

»Schau mal, was ich hier habe«, plapperte sie drauf los, »ich
hatte die Idee fiir die Schiilerzeitung! Die Apfel und dazu
noch die Sache vom Freitag...«

Er grinste, sie konnte sich nicht halten und verriet:

»Das gebe ich heute in der ersten Pause der Redaktion! ,Apfel
machen attraktiv', ist das nicht passend...«

Und figte noch schnell, beinahe entschuldigend hinzu, es
musste in einer Minute klingeln:

»Er ist einfach zu einmalig! Und tberhaupt, jemand, der
einen immer so vertrauensvoll anlachelt, verdient doch eine
besondere Zuwendung, meinst du nicht?«
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BIKTOP MAPAY

I'enpix etline
AOPEAES

He 3Ha10, 3BIIKU 3iTXaHHSI,

[ yoro cymHUM Mato Oyap, —
I3 maBHIX YaciB cKa3aHHA

He MoxXy HisIK 3a0yThb.
Cmepkae... CBiXKICTb B JOAUHI;
Hap PeitiHoM, 1110 MOB 3aCHYB,
TywmaH, 1 Ha CKeAl BEPIIIUHI
OcTaHHIN OPOMIHb CANHYB.
Tawm giBYuHa I0HA ¥ yapiBHA
¥Yropi Ha BEPILINHI TiH,

¥Yca B 30A0T1, MOB 11apiBHA,

I rpebiHb TeK 30A0THUH.
Posuyicye HuM Boaoccda

U cmiBae micHio BoHa,

Lle HizKHe O3BIHKOTOAOCCS
I[I’aHuTE CUABHIII Big BHHA.
Pubaaku cepilie Bif ITicHi

Y rpynax 6’eTbCsl CUABHIII,
He 6a4yuTh BxKe CKeAl I'pi3Hi,
BiH AUBUTHCA BrOpy AHIII.

9l 3HAaI0: TaMm, [ae AlAed,
3IMKHYTBCS XBHAI HaJl HUM, —
I ie yce Aopeaes

3pobuaa crriBom cBOiM!
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Heinrich Heine
LORELEI

Ich weifs nicht, was soll es bedeuten,
Daf ich so traurig bin;

Ein Marchen aus alten Zeiten,

Das kommt mir nicht aus dem Sinn.
Die Luft ist ktihl und es dunkelt,
Und ruhig flief3t der Rhein;

Der Gipfel der Berge funkelt

Im Abendsonnenschein.

Die schonste Jungfrau sitzet

Dort oben wunderbar,

Ihr goldnes Geschmeide blitzet,

Sie kdmmt ihr goldenes Haar.

Sie kdmmt es mit goldenem Kamme
Und singt ein Lied dabei,

Das hat eine wundersame,
Gewalt’ge Melodei.

Den Schiffer im kleinen Schiffe
Ergreift es mit wildem Weh;

Er schaut nicht die Felsenriffe,

Er schaut nur hinauf in die Ho6h'.
Ich glaube, die Wellen verschlingen
Am Ende Schiffer und Kahn;

Und das hat mit ihrem Singen

Die Loreley getan.
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AHACTACIA MYXIHA

E2on Ppidensv, Anoppeod Ionzap
FETE: T'POTECK Y IBOX [ISIX (YpHBOK)

HioBi ocobu
I'ere
HIKiABHUM pagHUK
[Ipodecop icTopii HIMEIBKOI AiTepaTypu
[lepeBipsroduil Ha icouTi
L{rocT nozaruil yueHo
Kon xopowuii yuero
AiHepab noodpyea L{rocma
IIIKIABHUM CTOPOK
His mepuia
KnacHna kimnama
I[rocm ma Ainepao

IIrocT, x00UumMb NO KONY, HAMARAEMBCS. 3A8UUMU, 8 PO3NAul.
Higyoro He BUXOAUTH, HIYOTO HE BUXOAUTH!

Ainepasb. Ta roxai To6i! [Ilo Tam Toro I'ere BUUTH.

IrocT. [[lo Tam?! Tu xo4 posymiell, mpo 1o roBopuin? Iloku
TH HaaM'dTb BHUBYHII 23-U Iepios TBOPYOCTI TaKOTO
6e3KiHeYHOro MoeTa, BCTUTHENI BxKe 3a0yTu mnepiri 12. Och
KepHep, och 11e 6yB xXaomenb! Y 22 pokKu BiH BxKe Iomep!
Ane 11eti 'ete! Llett oAiMIIIMCBKUM MOHCTP, Ha HBOT'O OJHOTO
iAo OiAbIlle gaT, HiK Ha iHOIUX II0ETiB pa3oM y3aTux!
Tpeba x Oya0 HOMy MHPOXKHUTHU IiaAMX 83 pPOKH, BCIOIU
HoTpibHO OyA0 HoMy BAi3TH, OYTH HNPHUCYTHIM ITPU KOXKHIH
icropuuHi#i mnopxii, BapTo Oya0 #WoMy TIiABKH 3aBECTHU
IHTPUXKKY 3 JaMOI0, SIK 8iH YK€ HOCHUB IIi[[ CEPILIEM...

Ainepasn. Ta Tu mo!

I{}ocT. . . . HOBUM TaAMy/[ CBOiX TBOPIB.

Ainepasb. A, sicHO!

IlrocT. Aae i 11poro HemoctaTHbo! O Hi! Bapro 6yao tiomy
mobadyuTH SKYCh TPaABUHKY, K BiH ITOYMHAB MHABHO ii
BUBYATH, yCiX BIiJOMHX IIaHIiB MOOAW3y BiH BTHATHYB ¥
«Po3moBu 3 'ete», a TUX, 10 ITOAAAl, BiH BUKOPHUCTAaB [AS
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OBO-, TPUTOMHOT'O AWCTYyBaHHSI, & KOAHM BIH HapEITI
IIoCTapiB Ta He Mir OiAbllle MHUcaTH, BiH rocaauB Oias cebe
ExepMmana Ta 3abarakaB Horo mamke 10 CMepTi, 11100 i 3
IIBOTO Iepioay 6yAo 1110 BUUTHU!
Ainepasn. Ta He MOXKe B¥XKe BCce OyTH TaKUM BasKAUBUM!
ITrocT. He BaskauBum?! Craxku 11e npodecopy XiHTEepxyodepy!
ITapooirorouu. «Y xxutTi I'ere BaxkauBO Bce! 3aram'sTamite

11e BU, HeyKu! 'ere — 11e cBATUH4!...» MeHi nmoTpidbHO 6yA0
CYHPOBOZKyBaTH MOTO i 4acC YCiX UOmMupsbox iTarnliCbKUX
IOIOPOXKeEMH!

Ainepas. [Togymaeni, a 3 TBoiM TaToM He MOXKHa OyAO HaBiTH
no Ilparu noixatu!

IlrocT. ['octiogu, uu O6yAao TiABKU mpu ... A Hy, IIOJUBUCH-HO
IIBUIEHBKO!

Ainepas, 2opmae kHuzy. Boxke mitt! Tu guBu! I B Kapacbani BiH
oyB!

IrocT. [Ilo-07

Ainepab. Tak, ocp Hanumcano! Yumae. «Po3mia 18:
HatiBeaAnuHinuk noet y Kapacbami Ta #ioro BIIAUB Ha AyKHi
npupoaHi Boau boremiir.

IrocT, n1tomo. A-a, Tenep e ¥ 1e! Ternmep g 1mie IpoBaAlOCh
yepes Te, 110 Y I1aHa TaEMHOTO pagHuKa O0yB 3amop. YopT
6u #oro mobpam! Yopt 6u toro mobpaB! Kudae kHuz2y 8
Kymok. 3amemHeHHsl, 2pim, baucKkasrka.

Hu3bKHH roaoc. Tu oBHHEH IIPOMOBUTH II€ TPUYi!

IlrocT, mpemmums, nosmopre mexaHiuHo. HopT Om Horo
rmoopaB! SamemHeHHsl, 08epl POUUHSIIOMBCSL, 3'S18/1SLEMbCSL
I'eme.

IlrocT, cnabkum 2osocom. XTo Bu? SHosy ceimaiwae.

I'eTe, m'arxo. Yu He mizHaete Bu Mmene? 91 came To#, Koro 0ic
TIOBUHEH ITOOpAaTH.

IIrocT nadae Ha KoaniHa ma nosmoproe. Kopudeii... Iloet-
repoii... TBopelp HiMelpKOI moeasii... Beaukuii miockyp 3
Belimapa, BiZpoAUBININUY aHTUYHICTE...

I'ere. Ax, obaumrre 11i popmaabHOCTi! 3BepTaliTech 10 MEHeE
npocto — Baimma BeanuHicTb, po3ymieTe? YueHb ousumucst
Ha HbO20 3 Hepo3ymiHHaM. HeBxke ckaaguuil nad Bac wmiit
dpankoHCEKUN? Cwmiemwbest. Tak, aiTepaTypHa HiMeIbKa
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3aBXKIU Ba*XKO MEHI mJaBasach. A Telmep CKaxXiTh MEHI Ha
MHAICTB, YUM s Bac ob6pa3uB, o Bu meHe Tak cBapure?

IlrocT. 4. . . 9. . . XOTiB OHU. . . TOMY III0 9 HE 3MIil' 3HAUTH...
dagnio Bamriti BeaAnuHocTi He BaXXKO... CKIABKH pa3iB Baira
BeauyHicTh Oyaa B ITaaii?

I'ere. Hy, pa3iB 30 Tpu OyBaB, ase CKaxXiTh MeHi, ske Bam 10
IILOTO TIAO?

IlrocT, nidsoosuucs. Ax, Bamia BeanmudHicTh, MoBa Hae HIpo
3aBTpallHik icruT. Y po3yMiro, III0 BCE, IIO0 CTOCYETHCS
Bac, gyke BaxXAuWBe€ Ta IllKaBe, aA€ IILOI'O HEWMOBIPHO
baraTo. A gKIIO S HE CKAQAy iCOHT, TO IIOBUHEH OymIy
zafimaTucsa 0aHKIBCHKOIO CIIPaABOIO, a s CTPAIleHHO XO4y
6yTu mokTopoM iaocodii, 1106 BucTynaTu y Kabape...

Egon Friedell, Alfred Polgar
GOETHE: GROTESKE IN ZWEI BILDERN (Fragment)

Personen
Goethe
Der Schulrat
Der Professor der deutschen Literaturgeschichte
Ein Prafungsbeisitzer
Zust ein schlechter Schiiler
Kohn ein guter Schiiler
Linerl Ziists Freundin
Der Pedell
Erstes Bild
Schulzimmer
Ztist und Linerl

Ziist, geht memorierend auf und ab, verzweifelt. Es geht nicht,
es geht nicht!

Linerl. Aber schau! Das bisserl Goethe wirst scho' a no
derlerna.

Ziist. Das bisserl?! Hast du eine Ahnung! Bevor man die
dreiundzwanzigste Epoche so eines endlosen Dichters
auswendig kann, hat man die ersten zwolf langst wieder
vergessen. Da ist der Kérner ein anderer Bursch gewesen!
Mit zweiundzwanzig Jahren war er schon tot! Aber dieser
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Goethe! Dieses olympische Monstrum, das allein mehr
Jahreszahlen verbraucht hat als alle anderen Dichter
zusammen! Dreiundachtzig Jahre hat er alt werden
mussen; in alles hat er sich dreinmischen miussen, bei
jedem Datum war er dabei; so oft er mit einem
Frauenzimmer was zu tun gehabt hat, ist er fruchtbar
geworden . . .

Linerl. Aber geh!

Zist. . . . und hat einen neuen Brocken gesammelte Werke
von sich gegeben.

Linerl. Ah so!

Ziist. Aber noch nicht genug! O nein! Wo er ein Gras gesehen
hat, hat er ihm gleich wachsen zugehort; alle besseren
Herren in seiner Ndhe hat er in »Gesprache mit Goethe:«
verwickelt und die entfernteren hat er zu zwei- bis
dreibandigen Briefwechseln benutzt; und wie er schon
ganz alt war und nicht mehr hat schreiben kénnen, hat er
sich den Eckermann geholt und hat ihm Loécher in den
Bauch geredet, nur damit auch aus dieser Zeit etwas Uiber
ithn zu lernen ist!

Linerl. Aber es wird doch net alles so wichtig sein!

Zust. Nicht wichtig?! Sag' das einmal dem Professor
Hinterhuber! Kopierend. »In Goethes Leben ist nichts
unwichtig! Merken Sie sich das, Sie Grunschnabel! Goethe
ist ein Heiligtum! . . .« Auf vier italienischen Reisen hab'
ich ihn begleiten mussen!

Linerl. Gelt, und mit dein'm Papa hast nicht nach Prag fahren
durfen!

Zust. Herrgott, oder waren's gar nur drei italienische . . . Bitt'
dich, schau g'schwind nach!

Linerl, bldittert im Buch. Jessas! Da schau her! In Karlsbad
war er auch!

Zist. Wa-as?

Linerl. Ja, da steht's! Liest. »Kapitel achtzehn: Der
Dichterfirst in Karlsbad und seine Bedeutung fir die
alkalischen Naturwasser des Konigreiches Bo6hmen.«

Zust, wiitend. Na, da hast du's! Jetzt werd' ich am End' noch
durchfallen, weil der Herr Geheimrat Verstopfung gehabt
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hat. Der Teufel soll ihn holen! Der Teufel soll ihn
holen! Wirft das Buch in eine Ecke. Verdunkelung, Donner,
Wetterleuchten.

Eine tiefe Stimme. Du muft es dreimal sagen!

Zuist, zitternd, wiederholt automatisch. Der Teufel soll ihn
holen! Verdunkelung, die Ttir springt auf, es erscheint
Goethe.

Zist, mit schwacher Stimme. Wer sind Sie? Es wird wieder
hell.

Goethe, milde. Ei, kenne Se mich denn net? Ich bin doch der,
wo der Deiwel hole soll.

Zist fdllt auf die Knie und wiederholt. Altmeister

Dichterheros . . . Neuschoépfer der deutschen Dichtung . . .
GrofSer Dioskur von Weimar ... Wiederbeleber der
Antike . . .

Goethe. Ei, lasse Se doch die Formlichkeite! Sache Se oifach
zu mir Exzellenz, verstanne? Da der Schiiler ihn
verstdndnislos ansieht. Verstehe Se mei Frankforterisch
net recht? Ldichelnd. Ja, 's Hochdeutsch hat mer immer
Schwierigkeite gemacht. Und nu sache Se mer, was wolle
Se eichentlich geche mich, dafs Se immer so uff mich

rumschimpfe?
Ziist. Ich . . . ich . . . mé6chte . . . weil ich's nicht finden kann
. wenn Exzellenz so gutig wéren ... wie oft waren

Exzellenz in Italien?

Goethe. No, dreimal wird's schon gewese soi — Aber sache Se
mer, was geht Thne das an?

Zist, indem er sich erhebt. Ach, Exzellenz, das kommt doch
sicher morgen dran in der Prifung. Ich weifs ja, alles, was
Sie betrifft, ist sehr wichtig und interessant, aber es ist so
furchtbar viel. Und wenn ich die Prifung nicht besteh’,
mulfd ich in ein Bankgeschéft und ich mécht' doch so riesig
gern Doktor der Philosophie werden, um im Kabarett
auftreten zu kénnen . . .
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KAPHHA TTAIAIIYAA

Mapis Ayiza KawHiy

Ha y36epexk:Ki aulile s i TH

B M‘akux obifiMax BOMHOI CTHXIi,
AUIaenI Ha HiCKy CBOI CAiAH,

A Mope 3abupae B30pH Tii.

B moaoHi rpu #i 6e3:KaAbHOTO OyTTS
He momMmiyaB Hi4Oro TH HABKOAO:
TBoi i kpyT, i XpecT 6€3 CIiBYyTTS
HoBa B:Ke XBUASI IOTAMHA HEKBOAO.

Tu ycMminiky MeHi nogapyBas,

He 3Harouu, 1o B cepili OiAb IaHYE:

Tebe 3 THUMU MaAlOHKaMU 3a6paB
Mopcekuit 6e3kpati... Tomy BoHO ¥ cymye.

Marie Luise Kaschnitz

Heute sah ich wieder dich am Strand
Schaum der Wellen dir zu FiufSen trieb
Mit dem Finger grubst du in den Sand
Zeichen ein, von denen keines blieb.

Ganz versunken warst du in dein Spiel
Mit der ewigen Verganglichkeit

Welle kam und Stern und Kreis zerfiel
Welle ging und du warst neu bereit.

Lachend hast du dich zu mir gewandt
Ahntest nicht den Schmerz, den ich erfuhr:
Denn die schonste Welle zog zum Strand
Und sie 16schte deiner Fufde Spur.
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BEPOHIKA POMAHIOK

Hozann Bonwvgpeanz ¢pon 'eme
PAYCT (YpHBOK)

Hanucano: «CriouaTKy 6yA0 CAOBO!»
HaneBHO, Hamucaau 1ie He BUIIQIKOBO,

Aae He Tpeba CAOBO BHCOKO Tak I[iHyBaTH,

9 Myury iHIlle 3HA4YE€HHS TyT IIepeaaTH.

9k ocaas [lyxX MeHe, IIOAyMaB:

«Ha nmouatky 6yaa [lyman.

Tiabku myury [yxa mobpe cayxarth,

[ITo6 HiYOrO 3HOB HE IIEPENAYTATD.

Xiba x 11e [lymKa migifiMmae HaMm BiTpuAa?
[Tucatu Tpeba: «<Ha nouatky 6ysa Cuaan.
AW TIABKHY 4 IIPO CHAY HAIIHCAaB,

[Ilock miAIITOBXHYAO, III00 HA MiCIli HE CTOSIB.
AereHpKuM BiTpoM [yX y ceplii BMUTH II0OBISIB
[ BneBHeHO nunty s: «Ha mouatky Oyaa [is!»

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
FAUST (Fragment)

Geschrieben steht: »Im Anfang war das Wortl«
Hier stock' ich schon! Wer hilft mir weiter fort?
Ich kann das Wort so hoch unméglich schatzen,
Ich muss es anders Uibersetzen,

Wenn ich vom Geiste recht erleuchtet bin.
Geschrieben steht: »Im Anfang war der Sinn«
Bedenke wohl die erste Zeile,

Dass deine Feder sich nicht tibereile!

Ist es der Sinn, der alles wirkt und schafft?

Es sollte stehn: »Im Anfang war die Kraftl«
Doch, auch indem ich dieses niederschreibe,
Schon warnt mich was, dass ich dabei nicht bleibe.
Mir hilft der Geist! Auf einmal seh' ich Rat

Und schreibe getrost: »Im Anfang war die Tatl«

94



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

IPUHA CTACIOK

Epix KecmHep
MAAEHBKE COAO

OmHoMy ayzKe CaMOTHBO

Tu croir 0iag BiKHA 1 3KOEIIl.

Yac BTiKae HE3BOPOTHHO.

KuTTd TU 3HaA€EIl, Hy aBXeX!
OpgHOMYy Ha CBITI TaK CAaMOTHEO,

Ta Halripiie BABOX CaMOTHICTh BCE XK.
Mpiit He Mpili, Ta macTa — TO oOMaH.
XoauTh OAM3BKO — He BIIiMMAaEII,
PyKy IpoCTSITrHU — 1 B3K€ TyMaH.

Hy a Tu #ioro BCeé BUTASOAEILL. ..
OmHOMY Ha CBITI TaK CaMOTHEO,

Ta Halripiie BABOX CaMOTHICTh BCE XK.
Bigmaemnicsa Bcd 1 BipUlll B 4apy,

A y cepiii 603KeBIABHUM IIEM,

Bo A1060B BeCh CBIT AiAUTH Ha MTapH.
ITomiamaa. Y mpoamaack qoIIeM.

JAsT caMOTHBOTO LIIAYHKH SIK yAApPH.

[ mommaau BiO >KUTTS HE KIU.

Xo4 HaaABOPi COHIIE, a X049 XMapH,

B cBiTi 6yA0 Tak 3aBK/IU.

YHac BTiKa€ HE3BOPOTHEHO.

Mpi#i CTPYyMOK OaBHO B3K€ BCOX.
OmHOMY XO04Y 1 CAMOTHBEO,

[ipmie Bce-TakKu CaMOTHICTh BABOX.
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Erich Kastner
KLEINES SOLO

Einsam bist du sehr alleine.

Aus der Wanduhr tropft die Zeit.

Stehst am Fenster. Starrst auf Steine.

Traumst von Liebe. Glaubst an keine.

Kennst das Leben. Weif3st Bescheid.

Einsam bist du sehr alleine —

und am schlimmsten ist die Einsamkeit zu zweit.
Winsche gehen auf die Freite.

Gluck ist ein verhexter Ort.

Kommt dir nahe. Weicht zur Seite.

Sucht vor Suchenden das Weite.

Ist nie hier. Ist immer dort.

Stehst am Fenster. Starrst auf Steine.
Sehnsucht krallt sich in dein Kleid.

Einsam bist du sehr alleine —

und am schlimmsten ist die Einsamkeit zu zweit.
Schenkst dich hin. Mit Haut und Haaren.

Magst nicht bleiben, wer du bist.

Liebe treibt die Welt zu Paaren.

Wirst getrieben. Muift erfahren,

dafd es nicht die Liebe ist ...

Bist sogar im Kufs alleine.

Aus der Wanduhr tropft die Zeit.

Gehst ans Fenster. Starrst auf Steine.
Brauchtest Liebe. Findest keine.

Traumst vom Gliick. Und lebst im Leid.

Einsam bist du sehr alleine —

und am schlimmsten ist die Einsamkeit zu zweit.
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OAEHA CTEIIAHIOK

Kipcmin Illea6°
B MEHI ITaAa€ YUCTUAUIIIE
1 TH MyCHIII
IIPOUTH YEePEe3 HHOTO
TIABKH TOIl
JicTaHellncd THU
JI0 MOTO IIEKAa

Kirstin Schwab
in mir brennt
ein Fegefeuer
da musst du
durch
nur so
kommst du
in meine
Holle

Kipcmin Illea6
CAIOH CAIB

Caimu

CaiB

Ha3zang KpokyroTh
[lepiaui

BIATHUCK

Ha apKyIi
3aAUIIAIOTH

JOOCAIBHY HiBY
rparoThb
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Kirstin Schwab
FURSTAPFENWORTE
die Fufdstapfen

der Worte
zurickmarschieren
den ersten
Abdruck

im Blatt
hinterlassen
wortliche Jungfrau
spielen

3aNpoONOHYH MEHi IIOoCh

y caMOMy KIiHITi

CTiHKHU A0Da

€ TaEMHAa CXOBaHKAa
MaA€HbKa IIMapruHKa
y mrapoBUX ABEPLIATAX
dK Yy AlCl

KOAU [JEPELICS YEPES AlC
JIO CBITAAQ

Jyepes3 IIPOraAuHy

HOYi

Y TAUOMHU IIAYHKY

PBYYKO BIIMHCH

MEHI
B I'you
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schlag mir doch was vor

am Ende der Stirnplatte

gibt es ein geheimes Versteck
ein Spiel

durch die Schranktur

in den Wald

durch den Wald bis zur Lichtung
durch die Lichtung

der Nacht

hinein in den Kuss

schlag ihn mir

dicht

auf die Lippen

KHHD IIOT'AAL

KHUHDb ITOTASI
Ha AIBY PYKY
OaYHIN AIHIIO KUTTS
SIKOIO TU HeCeIICs
IpsIMO 3apa3s
HaBITPOCTEIh

1 3aBXKOHU 3apa3’

WIRF EINEN BLICK
wirf einen Blick
in die linke Hande
siehst du Lebenslinie
auf der du laufst
gerade jetzt
geradezu
und immer jetzt
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3BiAKH B3AaCh TyT CAbBO3a?

1110 BOHA TYT HE3aJ0BIo 40 IILOro pobraa
rpaasa?

3’aBuaach 3 SKMMOCH CAOBOM

AbGo0 Kpi3k CiTKIiBKY OKa?

g X04y Bim Hei 4orochk
cyMyBaTu 3a ToOO0IO

wo kommt die Trane her?

was hat sie kurz zuvor gemacht
gespielt?

kam sie auf einem Wort

oder durch das Netz der Augenhaut?
ich will etwas von ihr

dich vermissen
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TETAHA ACIHCBKA

Hene Holixayc
AJEHDb MATEPI
ITPOAOT
Heniag, 10 TpaBHa 1981 poky
BiH IpUXUAUBCA CIIMHOIO 10 MHOPYyOIIhOBaHOTO CTOBOypa
MOTYTHBOI IIAaKy40i BepOU, Tiaad SIKOi 3BHCAAO Y BOAY 03€epa, i
HaCOAO/IXKYBaBCH PiAKICHUM HIACTIM, OyTH ITOBHICTIO CAMUM.
Ile Oyao #oro yaro0OaeHUM Micuem. TyT Horo OyMKH MOTAU
b6e3nepeIkoHO OAyKaTH. 3a 3aBiCOI0 3 AUCTBU BiH BiguyBaB
cebe 3axXUIlIeHUM i B 6e3I1elli, ToMy 1110 3HaB, 110 HiXTO HOro TyT
He repecaigye. Moaoaini HIKOAM HE BIAOAASIAUCS TaK JAaA€KO
Bil JoMy, Yepe3 CTpax Iepel OKapaHHAM, sIKe OTpuMaAu O
HEeMUHYy4Ye, 9KI10 0 ix Brritimaau. Crapiri 6yan 3aHaATO AIHUBI
TYASTH TaK JAAEKO, a 1€ ¥ B TaKUU TEINAUU [€Hb, 9K CbOTOIHI.
BoHu TuHgAAUCH HaMAINIIEe Oech IT00AN3Yy, TAEMHO IIaAHAH,
CAyXaAW MY3UKYy, OPaKHUAM MaAUX 1 JOBOAHWAH OO TOTO, IO
XTOCH BPEIITi-pelIT puaaB, HartgacTille 11e 6yB XTOCh 3 AiB4YaT.
Bin HeHaBUIiB iX. Bcix. Aae Haibiablne Bin HeHaBumiB MOTO.
dkuio 6 BiH BYacHO He moBepHyBcsi, BIH #ioro 6 mokapas.
[Honi, koau BIH 6yB B XopolIoMy HacTpoi, TO JaBaB AHUIIIE
xopoitoro rmpouyyxaHa. Aae koau BIH 6yB B moranomy HacTpoi,
To OyBaao ripmie. Habararo ripmie. BiH BiguyBaB, sk #omy
IIepecuxar0 B POTI BiA 3A0CTI AHIIIE MIPU MOyMIL, IO BiH
3MylIllyBaB cebe aymaTu mpo iHmi pedi. Hattoxouilie nymaB BiH
IIpo MaMy, MOro KpacuBy Mamy, sika Oyaa Tak gaseko. BoHa
raxaa Tak goope. A Koau BoHa Horo obitfimasa, HazuBaAa HOTO
«MIM MaA€HBKUM IPHHID» 1 XoAWAa 3 HUM B 300IIapK YU B
nonyasspHe kKade y PpaHkdypTi, Tomi BiH OyB IIIACAUBUM.
Panimme BiH BipHB B Te, II[0 BOHa HOMYy o0O0illsgAa, KOAHU
OpUXoAuAa HMOro BiABiZaTH. A TOYHIIIIE Te, III0 BOHA MOro
CKOpPO, mOyKe CKopo 3abepe mo cebe, i Tomi BOHU OYIyTH
CIIpaB3KHBOIO ciM’et0. HaBiTh KoAau oMy OyA0 0COOAMBO 3A€, BiH
BHUMaAbOBYBaB y CBOil ysBi, gK Oyao 0 kutu B maMu. BiH He
PO3yMiB, YOMY BiH MyCUTH TyT OyTH, ase AyMKa, 110 11e MUHe, i
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BOHAa Moro ckopo 3abepe, BTilllasa HOro, i BiH Mir CTEpPIIiTH BCe.
[Homi BiH 60siBCs, 1110 BOHA Moro 3abyaa, ase ToAi BoHA 3HOBY
npuxoaraa i Bce Oyao gobpe. IllonalimeHIlle Ha OeKiAbKa
roguH. 9k BiH OyB IIle MEHIIIUM, IIPU MPOIIAHHI BiH IIAAKaB i
xXaraBcsd 3a Hei, ToMy III0 He XOTiB, III00 BOHa 3HOBY ixaaa i
rmokumasa #oro. llporo BiH 3apa3 Bixke Oiabllle He POOUB,
BpEUITi-petIT oMy OyAO B¥XKe TPUHAAILTh, B TAKOMY Billi BxXKe
HE pUOAaIoTh, IK HEMOBASTA. BiH Bce IIle moTalKu CIoaiBaBCH,
III0 BOHA KOAU-HEOYIb MOTPUMAETHLCS CBOE€I 00ilIIIHKU. Bce-
TaK! BiH MaB MaMmy. [HIII — Hi. AX, 9K0M XK BiH TiABKHU 30epir
11e AuII Oas cebe! YIK Hepo3yMHO 3 Hioro OOKy KasaTH 1ie caMe
MOMY! 3 Tux mip BIH BHCMioBaB #oro i KasaB migai pedi mpo
MaMy. «Tu AuIIe TOTBOPHUN MAaA€HBKHUU BHPOIOK», - CKa3aB
BiH omHOro pasy. «JAruit xke 3k TH aypHuUiti! Bouna Ttebe
BiAIIITOBXHYyAQ, TOMY 1110 BOHA Tebe He Xodye. BoHa HiKoAU Tebe
He 3abepe, po3ymiem? KoAu THU 1Ie HapelTi 3aTaMUIII,
HEOYMKY ?»

Nele Neuhaus
MUTTERTAG
PROLOG
Sonntag, 10. Mai 1981
Er lehnte mit dem Rucken am narbigen Stamm der
machtigen Trauerweide, deren Aste ins Wasser des Sees
hingen, und genoss das seltene Gluck, voéllig allein zu sein.
Dies war sein Lieblingsort. Hier konnte er ungestort seine
Gedanken schweifen lassen. Hinter dem Vorhang aus Laub
fihlte er sich geborgen und sicher, weil er wusste, dass ihm
niemand hierher folgte. Die Jungeren entfernten sich nie so
weit vom Haus, aus Angst vor den Strafen, die es unweigerlich
geben wiirde, wenn man erwischt wurde. Die Alteren waren zu
faul, so weit zu laufen, erst recht an einem so warmen Tag wie
heute. Sie hingen am liebsten herum, rauchten heimlich,
hoérten Musik, drangsalierten die Kleinen und machten sich
gegenseitig fertig, bis zum Schluss irgendwer heulte, meistens
eins der Madchen. Er hasste sie. Alle. Aber am meisten hasste
er IHN. Wenn er nicht rechtzeitig zurtick war, wiirde ER ihn
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bestrafen. Manchmal, wenn ER gut gelaunt war, gab es nur
eine Tracht Prugel. War ER schlecht gelaunt, wurde es
schlimmer. Viel schlimmer. Er splrte, wie sein Mund trocken
wurde vor Angst, nur beim Gedanken daran, und er zwang
sich, an andere Dinge zu denken. Am liebsten dachte er an
Mama, seine schone Mama, die so weit weg war. Sie roch so
gut. Und wenn sie ihn umarmte, ihn »mein kleiner Prinz«
nannte und mit ihm in den Zoo ging oder in ein vornehmes
Café in Frankfurt, dann war er gliicklich. Friher hatte er
geglaubt, was sie ihm versprach, wenn sie ihn besuchen kam.
Namlich, dass sie ihn bald, ganz bald, zu sich holen wurde
und sie dann eine richtige Familie waren. Immer wenn es
besonders schlimm war, hatte er sich ausgemalt, wie es ware,
bei Mama zu wohnen. Er hatte nicht verstanden, warum er
hier sein musste, aber der Gedanke, dass es nur
vorubergehend war und sie ihn bald holen wiirde, hatte ihn
getrostet und alles ertragen lassen. Manchmal hatte er
beflirchtet, sie wiirde ihn vergessen, aber dann kam sie wieder
und alles war gut. Wenigstens fir ein paar Stunden. Als er
noch kleiner war, hatte er beim Abschied geweint und sich an
sie geklammert, weil er nicht wollte, dass sie wieder wegfuhr
und ihn zurucklief5. Das machte er jetzt nicht mehr,
schlieflich war er schon dreizehn, da heulte man nicht mehr
wie ein Baby.

Noch immer hoffte er insgeheim, dass sie ihr Versprechen
irgendwann wahr machen wirde. Immerhin hatte er eine
Mama. Die anderen nicht. Ach, wenn er das doch blofs fiir sich
behalten hatte! Wie dumm von ihm, das ausgerechnet zu IHM
zu sagen! Seitdem verspottete ER ihn und sagte gemeine
Sachen Uber Mama. »Du bist nur ein hasslicher, kleiner
Bastard«, hatte er einmal gesagt. "Wie bléd bist du eigentlich?
Die hat dich abgeschoben, weil sie dich nicht will. Die holt dich
niemals, kapiert? Wann schnallst du das endlich, du Trottel?«
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IIEPEKAAH 3 ITIOABCBKOI

BIKTOP MAPAY

Adam Miuxeeuu
CTEIIX AHKEPMAHCBKI

BrianBaio B o6IIIUPU CyXOTO OKEaHy.
MoB 4oBeH, Mill Bi30K y 3€A€Hb IIOPUHAE,
Y xBUAGX OyHHHUX TpaB MiX KBiTiB IIpPOIIAUBAE,

KopaaoBi MuHa€e ocTpiBIli Oyp’aHY.

Yxke cyTiHku agarau. Hi miagaxy, Hi Kyprasa.
Miit 3ip y Heb6i IPoOBiAHUX 3iPOK HIYKAaE.
OH TaM, JaA€KO [IeCh, Ha XMaplli BiIOANUCK I'pac:

To cBitutbkcda [HicTep, TaMm aamma AkepMmaHal

Cnunimocs! Tuxo gak! UyTb — XKypaBai AeCh AUHYTS,
He po3pi3zHUB OU # COKIiA iX, an€ KYypAUUYTh,
[ 4yTH, IK MOTHAB PO3TOUAYE CTEOANHY;

A By IIOB3€ MiX 3€A — TO CAYX TPABUHKHU 3AI4YUTH.
Y Tunti 1ii — 9KO0H BiH Mir CloAu JOAUHYTH! —

Y tumi it — 9KOu BiH MIr CIOAU JOAUHYTH —

3 AWTBHU IIOYyB OH TOAOC. — [ABEMO, HAC HE KAUYYTh.
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Adam Mickiewicz
STEPY AKERMANSKIE

Wplynatem na suchego przestwor oceanu,
Woz nurza sie¢ w zielonosc i jak lodka brodzi,
Srod fali tak szumiacych, srod kwiatow powodzi,

Omijam koralowe ostrowy burzanu.

Juz mrok zapada, nigdzie drogi ni kurhanu;
Patrze w niebo, gwiazd szukam przewodniczek lodzi;
Tam z dala blyszczy oblok? tam jutrzenka wschodzi?

To blyszczy Dniestr, to weszta lampa Akermanu.

Stojmy! — Jak cicho! — Stysze ciagnace zurawie,
Ktorych by nie doscigly zrenice sokota;

Stysze, kedy sie motyl kolysa na trawie,

Kedy waz sliskq piersiq dotyka sie ziola.

W takiéj ciszy — tak ucho natezam ciekawie,

Ze styszalbym glos z Litwy. — Jedzmy, nikt nie wolal!
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OAEHA CTEIIAHIOK

Cmamnicnae I'poxoesik
Y CABOTY
Y cavoTy

Haukpailre rnapacoad AaMIIH.

Y cavoty

Hattuucrinie He60 CTOPiHOK KHUXKKOBUX.
Y cavoTy

Y Hebi AUCTY TPINTOTAUBUM ITOCAQHEI

I BiTEp

Kpi3p o1y MepexTAUBOI paMIu

[ mec Texx moOpui i Yac CABOTH,

Koau kpaiiie 3a BOBHY 3irpi€ TBOi CTOIIH.

Stanistaw Grochowiak
NA SLOTE
Na slote

Najlepszy jest parasol lampy.

Na slote

Najczystsze niebo ksigzkowych stronic.
Na slote

Liscia na niebie trzepoczacy goniec

[ wiatr

Spoza deszczu migocacej rampy.

[ pies jest dobry podczas sloty,

Gdy cieplej niz welna ogrzewa ci stopy.
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Cmamnicnae I'poxoesik

A1000B —
CpoOromHi AyMar npo HEBEAUYKHX IITAIIIOK
[Ilo IIKyTHUABralOTh Ha AalTKaxX 300AIAMX

A1000B —

TOPKHYCh CBOT'OAHI BYCT TBOiX 30iAHIAUX
[le ato6oB Oyaa —

A mmoagymaro: skKa

A1000B —

CporoaHi po3mnoBiM
Hawm it popmy
3BiABHIO Bin OpexHi

HeBeAn4YKoOi IITAIIKKU IIOMaXoOM KPHA

Stanistaw Grochowiak

Mitos¢ —
Dzis mysle o niewielkich ptakach
Idacych wolno na tapkach zbolatych

Milos¢ —

Dzis dotkne twoich ust zbiedniatych
Gdzie byla mitosc -

A pomysle: jaka

Milos¢ —

Dzis powiem

Dam jej ksztalt

Odktamie

Niewielkim ptakom na skrzydel dzwiganie
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IIEPEKAAH 3 $PAHIIY3BKOI

BIKTOP MAPAY

Illapne Boonep
AABBATPOC

Koau cyMm i Hynbra o0cigatoTb MaTpPOCiB,

[Ilo6 po3Bary AHMIII MaTh, a IKy — BCE OIHO, —
NAOBASITH IITaxXxiB BOHU, OCAHHUX aAbOATPOCIB,
[Ilo BeChb A€HBb CYyIIPOBOAKYIOTE Y MOP1 CyAHO.

Yxke Ha naay0i, KUHyTHUH nepes 10pboro,

[Iot#iHo — HeGa OAaKUTH, 3apal3 — I'Psi3b, BiH y raHb01
BiAi kpuaa BakKi Boaode 3a co001o0,

MoB ory1iieHi Becaa, B 6e3cuAiti MoABOi.

[{ap Hebec i MOpiB, are TyT 3HEMArae,

CraBuiu Bpas XKaAOTIAHUM, HEIIACHUM, CMIIITHUM.
Tolt AIMMUTD TIOTIOHOM, AIOABKY B 300 HoMy IIxXae,
To#l kaaiKy Boae — IIKyTHUABra€ 3a HUM.

Tak moeT AMHE BBHUCH CEpPE PAOOCTI ¥ CyMy,
HemocTynmHu# nas cTpia, CBITAO 3BigaBIIU U THMY,
Ta xoouTk 110 3€MAl cepel] TBAATY 1 TAyMY

JIBa riraHTCBK1 KpHAa 3aBakalThb HOMY.
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Charles Baudelaire
L'ALBATROS

Souvent, pour s’amuser, les hommes d’équipage
Prennent des albatros, vastes oiseaux des mers,
Qui suivent, indolents compagnons de voyage,

Le navire glissant sur les gouffres amers.

A peine les ont-ils déposés sur les planches,
Que ces rois de 'azur, maladroits et honteux,
Laissent piteusement leurs grandes ailes blanches

Comme des avirons trainer a coté d’eux.

Ce voyageur ailé, comme il est gauche et veule!
Lui, nagueére si beau, qu’il est comique et laid!
L’un agace son bec avec un brule-gueule,

L’autre mime, en boitant, I'infirme qui volait!

Le Poéte est semblable au prince des nuées
Qui hante la tempéte et se rit de 'archer;
Exilé sur le sol au milieu des huées,

Ses ailes de géant 'empéchent de marcher.
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IPUHA CTACIOK

Aizem Bpowy

BcroMy CBilt yac —

To ictTuHa npagaBH4.

Yac gag ciBOH, i 4ac OAT KHUB.
XTOCh HAPOAUBCH, CMIsIBCH 1 TY2KUB,
Ta, 9k 30p4 13 HACTaHHSIM CBITaHHSI,
Ha o6pii :xuTTeBOMY Iorac.

Iliei moal 3k01€eH HE MHUHE.

[ mOpATyHKY HE 3HAUTH.

Bescuaa mariii, 1 HayKa, ¥ Alkapi —
2KopcToke i 6e3Burpalite rnapi.

Ta moku € gopora — Tpeba UTH.
[Iputimaii 9K gap XUTTS 3€MHE.

Vine miu 3a OHEM, 1 PIKU ITAUHYTS,
3-3a 00pito 3afiMaeThCs CBiTAHHA. ..
Bikamu e BitiHaA, A€TITh 31TXaHHSI,
3a Ccroki¥ Hall IOAHS AeCh TUHYTh.
Meni 60AUTHE aymia, i Ceplie MAI€,

9K uyro maay mited i GiAKaHHS 3AUIEHHUX,
Yy HUIHUY 1 3A0BICHHUM PETIT KaTa.
Kycaro HIirTi, 1 B 0O4ax TEMHIE,

Koau 3i 36poeto tine Opat Ha Opara,
3abyBIITH 3aroBilb OAaKEHHUX.
Y4yopa apy3i, a CbOroHI — BOPOTH.

[ 9K 116 cTanoch — He 30arHy.

9l B3UMKY noMuparo BiJ HYAbTH,

Ta #1 AlTO IKOCH B2K€ HE O CMaKy.

A He Ar0OATO BiliHY,

MeHi 4y>ki HEHaBUCTD U IpiM OaTaaild,
Ta wacom y obpasax s TOHY,

Boaaro HecBinomo «Hy qwomy

Mu cBiT 11e¥ TonuMO V¥ 60poTHOI KpUBaBIit?»

110



36iprur neperxnadie «ARS TRANSLATORICA», 2020, Bunyck IV

Depuis toujours

[1 y a un temps pour la semence
Un temps pour la moisson

Un temps pour naitre

rire et chanter...

Enfin, un temps

pour s’éteindre... pour mourir.

Ce temps, nul ne l'évite

Ni pilule magique

Ni folie d’évasion.

Rien ne peut empécher

la nuit de surgir

la riviere de couler...

I’'aube de poindre a ’horizon.

Je sais...

Car pendant des siécles

j’ai lutté... foncé

cherché le calme et I'oubli

en cadence

pour retrouver au fil des jours
la détresse et 'angoisse

au seuil de ma joie.

J’ai mal en mon ame
lorsque j’écoute

le cri des affameés

ou le tonnerre

qui gronde sauvagement.
Je me ronge les ongles
et je pleure...
inconsolable

lorsque mon frére
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marche la téte basse
ou un ami me coupe
de son amitié.

Je n’aime pas l’hiver

et pourtant

tout m’arrache a l'éteé...
Je n’aime pas la guerre
et pourtant

je sombre dans l'offense,
dans la haine

dans l'indignité.

Parfois je pleure mon désarroi

hoche la téte

et je répéte sans cesse

POURQUOI? POURQUOI? POURQUOI?
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OAEHA CTEIIAHIOK

Xax IIpesep
3POBHUTH IITAXIB IIOPTPET

HamaaroiTe nepi KaiTh

3 pO34axHyTHMH HapPO3TBIp ABEpPLATAMU
HaMaAIONUTe IOTIM

IIIOCHh MUAE,

IpOCTE

i HeoOXimHe BKpai

ITaxoBi

IIOTIM IIPUTYAITH IIOAOTHO A0 AepeBa
y cany

49U Yy AlCi

abo y Kymiax

CXOBaAWUTECH 3a AEPEBOM

1 HI mapu 3 BYCT

1 HI KPOKY pPYIIL...

[HKOAM TITax IIPUAITAE HIBUIKO

Ta MOKHa Ye€KaTHU POKaMHU JOBTUMH
a’K IIOKU BiH HE HAaBasKUThCH

He BnagaiiTe B pO3IIyKy

YEeKaUuTe

YyeKanTe poKamMu

a[2Ke YeKaHHd

KOPOTKE YU JOBTE HE Ma€ XKOAHOTO 3HAYEHHS
JAd YCITIXy Ballloro ITOAOTHA

Koau ritax IpUAETUTDH

SKIIO ITPUAETUTH KOAU-HEOY b
30epiraiiTe THIILY

3a3KIITh

JIOKH IITaxX 3aA€TUTH 10 KAITKU

1 KOAU BIH 3aA€THUTDH

3a4UHITH AETE€HBKO IBEPIISITA
KIHYUKOM II€H3AS

TIOTIM
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OUH 3a OOHUM 3ITPITh I'PaTU

HE TOPKAIOYHUCH IITaxa Iip'iH
[licaa HaMaAOWTe IIOPTPET AEpeEBA
00epiTh HAUTrapHINIy TAKY

A IITaxa

HaMaAIOUTeE 1 3€A€Hb AUCTH, 1 BITPY CBixXKICTH
COHSYHHH IIHA

HaMaAIONUTe A3MKYaHHS MOIIIBH
I1I0 TIOBHUTLCH CIIEKOIO AlTA

a IIoTiM yekaiTe

yeKauTe

4K IITaxX BUPIIINUTH 3aCHiBAaTHU

a gKIIO IITaxX HE CIIiBac

IpUKMETAa IIoTaHa

I1e O3HA4YaE€ 110 Ballla KapTUHAa
reTh HIYOT0 HE BapTa

a gKIIo IITaxX CIIiBac

IIPpUKMeTa 1o00pa

I1€ 3HaK 1110 MOXKHAa 3aAHWIIHUTH ITIAIINC CBIM HA KAPTHHI
Tozk BUPBITH HI2KHO

Hip'THy CHiByd4Oro rraxa

1 HAITUIIITE iM’d

Y KyTOYKYy KapTHHHU.

Jacques Prévert
POUR FAIRE LE PORTRAIT D'UN OISEAU

Peindre d’abord une cage

avec une porte ouverte

peindre ensuite

quelque chose de joli

quelque chose de simple

quelque chose de beau

quelque chose d’utile

pour l'oiseau

placer ensuite la toile contre un arbre
dans un jardin
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dans un bois

ou dans une forét

se cacher derriére 'arbre

sans rien dire

sans bouger...

Parfois 'oiseau arrive vite

mais il peut aussi bien mettre de longues années
avant de se décider

Ne pas se décourager

attendre

attendre s’il le faut pendant des années

la vitesse ou la lenteur de l'arrivée de 'oiseau
n’ayant aucun rapport

avec la réussite du tableau

Quand l'oiseau arrive

s’ll arrive

observer le plus profond silence

attendre que l'oiseau entre dans la cage

et quand il est entré

fermer doucement la porte avec le pinceau

puis

effacer un a un tous les barreaux

en ayant soin de ne toucher aucune des plumes de 'oiseau
Faire ensuite le portrait de 'arbre

en choisissant la plus belle de ses branches

pour l'oiseau

peindre aussi le vert feuillage et la fraicheur du vent
la poussiére du soleil

et le bruit des bétes de '’herbe dans la chaleur de I’été
et puis attendre que l'oiseau se décide a chanter
Si 'oiseau ne chante pas

c’est mauvais signe

signe que le tableau est mauvais

mais s’il chante c’est bon signe

signe que vous pouvez signer

Alors vous arrachez tout doucement

une des plumes de l'oiseau

et vous écrivez votre nom dans un coin du tableau.
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IIEPEKAAH 3 ANOHCHKOI

OAEHA CTEIIAHIOK

Momoopi Hopinara’

SIKI110 3armuTaioTh Tebe AIOOU ITPO Ceplid CUHIB AmMoHii,
To ckazku iMm, 1110 11e KBiTH TipChKOi BHUIIIHI,

[Ilo mapyrooTh CBOi IIaxoIli

BpaHIllTHEOMY COHIIO.

AEER

B D
KL%
A &ixiE
IS BN
[LIRFE
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Talupa no Kanemopis

[ITocrAan HaMararwcCh IIPUXOBaATHU
A000OB MoOIO.

[apwma.

AIou Bce IIOMIYaloTh

OT 1 IUTaIOTh.

TR

BENE
BIZHTIZTY
FNZRNT
FRESE
ANDE5SET
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Py3ii TaxaHao’

CMyTHO 6a4YUTH yCMiX AUTHUHH,
9lka He mimo3pioe, 1o ii 6aThKO
e B myTs, 3 9KOi

[Ile HiXTO ¥ HIKOAW HE IIOBEPTAaBCA.

B E

AU

J7 B ¥aE T
il b

O TR
RENEL X
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6 Kipcriu [IIBab — MoA0oga aBCTpilicbKa IoeTeca, BUKAQIAYKa,
aKTpuca.

7 MoToopi Hopinara (1730 -1801) — BYeHHH Ta IIyOAIIIUCT
XVIII cropiuyd, 9KUil BBasKa€THCHI BOCKPECUTEAEM
TPAOULINHOI ATTOHCBKOI KYABTYPH.

8 Tatipa HO Kanemopi (Hegidomo - 991) — cepexHPOBIYHUM
AMMOHCBKHUY moeT nepioay Xetian. OauH 3 «36 BUAATHUX
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9 ®yaii Takanao (1764~ 1840 ).
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