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- IBAH ®PAHKO — BeneTeHb YKpaiHCLKOI ni-
TepaTypu i Hayku, HapOAVBCA B CENAHCHKIN
ciM'i y Haryesuuax Ha [bBiBilMHi. FK nucb-
MEHHUK, noeT, apamartypr, dinocod, icTto-
‘PYK, BUAABeLb, MOBO3HaBELb, Nepeknasay 3
Pi3HMX MOB, €KOHOMICT i PONKNLOPUCT, a TEX
i noniTM4HUA AiAY, BiH ABUIHYB YKPAaiHCLKY
niTepaTypy A0 BMCOTH CBiTOBOI. Moro 3acny-
rM ANA CBOro nNiAAPEeMHOro HapoAay HemoX-
NWBO NEepeoLLiHNTU | TOMY BiH 3acnyxuB cobi
Ha3Bu Moiicen, KameHsipa i Buntensa. Cnosa-
mu GibninHoro Moiicen BiH cka3aB CBOMY Ha-
poaosi: "l nigew TM y mMaHApiBKY CTOAITL 3
MOro Ayxa nevarTio".

Y 3emHOoMy XUTTi ®paHKo TepniB Hapyru i

nepecnifaysaHHA He nuie 360Ky MONbCbKUX

WOBIHICTiB, ane i Bif, CBOIX PiAHUX BUCNY>XHU-

1856 - 1916 KiB OKynaHTaM, fiki pa3om Kuaanum Moro Tpu

pasu 40 TIOPMM 3a MOro MOCTYMOBI COLLIAMLHI

inei, 3a 06OpPOHYy BU3WMCKYBaHOrO CENAHCTBA; He AOMyCTUNN A0 rnpodecypu Ha

NbBiBCHKOMY YHiBepcuTeTi | 6yTn BU6paHnM Nocnom A0 BiAEHCLKOro NapnfiMeHTy,
a piaHi XpyHi BUKMHYnu 6ynum oro 3 “lNpocsiTH" Ta 3 HayKOBMX YCTaHOB.

Cyab6a OpaHka Haaveo noaibHa Ao cyabbu 6i6GninHoro Moices, NpoTH AKOro BuU-
ctynanun 6yHTapi i nporHany noro 3 Tabopy B fNycTuHi. Moicen BUAWOB Ha MoaB-
CbKy ropy i Tam 3arnHyB. LLlonHo no cmepTi Moicen | ®paHka iX HapoAn HaneXHo
X ouiHunu. IsaH OpaHKo 3acnyroBye Ha Te, Wob KynbTypHWUI CBIiT MOro ni3Has. Lle
€ MeTOI0 LLOro nepexnaay.

IVAN FRANKO is a giant of Ukrainian literature and science. One could say that
he was s Ukrainian Shakespeare and this would indicate the magnitude of his
greatness, but this would not be enough. He was a writer, a poet, a dramatist, a
philosopher, a historian, a publicist, a translator from various languages, an econ-
omist, a folklorist, and last but not least, a political activist.

Not only produced he innumerable books of his own, but also several translations
from Goethe, Byron, Homer, Heine and others trying to acquaint his people with
the achievements of Western culture. The amazing thing is that Franko attained
them despite the unfortunate circumstances of his life: material want, lack of moral
support from his own people, threefold arrests and jailings by reactionary and hos-
tile state authorities, and finally, an incapacitating illness.

Franko's contributions to the cause of his enslaved people and to humanity in gen-
eral are inestimable. He is aptly called a Moses of his people, because he led
them out of the captivity of their backwardness and spiritual slavery into the realm
of enlightenment and lofty ideals. He shaped a new kind of Ukrainian, one who is
conscious of his identity, and who has no reason to feel inferior to other human
beings. Franko imbued his people with the conviction that their place is "in the cir-
cle of free nations". He devoted his entire life to the cause of the downtrodden.



BOrAAH MENIbHUK, cuH Ocuna i AHHM 3
YopHux, Hapoausca 28 ciuHA 1914 poky B ce-
ni NMnasyya Benuka Ha BepexaHumHi. Batbkn
nicnanu Moro AecATUNITHIM Xnonuem Ao
TEePHOMINLCLKOI riMHa3ii, AKY MonbcbkKa OKy-
nauiivHa Bnaga poss'asana B 1930 poui, a
boraaHa, pa3oM 3i COTHAMM MONOA, apewTo-
BaHO nif, 3amiToM npuHanexHocTn ao OYH,
Aka Oyna nosena akuilo caboTaxis—nignanis
nonbCbKMX @inbBapkis, AK MPOTECT MPOTH
BapBapCbLKOro BiAHOWEHHA A0 yKpaiHuis. Mo-
ro HeBMHHOro TOPTypyBanwu i cyaunn, i Xou
6yB 3BiNbHEHWA, TO XUTTA WOMY Mg, BNaAolo
oKynaHTis He 6yno. AX no posrpomi Monbuii
HimeuyunHoto B 1939 poui BiH Mir SOKIHUATH
CBOI CTyAii i cTaB yuntenem Ha MianAwwi nig,
HimeLbKolO Bnagoio. Ane B 1944 poui boraaH
MyciB TikaTu Ha 3axif nepej MOCKOBCbKO—
6inbLIOBMLIEKOIO OpAoto, fika B 1940 p. Gyna 3anpoTopuna oro 6aTtbkis i cectep Ha Cubip.

Y HimeuuuHi, a 3roaom B AHrnii BiH NepeKoHaBcs, WO TaM MNpo yKpaiHCbKUA Hapoga, i
A0ro KynbTypHi ckapbu He 3HaloTb. YKpaiHLiB yBa)Kanu pycckumu. BUsumBLLmM aHrniv-
CbKy MOBY B HiMeLbKi wkoni anA nepeknagadis y PereHcOypsi, boraaH B3sBcA 3a ne-
peknaau nepenycim uyaosux Teopis IsaHa ®paHka. XKusyun B KaHagi Big 1951 poky
BiH nepeknas 12 ®paHKoBuX TBOPIB, AK "luc Mukuta", "Moicei", "MaHceki XapTn',
"MepexpecHi CTeXKn" Ta iHwWi, pa3oM 3 TBOpaMM iHILKMX aBTOPIB NMoHaA, TPUALUATL.

®paHko cBoiM "MoiceeM" ayxe NUILABCH, YMTaB MOro rnepes, aBauToOpiAMK B ranvub-
KMX MiCTax, yBa)xaB MOro BepLIKOM CBOET MOETUYHOI TBOPYOCTU. ¥ HbOMY BiH yKasye
CBOMY HapoAoBi wnax Ao ceoboan. Moitcen, 6iGninHa ocobucTicTe OpaHkosi 6nmM3bka,
60 7 #oro BnacHUM Hapop, He po3yMiB i oro Oys BiauypascA. 3po3yMiHHA MPUALLNO ax
no noro cMepTi. "Movicern" — ue rigHa kKapTa BCcTyny ®paHka A0 NaHTEOHy Cnasu Be-
neTHiB Ayxa cBiTy. CroAisaHo, Liei nepeknag, y LuboMy LOMOMOXe.

BOHDAN MELNYK, born January 28, 1914 in Plavucha Velyka, Western Ukraine,
became a Gymnasium student in Ternopil at the age of ten. The Polish occupiers of
the land had closed that school as a punishment for some anti-Polish sabotage actions
protesting the barbaric treatment of the Ukrainian population. Bohdan was arrested
along with hundreds of other students, tortured and thrown into jail. Even though the
court declared him innocent and freed, the police would arrest him repeatedly, thus
denying him any possibility for study and work.

With the demise of Polish state in 1939 and after the occupation of his homeland by
the savage Russian communist horde, he escaped to Germany, where after the end
of the war, he studied English language at a German school for interpreters in
Regensburg. In 1948 he left for England where he used to explain to the English pub-
lic who Ukrainians were and that they wanted to be a free nation. To them, who
believed that Ukrainians were identical with Russians, it was a big news. When he set-
tled in Canada in 1981, Bohdan began translating Ukrainian classics, mainly those of
Franko, into English. Among them are "Fox Mykyta", "The Crisscrossed Paths",
"Moses" and others, up to now twelve books. In this poem, Franko tells his people:

My spirit will incite and move / Your every generation. And so it is.
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NEPEAMOBA

3acnyru IBaHa ®paHka AnA YKPaiHCLKOI fliTepaTypu, HayKu i KynbTypyu HEMOXNK-
BO nepeouiHnTu. BiH 6ykBanbHO ABUrHYB iX 3 6e304Hi 3aHenaay, Ae BOHM Oynu
OMMHUINNCA AK HaCNiA0K BOPOXMX OKyrauin, i nocTaBmB iX Ha BUCOTI CBITOBOMO piB-
HA. MeToi0 1oro XuTTA 6yno fONoMorTH yKpaiHCbKoMy HapoAoBi cTaTu rocrnoja-
peM Ha CBOil 3emi.

Ceoilo noemy "MOWCEMW" ®paHko yBaxaB KBiHTECEHLIEIO cBOei nitepaTypHoi
TBOPHOCTH i MONITUYHOI AIANBHOCTY, AKi BENWU A0 AYXOBHOIO BiAPOAXKEHHA YKpaiH-
CbKOro Hapogy. BiH Helo nuuascs i 3anio6kun yiTas ii Nepes aBAUTOPIAMKU B Pi3-
HMX micTax annMynHM He 3BaXkaloumn Ha CBOIO BaXKky Heayry. Manbui horo pyk 6ynu
NOKPY4eHi apTPUTOM i MOMIYHKK MYCiB nepesBepTaTh NOMY KapTKn KHUXKW.

Bopoxi ueH30pu cniannm 3a Tum, wob He MoABAANUCA YKpaiHCLKi TBOpY 3 Aep-
XaBHULLKOIO TEMaTHKOIO i ToMy IBaH ®paHKO BUCNOBNIOBAB Ti ifei B aneropuyHin
¢dopmi. BiH Tak 3pobus y noemi "Moitceit". ¥ Hii BiH nuiue npo rebpeis i ix nposia-
Huka Mowces, X0M Lie CTOCYETLCA YKpaiHLIB i Horo camoro. lNpo Te ACHO cka3aHo
y Mponosi a0 noemn. Moiicen BoauB CBii HapOA, MO apabCbKux nickax COpoK POKiB,
a ®paHko cnosamu Mowcen 3BepTaeTbea 40 bora:

Copok fiT A TPYAMBCA, HaB4aB

Becb 3arnubnenuiz B Tobi,

o6 3 pabiB T1x 3pobuUTH Hapos,

Mo Teoin ynoao6i.
Mix Mowceem | ©paHkomM € Ta MOAIGHICTL, WO 3a XUTTA X HApPoOAM iX He po3yMinu
i He poLiHIOBaNM i WOMHO No iX cMepTi iM cTano ACHo, Wo

...1e3no te, 6e3 Yoro
XKWUTH HIXTO 3 HUX HE roAHUN.

Csigomuit cBoro nicnaHHML TBa, OpaHKo cka3as CBOMY HApOAOBi:

Migew TM y MaHApiBKY CTONITH
3 Moro gyxa nevatTio.

Ak no6pui, BubGaunuemii i niobnaumin 6aTbko, IBaH OpaHKo BKasye Ha xmbu xapak-
Tepy yKpaiHCbKOro Hapoay, o CTOATh Ha Nepellkoi A0 OCArHEeHHA CaMOCTIMHOC-
Tw. Lle He 6yno a0 Brnoaobu byHTiBHKKaM | DpaHko-Moicen xanieTcA nepes, borom:

A 8O TOro AiMWoB, WO yNioB
Bia iX KNuH i KaMiHHA.

Qanbwmreum natpiotam OpaHKo BiAMNOBIAAE B iHLWIN NoeMi:

Tw, 6pate, nobuw Pyck, Ak xnib i KyceHb cana,
A X raBkato pas B pa3s, Wwobun BoHa He cnana.
Tw nioGuw i, AK AiM, BONK, KOPOBH,

A He no6nio i 3 He3MipHOT MoGoBy.

Tak Gyno 3a #1oro xuTTs. A Tenep? OpaHka We HanexHo He AOLIHIOITh, a B Wi-
pOKOMY CBITi BiH He3HaHui. FAkwo wen asomosHun MOVNCEW 6oaai Tpowku npu-
YMHWUTLCA A0 3MiHM CUTYauii Ha Kpallie, TO aHi TPy, aHi KowTu He OyayTb AapemHi.

BOr 4AH MENbHUK



PREFACE

Ilvan Franko's merits for Ukrainian literature and culture are inestimable. He liter-
ally, raised them singlehandedly from the abyss of decline under the foreign occu-
pations, and put them on the European level. Franko's aim was to help make the
Ukrainian people ripe for independence.

Ivan Franko considered his poem MOSES to be the quintescence of his literary
and political activities. To show how much he valued this poem, he used to read
it to the audiences in various towns of Western Ukraine even though his health
was in decline and the fingers in his both hands were useless as a result of arthri-
tis. A helper had to turn the pages of the book for him.

The hostile foreign censors would not allow any Ukrainian writer to publish books
dealing with the rebirth of an independent Ukrainian state. That's why Franko
resorted to alegories, such as MOSES. He writes about Hebrews and their leader,
Moses, but has in mind the Ukrainian people and himself. The similarities
between the two leaders were too obvious. Moses had been leading his people
across the Arabian deserts for forty years, while Franko had toiled shaping a new
type of Ukrainian for forty years as well.

For forty busy years I've toiled

And taught them, all absorbed in you.

| tried to change those wretched slaves
According to your wish and view.

And what was the result of the efforts of those two leaders? Moses answers:

And what | have achieved is this:
I've just escaped their stones and jeers.

Moses was expelled from the Hebrew camp and shortly afterwards he died on a
hill. Franko was expelled from Ukrainian organizations in Lviv as a result of insin-
uations on account of his progressive social views, which were tabu for the cor-
rupt higher strata of the then society.

And yet, Franko's ideas proved to be correct and he found the deserved recogni-
tion in Ukraine. The wide world still does not know Franko. Hopefully, this edition
of MOSES will help achieve this aim. Franko's prediction became reality; Ukraine
became independent in 1991.

BOHDAN MELNYK



neonor

apoje Mii, 3amyvyeHunin, po36utui,
MoB napanituk TOM Ha Po3A0pPiKXIO,
Mo ACbKNM MPe3npCcTBOM HiOK CTPYNOM BKPUTUIA

Tsoim Oyayunm aywy A TPMBOXY,
Bia copomy, Aikui Hawaakis nisHix
ManuTume, 3aCHYTH A HE MOXY.

Hesxe T06i Ha TabnuuAx 3anisHuX
3anu1caHo B cyciaiB 6yTy rHOEM,
Tarnom y noisaax ix 6ucTpoizaHnx?

Hesxe nosik yainom 6yae TBOIM
YKpuTa 3nicTb, 06nyanvBa nokipHicTb
Y cAKoMmy, XTO 3paaoio n po3boem

Tebe ckyBaB i 3anpucAr Ha BipHICTb?
Hesxe T06i nnw He cyaunock Aino,
Wo6 Buasuno TBOIX cun 6e3MipHICTL?

HeBxe 3a4apMo CTinbKu cepib ropino
[lo Te6e HanceATIWolO No60B'I0
To6i odipytoun aywy i Tino?

3apapMo Kpaw TBi BECb MONMTMIA KPOB'IO
TBoix 6opuis? Momy BXe He NMWATLCA
Y Kkpacorti, cBo6oai i 340poB'i0?

3apapmo B cnosi TBOMOMY iCKpATLCA
| cuna  M'AkicTb, AoTen i NoTyra,
| BCE, YMM MOXE Bropy Ayx MiAHATLCA?



PROLOGUE

y people, martyrized and devastated,
Like some poor paralytic by the road.
You're scorned, as if you were with scabies ulcerated.

Anxieties about your future creep
Into my soul. From shame, which will
Burn your posterity, | cannot fall asleep.

Is it your destiny, as all your neighbours claim,
To be for them a dung, a team obedient and tame,
For pulling their fast-moving trains?

Is it, indeed, your kismet's fatalistic scheme
That you should hide your wrath and feign humility
In front of those, whose barbarism and treachery extreme

Enslaved you and insist on your fidelity?
Were you not destined to accomplish deeds
That would reveal your power and ability?

Is it in vain, as history can prove,
That many hearts have burnt with love for you
And sacrificed their lives in order to improve

Your lot? Have your defenders spilled their blood
In vain? Will not your land be proud
Of beauty, liberty and health?

Are wit, and tenderness, and strength
That shine in your melodic tongue
And raise the spirit all in vain?



3afapmo B MiCHi TBOIN NNETLCA Tyra
| cmix A3BiHKMA, i Xanoui KoxaHHA,
Hagain i BTiXu cBiTnAHaA cmyra?

O Hi! He cawmi cnbo3u i sigxaHHA
Tob6i cyamnuce! Bipio B cuny pyxa
| B AeHb BOCKPECHMUIA TBOMOIO NMOBCTaHHA.

O, Ak6u xBunio BAATb, WO CMOBa cnyxa,
| cnoso BaaTh, WO B XBUAIO TY GnaXeHHy
Bspoposnioe 1 ordem xusywum Gyxal

O, AK6wm nicHIO BAaTb, NanKy, BiAXHEHHY,
Lo minsnoHn nopusa 3 coboio,
Okpunioe, Beae He NyTb CNaceHHy!

Akb6u... Ta Ham, 3HecuneHum Xxypb6oio,
PosaepTum cymHiBamu, 6UTUM CTUAOM,
He Ham Te6e npoBaantun fo 60i0.

Ta npunge vac, i TM OrHUCTMM BUAOM
3acsew y HapoaiB BONbHUX KON,
TpycHew Kaska3s, Bnepexeuca becknaom,

MokoTu YopHnM mMopem roMiH soni
| rnAaHew, AK Xa3AiH AOMOBUTUMN,
Mo cBoin xaTi i no cBoiM nonni.

MpuiamK X Len cniB, X0 TYro MOBUTUMN,
Ta noBHWA BipK; X0u ripkui, Ta BiNbHUNA;
TBOIN OyAy4unHi 3a4aTOK CNi3MK 31UTUNA,

TBOEMY reHilo mi CKPOMHWI Aap BECiNbHUA.

20 nmunHA 1905



In vain is yearning in your mournful song,
And mirth, and love with all its painful cries,
Fond hopes, and joys that go with love along?

Not so! Not only bitter tears and heavy sighs
Are yours forever! | believe in spirit's might
And in the day when you will break your bondage ties!

If one could only hit upon a moment right,
In which one could create a word
That heals and spreads around a blissful light!

If one could but create a song till now unheard,
A stirring song that would arouse a multitude,
And lead it in the right direction, undeterred.

If one could only... But we are subdued
By worries, torn by doubts, and beat by shame;
To lead you to a fight, we have no fortitude.

And yet you will achieve your aim:
You'll join the independent nations,
You'll shake the Caucasus, the Beskid, and reclaim

Your own Black Sea! With dignity, without privations
You will enjoy your home and your repute
Of being free of foreign dominations.

Accept this sad, but reassuring lyrical salute,

My bathed in tears donation, humble and minute,

To your bright future; though this song is sad, it's free,
A modest wedding gift to your great genius from me.

IVAN FRANKO
Lviv, July 20, 1905



OpoK niT npobnykaswu Mowncen
Mo apabcebKin NycTuHi,
Habnu3uecA 3 HapoAOM CBOIM
O mexy K [ManecTuHi.

TyT we nickn i YepBoHi, AK pXa,
loni ckeni Moasa,

Ta 3a HUMKM cuHie MopaaH

| Aibposa 1 mypasa.

Mo MoaBCbKMX AONMHAX MapHMX
Octb I3painsb Kouye;

3a T1i roni Bepxu nepentu

BiH oxoTun He uye.

Min noaepTuMK WaTpamm cNuTb
Ko4oBuCLKO nepave,

A BONK Ta ocnu ix rpusyTb
OceTtu Ta OyanAvun.

Wo yyaoBsui o6iuAaHMA Kpawn,

Wo cmaparan n cadipu

B>xe ocb-0Ccb 3a ropoto 6nncTATh,
3 HUX HIXTO He 1MMe Bipw.

Copok niT rosopus iM NPoOpoK
Tak Ben1M4HO Ta rapHo

Mpo o6iuAHy Ty BITYUHY —

| BCE NycTO Ta MapHo.

Copok nit cadiposuit MopaaH
| ponnHa npevyaHa

X MaHunM i roHnnu Hemos
®ara MopraHa 3nyaHa.



rave Moses roamed the Arab sands
For forty years, by his design,
Until together with his tribe
He reached the verge of Palestine.

And there, they faced the naked cliffs

Of Moab and more sands, alas!

Whereas beyond the reddish hills

The Jordan flowed through fields of grass.

And yet the people weren't inclined
To move beyond that naked range;
They'd rather stay in those poor vales;
Discouraged, they disliked the change.

While their gaunt goats and donkeys gnawed
Scarce thistles, burdocks, and blackthorn,
The lazy nomads stayed inside

Their tattered tents, dull and forlorn.

They were convinced that Palestine
With all her riches, gems and gold,
That were so close within their reach,
Was but a lie so often told.

For forty years, the Prophet kept
Repeating that enchanting tale

About their wondrous Promised Land,
And all in vain, to no avail.

The Jordan and the lovely dales

Had tempted them year after year

Likg some mirage that seemed so close,
And then would suddenly disappear.



| 3HeBipuBCA NIOA i CKa3as:
"Ha6pexanu npopokwu!

Y NyCTUHi HaM XWTb i BMupaThb!
Yoro we xaats? | gokn?"

| noknHynu xaatb i 6axaTtb

| necb pBaTbCA B NMPOCTOPH,
CnaTtb roHuiB i caMum BM3upaTh
Mo3a pxasii ropu.

[eHb 3a AHEeM No MOaBCbKKX fipax,
Moku cneka ainmae,

Y ApaHTUBUX HaMeTax CBOIX

Bechb I3painb gpimae.

Jlnw XiHKK X NpAAYTb Ta NevyTb
B rpaHi mM'aco ko3naue,

A BONK Ta ocnu ix rpusyTb
OceTu Ta 6yanaqun.

Ta ppibHa aiTBOpa no creny
AuBHi irpawku 3s804UTh;

To Boloe, Mypye MicTa,

To ropoau ropoaunTsb.

| Hepas HaniBCOHHI 6aTbKn
lFonosamu xutaioTh:

"le Habpanucb BOoHK TuX 3abaB?"
Cawmi B cebe nuTaioThb.

"AfXe B Hac He BUAanu Toro,
He uyBanu B nycTuHil

U npopoLbKi cnosa nepenwnu
B kpoB i Aywy AUTHHI?"

10



Therefore the people lost their faith

And said: "The prophets were dead-wrong!
They lied! We'll live and die right here!
What are we waiting for so long?"

Disheartened, they had no desire

To leave their wretched domiciles.
They even stopped despatching scouts
And ceased to look beyond the hills.

Day after day, in deep ravines
Scorched by the desert searing heat,
They dozed inside their ragged tents
That offered them the sole retreat.

Their women spun and baked some meat —
Which was their daily occupation —

While their gaunt goats and donkeys gnawed
The desert's meager vegetation.

Small children played out on the steppe
So funny games of some strange sort:
They fought like soldiers and would build
High parapets around a fort.

Their fathers shook their groggy heads,

Their eyes with sleep and stupor glazed.

"And where they've got those war-like games?"
They often asked themselves, amazed.

“Here in the sands we've never seen
The games of that unheard-of kind!
Can Moses' bold prophetic words
Inflame a youngster's blood and mind?"

9

1



MW OAMH 3-MOMIX Lei iop6u
Y waTtpi He apimae
| Ha Kpunax aymoK i Xyp6u
Mo3a ropwm nitae.

Lle Mowcen, no3abyTui Npopok,
Lle aiaycy cnabocunui,

Lo 6e3 poay, 6e3 cTas i XiHOK
Cawm cToiTb Kpan Morunu.

Bce, wo maB y XwuTTi, BiH BigAas
Ansa oaHoi ipei,

| ropis, i AcHiB, | cTpaxaas,

| Tpyaueca anA Hei.

I3 HeBoni B Miupaim cBin nioa,
Bupsas BiH Haye 6ypA,

| Ha Bonio cnposaaus pabis
I3 TicHuH nepeamyp's.

AK aywa ix aywi, nipinMasch

BiH ToAi MHori pasu

Jo HamBuwmx nigHe6ecHUX BUCOT
| BiAXHEHHA 1 eKcTasm.

| Ha xBunax Gypxnusux ix Ayw
Y AHi npobu i mipu

Monapas BiH i3 HUMK Hepas

Y 6e304Hi0 3HEBIpH.

Ta Tenep 1MOro ronoc 3omiis
| noracno BiAXHeHHSA,

| He cnyxae BXe noro cnis
Monoae nokoniHHA.

12



n that dull crowd was only one
Who wasn't asleep inside his tent.
His thoughts flew far beyond the hills
On wings of grief and discontent.

It was Old Moses, disobeyed by all,
Enfeebled and bent down with age.
He stood with one foot in his grave,
A lonely and rejected sage.

He gave whatever he possessed

For his idea. Though beset

By trials on all sides, he burned,
And shone, and toiled without regret.

He, like a hurricane had torn

His people, then downtrodden slaves,
From Mizraim, and led them off

From those inhibiting enclaves.

And as a part of their pure souls,
He used to rise like some fanatic
Up to the subcelestial heights

Where all's exalted and ecstatic.

But on the waves of their wild souls,
When hardships were too hard to bear,
He often would be dragged with them
Into the chasm of black despair.

His voice, once lordly, now was faint,
His inspiration died away,

And younger people just ignored
Whatever he still had to say.
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Ti cnosa npo 06iuAHUA Kpawn
Ansa ix cnyxy — ue Kaska;
M'aico ctap, ix, i macno i cup
Lle HamBuuan nacka.

Ulo 3 Miypaim Gatbku i aiaun
MiaHanuce Ao noxoay,

Ha ix nornag ue aypicts i rpix
| pyiHa Hapogay.

Cepea Hux ABipoH i flaTtaH
BepxoBOAATb CbOrOAHi;

Ha npopoubki cnosa ix oABiT:
"Hawi ko3n ronogHil!"

| Ha NOKNWK 1Oro y noxoa,:
"Hawi KoHi He KyTi!"

Ha o6iusaHkun cnasun 1 nobia:
"Tam BOMOBHMKM niOTi!"

Ha npvHaau HOBOI 3emni:

"Ham i TyT He noraHo!"

A Ha 3raaky npo 6oxun Hakas:
"3amoBun, TH nomaHo!"

Ta Konu 3arpo3us iM NPOpoK
Hosum rHisom €rosu,

To nomy 3akasaB ABipOH
BoroxynbHi npomMoBy.

A Ha 360pax i3pannsa cuHis,
YecTb Bigaaswm Baany,
lFonocuctun [lataH nepenep
Ocb sKylo yxsany:
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His words about the Promised Land

To them were but a worthless ploy.
Meat, cheese and butter from their herds
For them — the highest grace and joy.

That their forebears left Mizraim
To flee the subjugation,

To them was sinful ignorance,
The people's ruination.

Now Aviron and Datan claimed

The chieftaincy among the young.
"Our goats are starving" they rebuffed
The prophet in a biting tongue.

They spurned his order to go off

To war: "Our horses are unshod!"
They snubbed his talk about the win:
"The foes are very fierce, by God!"

When he described the new land's charms,
They yelled: "We're satisfied right here!"
And when he mentioned God's command:
"Don't say a word, you phoney seer!"

When Moses warned and threatened them
That they would feel Jehovah's wrath,

He was enjoined by Aviron

To shun that sacrilegious path.

As sons of Israel prayed to

Their worshipped idol Baal one day,
The loud-mouthed Datan forced on them
This resolution to obey:
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"XT0 npopoka i3 cebe Baae
| rosoputh 6€3 3B'A3KY,

| o6iutoe TemHin iopb6i
Boxwun rHis abo nacky,

“XT0 A0 6yHTY nocMmie Hapos,
HaknukaTtu, A0 3MiHu,

| MaHWTK 3a ropu, HacTpiTb
KiHueBoi pyiHn,

"Toit Ha nocTpax 6e3yMuAM yCiM
Mi>X oMM NOKONIHHAM

Xait onnboBaHuit 6yae BciMa

I no6uTtnin kaMiHHAM!"

X9
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"He who pretends to be a seer,
Whose talk has not a tiny trace
Of common sense, who promises
The mob God's ire or His grace,

Whoever dares to instigate
The people's insubordination,
Cajoling them beyond the hills
Towards a total ruination,

Then he, to properly deter

All lunatics and fools who might

In future do such silly things,

Should be bespat and stoned outright!"

X9
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evopino. lMomeHwana BXxe
LlinoaeHHan cneka;
Hap, ropoio kpan Heba nanas,
Mos noxexa paneka.

Hauye pouw, 3onotun i3 Hebec
Monuna npoxonoaa;
Mo4nHaeTbCA pyX y Wwarpax
Kou4oBsoro Hapoaa.

3BinbHa, NnaBHO CTynalo4un, HAyTb
KaMm'aHuMu cTeXxkamm

YopHobpusi rebpenkn Guuem

3 ravHAHMMK 306aHKamMu —

I3 36aHKamMun Ha ronosax reH
Mip, ckany A0 KpUHMLL,

A B pykax iX MiWK#W WKipsaHi,
o6 foiTh ArHuui.

Crapui aitv no ronim creny
Hauve 3anuunku rpaioTs,

B neperouu 6ixaTb i Kpuuathb,
Ab60 3 nyKiB CTPINAIOTL.

[e-ae 4yt KBUNIHHA 3 waTpa,
AGo perit aiBounit;

Tam XTOCb MiCHIO 3aBOAUTb CYMHY,
Haue cTen y TbMi Houi.

Ta ocb ctapuwi, 6aTbku Ta aiam
I3 HameTiB BUXOAATL

| no ropax, no ronim cteny
CKpisb ouMMa NoBoAATh.
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he day was ending and the heat
Was lessening its saturation,
The skyline glowed above the hill
Like some remote, huge conflagration.

A pleasant coolness from the sky
Descended on the roasted ground.
The sluggish nomads in the tents
Began to stir and move around.

Young black-browed girls walked gracefully
Along the stony trails

That ran along a higher ground.

They carried earthern pails

Upon their heads. While walking to
A water well beside a rock,

They also carried leathern bags

For milking ewes of their sheep flock.

The older children on the steppe
Were playing like some little hares;
They ran a race, or drew the bows,
And argued over their affairs.

Out of some tents one sometimes heard
A girlish laughter, or a cry;

As well, a mournful melody

Sad as the steppe was drifting by.

Right then, the elders came outside;
Each one of them had left his lair

To scan the naked steppe and hills;
Perhaps there were some changes there.
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Yu He BMAHO BOPOXMX i34LiB
[e 3a XoBTUM TyMaHOM?

Un He KOTUTL Ae niBaeHHWI Bic
MickoBum ryparaHom?

Hi, cnokin. | posmoBsu niwnwm

Ti 3BMYanHi, CyCiACHKi:

“Llopa3 MeHwWwe B ArHULLb MOMOKA,
| ArHATa ocb-TiubKil

HaBiTb wo: AnA ocnuub He cTae
Byaskosoi nauwi!

JoBeaeTbcA KyAnCb KOYyBaTb
Ha nacoBucbka Kpauui.

ABIipOH paanTb Kpan Maaiam,

A JartaH iwe pani.

A Movwcen? Ton 3amoBkHe, MabyTb,
Mo ByopawHin yxsani.

ABTimM B Tabopi romMiH i pyx,
BiraHuHa i Kpuku;

Tawm i3 watep Bubirae Hapoa
| Mmanun, i Benukui.

Lo take? Yu TO BOpOT ine?

Un BnaB 3Bip y TeHeTa?

Hi, Mowncen! I'naHb, Moncen Buxoaxa
3i cBo€ero Hamera.

Xou nita oro rHyTh y kabnyk

I3 Typ6oTammn Bnapi,

To B o4ax Moro Bce WOChb rOPUTh,
Mos aBi 6nuckaBku B xmapi.
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Perhaps some hostile horsemen lurked
Behind the yellow desert mist?
Perhaps the southern devil rolled
Towards their tents a sandstorm twist?

No trouble yet! And so, they talked
About the matters dear to all:

"The ewes are giving now less milk;

The lambs are weak and much too small."

“Not only that! There's not enough

Of thistles for the goats and asses."

"It seems we'll have to move and look
For pastures with much better grasses."

"Well, Aviron suggests Mariam,

And Datan urges farther yet."

"And Moses?" "He? The last decree
Will close his mouth for sure, |1 bet!"

At once, the camp became astir,

The people yelled and ran around;

The tents disgorged their occupants,
Whose shouting made the camp resound.

What happened there? Perhaps, a raid?
Perhaps, a beast of prey ensnared?

It's Moses! He just left his tent

And walked while all the people stared.

Although senescence and despair
Were bending him into a bow,

There were some lightnings in his eyes
That gave them some unearthly glow.
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Xou BonoccA 6Gine, AK CHir

Y ctapeuin 03800i,

To cToATb We Ti ropai >XMyTKH,
Ak aBa poru Ha nobi.

BiH iae Ha wWKpPOKKUn manaaH,
[le HameT 3anosiTa
MpocTAra cBoi WTMPKU poru
B wTtupu cTtopoHu ceiTa.

B TiM HameTi € CKpu1HA Baxka,
Bca ykosaHa 3 miaum,

B Hi €rosmn Hakasun nexatb,
3Haku Boni 1 nobiawm.

Ta paBHO BXe He BXOAUTb HIXTO
[o HameTa cBATOrO,

Moro xax cTepexe AeHb i Hiy,
Mos cob6aka nopora.

Ane KaMiHb BeNUKMn NexuTb
Kpa# HameTa 40 cxoAy;

3 TOro KameHs 3BM4Yain BeNUTb
MpomoBnATL A0 Hapoay.

Ha Tton kamiHb 3ixoauTs Moncen —
| XxaxHynucsa nioau.

Ta HeBXe X BONi BCiX Ha AOKip
BiH npopountn 6yae?

| npunaeTbca po3buts, po3TonTaTh,
K rHunyio Konoay

Koro Hawi 6aTbku i aign

3Banu 6aTbkoMm Hapoay?

Ocb MiX 4inbHUMK BXe ABIpOH
YepsoHie 3 gocaaum,

A cepepHim wochk wenye JataH,
INnxnin peMoH rpomagy.
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Although the hair embellishing

His graceful head was now snow-white,

The well-known tufts were still up there,
They stood like two firm horns, upright.

He walked towards the central tent —

The people's thoughts and feelings whirled —
That tent was pointing its four sides

To all four corners of the world.

That special tent contained a trunk
Built solidly and copperbound.
Inside Jehovah's laws were kept
Regarding life, free, just, and sound.

Nobody dared to go inside
The sacred tent, as apprehension
Protected it just like a dog
Who guards his master's mansion.

But on the east side of the tent

There sat a big and flattened stone,

Which served the speakers as a stage

From which they made their viewpoints known.

As Moses stepped upon that stone,
The people, shaken to the core,
Asked anxiously: "What's he up to?
Is he to prophesy some more?

Will we be forced to kill the man,
Who was in estimation

Of our honoured patriarchs,

The father of our nation?"

Vexed, Aviron was getting red
Among the influential set,

While Datan, like a demon, boiled;
To Moses — a pernicious threat.
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yopa BM, HeboXxaTa Mo,
Paay paaunu rayny;
Lie xoTiB A cka3aTb Bam Tenep
3amicTb nepworo sCTyny.

YXBanunu nevaTb HanoXuTtb
Ha A3uK Min, Ha aywy —

To X Tenep BaM ycim Brnepekip
lFoBopuTH A Mywwy.

3posywmiiTe 1 3aTAMTE CObi
Bu, cninuiB nokoniHHA,

Wo, AK 3rnywunTe Aywy Xusy,
3aroBopuTb KaMiHHA.

Buopa Bu cnpucArnuca cBiin cnyx
3aTtukaTb Ha NPOMOBU

He MOi, HEe TUX FMMHAHKX YCT,

A camoro €rosu.

BepexiTbcA, a TO BiH 40 Bac
3aroBoputb Mo-CBOMY,
3aroBopuTb CTpallHiwe cTo pas,
K B NyCTUHI puK rpomy.

A Bip, cniB Moro ropu gpwxartb
| 3emnA nopaeTbCA,

Bauwe cepue, AK nMCTA B OrHi,
3awkpymTUTb | 30B'€TLCA.

Buopa Bu npoknsanu BCAKUA BYHT —
| KnAnu noro Beye,

Bo HanpoTn Tux raynux npoknaTh
Baiue cepLie 6yHTYE.
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y children, yesterday you pledged
To follow an absurd instruction.
How foolish! Now | have to tell you this
In lieu of my first introduction.

You have decreed to put a seal
Upon my tongue, my very soul.
Therefore defying you I'll speak
Which, | believe, is my prime role.

Do understand and don't forget,

You, generation of the blind:

When you suppress a living soul,

The stones will move and speak their mind.

You made a vow to disregard
Whatever | must choose to say.
Remember, this is God, who speaks,
And not my feeble lips of clay.

Be on your guard, my dear, or else
He'll speak to you as ne'er before.
He'll terrify you more than does

The desert's sudden thunder roar.

From His wroth words the mountains quake,
The solid earth's foundation heaves.

Your terror-stricken, trembling hearts

Will shrivel like those burning leaves.

You've cursed revolts of every kind —
And all in vain you curse and yell,
Because against these stupid oaths
Your pure and childish hearts rebel.
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Bo B Te cepue €rosa BNOXuB,
Hau4e kBac B npicHe TicToO,
TBOpYi cunu — Ti rHaTUMYTb Bac
Y npusHayeHe micTo.

Buopa 81 yBaxkanu cnokin
HanbnaxeHiwnm cTaHowm;
Ta un pagumscA ym Baul Npu TiMm
3 Bawmm borom i MaHom?

Uum 10 BiH AnA cnokolo npu3sas
3 micTta Yp Ta 3 NappaHa
ABpaama i nnem'sa noro

Ha nyru KaHaaHa?

Ana cnokolo ix noTim BoaAuB
Mo nopaaHckKim noainnio,
CemMuniTHIM X ronoaoM rHas
Ax Hag 6eperu Hino?

Ak6u xTiB Bac B CMOKOIO AepxaTb
Haue Tpyna y kpwunri,

To BM 1 A0Ci, AK cipi Bonw,

FHynun 6 wui B €Ermvnri.

Tum 1o GyAay 40 Bac roBOpuUThb

He Big cebe, a BnagHo,

Wo6 BM 3Hanu, wo 3 borom Ha npio
BuctynaTtb HenopagHo.

Bo €roBu HaTArHeHUM nyK

| TATMBaA Han'ATa,

| HanoxeHa cTpinka Ha Hin —
I To BU € cTpina Ta.
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Because God put into your hearts,
Like living yeast into a dough,

A Vvital force to drive you on

To where you are ordained to go.

In your opinion peace is

The most desirable state.

Have you consulted God on this
Important thing you advocate?

I'll ask you now: Was it for peace
That Abraham was called from Ur
To move to Canaan which was

A perilous and lengthy tour?

Was it for peace He led them on

Across the Jordan land's frontiers?

Had pushed them, starving and worn out,
Down to the Nile for seven years?

Had He intended keeping you
Like some dead body in a tomb,
Then you would be in Egypt now,
In slavery, one must presume.

That's why | want to talk to you
In His, Jehovah's holy name,
To tell you that opposing God
Will be for you a costly game.

Because Jehovah's bow is taut,

The bowstring's very tightened, too.

An arrow's placed upon the bow,

And who's that arrow? You! That's who!
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AK cTpina BXXe HaMmipeHa B Linb,
HaoctpeHa a0 6oio,

UYu nopoba cTpini rosopuTsh:

'A 6axalo cnokoio?'

A w0 BYOpa BU TYT NPUCATIN

Ha nopo6y xiHouTBa

Binbw He cnyxaTb 06iTHULL MOIX,
Hi norpos, Hi npopouTBa, —

To HaBMUCHO MO Bce Te 40 Bac
Mo6anakaTtu xouy,

| oGiTHMUIO aaM, Wwo npunae,
Morpoxxy # nonpopouy.

| B MycuTe cnyxaTtb, X04 3MiCTb
B6'e Bam Xxano crtyaexe,

Pap s 3HaTtb, uMA nepua pyka
MNiginMeTbCcA Ha meHe!"

9
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Now, when the arrow is all set,

And when its target is well known,

Is it all right for her to say:

'l want but peace! Leave me alone?'

And since you swore here yesterday
— As some old womenfolk might do —
To disregard my promises

And prophecies that soon are due,

Therefore | have to talk once more
In order to give you a clue,

Il make a promise and a pledge,
I'll prophesy and threaten you.

You have to hear my speech, although
It'll make you cross. l'd like to see
Whose hand will be the very first

To rise and throw a stone at mel!”

9

29



apeKknncA BU cnyxaTu cnis
MNMpo €rosuHy nacky,
To x MoB AiTAM 6e3yMHUM A1 BaM
Posnosim oaHy Kas3ky.

Ak sinwnuca konuch gepesa
Ha wwupokim posaoni.
'‘O6epimo cobi koponna

Mo cBoii BONLHIN BO.

o6 i 3axucT Ham 3 HLOro i YecTh,
| Hapisa 1 nigmora,

o6 i nan Haw BiH OyB, i cnyra,

| MeTa i gopora.'

| ckazanu ogHi: 'Bubupatb —
Ha oaHe BCi M1 3BaHi.

Hai uaploe Haa Hamu noBik
Otoi keap Ha JlusaHi.'

| 3roamnucA BCi Aepesa,

Cranu kegpa 6naratu:

"Tw 3inaM 3 CBOIX ropanX BUCOT,
WMau no Hac uapiosati.'

| BigMOBMB M Keap i cka3aB:
'Bu voro 3abaxcann?

o6 noknHyB A cam paau Bac
Csgoi ropu i ckann?

LLlo6 nokuHys A caMm paau Bac
Bnncku coHusa n ceoboay,

Bysuwu BONbHUM, MYCTUBCA CNYXUTb
36upanuHi Hapoay?
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ince you reject Jehovah's grace
And since you permanently rail
Against His love, | have for you,
Who act like babes, a little tale.

Once, all the trees from near and far
Convened and said: 'We all are free,
So, let's elect ourselves a king,

And let it be the finest tree.

The one to honour and respect,
Whom we could follow and obey,

A ruler who would serve us well,
And be our hope, our aim, our way.'

Then someone said: 'Let's do it now!
We all agree in unison

That our next king forever be

The cedar-tree of Lebanon.'

The trees wholeheartedly agreed

And called upon the stately cedar:

‘Please, do descend from your proud heights,
We all want you to be our leader."

To this the cedar answered thus:
‘What's that again that you desire?
You want that I, because of you,
Forsake the mountains | admire?

That | forsake because of you

My freedom and the dazzling sun?
And, being free, begin to serve

A motley crowd? It can't be done!
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Bu kopoHy MeHi npuHecnn?
Lo meHi ue 3a waHa!

A 1 6e3 Hei okpaca 3eMi

| kopoHa NnuBaHa.'

| BepHynucA BCi pepesa,
Ctanu nanbmy GnaraTu:
T Mk Hamu pocTelw, HaM PigHA,
Mau no Hac uapiosath.'

| ckasana im nanbma: 'Bpatm,
Lo ue Bac 3akopTino?
LlapioBaTtu 1 nopsaaku pobuTs,
Lie moe xi6a aino?

o6 mix Bamu nopAaakn pobuTb,
Un X A KMHYTY B cyni

CBoi KBiTH naxyui Ta cBin

Mnin — conoaki pakTuni?

Mano 6 coHue aapemMHO Mii CiK
BurpisaTv woaHUHN?

Moro nnoay aapemHo WwyKaTb
Oko 3BipA 1 NI0AUHK?

Xan uaploe XTo xo4e y Bac,

f1 Ha TpOHi He capy,

A sonilo BCiM gaBaTb CBOIO TiHb
| noxuBy n pospaay.'

| norHynuca Bci Aepesa

Mia aAymMKkamu BaXKKUMM,

Llo He xou4e Hi nanbMa, Hi keap
LapioBaTv Hag HUMM.
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'You've brought a royal crown for me?
I'd never ever put it on!

| grace the earth without your crown,
I am the crown of Lebanon!'

"Rebuked, the trees approached the paim
And started begging her: 'Oh, please,
Agree to rule us, you're our Kin,

You grow and live among the trees.’

'‘My brethren’, said she in reply,
'Where did you get, if | may ask,
That funny notion? Ruling you
And keeping order, is my task?

‘To satisfy your ardent wish,

Which | must certainly refute,
Could | desert my pretty bloom
And dates, my most delicious fruit?

'How could | ever let the sun

Warm up my precious juice in vain?
How can | let both man and beast
Have no sweet dates in my domain?

'Let be your king whoever wants
This elevated occupation.

I'd rather offer shade and food

To those who need my consolation.'

"Rebuked again, the cheerless trees
Returned, their worried heads hung down,
For both the cedar and the palm

Would not accept the royal crown.
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'Hymo poxy 6naratb!' “Ta BoHa
Bcbomy cBiTOBI roxa,

Be3 KOpoHN — LapuuA POCNKH,
Mpenoao6Huua boxa."

‘Hymo ay6a 6naratu!' "Ta ay6,
Mos xa3siH 6araTun,

CBOIM rinnAM, KOpiHHAM i rMHewm,
Konyabmu Bce 3aHATHRA."

'Hym 6epesy Gnaratb!' "Ta BOHa,
MaHHa B 6inoMmy WOBKY,
Po3anycka cBoi Kocu OyitHi,
TY>XHO XUNUTb rOMOBKY.

“l ckasaB XTOCb HeHaye Ha XaprT,
OTe cnoBo aitoue:

‘Wle xi6a 61 TepHa NPOCHUTb,
Moxe TepeH 3axouye.'

"l niaxonunu BCi pepesa
Lle ycTamu oaHUMM,

| B3ANMCA NPOCUTK TepHa,
LWo6 uapem 6yB Haa HUMM.

"MosuB TepeH; ‘Lle nobpe Bam XTOCb
Mianosis Taky paay.

f1 Ha BawiM nNpecToni AKCTIN

Bes BaraHHs 3acany.

'A Hi cTaHOM BUCOKMI AK Keap,
Hi Ak nansma spoanneun,

| He 6yay Ak ay6 camoniob,
fk 6epesa TyXNMBUNA.



"Some said: 'Let's beg the rose!'

“But she, the celebrated beauty,
Without the crown — the queen of plants,
Did not look for another duty."

"Some said: 'Let's beg the oak!" "But he,
Like all rich farmers, had his plan.

His acorns, trunk, and roots and boughs
Required care of that spry man.

"Some said: 'Let's beg the birch!' "But she,
Dressed in a whitish silken gown,

Bowed mournfully her lovely head

And lowered her long tresses down.

"And then some wit said jokingly,

Which seemed at first to be absurd:
'‘Perhaps, the blackthorn should be asked?
He might agree, let's hear his word.'

"Quite unexpectedly the trees

Had done a very funny thing.

They asked the blackthorn if he would
Agree to be their gracious king.

"The blackthorn said: ‘I must admit
You've got somebody's good advice.
I'll occupy your throne at once
Without considering it twice.

'I'm not as handsome as the palm,

Nor have the pompous cedar's stature.
I'm not as selfish as the oak;

As to the birch — I cannot match her.
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'‘3pobyBaTvMmy none AnA sac,
Xou camomy He Tpeba;

| ctenuTuca 6yay BHU3Y,

Bu X 6yanTte Ao Heba.

'BOpPOHUTUMY BCTYNY A0 Bac,
CnnxeBrMU CriMYKamu,

| ckpawaTumy BCi nycTumpi
Mono4HuMHK KBiTKaMK.

‘I cnyXnTUMy 3aiLLio MHI3A0M,
MpuctaHoBuMwWweM nTaxy,
o6 pocnu BM BCe Kpalue, a fA
Byay ruHyTb Ha wnAxy.'

TY9)
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'I'll conquer all the fields for you,

| don't require them at all

For my own use; I'll hug the ground,
And you keep growing strong and tall.

'l will protect and guard you well,
—In my sharp needles is my might —
I'll beautify the wilderness

With blossoms that are milky-white.

‘Il give the bird a safe refuge,

And serve the rabbit as a nest,

| shall expire on the road

That you may grow with vigor blessed.'

N9
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V'

ranboKiM MOBYAHHIO L0 piy
Byxom nosnaTtk rebpei.
"Lle Bam Ka3ka" npomosus Mowcen,
"Ocb BaM BUKNaj A0 Hei:

"NlepeBa — U Hapoau 3emni,
A Koponb y iX Koni —

Boxwuin BubpaHeub, CUH i cnyra
locnoaesoi Boni.

"AK Hapoau €rosa co3aas,
Mos niTopocni 8 nonio,
3arnapas BCiM y Aywy # yuTas
3 Hei KOXHoro gonio.

"3arnagas im y ayuy, Aka
Ix yaaya n npuumHa,

| wykas, KOro 3 Hux 61 cobi
OG6i6bpaTu 3a cuHa.

“l He B3AB OTUX TOPAMUX, FPIMKHKX,
Lo 6'toTb B HEGO AyMKamu,

| nigHOCATL MOryTHIO N'ATY

Hap nioacbkuMn Kapkamm.

“l He B3AB Garavis-aykadis,

WWo Bcio 3emt0 NNiHAPYIOTb,
NioacbKUM 30N0TOM | NOTOM COGi
[loMoBUHY MYpPYIOTh.

"l He B3AB KpPaCYHiB-AXWUI'YHIB,
Wo Ha nipax 6pA3KOYYTH,

| cBi xMcT y MapMypi, B nicHAX
BikoBiYHUTH XO4YTb.
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he Hebrews hung on Moses' lips
As if bewitched; nobody stirred.
"The tale is finished" Moses said,
"Let me explain it, word for word.

"The trees are peoples of the world,
The monarch in their midst, to wit,
The one who carries out God's will,
Is His dear son and favourite.

"When God created human tribes
And many other living things,

He looked into their souls and read
The future of His underlings.

"He looked into their souls to see
Their character and aptitudes,
He searched to find himself a son
Among those motley multitudes.

"He overlooked the haughty ones,

The selfish autocrats who hound

The weaker peoples, and whose heels
Press those poor victims to the ground.

"And He excluded wealthy ones

Who rob the earth, whose hearts are cold,
Who build themselves memorials

With other people's sweat and gold.

“Nor did He take the libertines

Who strum the lyre strings, and who
Immortalize their skills in art

And poetry with much ado.
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"3ropaysas ycio cnasy, BeCb 61McK
| 3eMHe naHyBaHHSA,

I BCi naxouwi wTyK, i yce

KHWXKoBe MyapyBaHHA.

"l AK TepeH nocepep, Aepes
‘Henoka3Hui Ha Bpoay

| He mae BiH cnasu cobi

AHi 3 UBiTY, Hi 3 Nnoay —

“Tak i Bu6paHuin Borom Hapoa,
Mix Hapogamu B6orui;

[le nnwHoTa i YecTb, Tam oMy
3aBucoki noporu.

"Mix npemyapumu BiH He MyapeLb,
Y BiHi He BOWOBHMUK,

Y 6aTbKiBWMHI CBOIN BiH FiCTb

| BCECBITHIN KOYOBHUK.

“Ta noxnae nomy B Ayuly CBiit ckapb
Cepuesipeub €rosa,

o6 BiH 6yB, MOB CBITNO Y TbMi,
Mos ckap6HKK 1oro cnosa,

"Ha 6e3mexXHy MaHApPIBKY XUTTA
[aB nomy 3anomory,

3anosiTu 1 06iT CBOI,

Haue xni6 Ha aopory.

"Ane 3a3apwin €rosa, Haw bor,
| rpisHMi | cepanTUNA:

Te, wo BiH nonobus, xan HIXTO
He nocwmie niobuTu.
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"He spurned the glory and the shine
Of earthly domination,

Denied the bookish sophistry

His high consideration.

“And like that blackthorn midst the trees,
Quite plain, without a recognition

For being famous on account

Of his appearance and fruition,

"So is God's chosen people — poor
Among the peoples; and they view
Pretensions with contempt, which are
To them repugnant and taboo.

“They're not at home among the wise,
They always shun the bloody wars.

In their own land they are just guests,
The nomads, not the warriors.

"But God has put into their soul
A treasure so that they could be
A beacon in the pitch-black dark,
A guardian of His decree.

For their long life migration, God
Donated some important aid:

His Ten Commandments and a vow,
As if some bread for their crusade.

“But He's a very jealous God,
Severe and dreadful, full of ire;
Oh, woe to him who'd try to love
Whate'er Jehovah should desire!
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“Tox Ha BuOpaHUA CBOro Hajis
Mnauw, csoei nio6osun
HeaoctynHui, KOnoYnn, HeMoB
Koniouku Ti TepHOBI.

"I 3po6uB MOro rocTPUM, rPUIKUM,
Mos kponuBa-xepyxa,

Abu Mir nuwe cam BiH BAMXaTb
Apomar noro ayxa.

"l noconbCTBO MOMY AaB CTpalHe
Mia cimoma nevaTtbMmu,

o6 B paneky 6yayunHy Hic,
HeHasuaxeHun 6paTbmu.

"lope ToMy He3papi nocny,
Ulo B xoai 3agpimae,

AB0 Boxy 3HeBaXuBLLUK Pid,
Cam neyaTtb posnamae!

"BuimMe iHWMMA NOCONLCTBO CTpallHe
NiHioxoBi 3 A0NOHI,

Mo6ixuTh i ocArHe mety

| 3acA€ B KOPOHi.

"Ta wacn1emi NOCOA, WO CBil NUCT
[loHece cKopo 1 BipHO,

JacTb BiHeub oMy Uapcbkuin focnoab
| npocnaBuTb 6e3MipHO.

"0, I3painio, T TOM nocon

| 6yayumn uap csital

YoM He TAMMII NOCONLCTBA CBOr0
| voro 3anosita?
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"That's why He put upon His pet

A very special love-lined garb,

That makes him inaccessible

Like that low blackthorn's prickly barb.

"He made him stinging, burning, sharp,
The way that nettle is to touch

In order that just He could breathe

His spirit's scent He loves so much.

"He handed him some words sealed tight
For all the future generations.

It is his task to carry them

Despite the wrath of other nations.

"Oh, woe to that slack messenger
Who'd fall asleep for lack of zeal,
Or would abuse Jehovah's will
By shattering the sacred seal!

"In such a case somebody else

Will run the lazy slowpoke down,

Will grab from him the awesome words
And will receive the royal crown.

"The able one to carry out

His mission faithfully and fast,
Will get from God a royal wreath,
He'll shine in glory unsurpassed.

"Oh, Israel, that messenger

And ruler of th2> world to be

Is you! Why d'you forget your task
And His Commandments, His decree?
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"TBOE LLapcTBO He 3 uei 3emni,
He mMupcbka TBOA cnasal

Ane rope, Ak 38abutb Te6e
CsitoBan 3a6aBa.

"3amicTb cTaTuca cinnio 3emni,
CtaHew nonenom nignum,

3amicTb BCiM 3'egHaTh nacky — T1 cam
CTtaHell nacku HeriaHum.

"3amicTb CBIiT CNOGOHWUTH Bif, MyK

| po3aopy i xaxy, —

Byaew T1, MOB po34aBneHUn 4eps,
o 3anxae Ha wnnAxy."
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*Your future realm is not mundane,
Your worldly fame is not the best!
And woe to you if you will make
The earthly joys your only quest.

"Then you'd become a worthless ash

Instead of life-supporting salt;

Instead of gaining grace for all,

You'd lose God's grace through your own fault.

"Instead of freeing humankind

From disarray's appalling load,

You'd be like some repulsive worm

That, stepped upon, croaks on the road."

X9
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Vii

3'ianvBo cka3aB ABipOH:
“MocuinaHe Mowicelo,
CTtpax 3arpis i HanyAuMB TH Hac
MpunosicTkoio ueio!

"Mix Hapoaamu 6yTn TepHOM!
3a ulo nacky Benuky

Cnpasai BapTo B €rosi TBOiM
MpusHaBaTh Bnaguky.

“l nocnom noro 6yt — ue YecTs!
| B He3HaHe 6yayuye

3anevaTaHi NMCbMa HOCUTb —
Lle maHnTb Hac Hanayx.e.

“Lle AKpas aonA Toro ocna,

Wo 3aB'A3aHi Mixu

3 xniboM HocKuThb, ronoa, TepnuTb
Ansa yyxoi noTixu.

"We rebpei 3 yma He 3inwnu,
[Joni ninwoi BaprTi,

| OCArHyTb, AIK YeCTb BiAAaAYTb
| Baany # AcTapri.

"Xawn €rosa cobi TaM rpuMuTh

Ha ckanuctim CuHaio —

Ham Baan gacTtb 6aratcTso i Bnactb
Y Benukomy Kpato.

"Xai €rosi Konio4i TepHU
ByayTtb nobi Ta roxi,

Hac Actaptu pyka nosege
Momixx MipTHt i poxi.
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Vil

hen Aviron said bitingly:
"Your Highness Moses! You don't fail
To frighten and encourage us
With this most entertaining tale!

"To be a blackthorn! For this grace
We should of our own accord
Acknowledge your Jehovah now

As our accomodating Lord!

"To be his envoy is, no doubt,

A very honourable post.

To lug his sealed-up messages
Into the future, charms us most.

"Well, that's the fate of that dumb ass
Who carries bags filled up with corn
For someone else's good, wkrile he
Himself is hungry and outworn.

“The Hebrews aren't so crazy yet,
They want to be well-off and hale
And they will prosper when they start
To worship Ashtoreth and Baal.

"Let your Jehovah rave and roar

In Sinai strewn with rocks and sand.
Baal will present us with great wealth
And power in a big, rich land.

“Let your Jehovah take delight

In prickly thorns, Your Highness Moses
Our Ashtoreth will lead us to

The myrtles and the gorgeous roses.
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“Haw yain CeHaap i MappaH,
A Haw wnax A0 BOCTOKY,

A Ha 3axia y TBiM KaHaaH
He nocTtynnMMo 1 Kpoky.

“Bce Te sicHe, He BapToO Mnpo ue

| 6anakaTtu aani.

Ta oT: wo Ham 3 To60I0 3po6UTH
Mo BuyopauwHin yxsani?

"BuUTb KaMiHHAM pYiHy cTapy?
lkoaa 3axony v Tpyay.

[leunm moxe e BiH NocnyXuTb
IspainbcbkoMy nioAy.

"MawcTep BiH FrOBOPUTH Ka3KH,
Munsady nyckatb 6aHbky,

ToX npucTaBMoO MOro Ao Aiten
3a rpoMaacbKyio HAHBKY."

Tak ckasas BiH, i periT niAHABCD,
A 3 TUM peroTom B napi

Mo Hapoai MWOB KNekKiT rnyxun,
Mos y rpagosin xmapi.

Ta cnokinHo BiamoBus Mowcen:
"Tak i 6yTb, ABipoHe!

LLlo NnoBUCHYTH Ma€ KONUCh,

Te i B MOpi He BTOHe.

"KaHaaHa T06i He BuaaTthb

| He NTK A0 BOCTOKY;

3 ubOoro MicuA Hi Bnepea, Hi B3ag,
Tw He 3po6uw Hi Kpoky."
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"We'll not go west to Canaan,

Instead, we'll move toward the east,
Our goal is Sennar and Harran,

we'll set out soon, both man and beast.

All this is clear, no use to talk
About the matters we will solve,
But what's important: what to do
Regarding yesterday's resolve?

"Should we stone him, this anile wreck?
No use to waste our strength and rage.
It seems he's able yet to serve

The Israel in his old age.

"He has a knack for telling tales,

For blowing bubbles with much flair.
Let's make him tend all village babes,
Let him display his talents there."

At first, those disrespectful words
Amused the unsuspecting crowd,
But then a noise began to rise
Like in a growling, stormy cloud.

Then Moses answered quietly:

"And so it be, oh, Aviron!

He'll never meet his death at sea,

Who will be hanged sometimes thereon.

"You'll never enter Canaan,

In spite of your outrageous plot.
You won't move either back or forth,
You'll never leave this very spot.”
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| MepTBeuUbKa THa 3anarna
Ha ycTax Bcboro nosa,

| xxaxHyBcb ABIpOH i no6nia,
Cnogaisalounch 4vyaa;

Ane 4yyaa Hema! ABipoH

B cmix! A 3 cMixoM TuM B napi
Mo Hapoai MWOB KNEKIT rayxun,
AK y rpaposin xmapi.

X9
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The crowd fell silent. No one stirred...
The rebel, paralized with dread,
Feared that a miracle would hap
And he would instantly drop dead.

But nothing happened! Aviron
Began to laugh, while in the crowd
The rumbling sound grew louder yet,
As if inside a stormy cloud.

X9
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Vil

niaHABCA 3aB3ATUIA JaTaH:
"Napma rposuw, npopoymu!
Ocb Ak A To6Gi NpaBay ckaxy,
Moxe ¥ cnyxaTb He cxoueu.

“lNpusHaBancb: He Ha TEE TU BUUBCb
Y eruneTcbKin wkoni,

LWo6, aopicwn, KanaaHn KysaTb
Hawin vecrTi i Boni?

"Mpu3HaBancCb: He Ha Te TU XOAMUB
Y ernneTceky paay,

o6 3 MyapuAMK 1 XepUAMKU KyBaTb
Ha ispaina 3paay?

"MpusHaBanca: OGyno Tam y HuUX
BiwyBaHHA cTapuHHe,

lWo Big aAy6a 1 ABaHaAUATH rinb
Bnactb €runta 3arunHe?

"3Hanwm BCi, PapaoH i xepui,
Wo Toin ay6 i Ti rinni

Lle i3paina aBaHaAUATbL KONiH
Po36yanux Ha Hini.

"l dxaxanuchb, WO MMUMO BCiX Npaub
| 3HywaHb i KaToBaHb

Town i3painb pocTe Ta pocTe,

Ak Ta Hinesa nosiHb.

“3Hanu Bci: AK B rebpenchKin cim'i
PoauTb nepeeHua MaTy,

To B ervneTcubKin MycuTb B TOM A€Hb
MepBopoaHe BMypaTH.
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Vil

he spunky Datan rose and yelled:
"Your threats don't make us shake with fear!
Now I'm about to tell the truth
You, certainly, would hate to hear!

"Confess it now: Was not the aim
Of your Egyptian education

To learn how to enslave the pride
And liberty of our nation?

Were you not participating

In some Egyptian council session,
Where you and priests prepared a plot
Against us in a clever fashion?

"Confess it now: Don't they have there
A prophesy, an ancient one, —

About an oak and its twelve boughs

By whom they would be overrun?

"The Pharo and the priests knew well

— And didn't forget it for a while —

That those twelve boughs were our tribes
Who grew and prospered on the Nile.

"And they were frightened, for in spite
Of persecutions, tears, and blood,
That Israel was growing strong

Just like the Nile's yearly flood.

"All knew that when a Hebrew lad
Was born, this fact would signify
That some firstborn Egyptian boy
That very moment had to die.
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“Ta He 3HaB HIXTO paaM Ha ue,
He npnaymas nigmorwu,

Tinbkun TW, NepeKnHYKK, ynas
®apaoHy nig Horu.

"l ckasas: 'Tu 403BONL MEHI X
MoBecTH y nycTuHio,

1 3Hecunio i Bucyuy ix

| noKipHUMKM BUMHIO.'

"l nonepxas TU cnosa, Nosis
Hac, moB rnyny otapy,
®apaoHy Ha BTiXy B NiCKH,
Hawm Ha rope i kapy.

"Ckinbku niopa B NycTuHi narnol
Ti nickn i Ti ckanu

COTHAM TMCAY i3painA CuHIB
[JomosuHolo ctanu!

"A Tenep, KONW 3 HalKxX BaTar
TinbKKu XMiHbKa nuwMnacsk,

| ispannsa cuna rpisHa

Mo nickax posrybunaces,

"Konu ayx Haw xopo6pun ynas,
MoB HeniTHA AUTUHa,

| 3aB3ATTA NOM'AKNO B AywWi,
Ha4e mokpas rnuHa,

“Tu Bepew Hac y uen KaHaaH,
Mos 80 BOBYOi AMM.
Anxe 3BepxXHUKOM TYT papaoH
Hap ycimm kHAasamu!
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“But no one knew what should be done
About the situation

Until you kissed the Pharo's feet

In abject degradation

"And said: 'l have a first-rate plan.
With your consent that's what I'll do:
I will exhaust them in the sands
And make obedient to you.'

"You've kept your word and led us out
Into the desert. And we went

Like some dumb herd, to his delight,
For us distress and punishment.

"So many people died right here!

These shifting sands, these cliffs and caves
Became to countless Hebrew sons,
Betrayed by you, their desert graves.

"Now, when from all our dauntless bands
A paltry handful has been left,

And when the sons of Israel

Of all their power are bereft,

"And when our manful spirit fell

Just like a baby, so to say,

And when our hearts became so soft,
Or even softer than wet clay,

"You're leading us to Canaan
As if into some wild beast's lair!
You know full well the Pharo is
A cruel master over there!
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"Lie % 6e3yMCTBO TUCHYTUCA Ham
CamoxiTHO A0 nacTku!

Yu HaM TYT BOIOBaTb EMMUMTAH,
Yu npocuTy ix nacku?"

"O [OartaHe", npomoBus Moticeit,
"He xXypucs, Min cuHy!
KaHaaHa To6i He BuaaTh,

He rHyTb ropaylo crnvHy.

“llie oaHo nosipato T06i,
He6opaye [ataHe:

Mpu cmepTi TOGI 1 N'AAi 3emni
Mig Horamu He cTaHe."

"I'en, rebpeil” [lataH 3akpuyas,
"Bu X knanucA Baany!

Un x 3abynn Tak cKOpo CBOIO
YyJopauHio yxsany?

"3a KkamiHHA! BiH KnnTb c06i 3 Hac,
Tak fiKk KB pasis MHOrO.

Xawn 3arvHe BiH Kpale O4uH,

K Mu BCi Yepe3 Hboro!"

"Xan 3arvHe!" kpyrom 3aryno,
"l ocb TYT iOMY 1 aMiHb!"
Tinbkn AMBO — Hi 0AHa pyka
He cArHyna no kamiHb.

| laTaH 3MipKyBaBCA AKCTiN:
"3abupaiica B Tin xsunil

LWo6 mun KpoB'l0 TBOEIO Nif, Hiu
CBoiX pyk He ckBepHunu!"
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“It's nothing but stupidity

To rush into that trap! What now?
Are we to fight them here, or beg
For mercy, whimper and kowtow?"

"Oh, Datan, Datan", Moses said,
"Don't let that worry you, young man,
No need to bend your haughty spine,
Because you won't see Canaan.

“I'll tell you now another thing,

Oh, you poor boy filled with conceit:
At death you'll have no crumb of earth
On which to rest your dangling feet."

"Hey, Hebrews!", Datan yelled, outraged,
"You swore to Baal just yesterday!

Have you forgotten it so soon?

Fulfill your pledge without delay!

“To stones! He's making fun of us!
And he has done it oft before!

It's better that he die alone

Than all of us! It's either or!"

The angry mob roared: “Death to him!
Let's kill this good-for-nothing drone!”
But not a single hand reached out,
And no one moved to throw a stone...

And Datan grasped its meaning fast:
"Get out of here right now, outright,
Lest we are forced to blood our hands
Before the onset of the night!"
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| lop6Ga moB WwaneHa pesna:
"3abupanca we HuHi!"

| nyHaB ii peB, MOB KPYTiX —
l'yparaH no A0nuHi.

TN9)
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Like lunatics, the people roared:
"Get out! Get out, or you'll be slain!"
That roar was sounding in the dale
As if it were a hurricane...

X9
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IX

ne ockb niaHAB ronoc Moicewn
Y posnani rHiBHOMY,
MokoTunuck cnosa no creny,
Hauye pokoTu rpomy.

“l'ope Bam, HeTAMYWi pabu
Ha ropauHi koTypHi!

Bo BeayTb Bac HeHaye cninux,
OuwykaHu,i i AypHi.

“Mope BaM, GyHTiBHUYI ymu!
Bia €runty novaswm,

MpoTun BnacHoro ceoro go6pa
Bu SyHTyeTech 3aBlue.

“I'ope BaM, HenokipHi, nanxi,
3aropini 1 ynepri!

Twum ynopom, MOB KNMHOM, cami
Y HyTpi B4 po3aeprTi.

"fIk KponuBa, BM PYKy XXxeTe,
Lo, MoB UBIT, Bac nnekae;
Ak 6yran, 6oaeTe nacTtyxa,
Lo Bam nawi wyKae.

“l'ope BaM, wWo 3pobus Bac Mocroab
Bcboro nioactea 6araTTam,

Bo HamBuwun Len pap 6yane we
Bam HanTaX4MM npoknATTAM!

"Bo konu Bac ocAe ocrnoab
Jlacku cBOi NPOMIHHAM,

Bwu nocnis i npopokie noro
Mo6'eTe Bce KaMiHHAM.
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IX

nd Moses, all possessed by rage
He could not harness or conceal,
Turned on the mob his lordly voice
That sounded like a thunder peal.

"Woe unto you, you witless slaves!

You muddieheaded tragic tools

Who're led like some dimsighted duds
By cheaters, crooks and downright fools!

"Woe unto you, unruly minds!
Since your Edyptian last migration
You've kept rebelling all the time
Against your good and liberation!

"Woe unto you, hot-blooded ones!
Your stubborness and empty pride
Tear you asunder like a wedge;
These evil traits hurt you inside!

"And like that nettle plant you sting
The hand that cares for you in need.
And like that steer you gore the man
Who tries to find for you some feed.

"Woe unto you whom God has made
A mankind's torch, which you reverse,
Because that precious gift will be

For you the most horrendous curse!

"Because when God gives you a chance
To bask in His exclusive grace,

You stone His messengers to death,
Oh, you perverse, ungrateful race!
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"KoXXHY X Kpanenbky KpoBu TUX cnyr
| yap cBOIX HanKpaumx

Bbyae mctutn €rosa Ha Bac

| Ha npaBHyKax BawwuX.

"Byae 6utKn i MyunTH Bac,
AXx 3annayvete 3 6onio

| npucArHeTe B ropio YMHUTL
Moro npaseaHy Bonio.

"Ta, K Kapa XOpCToKa MUHe,
3HoBY Kapk Baw 3aTBepaHe,
Yepra 3n104mHiIB, Kap i xanio
3HoB cBif 3akpyT o6epHe.

"T'ope BaM, 60 cToniTTA Wini
Xutumete B TiK WwKoni,

Moku HaB4YMTEChb MNaBHO YMTaTb
Knury Boxoi Boni!

"Bavy o6pas Baw: B nici nacTyx
3 6yka unpy Haaepum,

Y BOAi MOYUTb, CYWUTL, MOTIM
B'e n TonounTh Halnepuwe,

“INokun rybka Ta 3M'AKHe, AK nyx,
| BisbMeTLCA B Hil cuna

3-nia yaapy niaxonuTv BMUTb
fpy ickpy 3 Kpecuna.

“Tw, I3painio, ump Toin! Tebe

Tak ToBKTUME EroBa,

Moku 3m'AKHew Ha rybky v cninMew
Ilckpy Boxoro cnosa.
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"Remember, every drop of blood
Of his best children, | foretell,
Jehovah will revenge on you
And your posterity as well.

He'll beat and torture all of you!
And you will cry for pain until
You'll swear in your relentless woe
To execute His godly will.

"And when the punishment should stop
And your hardheadedness comes back,
Another cycle of the same

Will follow that unhappy track.

‘Woe unto you! For centuries

You'll stay in that hard school to learn
To read Jehovah's book of will
Because you are His prime concern!

"l see your picture: In the woods

A cowherd takes some beech-tree rind;
He soaks it first, then dries, and then
Begins to pound it and to grind.

"He does it patiently until

That much belaboured beech-tree bark
Becomes as fluffy as a down

And dry enough to catch a spark.

"Oh, Israel, it's you that rind

That God will pound until you're stirred
And soft enough to catch the spark

Of our gracious Jahve's word.
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"Tu nigew A0 CBOET MeTH,
fk 6uana B Nnyr Hepapae...
Fope TuM, wo €rosu Kynak
Ha kapkwu ix ynage!

"Tn paneko B MUHyne rnaaunw

| B 6yayui noporu,

Ta Ha 6n13bKi TepHU Ta NeHbKK
Bce 36uBaTMMmews Horu.

"Haue KiHb TOM 3auyinuit neTuw
Y 6e304HI0 3 pO3roHy

| Konuckb 3a APMO LLe CBOIO
MpoMiHAEW KOPOHY.

"Ctepexuch, wob obiTHULLL CBOIX
He Bigknukas €rosa,

o6 3a BnepTicTe Ha TO6i 0AHIM
He 3namas cBoro cnosa.

"l wo6 BiH He nokuHyB Tebe
Bcim Hapoaam ana ctpaxy,
fIk posTonTaHy Kpacy 3miio,
Lo 3auxae Ha wnaxy!"

MoxunuewmcAa, cnyxanu Bei
Mosuasanusi, noHypi,

Nvw y rpyasx conno wock rayxe,
Haue noaunxu Gypi.

9
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"You'll go aversely to your goal,
Just like that ox who would resist
To pull a plough. But woe to them
On whose necks falls Jehovah's fist!

“You look into the distant past,

You always scan the future roads
And hurt your feet on nearby thorns!
That's what your tragic future bodes.

You race into a precipice

Like some enraged, hysteric steed.
One day you'll trade your shiny crown
For slavery! A deadly deed!

"Watch out lest God withdraw at once
His promises, lest He allege

To nullify because of your

Great stubborness His gracious pledge.

"Lest He forsake you right away,

— A terrifying episode

For all to watch you as you croak

Like some crushed viper on the road!"

Bent down, they listened silently,
Grim-faced, down in the mouth and pale,
While in their breasts some muffled sounds
Resembled gaspings of a gale.

X9
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o6Girano BXe coHue Ao rip
BenwnyesHe, yepBoHe
| 6yno MoB repow i nnueak,
Lo 3HecuneHuit ToHe.

Mo 6e3xmapomy Hebi nauna
MensHxonifa TbMsAHa,

| TpemTino Wwakanis BUTTA,
Mos Goniovan paHa.

3aTtpemTino wock nioacbke, M'Ake
B ctapim cepui npopoka,

| NoOHM3una neT CBil Ha MUTb
Moro aymka BMCOKa.

Yu x Bce ByTb MOMY Kap BiCTYHOM
I norpo3soio B noAAX?

| MOB XBOpe, ronoaHe AuTA,

Llock 3axnunano B rpyanx.

"O, Iapainio, AKOK TH 3HaB
Yoro B cepui Tim nosHo!
Ak6u 3HaB AK noo6nio A Tebe,
Ak no6nio HeBUMOBHO!

"Twu min pia, TM AUTUHA MOA,
Tun BCA YecTb MOA i cnasa,
B 106i ayx min, 6yay4ye moe,
| Kpaca, i Aepxasa.

"f X Becb BiK CBii, BeCb TpyA TOGi AaB
Y He3NOMHiM 3aB3ATTIO —

Migew Tv y maHapiBKy cTONiTh

3 Moro ayxa nevartTio.
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he sun was sinking to the hills.
The huge, red ball on its way down
Was like a swimmer, brave, but weak,
Who, losing strength, was doomed to drown.

Across the cloudless sky there flowed
A heavy melancholy mood,

And down below, the jackals' howl
Was trembling in the solitude.

Then something soft began to stir
Inside Old Prophet's heart, and lo!

His lofty thoughts came tumbling down
And he felt black despair and throe.

Why should he always utter threats
Of punishment on God's behest?
And something like a hungry child
Began to cry inside his breast.

"Oh, Israel, if you but knew

What fills my heart, if you could guess!
My love for you, oh, Israel,

No human language can express!

"You are my kin, my dearest child,
You are my honour, glory, fate,
My spirit and my future are in you
So are the beauty and the state.

‘I gave you all my life and toil

With adamant determination.

You'll march for countless centuries
And feel my spirit's inspiration.
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"Ane Hi, He camoro cebe

A y T106i KOXaio:

Bce Hatkpauie, HamBuiLe, WO 3HaB,
A y Te6e Bknagaro.

"O, Ispainio, He TAM TH TOro
BoroxynsHoro cnosa.

A nio6nio Tebe ayxye, NOBHiL,
'‘Hixx cam Bor Haw €rosa.

"MinioHun y HeOro piten,
Bcix BiH rpie i pocuTb,

A y MeHe Tn caMm vl OAMH,
| Te6e MeHi AOCUTD.

"I konn 3 minioHiB Tebe
Bubpas BiH cob6i B cnyruy,

A1 6e3 BubGoOpy cTaB TBiN cnyra,
Nwvw 3 nioGosu i Tyru.

“I konu BiH anA cebe Gepe
TBoio cuny pobouy,
A, Ispainio, Bia Tebe cobi
Hivoricbko He xouy.

“I Konu BiH Xxagae Kaaun

| noxBanu i nowatm,

A Bip, Tebe HeBAAUHICTL NpuUimy,
| Hapyrv i paHu.

"Bo niobnio A Tebe He nuwe
3a TBOIO 806pY BAAYY,
Mo6nio MmMmo Beix TBOIX XK6,
Hapa sikumu 51 nnavy.

68



"It would be wrong to say that |
Just love in you my own reflection:
To give you all the best | know
Has always been my predilection.

"Oh, Israel, please, do forget

My words so blasphemous and odd,
Because | love you much, much more
Than does our gracious, loving God.

"He cares for millions of wards,
Providing them with warmth and dew,
But | have only you alone,

And | want no one else, but you.

"And when from all those millions
He made but you His servitor,

| chose to be your menial
Because | love you evermore.

"When He insists that you should work
For Him with all your strength and skill,
I don't want anything from you

For my own need, and never will.

"When He demands from you incense
And constant homage and acclaim,

I will accept ungratefulness

And many an abusive name.

“Because | love you ardently

For all your virtues, pure and high;

I love you all despite your faults,
And even though they make me cry.
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"Mumo BnepTocTH, Wwo B Tebe €,
Mwumo ropaoluis gyxa,

Lo, 3iMwoBwWwK Ha rNyn1i CBi WX,
Hasitb Bora He cnyxa.

"Xou y Tebe 6pexnmBuin A3KK,

| wMpoke cyMmniHHA,

Wo aepxurbca 3emHoro aobpa,
MoB uinkee KOpiHHSA.

"Xou 6e3cOopOMHi A04KHK TBOT
| nanke ix KoOXxaHHSA,

A mob6nio MoBy, 3BMYai TBOI
| TBiM CMiX i AnxaHHA.

"0, Ispainio, 4ano mMoe!
XKanbca Bory Waaaato!

Ak niobnio A 6e3mipHo Tebe,
A npote nokuaaio.

"Bo Bxe 6nmM3bka roguHa Mos,
Ta ocTtaHHA, He3HaHa,

A A Mywy, A Mywy AiiTu

[o mexi KaHaaHa.

"Tak 6axxanocb Tam 3 BaMu BXOAUTb
Cepea Tpy6HOro rpomy!

Ta cMnpus meHe bor, i BBiTH
[oBeaeTtbcA camomy.

"Ta xou 61 kpai MopaaHa MeHi
3apas Tpynom ynacTu,

o6 B 06iufAHIM Kpalo nuie
Crapi KocTi noknacTtu.
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"Despite that stubborness of yours,
Your haughty spirit so untoward
That, having blundered off the road,
Now even disobeys the Lord.

“Despite your tendency to lie,

Your consciousness, broad and unsound,
That holds unto the earthly goods

Like some tough roots deep in the ground.

"Despite your maidens' lack of shame,
Their love and ardent passions,
| love your customs, and your tongue,
Your laughter and expressions.

"Oh, Israel, my dearest child!
Lament in front of God, Shaddai!
Although | love you very much,

I have to leave you now for |

"Can see my hour nearing fast,
My life's last chapter just began,
And | must yet, | have to reach
The boundary of Canaan.

‘I craved to enter it with you

While trumpets roar and footsteps groan,
But God has humbled me and |

Shall have to enter it alone.

"Should I, however, fall and die
Upon the Jordan's lovely strand,
My tired bones will rest in peace
In our beloved Promised Land.
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“Tam A 6yay nexartb i 40 rip
Linx MoaBCbKUX FNAAITH,

AX 3a MHOIO NnpuiAeTe By BCi,
Ak 3a mamolo AiTH.

"I nownio cBoOIO TYry A0 Bac,
Xawn 3a nonu Bac Muue,

Ak ToM nec, wWo Ha noBK y cten
MaHa cBOMOro Knuye.

"l 7 3Hal0: BM pywmTe BCi,
Hauve nosiHb BecHolo,
Ta y cnaBHiM NMoxoAi cBoiM
He nutanTe 3a MHOIO.

"Xan Hanepega iae Baw noxia,
Haye GucTpii piku!

O, Ispainio, 4aao Moe,

Byab 3a0poBuin HaBiku!"

TX9)
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“I'll lie right there and | will watch
These Moab hills until you come
To visit my secluded grave

Like children following their mum.

“I'll send my longing after you

To tug your coat-tails till you yield
Exactly like that hound that calls
His master to the hunting field.

“I know for sure: You'll start and move
Like that descending flood in spring.
Don't ask for me on your famed march,
Because it'll be a futile thing.

“So, may your march advance and flow
Like rivers dashing on and on.

Oh, Israel, my dearest child,

Goodbye! Farewell! | must begone.”

T9
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Ak 3 Tabopa BMALWIOB Yy cTen,
To we ropw ropinu,
| MaHMB NypnypoBuMA iX WAAX
[o panekoi uinu.

A Apamm BXe niTbMa nArna

| kKoTunacs B aonu;

B cepui BUrHaHuA nnakano wock:
"Bxxe He BepHycb Hikonu!"

Ocb rebpenicbka 6iXkunTb aiTBopa,
Lo no nonto rynsana,

Okpyxwuna Moiices, 3a nnau,

| 3a pyky uinnana.

"AX, piaycb! Tu Kyau raew nig Hiv?
Byab, AiayceHbKy, 3 Hamu!

InAHb, Ak 36yayBann Mu mMyp,

Aki 6awTn i 6pamn!”

"lapHo, aith, 6yaynTe cBi Myp,
Ta He 4ac MeHi XxaaTu;
MorpaHUyHUA Myp CMEepTH M XUTTA
A iay ornaparn.”

"On, aigycio, nornfiHb, y Apy
CkopnioHa My B6mnun!

A B TEpHUHI aX TPoe Manux
3aiveHATOK 3noBunn."

"[obpe, AiTkn, BBuBante ycix
CkopnioHis B1 cmino!
Xou He npaeeAHe, ane npote
MoxwuTo4He ue aino.
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hen Moses left the frenzied camp,
The distant hills were yet aglow.
Their purple shine enticed and showed
In what direction he should go.

The deep ravines were filled with fog
That rolled and spread toward the plain;
In Moses' heart some voice cried out:
“I'll never come back here again!"

Some children met him on the steppe
And, unaware of his distress,

Surrounded him and joyfully

Caressed his hand and touched his dress.

"Hi, Grandpa! Where do you go now?
Stay here with us, it's getting late.
Come, have a look at what we've built:
A wall with turrets and a gate.”

"It's fine, my children, build your wall,
| can't stay here and waste my breath;
I am in haste, | must inspect

The wall dividing life and death."

"Oh, Grandpa, look, in that ravine
We've killed a scorpion today.

And in a blackthorn bush we caught
Three baby rabbits, just for play."

"You should, my children, hunt and kill
Those deadly scorpions on sight.

But, truly, useful as it is,

That slaughter is, | think, not right.
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"A He npaBefHe, 60 1 cKOprioH
XKuTb y cBiTi 6axae,
A 4M X BMHEH BiH ToMy, WO iab
Y XBOCTi CBOiM Ma€?

"Ane 3an4vKis BM BigHeCITb
Tam Hasaa, ae cninmanm.
Apxex mama ix nnave! lpo ue
Bu xi6a He raganu?

"MunocepaHumu Tpeba Bam OyTb
3aanA BCbOro Xueoro!

Bo XuTTA — e KnenHoa, xiba X €
Lo aopoxue Hag HbOro?"

"Savekait we, aigycio, He nau!
Caab y Hawin rpomagi,
OnoBiX Ham NpUroan ceoi,

Mwu Tak cnyxaTu paai!

"OnoBix, AK T 6yB MONOAMNM,
Ckinbkn 6aumB Th auBa,

Ak cTapga CBOro TecTA TM nac
Ha Bepxis'sax Xopwuea.

"AK Th KOpY TOM TepHOBUM y3piB,
Lo roputs, He 3ropse,

| AK ronoc novys Tn 3 Kopua,

Lo ax xax npobupae.”

"He nopa meHi, aitu, npo ue
FoBOpUTH WNPOKO.

BauTte: Hi4 BXe TymaHu Hece,
acHe oeHHee 0Ko.
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“It's wrong to kill a scorpion;
He wants to live unharmed and hale;
Is it his guilt, or fault, that he
Has venom in his stingy tail?

"And what regards these little ones,

Do take them back where they were caught;
Their mother must be shedding tears!

Have you, boys, given it a thought?

“Be merciful to living things

Inhabiting Jehovah's earth,

For life is such a priceless gift!

What else is more, or as much worth?"

"Don't go yet, Grandpa. Wait a bit!

Sit down with us. Don't leave, please, stay!
Tell us about your great exploits,

We'd like to hear what you will say.

"Tell us about your younger days,
About the things you heard and saw
While tending on the Horeb crest
Sheep of your faither-in-law.

"Tell us about the wondrous bush
That was engulfed in raging fire;
And how a voice came out of it!
It must have been a terrifier."

"No, children, this is not the time
To talk about it in detail.

As you can see, the fog descends,
The daily light begins to fail.



"Ta npuiiae KONMCbL Yac i AnA Bac
B XUTTEBOMY NOPMBI,

MoABUTLCA BaM Kyll, BOrHAHWA,
AK MeHi Ha Xopmsi.

"CTaHe CBATO B Bac, MOB Yy Xxpamy,
B Toin MOMeHT He3abyTHiMl,

| 03BeTLCA A0 Bac i3 BOrHIO

OToM ronoc MOryTHi#n:

3aivimu 06yB 6yAeHHUX TypooT,
lpuctynn croam cmino,

bo a xo4y nocnatn Tebe

Ha Benunkee aino.’

"He racite > CBATOro BOTHIO,
o6, AK noknuk HacTaHe,

Bu Mornun wupocepaHo ckasathb:
'A rotosun, o, MaHe!' "

[oBro we mipkysanu fiTku
Haa npopoubkoio pivuto,
Konu cam BiH HEYYTHO nilwoB
Houi # niTbMi Ha cTpivy.

[loBro BuciB i cMyTOK i Xanb
Hapa moBYa3HUMK AiTbMMU,
Moku TemHun noro cunyet
LLles 30BciM cepen NiTbMU.

X9
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“But rest assured, the time will come
For all of you when you, my dear,
Will see, exactly as | did,

An awesome burning bush appear.

“For you it'll be a holy day,

A solemn one, when from the flame
A mighty, booming voice will call
Revealing thus your lifelong aim:

'Forget your daily drudgeries,
Come forward to me fearlessly.
I want to send you to perform
A very crucial work for me!’

“Do not put out the holy flame!

Because whene'er the call comes through,
You could straightforwardly reply:

‘I'm ready,"' Lord, to follow you.'"

The children tried to understand
The Prophet's puzzling words, as he
Went slowly, silently away

To meet the night, his destiny.

Perplexed and overcome by grief,
They stood there in the waning light
Until his ghost-like silhouette

Was swallowed by the creeping night.

9
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6ropHyna MeHe camoTa,
Ak Te Mope Ge3kpae,
| Min ayx, MoB BiTpUNoO, ii
Moanx B cebe BGUpace.

"O, naBHO A 3HaNMOMUN, AaBHO

3 onikyHkoto Toi0!

YBechb BiK, 44 B cTenax, Yn 3 noabmu
1 xoaMB caMOTOI0.

“Mos nnaHeta 6nyaHa, A nevy
B TaeMHuuy 6e3o0aH!0,

| 04AWH 4yi0 AOTHK iwe —
[wveHy pyky FocnoaHio.

"Tuxo cKpi3b i 3aMOBKNM yCTa,
3anevartaHo cnoso,

Tinbkn T Ha AHI cepua MOro
Mpomosnsaew, €roso.

"Ml Te6e MOE cepue WwyKa
Y TyXnusimM nopwmsi!
OG6i3BucA A0 MeHe e pas,
Ak konuck Ha Xopwsi!

"Ocb A WwnAx AoBepluB, WO ToAi
Tw BKka3aB MeHi, 6aTbky,

| 3HOB cam nepes Tebe cralo,
Ak 6yB cam Ha no4atky. '

"CopoK niT A TPyAMBCA, HaB4as,
Becb 3arnnbnenunn B T06i,

LWo6 3 pabis Tux 3pobuTtu Hapos,
Mo TBOIM Yynoao6i.
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am submerged in loneliness,
As if it were a boundless sea.
My spirit, like a wind-blown sail,
Absorbs its breath that tortures me.

"For such a long, long time I've known
This ever-present patroness!
Throughout my life, no matter where,
I've always walked in loneliness.

“Like some erratic orb | plunge
Into a puzzling dark void, and
The only thing that touches me
Is but Jehovah's wondrous hand.

"It's quiet here, the word is sealed,
My lips are mute, they do not part,
And only you, Jehovah, speak
Right at the bottom of my heart.

"My heart is seeking only you

With its nostalgic, mournful beat!
Please, speak to me once more, as you
Did on the Horeb, | entreat.

“I've finished travelling the road

That you, oh, Father, showed me then,
And now as then I'm facing you

So very much alone again.

"For forty busy years I've toiled

And taught them, all absorbed in you.

| tried to change those wretched slaves
According to your wish and view.
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"CopoK nit, MOB KOBanb, 1 Kenas
Ix cepus i cymninHs,

| 4O TOro AiNWoB, WO ynwos

Bia iX KNWH i KaMiHHA.

"Came B nopy, ik Ham 61 B 3emni
OG6iToBaHin ctaTtu!

O, BcesHaBue, 4M 3HaB T Bnepes,
Mpo Taki pesynstatn?

"l BOpywKnTBLCA B Ccepui rpuxa:
Moxe A TOMy BUHEH?

Moxe A 3anosiTu TBOI

He cnoBHAB, AK NOBUHEH?

"O, €roso, A CNi3HO MONUBCH,

A cnabuin, A HemoBa!

Komy iHwomy aam uen cTpaiHui
Maectat csoro cnosa!

"l ocb CymHIB y Ayuwy MeHi
TucHe xano ctyaeHe...

O, BcecunbHuii, 03BUCA, YM TH
3anoBoneHunn 3 meHe?"

Tak, iayuun, monueca Moicen
Y cepaevHoMy ropi,

Ta MoB4Yana nycTuHA Hima,
Twuxo mopranu 30pi.

9
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"And like a smith, | beat their hearts
And conscience for those forty years.
And what | have achieved is this;

I've just escaped their stones and jeers.

"It happened when to seize our land
We had, it seemed, a golden chance.
Have you, Omniscient, known about
That tragic outcome in advance?

A grief is stirring in my heart:
Perhaps it's my own foolish flaw?
Perhaps | spurned your Testaments
And broke your just and holy law?

"Oh, God, | beg you tearfully:

Since my results are so absurd,
Please, give to someone else this task,
The majesty of your grave word!

“Now doubt is ravaging my soul,
| feel its cold sting right inside.
Oh, God, Omnipotent, do say:
Are you with me still satisfied?"

Thus Moses prayed and slowly walked,
Downcast and utterly distressed.

The wilderness was mute and still,
The stars were twinkling in the west.

)
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X MovyBcA NPUTHULIEHWA CMiX
Kpa#n camicbkoro 60Ky,
Hayve xTock 6inA HLOro iWoB.,
Xou4 He 4yTb 6yno Kpoky.

| noyynucsa Tuxi cnosa,

MoB cuuaHHA ragloku:

"LIBiT 6€3TAMHOCTH NNOAUTL yCe
Koniouku nuw i Myku.

"A K BUnAEe camMOMy TOMW NNia,
[oHecTn He cnpomora,

To HanKpalle yBecb CBit TArap
MonoxwuTtun Ha Bora."

Moticen:

“XTocb rosoputb! Yun B MOIM HyTpi
BnacHe rope waneHe?

Un OTYT MOXE AEMOH AKUN
HacmixaeTbca 3 meHe?"

lonoc;

"AX Tenep yCyMHUBCA B CBOE
PedopmaTopchke aino?
Copok niT T 6yB NeBHWM i BiB
Xou Hacnino, Ta cmino!"

Morwncen:

"XTockb rosoputb! Yom 4ono moe
MokpuBaeTLCA NOTOM?

CtpawHo? Hi! Ta no cepui ue nae,
Mos posnanenvum gpotom."
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hen Moses heard a muffled smirk,
Which sounded clearly at his side.
It seemed that someone walked along,
Although one heard no person stride.

Thereatfter, silent words were heard
Resembling hissing of a snake:

“The blossom of stupidity brings forth
But stinging barbs and lots of ache.

"And when one comes to realize
That with this fruit it's hard to plod,
The next best thing to do would be
To put that heavy load on God."

Moses:

“l hear a voicel Is it perhaps

My own distress in my inside?

Or, maybe, here some demon laughs
And tries to take me for a ride?"

Voice:

"It's only now you don't believe

In your reformatory deed?

But you've led blindly, though with pluck,
So sure that only you could lead!"

Moses:

"Indeed, somebody's talking here!
Why does my forehead now perspire?
Afraid? Oh, nol But those words burn
As if they were a gleaming wire!"
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lonoc:

"Y ropaunHi 6e3meXxcHin cBin niog,

Tw 3inxHyB 3 MOro wWnsxy,

o6 3pobuTb AKMM cam MOro XTiB —
Uu He nisHO AnA cTpaxy?’

Moinceit:

“XT0 TH, AnBHUIN? He Gauy Tebe,
Ta Bia cebe He cTpywy!

TinbKo 4ylo, AK 3ip TBiN MeHi

Bce Brpusaetbca B aywy."

lonoc:

"Un TaK BaXKHO, XTO A? XTO 3yMmiB
Hakasatb Konucb Mopio,

Tomy BaXHO He XTO, ane 110,

| un npasay rosopio!"

Moiceit:

"Hi, HenpaBaa, Wwo 3 ropAaoulis A
Po3nouas cBoe aino,

Tinbkn, 6a4aumn niog y ApmMi,
Moe cepue 6Gonino."

lonoc:

"Bo Tn uyB cebe 6patom pabis,
| ue ctnaom nanuno,

| 3axTiB iX 3po6UTHU Takum,
o6 Tto6i 6yno muno."

Mowcen:

"Tak, 3 HU3NH TUX MPAYHKUX | NAYHUX
A xoTiB iX nigHecTH
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Voice:

“And being rudely arrogant,

You pushed your people off their path,
In order to reshape their souls,

And now you fear Jehovah's wrath?"

Moses:

"Who are you, Strange One? You're unseen,
That's why | can't get rid of you!

| only feel that your weird sight

Is puncturing my soul right through."

Voice:

"Is it important who | am?

To one who made the sea recede,

The point should be not who, but what,
And if it's true, or not. Agreed?"

Moses:

“It's simply not the truth that |
Began my work because of pride!
| saw my people kept enslaved,
And was aggrieved and horrified!"

Voice:

"You felt related to those slaves,

Which made you shamefaced and disgraced.
That's why you tried to change them so
That you'd feel good and not debased."

Moses:

“It's true, | craved to lift them up
From those horrendous, darkish vales,
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Tam, Ae cam cTaB, A0 CBiTANX BUCOT
| cBoboam i vectn."

lonoc:

“Ta TBOpUA, WO NocnaB iX TaM BHU3,
Twn He paauBCh B Ty Mopy;

AX Tenep, AK ynas T, KOro
Knuuyew B cBonomy ropio."

Moticen:

"Hi, Ha ue > MeHe NXHyno 1oro
Bcemoryye BeniHHA,

B TemHy Ayuy XOpUBCbKWUMA BOrOHb
HapuxHyB npocBiTNiHHA."

lNonoc:

“I'en, a MOXK€ XOPMBCLKUIA BOIrOHb
He ropis Ha Xopwusi,

Nnw y cepui 3aB3ATIM TBOIM,

Y waneHim nopwusi?

"Moxe ronoc, uo suBiB Tebe

Ha noxia Toi HewacHWH,

ByB He 3 XaAHWX FOpPIOYMX KYMWH,
A TBi% BHYTPIlWLHIN, BNacHUN?

"ApyKe npUcTpacTb 3acninnioe 3ip,
A GaxkaHHA — Le X vapu,
MnoauTb OKy i cBiT i 60ris,

AK nycTUHHIT Mmapu.

"Te 6axkaHHA, WO, Have WakKanb,
Y Aywi TBOIN BUNO,
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| wanted them to be with me
Where freedom is and light prevails."

Voice:

"But you refused to ask God then,

~ Him who consigned and sent them there, —
To give you some advice, and now

You call to Him in dark despair.”

Moses:

"Oh, no! | was compelled to do my task
By His omnipotent command.

The Horeb flame infused a hunch

Into my soul, a knowledge, and..."

Voice:

"Shut up! Perhaps that Horeb fire
Did not burn on the Horeb slope,
But was in your persistent heart,

A frenzied flash, a senseless hope?

"Perhaps that voice that ordered you
To undertake this expedition,

Did not come out of any bush,

But was your innermost ambition?

“It's true that passion makes one blind,
And craving is a sly magician

That fools the eye and can create

A god, a world, an apparition.

"This yearning howling in your soul
Like some wild beast was very real;
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Jluw BoHO Tebe ixX BaTaXxkoMm
I npopokom 3po6uno."

Mowcen:

"AXx, Bia cnis TuX A 4yyio cebe
CTt0 pas b6inbw B caMOTHHi!
XT0 TH, BOpOXe?"

lFonoc:

"A Aszasenb.
TeMHWin 4eMOH NYCTUHI."

X9
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It made of you a chieftain and
A prophet with a great appeal."

Moses:
“Ah, who are you, my foe, who makes
Much more intense my loneliness?"

Voice:

"My name is Azazel, | am
The demon of the wilderness!"

X9
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yno TemHo. flnw 30pi ApKi
MuroTinn 3 npocTopy.
MpocTtyBas npwm ix 6nnucky Moicen
Yce sropy Ta Bropy.

Bes ctexok. Cepep niTbMu BENU °
Moro auBHii 3Byku:

To KBMNIHHA rieHn B ApY,

To 3HOB Wenect rafioku.

BiH iwoB, He cTaBas, MOB repom
[o octaHHbOro 6010,

Ta y cepui Baxka 6opoTb6a
lwna 3 camum co6oio.

“Te GaxxaHHA — KpU4yano Tam Woch
Bunnig, copomy 1 6onio —

Lle 6yB Kyw, BOrHAHWN, W0 Benis
BupsaTb nioa, miin Ha Bonio?

"Te 6axaHHA — e 6yB TOW BOrOHb,
| 6yna ToTa cuna,

Lo ana meHe EroBun Hakas

| Erosy cTBopuna?

“Te 6axaHHA GpaTam NOMOrTH

| ix cnbo3n 06TepTH —

Lle To# rpix, wo 3a HLOro A BapT
| nporHaHHA i cmepTn?

"Hi, He Te! BepexXwucsb i He KpuB
Cam ayweio cBo€lo?

Lle 6axaHHA cBATe! Ta uu rpix
He nianos3 Tam 3Mmieio?
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t was pitch-dark. The distant stars
Were twinkling in the boundless space,
And Moses, guided by their shine,
Moved on uphill, pace after pace.

He walked across the pathless ground,
Led by the sounds that made him shake:
Hyenas howling in the gorge

And then the rustling of a snake.

Just like a warrior who rushed

Into his very last campaign,

He strode and fought with his own self,
A fight that rent his heart with pain.

“That wish" - some voice was crying there —
— The child of your distress and shame —
Was it that bush that ordered you

To free your people in God's name?

"That wish — was it indeed that flame
With such arcane, stupendous might
That it created God for me

And His severe command outright?

“That wish to help my brethren-dear,
To wipe away their bitter tears,

Is that the sin for which | now
Deserve exile, death, and jeers?

“No, not at all! Be on your guard,
Don't waver even for a while!

That wish is sacred! Well, and what
If sin crept in like some reptile?
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"Un He OyB e TH iX BaTaXKOM,
MaHom ayw ix i Tina?

| uv BnacTb Ti 6axcaHHA CBATI
B TBOIM cepui He 3'ina?

"Un HoBUM (pbapaoHOM ANA HUX
| we TAXYNM He 6yB TH?
Bo B ix Aywy KoHTponem cBoiM
B ix cyMniHHA CArHyB TH.

"Heb6eane4Ho cTaBaTu B cynip

Ain npupoaHux 6Girosi;

Nerko BnacHui cBin 3abar nogaTb
3a BeniHHA Erosu.

“Wo, AK TK COpoK AT oumx Oys
Lanom 60Xecbkum xopun,
3amicTb 60X0ro iM Haknaas
BnacHui nnAH TicHO30pUiA?

"ApyKex mMoxe B ErunTi BOHM,
MHoXauuch cepen Myku

Mornu BupocTi B cuny i 3abpatb
YBecb Kpan B CBOi pPyKMw.

"Biaipsasilum Big rpyHTy ix Tam
| 3aBiBWK B NyCTHHIO,

UYu noaymas Tn: MOXe OLUM
3n04mH nioTUit A YUHIO?

“lllo 3HaunTb 6e3rpyHTOBHIN 1OP6i
O6iuaTu cesoboay?

UYn He Te X, wo 3 3emni BupBaThb AYy6
| NnycTnTh Ha BOAY?
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"Weren't you their self-appointed chief,
Their cruel master from the start?

Has not that power dashed your dreams
And killed those wishes in your heart?

Weren't you for them a new bad Pharo,
And even worse with your control?
Because controlling them you reached
Into their conscience and their soul!

“It's dangerous to contradict

The normal course of Nature's deeds.

It's easy to mistake God's bid

For one's own cravings, whims, and needs.

"And what if you have always had

Some quasi sacrosanct design,

And rammed like crazy down their throats
Not God's far-reaching plan, but thine?

"One can with certainty assume

That while in Egypt, our bands

Could have grown numerous and strong
To take the land in their own hands.

"Uprooting them, as you have done,

Have you not thought and asked sometime:
Have | not done a cruel thing?

Am | not guilty of a crime?

“Is promising them liberty

— To those who have no land or thrift
Not like uprooting some big oak

And letting it float down adrift?
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"Uu He npaBsay roBopuTh [laTaH:
'Ctapi rHisga nuwwunu,

A HosBii 3006yTH Hema

Hi oxotu, Hi cunnu?'

"O, €roso, 03BUCA, CKaXu:

A YMHMB TBOIO BONIO,

Uu 6yB irpawka snacHux ckop6ot
| 3acninneHHA n 6onio?

"O, €roso, o3suca! Yn 1 TH
3a06yBacw gap MoBu

Nwnw y npucTpacTi Hawii, y cHax,
Y po36ypxaHin kposi?"

Ta €rosa mMoBYaB, uwe 4yTb
NunxoBicHii 3BYKH:

To KBUNiHHA FiEHU B ApY,

To 3HOB WenecT rajloku.

X9
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“Does Datan not express the truth

By saying this with bitterness:

‘We've left old nests; to get new ones,
We have no strength, nor eagerness?

Jehovah, please, do say a word!
Did | fulfill your holy will,

Or was | but a flimsy toy

Of my stupidity and ill?

"Jehovah, speak to me! D 'you, too,
Acquire your gift of expression

But in our dreams, in our roused blood,
And in a hot, unbridled passion?"

But there was no reply from God.
Instead, one heard some sounds around:
Hyenas' howling in the gorge...

A vipers's rustle on the ground...

T9)
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XV

ipinmanocs coHue Haa cTen,
Mos 6arpoBse€e Kono,
| NPOMiHHAM, MOB CTpinamu, TbMy
Mpownbano i konono.

Y npominHio TiMm Hebo-ropa,
Mos uapuvua B nypnypi,

Hag, Bci ropu HavBuie 3aiima
CBoi pebpa NoHypi.

Ha HanBuwwoOMY wnuii ropm,

Buuie 3nomiB i KaHTiB

XTOCb HEeABUXXHO CTOiTb, MOB OAUH
3 NpeaKoBi4HMX riraHTiB.

Tam BUCOKO Hapa, 4yBapu 3emii,
Hagp, BCi wymu i 3ryku
BiH cToiTh i 4O Heba npocTAr
PosanpocTtepTii pyku.

Y cxopoBoMy cAmBi Hebec,
B nypnyposiM NpomiHHIO
KonocanbHu# voro cunyet
BuaHO retb y nycTuHiO.

| neTATb i3 re6pencbkunx warep
3atyp6oBaHi 30pH,

Mos riHui go riraHta TOro

Ha ocsasnHi ropm.

"Lle Mowncen!" — oaHi oAHNM yCcTa
MpoMoBAAIOTL HECMINO,

Ta He BUMOBNATb TOrO, WO Tam

Y cepusfx 3auemino.
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XV

he sun was rising o'er the steppe
A fiery purple-coloured wheel.
Its burning rays attacked and pierced
The darkness like sharp darts of steel.

Illuminated by those rays

There stood like some brocade-robed queen,
The Nebo-hill. Her dreary ribs

Above all other hills were seen.

Up there, upon the mountain peak,
Above the outcrops, jags, and rims
There stood a man like one of those
Old giants with the mighty limbs.

Above the mundane strife and feuds,
Away from all the noise and harms
He held toward the firmament

His lifted and extended arms.

Irradiated by the sun

So very early in the day,
His awe-inspiring silhouette
Was visible from far away.

And from the Hebrew tents below,

So many worried glances flew

Like couriers to that huge man,

And they confessed their guilt and rue.

“It's Moses", coyly said their lips,

And they were trembling as they spake,
But they could not articulate

The real cause of their great ache.
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Lle Mo#ncen Ha MonuTBi CTOITb
Po3mosnstoun 3 Borom,

| monuTBa Ta Hebo Goae,

MoB MonoMiHHMM POrom.

Xou 3auinneHi MiyHO ycTa,
| He YyTb MOro MoBm,
Ane cepue “oro po3moBns
| KpnunTh A0 Erosu.

MipinmMaeTbCA CoHLLe, Nana
Bca HeGecHan cTens,
I cToiTb Ha monuTBi Moicen
Hepyxomun, fiK ckens.

BXxe nonyaeHHWI AEMOH CTENoM
LUne 3Hecunnsa i 3mopy,

Ta Mo#ncesn, MOB pyKK 4uicb
MiainmaloTs BCe Bropy.

| cxMnAeTLCA COHUe YHU3
Bxe Haa ®asra BepwuHu
| nArna BennM4esHan TiHb
Bia BepuwvH Ha piBHUHM.

| nage BennyesHasn TiHb

Big Moticena BocTaHHE

AX yHu3 Ha rebpewcbki waTpa,
MoB 6aTbkiBCbKe npoiiaHHA.

A no tabopi nocTpax iwos:

"Boxe, wob y ulo xsunio

He 3aknsaB Hac npopok, 60 knATL6a
Mana 6 ausHyio cuny!
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It was Old Moses praying there.

His heart was desperate and torn.
His ardent prayer attacked and gored
The heavens like a flaming horn.

Although his mouth was tightly shut,

And though his words could not be heard,
His soul was sending frantic shouts

To his Jehovah, undeterred.

The sun was moving up the sky,
Which was ablaze, while Moses, stiff,
Was standing on the hill and prayed,
As stationary as a cliff.

Behold, the southern demon sent

A wave of tiredness and scare,

But Someone's helping hands, it seemed,
Held Moses upright in the air.

The sun was slowly moving down,

It made the Fazgah mountains glow,
And from their peaks long shadows fell
Across the desert plain below.

And from the standing Moses, too,
A dark, stupendous shadow fell
Far down upon the Hebrew camp,
As if his fatherly farewell.

At once, the camp was gripped with fear;
"Oh, God, lest Moses do us wrong!

Lest he cast curse upon us now,
Because it would be oddly strong.
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"Bia Takoi MONUTBU TPEMTATL
3eMnsiHii 0cHOBM,

TaloTb ckeni, fK BiCK, i APWKUTb
TpoH npeasiyHui €rosu.

"l Ak BiH 3aKneHe Hac Tenep,

| AK coHeuko cAae,

To Becb niog, i BeCb Kpaw LLen BHOMi
bes nonukun nponage.”

T9)
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For such an ardent prayer would move
The earth foundations, so they say,

The hardest cliffs would melt like wax,
And God's eternal throne would sway.

"And when he curses us right now,
Just as the sun sets in the west,
Then in the darkness all of us

Will perish as if from some pest."

T9)

103



Xvi

Moiicen Gopukasca, ropis,
Job6usascs 00 winum,
A AiK Hi4 3andarna Ha ropi,
Bnas Ha 3emnio 3omninui.

3axutanacs ckena nig HAM

I3 yciMa wnunamu,

| 6e3TAMHMIA nexas BiH, HEMOB
Y konucui y mamu.

flkacb niCHA TyXnuMBa Haj, HUM
CymosuTo 6puHina,

| pyka konucana noro

MyxoBsa, cHixHOGIna.

| noyynucAa Tuxi cnosa:
"BigHui, 6iaHnR miA cuny!

Ochb wo 3 Tebe 3pobuno XunTTA
3a mManeHbKy YacuHy.

"Un paBHOX A nNnekana Tebe

| BOAMNA 3a pyKky?

Uu Ha Te X A aana tebe B CBIT,
LLo6 TepniB Taky MyKy?

"CKinbKO 3MOpLKiB Ha TBOIM Yoni
| 38'AneHe Bce Tino!

| BonoccA, wo rnaauna A,

Haue cHir, no6inino!

"A KONUCb TK Bif, MEeHe NPUTLMOM
PBascb Ha 60i i repui!

Bau4, ao yoro pinwos! A ckaxw:
Kinbko paH B TBOIM cepLii?
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Xvi

ursuing his elusive goal,
The sun-burnt Moses fought until
The pitch-dark night enwrapped the world
And he collapsed atop the hill.

And when he fell, the mountain shook,
The tremors reached its every rib.
Unconscious, Moses lay, as if

By his dear mother, in a crib.

Close-by a mournful song was heard.
It sounded like a lullaby.

A snow-white hand was rocking him
Like some small baby lest it cry.

And then he heard these quiet words:
"Oh, my unhappy little sonny!

Just look what life has done to you

In this short span of time, my honey!

“How long ago was it that |
Was leading you by your small hand?
Did | bear you for suffering
And hardships you cannot withstand?

"How wrinkled now your forehead is!
How weak your body is, oh, woe!

Your hair | used to comb and stroke

Has changed; it turned as white as snow!

"There was a time when you were keen
To rush to battle, to depart!

And what have you achieved? Tell me:
How many wounds are in your heart?
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"BigHa, 6igHa AUTMHO MOR!

MoTepniB ecu mHoOro!

e 4 cbOroAHi... Ha COHLi BECb AEHb?
I nowo 6yno Toro?

"Ha monuTtei! B Hapoaa cBoro
| MuHyne 1 byayve

Tn MONUTBOIO BHUKHYTH paj, —
Ox, AuTA HeTAMy4e?

"Ocb A KaMiHb i3 Kpyu4i 3inxHy,

| nige BiH BanuTbCA

Bia ckanu po ckanu, 3 Apy B Ap
| ckakatu i GuTbeA.

"TyT yaapuTbCA BiH 0 3ybeub,
Po3i6'eTbcA Ha 4acTy,

Tam 3 co6oio we KamiHb nopse,
LWo6 3 HUM HUXYe ynacTu.

"TyT NOKMHE WMaTOK, TaM APYrun,
| neTuTb i rypkoye —

| un 3Ha XTO, A€ KOXHUM WMATOK
3acnokoiTuca xoue?

"A TBepAXy: i €rosa He 3Ha!
| Mmonuckb xou i KniHHO,

A fe MycuTb ynacTy WMaTok,
Ynaae HeoAMiHHO.

"B Him camim noro Kkepma i BnacThb,
B Him camim oTa cuna,

Lo 3a3Hauye micue nomy,

o noro corBopuna.
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“My poor, unlucky sweetheart-child!
You've suffered much, endured a lot!
Today as well... scorched by the sun!
And why d'you want it? And for what?

"In prayer! D'you want to penetrate
Your people's past, to delve into
Their future fate by means of prayer?
You're ignorant and childish, too!

"Let's say I'll give a stone a push

Into a precipice. It will

Plunge down and, gaining speed, will jump
From cliff to cliff way down the hill.

“It'll hit an outcrop here and there,

And doing so, the stone will shatter.

It'll take along some other lumps

Which will keep racing down and scatter.

“It'll leave some chips along its path
While still continuing to fall.
Can anybody answer where
They'll find their resting place at all?

"Not even God knows that, I'm sure!
No matter how you humbly pray,
Each chip will fall where it must rest
And where it will forever stay.

"Each chip contains within itself
A guiding kit, a power store,
Which takes it to its final spot,
Created by it long before.
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"l xou AK TBiK €rosa MiLHWA,
Bin Ty cuny He 3MiHWUTD,

| 0AHOroO ULOro KaMiHL,

Y nety BiH HE CNUHUTb.

"Ocb nunok: nepse 3ip TBi HOro
[o6Gavae TpeMTiHHA,

A €rosa He MOXe Woro
MoBepHYTb B HEICHIHHA.

“I He moXe 3BeniTu nomy
WTun no wnaxy He Tomy,

K AKMM MOro roHUTb NOBIK
Ota cuna, wo B HLOMY.

“Lle x nunok! LLLo X Ka3aTb NpO HapoaA,
MHoroayuwHy icTtoTy,

[le B pyx Mac BHOCMTb KOXHa aylia
YacTky cBOMOro nboty?

“Mpo OpioHa niCHIO TH 4yB,

Mpo riraHTa cninoro,

o, wob 3ip Biasuckatb, MaHapyBas
AX A0 COHLSA camoro?

"A Ha nnevax nNoBoAMpA Hic,
CwmixoBaHLA-XNOMYUHY,

Lo nokasysaB wnAx HoMy — BCe
IHWWA B KOXHY rOAUHY.

‘T A0 COHUA Be4u MeHe, xno?'
“Tow BiB paHo A0 cxo4y,

A Ha niBaeHb B nonyaHe, nia, Hiv
[o saxiaHboro 6poay.
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"And even though your God is strong,
He cannot change this innate force,

Nor can He stop the falling stone,

Nor can He change its downward course.

"Consider now a speck of dust.
You hardly notice its vibration,
And yet Jehovah can't arrest
That tiny life's continuation.

"He can't command the speck to fly
Where He would like it to arrive,
Because it must forever move

To where its inborn force might drive.

“It's just a speck! And what about
All humankind, a multitude
Where every member contributes
His impetus and attitude?

"Have you e'er heard about Orion
Known for his blindness and huge size,
Who tried to travel to the sun

Which was supposed to cure his eyes?

"Upon his back he bore a boy,

A joker-clown with his own whim,
Whose task it was to guide the man,
But who, instead, misguided him.

‘You lead me to the sun, my boy!'
"He was led eastward in the morn,
At noon was guided to the south,
At sunset, he was westward borne.
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"A OpioH ine Bce Ta nae
MoBHUK BipK B Te COHLe,
MoBHWI cnparu 3a CBiTNOM, WO OCb
Momy 6nucHe BXe KOHue.

"Yepes ropwm i mope cBiit xig,
BeneteHcbKuit NpocTye,

A He 3Ha, WO Ha nnevax noro
Xnonuuk 3 HLOro XapTye.

"Llen OpioH — noackbKicTb ycA,
MoBHa Bipu i cunu,

Lo B cTpawHoMy 3ycunni cniwnTb
[lo He3puMmoi uinun.

"HeocsxHee niobutb BOHa,
BipuTb B HepoBiaome,
QaHTacTUyHee wob OCArHyThb,
Tonue piaHe i 3Harome.

"CTpOiTb NNAHM He B Mipy A0 cun,
Llinb He B mipy A0 aKTiB,

| xapTye 3 TMX nnAHiB ii

Xnonuuk — norika dakTiB.

"l AK TOM AMBOBWXHMWI chineub,
Lo uyxum oyam BipuTh,

Bce noxoauTb He TaM, Kyau fwna,
B Te Tpanns, B WO He MipUThb.

"A T Monuuica! bigHe auTA!
[le TBi po3yMm, ae cuna?

Tw X xanaewca niHy 6naratsb,
LWo6 piky synuHunal”

X9
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“The sightless hunter walked and walked,
Unshakable in his decision,

And full of faith that very soon

He would receive a gift of vision.

“Across the hills, across the seas
The giant walked and had no rest,
He had no inkling that he was

The victim of the youngster's jest.

"This blind Orion personates

The confident humanity that tends
To rush in order to achieve

Some hard to see and misty ends.

“They love what they cannot attain,
Believe in something yet unknown,
To reach the most phantastic dreams,
They trample all they know and own.

"Their plans are far beyond their means,
Their goals don't fit into their acts,

The boy is making fun of them,

The boy — the logic of the facts.

“And like that blind, eccentric man,
Who puts his trust in someone's eyes,
They always land in some wrong place,
And get what never satisfies.

“And you are praying, my poor child!
Where is your common sense? You seem
To beg a bucketful of foam

To dam the flow of some big stream!"

P
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XVii

ocb 6yno cnoyatky B TUX cnosax,
HeHave uucTii Boaw;
BisB cBixicTio, A00piCTIO 3 HUX
AKncb AyX OXONoAM.

Ta nomany aywHe Wock TArNo,
Have camym nycTuHi,

| pobunoca NAYHO HemoB

BHiu 6e3 cBiTna AnTUHI.

| )xaxHyBca Mowcen i 3 3emni
NiagBonikca Hacuny,

| ckaszas: "llowo Myuuil MeHe,
Mokwn naxy 8 Moruny?

“Tu He maTn MoA? 3 TBOIX cnis
He nio6oB nomivaio.

Tu He maTn? O, T4 A3zasens,
TeMHMA emMOH oavalo.

"Biactynuce! 3aknuHaio Tebe
Tum iM'AM wTupoyepTHUM!

1 He Bipto T0Gi! Tun GpexyH,
Xou T1 Byab i 6e3cmepTHUM."

| nouynuca Tuxi cnosa:
"HeposymHa aAuTuHa!

Twn KneHew meHe Hum, a A X cam
Moro cvnmn vacTuHa.

"o meHi TBOA BOOra knATLOa!
Twn 6 ymep i3 ogualo,

AK6M COTYIO YacTKy nuLeHb
3HaB TOro, Wwo A 3Halo.
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Xvii

here were at first in those calm words
Some elements that soothe and please
Like water from a mountain spring,
And as refreshing as a breeze.

It soon became a stifling heat
Brought by the samum, and its gloom
Was scarier than to a child

Is, as a rule, a pitch-dark room.

Then Moses shuddered, raised his head
And feebly answered thereupon:

"Oh, why d'you torture me so much
With your fell talk before I'm gone?

"You're not my mother! In your words
There's not a trace of her affection!
You're not my mom! You're Azazel,
The lurid demon of dejection!

“Be off! | curse you in the name
Of God Almighty! Leave this spot!
| don't believe you! You're a fraud,
Immortal though you are, or not!"

And then he heard these quiet words:
"My foolish child, you are not right!
You're cursing me in Godhead's name
While I'm a part of His great might.

"Your curse means not a thing to me!
You would receive a deathly blow,

If you but knew the hundredth part
Of all the matters that | know.
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"Tu KneHel, AK TBOIO CRINOTY
TKHYB NPOMIHYMK MOXeXi,

B fakin A xuBy n Bin — noHas, BCi
Yacu i npocTopy Mexi.

"Ocb PO3CYHY UWe KPUXTY TOOI
TicHo3OpOCTH Tamy:

I'nAHL Ha Kpan Tow, Wwo BiH 06iLAB
MpaoTulo Aspaamy!”

| 3a6nuc yBech 3axig, OrHem,

| yca ManectuHa

Crana BugHa Moiicelo 3 ropm,
MosB wupoka KapTuHa.

A He3pumniA TOBapuW KMOro,
3Han, noTuxy rosope:

"Bauuvil a3epkano YopHe BHU3Y?
Lle € MepTBee mope.

"A no Ton 6ik BUCOKi wnuni

[o HebGecHoi cteni
MpocTAraloTbCA KPYTO PALAOM —
Lle Tam Kapmenio ckeni.

"I'nAHb Ha niBHiY, ae ropun CioH —
€sycei Ko4yioTb,

A AK KpUKHYTH ao6pe 3 ropm,
AmMopei nouyioTsb.

"Ous cpibHan cTpiyka — MopaaH
B MepTtBe mope Bnasae,
Bnnsbko ycTA Moro €puxoH
Bpoaosoro xaaae.
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"You're cursing when your sightless eyes
Were lighted, as a sign of grace,

By one small ray of blaze, in which

Live | and He — past time and space.

"I'll open up a little bit

Your narrow-mindedness' high dam,
That you may see the very land

He promised once to Abraham."”

At once the West became aglow

With radiance, and Palestine

Was visible to Moses like

A clear, broad picture bathed in shine.

The indiscernible comrade

Was whispering engrossingly:

“Down there a darkish mirror gleams,
Which is, of course, the known Dead Sea.

"And on the other side are peaks
That seem to prop the very sky.
These are the Carmel cliffs that run
In rows so tortuous and high.

“The Zion hills are to the north,

That's where now dwell the Jebusites,
And when they holler from the hill,
The noise will reach the Amorites.

"That silver band, the Jordan stream,
Flows to the salt-imbued Dead Sea.
Close to its inlet, Jericho

Demands and gets a fording fee.
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‘OAnHOKa AONMHA Had HUM,
A TicHATLCA A0 Heil
AMOHITK no uen 6iK piku,
Mo Ton 6ik xaHaHel.

"A Ha 3axoai ropu, Bepxm,
MonoHWHNM WKpPOoKi;
A Ha niBHi4 Mane o3epue,
| 3HOB ropu BUCOKI.

"Ocb T06i 11 ManecTuHa ycA,
Kpawn oBeub i AYMeHIo!

Bip Kapeca no Kapwmens Bcio
MoB 3aTynuu y XMeHIo.

"Hi wnAxiB TyT WMPOKUX Hema,

Hi no mops npoxoay!

[le X TyT XuTb, po3BMBaTLCA, POCTH
I MHOXUTBLCA Hapoay?"

Ta BigmoBus noHypo Mowce:
"XTO AaB 3 KaMeHsl BoAy —

Tow uen Kpan nepemiHUTbL Ha pawn
Ana ceonoro Hapoay."

9
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“The only valley hugs the stream.
One side is held by Amonites,
The other one is occupied

By their fierce foes, Canaanites.

"And in the west one only sees

More mountain chains, while in the north
There is a little blue-eyed lake,

And then some more high hills come forth.

“That's what your Palestine is like,
From Cades to Carmel, it's so small,
A handful of it. It's a land

Of sheep and barley, and that's all!

“They have no access to the sea,

There's not a single thoroughfare,
And where should people multiply,
And live in satisfaction? Where?"

"He who drew water from the stone",
The gloomy Moses then replied,
"Will change this land to paradise,
He'll keep His people satisfied."

TX9)
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XVl

HOB MOYYBCA NPUTHLISHWUA CMIX:
"Bipa ropu BopywuThb!
Ta nornAiHb: Le HOBWIA PAA, KapTuH,
Te, wWo craTucA MycuTb!

"Bay, K CyHeTbCA Nnem'a TBOE,
Ak MopaaH nepexoaunts,
€puxoH aobysae i ckpi3b
Y piykax kpoBu 6poAuTh.

"Ocb cTtonitTAMK nae 6opoTuba
3a Tou wmart MNanecTuHu:
Awmopei, rebpei, xeTTa,
Amanuk, OUNUCTUHM.

"Ocb rebpewncekee uwapcrtso! Ulo cnis
KowTtysaTume # kposu!

A 3aBaxuTb y cyabbax 3emni,

AK Ta Myxa BONOBI.

"l He BCMi€ BOHO pO3LBICTH,
M posneTutbCA Ha 4acTy,
o6 y nawy mMoryTHix cycis,
YacTb 3a 4acTio ynacTH.

"Ocb NornfAiHe, AKi XMapu neTAaTb
Bia [lamacky n lNanaay!

Lle nae accyp, rebpesam Hece

| pyiHy ¥ 3arnaay.

"Ocb NOrNAHbL: YepBOHIOTL MONA,
Tpyn Ha Tpyni yciloau.

Lle niaHABcA cTpaiuHui BaBunoH
Ha 3arnaay lyau.
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gain there was a muffled smirk:
"Strong faith moves mountains, as it were,
But look at those new rows of scenes
Depicting what will soon occur.

"Behold your people on the move;
They're crossing now the Jordan stream,
They're storming Jericho and wade

In pools of human blood, and scream!

That's how for centuries they fight
For Palestine: The Amorites,

The Hebrew tribes, the Philistines,
The Hittites and Amalekites.

"And that's the Hebrew realm! Though bathed
In tears and blood, it has no pull!

It'll influence the mankind's fate

Just as a fly can weight a bull.

"This Hebrew realm will fall apart
Before it even starts to bloom;

Its mighty neighbours will enforce
Its piecemeal downfall and its doom.

“Now look at those black scudding clouds;
Their deadly thrust none can withstand,
It's Asshur coming! He is bent

On ravaging the Hebrew land!

"Now look again: The fields grow red,
And corpses cover them, alas!

The Babylonians at work!

The Hebrews are killed there in mass.
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"Xpam €rosu B OrHi... A ueWn TayM,
MoB Komaxu Ha nonio,

MayTe no TMCAYY CKOBaHi Bpas
Hepobutkun B HeBonto.

"Yyew nnay? Ha pyiHax puaa
OA4MHOKKWIA PO3YMHUIA,

Llo kopuTucA paaus Bparam,
o6 He BMacTn A0 TPYMHU.

"Ak xe nycTka cmepautb! Ane ocCb,
Mos no niTbMmi cBiTae...
3 THX, WO TAYMOM Miwnun, NOANBUCD,
AK e mano BepTaech!

“lock apiGHEeHbKEe BOPYWNTLCA TaM
Kono mypiB Canuma:
Hoswui nioa, HoBui 6or, HOBUI Xpam,
Hosa cnna Hespuma.

“l pocTe BOHO, 6'eTbeca B Biai,

| vinnAeTbLCA rPyHTY,

Mos 6yAAK TON HU3BbKWA i LLINKKA,
Bce rotoBuit 0 GYHTY.

“MoHap ronosu nioay Toro

WayTe BCcecsiTHii 6ypi,

MaHcTBa, LapcTBa BCTalOTh i NagyTh,
Mos ¢daHTOMM MOHYpPiI.

"BiH Xe B cBOiM KYyTOYKYy XxoBa
HenoxwuTtHe 3aB3ATTA,
| HeHaBMCTb NI Mae ANA BCiX
| He3MipHe NPOKNATTA.

120



"Jehovah's temple is in flames...

Those multitudes resembling ants

Are prisoners-of-war in chains,

They, too, are doomed; they have no chance.

“D'you hear a man lament? He is

A very brainy one who knows

That if you want to stay alive,

You shouldn't resist much stronger foes.

"Oh, how that wasteland stinks! It looks

As if it starts to dawn. Alack,

From those huge throngs who'd gone to war
How very few are coming back.

“In Salem near the city walls

Some tiny beings move and stir.

Their god, their shrine, and they themselves
Are certainly a harbinger

"Of some new might that struggles on
Though often blindly and pell-mell.
They hug the ground like prickly weeds,
But anytime they might rebel.

"Above those people's heads there rage
And pass the world-embracing storms.
Empires, kingdoms rise and fall

Like spooks in many shapes and forms.

"In their small nook these people hide
A firm determination.

They curse the outside world for which
They have but hatred and damnation.

121



"Ta HeHaBUCTb, HANTAXYa 3 YCiX,
‘Baansa iHworo 6ora',

Bauy, Ak Kyanutbca 6ina Toro
Xpamosoro nopora!

"BoHa nnoautb HeHaBUCTb. OCb rnfHbL
3a TUpaHCLKUM BeNiHHAM

layTb cvnu, wob nnem's TBOE

e pa3 BupBaTb 3 KOPiHHAM.

"Yyew cTtyk? Lle 3ani3Ha cTona
Tux cTpawHMX nNerioHis,

Lo TonouyThb loaenchbKi nons,
Po6uTb NycTKy 3 3aroHis.

"Yyew nntock? Lle BOpoXi Meui
KpoB 104e1CbKyIo ToYaThb.

UYyew kpuk? Lle ioaencbkux gisyat
AvKi KoHi Bono4aTb.

"OHpe maTu ronogHas icTb

Tino ceovoro nnoay!

OHpae TucAvi MpyTh Ha XpecTax —
KBiT TBOMOro Hapoay.

“lwe pa3 xpam €rosu ropuThb,
| uen pas yocTaHHe:

Bo wo Tan pyka po3sanuTs,
To Bxe binblile He BCTaHe.

"lue pa3 HegOOUTKM NANBYTL
Y HeBONIO, AK PiKn —

Ta HeMae BXe iM BiTYMHM,

| He BEpHYTb HaBiKW.
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"That hatred is the worst of all,

‘It's for the sake of their tr ue god'l
Just look how they are swarming now
Around their temple! Isn't it odd?

"That hatred breeds more hatred. Look,
A tyrant barks a shrill command,

And instantly his throngs appear

To kill your people in their land.

"D'you hear that heavy thump? It comes
From those ferocious legions there;
They march across the Hebrew fields
And leave a wasteland everywhere.

“D'you hear that splash? It's Hebrew blood
Drawn by the enemy anew.

D'you hear that scream? It's Hebrew girls
Dragged by the steeds. A ghastly view!

"A starving mother kills her child
Which she immediately devours;
And countless scores are crucified,
Your people's finest flowers.

"Once more Jehovah's temple burns,
And from it nothing will remain,
Because what this hand e'er destroys,
Will never be rebuilt again.

"Once more the rout survivors flow
Like streams, the prisoners of war;
They've lost their fatherland and all
That they were bravely fighting for.
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“l 3aracHe i3pains 3Bi3aa,

LWo6 Bxe Ginble He CATH;

JIvw HeHaBUCTB, WO B XpaMmi 3pocna,
MNige cBiTOM rynaTu.

"CymHiBaewca? Bipu He nmew?
O, vimeuw Bipy, A 3Haio?

Lle Ton pai, wo xae nnem's TBOE
Y o6iusaHiM kpaio?

"Tu anAa Heoro Tpyauscal Ckaxu:
Byno 3a wo TpyanTbecA?

o6 Habnuausca BiH, MOXe Le
Cxouelw nanko monutbca?"

| noHunk ronosoto Mowcewn:
“l'ope Moi Heaoni!

Ym X A0 BiKy He BMpPBaTLCA BXe
Noay momy 3 Hesoni?"

| ynaB BiH nuueM A0 3eMmiii;
"OaypwnsB Hac €rosa!"

| noyyBCA TYT AEMOHCbKUM CMiX,
Ak nyHa oro cnosa.

9

124



“The star of Israel will fade,

It will remain forever dead,

And only hatred, temple-born,
Will always stay alive and spread.

"You don't believe me? Oh, you willl
You also will yet understand

That what you saw, your tribe will find
On entering the Promised Land.

“And you have worked for it so hard!
Say, was it worth it? All that sweat?
Perhaps, you want to pray some more
To help it come much sooner yet?"

And Moses drooped his snow-white head:
“I'm woebegone! Oh, woe to me!

Is there no hope for me at all

That my good people will be free?"

His tear-stained face fell to the ground
"Jehovah fooled us!" Right thereafter
He heard an echo of his cry:

A sonorous demonic laughter.

T9)
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YPKHYB rpiM. 3agpwxanv Hapa3
Fip Hanrnu6wi ocHoBw;
| oAMH 3a 0AHWUM MOHECNUChL
MepeaTeui Erosu.

MigHaAnaca po cTpony HeGec
YopHa xmapa CTiHol0,
Mos Hiy-maTu Hacynuna Bua,
HeHaBucTIO rpisHoio.

| 3amoprana 6UCTPO y TbMi
OrHAHMMKM o4nma,

3abypuana, Ak MaTH, WO, 3HaMH,
Ha nnuxy AoHio rpuma.

I 3 TpuBoroio cnyxas Moincen
MiTeMn 1 6nMCKaBOK MOBM,
Hi, He uyTu e cepLio 1oro
Y HuxX rnacy €rosu.

| peBHYB NOHaA ropamu rpiw,

3 Xaxy DKuTbCA BONoc,
3aBmupa cepue B rpyai... Ta Hi,
He €rosu ue ronoc.

Mowmix ckeni 3aBunu BiTpH,

Ix cepauTii HyTH

KniwaTtb aywy, MOB CTOriH, Ta B HUX
e €rosu He vyTH.

Ockb i3 rpagom i gouw, 3n0MoTiB,
| 3auinMna cTyxa,

| B 6e3cunnio cBOEMY Aylwa
MonaeTbcA Hepyxa.
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terrifying thunder pealed,
Its rumble caused the hills to shake.
And instantly Jehovah's signs
Made their appearance in its wake.

A menacingly looking cloud

Rose in the sky like some black wall,
And like that frowning Mother-night,

She creased her face with hate and gall.

The cloud kept blinking in the dark,
Her blazing eyes were stern and wild.
She grumbled like a scolding mom,
Who disciplines her naughty child.

And Moses listened to the sounds
Of thunder peals inspiring fear,

But no, in them he couldn't detect
Jehovah's voice he craved to hear.

And when another thunder roared,
His body broke into cold sweat,
His hair, for terror, stood on end,
But no, it wasn't Jehovah yet.

The stormy winds began to scream
Between the cliffs a weird duet.

It chilled the soul, but in the wail
Jehovah's voice wasn't heard, not yet.

And then a deluge tumbled down,
A massive spill of rain and hail.
Confronted with the elements,
Old Moses' soul felt very frail.
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Ta ocb CTUXNO, MNK BOAU A3ypuaTb,
MoB xTOCb Xnunae 3 xanio;

3 Tennum neroTom 3anax NoTAr

3 TepebiHT i mirpanio.

| B Tim neroti Tennim Gyna
TaemHuvan MoBa,

I BipuyB ii cepuem Moiicen:
Lle roBopuTb €rosa.

"OaypuB Bac €rosa? A Th X
Bys 30 MHOIO Ha 3rogi?

| KOHTpaKkT nignucas i 3anus
Moropuy npu Hapoai?

“BaumB NNAHKU MOI | uTaB
B Moiin kHM3i cyab6oBin?
Bauus KiHui i 3Haew, wo A
He yctonsca B cnosi?

"Manosipe, we T He No4ascb
B maTepuHcbKin yTpooi,

A A1 KOXHUI TBil BiAAMX 3Ni4MB,
KoxHuin Bonoc Ha ToOi.

"llle He nwoB ABpaam 3 3emni Yp
Ha rappaHcbKi piBHUHN,

A 11 3HaB BCiX NOTOMKIB MOro

[0 0CTaHHLOI AHWUHM.

"Bb6orui kpan Ball, By3bKWI i TiCHAN
| 6aratcTBom He 6nucka?

A 3abys, Wo TicHa i By3bKa

| HanGinbWwKnx Konucka?
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The storm stopped suddenly, and the runs
Sobbed like a weeping penitent.

A warm and gentle breeze brought in

A terebinth and almond scent.

In that warm breeze there was a sound,
A special language, a mystique,

And Moses' heart felt right away

That his Jehovah came to speak.

"Jehovah fooled the Hebrews, eh?
Have you concluded e'er with me
A contract with a bargain drink
That everyone could hear and see?

"Have you e'er seen my plans and read
What's written in my Kismet Book?
D'you know for sure that everything
I've promised you | just forsook?

“I counted all your breaths and hairs
Before you even had begun

To grow inside your mother's womb,
| knew you then, you faithless one.

“I knew the whole posterity

Of Abraham, each one of them,
Before he left the land of Ur

For Harran, the most precious gem.

"D'you think your land is tight and poor
With no prosperity at all?

But you forget the simple truth

That every cradle must be small.
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“Mpunne vac, 3 Hei BMBeAy Bac
Ha nin6oi ta Tpyam,
Tak AK MaTu AUTUHY B CBiX Yac
Bianyuae Big rpyaw.

"TyT Ha noni ckynim i xyaim,
Haue TepeH Ha piHi,
BupocTanTe uinki i TBepai
AnAa Benukoi 3miHu.

"O, A 3Halo Ty Baly LinkKy,
HeHnacutHyio Baauy!

Bu 6 Ha Xu3Hi 3emni po3noB3nuCb
Ha noao6y 6yanuy.

“Bu 6 i Tinom i Ayxom cBoiM
MpucmokTanucb A0 CKMbw,

| 3noBuB 61 Bac MamMMoOH y cak,
Ak ToBCTIOUIT pHNbn.

“Tax B €ErunTi BU rHynnChL B APMI
Haiaaswwuca naco...

Biapuratbca Bam 6yae nosik

Te erunetcbke M'Aco.

"l 3ipBaBwucA 3 Lei 3emni

Ta pos6usium BCi Kapbu,

Bu possieTeck cBiT 3506yBaTh,
Moro coku i ckap6u.

"Ta 3apik A nonoxy TeepAun

Ha Bci Bawi 30,06yTKH,

Mos raaloky Ha ckap6i, Aam Bam
3 HuUX TYyp6OTH | CMYTKM.
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“One day I'll lead you out of it
And you'll be with the conquests blest.
I shall do what a mother does
Who weans her baby from her breast.

"And meanwhile, here on this poor soil,
You, like a blackthorn in the sand,

Grow strong because you must prepare
For some big change, as | have planned.

"I know your disposition well,
Your never satiated greed.
You'd overrun a fertile soil

Just like that lowly thistle seed.

"You would attach your flesh and soul
To earth just like a suction dish.

And Mammon would decoy you soon
Into his net like some fat fish.

“In Egypt, as downtrodden slaves
You ate until you were replete,
But you will never cease to belch
And vomit that Egyptian meat.

"Soon after you have left this land
And your restraint becomes all loose,
You will disperse to win the world
And all its riches and its juice.

But I'll impose a ruthless curse

Upon your stockpiled treasure.

It'll guard your hoard just like a snake,
For you a grief beyond all measure.
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"XT0 3p06yae BCi ckapbu 3eMni
| Hap BCe ix nonoouThb,

Tow i cam ctaHe ixHiM pabom,
Ckapbu ayxa 3arybuTtsb.

"CBoix ckap6iB HEBONbHKUK i NaH
3a uiHy cni3 i Kposu,

lo6 36inbwnTK iX, MycuUTb BiH cam
PyrHyBaTb iX OCHOBU.

"l AK n'ABKa, WO KPOB 4YyXy cce —
Momy nik, cama rune,

Tak i Bac 30n10TUM OKeaH

Ha minn3Hi nokuHe.

"B 30n0TiM OKeaHi Bac Bce
Byae cnpara ToMuUTH,

| He 3moXe Bac xni6é 30n10THi
AHi pa3 NnoKopMuTH.

"l 6ypeTe Bu CBiAKKU MEHI

3 Kpalo cBiTa 40 Kpalo,

Lo nuw Ayxa KOPMUNbLLIB 3 YCiX
A cobi Bubupaio.

"XT0 Bac xniboM HaKopM1Tb, TON Bpas3
3 xnibom nige Ao ryoio,

Ta XTO Ayxa HaKOpMUTb Yy Bac,

Town 3inneTbea 3i MHolO.

"Ocb ae Baw obiToBaHMK KpaW,
BesrpaHuyHmi, 6nUCTAYNA,

| 8O HLOrO TH NIOAAM MOIM
Bys npoBoaup He3pAYMNA.
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"For he, who gets all earthly wealth
And loves it as his greatest boon,
Will certainly become its slave,
And lose his spirit's treasure soon.

"The slave and master of his wealth;
Blood, tears and torment is its price.
To make it grow, he must destroy
Its base. A painful sacrifice.

"And like a leech that perishes
While saving life by sucking blood,
The golden ocean will renege

On you and you'll end up in mud.

"You'll be tormented by great thirst
Amidst that spledid golden sea.

In spite of all the golden bread,
You'll suffer hunger agony.

"And you will be my witnesses
Who will remind the world afresh
That | select the nourishers

Who feed the spirit, not the flesh.

"Remember, he who feeds you bread,
Will turn to dung with it, but he,

Who nourishes your spirit, will
Forever be immersed in Me.

“That's where your Promised Land exists,
Resplendent, very long and wide.

And as a leader of your race,

You proved to be a sightless guide.
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“Ocb Ae BaM BiTYMHA OCANHA,
3 BCiX Hankpauwmx YacTuHa,
N api6HeHbKWI 3apaTok i
Bam ous MNanectuna.

“Le nvw cnomuH Bam Gyae, N1l COH,
Hesracaiova Tyra,

LUlo6, wykaswu ii, cTas min noa
MaHoMm 3eMHoOro kpyra.

“A WO TU YCYMHMBCb Ha MOMEHT
LWoao soni Moei,

To, no6aumslum LIO BITYMHY,
Cam He BCTynuw A0 Hei.

"TyT i KOCTi 30TnilOTL TBOI

Ha B3ipeub i anAa ctpaxy

Bcim, Wwo pByThHCA BEChb BiK 40 MeTH,
| BMupaloTh Ha waaxy!"

9
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"That's where is your dear Promised Land,
It's so enchanting, full of shine!

Its tiny chip, and nothing more,

Is this contested Palestine.

"She'll be for you a precious dream,
A longing that will prove its worth
Because it'll drive my people on
Until they conquer all the earth.

"Since you had momentary doubts
About my will and my command,
You, as a punishment for that,

Will never reach the Promised Land.

"Your bones will rot atop this hill,

Which will become your last abode
To warn all those who chase a goal
And, doubting, perish on the road."

X9
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0AUTb Tyra no ronin ropi,
Mos TymaH 1o nycTuHi;
Cie aymn n 6axxaHHA CBOI
Mo wupokin KkpaiHi.

Cunne KBiTU K NUCTKKN, WO AaBHO
BxXe 3iB'Ainn 1 NoXXoBknu;
Mipiimae B aywi ronocw,

Lo aaBHO BXe 3aMOBK/M.

Lo we Byopa Gangyxe 6yno —
HuHi moGe n waHoBHe;
Lo we B4yopa TonTae, OnMioBas,
HWHi CBATOCTK NOBHe.

Y rebpencbkomy Tabopi Hiv
MpomuHyna B Tp1BOSi;

CKOpOCBIT — BCi rNAAATL: BiH We Tam
Ha ckenucTin BigHOSI?

Hi, Hema! | 6yno Te "Hema"
MoB Xxax cMepTu XOnoAHWNA;
Uynu Bei: wesno te, 6e3 Yoro
KUTb HIXTO 3 HUX HE roAHUN.

Te He3puMe, HecxonHe, wWo BCe
MomiXx HUMKM ropino,
Lo aaBano im 3Mucn XUTTEBUA,
MpocsiTnano i rpino.

| 6eamexxHa ckopboTta nAarna

Ha saTBepane cymniHHA,

| Becb Tabop, MOB 4apom, nonas
B oTyniHHA 1 30MNiHHA.
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longing lingered on the hill,
Like that dense desert mist below.
It sowed its wishes, thoughts and dreams
Across the land and let them grow.

It scattered leaves and flowers there,
By now all faded, shrivelled, brown.
It raised within the soul a voice

That long ago, it seemed, died down.

What yesterday was meaningless,
Today was very highly ranked;
What was bespat and trampled on,
Today was loved and sacrosanct.

The night down in the Hebrew camp
Was charged with panic and despair.
At dawn the people looked, concerned:
“Is he alive? Is he still there?"

"He's not!" That desperate "He's not"
Was like a touch of mortal fright.
They felt that something disappeared
Which was for them a guiding light.

That something was invisible,
Incomprehensible, and yet

It gave them sense of life, and warmth
Which they would miss and ne'er forget.

A boundiess sorrow gripped and nagged
Their conscience up to then so crude.
The camp, as if bewitched, sank low
Into a drowsy lassitude.
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OaHi ogHuM y nuua 6niai
Mornaaanu 6e3 BNuHY,
Mos y6inui, wo s6unu y cHi
Hainpopoxuy noauvHy.

YyTn Tynit. Ym Buxop B cTeny?
Uu 36yBaechb npopou,TBo?

Lle €rowya, KHA3b KOHIOXIB,

| 3a HMM napybouTBo.

FoHATL CTada, KyAuchb TO chiwaTk...
U pe Hanag BOPOXun?

Bcix ix ronntb 6e3imeHHun cTpax,
Hesiaomun nepct Boxui.

lonop, pyxa i xax camoTtyn
| 6e304Hi cTapoi...

A €rouwya 3U4HO KPUUUTL!
"[o noxoay! Ao 36poil”

| 3ipBaBcA TOM KpUK, MOB open
Hapa, Himolo top6oto,
MokoTuecA nyHolo A0 rip:

"o noxoay! Ao 36poil"

LLle MOMEHT — i MPOKKHYTLCA BCi
3 OCTOBMIHHA TYMOro,

| He 3HaTUMe XajeH, WO BMUTb
MpucTynuno Ao HLOro.

LLle MOMEHT — i Erowymn KpuK
'Mpn cTO TMCAY NOBTOPUTD,
I3 HOMagAiB NiHMBUX LA MUTB
Nioa repois cOTBOPUTS.
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They all cast enigmatic stares
At one another, then aside,
Like killers guilty of a crime,
A heinous crime, a parricide.

A sudden thud! And what was that?
A storm? A prophecy come true?
It's Joshua, the horsemen's chief!
He and his lads came into view.

The lads were driving all their herds...
Perhaps some foes were breaking through?
Some terror yet unknown to them

Was goading them God knows where to.

Was it their spirit's hunger, or

A fear of loneliness, perhaps?

May be, and Joshua called out:

"Hey, Hebrews, rise! To arms, ye chaps!"

That war cry, like an eagle, rose
Above the silent crowd, and smack!
It hit the Moab hills. "To arms!

To arms!", the echo called right back.

Next moment they were all awake
From their inertness, deep and dim,
And none of them did understand
What was then happening to him.

That trice made heroes out of them!
Those nomads, as if touched by charms,
Roared all as one their leader's call:
"Hey, Hebrews, rise! To arms! To arms!"
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3aayaHATbL — i NYCTUHI NICOK
Ha 6onoTto 3amicATh;
ABipoHa KamiHHAM Nno6'loTb,
A [artaHa noBicATb.

Yepes ropu nonauMHyTh, AK NTax,
MopaaH B 6pu3bkn po3KpOnnATh,
€ pUXOHCLKIT Mypw, MOB nia,
3BYKOM TPYOGHMUM PO3TONNATS.

| ninyTb BOHWM B 6€3BiCTb BIKiB,
MoBHi TYru i »xaxy

MpocTyBaTb B XOAi AYXOBi WNAX
| BMMpaTK Ha wnAxy.
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They'll hurry onward and they'll knead
The desert sand to mud, those men.
They'll stone the dastard Aviron

And Datan will be hanged right then.

They'll fly like birds across the hills
They'll splash the Jordan River out,
The walls of Jericho will fall,

When trumpets roar and people shout.

They'll march for centuries to come
Beset by longing and dismay.

To make the spirit's roadway straight,
They'll march and die on their long way.
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