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Winter

When icicles hang by the wall,

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail,
When blood is nipp’d, and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
“Tu-who;

Tu-whit, Tu-who’ — a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all around the wind doth blow,
And coughing drowns the parson’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw,
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring owl:
‘Tu-who;

Tu-whit, To-who’ - a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

W Shakespeare, Love’s Labour’s Lost

3uma

Korpga B cocynbkax ceHoBan

W pytoT B pyku Ha asope,

M Tom gposa npuHOCT B 3arl,

W mep3HeT MONOKO B Beape,

W cTbiHET KpoBb, 1 BClOAY rpA3b,

3ABOAMT CblY, BO TbMYy BMEPACH:
Ty-ry!

Ty-uTt, Ty-ry! Hy n neByH!

Bca B cane, AHHa TpeT YyryH.

Korga oT Kawna npuxoxaH

He cnbIlwHO NacTopoBbIX CNOB,

M nTuuel xoxnAaTtcAa B 6ypaH,

Ny MapbaHbl Hoc 6arpos,

W npbiwyT rpywm B KUNATKe,

3aBoauT unaH Baaneke:
Ty-ry!

Ty-uTt, Ty-ry! Hy n neByH!

Bca B cane, AHHa TpeT YyryH.



Parting

A man is standing in the hall
His house not recongising.

Her sudden leaving was a flight,
Herself, maybe, surprising.

The chaos reigning in the room

He does not try to master.

His tears and headache hide in gloom
The extent of his disaster.

His ears are ringing all day long

As though he has been drinking.

And why is it that all the time

Of waves he keeps on thinking?

When frosty window-panes blank out
The world of light and motion,
Despair and grief are doubly like
The desert of the ocean.

She was as dear to him, as close
In all her ways and features,

As is the seashore to the wave,
The ocean to the beaches.

As over rushes, after storm
The swell of water surges,
Into the deepness of his soul
Her memory submerges.

In years of life, in times which were
Unthinkable to live in,

Upon a wave of destiny

To him she had been driven,

Through countless obstacles, and past
All dangers never-ended,

The wave had carried, carried her,

Till close to him she'd landed.

And now, so suddenly, she'd left.
What power overrode them?

The parting will destroy them both,
The grief bone-deep corrode them.

He looks around him. On the floor

In frantic haste she'd scattered

The contents of the cupboard, scraps
Of stuff, her sewing patterns.

He wanders through deserted rooms
And tidies up for hours;

Till darkness falls he folds away

Her things into the drawers;

And pricks his finger on a pin

In her unfinished sewing,

And sees the whole of her again,
And silent tears come flowing.

Translated by Lydia Pasternak Slater

Pasnyka

C nopora cMOTPUT LIENOBEK,
He ysHaBaAa noma.

Ee oTtbesn 6bIn Kak nober.
Besne cneabl pasrpoma.

lMoBctloay B KOMHaTax xaoc.
OH Mepbl pa3opeHbA

He 3amevaeT n3-3a cnes

W npucTtyna murpeHu.

B ywax ¢ yTpa Kakon-To LuyM.
OH B NnamATn unb rpes3nTt?

M novemy emy Ha ym

Bce mbicnb 0 Mope neseTt?

Korpa ckBO3b MHEN Ha OKHe

He BnaHO cBeTa 60XbA,
Be3BbIXOAHOCTb TOCKWU BABOWHE
C nycTblHen MopA cxoxa.

OHa 6bina Tak gopora
Emy yepTon ntoboto,

Kak mope 6nm3kun bepera
Bcen nuHuen npnbos.

Kak 3aTtonnAeT Kambiwn
BonHeHbe nocne wropma,
YWnm Ha oHo ero oy
Ee yepTbl 1 popmbl.

B roga mbiTapcTs, BO BpeMeHa
Hembicnumoro 6biTa

OHa BosHOW cyabbl co aHa
Bbina K Hemy npubuTa.

Cpeam npenaTtcTeuii 6e3 uncna,
OnacHocTu MuHyA,

BonHa Hecna ee, Hecna

W npurHana 6nnoTHyto.

W BOT Tenepb ee oTbe3A,
HacunbcTBeHHbIN, 6bITb MOXeET!
Paanyka nx 060ounx cbecT,
Tocka ¢ KOCTAMM CroXeT.

W uenoBek rnAguT Kpyrom:
OHa B MOMEHT yxoaa

Bce BbiBOpOTMNa BBEPX AHOM
M3 Aawmkos komoaa.

OH 6poanT, N 4O TEMHOTbI
YKnagpiBaeT B AWNK
PackuaaHHble NOCKyThl

W BbIpKpOMKKN 06pasyumk.

M, HakonoBLKCb 06 WNTbe
C HeBbIHOTOW UrOMKOW,
BHe3anHo BUOUT BClO ee

M nnayeT BTUXOMONKY.



In Hospital

They stood, almost blocking the pavement,

As though at a window display;
The stretcher was pushed in position,
The ambulance started away.

Past pavements and porches and people
It plunged with its powerful light

Through streets in nocturnal confusion
Deep into the blackness of night.

The headlights picked out single faces,
Militiamen, stretches of street.

The nurse with a smelling-salts phial
Was rocked to and fro on her seat.

A drain gurgled drearily. Cold rain
Was falling. The hospital clerk
Took out a fresh form of admission
And filled it in, mark upon mark.

They gave him a bed by the entrance;
No room in the ward could be found.
Strong iodine vapour pervaded

The draught from the windows around.

His window framed part of the garden,
And with it a bit of the sky.

The newcomer studied the floorboards,
The ward and the objects nearby,

When, watching the nurse's expression
Of doubt, in her questioning drive,

He suddenly knew this adventure
Would hardly release him alive.

Then, grateful, he turned to the window
Behind which the wall, further down,
Was breathing like smouldering tinder,
Lit up by the glare of the town.

There, far off the city was glowing

All crimson-aflame; in its swell

A maple-branch, ragged, was bowing
To bid him a silent farewell.

'O Lord," he was thinking, 'how perfect
Thy works are, how perfect and right;
The walls and the beds and the people,
This death-night, the city at night!

| drink up a sedative poitnion,

And weeping, my handkerchief trace.
O Father, the tears of emotion
Prevent me from seing Thy face.

Dim light scarecly touches my bedstead.
It gives me such comfort to drift

And feel that my life and my lot are

Thy precious and wonderful gift.

While dying in fading surroundings
| feel how Thy hands are ablaze,

The hands that have made me and hold me

And hide, like aring in a case.'

Translated by Lydia Pasternak Slater

B 6onbHuuUe

CTo0Ann Kak nepen BUTPUHON,
MouTn 3anpyamBs TpoTblap.
Hocunkun BTONKHYM B MaLUvHy,
B kabuHy BCKOYMN LaHuTap.

W ckopas nomoLlb, MUHYA
NaHenn, nogbesabl, 3eBak,
CymATULY yNnL HOYHYIO,
HbipHyna orHamu BO Mpak.

Menuuua, ynuubl, nmua
MenbKHynu B CBETY (hoHapA.
MokaumnBanacsk denbawepuua
Co cKNAHKOI HawaTbIpA.

Wen noxab, 1 B NPUEMHOM NOKOE
YHbINO Wymesn BOAOCTOK,

Meto TeM Kak CTpOKa 3a CTPOKOHO
Mapanu onopcHbIN NINCTOK.

Ero nonoxwunn y Bxoga.
Bce B kopnye 6b1510 NOSHO.
Pasnno napamu noaa,

W ¢ ynuupbl oyno B OKHO.

OKHO obHuMarno KeagpaTom
YacTb cagna v Heba KoYoK.
K nanaTtam, nonam u xanatam
MpucmaTtpuanca HOBUYOK.

Kak Bapyr 13 paccnpocoB CUOENKM,
Moka4ynBaBsLLEl rof1oBoON,

OH NOHAM, 4TO N3 Nepeasikn

EnBa nn oH 6bInaeT XXUBOW.

Torpaa oH B3rnAHyn 6narofapHo
B 0KHO, 3a KOTOpbIM CTEeHa
Bblna TOYHO NCKPOW NOXKapHOM
M3 ropoaa o3apeHa.

Tam B 3apeBe paena 3acTtasa,
W, B oTCBETE ropoaa, KneH
OTBelumBan BETKON KOPABOM
BonbHOMY npoLanbHbIN MOKIIOH.

‘O rocnoam, Kak CoBepLUEHHbI
Hena TBON, - oyman 6onbHON, -
NocTtenun, n noaun, n CTEHbI,
Houb cmepTy 1 ropo HOYHOW.

A NpuHAN CHOTBOPHEIO 403y
W nna4y, nnatok Tepe6A.

O 60>e, BOSTHEHUA ce3sbl
MewatoT MHe BnaeT Tebs.

MHe cnagko npu ceeTe HeAPKOM,
YyTb nanawowmm Ha KpoBaTb,
C61a 1 cBOW >XXpebuin NoJapKom
BesueHHbIM TBOUM COC3HaBaTb.

KoH4aAck B 60/1bHUYHOW NocTenwm,

A 4yyBCTBYIO PYK TBOUX Xap.

Tbl Aep>XuLb MEHA, KaK nsgense,

W npAYmnwwb, Kak nepcTeHb, B yTnap.’
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