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WHAT DO WE MEAN BY
“NATIONAL POFET”...

The Irish Embassy to Russia and the Irish Literature Exchange
are proud to support the bilingual publication of Thomas
Moore’s poetry. We are grateful to Ekaterina Genieva and
her team for their painstaking efforts in assembling excellent
examples of the work of Russian poets who translated Moore
in the 19th and the 20th centuries.

I am personally grateful to a late colleague of ours in the
Department of Foreign Affairs, Dr. Eoin MacWhite. who
published original research on Irish — Russian cultural links
(in Australia) and had a keen interest in the role of Thomas
Moore. My discovery of some of Dr. MacWhite’s authoritative
notes in a drawer at our Embassy explains the confidence with
which I express opinions in the present introduction:

In the 20th century, two Irish poets, Yeats and Heanev. were
awarded the Nobel Prize for literature. Another of our Nobel
Prize winners, Samuel Beckett, wrote poetry alongside his
much more famous novels and plays. With such giant figures
in the foreground, it is easy to forget that in the preceding
century, Ireland’s “national poet” (and most success{ul writer)
was Thomas Moore.

What do we mean by “national poet”? We might begin by making
a comparison between Moore and one of the giants of that or
any other period, namely Alexander Pushkin: like Pushkin in his
relations with the Dekabrists, Thomas Moore as a young man had
close friends in idealistic political circles. He remained deeply
aware ever afterwards of the political situation in Ireland, even if
he avoided confrontation. We may surmise that Moore’s literary
work was his peaceful contribution to Irish national revival.



9TO S UMEIO B BUZY, TOBOPS
<HALTMOHAJIBHBIN [1O3T»...

INoconbcreo Upnananu 8 Pocenu n Mpranackuit CopeT 1o co-
TPYAHHYECTBY B 061aCTH JIUTEPATYPHI ObUIN PaJbl OKA3aTh IIOA:-
JEPHKKY 3TOMY ABYSA3BIYHOMY HU3faHuio no33uu Tomaca Mypa.
Mbnl npusHaTenbHbl EkaTepune lenuenoil u ee koseram, npo-
JeaBuInM GOMBILYIO PaboTy, IpeACTABUB B HeGOJIbIIOM 11O 00b-
eMy c6opHuKe 3aMevaTeabHbIe OOPA3YHKN TEPEBOJOB 110931
Mypa, npuHagiexaiye pycckum mostaM 19—20 sexos.

Mosa ocobas 6aarosapHOCTh Hamemy kostere u3 Jlemapramen-
Ta MHOCTPAHHEIX Aea A-py OyHy Maxyaiiry, onyGiukoBaBmemMy
B ABCTpaJIMHU epBOE NCC/IeJ0BaHHE 06 UPIAHACKO-POCCHICKIX
KYAETYPHBIX CBA3SIX, B KOTOPOM OH NPOSBHJI NPUCTAIBHBIH MH-
Tepec k poau Tomaca Mypa. O6HapyXeHHbIE MHOIO B apXUBaX
IToconscTra 3aMeTKH A-pa Makyaiita OGBACHAIOT YBEPEHHOCTS,
C KOTOPOW 51 BLICKA3bIBAIO 31€Ch CBOU CYXKACHHS.

B 20 Bexe HoGeneBckoii npeMuu o IMTepaType ObLIN YIOCTO-
€HBI /1Ba UPJIAH/ICKUX [T05TA, Yuibsam batiep Meiire u Uleiimac
Xuun. Eme onun Ham HoGeneBckuit naypeat, Camioan bekker,
TOXE MHCAT CTUXU, XOTS €r0 POMaHbl U MbECHI H3BECTHDI I'O-
paszxo G6onbnie. M3-3a npUCYyTCTBHSA B HANICH UCTOPUHN TAKUX
THTAaHTOB HECJIOXHO 3a0bITh O TOM, YTO B MPEAbIAYIIEM BEKE
«HAIUOHAILHKIM IIO3TOM» (M CAMBIM YCICHIHbIM HCATCIEM )
Hpaananu asasinca Tomac Myp.

Y10 5 MMEI0 B BUAY, TOBOP: «HALMOHAILHLIM 1103T»? IIpexje
BCETO, MBI MODJIM GBI ITPOBECTH HapalIcib Mexay Mypom u ox-
HUM U3 TUTAHTOB T€X BpeMeH — THTaHTOM BeeX BpeMeH! — Astek-
caripoM IymkuabiM: xak 1 ITyIIKHH, CBA3aHHBIN IPYKECKMMU
y3amu ¢ MHorumu Aekabpucramu, Tomac Myp B MoJji0abIe FOAbI
TaKKe UMest GIM3KHX ApYy3eil B Kpyrax NoJMTHKOB-HAEaIMCTOB.



Thomas Moore is most famous for his “Irish Melodies.” poems
on universal themes sct to old Irish airs. These melodies were
published in a steady stream over several decades. They were so
successfulin Europe and the United States that Moore embarked
on his “National Airs” — poems written to the traditional music
of nations other than Ireland. such as Scotland, Italy, Portugal,
Russia...

For “Lalla Rookh”, Thomas Moore was paid £3,000 in 1817,
at that time by far the record sum for a book of poetry in the
English language. “Lalla Rookh” is the story of a Mughal princess
who travels far from home in order to marry. The narrative
is constructed around four interlocking poems on oriental
themes. One of these, “The Fire-Worshippers”, is an indirect
treatment of English rule in Ireland.

Thomas Moore’s novel “Memoirs of Captain Rock” (1824) is
an attempt to explain to a middle class audience in Britain why
insurgency continues in Ireland and is even passed on within
families from one generation to another. “Travels of an Irish
Gentleman in Search of a Religion™ (1833) enters directly into
a delicate question that remained important in Irish public
affairs,

Moore’s “melodies” were learned by heart in many countries
and in time inspired composers such as Schumann, Glinka,
Mendelssohn, and Britten. At one point Edgar Allan Poe
identified Moore as the most famous poet in the world.
Popularity apart, Thomas Moore did three very difficult
things at one and the same time. He gave encouragement
and self-belief to the least fortunate in Ireland, he developed
cultural common ground between the destitute and the more
privileged, and he successtully promoted a love of things Irish
in the salons and country houses of England.



C Tex cambIx nop Myp Bceraa BHUMaTeIbHEHIUMM OOpa3oM
CICANI 32 NONUTHYECKOH cuTyanuei 8 Mpianauy, gaxe eciu
OH H3beran npAMoi KoHQPpoHTaNMU. MOKHO CKa3aTh, UTO Aes-
T€JbHOCTb Ha IMTEPATYPHOM MOIPUILE ABIATACD A1 HETO BO3-
MOXKHOCTBIO COGCTBCHHOTO y‘-IaCTI’I}I B I/IpJ'I‘dHﬂ,CKOM HaOHAIb-
HOM BO3POX/JEHHM,

HanSomsuryio nssccTHOCTD mpuHecu lomacy Mypy ero «Hp-
JIaH;ICKHE MEJIOJUH» — LUK CTUXOTBOPEHUI1, NepeioKeHHbIX
1A CTAPHHHbIE HPJIAHJCKUAE My3bIKAJILHBIC TCMbI. 32 HECKOIBKO
Aecarnietnit atu ctuxu obpenu B Espone n B CoenpHeHHbIx
HltaTax Taxyo HOLYJIIPHOCTD, 4TO Myp B3suICs 32 COUMHEHUE
CJIeAYIOMEro HUKIa — «Meroauit pa3sHbIX HApOJOB» — KOTOPbBIH
COCTABUJIY CTUXH, HAIIMCAHHBIE HA TPAJUMLMOHHBIE MY3bIKAIb-
uple TeMbl Hlommanauu, Mranuu, Iopryranum, Poccuu...

B 1817 r. 32 «BocTOUuHYIO 1IOBECTL>» «Jlawia Pyk» Tomacy Mypy 3a-
IVIATUINA TPH ThICAYH (PYHTOB CTEPJIMHIOB — 10 T€M BpeMeHaM
HeOBIBATYIO CyMMY /IS [I03THYECKOTO CO0PHMKA, H3AAHHOrO HA
AHIIUUCKOM A3bike. B oBecTn pacckasblBaeTcss ICTOPHA HHAMI-
CKOl NMPHUHLECCDHI, OTLPABJLAIOWICHCH B JUIBHUC Kpasl KO ABODY
CROETO )KeHuxa. «/lamma Pyk» BInogaeT 9eThIpe «9K30TUIECKHE>
IIO3MbI, OJIHA 3 KOTOpPbIX, «Ol‘HelIOKJIOHHI/IKI/I», KOCBCHHO COOT-

HOCUTCS ¢ TEMOU 6pI/ITa] ICKOT'O TIPAaBJICHUS B I/IleaH}U/II/I.

B kHure «3amucku kanurtasa Poka» (1824) 'lomac Myp npea-
NPUHAL IONLITKY OOLACHUTL cpeaHeMy Kiaaccy bpurannu, no-
yemy B Mpranauu coxpaHsioTcs MOBCTAHYCCKUC HACTPOCHNUS
M JIaXe NEPEAAIOTCHA B CEMBAX OT MOKOJCHUS K IMMOKOJCHHIO.
«IlyremecTBus MPAAHACKOTO J)KCHTALMCHA B TTIOWCKAX PEIU-
run» (1833) HanpsaMyIo 3aTPAaruBalOT 3aBJICHHYIO B 3AIIABUM
JEMKATHYIO MPOoGeMy, HE IOTEPABLIYIO AKTYAIbHOCTU 114

obuccTeennion xuznm Mpnanaun.

« MCJI()Z[I/II/I» Mypa SHAJN HaN3yCTh BO MHOTUX CTpAaHaX, CO Bpe-
MEHEM OHM CTUIM MCTOYHHUKOM BAOXHOBCHHA Il TAKUX KOM-
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Melodies such as “The Harp That Once thro™ Tura'~ Halls" and
“The Minstrel-Boy” were a product of the cultural nationalism
of the 1790s and early 1800s and in turn exercised an influence
on the choice of the harp as the emblem of our independent
Irish State. Thomas Moore’s generous and “inclusive” spirit is
one of the sources of today’s Irish identity, in which essential
elements include the accommodation in Northern Ireland,
excellent relations with our neighbouring island, and
engagement in Europe.

In August 1818, an official of the Imperial Russian Embassy
in London D.N. Bludov sent some of Moore’s works to V.A.
Zhukovsky, the court poet in St. Petersburg. In the 1820s and
1830s, Thomas Moore was known to every literary Russian.
In January 1821, in Berlin, the Grand Duke Nicholas, later
Nicholas I, took part in a tableau vivant of “Lalla Rookh.” The
main part was played by Nicholas’s German wife, the future
Empress — who became affectionately known at court as “Lalla
Rookh.”

Interest in Moore was a Dekabrist tradition. A half-dozen of the
Dekabrist leaders translated Moore. Many others expressed
admiration of his work. M.P. Bestuzhev-Riumin, on being taken
from his cell to hear his death sentence, threw a translation of
one of Moore’s poems to his comrades in the prison square as
a final souvenir.

The interest of the Dekabrists in Moore is also, paralleled in
later Russian history. Some of those involved with Dostoievsky
in the Petrashevsky affair were translators of Thomas Moore
(Mikhailov, Pleshcheev).

From the 18th century onwards, Russia’s interest in Irish
literature was largely inspired by the potential read-across to



no3utopos, kak Illyman, Inmnnka, McHaenbcon 1 bpurren.
Sarap Annan Ilo mazeiBan Mypa caMbIM 3HAMEHUTBIM B MUpPC
no3roMm. Ho, nomMumo 3asBocsanus nonyisspHocTH, Mypy yaa-
JIOCH OJHOBPEMEHHO PEMIUTH TPH OYeHb CJIOXKHBbIE 3aAaYH:
OH JAPOBAT Bepy B cchOs1 caMbIM 06€310A€HHBIM XuTeaaM Vp-
JIAHJAY; OH CO3AaI obmee JUist GEAHBIX U GOraThIX KYJbTypHOE
IIPOCTPAHCTBO; U OH IPHUBILI IOGOBL KO BCEMY HPIAHACKOMY
B AHIIUEHCKMX FOCTHHBIX Y yCaAbOax.

Takue cTUXOTBOpCHMS KaK «MOMYHMT IPOCTOPHEBIN TPOHHBIH
3a1» U «<MoJOJI0M neBen» BO3HAKAN HA BOJHE KYJBTYPHOTO
saumoHannsma 1790-x — magana 1800 rr. u B CBOIO ouepenn
OIpeJeNaNaN BLIOGOP ap@nl B KauecTBe 3MOIeMbl HE3ABUCHMO-
ro upiaHackoro rocygapcrsa. lllupora u AyxoBHas «BceoOm-
HOCTL» npousBegeHud Tomaca Mypa npeACTaBAAIOT CETOAH
O/IMH 13 HCTOYHUKOB UPIAHACKON HACHTHYHOCTH, HEOTHEM-
JEMBIMHU CJIaTa€MBIMU KOTOPOH SIBJASIIOTCS YPETYJIHMPOBAHIE
curyauuu B CeBeproit Mpaasanu, uaeanibHere Joépococen-
CKHC OTHOIEHUA ¢ BemMKoGpuTaHHel, a TaKKe ydacTue B

obmeeBpoNeicKUX NpoLeccax.

B asrycre 1818 r. corpyanux IMoconncrea Poccuiickoit HMm-
nepun B Jlonaone J.H. bayros manpasun HeckoJIbKO Opo-
ussegenuit Mypa B Cankt-Ilerep6ypr B.A. JKykoBckomy.
B 1820-e — 1830-e rr. uma Tomaca Mypa cranosutcs B Poc-
CHH U3BECTHO KaXK/IOMy 0O0pa3oBaHHOMY 4UeIoBeKy. B auBape
1821 r.,, Haxousch B Bepiaune, Benvikuii xug3b Hukonait [Tap-
JIOBUY, BIIOCAEACTBHY uMIepatop Huxosait I, npunuman yva-
CTHE B XUBBIX KADTUHAX HA TeMbl M3 «Jlamwipl Pyk». [nasnyio
POJIb MCIIOJHSAA CYNIPYra BEJIUKOTO KiIA34, Oy ymas uMnepa-
Tpuna Anexcanapa ®exopona, nocae yero «Jlamwma Pyk» cra-
JIO B HPUEBOPHBIX KPYrax €€ IPO3BHIICM.

HHurepec x TBOpuecTsy Mypa npossiasin u aexabpucTsl. MEO-
rue JIuAepbl ABUXKEHUA TIEPEBOANIN NPOU3BefieHUs Mypa,



conditions in Russia —beginning with Lomonosov’s interest in
Swift and Karamzin’s translation of Oliver Goldsmith. Thomas
Moore and his contemporary the orator Danicl O Connell
were of particular interest to Russian thinkers because they
exemplified the role of culture and non-violent persuasion in
creating the climate for reform. Right up to the Revolution
of 1917, Russian writers paid close attention to Ireland, the
common thread being the relevance of Ireland to questions
of land reform, religious tolerance, and democracy. Partly this
was a question of Esopa yazik — with the British government
in the role of the Tsar and our Irish landlords in the role of
the Russian nobility. But there was also a direct influence from
Ireland. In the early 20th century both Balmont and Bryussov
translated Oscar Wilde’s “Ballad of Reading Gaol”. Wilde’s
campaigning on prisons issues in the last years of his life can
be compared to Chekhov’s contribution to prison relorm in
Russia.

Oscar Wilde had written a Russian play, “Vera; or the Nihilists.”
Nor was Esopa yazik practised in one direction only. James
Clarence Mangan's poem “Siberia” was a response to conditions
in Ireland during the famine.

One other featurc of Thomas Moore’s long and varied literary
career deserves mention here: Moore was the litcrary executor
and biographer of his friend Byron. Lermontov translated
some works of Moore’s, but more significant is that Moore’s
biography of Byron played a part in persuading Lermontov to
become a poet. It would be interesting to compare and contrast
the influence of Byron and Moore in Russia — Byron the more
radical in his perspective, Moore the more national.

Thomas Moore’s fellow Dubliner and contemporary John
Field became the most celebrated piano teacher in Moscow
and St. Petersburg and was a distinguished composer in his



MHOTHU€ BXOJWJIH B KPyI' €ro BOCTOPXEHHDBIX MOUMTATENECH.
ML.II. Bectyxes-PoMuH, noknaas KaMmepy repej BbIHECEHUEM
€My CMEPTIIOTO MPUTroBOPa, GPOCHJI CBOUM TOBAPUIAM IO 34-
KJIIOUEHMIO TIePEBOJ OJHOTO U3 CTUXOTBOPeHMit Mypa B Kave-
CTBE [IPOLIAILHOTO Japa.

Cxoxuit uaTEpEeC K n033uu Mypa o6HapyxuBaeTcs 1 B 60-
Jjlee Mo3/iHeH POCCUMCKOM MCTOPUM — HEKOTOPBIE U3 WIECHOB
kpyxka Ilerpamenckoro, Hanpumep, Muxatinos u Iliremees,
TAKNKE 11€PEBO/IUIM €TO HIPOUIBEACHUA.

Eme c 18 Beka unTEepec Kk HpaaHACKoi JuTeparype B Poccnn
6BIT B OCHOBHOM CBS3aH CO CXO/ICTBOM IPOGIEM B OBGIECTRETI-
HOM »XU3HM JBYX CTPaH — HauuHasd ¢ ypjaedyenus JlomoHocosa
Ceu¢drom u nepepogoB Osmnepa loxncMuta, cremanHbix Ka-
pam3unbiM. ToMac Myp u ero coBpeMeHHUK, BBIAAIOMUICS 110~
JIMTUYCCKUE fiesitens Januan O’ Konnen, npeacTapissin Juis
POCCHIICKOi1 O6IIEeCTBEHHOIT MBICTH OCOOBI MHTEPEC, TAK KAK
ABJISIJIHNCD 06pa3u0M TOH pou, KOTOpy]O KyJbTYPA H HCHACHJIb-
CTBEHHOE YOEXAeHHEe MOTYT CHITPaTh B CO3MAHUN YCJAOBHI 114
nposejieHus pehopm. Brnots g0 pesomorun 1917 1. pycckue
nmucaTeu yaessu Mpnanauy npuctalbHOe BHUMaHHE, HAXo-
I €€ IPUMEP BAXKHBIM B TOM, YTO KaCAI0Ch BOIIPOCOB 3€MeJIb-
HOI1 peOpMBI, PEIUTHO3HOI TONEPAHTHOCTH M AEMOKPAaTHH.
OTyacTu 310 OBLI U BONPOC UCIOJb30BAHUS «330M0BA SA3bl-
Ka» — bpuTanckoe NpaBUTENBCTBO BRICTYTIANO B POIM Hap4,
4 MpJIaHACKYUE 3eMIEBAaAe/Iblbl B POJIM PyccKux asopsaH. Ho
6bL10 U npsiMoe nausHKe Mpranpuuu. B Havane 20 B. baas-
MoOHT 1 bprocos nepeBoaar «bannagy Paaunirckoil TiopbMbl»
Ockapa Yaiinpaa. BeicTynaenus Yaiinrpaa B nocieHue rogsl
XHW3HU 10 BOTIPOCAM COJEPKAHUSA B TIOPbMAaX COMOCTaBUMBI
¢ Bxnasiom Yexona B TIOpeMHyio pedopmy B Poccun.

Yaiine nanmucan «pycckylo» nbecy «Bepa, uan Hurnamncror».
Ho «33010B s13pIKk» HCNOJIB30BAJICSH HE TOJBKO B OJHOM Ha-
npanaenun. Cruxotpopenue /Jxeiimca Knapernca Manrana
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own right, a precursor of Chopin and Glinka. There is a
plaque in his honour near the Philharmonia in St. Petersburg
and also an elegant bust in the lobby of the Embassy of Ireland
in Moscow.

We know that Field taught Moore’s melodies to students. N.A.
Markevich translated Moore and then studied under Field in
order to write melodies ol his own. However, the matching
quality of Moore’s and Field’s contributions to Russia has
been lost sight of, in part because the song-writer Moorc has
been overshadowed by later Irish poets.

One of the valuable consequences of the present publication is
to show us that Thomas Moore, our modern Bard, deserves his
place alongside John Field as a primary cultural link between
Ireland and Russia.

Philip McDonagh
Ambassador of Ireland to Russia



«Cubupb» IBMIOCH PEaKLMel Ha CHTYauHIo, CO3AaBUIYIOCs
B Mpnanauum B CBA3U ¢ paspa3uBLIMMCS B CTPAHE FOIOLOM.

B nonroii n maororpanHoii imreparypHoii aesreasnoct Tomaca
Mypa CTOMT OTMETUTD €1LIE OAHO OGCTOATENRCTBO: OH 6bLI 6HO-
rpacdom csoero apyra baiipona. Xopowo ussectHo, uro Jlepmon-
TOB IIE€PEBEJ HECKOALKO CTUXOTBOPeHU Mypa, o eme 6osece
3HauuM TOT GakT, yTo HanucanH#as Mypom Guorpadms baiipo-
Ha CbIrpajia CBOIO pOJIb B peIIICHHI/I ]ICpMOIITOBa CTATh NNO3TOM.
bbu10 GBI MHTEPECHO CPaBHUTL BIUsSHUE, OKa3aHHOE B Poccin
obonmu noaTamu: balipoHOM, Kak BOILIOILEIHEM PAIMKAIBHBIX
B3AA0B, MypoM — Kak HOCHTe/IeM HalfMOHAIBHOI MAEH.

CooTedecTBeHHUK U coBpemeHHuKk Tomaca Mypa, [xoH
@b, 6611 caMbIM H3BECTHRIM B Mockee u CaHkT-TTerep6ypre
npenojasaresieM Urpbl Ha poprenbsaHo. OH Takxe 6L Bbl-
JAIMUMCH KOMIO3UTOPOM, npceamectBeHnukom lonena
u Dnunkn. B ero yectn 8 Canxr-Tlerep6yprekoii ®PumapmoHmu
YCTAHOBJIEHA MEMOPHUaIbHAS N0CKA, a B IloconncTee Mpaan-
anu B MockBe HaxoauTcs ero 810CT.

Mpb1 3HaeM, 4yTo UL YN CBOUX CTYAEHTOB UCIONHATL Mc-
aoaun Mypa. H.A. MapkeBuy, nepesosuuk 110a3un Mypa, Bro-
cIeAcTBUU yurcs y Puabaa nucats Takme Menoun. Oiako,
CETOJHA MO KTO OCO3HAET HCTHHHBIA BK1aA Mypa u Puabga
B PYCCKYIO KYJIBTYpY.

3HAYMMOCTb HACTOAINETO M3AAHU COCTOUT B TOM, YTOObI Ha-
MIAAHO NPOAEMOICTPUPOBAThH OAMH Henpenoxunii gaxt: To-
Mac Myp, Tak e Kak 1 JlixoH Ouwibs, MOXKET 3aCIyKEHHO C4H-
TATbCA OHUM H3 TCX, KTO 3AJI0XKII OCHOBBI KyJIBTYPHBIX CBA3€i
Mexay Upnanauei n Poccueii.

Duaun MaxJona
Tocon Hpaanduu e Poccuu

n



e Irish melodies

ERIN! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE
IN THINE EYES

Erin! the tear and the smile in thine eyes,
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skics!
Shining through sorrow’s stream,
Saddening through pleasure’s beam,
Thy suns with doubtful gleam,
Weep while they rise.

Erin, thy silent tear never shall cease,
Erin, thy languid smile ne’er shall increase,
Till, like the rainbow’s light,
Thy various tints unite,
And form in heaven’s sight
One arch of peace!



Hpaandcxue meroouu 13

UPJIAHJIUSI, CMEX TBOM U CJIE3bI
B IJIABAX

Hpnanaua, cmex TBOII 1 CJ1€3BI B [71A32X,
Kak sipkas pagyra na nebecax.
Cusa pocuHKaMu rops,
IMedanacs B Iy9HCTOM MPOCTOPE,
CpeTwia TBOH, TBOM 30PH
Bocxonar B ciesax.

Hpaanaust, c1¢3 HC UCCSIKHET PCKA,
Teol cvex OyseT TPyCTeH, YIBIOKA rOpeKa,
lloka Bce 11BeTa B TBOEH ramme
He BoicTpOsAT apKy Haj| HAaMH
W paayroit — Mupa Bpatamun —
He cranyTt noka.

Tlepegod A. Pesuna
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WHEN HE, WHO ADORES THEE

When he, who adores thee, has left but the name
Of his fault and his sorrows behind,

Oh! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame
Of a life that for thee war resigned?

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,
Thy tears shall efface their decree;

For Heaven can witness, tho’ guilty to them,
I have been but too faithful to thee.

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love;
Every thought of my reason was thine;

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above,
Thy name shall be mingled with mine.

Oh! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live
The days of thy glory to see;

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give
Is the pride of thus dying for thee.



SR

Korpa ogamn BocnoMUHaHbs

O nusax 6€3yMCcTBA M CTpacTei
HamecTo craBHOro Haspanbs
TBO APYr OCTABUT MEK JIOJIEH,
Korna ¢ gacMemkon ssnoBUTON
OcyasT XU3Hb Cro HOPOH,

Tol 6yAenin i1 €ro 3aluTON

Ilepea 6¢cuyBCTBCHHOM TOMIOM?

On KU ¢ 1I0ABMH, KaK Obl € 9y)KHMH,
U cnipaBeanuBa UxX Bpaxaa,

Ho xXoTh BUHOBEH Ilepes HUMU,

Te6e on Bepen 6bLT Beera;

OnHoM ci1e30i, OJHUM OTBETOM

Tl MOXeEIIb CMBITL UX IPUTOBOP;
Bepn! He mocThIeH Nepes cBeTOM

ToGoli o11aKaHHbIH 11030P!

Ilepesod M. Jlepmormosa
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO’
TARA'S HALLS

The harp that once thro’ 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,
Its tale of ruin tells.

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

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



MOI‘ILWITl'IPOCTOPHbIVI
TPOHHbIW 3AN

MOoAYNT NPOCTOPHbIA TPOHHbI 3a,
W aBop mopoc TpaBoii:

B yepTtorax Tapbl 0T3BYyYan

Lyx My3bIK/ XUBOIA.

Tak cnnT ropAbIHA NPEXHUX AHEN,
YMmyanacb cnasa npoys —

W apdbl 3BYK, 4TO BCEX HEXHEN,

He ornawaet Houb.

Hanesbl BONHOB 1 fam

B pynHax He C/iblHbl —

Ho nHorga BuTaeTt Tam

3BYK NIONHYBLUEN CTPYHbI:

Kak 6yaTro BosibHOCTb, He BOCIEB,
OTnes cBOM Mnpasa,

CrnewnT ckasartb, CKBO3b 60/1b U FHEB,
YT0 BCe elle xnga!

MepeBog A. TMbieMBbI
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AS A BEAM O’ER THE FACE OF THE
WATERS MAY GLOW

As a beam o’er the face of the waters may glow
While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below.
So the cheek may be tinged with a warm sunny smile,
Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while.

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws

Its bleak shade alike o’er ourjoys and our woes.

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring
For whichjoy has no balm and affliction no sting —

Oh! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay.
Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer’s bright ray;
The beams of the warm sun play round it in vain,

It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again.



JIYY ICHBIM 19
UT'PAET

Jly4 sicHBII UTpaeT 1A CBETIBLIX BOJIAX,
Ho TbMa nog cusiHbeM ¥ XOJIOA B BOJTHAX.
Muazble TaHUTBI PYMSAHIIEM TOPAT,

Ho 1epHbie AyMbI AyX IOHBII Mpavar.

EcTb yMBpI O IpesHEM: X 511 POKOBOH
Bc1o :KM3Hb OTpaBAsiET MEPTBALICH TOCKOM;
Hu4rto He yTewuT, HUYTO He CTPALIUT,

He paayer pagocTs, neyans He KPyLIMT.

Ha cpy6iieHHO BeTKe Tak BAHET JINCTOK!
Hanpacno B fybpage myMHT BETEPOK
%1 KPACHOE CONHIIE JbET CIaAOCTHBIN CBET;

JIMCTOK 3€/IEHEET, a )KU3HHA B HEM HET!

Iepesod H. Koznosa
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THE MEETING OF THE WATERS

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;
Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart,

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.

Yet it was not that nature has shed o’er the scene
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;

"T was not her soft magic of streamlet or hill,
Oh! no, — it was something more exquisite still.

'T was that {riends, the beloved of my bosom, were ncar,
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve,
When we see them reflected from looks that we love.

Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could [ rest

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world
should cease,

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.



ExBa n1u ecTh MecTa npekpacHee JOJNHBI,
I1ne Bogp! uucThie cauBawTcs... O Thl,
Jonuna uygrasa! Mue 6yAyT 10 KOHUMHBI,
Bex maMsaTHBI TBOU IYIIHUCTHIC LBETHL

51 o TeBe xpaH10 B AymIE BOCTIOMUHAHBE,

He nmoTomy 4TO Tak mecTpbl TBOM JIYTa,

Urto pomu # m006.110, KIOUYEH TBOUX KypUaHbe, —
FEcTb HeuTO Bosee, yeM MHE Thl aopora.

JliobuMbIe APY3bsi MOU TaM MPEX/E XKILIH,

W nmaMsThio 0 HUX A0JMHA BCA MOMHA:
IMpupoaa nam museit B ceoeit Moryueit cine,
Korza ona B ma3ax apyseii oTpaxeHa.

Jlaii 60or BEpHYTLCA MHE K Tebe B HHbIE TOJIbI

W BcTpeTHTh BHOBB APY3€i, KOI/a KUTEHCKON ThMbl
MunyioT Hakoren BOJHIEeHbs K HEB3TO/IbI

U, kax pydbu TBOU, COCIUHUMCS Mbl.

Ilepesoo J. Mumnaesa
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies,
And sunbeams melt along the silent sea,

For then sweet dreams of other days arise,
And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee.

And, as I watch the line of light, that plays

Along the smooth wave toward the burning west,
Ilong to tread that golden path of rays,

And think 't would lead to some bright isle of rest.



KAK 5 JIXOBJIIO ITOCJIEAHUN
OTBJIECK JTHA

Kax a 106110 nocnegunii oTéaeck aHs,
Hazx Tuxum MopeM COJHIA yracaHbe;
BruibIe CHBI BCTAIOT BOKPYT MEHS,

W mermrger cBoit ykop BOCIIOMUHAHBE.

ITocaensue jiyun 1o JOHY BOJ

TexyT Ha 3anaj IIaMEHHON PEKOIO,

H xodeTcs uatu 1o Heil Bepes

U 3naTh, 4TO TaM — 3aBETHBIA Kpali IIOKOs.

Iepesod IO. Jesuna
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THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP

'T is believed that this Harp, which I wake now for thee,
Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea;

And who often, at eve, thro’ the bright waters roved,
To meet, on the green shore, a youth whom she loved.

But she loved him in vain, for he left her to weep,
And in tears, all the night, her gold tresses to steep;
Till heaven looked with pity on true-love so warm,
And changed to this soft Harp the sea-maiden’s form.

Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheeks smiled the
same —
While her sea-beauties gracefully formed the light
frame;
And her hair, as, let loose, o’er her white arm it fell,
Was changed to bright chords uttering melody’s spell.

Hence it came, that this soft Harp so long hath been
known

To mingle love’s language with sorrow’s sad tone;

Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay

To speak love when I ‘m near thee, and grief when away.



POXAEHUWE APDDI 25

[Tox scHO0O BATOU MOPCKOIO 3aJIUBa —
A capiman mpeganbe — CHpPEeHa XKua.
M gacro Ha Geper, rae 3p1baeTcd UBa,
O11a BBIXOAWIA 1 APYTa KJaja.

M caespl HanlpacHO y 6e1H0H inncs
Ha TeMHbIe NIPAAM CTPYUCTHIX KYAPCH,
U rpycTHbIC BOILIM 110 BETPY HECIHCA,

TpeBoxa IIOBIOR M IIOYHKIX pbIGapeil.

Ho cxanmnock HeHO: M3 TCIA CUPEHbI
Aswnacs apda, 6ena, Kak HapLMCC,
A KyipY CKATHJIMCh HA THOKUE “JIEHDI

W, core3sl poHsAs, CTPYHAMU CBUJINCD.

Toxa mposerenn, HO CTPYILI BCE TC XKe,
Bcee apliuar J060BbI0 M HEXHOHN TOCKOI,
H roBop Becenniii CTAaHOBUATCS PEKE,

Korna st soTponych 20 apgnt pykoit.

Tlepesoo H. Kpeucea
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SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND

She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps,
And lovers are round her, sighing:

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,
For her heart in his grave is lying.

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains,
Every note which he loved awaking; —

Ah! little they think who delight in her strains,
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking.

He had lived for his love, for his country he died,
They were all that to life had entwined him;

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried,
Nor long will his love stay behind him.

Oh! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest,
When they promise a glorious morrow;

They’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the West,
From her own loved island of sorrow.
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B 1anexoit cTOpOHE TIOYKJI €€ TCPOM;
Boxpyr Hee — Tosina NOKIOHHUKOB XXUBAs, —
OHa 6€XUT OT HNX, OTYASIHHO PhIAasl

M cepaiie xopoHs B MOTHIIE JOPOTOMA.

Wb 3anioeT oHa: MIEHUTENILHBIE 3BYKU
HaneBoB poAuIbl U JIBIOTCS, U APOKAT —
A Te, 9TO BHEMJIIOT MIM, U JYMAThb HE XOTAT,

YTO 2TO YK HE IICCHb, 4 CTOH CCPACYHON MyKH!

OH K11 VI A)1sL HEE — W TIaJl 3@ Kpal pOAHOI:
MHoii 10681 He 3HAT OH B 3KH3HM CKOPOTEIHOMT;
OIIaKHBATD €ro Mbl, OHpaThs, OyACM BEYHO —

Ho eii He BbIHECTH pasayKu rpoGOBOIL.

Tak BLIpOEM K€ €l MOTIUTY, /i€ IPONMIATLHBIN
3akaTa Jyq cyJUT 6e3001a9HbI paccBeT:
IlycTh 6yaeT npax ee yIbIGKOIO cOrpeT —
J1061MOii pOAHHBI YIBIGKOIO MEeYaIbHON.

Ilepegod B. Tuxauesa
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THE MINSTREL-BOY

The Minstrel-Boy to the war is gone,
In the ranks of death you'll find him;
His father’s sword he has girded on,
And his wild harp slung behind him. —
“Land of song!” said the warrior-bard,
“Tho’ all the world betrays thee,
“One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,
“One faithful harp shall praisc theel”

The Minstrel fell! —but the foeman’s chain
Could not bring his proud soul under;
The harp he loved nc’er spoke again,
For he tore its chords asunder;
And said, “No chains shall sully thee,
“Thou soul of love and bravery!
“Thy songs were made for the pure and free,
“They shall never sound in slavery”.



MOJIOAOW MTEBEL] 2

Ha 06panp eruTt Mianoii neser,
Auneit MUPHLIX GPOCKI CIAIOCTD;
C HUM MeY OTHOBCKHI — KJIa/IeHel,

C uum apa — KU3HM pagoCTh.

«O, HCCHCH 3BOHKHX KpaH pOJHOM,
OTHOB 3emad cBsITas,
Bor B ganb rebe med oCcTpbIil MO,

Bor apda 3orotas!»

IIcrern man xepTBOH rPO3HBIX Cey;
Ho, Bex xonuas 1011611,
bpocaet B BonHBI OCTpPBLIT MU

H 3BOHKME PBCT CTPYHBL:

«Jl10608B, cBOGOLY, KPAH POHOH,
O crpyHbI, nen g ¢ amn!
lenephb Kax neTh B CTpaHe BaM TOH,

[re pab 3ByuuT nenamu?»

Lepesod H. Kosaosa
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COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM

Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer,

Tho’ the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here:
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o’ercast,

And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last.

Oh! what was love made for, if’t is not the same
Thro’ joy and thro’ torment, thro’ glory and shame?
I know not, I ask not, if guilt’s in that heart,

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art.

Thou hast called me thy Angel in moments of bliss,
And thy Angel I'll be, mid the horrors of this, —
Thro’ the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue,
And shield thee, and save thee, — or perish there too!



Iomo¥ian, OTAOXHH 34€Ch CO MHOIO, MOH M3PaHEHHbIH,
GeHBIN OJICHD,
IlycTsh TBOM OT T€6s OTIIATHYINCD, 3A€Ch HAWACIID Th
JKEJIAHHYIO CCHb.

3aech BCETAa ThI YBHAWIID YIBIOKY, HA KOTOPOM
He BJACTHA Ipo3a,
M k Tebde o6pam;eHHLIe C JIJACKOW, HEU3MEHHO POAHLIE

ma3a!

TosbKO B TOM THI JIIOGOBB U y3HAEILD, YTO OHA
HeM3MEHHA BCETAa,
B JiydesapHblX BOCTOPrax M B MyKax, B TOPXKeCTBE U
MOJ THETOM CThIAA,
Th1 66112 1M BUHOBHA, HE 3HAIO, U CBOE JIM, 4yXOH JIN
BUHOI1,
S 106110 TE6s1, CABIMKIIL, BCEM CEPALIEM, BCIO, KaKkast

Thbl 34CCh LIPEAO MHOIA.

Tl MeHs1 HasbiBasa 3aIUTOH, B JIHU, KOLIAA YbIGATUCH
OrHU.
H TBOEIO 51 Byay 3alMTON B 3TU HOBBIC, YEPHbIC JHH.
Iepea orHeHHOM NLITKOI HE APOTHY, 3a TOGOI, He
KOJ1€65Ch, HOLiAY
Y cnacy Te6s, rpyABIo 3aKpoIo WIH PBILApeM 9ECTIO
nagy!

Ilepeaod K. baavmonma

31



32

1 SAW FROM THE BEACH

I saw from the beach, when the morning was shining,
A bark o’er the waters move gloriously on;

I came when the sun o’er that beach was declining,
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone.

And such is the fate of our life’s early promise,
So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known;
Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from us,
And leavces us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone.

Ne'er tell me of glorics, serenely adorning
The close of our day, the calm eve of our night; —
Give mc back, give me back the wild freshness of
Morning,
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening’s best
light.

Oh, who would not welcome that moment’s returning,
When passion first waked a new life thro’ his frame,
And his soul, like the wood, that grows precious in
burning,
Gave out all its sweets to love’s exquisite flame.



* k%

S Bugen ¢ Gepera, Kak YTpo POCHINAIOCH

H BoHEI peaprie YeJIHOK HECHU CTPEJIOH. ..
Hacrana HOub... 3B€3/a HA HeOe 3aKUTAIACH,
H 1 cTosan onaTek Haj IPyCTHOIO BOJIHOM. ..

Ho roppiii TOT 4eTHOK OHA HE YHOCHUIA —
YHBUIO OH JIeKaJl Ha Gepery MOpCKoM;
BosiHa Kanpu3Has, Kak C9acTbe, U3MEHUA,
IMoxuHyB 6€IHOFO, OTIMB 3a0bL1 O HEM!..

[ne mamm nyuimmne Hafex bl U sKeJaHbsI?
OHM paccesiHbl, MX BETEP pa3MeTal,
Kax m1cThs... Mbl oH1 1, 3amIyIIus pbLAAHBA,

Croum 1 KIAEM — OTJIMBA Yac aacran!..

O THUXMX PaJIOCTSIX Bbl MHC HC TOBOPUTE,
Hu o0 6e3001a4HOM 3aKaTe HAIUUX JHEH. ..
Otnaiite yTpo mHe, Haaexxy mae scpauTe
H rpe3sy 10HOCTH MCUesHyBHIEH MOEA!..

Iepesod JI. Jlebedesoit
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WHENE’'ER | SEE THOSE SMILING EYES

Whene’er | see those smiling eyes,
So full of hope, and joy, and light,
As if no cloud could ever rise,
lo dim a heaven so purely bright —
I sigh to think how soon that brow
In grief may lose its every ray.
And that light heart, sojoyous now,
Almost forget it once was gay.

For time will come with all its blights,
The ruined hope, the friend unkind,

And love, that leaves, where'er it lights,
A chilled or burning heart behind: —

While youth, that now like snow appears,
Ere sullied by the darkening rain,

When once’tis touched by sorrow’s tears
Can ever shine so bright again.



HUPJIAHJACKASA MEJTOIUA

Koraa mHe cBersTcs miasa, 3¢pHazo c4acThs,
Inagsiue Ha KU3Nb TaK PAAOCTHO, CBCTIIO,
Kak 6yaTo 6 HuKoraa nox 06JakoM HEHACTbs
Hx Hebo uncroe 3aTMHTHCA He MOTIIO,

MHe rpycTHO: JyMalo, “ITO B rOpe HeJJAJIEKOM
TToTyxHYTb MOXET B30P C BECEThEM 3A0/IHO

U cepane BoapHOE 3a6bITh B GOpEHbE C POKOM,
YTo ¢ KU3HBIO HEKOTAA UTPAIO U O110.

Tak! Bpems B cBOIT uepe CyMECTBCHHOCTb MPOTOHUT:

B Hagcxaax HeZI0YET U HEAOUYET B APY3bAX,
JI:060Bb... HO BCJIEA 3a HEM, Iie UCKPY HH 3APOINT, —
Wnn nenen TIEIOMAA, Wib OXJajeBIuii mpax!

A I0HOCTBb CBETVIAs], HA COJIHIIE XU3HH ICHOU
brecramas, Kak CHET, 1ie TPOHYTBIH JOXKAEM,

Korna B cie3ax TOCKU yTPaTHT 6Ji€CK IPEKPACHBIHN,
Yk He B3bII'PAaeT BHOBbL [IOMEPKHYBIIMM OTHEM.

Ilepesoo I1. Basemcrozo
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SHE SUNG OF LOVE

She sung of Love, while o’er her lyre
The rosy rays of cvening fell,
As if to feed with their soft fire
The soul within that trembling shell.
The same rich light hung o’er her cheek,
And played around those lips that sung
And spoke, as flowers would sing and spcak,
If Love could lend their leaves a tongue.

But soon the West no longer burned,
Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew;
And, when to gaze again I turned,
The minstrel’s form seemed fading too.
As if herlight and heaven’s were one,
The glory all had left that frame;
And from her glimmering lips the tone,
As from a parting spirit, came.

Who ever loved, but had the thought
That he and all he loved must part?
Filled with this fear, I flew and caught

The fading image to my heart —
And cried, “Oh Love! is this thy doom?
“Oh light of youth’s resplendent day!
“Must ye then lose your golden bloom,
“And thus, like sunshine, dic away?”



TbI ITEJIA O JIKOBBU

Tol nesna. Begep uyTsh gprma
bpocan na crpynibr oréaeck anbii,
M supbr uyTkas gyma

B nygax 3akaTa TpeneTaia.
Kacaxcs nyq rBocii mexu,

Jlackai ycTa, 94To THXO TeNH,

Kak anoit posbi senecrkn,

Koraa 661 po3bs! ners ymen.

Ho ¢ npubamkeHbeM TEMHOTBI
Jly4u 3akata oTropenm...
Kazanocs muie: TBOM 4epTsl,
Kak sToT Beuep, moryckHenu.
M3 rmas, xak 6yaTo roropes,
CBeT XM3HU TUXO U3JTNBAJICH,
M tnxo npuspauHblit Hanes

M3 ycr nobJeKImx pasiaBaics.

Ko anan 106085n, TOT, BEPHO, 3HAI
Pasiykn BedHOE MIPOKIISTHE.

K Tebe a B cTpaxe noxdexan

W saxmounn Te6a B 00LATHA.

H a sockanknyt: «O m0608b!
BecHb! cusinbe Grarogarnoii!
HeyxTo THI MOMEpKHCHIB BHOBK

W proropuinb, Kak jy4 3aKaTHBIH? ! »

Iepesod M. Bopoduyroi
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THERE ARE SOUNDS OF MIRTH

There are sounds of mirth in the night-air ringing,
And lamps from every casement shown;
While voices blithe within are singing,
That seem to say “Come”, in every tone.
Ah! once how light, in Life’s young season,
My heart had leapt at that sweet lay;
Nor paused to ask of graybeard Reason
Should I the syren call obey.

And, see — the lamps still livelier glitter,
The syren lips more fondly sound;

No, seek, ye nymphs, some victim fitter
To sink in your rosy bondage bound.

Shall a bard, whom not the world in arms
Could bend to tyranny’s rude control,

Thus quail at sight of woman’s charms
And yield to a smile his freeborn soul?

Thus sung the sage, while, slyly stealing,
The nymphs their fetters around him cast,
And, — their laughing eyes, the while, concealing, —
Led Freedom’s Bard their slave at last.
For the Poet’s heart, still prone to loving,
Was like that rock of the Druid race,
Which the gentlest touch at once set moving,
But all earth’s power could n’t cast from its base.



ITOBCIOZY — CMEX,
ITOBCIOAY — ITEHBE

Iorcoy — cMex, OBCIOJy — netise,
Orusamuy HOub O3aperia,
U ronoca, kak naBaxkeHbe,
30BYT 13 KaXJ0I0 OKHA.
AX, Kak JIcTKO B GbUIBIE JIETA
Jymra nerena B cragkuii nnen,
He capbima myapocru cosera,
Ha sTu ronoca cupen!

3BCHAT cepebpsiHbIe HOTHI,
W noub cuser sipuc aus...
Ho neT, B aymucrete renera
Bam, aumder, He saBreun mens!
YiKCaIb, He TOKOPSICh THPaHaM
U raeTy BCnbuIbYHBOM CYIBODL,
Hosr nomuurca 3a o6MaHoOM,

Omnactca npenectu B pabbl?

Tak nes mosT, eBew MATEKHDIIH,
Ho numMdbt, B kKpyr o6beanHsaCh,

JlykaBhIX B30POB LENBIO HCKHOM
Ero onyranu, cMesics.

Beab 6apa mopobeH ot poxaeHbst
OOG610MKY TeX JPYyHACKHX CKaT,

YTo, He caBASCh TPUHYXAEHDIO,

IpukocHoBeHDIO yeryran!

Lepesod 1. Kpymcxosa



» National airs

THOSE EVENING BELLS

(Air.—The Bells ofSt. Petersburg.)

Those evening bells! those evening bells!
How many a tale their music tells,
Ofyouth and home and that sweet time
When last | heard their soothing chime.

Thosejoyous hours are past away;,

And many a heart, that then was gay,
Within the tomb now darkly dwells,
And hears no more those evening bells.

And so 'twill be when I am gone;

That tuneful peal will still ring on,

While other bards shall walk these dells,
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells!



Menoduu pasnvix napodos

BEYEPHUI 3BOH
(Konoxora Canxm-Ilemepbypea)

Beuepnuii 3B0H, BeuepHUI 3BOH!
Kak MHOTO AyM HABOAUT OH

O I0HDIX HAX B KPAIO POJAHOM,
e st mxo6un, rac oTauii oM,

M kax s1, c HUM HaBEK MPOCTACH,

Tam Cjyliajl 3BOH B H()CJICI[III/Iﬂ 1:)213Y

VYixe He 3peTb MHE CBEIbIX JHEN
Becnn: o6manunnoii moeii!

U cxonbKO HET Terepb B )KUBBIX
‘lormpa BeceabIx, MOJOADLIX!

M kpemnok 1X MOTHJIbHBIN COH;

He cabimen um BC'-ICpHI/Iﬁ 3BOII.

JlexaTh 1 MHE B 3emie CBIPOT!
Hanen yHbIBHBIN HRJO MHOH

B nosnne Berep pasHCCCT;
Jpyroit neser o Hell npoiaeT,
U yx ne s, a Oyser on

B pasaymbe neTh neuepHUN 3BOH!

Iepesod H. Koanosa
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FARE THEE WELL,
THOU LOVELY ONE!

(Sicilian Air)

Fare thee well, thou lovely one!
Lovely still, but dear no more;

Once his soul of truth is gone,
Love’s sweet life is o’er.

Thy words, what e’er their flattering spell,
Could scarce have thus deccived;

But eyes that acted truth so well
Were sure to be believed.

Then, fare thee well, thou lovely onc!
Lovely still, but dear no more;

Once his soul of truth is gone,
Love’s sweet life is o’er.

Yet those eyes look constant still,
True as stars they keep their light;
Still those cheeks their pledge fulfil

Of blushing always bright.
"T is only on thy changeful heart
The blame of falsehood lies;
Love lives in every other part,
But there, alas! he dies.
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one!
Lovely still, but dear no more;
Once his soul of truth is gone,
Love’s sweel life is o’er.



JIABAU JKE TTPOCTUMCS!
(Cuyunuiicxan merodus)

JlaBaii ;e npocTiMcal XoTh TH X0opolua,
JKenanHOM He CTaHENIb BHOBD.

IIpasab! HeT — U ynuIa gymia,

A 3HauUT — yuuIa mo6GoBb.

Buumas MeJOBBIM TBOMM pevaM,
O6manyJca 661 1 HaBpAL,

Ho xak He nOBEpUTHL TBOUM OUaM,

Kak uecteH 6bL1 HEXHBIN B3mIAA!

Yo ke, npOCTI/IMCﬁ! Ilycts ToI XOpOMIA,
JKenmaHHON He CTaHEeIIb BHOBb.

IlpaBabl HeT — U yuu1a fyma,

A 3HaunT — ynuia moGoss.

JlackoBblIil B30p TBOIT — UTO B Hebe 3Be34a,
Bcé rak xe MEHSI MAHUT.

Bcé Tak ke roToB pyMSHETL CThIA
3anuThb G€NN3HY JAHUT.

OJHO JHLIb HEBEPHOE CEPALC TBOC
BunHoBHO, YTO ATYT CAOBA.

B ucpTouke Kax10i MOGOBb KUBET,
Ho B cepane, yse1, MepTBa!

Yro x, pacupowaemcs! Trl xopoua,
Ho xenaunoi He cTaHellb BHOBb.
IlpaBapl HeT — M ylUIa Aynia,

A ¢ neii — ymepna mo608b!

Iepesod H. Jlesudosoii
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OH, COME TO ME WHEN
DAYLIGHT SETS

(Venetian Air)

Oh, come to me when daylight sets;
Sweet! then come to me,

When smoothly go our gondolets
O’er the moonlight sea.

When Mirth’s awake, and Love begins,
Beneath that glancing ray,

With sound of lutes and mandolins,
To steal young hearts away.

Then, come to me when daylight sets;
Sweet! then come to me,

When smoothly go our gondolets
O’er the moonlight sca.

Oh, then’s the hour for thosc who love,
Sweet, like thee and me;

When all’s so calm below, above,
In Heaven and o’er the sea.

When maiden’s sing sweet barcarolles,
And Echo sings again

So sweet, that all with ears and souls
Should love and listen then.

So, come to me when daylight sets;
Sweet! then come to me,

When smoothly go our gondolets
O’er the moonlight sea.
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O, sxusub Mosi! Yyt leHb yMper.
Crhemu, criemu Ko Mile,
[ToMuvMCsT MbI 11O TTIA 1 BOJ,
B rongosne npu ayue.

Korma s cuananu orueit
Ipociretcs caaaxnii mym,

CrpyHa 1106BY 3BEHUT HEXKHEM
H apemiact ropastit ¥m, —

Toraa u ru1, 4yTh HOUL COUAET,
Cremn, cuemu ko Mre,

IToMYMMCs MBI NO TIAAH BOJ,
B rongone npu nyue.

Korma skycs cruxuu con, —
Hacraner uac JIwo6Buy;

Just Hac ¢ ToGO co3aaH OH,
JloBu ero, sosu!

Torna pasHocsiTcst ¢ ronona
Cpeau npo3payHoil ThMbI
Hamesnr crpacTubix Gapraposur:

BiuMaTh UM cTaHeM MbI.

O, kunsub Most! Uyts penp YMPCT.
Criewu, crermm Ko MHe,
TToMunmest MbI ITO 1AM BOJ

B TOHJOJIC ITPU JYTTE.

Tepesod A. Kypeuncexozo

’
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HARK! THE VESPER HYMN IS STEALING
(Russian Air)

Hark! the vesper hymn is stealing
O’er the waters soft and clear;
Nearer yet and nearer pealing,
And now bursts upon ear:
Jubilate, Amen.
Farther now, now farther stealing,
Soft it fades upon the ear:
Jubilate, Amen.

Now, like moonlight waves retreating
To the shore it dies along;
Now, like angry surges meeting,
Breaks the mingled tide of song
Jubilate, Amen.
Hush! again, like waves, retreating
To the shore, it dies along:
Jubilate, Amen.



Yy! 3BEHUT B TUILLIHX BEYEPHA...

(Pycexasn menodus,)

Uy! 3seHUT B THIIN BEYCPHS

Hap npocTropoM 4ucThIX BOA,

H B npospauHoii TeMe BeuepHEH

3BOH HaBCTPEYy 1AM TUIBIBET.
Crasbest, cnaBbes!

YILTBIBACT BJIANTB BEYEPHS,

HexxHbiM B310XOM BAaab IUILIBET.

CiaaBbcs, craBbes!

Tax npuboii B yCHyBIIEM MOpE

3aMupaeT y 3eMd,

Tak oo, Apyr ¢ Apyrom cnops,

Boamb B cympaunoii zaam.
CrmaBbca, cnaBbes!

Yy! Kax BOJHBI B IIyMHOM MOpe,

3ByKH 3aMepJIH BAAIM.

CaaBbcs, caasbes!

Iepesoo H. Toan
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GAYLY SOUNDS THE CASTANET
(Maltese Air)

Gayly sounds the castanct,
Beating time to bounding feet,
When, after daylight’s golden set,
Maids and youths by moonlight mcet.
Oh, then, how sweet to move
Thro’ all that maze of mirth,
Led by light from eyes we love
Beyond all eyes on earth.

Then, the joyous banquet spread
On the cool and fragrant ground,
With hcaven’s bright sparklers overhead,
And still brighter sparkling round.
Oh, then, how sweet to say
Into some loved one’s ear,
‘Thoughts rescrved thro” many a day
To be thus whispered here.

When the dance and feast are done,
Arm in arm as home we stray,
How sweet to see the dawning sun
O’er her cheek’s warm blushes play!
Then, too, the farewell kiss —
The words, whose parting tone
Lingers still in dreams of bliss,
That haunt young hearts alone.



IHNEPECTYK KACTAHBET

(Massmuiicikas meaodus)

Ilepecryky kacranber
BropuT uerkuii neperusc.
Cepebpurcs IyHHBII CBET,
30710TOI 3aKaT HOrac.
Tosabko comHeuHbIX Tyden
N ne nano6H0 TOMY,
KTo Ha cBeT poaHbIx oUei

ﬂBI/I}KCTCH CKBO3b 11OJIyTbMY.

Ha nossiae nmup ropoit,

U cBetiee 3Be3 s HOUNBIX,
Treowumx Hax roJ1OBOH,

CseT ee ouel pogHbIX.
H, x mo6umMoit HAKIOHACD,

Kak uynecHo nosTopuThH
To, 4TO paHbIIe HE TASICH

He cayganoch rosoputs.

Kak uysecHo, uto norom
Ha 3ape — gomoit uaru
H, pyka B pyke, BiBoem
Connne BeTperuTs no nytu!

IMouenyii, HokKaThC PYK...

He 3a0LIThL TPOMAIbHBIX CAOB,

CHoBa copImamuxcs BApyr

Cpean I0HOMIECKHUX CHOB.

Iepesoo B. Opaa
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JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING!
(Portuguese Air)

Whisperings, heard by wakeful maids,
To whom the night-stars guide us;
Stolen walks thro’ moonlight shades,
With those we love beside us,
Hearts beating,
At meeting;
Tears starting,
At parting;
Oh, sweet youth, how soon it {ades!
Sweet joys of youth, how fleeting!

Wanderings far away from home,
With life all new before us;
Greetings warm, when home we come,
From hearts whose prayers watched o’er us.
Tears starting,
At parting;
Hearts beating,
At meeting;
Oh, sweet youth, how lost on some!
To some, how bright and fleeting!



I1E Bbl, THHY TOHOCTU! 5

([opmyzanveran meaoous)

JeBuaunii menoT B TUIIN JIECHOM,
KoTOpBIii, KaK 3BE3/IbI, MAHUT.
CBupaHus TaliHble HOL JIyHOU
C Toii, 4bsi TIOGOBb JYPMAHUT.
Cepaeunble peun
Ilpu BcTpeue,
Kecrokne myxn
B pasayke,
I'1e BuI, IHU IOHOCTU XMEILHONH?

Bol oT Mens ganeue!

[oanl cTpaHCcTBUI B 3€MAI€ UYKOI,
B 1a1CKHX Kpasx MOXOJBL.
PamocTsh o6baTuii, koraa 1oMou
SABisieMcs depes rogpl.
JKecroxne mykn
B pasayke,
Cepacanbie pean
IIpu BcTpeye.
IOnOCTH XMeThHAS Y3KE Hie €O MHOI!

IOHOCTE yiKe naneue!

Hepesod B. Aynuna



52 WHEN FIRST THAT SMILE

(Venetian Air)

When first that smile, like sunshine, blest my sight,
Oh what a vision then came o’er me!

Long years of love, of calm and pure delight,
Seemed in that smile to pass before me.

Ne’er did the peasant dream of summer skies,
Of golden fruit and harvests springing,

With fonder hope than I of those sweet eyes,
And of the joy their light was bringing.

Where now are all those fondly-promised hours?
Ah! woman’s faith is like her brightness —
Fading as fast as rainbows or day-flowers,
Or aught that’'s known for grace and lightness.
Short as the Persian’s prayer, at closc of day,
Should be each vow of Love’s repeating;
Quick let him worship Beauty’s precious ray —
Even while he kneels, that ray is fleeting!



KOI'ZIA TBOEM YJIBIBKU
JIVU 3JIATO...

(Beneyuancxas merodus)

L
v

Korza TBoeii yip16Kky Nyd 31aTON

Muc npocHsil, Kak JUBHOE BUAEHDE,
BocTopr a10681, 1 c4acTbe, U IOKOH
IMpeacrann mpeso MHOM B O/TII0 MTHOBEHDE.

He Fpe3l/l'l‘ CCJISIHMH O HUBaX U IIOAAX
C Takoii ropsiueii Bepoi B 4yI0 JIETa,
Kaxk Tpe3una s, KOTJAad B TBONUX ITTA3aX

Caepkann MCKPBI TACKU U IPUBETA.

Ho rae xc pajlocTh, 4TO Cyamna ThI?

AX, BEpHOCTB )KCHIIVUHBI — IIOMAHUT U 0OMaHeT!
Omna, Kax NOJyAEHHLIE LBETDI

C ux apKoii LPEJIECTbIO, TOTHAC JKC BSIHCT.

H wrareel KpacoTe 10mkHBI KOpoUe ObITH
MonuTBbl ICPCA B 4aC BEYEPHUX OACHUI.
Cnemu npe Hell KONeHN NPEKIOHUTD!
Iloka MOJIMACS ThI — YK€ CTYCTHJINCH TCHM!

Hepesoo H. Jlesudosoi
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FAREWELL, THERESA!

(Venetian Air)

Farewell, Theresa! yon cloud that over
Heaven’s pale night-star gathering we see,

Will scarce from that pure orb have past ere thy lover
Swift o’er the wide wave shall wander from thee.

Long, like that dim cloud, I've hung around thee,
Darkening thy prospects, saddening thy brow;
With gay heart, Theresa, and bright cheek I found thee;
Oh, think how changed, love, how changed art thou
now!

But here I free thee: like onc awaking
From fearful slumber, thou break’st the spell;

‘T is over — the moon, too, her bondage is breaking —
Past are the dark clouds; Theresa, tarewell!



[IPOIIAM, TEPE3A! 55
(H3 Mypa)

IIpowait, Tepesa! IledanbHble Tyuu,
YTO TEMHBIM MOKPOBOM JYHY OGN,
Eme nomMewaior y1bIGke eTyueit,
Korza TB0#1 MOG0BHUK Y3k GyA€T BaIM.

Kak aTu Tyun, a1 10/T0I0 TEHBIO

Mpaunr rBoOC cepane v kU3HDb 6€3 3a60T:
CouwnKch MBI — Kak BEpHJIA Thl HACIAKAEHDBIO,
Kak sepuna cuacrsio — o Boxel.. U sor...

Tenepn cBO6OAHA TBI, AUBO CO3/TAHDLA, —
Cxopee Tsxe bl CBOM COH pasroHsii;
CMOTpH, — 1 JIyHBI YK IPOLLTO 0GasHLE,
U tyun munyior. — Tepesa, npouaii!

Iepesod A. Pema
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NO — LEAVE MY HEART TO REST

No — leave my heart to rest, if rest it may,

When youth, and love, and hope, have past away.
Couldst thou, when summer hours are fled,

To some poor leaf that’s fallen and dead,

Bring back the hue it wore, the scent it shed?

No — leave this heart to rest, if rest it may,

When youth, and love, and hope, have past away.

Oh, had [ met thee then, when life was bright,
Thy smile might still have fed its tranquil light;
But now thou comest like sunny skies,

Too late to cheer the seaman’s eyces,

When wrecked and lost his bark before him lies!
No — leave this heart to rest, if rest it may,

Since youth, and love, and hope have past away.



MEJIOAUA 57

Her, ycmokouTbCa Aaii cepaly MoeMmy,
Koab MokeT 6bITh MOKOI, KOTAA YKe YBAIA
Haaexaa cBeTnad, a I0OHOCTb MMHOBAJIA,
Korza yxe 11060Bb JaBno uyxia emy!
CkaxH, Koraa MpoLUIO XKMBHTEIBHOE JIETO,
Kak 0)kMBMTB JINCTOK, KAK CHOBA JIATH €MY
U apomar ero, u 6j1ecK, ¥ IpKOCTb [[BETA?
Her, ycnokournca pait cepauy moemy!

O, ccan npex e Obl 9 BCTPETIICH € TOGOIO,
Korza ropena xu3ss Bo Beeil cBoeii kpace,
Torya MonTd 66! THI YILIGKOIO OIOIO,

Kak cosnile, 03apuTh MO Hagex bl BCE.
Tenepe ToI Ay151 MCHA 61€CTHIND, KaK CBET Ja3ypH
Jlns1 B30pa KOPMYETO, KOTAa, YOUT TOCKOI,

OH cMOTPUT Ha JI2JbIO, PaspyeHHyIo Gypei,
I'ne Bce morpederio, YTO OH JIOGHUI JAYIIOW.

epesod H. I'pexoga



58

IF IN LOVING, SINGING

If in loving, singing, night and day

We could trifle merrily life away,

Like atoms dancing in the beam,

Like day-flies skimming o’er the stream,
Or summer blossoms, born to sigh
Their sweetness out, and die —

How brilliant, thoughtless, side by side,
Thou and I could make our minutes glide!
No atoms ever glanced so bright,

No day-flies ever danced so light,

Nor summer blossoms mixt their sigh,
So close, as thou and 1!



BCET'IA JIIOBUTDH, BCE BPEMA IIETDH 59

Bceraa m06uTh, Bce BpeMs neTb —
Korzga 651 3x1Th MOI/IN MBI BIIpEAb,
Kax mnanryr aToMsI B 1y4e,

TeHb MOTBUIbKA CKOJIB3UT B Py4be,
H ppiinat kpacoToit nBeTsl,

Ybs cMepTh — 11€HA X KPacoThl, —
B 3a0BeHBE, B OIM30CTH KAaKOM
Hain Bek 661 KpaTKU TeK pekoit!
Tak sipko aToM GbI HE CMOT,

He cMor Tak riaBHO MOTBLIEK,
Taxk 6y1u3K0 He cMoru 6 BEThI

JlbIxarbe CIUTh, Kak s M Thi!

Hepesod H). Mopuy



o From «Lalla Rookh»

THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM

Who has not heard of the Vale of CASHMERE,
With its roscs the brightest that earth ever gave,
Its temples and grottos and fountains as clear
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave?

Oh! to see it at sunset, — when warm o’er the Lake

Its splendor at parting a summer cve throws,
Like a bride full of blushes when lingering to take

A last look of her mirror at night ere she goes! —
When the shrines thro’ the foliage are gleaming half

shown,

And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own.
Here the music of prayer from a minaret swells,

Here the Magian his urn full of perfume is swinging,
And here at the altar a zone of sweet bells

Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is ringing.
Or to see it by moonlight when mellowly shines
The light o’er its palaces, gardens, and shrines,
When the water-falls gleam like a quick fall of stars
And the nightingale’s hymn from the Isle of Chenars
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet
From the cool, shining walks wher¢ the young people

meet.—

Or at morn when the magic of daylight awakes
A new wonder each minute as slowly it breaks,



Hs Jlaana Pyxc» 61

M3 CKA3KU «COJIHIIE TAPEMA»

Ha semie, mex 6orarcTBamu Mupa,
Her 6oraue goaunsl Kawmupa,
Her pockomneil Hurae kpacoTsl.
Tam neca apomMaTamy LIOJIHBL,
TaMm CTpySITCA CBANEHHBIE BOJHBI,

Kpyriuiii rof pacuBeTaoT HBCTHI.

Ecnn COJIHIIE, ITPOILIAACH C 3EMJICH),
Jloropaer BeuepHeit nopoio, —
Bca nonmna o6naTa 3apeit
I/I, B 3€ PKaJIbHbBIX BOJAX OTpAXKaAsICh,
Kak uesecra B TIBETBI HAPAXKAACH,

Ocnemnnger cpoeil KpacoToM.

CKRO3b JAYIINCTYIO 3€JI€Hb OTHAMM
Baemer xpam ocBemieneiii, 1 B xpame
basnepku moiot, 103a6b18
B ObicTpOit MISICKC BCE pagoCcTH cBeTa,
WM 3Ry4UT ¢ BLICOTBI MUHAPETA

MoHOTOHHBII BEYCPHUH MTPU3LIB...

A xorja u [BOpLBL, U MEYETH
Tonyr B AyHIIOM cepebpsiHoM cBeTe,
Kak TOpKeCTBeHHO CTaHET KPYroMm,

Kak 3auckpsiTCs BOJHBI KACKAJa,
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Hills, cupolas, fountains, called forth every one
Out of darkness as if but just born of the Sun.
When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day
From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away;
And the wind full of wantonness wooes like a lover
The young aspen-trees, till they tremble all over.
When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes,
And day with his banner of radiance unfurled
Shines in thro’ the mountainous portal that opcs,
Sublime, from that Valley of bliss to the world!



Kax tauncreenno myMm BOAOIIAaa

Paspaerca B 3aTumibe HOUHOM!

I'lo cagam, rae Haj cBeTIION peKoIo
CIaT YMHApBI FYCTOIO TOJIO,
I'ne moeT xo 3apu conoseit, —
Hasmraualorca Taiinbie BcTpeun,
W Becenbie i0HBIC peun
CJBIIHDBI B CyMpake TUXHUX ALICH.

Ho eapa 3abnecTuT nepaamMmyrpom
Hapn norunoro panHee yTpO,
[Toxknaas MOKPOR CBOIT HOYHOIA,
B nHoroM Giecke IpocHETCs IPUpOoAA:
30,10TST ABOPLBI U ArG/ibI,
3eneneloT cajabl HaJ PEKOH.

Tenuelii BeTep YMHAPHI KOJBILET,
U Bcé Herow, pagocTsio ABININT,
Bcé B custiiuu connua 6aectur
M npo cnaBy u Giarocts Npopoka,
IIpo cesmennsie crpanst Bocroka,
TIpo cuactmaspiit Kamwmup rosopur!

Ilepesod H. Bynuna
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KaK Heslb3s 60/1ee TOYHO XapaKTepusyoT
NO3TUYECKNIA N METahN3NYECKUIA CKNaf,
NPNaHACKOWN Ky/bTypbl, UCNO/THEHHOM
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EkaTepuHa NeHreBa

eHepanbHbIli AMpekTOp
Bn6AMOTEeKN NHOCT pPaHHoO’

nmTepaTypbl

Paul Verlaine’s saying «music comesfirst

sounds as;» most precise c*M>XXwHc'

to the poetical and metaphysical mould

of Irish culture, which genuine sense
oflyricism and tragedy is so similar to Russia,
with its boundless space and the eternal enigma
of Fyodor Dostoievsky’s formula «Beauty will
save the world»? .-

Ekaterina Genieva 1

'P yri ri . Directof Germal of Library
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