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Preface

This is the first bilingual ANTHOLOGY of its kind. It
includes selected poems of the American and just a few non-
American poets* from the 17th through 20th century, many of them
having a wide and honorable reputation. Their poems reflect their
spiritual beliefs and presumably the same or similar beliefs of a
broad range of the American and non-American people. The com-
mon base of these poems is faith in God, the Creator of the universe,
and in His divine attributes. This is reflected in various aspects of
the believers’ thoughts and experiences.

The principal goal of translating them into Ukrainian has been:
a. to render the stream of their main thoughts and their meaningful
details; b. to preserve their historic and social background; c. to
render their artistic images and stylistic figures by Ukrainian equi-
valents. The metrics of the original poems, where possible, have been
used, but in many cases deviations have been made due to the differ-
ences in the quantitative syllablic structure of the English and
Ukrainian words and because many, if not most, original poems are
characteristic of their final masculine rhymes while in Ukrainian
poetry the alternation of the final masculine and feminine rhymes
prevails. Also, rhythm has been given more attention in the trans-
lated Ukrainian poems than in their original compositions. In
Ukrainian, the names of the authors are transcribed phonetically
(not phonemically or morphophonemically).

Listed in the INDEX are the names of the authors followed by
the numbers of their poems.

This ANTHOLOGY is written for those who love and appre-
ciate literary creative works.

W.J.

* British — Addison, J., Hopkins, G.M., Kipling, R., Pope, A; Ukrainian —
Jaszczun, W, citizen of the U.S.A.
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IlepeamoBa

Ile nmepuma Toro pony ABOMOBHa aHTojoria. B Hiil nibpano
BipLli aMepHKaHCBKHX 1 JIMII KiJIbKOX HE-aMEpPHKAHCbKHX NOETiB*
17-20 ctonite. barato 3 Hux wmpoko Bimomi. 1li Bipwi Bino6pa-
KalwTb peniriifHuit cBiTornan ix aBTOpiB i 340ragHoO CBiTOrIAN
UIMPOKHX BEPCTB aMEPHKAHCLKOI0 i He-aMepHUKaHChbKOI'O CyCHiJIbCTB.
Ix cninenolo OCHOBOIO € Bipa B Bora, Teopus Bcecsity, i B Horo
6oxecTBeHHI aTpHOyTH. Lle NPOABAAETHCA B Pi3HUX BHOAX PO3AYMIB
i miit Bipyrouux.

ITpoBigHOIO MeTOlO mepekyany Oyno: a. mepeaTH rojlOBHHH
NOTiK 3MiCTy NEepLIOTBOPY BKJIIOYHO 3 HOTro CynpoBiIHHMH, MOB'A-
3aHUMH 3 HUM JETaJIAMH, 1o B Ginburil yn MeHIUii Mipi ue#t 3smict
JOTOBHAIOTD; 6. 36eperTH icToOpHYHO-CyCHiJIbHE TJIO NEPLIOTBOPY; B.
nepejaTH MHCTELbKI 306paXkeHHA # CTUIICTHYHI irypu nepuioTBopy
Bi/INOBiIHAMH YKpaiHCbKMMH €KBiBaJICHTaMH.

B nepexnagax, ae MOXIMBO, BXHTO METPHKY MEpIIOTBOpY,
npote 3po6JieHO 4YMMaJIO BiAXHJIEHb Y LIbOMY BiJHOLUECHHi 4epe3
Pi3HHMIIO Y KBAaHTMTATHBHiil cknamoTBopy4ii 6ynoBi aHr/iHCLKHX i
YKPailHCKHX CJIiB Ta 4Yepe3 Te, L0 aHIJIifchKi Bipilli MalOTh NEPEBAXKHO
4OJIOBiYi KiHHEBI pPHMHM, a YKpaiHCbKiii moe3ii XapaKTEpHIlMM ¢
YepryBaHHS KiHLIEBHX YOJIOBIYMX i XiHOYHX pHM, 100 HE CTBOPIOBATH
MOHOTOHii. B mepeknagax TakoXx B3ATO OO yBarH Oisblie, HiX B
opuriHanax, puTMiuHicTh Bipwis. IMeHa i npi3BHILA aBTOpPiB TpaHc-
kpuboBaHo poHeTHYHO (He poHEMATHYHO i He MopdodoHEMaTHYHO).

B [IOKA3HHUKY nopaHo iM’s ii Tipi3BHiLie aBTOpa, a 3aMiCTh
Ha3BH Bipllla NOJAHO HOro YKCJI0 BiANOBIAHO OO0 HyMepallil BipIliB y
KHH3I,

s AHTOJIOTIA npu3HaueHa [is YMTayiB, ki oOGHATH i
LiHYIOTb JiTEpaTYpHY TBOPYIiCTb.

B. i

*Anrnifini: Ix. Enucen, k. M. Tankun3, P. Kunninr, A. Toy; ykpaiHeub: B. SimyH,
aMep. rpoOMaasHHH.
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AHTJIO-YKPATHCBKA AHTOJIOI'TA
AMEPHKAHCBKO! PEJITTAHO! MOE3I!



Anne Bradstreet (1612-1672)

|. THE FLESH AND THE SPIRIT

In secret place where once I stood

Close by the banks of Lacrim flood,

I heard two sisters reason on

Things that are past and things to come;
One flesh was called, who had her eye
On worldly wealth and vanity;

The other Spirit, who did rear

Her thoughts unto a higher sphere:
Sister, quoth Flesh, what liv’st thou on,
Nothing but meditation?

Doth contemplation feed thee so
Regardlessly to let earth go?

Can speculation satisfy

Notion without reality?

Dost dream of things beyond the moon,
And dost thou hope to dwell there soon?
Hast treasures there laid up in store
That all in th’ world thou count’st but poor?
Art fancy sick, or turned a sot

To catch at shadows which are not?
Come, come, I'll show unto thy sense,
Industry hath its recompense.

What canst desire, but thou may’st see
True substance in variety?

Dost honour like? Acquire the same,

As some to their immortal fame,

And trophies to thy name erect

Which wearing time shall ne’er deject.



En Bpénctpit

1. TUIOT AYX

Crosina g pa3 y CKpiTHOMY Micui

Han 6éperom JIAkpuM CTpyMKa

1 uyna cecTép ABOX OyMK¥ CBOEpigHi

Ilpo 1€, uo Munyno, i npé Maibyrr4.
Opnua 6yna Tinom, wo éxom xBatana
BararcTpa 3emHi i cBiTy nuxy;

CecTpa 6ysia JIyxoMm, 1o HAM nigiiimMana
HdyMkn cBO1 B BACh OYXOBY.

— Ynm, céctpo, xuséwt, — npomédsuno Tino, —
HiuAm, nuw Bepx6M MipkyBaHb?

Yy pdé3ayM s Té€Ge Také KUTTA Aino,
o Mapuuit s Te€6e 30BciM 3eMuti cTan?
Uy B pé63nyMax MOXKHA BOOBOJIEHHS MATH
Binkanyswn ajficHicTs, 3eMHHUX pisHoapam?
Hecémcs y p63aymax ré nosa micsius;
Yu mpielr HeBaOB3i TaM KATH?

Yu ckapOH nokaana TH TAM TOHOPHCTI,
Yy cBiT TOGI ML MAPHOTOIO XaHKUTH?
Yu né v xanpus, un MOKe TH N'dHa

I B T€6¢ B ysiBi BUHO Ha BepOi?

Och 1 noBeny To6i rny3aom ctapaHso,
Bknans uro nopany y TAMKY co6i:
Baxatu Tu Méxem, Ta MOkelll TH 6AYUTE
IpaBasiBy pednbHicTh y pi3HHX peyax?
[IpuBa6mroe cnapa? Ii Méx HabyTH,

Sk {Hwi cAraroTs xBaNH BiuHME CTAT.

I imeni cBOMy ciopyauiu Tpodéi,

o ix He npUrHITHTL yTOMIERH YAcC.



For riches doth thou long full sore?
Behold enough of precious store.

Earth hath more silver, pearls, and gold,
Than eyes can see or hands can hold.
Affect’s thou pleasure? Take thy fill,
Earth hath enough of what you will.
Then let not go, what thou may’st find
For things unknown, only in mind.
Spir. Be still thou unregenerate part,
Disturb no more my settled heart,

For I have vowed (and so will do)

Thee as a foe still to pursue.

And combat with thee will and must,
Until I see thee laid in th’ dust.

Sisters we are, yea, twins we be,

Yet deadly fued ‘twixt thee and me;

For from one father are we not,

Thou by old Adam wast begot,

But my arise is from above,

Whence my dear Father I do love.
Thou speak’st me fair, but hat’st me sore,
Thy flatt’ring shows I'll trust no more.
How oft they slave, hast thou me made,
When I believed what thou has said,
And never had more cause of woe
Than when I did what thou bad’st do.
I'll stop mine ears at these thy charms,
And count them for my deadly harms.



Tu 66nicHo i nanko Gaxaew 6araTcTsa?

€ x uiHHi 3amacH — 3emii 671aroJaTh;

B 3emni 6inbiue cpibna i népedn, i 3m6Ta,

Hix 64ynTi MOXHa, HiXX PYKH MIiCTATD.

B po3Basi saosinna? Maii ckinbku 3aBrogHo.
VYcé 3HaitTu MOXxel, 3Hax0ap Ha 3eMuli,

JInw noTiM Gepics WykaTh Haconoau

B peuyax HeBigOMHMX, 11O JIHII YB YyMi. —

— Byne Tix0, 6yab TAXO0, Ge3ayllHA YaCTHHO.
Tu gyxa cnokoro Moréd He TypOyH,

bo i npucaruyna cobi HenoMuIbHO

Te6Gé mporaHATH, K BOpOra JKOTh.

1 6yay, i Myiy 60poTHCh 3 TOOO10,

Ax MOKH y Npaxy He 3HaHew cebe.

Mu céctpu; wo Ginbliue — MM HaBITH OBiiiHATa,
Ta néMcTa KpUBaBa MiXX HAMH XHUBE,

Bo Hé Big oAHOro oTLUA MH NOXOaUM:

Tobi ponosia TBiif Anam faB cTapaii,

MeHi e no4yaTtok npHiLIOB i3ropH,

3Bigkine i Oréup Mili HeGécHUI, cBATHI.

T, cécTpo, BBiwBa, Ta Oinb Miit — Big TEGE.
He Bipro s 6inblie cnoHYKaM TBOIM.

Tu yacTo B HEBOJII TpUMATIA MEHE,

Kon# to s Bipuna B caiB TBOiX HIMG.

Hik6nu s Ginbliue HeWACTS He Mana,

Sk came Toni, sk po6una aina,

Koni nig Beniunsam tBoiM 1 Gyna.

A Byxa Bin 44piB TBOIX 3aTHKAlO,

3a mixo cMepTénbHe cobi ix BBaXxAlO.



Thy sinful pleasures I do hate,

Thy riches are to me no bait,

Thine honours do, nor will I love;

For my ambition lies above.

My greatest honour it shall be

When I am victor over thee,

And triumph shall with laurel head,
When thou my captive shalt be led,

How I do live, thou need’st not scoff,
For I have meat thou know’st not of;
The hidden manna I do eat,

The word of life it is my meat.

My thoughts do yield me more content
Than can thy hours in pleasure spent.
Nor are they shadows which I catch,

Nor fancies vain at which I snatch,

But reach at things that are so high,
Beyond thy dull capacity;

Eternal substance I do see,

With which enriched I would be.

Mine eye doth pierce the heavens and see
What is invisible to thee.

My garments are not silk nor gold,

Nor such like trash which earth doth hoid,
But royal robes I shall have on,

More glorious than the glist’ring sun;
My crown not diamonds, pearls, and gold,
But such as angels’ heads enfold.

If I of heaven may have my fill

Take thou the world and all that will.



TBoi npuéMHOCTI IPiXOBHi,

Tsoi 6araTcTBa — 3B46a He MeHi.
Meni TBOI rOHOpHU 6€33MicTOBHI,
S ix He Mo6md, Hi, Hi!

Mo# MeTA BUCOT cATAE;

MicTk6i né4ecTH 3a3nalo,

SIx nepemOxky g TebE.

MeHni TpitOMd BiHOK N1aBpOBHIH
Toni # Toni ML MokKaaae,

SAx 6paHLEM BECTUMYTH TE6E.

Tu He rny3yi 3 MOTO XKUTTH,

V MéHe % 3MicT — He 3Ha€w TH ford —
S1 MAHHY 1M NpPUXOBaHY XKHTTEBY:
HebécHe c16BO € MOIM icTBOM.

B Moix ayMkAax, 3Haii, 6inbie cyTi,
Hix B 6é3niyi TBOIX po3Bar.

Boun He TiHi 6GanaMyTHI,

He npucTpacTti Moix HacHAr.

Bon# cAraroTb BUCOYNH

1034 TBOIM yMOM cKyniMm.

S 6auy Tam poBiuuuit 3MicT,
Sxnit 36arauye Mené.

Miii 3ip npoxéauth 0o HeGEC

1 MOke 6aunTn TaM T¢,

Yord TBiil yM He y3Haé.

Miit 6asar — ue He WOBK, Hi 316TO,
Hi néraue T4, 1o Ha 3emui.

S 6nar MaTumMy uynoswi,
CnaséTtniluii, Hixk cOHeuko BabHE.
Ile 6msr B fAHronbewKiii kpaci.

Hns méne ckap6u B Hebecax
inniwi Big Beix city 6a4r.



2. MY SOUL REJOICE THOU IN THY GOD

My soul, rejoice thou in thy God,
Boast of him all the Day,

Walk in his Law, and kisse his Rod,
Cleave close to him alway.

What tho’ try outward Man decay,
Thy inward shall waxe strong;
Thy body vile it shall be chang’d,
And glorious made ere-long.

With Angels-wings thy Soul shall mount
To Blisse unseen by Eye,

And drink at unexhausted fount

Of Joy unto Eternity.

Thy teares shall All bee dryed up,

Thy Sorrowes all shall flye;

Thy Sinns shall ne’er bee summon’d up,
Nor come in memory.

Then shall I know what thou hast done
For me, unworthy me,

And praise thee shall ev’n as I ought,
For wonders that I see.

Base World, I trample on thy face,
Thy Glory I despise,

No gain I find in ought below,
For God hath made me wise.

Come, Jesus, quickly, Blessed Lord,
Thy face when shall I see?

O let me count each hour a Day
"Till I dissolved bee.



2. IVIIE MOS, PAOIA CBOEMY BOI'Y

HOywé Mo, paaiit ceoéMy bory,

Topanice HuM y kOXKHY XBHITAHKY XHTTH,
Uunn Poro Bémo, 3nock Moro xapy,
Bbyab BipHa Momy, B ychoMY il IOIHA.

He Myycs, o mi0Th TBOSA CAJTY BTpavae —
V T1é6e icHye 3mopoBa Oylua.

TBoé Opuaxé Tino nepéiige kpisb 3MiHy,
Moré, 3Hail, 3aMiHUTh NHILHOTA i Kpaca.

Te6é, nyuwe, AHroM Bi3sbMyTb J0 HEGa,
Ho mwacTa, axéro He 6auus TBiil 3ip,

I nATHMeELL TAM HEBHYEPIHY YTiXy,
o Hé mpomuHaE, w10 BiuHa, 6e3 Mip.

Ie wWACTA OCYIINTB yCi TBOI C/ILO3H,

¥Yci TBO1 cMYTKM HaBik NponaayTh,

I'pixiB TBOiX Ginbiue 30HpPATH He 6y OeL,

Bou# nuuiate ndM’ATh, BNaAyTh B MEPTBY NMYThb.

Toai s y3naro, kiMm 6ys Tu nns méxe,
HerigHoro TBOpY, TBOET cyri;

I 6yay xBamiTH Tebe Tak, Ak TpéDa,
3a Bci uyneca i3 TBoél pyki.

Tn cBiTe, HM3BKUE — 1 TeHE 3HEBAXKAIO;
3 npe3fipcTBOM AMBIIIOCA Ha CJIABY TBOK.
Hobpa y Tobi s Hifik He 3HAXOAKY,

bo Bor naB 064yHicTh MEHi CMHCTIOBY.

[puxéap, Miit Icyce, CnaciTento, LIBUAKO.
Ko Bxe TBoé s no6auy nnué?

Ho3861b MeHi, XpicTe, ragaT roavy,
Komi s ympy i no64uy Te6eé.



3. AS SPRING THE WINTER DOTH SUCCEED

As spring the winter doth succeed,
And leaves the naked Trees doe dresse,
The earth all black is cloth’d in green;
At sun-shine each their joy expresse.

My Suns returned with healing wings,
My Soul and Body doth rejoice;

My heart exults, and praises sings

To him that heard my wailing Voice.

My winters past, my stormes are gone,
And former clowdes seem now all fled;
But, if they must eclipse again,
I'le run where 1 was succoured.

I have a shelter from the storm,
A shadow from the fainting heat;
I have accesse unto his Throne,
Who is a God so wondrous great.

I studious am what I shall doe,
To show my Duty with delight;
All I can give is but thine own,
And at the most a simple mite.

Thou heardst, thy rod thou didst remove,
And spar’d my Body frail,

Thou shew’st to me thy tender Love,

My heart no more might quail.

O, Praises to my mighty God,

Praise to my Lord, I say,

Who hath redeem’d my Soul from pitt:
Praises to him for Aye!

10



3. K IICJIA 3UMHU HACTYIIAE€ BECHA

Sk micna 3MMA HaCTYNa€ BeCHA

I B icTa BOUPArOTHCA oIt AepéBa;

Sk B 3éneHb pap6yeThea uOpHA 3eMId, —
V k6xHOro paaicts y cBiT/i COHUEBIM.

CuHiB MoiX napyc uimowuii BepHyB,
Hywa mos i Tino 3 BecHOIO NHKJIOTD,
A cépue criea Momy cnasy # xsany, —
Bin BACyXxaB npocuby MorS. Ammiys.

BiTp# Mol 11é3)1M, MHHYJ1a TPO34,

I xMapu xon#mHi, MaGyTh, nponeTinm,
Ané, sxkumo 6 xMapa sikach 3HOB MPHAILLIA,
S aniny TYOR, Ae Ninkru rasaina.

A maro npuTtynok Bix 6ypi, rposy,

1 TiHb Big rHiTIOMOI CNéKH 9 MAlO,

Io Tpény Moré Moxy BinbHO npHiTH.
Mor6, Boxy Bény, f TAK Be/IMUALO.

S nanbHO 06aYMyI0 Ait0 CBOIO,

o6 3 34xBaTOM cBiil 060B’A30K CIIOBHHTH,;
Vcé, o gath MOXy, — M BIacHicTs TBOO,
I 3 HEI M NénTy MaNéHbKY CTPYANTH.

Tu BAcnyxas npocbby, KapAHHA BigHAB,
36epir mMoe Tino cnabéubke, TEHAITHe,
JI1066B cBOIO HiXKHY MeHi OKa34s,

I cépue Moe Bxe no36ynocs cTpaxirTa.

XBana To6i, Boxe BcecanbHui, XxBana!
Te6¢, miit Beepruniil, Te6é BUXBaMISAIO.
Tu si3Bonme ajiuy moto Big rpixa.
Hexa# To6i cndsa Bo Bik npouBiTac!
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4. ON MY SON'S RETURN OUT OF ENGLAND,
JULY 17, 1661

All Praise to him who hath now turn’d
My fears to Joyes, my sighes to song,
My Tears to smiles, my sad to glad:
He’s come for whom 1 waited long.

Thou di’st preserve him as he went;
In raging stormes did’st safely keep:
Did’st that ship bring to quiet Port.
The other sank low in the Deep.

From Dangers great thou did’st him free
Of Pyrates who were neer at hand;

And order’st so the adverse wind,

That he before them gott to Land.

In sickness when he lay full sore,

His help and his Physitian wer’t;

When royall ones that Time did dye,

Thou heal’dst his flesh, and cheer’d his heart.

On Eagles wings him hether brought
Thro’ Want and Dangers manifold;
And thus hath graunted my Request,
That I thy Mercyes might behold.

O help me pay my Vowes, O Lord!
That ever I may thankfull bee,

And may putt him in mind of what
Tho’st done for him, and so for me.

In both our hearts erect a frame
Of Duty and of Thankfullness,
That all thy favours great receiv’d,
Our upright walking may expresse.

12



4. TIICJI TIOBEPHEHH S MOI'O CUHA 3 AHTJII],
17 TATIHA 1661 p.

Vs xBana Tobi, miit boxe. Ty nepeTBOpHB

Mot6 Typ6OTY Ha yTiXy, 3iTx4HHA 64icHi Ha cniB,

TpHuBOXHI C/IbO3M Ha ycMiLIKY, Ha PATICTb CépUsA CMYTKY IIHB, —
Bo Bin, Miii citd, npubyB no kaiHHI A6Brux AHIB.

Moré Twu 36epiras, Ax BiH NogABCh Tyah —
Yor6 Tu npoBoax4as y CTOpPMHLLIAX MOPCHKHX,
Ho niprictaHi npunic Ty ciiHa naponnés,

Tonai ax iHumit (6x, AK kanb) y MOpi nponas.

Tu BA3BONHB CHHA Bif 31714-Hebe3nékH.
Konn 60 nipatu 6yn#i Heganéxo,

T HanpsAMok BiTPy LACNABO 3MiHMUB,
I cin Miit go Gépera misfAaLIe NPUNIIAB.

Kon#t y xBopd6i BiH 66nicHi# MyuHBCB,
bes nikaps 6yB, 6e3nopaanuit nexas,
Kon# y Toif yic koponiBchbKi yMépiu, —
Th 3048 3 HbOTO CNTAGiCTD i AYXa MiAHAB.

Kpi3sb 6inu i picku 3arp63 pizHoBifiHHX
Ilpunic Ty iioré TyT Ha KpHnax opna;
Tax péicnyxaB Ti Moe 1iipe TPOXAHHA,
o6 miticte TBOK s 6AYHTL MOTTIA.

O T'6cnionu Béxe!

3aBxan 6yay Basguna Tobi, obiudro.
O6iTHHLIO TYIO CIOBHHUTL MOMOXH!

Bunni Tex, wo6 cix Miit MaB 34BXau y TAMUI
o Tw i oMy, i Meni yuunis.

B cepusix Hac 066x 3pemi, Boxe, cnopyay
Wan66w i psixu 3a wénpicts TBoO,

o6 Bci Troi nacku mwis Hac, TBoiX BipHHX,
MH 4écHO Hecn# K METY KUTTHOBY.



5. BY NIGHT WHEN OTHERS SOUNDLY SLEPT

I
By night when others soundly slept,
And had at once both ease and Rest,
My waking eyes were open kept,
And so to lye I found it best.

I
I sought him whom my Soul did Love,
With tears I sought him earnestly;
He bow’d his ear down from Above,
In vain I did not seek or cry.

11
My hungry Soul he fill'd with Good,
He in his Bottle putt my tears,
My smarting wounds washed in his blood,
And banished thence my Doubts and fears.

Iv
What to my Saviour shall I give,
Who freely hath done this for me?
I'le serve him here whilst I shall live,
And Love him to Eternity.

6. IN THANKFUL ACKNOWLEDGEMENT FOR THE LETTERS
I RECEIVED FROM MY HUSBAND OUT OF ENGLAND

O Thou hear’st the Prayers of Thine,

And ‘mongst them hast regarded Mine,
Hast heard my cry’s, and seen my Tears;
Hast known my doubts and All my Fears.

Thou hast reliev’d my fainting heart,
Nor payd me after my desert;

Thou hast to shore him safely brought
For whom I thee so oft besought.

Thou wast the Pilott to the ship,

And rais’d him up when he was sick;
And hope thou’st given of good successe,
In this his Buisnes and Addresse;

And that thou wilt return him back,
Whose presence I so much doe lack.
For All those mercyes I thee Praise,
And so desire ev'n all my Dayes.



5. BHOUI, SK IHIII MIIIHO CITAJIA

I
BHoui, sk iHimi MiHO cridu
I manu cnokiii yBi cHi,
VY MéHe 6ui He CTYJISUTHCD,
I 51 nexcana y 8.

II
3sepTasiack mo Téro, kord tak mobuna,
3septanack no béra s wipo 3 caisma.
1 He mapéMHO NpoxAansHO CNbO3AIA, —
Ho méne BiH yxo CBOE HaxXH/HB.

11
Ho6poém Bm Hanémmn MO0 CIIpAray ayuly,
B cynii cBoiit Moi C/Ib63H BMICTHB,
B xpogi cBoiit BMAB Moi pAHu 60U,
ITporHas Mol cyMHiBH i CTpAX yADMHB.

v
o x nam g 3a Té CnacuTteno MOMy,
Sxnii GeskophaciuBo a4 ue MeHi? —
B xutTi — cayxars 6yay Homy muum oguémy
! mo6urs Horo 6yay B uiM cBiTi i B TiM.

6. BISSUHA 3A JIMCTH BIJI YOJIOBIKA 3 AHIJIII

Tu BYx0 cxunsiemws no npécu6 TBoIX BipHHX,
Tu BACTyXaB TAKOXK MOJATBH MOT;

Tu nndy Miii nouys, Mol cnbd3u nobauus
Y3H4B Mol cyMHIBH # cMYTKH yci.

Tu 3acnok6is Moe cépue B’ie,
He nokapas 3a BigM6By MOIO.
Ho 6épera Ti npunic #oro Baano —
Bo % Tak npo némiu npocina Tséto.

Tu 6yB xanitTAuom #toré naponnasa.
Ilinu#s #oro cinm, konh BiH XBOPIB,
Hapfto BnuB B HBéro Ha yemixu a66pi
¥ wiit fforo cnpasi i amicri nucris;

Hapilo, wto T# #oro, Boxe, norépuen.
Tak4 60 y méne 6e3 HbOro HyABra —
3a Bcf oni mackn Te6é BUXBaNIIO.

e # Té, yoro BiuHo Haxae qymA.

15



7. FROM ANOTHER SORE FITT

In my distresse I sought the Lord,

When nought on Earth could comfort give;
And when my Soul these things abhor’d,
Then, Lord, thou said’st unto me, Live.

Thou knowest the sorrowes that I felt,

My plaints and Groanes were heard of Thee,
And how in sweat I seem’d to melt;

Thou help’st and thou regardest me.

My wasted flesh thou didst restore,

My feeble loines didst gird with strength;
Yea, when I was most low and poor,

I said I shall praise thee at length.

What shall I render to my God
For all his Bounty shew’d to me,
Even for his mercyes in his rod,
Where pitty most of all I see?

My heart I wholly give to Thee:

O make it fruitful, faithfull Lord!

My life shall dedicated bee

To praise in thought, in Deed, in Word.

Thou know’st no life I did require
Longer than still thy Name to praise,
Nor ought on Earth worthy Desire,
In drawing out these wretched Dayes.

Thy Name and praise to celebrate,

O Lord! for aye is my request.

O, graunt I doe it in this state,

And then with thee which is the Best.

16



7. 13 {HIIOT O BOJIICHOI'O BUITAOKY

B Moémy cTpaxaauHi s bora wykana,

Sk BTiXH 3eMHOI HAUTA HE MOT4;

7 xon# Moro Ay kanina HEHABMCTS,

Tu, XpHcTe, cka3aB MeHi: xuH, He 31aBAHCH!

Tu 3148 Moe répe i MOI1 IOYYBAHHS,
Tu uyB MO0 cKapry i cTOriH Mifi 4yB;
Kon# 1, 3gaBanocs, TaHyJ1a B nOTi,
Tu gaB MeHi ndMiub, MeHE He 3a6¥B.

Tu kB6nOMy Tiny MoéMy ZaB cany,

Moim cnabkuM kpikam Tu A4B Takox Milb;
Lo 6inbure, sk # O6yna gyxke mignérna i 6iana,
A ctana xpanitH Te6¢€ 6e3 rpaHiLs.

Sxy x g nocnyry nam Bory moémy

3a Bci Moro ménpi napyuku Meni?

I HaBith 3a mMitics Moréd y KapaHHi,
He xanocti 6spkHIM Halbinbie WiHHI?

Tob6i Bianad 1 ycé cBoe céple.

Bunni fioro, XphcTte, noarduuM, BUnHHM!
XutTé cBOE BCE mpuUcBAuY A Ania Tébe, —
Hns Te6e — cnosa Moi, ail, AyMK#.

Th 3H4cw, 1m0 7 He xaaana HikOIH
XuTTH4 MaTH O6BIIE Ha CBITI, HiX TE,
o6 Méx BuxBaniTu IM4 TBOE CBATO
Ha uiii ocs 3emni, wio mum cMyToK Haé.

O Béxe! Jo3B6nbs Meni Th npocnaBniTy,
Te6é BuxBansiTu 3aBxam, 1 npowy!
3nificum Le NpoxaHHs Tenép, B LLOMY CBiTi,
A noTiM — 3 To6oro. 3ailicH# 10 MeTY.



Edward Taylor (1642-1729)

8. A FUNERALL POEM UPON THE DEATH OF MY EVER
ENDEARED, & TENDER WIFE MRS. ELIZABETH TAYLOR.

Part 1
My Gracious Lord, I Licence of thee Crave
Not to repine, but drop on the Grave,
Of my Deare Wife a Teare, or two: or wash
They Milk White hand in tears that downward pass.
Thou Summond has her Noble part away:
And in Salt Tears I would Embalm her Clay.
Some deem Death doth the True Love Knot unty:
But I do finde it harder tide thereby
My heart is in’t & will be Squeez’d therefore
To pieces if thou draw the Ends much more.
Oh Stange untying! it ti'th harder: What?
Can any thing unty a True Love Knot?
Five Babes thou tookst from me before this Stroake.
Thine arrows then into my bowells broake,
But now they pierce into my bosom Smart,
Do Strike & Stob me in the very heart.
I'de then my bosom Friend a Comfort, and
To Comfort: Yet my Lord, I kiss thy hand.
1 Her resign’d, thou tookst her into thine,
Out of my bosom, yet she dwells in mine.
And though her Precious Soule now Swims in bliss,
Yet while grim Death, that Dismall Sergeant is,
Between the Parts Essentiall now remote,
And hath this Stately Tabernacle broke
My Harp is turnd to mourning: Organ Sweet
Is turn’de into the Voice of them that weep.
Griefe Swelling girds the Heart strings where its purst,
Unless it Vent the Vessell Sure will burst.

My Gracious Lord, grant that my bitter Griefe
Breath thro’ this little Vent hole for reliefe.
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Enpapn Téiinep

8. (3IPUBOAY CMEPTH MO€! IPYXHUHU €JINCABETH)

JNackasuii I'écniogn! Tebé s dnararo —
He paii, m106 s Myuyusch. Te6é s npoxato:
CnycTi Ha MOTIWTY MOEI IpYKHHH
Onuy-agi cibo3vHM a6o 3MA#t pykoro
CBo€10 CBATOKO MOIX CJTi3 KpanIfHH.

Tu B34B ii 3BiAcH, LITAXETHYIO aYLIy,

A 1 11 Tino cniami 36anb3amyio.

JéxTo ragae, 1110 CMEPTh PO3PHBAE
B’a3k6i 11066BU c0103;

MeHi x Oyxe BAXKO olle MOJO/IATH,

bo cépuie Mo€ B kOxHi# YAcTLi LUX V3.
SAxwé craruew, Béxe, kiHui B nepeTHKKY,
BoHO6 Ha WIMaTK#A po3nagéThcs YMMIOYK.
Yynné poss’s3duna!? Bond x B’ske kpimue...
Hiwé re po3s’pke mo668Hu By3na!

Tu B34B Bxe paHille Moix M’fiTh MaNATOK.
Toni Tsoi cTpinu y Hanpa snapsiy,
Tenép xe BoHA B MOI rpyau BCTPABAIOTH
I paHATL cTpaXAANBHHULbKE CEplIE MOE.
Toai mu B3aémHo ce6¢ noTiany,

Csiit 6{nb, cBOE répe pa3zém mominsum.
Ta #, miit Bnansixo, uinyro Te6eé.

To6i s nokipHo ii nepenas,

Ti Tu no cé6e nasiuno y3ie

Bin Méne; BoHA % B MeHi BiuHO XuBé.
Xoué 60 nywa ii B wacTi Tenép

I emépTs i Tina nanéko Biacine,

Mos npyxka apda 3aminnnacs B xanéoy,
Condnxuit opran 3aminiBes mIauéM.
Pocté Moe répe, NpHAYILYE CEpLE;

He 6yne » nim 6tBOpPY — 4pcha 33BMPE.
Hait, Técnoau, 6TBip y uii TicHorTi,

Wo6 ninkry Binuys s y cépui caoim.
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Joseph Addison (1672-1719)

9. AN ODE

The spacious firmament on high,

With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,
Their great Original proclaim.

The unwearied sun from day to day
Does his Creator’s power display,

And publishes to every land

The work of an almighty Hand.

Soon as the evening shades prevail,
The moon takes up the wondrous tale,
And nightly, to the listening earth,
Repeats the story of her birth;

Whilst all the stars that round her burn,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,
And spread the truth from pole to pole.

What though in solemn silence all
Move round the dark terrestial ball?
What though nor real voice nor sound
Amid their radiant orbs be found? —
In reason’s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,
Forever singing as they shine,

“The Hand that made us is divine!”
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Ix63ed Enucen

9. 01A

IpocT6pHii HeGo3BiA BHCOKO,
IMoBiTps cuHE NONOTHO,

B sckp4BiM cBiTIi cfiroua ciopyna
BictiTn Beniune [Iépmomxepend.
HeBTOMHe cOHIlE NOBCAKAEHHO
SIBnfe Bnacth cBord TBopud

I Bcim kpainam cnioBilAe:

Ile Bcemoryuas Pyka.

Sx TinbkyM cXOOATH CYTIHKHM BevipHi,

Uyndsy ka3ky Micaup nigHiMa
3eMJTi-CIyX44Li MOBiCTh MOBIJAE,

Sk ATk i Big k6ro BoHA novana.

Toni Bci 36pi, WO Kpyrom nanarwoTs,

I Bci nnanéTH y cBOKS Hepry
IMinTBépaxyroTh 3BiCTKY B CBOiX 060pbéTax
I npasay po3uéesaTe no cBiTi BCbOMY.

Xou Bci BOHM B THILI MOBAXHI#H

LayTe kpyrém Taémuoi semani;

Xoua Hi niiicuuil rénoc, aHi 3BYKH

He u§Thi Mix nnanér acuix, —

Cnyx mMyapuii 4je — B HUX € pAmiCTS,
Y HAX Mendais ceog,

Bonii cifitour cniBaroTs:

Pyka, wo nam xurrta nansd —
Boxécrrenna Pyka.
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10. AN ODE

How are they servants blest, O Lord!
How sure is their defence!

Eternal wisdom is their guide,

Their help Omnipotence.

In foreign realms, and lands remote,
Supported by thy care,

Through burning climes I pass’d unhurt,
And breath’d in tainted air.

Think, O my soul, devoutly think,
How, with affrighted eyes,

Thou saw’st the wide-extended deep
In all its horrors rise.

Confusion dwelt in every face,

And fear in every heart;

When waves on waves, and gulphs on gulphs,
O’ercame the pilot’s art.

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord,
Thy mercy set me free;

Whilst, in the confidence of prayer,
My soul took hold on thee.

For though in dreadful whirls we hung
High on the broken wave,

I knew thou wert not slow to hear,
Nor impotent to save.

The storm was laid, the winds retired,
Obedient to thy will;

The sea that roar’d at thy command,
At thy command was still.
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10. OOA

O Técnoan! Sxi Troi cnyxureni wacansi!
SAxnii Hagiuui 3aXuCT ix!

TBos He3MiHHO BiYHA MYAPICTh — iX MOPAJHHK;
TBos BCECHIBHICTE — NOMiY IM.

B uyxiix kpaiHax i JanéKuX 3EMIISX

Tun aérnax meHi naBaB —

Kpi3b ki1iMaTH rapsidi 1 npox6avs LinHi,
[TosiTps He3gOpOBE A BANXAB.

Hywé mMosi, po3BAXK XBHJIMHH Ti IIMPEHBKO,
SK cTpaX cHAiB B TBOIX 0YAX,

Kon# auBinack TH Ha 6é3mip MOp4

o nmigifimanocs, 6yuiyBasno

I Bcensio cTpéx.

Ha kéxHoMy nuni 30eHTéXeHHs CTOANO
I cTykaB nsik y Beix cepusx,

Kon# ropamu xsani nigifimanucs

1 nepemarasm Tpya NpoBigHKKA.

ITpoté Toai Big BCL6TO MOTO Tops
TBo#, miii Bdxe, MiAnicTs Geperna Mené
Hoxkine y Bipi y MmosiTRY

Mos aywma pepxanacs Te6é.

Xou m# Ha XBWwI po36uTii
Bnupanucs 6ypi, To g 3u4B,
Lo T# He rasses cnyxaTh HAC
I ciiny M4B psaTyBaTH Hac BuAC.

1 69ps npunuuinace, i BiTph 3aTHXIH
Mocnywmni 86 Troli;

I Mépe, sxé Ha Haka3 Tsiit pesino,
Ha TBiii Hak43 cniunino Giil.
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In midst of dangers, fears, and death,
Thy goodness I'll adore;

And praise thee for thy mercies past,
And humbly hope for more.

My life, if thou preserv’st my life,

Thy sacrifice shall be;

And death, if death must be my doom,
Shall join my soul to thee.

11. PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XXIIL

The Lord my pasture shall prepare,
And feed me with a shepherd’s care;
His presence shall my wants supply,
And guard me with a watchful eye:
My noon-day walks he shall attend,
And all my midnight hours defend.

When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant;

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary wandering steps he leads:
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow,
Amid the verdant landscape flow.

Though in the paths of death I tread,
With gloomy horrors overspread,

My steadfast heart shall fear no ilil,

For thou, O Lord, art with me still;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,

And guide me through the dread{ul shade.

Though in a bare and rugged way,
Through devious lonely wilds I stray,
Thy bounty shall my wants beguile:

The barren wilderness shall smile,

With sudden greens and herbage crowin'd,
And streams shall murmur all around.
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Cepen 3arp63 i CTpaxy # cMépTH

A 6yay nobiTH TBOO 106pOTY Hax ycé

! xpaniTimy Te6é 3a MianocTi Teol B MHHYIIM
I ckp6MHO Hazflock AiCTATh X Ginblue we.

Moé KuTTA, AKIIG floro npoadBXKHILL,

S1 6yny xépTByBaTh T06i,

A cMépTb, LA 1611 HEMHHYYA,

Mosé 3'eanae aywy 3 To66i0 y uapcrsi Troim.

11. MAPA®PA3A IICAJIMA XXIII

Tocndéan niaroTye Moe naciHH#A

I 6y ae KUBUTH MEHE NMiKJTYBAHHAM NMACTHPA.

Moro npucyTHicTh nocTayaTiMe Moi NoTpétu

I 3aXHIIATH CBOIM NAJILHHM OKOM;

BiH 6yze B cynpoBoAi MOiX MOMYOHIX MPOTYJISHOK
I 6eperti Moi niBHiYHi rogdHy.

Ko 1 B namduiit 3emi MyXHICTb yTpa4ato
A6o 3amuxarochk Ha ropi, H10 CIPAry BHKIIHKAE,
BiH Be1é Moi cTOMNEHi MaHAPiBKOIO KPOKH

Ho poarouux DONMH i OCBIKHUX JIYK,

He cnokiiini noToku nariaxHo ¥ noeinsHo
CTpyMeHATHL cepel 3enéHOro mei3axy.

Xou 5 cTynaro no Aopixkax CMEPTH
CyMOBATUM CTPAXOM OMOBATHIA,

Moe napiiine cepue e 6yae GoATHCA 314,
bo x Tu, 'écnioau, 3i MHSIO;

Tai#t apyxHill xocTAp nonoMobkKe MeHi

I BecTiiMe MeHe Kpi3b CTpaLUHY NiBTEMPABY.

Xoy s MaHAPYI0 camMOTHIl Ha Jopd3i
Iycriit i Baxkiil kpi3b Henpsami mycThHi,
TBos méapicts po3BaxuThL Moi GaXAHHS:
Cyxa nycTiiusg, yBiHyana panT68oio
3éneHH10 i TpABaMH, BCMiXHEThCH,

I noTOKM A3K0PYATHMYTE KPYroM.
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12. AN HYMN

When all they mercies, O my God,
My rising soul surveys;
Transported with the view, I’'m lost
In wonder, love, and praise.

O how shall words with equal warmth
The gratitude declare,

That glows within my ravish’d heart!
But thou canst read it there.

Thy providence my life sustain’d,
And all my wants redress’d,
When in the silent womb 1 lay,
And hung upon the breast.

To all my weak complaints and cries
Thy mercy lent an ear,

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt
To form themselves in prayer.

Unnumber'd comforts to my soul
Thy tender care bestow’d,

Before my infant heart conceiv’d
From whence these comforts flow’d.

When in the slippery paths of youth
With heedless steps I ran,

Thine arm unseen convey’d me safe,
And led me up to man.

Through hidden dangers, toils, and death,
It gently clear’d my way;

And through the pleasing snares of vice.
More to be fear’d than they.
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12. THMH

O Boxe miit!

Koni Mos OyLIA 3pOCTA€E i BUBYAE
TBoix BCix JlacK LIKany,

3axOnneHHii ix BUOOM s BrianOIfioch
B TBoro m0668 i ufao i xBany.

O 4K cIOBAMH 3 TaKO0 X TEMNOTOK
Mogsky, Boxe, noBinate Tobi,

k4 3 3aXOMIeHHAM Majla B MOEMY céplii!
Ané Tu Méxel B HiM 3HaHTH i1.

Moé xutts 6yn6 B TBoéMy oui,

Tu BUNIpAMNAB MO1 HECTAYI JHIB-HOYEH
Konu nexas g1 8 MoB4a3Hiii yrp66i

I n6TiM novenfiBch 00 MATIpHUX rpyaéil.

Mené Tu, Béxe Miit, BUCITyXyBaB JIackaBO
Y ckaprax i nnaudx

Panime, Hix QyMKii Mol HaBYHTHCE
BucnéBmoBaTHCE B MOJTUTBAX.

Heniveni niarpimku ona oywi moél
TBoim pb6aiinBum nérasgom Sy
Paniw, Hix s, AWTA, 36arHyTH Mir
3BiaKine MiATPAMKHM Ui iLUTA.

Koun# s 6iras HeyB4xHO

ITo ¥OHOCTH CIM3LKAX CTEXKKAX,

Tros pyka, roTésnsun Mené 1o 3pinoi moanHu,
Herinumo Ge3néuno mo HUX MEHé BENA.

Kpisb ckpiTi He6es3néku, Henérki npaui i cMépTh,
Bona 0644Ho nposicHsna Moi cTexeykh

Y nactéx MaHIABO-BaJ/TUBHX

Yuuna 6ostucs 6inbie, HiX BYHIH BOHH.



When worn with sickness, oft hast thou
With health renew’d my face;

And when in sins and sorrows sunk,
Reviv’d my soul with grace.

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss
Has made my cup run o’er,

And in a kind and faithful friend

Has doubled all my store.

Ten thousand precious gifts

My daily thanks employ;

Nor is the least a cheerful heart,
That tastes those gifts with joy.

Through every period of my life,
Thy goodness I'll pursue;

And after death, in distant worlds,
The glorious theme renew.

When nature fails, and day and night
Divide thy works no more,

My ever-grateful heart, O Lord,

Thy mercy shall adore.

Through all eternity, to thee
A joyful song I'll raise;
For, oh! eternity’s too short
To utter all thy praise.
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Konu Henyra 3HeMorna mMené, Tu yacto
310p6B’s MeHi MOBEPTAB;

Kon# x s BraB B rpixa it ckop66T1H,

TH nackoro CBOEIO MeHe BiIHOBJISB.

Tso# pyké wiegpdTHa Ha 3eMHE GnaxéHCTBO

Moto Hamiana yay ax néHaza BepLuoK,
I n66pomy Ta BipHOMY CBOEMY OpyTy
3aBoina Bcé Mo€ MaitHO.

HecAtkn Ticay mOOux napis

B MoiM "cnocHbi” € mwoan1,
HeMéano Tex cepaéus 6aabdpux
Brima uux napiB 4acToTa.

VYcé KUTTH cBOE 5 Gy ay

Tsotd xpanaTn Do6poTy;

ITo cmépTi x y cBiTAX Aanékux
ITponéexysaTk 6y po3MOBY LIBITHY.

Kot npup6aa BeiBeus nige

I néb i Hiv He 6y ayTs aAin TBOIX ALTATS,
Moé¢ Bce Bafune cépue 6yae

TBoMS nackaBicTh Hag ycé MO6HATS.

51, Tocnonu, Tobi kpi3b BiHICTh
Becény nicuio nigiiimy,

Bo, 6x! us BiunicTs 3a KOpbTKa,
o6 cadsom BiACTOBUTS YCIO
Tob6i nanéxuyro xBany.
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Alexander Pope (1688-1744)

13. THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER

Father of all in every age,

In every clime adored,

By saint, by savage, and by sage,
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord!

Thou great First Cause, least understood,
Who all my sense confined

To know but this, that thou art good,
And that myself am blind;

Yet gave me, in this dark estate,
To see the good from ill;
And, binding nature fast in fate,
Left free the human will:

What conscience dictates to be done,
Or warns me not to do,

This, teach me more than hell to shun,
That, more than heaven pursue.

What blessings thy free bounty gives
Let me not cast away;

For God is paid when man receives,
To enjoy is to obey.

Yet not to eath’s contracted span

Thy goodness let me bound,

Or think thee Lord alone of man,
When thousand worlds are round:

Let not this weak, unknowing hand
Presume thy bolts to throw,

And deal damnation round the land
On each I judge thy foe.
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Anexcannep [16Yn

13. BCECBITHA MOJIUTBA

OrTue ycix, y Bcix Bixax!

JTr0668 Tobi B ycix kpasix,

B ceaTuis, B mogaei KopcTOKNX, Mypelis,
B SIrsé, B FOnitepa, 8 Xpucra.

Tu Iépia [Tpuuiina, HaitMéHII 3po3yMina,
o n63Bin nana MeHi 3HATH JIHLI TE,

o T# € ans méne no6pdé noBHOCHIIE,

A fi — HeoOAuHe cTBOpPiHHSA TBOE.

Tu n4B MeHi B ubOMY HesicHOMY néJi
Crary, mo6 nisHaru uo n66pe # o 3neé
I, B’Xyuu Tyro 3 HaTYpor Admo,
CBobigHoto BONEIO NMpoBAAUTH Cebé:

Jlnw T€, mo cyMutiHHs OUKTYE, AUTATH,
Hiuéro tord, mo cédBicTh raHbOUTS;
IIbord yyu 6inblie, Hik NEKI0 MHHATH,
Tor6 yun 6inbLie, Hix B HE60 30pHTb.

Hait pAno sitatu Teoi 6naronari,

TBo16 noBHy n4cku cBiTy 106poTY,

Bo Béry siannara — Moro nap cnpuiiMaTy,
BnoBonenns matu B nok6pi Momy.

ITpoté xail He 6ne Mexi Troim 61aram
B By3LkOMy Binpisky uacy Ha 3emui;
A66 m06 nuw daam nasas Tu ysary,
Kon# kpim mronfiHu € 6é3niu cBiTiB.

Xait ust cnabociva pyka veramyia

He BaxuThcsa mammTu 661TH TBOL
CYAHTH yciX Ha mnaHéTi wiil cyuwmx,

B xoré6 nuw s6auae TBoi x Boporie.
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If I am right, thy grace impart
Still in the right to stay;

If I am wrong, O, teach my heart
To find that better way!

Save me alike from foolish pride
And impious discontent

At aught thy wisdom has denied,
Or aught thy goodness lent.

Teach me to feel another’s woe,
To hide the fault I see;

That mercy I to others show,
That mercy show to me.

Mean though I am, not wholly so,
Since quickened by thy breath;

O, lead me wheresoe’er I go,
Through this day’s life or death!

This day be bread and peace my lot;
All else beneath the sun,

Thou know’st if best bestowed or not,
And let thy will be done.

To thee, whose temple is all space,
Whose altar, earth, sea, skies,
One chorus let all Being raise,

All Nature’s incense rise!

George Washington Doane (1799-1859)

14. EVENING CONTEMPLATION

Softly now the light of day

Fades upon my sight away;

Free from care, from labor free,
Lord, I would commune with Thee.
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SAxuwd B MeHe npaBaa, xa# 3 nacku Teoél
JInnycs He3MiHHMM Yy Uil npaBoOTI;
kb %k ue He TAK, HAaBYH MO€ céple
3naiiTi MeHi Kpally 1opOry B XKHTTI!

Hepx#h MeHe TéxX BiO MINTKO ropauHi

I npiikporo 316ro Mord novyTTs

B 4iMHéEOYOB, 1110 TH NPpOBHAIHHAM BiAKAHYB,
Yu B uOMych, 10 MyapicTe TBoA monana.

Vui MeHe iHIUMX cKOpOOTY cnpuiiMATH,
CKPHMBATH NOMIUIKH, 110 B Owi MOIM,

I T4k cBOIM ONIIDKHIM NMPOILEHHSA NaBATH,
Ax Th yxinsieln npoiéHHs MeHi.

Ak HABITH HU3BLKMI 5, X044 i He 30BCiM,
Ockinbku nonxHyB MeHe TBiii pe3oHép;
IIpoBans mMene, Boxe, Ha KO KHOMY KpOL
Kpisb néuny ManapiBky »HTT# a6o cMépTh!
Hait xni6 Meni HAHI i MAp MoTii A6,

Bee x iHWwe nig coHueM Ha Hawiil 3emi...
Tu 3Ha€eww, yn BCe Ha Hiit B NpABUNLHIN poi,
Xait Bcé migkopseThea B Taotii!

Tobi, xpam skéro o6HAB yBECH KOCMOC,
Ynii iBTap i HEGO, i MOpe i 3eMns, —

Hexaii Bce BYTT S oannm 3aifiMeTnes XopoM,

Xait nana Mpupdau iné B Hebeca!

Mxopmx Bawuarron H6Yn

14. BEYIPHIN PO3OYM

Bxe Thxo-uiHO AéHHe cBiTNO

[ToBéni cx6auTh 3 N6Ns 36pY;

Cro6iauuii Big po66TH, BinbHMI Big Kyp6H#,
A x6uy, Béxe, posmosniTts 3 To60k0.
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Thou, whose all-pervading eye
Naught escapes, without, within!
Pardon each infirmity,

Open fault, and secret sin.

Soon for me the light of day

Shall for ever pass away;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,
Take me, Lord, to dwell with Thee.

Thou who, sinless, yet hast known
All of man’s infirmity!

Then, from Thine eternal throne,
Jesus, look with pitying eye.

Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830-1894)

15. UP-HILL

Does the road wind up-hill all the way?

Yes, to the very end.

Will the day’s journey take the whole day long
From morn to night, my friend.

But is there for a night a resting- place?

A roof for when the slow dark hours begin.
May not the darkness hide it from my face?
You cannot miss that inn.

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?

Those who have gone before.

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?
They will not keep you standing at that door.

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?
Of labour you shall find the sum.

Will there be beds for me and all who seek
Yea, beds for all who come.
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Tu 6xoM 3ipkiM ycé MpOHHKAELL,

Horo ue yuiikne pyx pisuux nopir,
IIpocti cnabosinig ycim, o He3paui,
Bigkp#Ty npoBiHy # npuxosanmii rpix!

Heb64BoM Big MéHe CMOB3€ CBIT/I0 OHWHH,
Y ua3éexau BOHO BiOIJIHBE;

Toni moto ayuly 6e3rpiliHy, IACIUBY
Ipuiimi B cBoe LlapcTBo — xBamirru Te6é.

Th cam 6e3rpix6Buuit i n66pe mizHas Tu

Vcé cnaboBinns moacekoro KuUTTH;

Icyce, auBich 3 TBoro TpoHy npocnaBu

Ha némiunnit méa Teil 3 cBATAM cniB4yTTAM!

Kpucrin Ixopmxkina PocéTi

15. HATOPY

Yu nopéra us Harépy... iné BoHa 6e3 3aTpAMKHU?
Tax, auw 620py 0o KinyA.

Yu us n6aopox yropy 3abepé MeHi BClo aHMHY?
Bio pank6eoi 30pl axc do Houi cnpokeoaa.

Uu MoxiBe € Tam Micue, 1106 MOX 6ys10 BiANOYATH?
€ npumyaok, 8K nounémuvca memHoma.
Yu BoHA fioro He ckpie? 3M0XKy 6KOM npociaiTy?

He nobauumu ne 3moxcews mam 3aincoxcozo deopa.

Yy 6auntuMy Toxi iHIMX ManapiBHUKIB cepen HOUI?
3ycmpinew mam mirx, wo paniw exce niwai.

Yu Mywy 51 cTYKaTH-KNAKATH, K BOUBAATHCS dui?
Hlepxcams mebe nid deepiima ne 6y0yms son.

Yu 66nicuuii, kdnumit 3Ha#iay Tam BUroay?
Tu 3naiioeu. mam nidcymox mpyoy ceozé.
Yu 6ye Tam nikko mis MeHe i Beix nogopoxHix?
Tam koxcnuil, wo npiiioe, dicmawe tio2o.
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William Cullen Bryant (1794-1878)

16. A FOREST HYMN

The groves were God’s first temples. Ere man learned
To hew the shaft, and lay the arhitrave,

And spread the roof above them — ere he framed
The lofty vault, to gather and roll back

The sound of anthems; in the darkling wood,
Amid the cool and silence, he knelt down,

And offered to the Mighiest solemn thanks

And supplication. For his simple heart

Might not resist the sacred influences

Which, from the stilly twighlight of the place,
And from the gray old trunks that high in heaven
Mingled their mossy boughs, and from the sound
Of the invisible breath that swayed at once

All their green tops, stole over him, and bowed
His spirit with the thought of boundless power
And inaccessible majesty. Ah, why

Should we, in the world’s riper years, neglect
God’s ancient sanctuaries, and adore

Only among the crowd, and under roofs

That our frail hands have raised? Let me, at least,
Here, in the shadow of this aged wood,

Offer one hymn — thrice happy, if it find
Acceptance in His ear.

Father, thy hand
Hath reared these venerable columns, thou

Didst weave this verdant roof. Thou didst look down
Upon the naked earth and, forthwith, rose

All these fair ranks of trees. They, in thy sun,
Budded, and shook their green lives in they breeze,
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Bianiam Kanen bpaent

16. TICOBUYU TUMH

lai 6ynu népummu xpamamu Bora. [Tepu Hix 10AMHa HaBYKIACh
Tecatu kondHy i xnacTu apxiTpas

Ta BkpuBaTH ix JaxOM; Nepi Hix cnopyauia
BucouéHHe cknemninus, 111006 cTaraTH i BiocunaTtu

3ByK BpOUMCTOI NiCHi, BOHA CTaBAjIa HABKOJIIIIKH

B TeMHOMY Jici cépen npoxondan i ThLi

I BcemMoryuomy ckiaana BpOYACTY NOAAKY

1 6narauns. Ii 60 npécre cepue

He Morno uHHHTH OMip CBATHM BILIHBaAM,

Ski — 3 THX CYTiHKiB XHUTTH

I 3 cipux cTapux ctéB6ypis, 1o nig HebecamMu
3’¢anyBanu cBOi MOXOBATI [iJIKH, 1 30 3BYKY
HesuaoHoro néauxy, akuii HeraiiHo koMux4s

Yci ixHi 3es1eHi BepX#l — OBOJIOAIBAJIH HEHO i MiAKOPANH
1i myxa aymui npo 6e3méxHy cuny

1 HemoCAXHY BeNMUHICTh., AX, YOMY

Mu MycuMo B 3pifiiux pokax cBiTa HEXTYBATH

HaBHi Boxi ceaTAMIIA | NI0GMTH Han ycé

JInwm Te cépen HATOBMNY i Mig JaXaMH,

o nari kpuxki pyku cnopyaunu? Jo3s6bTe X MeHi,
[Ipunéiimui TyT, B TiHAX cTaporo nicy,
3anponoHyBATH OJMH rHMH — TpPHUi WIacuB 6yay,
Sxwé Moro Byxo npniime iforo.

Orue, TBos pyka
IMignécna ui BikAMu ocBiueni xonduu, Tu
CnniB ueit senéuuit gax. Tu CIIOTJIAHYB
Ha rény 3émmo i Heraiino nignic
Yci ui nepésa. Bonn B TBOIM COHUi PO3BHHYJIHCH,
Konusanu ceoe 3enene nucrs nig néays BiTpelrd
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And shot toward heaven. The century-living crow
Whose birth was in their tops, grew old and died
Among their branches, till, at last, they stood,

As know they stand, massy, and tall, and dark,
Fit shrine for humble worshipper to hold
Cummunion with his Maker. These dim vaults,
These winding aisles, of human pomp or pride
Report not. No fantastic carvings show

The boast of our vain race to change the form

Of thy fair works. But thou art here — thou fill’st
The solitude. Thou art in the soft winds

That run along the summit of these trees

In music; thou art in the cooler breath

That from the inmost darkness of the place
Comes, scarcely felt; the barky trunks, the ground,
The fresh moist ground, are all instinct with thee,
Here is continual worship; — Nature, here,

In the tranquility that thou dost love,

Enjoys thy presence. Noiselessly, around,

From perch to perch, the solitary bird

Passes; and yon clear spring, that, midst in herbs,
Wells softly forth and wandering steeps the roots
Of half the mighty forest, tells no tale

Of all the good it does. Thou hast not left
Thyself without a witness, in these shades,

Of thy perfections. Grandeur, strength, and grace,
Are here to speak of thee. This mighty oak —

By whose immovable stem I stand and seem
Almost annihilated — not a prince,

In all that proud old world beyond the deep,

38



I miguanucs no Heb6a. CtomniTHA BOpOHa,

SIka poagnnack Ha iX BeplINHaX, cTapinacs i 3guxana
Cepen ix rany3is, n16KH BpEILTi 1i AepéBa BACTOSJH,

Sk i Tenep BOHH CTOATh, MAaCHBHI i BUCOKI, i TEMHI,
IMiax6xi Ansg CBATHHI CKPOMHOMY MOJIUTBEHHKOBI

Hns cninkysanHud 3 ceoiM TBopuém. Lli TeMni ckneninus,
i kpyueHi HepH He TOBOPATH MPO MKOACHKY MHUILIHICTD,
Ab6o ropaicts. JKoJHi BUT4/IHBI JEPEBOPATH HE BKA3YIOTh,
o6 xBAcTOLL HALLIMX CYETHUX NEPErOHiB 3IMiHHIIH BUA
TBoix npexpacuux TBopiB. Anie Tu € TyT — Tu HanoBHAEW
Bignmogne micue. Ty € B mariguux BiTpax,

o kOTATBCA MY3HUKOIO MO BEPILNHI LUX OEPEB;

Tu € B npoxondéaxiM nOOUXY,

Axuii npUXoauTh 3 HAHrNMAOLIOI TEMHOTH Micus

Jlense BiguyTHHMI; KOPSAHI CTOBOYPH, IPYHT,

Ceixuii, Bonéruii rpyHT — yce e cnoBHeHe TBOro6 KUTTA.
Tyt 6e3nepépBHe MOKJIOHIHHA; TYT NpUpoJa

B cnokéto, 1o Tu fioro mobui,

Kopuctyerhca TBo€ro npucyTtHicTio. Tuxo no6aunsy

3 THYMHHU Ha TUMHMHY CAMOTHI# nTax

IligHocHTBCA; @ OH TaM YHCTE MKepend cepen TpaB
CTpyMeHNATh THXO i, MAHOPYIOUH, HACHYYE KOPiHHA
ITonoBUHM MOTYTHBOTO JIiCy, i HE Ka3Ky BOHO MOBiga€e
IIpo Bce no6p6, wio Hioro BoHo aae. Tu He NTHLIKB

Cebe 6e3 cBiaka B qux cyTinkax

TBoix gockonanocrteil. Benuuy, cuna i nacka

HassHi TyT — rosopsaTs npo Te6e. Lleit moryTHiil ay6,
IIpu crifikémy cT6BGYpi siKOrO 5 CTOIO

(I 3naéTbes MeHi, wo s Hiwo)... XKO6aHME MarHaT

B usomy ropaomy crapomy cBiTi, 3a Mopem
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E’re wore his crown as loftily as he

Wears the green coronal of leaves with which
Thy hand has graced him. Nestled at his root
Is beauty, such as blooms not in the glare

Of the broad sun. That delicate forest flower,
With scented breath and look so like a smile,
Seems, as it issues from the shapeless mouid,
An emanation of the indwelling Life,

A visible token of the upholding Love,

That are the soul of this great universe.

My heart is awed within me when I think

Of the great miracle that still goes on,

I silence, round me — the perpetual work

Of thy creation, finished, yet renewed

Forever. Written on thy works I read

The lesson of thy own eternity.

Lo! all grow old and die — but see again,

How on the faltering footsteps of decay

Youth presses — ever-gray and beautiful youth
In all its beautiful forms. These lofty trees
Wave not less proudly than their ancestors
Moulder beneath them. Oh, there is not lost
One of earth’s charms: upon her bosom yet,
After the flight of untold centuries,

The freshness of her far beginning lies

And yet shall lie. Life mocks the idle hate

Of his arch-enemy Death — yea, seats himseif
Upon the tyrant’s throne — the sepulchre,

And of the triumphs of his ghastly foe

Makes his own nourishment. For he came forth
From thine own bosom, and shall have no end.
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He HOCHB CBO€1 KODOHHM TaK BEJIMYHO, AK BiH

HoécnTh 3eneHuil THCTAHNE BIHOK, AKHM

Tsos pyka npukpacuna #oro. 3py4yHo BialuTyBanach npH ioro xépeHi
Taka kpaca, fika He pO3KBiTa€ B criny4omy Gumcky
Acuéro coHusd. 3gaéThcs, KoM 1e HDkHe UBITIHHA Jicy

3 3anauwHAM NOAUXOM i BHTJISIOM, MOXOXHM Ha yCMIUIKY,
Bunyckae 3 6e3¢pOpMHOro rpyHTy

Emanauniro XKHTTS, 1o tam nepebyBae,

To ue BuauMuii 3nax yTépmxenns JIIOBOBU

Ta o Bouu, XKUTTS i JIOBOB — BennuHOro BcécBiTy ayuia.
B cepluie Mo€ BCENAETbCA CTPax, KOJIM A AyMalo

ITpo Benuke yyno, sike OOCi NPOAOBXKYETHCA.

B Thwi, kpyrém meHe — GesnepépBHHiA TPya

TBOpeHHs 3aKiHYEHHH, NPOTE NOHOBIIOBaHUH

BiyHo. A uuTaro Ha TBoI TBOpH

Hamricany nekuito npo TBoro BiuHicTs.

Inaub! Bei cTapitoThes i BMHpalOTh — ase # rsHb,

Sk Ha XMTKHX cMiOAX THUTTA

Ménons BUMarae Heraiuux aii,

BiuHo Becéna i npekpacHa M610ab

B ycix cBoix npekpacHux Buaax. Li Beniiuni nepésa
KonuxaroTnes He MeHLLE ropao, Hik ix

Teopui mig Humu. Ox, Hi 0AHOro 3 OYapyBAHB 3eMIIi

He nponano. Ha ii nowi

ITicns nponéTy HenoMiTHUX CTOMITH

JlexxuTh CBiXicTb il Janexoro noyarky,

I e 6yne nexartu. JKUTTS BUCMIBAE nycTy HEHABHCTD
Csor6 3aneknoro Bopora, CmepTH; 6i/iblll TOro, BOHO cigae
Ha TpoH Tupana — moruny,

I 3 TpirdMdis cBOré cTpamHoro sopora

Po6uts Bnacue x#iBnenus. bo BOHO, KHUTTA, BUHLILIO

3 TBoro By1aCHOTrO JIOHa, i oMy He Gyae KiHuA.
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There have been holy men who hid themselves
Deep in the woody wilderness, and gave

Their lives to thought and prayer, till they outlived
The generation born with them, nor seemed
Less aged than the hoary trees and rocks
Around them; — and there have been holy men
Who deemed it were not well to pass life thus.
But let me often to these solitudes

Retire, and in thy presence reassure

My feeble virtue. Here its enemies,

The passions, at they plainer footsteps shrink
And tremble and are still. O God! when thou
Dost scare the world with tempests, set on fire
The heavens with falling thunderbolts, or fill,
With all the waters of the firmament,

The swift dark whirlwind that uproots the woods
And drowns the villages; when, at thy call,
Uprises the great deep and throws himself
Upon the continent, and overwhelms

Its cities — who forgets not, at the sight

Of these tremendous tokens of thy power,

His pride, and lays his strife and follies by?

Oh, from these sterner aspects of thy face
Spare me and mine, nor let us need the wrath
Of the mad, unchained elements to teach

Who rules them. Be it ours to meditate,

In these calm shades, thy milder majesty,

And to the beautiful order of thy works

Learn to conform the order of our lives.
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Byn# cBATI MyXi, IKi CKDHBAJIHCH

I'1A60oKo B MCHCTiH MyCTHHI | IPUCBATHIIH

CBoe XHTTA MHCJIEHHIO i MOJIHTBI, NEPEXUBILH
HapomxeHe 3 HUMH OKOJTIHHA, i TeX He 371aBaJIHCh
MonoamumMu Big crapix AepéB i ckelb

IMo6nu3y HuX; — i OyaH cBATI MyXxi,

Axi BBaXAJH, 1110 HeaoOpe Tak NPOBOAUTH XHUTTS.
AJnle 003BOJIb MEHi 4aCTO XOOUTH 0 THX BiUTFOOHUX MicCllb
I B TBOIH NPUCYTHOCTI 3aNEBHUTH

Moto cnabky nobpouécHicTs. TyT 1l BOpora — MpUCTpacTi
IIpu TBoix ABHIIIMX cnigax BiACTYNaKwTh

I opwxkath, i ctuxatoth. O boxe! Konu Ti

Jlaxaew cBiT 6ypaAMH, 3anantoeil He6o

Y napamu 6iickaBok, abo HanoBHA€ELL

Bcima BOnamu HeGo3BOOY

HIBunkiit TeMHUI BAXOP, IO BUPHUBAE 3 KOPiHHAM JIic
I 3anuBae céna; konu Ha TBiil 3aKaHK

IMigifiMaeTscs Benuke Mope i piHe

Ha koHTHHEHT Ta 3anuBac iforo micta —

XTo He 3abyBac Toai, 6auauu

Hi cTpawuni o3naku TBoel cunm,

IIpo cBoro ropaicTs i He Biaknaaae

Croe Ge3rny3as i cynepéuku?

O, 6epexy MeHe i MOIX BiA UMX CyBOpilKX Bipa3iB TBord muus

Ta BigcyHs Big Mene noTpéby QoCBiAYaTH THIB

Ulanénnx po3kyTux cTUXIi, Wob nizHaTH

XT0 HUMHU ynpaBnfe. Xaii ue 6yae HalWKMM GaxaHHAM
Po3nymyBaty B uMx cnokiiiHux TiHsx TBOO JNAriAHY BETHY
I HaBuAiTHCA NpHCTOCOBYBAaTH NOPANOK HALIOTO XKHTTA

Ho npékpacuoro nopsaxy Teoix TBoOpiB.
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Christopher Pearce Cranch (1813-1892)

17. HYMN OF THE PILGRIMS

"Hear us, almighty Father!

No light but thy great eye above us shines!

Darker and darker gather

The shades of twilight through the moaning pines —
Hear while we pray!

"Hear us, thou great Jehovah!

When, wandering through the tangled wilderness,
Cloud after cloud goes over,

Foresake us not in our loneliness!

Shield us to-night!

"Guard us from every danger,

Thou, who hast ever been our sun and shield,
When trials deeper and stranger

Swept o’er us, as the wind sweeps o’er the field!
O guard us still!

"From the wild foeman’s arrow —
From the dread pestilence that walks unseen—

From sickness and from sorrow,
And more than all, from hearts and lips unclean,
Save us, O God!

”And unto thee, great Spirit,

All that we are and have would we commit;—
Not for thy children’s merit,

But through thy own free grace, so clearly writ,
Keep us, we pray!”
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Kpicrodep Ilipc Kpenu

17. THMH IUJIII'PHUMIB

Bricnyxait Hic, BceMOryTHiit Orye!

Ceitna Hag HAMH HeMaé, nuil 6xo TBo€ BennyHe Cif.

Llop43 Temuilui 36uparoThes TiHi,

KanitoTbes B cyMepKax cOCHH, rpaaé TEMHOTA.
Bucnyxaii HAIIKUX MoiHb!

Bricnyxait Hac, Bennkuit €répo!
Mu 6pdaumo 6ck no MycTHHi,
Heananiit HaM 36BciM nyTi,
I xmapa 3a xMaporo cyHe Had HaMH;
He sanumaii Hac Ha camori!
O, 3axuLuaii Hac cbOrdaHi BHOUI!

Bepexi Hac Bifg BCAKOro cTpaxy i pAcky;

Tu 3aBxaun 6yB cOHUEM MJIA HAC i LIMTOM

Ko nuxi npé6u, gowkynbHi, XxondaHi

Hecnavick noHag HAMH Ak BiTep Mo N CHIKOM.
OxopoHfii Hac, K i paHin,

Bin mitkoro Bdpora i itoro xe crpinm,

Bia nfunoi néuectu-picTpa uymi,

Bin réps, Henyru, xxypon

I nonan ycé — Big cépupb i 6anakanb GpyaHAX.
36epiraii Hac, Boxe!

Tob6i xe, Benakomy IyxoBi, MH 1OBipsieM

Ycé, uum Mu € i wo nocigem,

He panu 3acnyru Troix-To niTéi,

A uépe3 cBaty Tsoro nacky Taiii npuBinéii.
Maii Hac B oniui, 6;araem!
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Josiah Gilbert Holland (1819-1881)

18. HYMN

For Summer’s bloom and Autumn’s blight,
For bending wheat and blasted maize,

For health and sickness, Lord of light,
And Lord of darkness, hear our praise!

We trace to Thee our joys and woes,—
The Thee of causes still the cause,—
We thank Thee that Thy hand bestows;
We bless Thee that Thy love withdraws.

We bring no sorrows to Thy throne;
We come to Thee with no complaint;
In Providence Thy will is done,

And that is sacred to the saint.

19. GOD, GIVE US MEN!

God, give us men! A time like this demands

Strong minds, great hearts, true faith and ready hands;
Men whom the lust of office does not kill:

Men whom the spoils of office cannot buy;

Men who possess opinions and a will;

Men who have honor; men who will not lie;

Men who can stand before a demagogue

And damn his treacherous flatteries without winking!
Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above the fog

In public duty and in private thinking;

For while the rabble, with their thumb-worn creeds,
Their large professions and their little deeds,

Mingle in selfish strife, lo! Freedom weeps,

Wrong rules the land and waiting Justice sleeps.
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Ixoycaiie I'inbept I'anenn

18. THMH

Bnaauko ceitia i TeMHOTH! Biicnyxaii Halle XxBaniHHS
3a pO3KBIT NiTa H OCIHHIO JXOBTH3HY,

3a XBHIACTYIO MUIEHALO | NOWKOIKeEHi MaicH,

3a 300pOB’d i HeOYTY; BACAYXall Hally XBany!

Mu Hawi pagocti i 6oni B6avaemo e TBolit BN,

Bo Tu npu4iH npuyiHa 6e3 novarky i kiHuA.

Mu Basfiuni To6f, kon#i Ham wiock Japyeru,

MH Tex Tebe cnaBuMm, koan TBos MATICTL HaM 1GCH BiAMOBJA.

Mu He npHHOCHUMO cMYTKiB o0 TBOro npecréna,
Ho Téb6e itmem6 Mu Ge3 HapikaHb;

B Teoim IpouainHi criiika TBos BOMS.

I ne ans caTéro cBATHIL 3MICT KHUTTA.

19. BOXE, JAY HAM JTIOJEX

béxe, nail nam moagéit! Ouéit 60 yac Hal BUMarae
Miuunx ymis, Benikux cépiib, BaGHO1 BipH i rOTOBHX pyK;
JIroné#, AKAX XiTh-PHCTPACTb OO0 NMOCANM He BOMBAE,;
Jronéi, aki He npuiiMAIOTD 3a rpoLIi CNOHYK.

JTronéit, B uuix BostoAiHHi i AYMKa, i BOJIS;
Slkam poporéio € yécTh, He GpexHs;

SAxi croaTk cMmino nepen memarérom

I naroTs iorod xe necthsi i 3pamiiBi cloBa.

Jronéit BUCOKHX, 3 cOHLEM Had cob610, 3 KUTTAM Had iMIdI0

¥ npéui rpoMAackkiit i BTIACHHX AYMKAX;

Kon# 60 Hu3# 3i cBOIMH TMXAMH CTATAMH

3MilIaloTh Bendki 3BaHHA 3 MaNAMH OiTAMH

B Gopni camomié6Hiit, Toai, 3uait, CBOBOJIA KBUIATS,

B kpaini npaButsb 316, a CHIPABEJIUBICTD sik cnana Tax CiATS.
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Lydia Howard (Huntley) Sigourney (1791-1865)

20. FAREWELL OF THE SOUL TO THE BODY

COMPANION dear! the hours draws nigh,
The sentence speeds — to die, to die.

So long in mystic union held,

So close with strong embrace compell’d,
How canst thou bear the dread decree,
That strikes thy clasping nerves from me?
— To Him who on this mortal shore,
The same encircling vestment wore,

To Him I look, to Him I bend,

To Him thy shuddering frame commend.
— If I have ever caused thee pain,

The throbbing breast, the burning brain,
With cares and vigils turn’d thee pale,
And scorn’d thee when thy strength did fail,
Forgive! forgive! — thy task doth cease,
Friend! Lover! — let us part in peace.

If thou didst sometimes check my force,
Or, trifling, stay mine upward course,

Or lure from Heaven my wavering trust;
Or bow my drooping wing to dust,

1 blame thee not, the strife is done;

I knew thou wert the weaker one,

The vase of earth, the trembling clod,
Constrain’d to hold the breath of God.
— Well hast thou in my service wrought;
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JInais Tasepn CurdpHi

20. TIPOIMAHHA AY1II 3 TIJIOM

CynyTHHKY KOXaHHil! Bxxe On1H3bKa roaMHa,

ITpucymKeHHA CHIATL — KiHELb XKUTTSA rpaaé.

Tak nésro Mu 6yni B MiCTAYHOMY COXO3i,

Tax 6J1A3bKO MH NIPHMYLLIEHO KUK B 06ifiMax cHnbHUX, —
SIk MOxewl TH 3HeCTH Takuil cTpallHiA# Jekper,

Sxnii TBOO eHéprito Bi MEHe och Gepé?

Mor6 s xny. Tord, sxuii Ha ubOMy 6épesi cMepTéNbHIM
HociB Taky x oaéxy, sk i s HOY;

Ha Hw6ro s yekaro, ﬁomy A MiAKOPSAIOCH,

HAoMmy TBOIO TPEMTIMY, CTPAXOM OMOBHTY,

3emMHY Oirypy nopyuaso.

Axmé s 69ap-konu T0GI cTpaxAAHHA CIPHYHHIIA —
TpemTinns cépus, p63yMy nanaHus,

Typ66Tamu it GeacOHHAM nuué Gnianm pobuna,

3 npe3iipcTBOM CTABHIIACH, KOJIA TBOS CHara ocnabna 6yna,
Ipocti meni, npocti! Kinéus TBOIM 3aBIAHHAM,
Ipuitné posnyka HaM, npowaiiMocs B Mipi,

CynyTHuky Miii.

SAxwé Ti inoai cnuHANO B MEHE Ciy,

Yu nerkoBaxHo niaiom Miit 3ynuuitio,

A66 Moe KpuI6 3HEMOKEHE CXHITAIIO 10 3eMUTI,
Te6é a1 He BuUHYIO, KiHéUD il Hawwil GopoThO.
S 3na10, TH 6ynO KBOAiLLE;

Ax BA3a npéxy i TpeMTHua rpyaka

Twu 3aTicHé, wo6 néaux Béra maTH y cobi;

Tu nésHicTIO Tpyafnock Ha cyx6i Moiil.
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Thy hands my prompted deeds have done;
Thy feet upon mine errands run —

Yes, thou hast mark’d my bidding well.
Faithful and true! farewell, farewell.

— Go to thy rest. A quiet bed.

Meek mother Earth with flowers shall spread,
Where I no more thy sleep may break

With fever’d dream, nor rudely wake

They wearied eye.

Oh, quit thy hold,

For thou art faint, and chill, and cold,
And long thy gasp and groan of pain
Have bound me pitying in thy chain,
Though angels urge me hence to soar,
Where I shall share thine ills no more.

— Yet we shall meet. To soothe thy pain,
Remember, we shall meet again.

Quell with this hope the victor’s sting,
And keep it as a signet-ring.

When the dire worm shall pierce thy breast,
And nought but ashes mark thy rest;
When stars shall fall, and skies grow dark,
And proud suns quench their glow-worm spark,
Keep thou that hope, to light thy gloom,
Till the last trumpet rends the tomb.

— Then shalt thou glorious rise, and fair,
Nor spot nor stain nor wrinkle bear;

And I, with hovering wing elate,

The bursting of thy bonds shall wait,

And breathe the welcome of the sky—
”No more to part, no more to die,

Co-heir of Immortality.”
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Pyku TBOI poOWIH Te, 110 # M Benina,

I HOrH TBOI CIIOBHSUTH JOPYUEHHS Mo .

OT16x TH 166pe TpyauIack Ha cyxk6i Molii.
CynyTHHMKY BipHHi i uApwii, npoidHHs # noasika To61!

Iox, cnounus. TBOE cnokiifHe nixko

[ToxipHa 3eMénbka KBiTaMH 3aCTE/THTD,

I Tam 3a6paTu cnokiit TBii He 3MOxky 1 BKE
BypxnABUMH CHAMH, i 3 BTOMH He 69ny OyaiTu Te6é.

O, BianycTi MeHe, BiANyCTH;
bo TH i B’ante, ¥ xondaHe, it HenmpuBiTHE,
Y samimka TBO4, i 6671 cTpaxiTHi
Bike AOBro i %Aanko aepxanu Mené B obifiMax TBOIX.
Tox 4Hronu k&xyTh MeHi NiAHATHUCA 3BIACH yropy,
He Bxé He 6Yay A 3MMroaHi AUTATH 3 To6010.

ITpoTé mu crpiHemocs 3168, LHo6 6inb TBiit TOGI 0GMErIATS,
Mu cTpiHemMoch 3HOBY, 3aTAM cobi 1é.

Xait us Hanis 3arayiunTs B TG Xané nepeMoxi,

Hepx# ii Ak néBHOro 3HAKY Kinbueé.

Kon# crpaumniiii yeps’ik NpoHAKHe rpyap TBOK
I Tinpku npax 3acBimyuTh cndkiii TBi;

Ko ocsinyThb 36pi i HEGO cTeMHiE

I cOHALUHI MTAHETH 3r4CATh CBIiTIO CBOE,

JXKue# Hagilo U0, OCBIiT/IIONH MOPOK CBiii

ITok# ocT4HHA CYypMA MOTIITY TBOX) PO3iTHE.
Topni Ti BcTAHew B cnasi i kpaci,

be3 nfitok, 6e3 nnsimu, 6e3 3MOpLLIKY;

A 4 y HAcTpoIl UBITHIM CTOATH 6Yay nobnu3y

I ’aATHMY, KON pO3ipBYThCA Y34 TBOI

Ta Tixo Te6é npuBiTato B HEGECHIM pald:

“He 6yne Bxe 6inblue po3nykH Mix HAMH,

He 6yne BMHpAHHS, ciankoéMue XUTTA 6€3 KiHUA™.
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Sidney Lanier (1842-1881)

21. TO BEETHOVEN

In o’er-strict calyx lingering,

Lay music’s bud too long unblown,

Till thou, Beethoven, breathed the spring:
Then bloomed the perfect rose of tone.

O Psalmist of the weak, the strong,
O Troubadour of love and strife,
Co-Litanist of right and wrong,
Sole Hymner of the whole of life,

1 know not how, I care not why,—
Thy music sets my world at ease,
And melts my passion’s mortal cry
In satisfying symphonies.

It soothes my accusations sour

’Gainst thoughts that fray the restless soul:
The stain of death; the pain of power;

The lack of love ‘twixt part and whole;

The yea-nay of Freewill and Fate,
Whereof both cannot be, yet are;
The praise of a poet wins too late
Who starves from earth into a star;

The lies that serve great parties well,
While truths but give their Christ a cross;
The loves that send warm souls to hell,
While cold-blooded neuters take no loss;

Th’ indifferent smile that nature’s grace
On Jesus, Judas, pours alike;

Th’ indifferent frown on nature’s face
When luminous lightnings strangely strike

The sailor praying on his knees

And spare his mate that’s cursing God;
How babes and widows starve and freeze,
Yet Nature will not stir a clod;
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Cnani Jlenip

21. BETTOBEHOBI

B nagmipHo BUMOrnuBiil yameuni KRiTkH
[Tyn’aHOK MY3HKH OOBro JieXxas,

TanBcs, He pO3KBiTAB. Ax TH, beTroBeH,
JuxHyB BeCHOLO, i cIpaBXHA TPOAHAA
3anAmsicTio TOHIB CBOIX 3alBina.

IIcanOMHHUKY KBOIMX i OyKuX!

O, Tpybaaype uytT4 #t boporTi!
TropuTEsIIO MY3UKH AOOPHM i 371HM,
TBOpATENIO rEMHIB ycbOro XKHUTTA!

He 3Ha10 1, ik i YoMY TBOI TOHHM

CrnoBHSIOTH CIIOKOEM, OO3BIIJIAM MiH CBIT

I TonnaTs B cuMeOHil BTIXH-pO3panu

Mo nI0AChKY NPHUCTPACTD, 11 IFOACLKU# KPHK.

Y HEX 5 3HaxOaKYy O céde monérmy

MoiM 3BHHYBAYEHHSIM KHCIOBaJKAM

IIp6TH aymOKk, o B Ayuii TpyTh 3a1iMm:
3annfiMieHHs CMEPTH, CTPaXIAHHA-6inb BIAOH;
HecTaTok m0606BH 00 CrijIbHOTO BCIM;

"Tak-ni” noOpoBiNbHI i A6Ji JapyHOK,
Xou4 ii po3pi3HEHHi, Ta BCE K TaKH €;
XBay1a 415 noéra, JOCATHEHa Mi3Ho,
Xo4 4y€ BiH rémon sk JOBro *KHBE;

BpexniBicTh, WO CIYKUThL BEJTAKUM NIepCOHAM,
B Ttoii uAc ax npaBaBicTh XpHUCTY Aa€ XpécT;
JI00048., wo uute aywi cepaéyuHi o nékna,

B Toii 4ic K HEBTPANBHI HE TPATATH MOHET;

Baiigyxa ycMiluka, o macka npupdau
Tax camo cnnusae Ha FOny it Xpucra;
Haxmypenuit nérnsg iel npup6au,
Koni sicna 6ickaBska A#BOM BOaps

Martpéca, mio Béra 6nara Ha KosiHax,

XKanie x Tord, akuit bora knené;

Sk 3 rénony # 3kiMHa MpyTb BAOBH if ManATa,

A martu IIpupéaa xmapOk He TOPKHE; 53



Why Nature blinds us in each act

Yet makes no law in mercy bend,

No pitfall from our feet retract,

No storm cry out Take shelter, friend;

Why snakes that crawl the earth should ply
Rattels, that who hears my shun,

While serpent lightnings in the sky,

But rattle when the deed is done;

How truth can e’er be good for them
That have not eyes to bear its strength,
And yet how stern our lights condemn
Delays that lend the darkness length;

To know all things, save knowingness;
To grasp, yet loosen, feeling’s rein;

To waste no manhood on success;

To look with pleasure upon pain;

Though teased by small mixt social claims,
To lose no large simplicity,

And midst of clear-seen crimes and shames
To move with manly purity;

To hold, with keen, yet loving eyes,
Art’s realm from Cleverness apart,
To know the Clever good and wise,
Yet haunt the lonesome heights of Art,

I know not how, I care not why,
Thy music brings this broil at ease,
And melts my passion’s mortal cry
In satisfying symphonies.

Yea, it forgives me all my sins,

Fits life to love rhyme to rhyme,
And tunes the task each day begins
By the last trumpet-note of Time.
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YoMy BOHA HAM CITINHATHL KOXHHUH Hall BYHHOK,
A MANOCTH Npas HaM He OACTL A0 YCHyT,

He BiaTArye HaMm i3-nia Hir BOBYMX NACTOK

I 6ypi He kaxe ryKH{Th: CXOBa¥ch, apyr;

Yomy To 3Mii, L0 MOB3YTH NO AOJIMHI,
Tpick6uyTs, 106 TOH, 1O NOUYE, YTIK,

A 61icKkaBKH 3Miil, 110 XKeHETbCA 3-Nia HéGa,
Tpické4e Toai, sik Bxke BIAB i 30TIiB;

Ak MOxe 106poM 6yTH npaBaa JIFOMHI,
lllo 6aunTh He MOXKe, IKA B TpaBaH Millb,
Ané ii 64i 3acyaxy0Th CTpOro
3aTpiMKH, 110 HAMH KOpOTLLIAE Hiy;

Vcé nobGpe 3HaTH 6e3 BMinocTH Aiii;
36arnyTH cBO6inHO 4yTTEBE KEpMO;

He TpATHTH MY>KHOCTH B ycnixax npaui;
JuBATHCH po3paaHo Ha 6O.iB ecTBO;

V pi3HHX Apa3ABHX rPOMAICBKUX BUMOTax
He TpaTHTH MYApOi B HAX NMPOCTOTH;

V 3ycTpivax 37104YHHIB ABHHX, FraHEGHHX
BecT#i cebe M{XKHBO 3 KepMOM YHCTOTH;

HepxAaTu KMiT/IHBUM, Ta TIO6NTYHM 30poM
Ilapiiny MucTéNTBA HE NOPYY 3 3HAHHAM;
3HaHH4 HaOyBATH — piu AO6pa it po3yMHa,
Ané nns MHCTELTBAa — JifNIbHA META
Tynn, ne caMiTHs Horo BHCOTA.

He 31410 1, 1K TBOR MYy3HKa pOOUTE

Heii wyM nepernnéTHuit 0is MEHE JIETKAM

I TOnuTh B cuMOHil BTiXH-po3paan

Mot M0ACLKY NPACTPACTb, il JIFOACHKHI KPHK.

Bon4 Bubauae MeHi Bci MpoBHHH,
Pumye 3 m0668’0 OAEHHE KHUTTH,
I npaui moiil gae 3aBxau NMO4Y4TOK
li Menoaiiina ocTanns cypma.



Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

22. A PSALM OF LIFE

Tell me not, in mornful numbers,
“Life is but an empty dream!”

For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;
"Dust thou art, to dust returnest,”
Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;

But to act, that each to-morrow
Finds us farther than to-day.

In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act,— act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o’erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labour and to wait.
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22. IICAJIOM XHUTTHA

He nortépioii cnis noHypux,

o %uTTA — Ue cOHHUE MYC.
Crutauuii Ayx — mo3Haka cMEpTH;
VY xuTTi % € BALMIA rny3a.

Xite — He céH! KuTTH — repoitcTao!
Tino mpe, a Hé Aywa.

"IIpax ecu — i B npax nopépHemr” —
He npo gyuy ui cmosa.

He neuans i He GnaxéHcTBO
Llinb XUTTA: BOHA BEJIUTh
IpauroBaTH, YHH JABATH,
XBaBo ndécTyn B HUX POGUTH.

Ha xuTT# Bo€HHIM néi,

Ha xwurt4 6iBaKy 6V b

He pabom! Hepxiice repdem,
3arapToByii B 3Mary gyx.

He onnakyit BTpAT MHHYIHX,
IIpo maii6yTHI nHi He MAp,
[Mpamdii Tinbku B OHAX CYYACHHX
I B HUX TinbkH Bipy MAii.

Tpya Benfikux Hac B3IUBAE
Ho Benikux niit yacy,

Ilo6 B mickax BikiB sAHIIABCA
Cnin i3 HAWworo waxy, —

Cnin, uto BABeae, MOXIHBO,
Ha nop6ry taxox Tix,

Illo ocna6nu, 3abayoinu,

I npo6yauTh M{XKHICTH B HHX.

BeTaHs ke cMinuBo oo mpaui,
Binnas4ii Bci ciunm fif,

I yusica Bipy maTu

B kpawui oui 3 3as3situx gii!
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23. HYMN
(For my brother’s ordination)

Christ to the young man said:

"Yet one thing more;

If you wouldst perfect be,

Sell all thou hast and give it

To the poor, and come and follow me!”

Within this temple Christ again, unseen,
Those sacred words hath said,

And his invisible hands to-day have been
Laid on a young man’s head.

And evermore beside him on his way
The unseen Christ shall move,

That he may lean upon his arm and say,
”Dost thou, dear Lord, approve?”

Beside him at the marriage feast shall be,
To make the scene more fair;

Beside him in the dark Gethsemane

Of pain and midnight prayer.

O holy trust! O endless sense of rest!

Like the beloved John

To lay his head upon the Saviour’s breast,
And thus to journey on!

24. THE WAVE

"Whither, thou turbid wave?
Whither, with so much haste,
As if a thief wert thou?”

”I am the Wave of Life,
Stained with my margin’s dust,
From the struggle and the strife
Of the narrow stream I fly

To the Sea’s immensity,

To wash from me the slime

Of the muddy banks of Time.”
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23.TUMH
(Ha uceauyeanra mozo 6pama)

XpHcTtdc xe ckalaB I0oHaKOBi oLE:

" Axmd xouew 6yTH nepdexTHU cob610,
IIpoaaii Bce, 1o Maew, nai 6igHUM ycé;
Toai-to npuxéxas i #an Benig 3a MHOKO!™

¥ wuiit och cBATHHI XpHCTOC HEBHANMMIA
Cka34B HeOOMIHHO CI10BA Ti cBATI
CobordaHi, i pyku fiord HeBnaAMi
Moxnaneni HA Monoaii ronosi.

1 népyy 3 HUM 34BXKOM Ha HIBI TpyaiB
ITAme XpHucToc sk xiTh AilioB4;

1 BiH He 3aryOuTs XpucTOBHUX chiaiB,
Sx B nisx #oro 6yne némiy Xpucra.

ITpu uiM Ha Becinti 6eHkET Oyae KBABHIA,
o6 xpawa 6yna nonis cama;

Ta it 6yne i3 uim B I'eTcemancbkomy cani
Hap niBuiv i 6inb, i MoTATBa Nanka.

Hapnie ceaménna! I'ny3ne 6éamipy cnokdio!
Ak md6uit Xpucty 6y anécton Hoan,
Tak BiH noknaaé cBor rojaoBy CKpOMHyY
Ha rpyau Cnacvrens; BiH 3 HAM mige B cBIiT
TeopnaTs lioro BOI0, iiord 3anosiT!

24. XBHUJIA

"Kyai td npéuw, TyMaHHa xBune?
Kynn Hecéucs cniuiHo Tax,
Henaue 6 3n16aieM 6yna?”

”S Xsinsa KurTi.

3a6pynnena Gépera rpfsisio

Bin 3mary By3bkoro cTpymka
Tikarw no MOps 6e3mip’s,

o6 3miTH 30 céOe HamMyn
Bpyanix 6eperis 3emHéro Yacy!”
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25. CHRISTMAS BELLS

I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet the words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom

Had rolied along the unbroken song

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Till, ringing, singing on its way,

The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime, a chant sublime

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then from each black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound the carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

It was as if an earthquake rent

The heart-stones of a continent,

And made forlown the households born
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And in despair I bowed my head,
There is no peace on earth,” I said,;
”For hate is strong, and mocks the song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”

Then pealed the bells more loud and decp:
"God is not dead; nor doth he sleep!

The Wrong shall fail, the Right prevail,
With peace on earth, good-will to meni”



25. PI3ABAHI A3BOHH

A cnyxap A3BOHY y npasHuk Pi3apa,
I'py AABHIX KOJSOOK TaK 3HAHMX yciMm;
S 4yB MHJIi 3BYKHM LMX PANiCHUX CiB:
Miip Ha 3emui 1K gaM 1o6poi BOmi!

I nymae 1, K N€Hb HACT4B,
Ax-16 3 Z3BIHALL MO CBiTi réH
KoTigcs cnis npo Budneém —
Ipo mup 3emutii i 166py BOMIO.

ITia 3BYkH O3BOHIB i MicéHL
CBiT ckfiHYB Hi4, 3ycTpiHYB néHb,
B HiM rénoc, cniBu ocBixHi
IIpo miip i B610 DOGPY Ha 3eMui.

Tonai x i3 YOpHUX KIATHX MAIL
Ha IliBaHi Hiccs pés rapMar,
TonyB B HiM KON apOMAT

Ipo mip 3emuiil i pagicts Beim.

Byné ue — Haue 3emiueTpyc
Po36118 uepéHi KOHTHHEHTY

! cimi, napémxeniit wis mipy
I 86n1i 3r6am Ha 3emuti.

I B p63naui yond cxmnms.

"Hemae mitpy Ha 3emni”, cka3és 1:
”Ha Hiil HeHABUCTb TOPKECTBYE

I 3 micHi MApYy, BoNi 3r6an
CMiéTbes, rny3ye”.

Ta notim cunbHime i rnAdIe O3BOHIHHA A 4YB:
”"He Bmép, He cniintb BeecsiThiit Lap!

Henpasai 6yae xpax, a lpasai — mobpa adns!
He 3émuto 3ifine miip, B koré muw ndé6pa Béns!”
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Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1882)

26. THE BOHEMIAN HYMN

In many forms we try

To utter God’s infinity,

But the boundless hath no form,
And the Universal Friend

Doth as far transcend

An angel as a worm.

The great Idea baffles wit,
Language fathers under it,

It leaves the learned in the lurch;
Nor art, nor power, nor toil can find
The measure of the eternal Mind,
Nor hymn, nor prayer, nor church,

27. GRACE

How much, preventing God, how much I owe
To the Defences thou hast round me set;
Example, custom, fear, occasion slow,—
These scorned bondmen were my parapet.

I dare not peep over this parapet

To gauge with glance the roaring gulf below,
The depths of sin to which I had descended,
Had not these me against myself defended.

28 LIFE
(excerpts)

Shun passion, fold the hands of thrift,
Sit still and Truth is near;

Suddenly it will uplift

Your eyelids to the sphere:

Wait a little, you shall see

The portratiture of things to be.

*

The rules of men made evident
By Him who built the day,
The columns of the firmament
Not firmer based than they.



Pand Banmo Emepcen

26. BOTEMHHUI TUMH

Mu Hamaraemoch B popMax YHCIEHHHX
BeaméxnocTu BOxkoi BHCIiB 3HANTH,
Ané x B 6e3koHEYHOCTI HOPMH HeMA
Ta #& npusaTens BcécBiTy NepeBUILAE
Slurona T4k %e, fiK i YepBAKA.

Bennyna 1nés 3 nyTTA Hac 36HBaé,
XHuTAeThCH MOBA BijJ CHIH 11,

BoH4 gae BYEHOMY MUCITI CKTagHi.

Hi BMiHH4, Hi B14aa, Hi Npaus BaXka,
Hi riamu, Hi MoNUTBA, Hi LépKBa caMa
He 3xaiinyTs mipina ana Od§xa Bikis.

27. IACKA

BaraTto BiHeH 1 Tobi, Miil Boxke 3anobixHuii,
3a 34xuctu TBoOl KpyréM B MOIM XHTTI:

3a nphksag, 3a 3Buy4ail, Haréa ynpaBJiiHHA, —
Bon# 6y/u 34BXIM NOPYYYAM MOIM.

Ta 4 He NOBHHEH NPH HAX MO3KPATH
IMo6ixxHuM U1 6koM yH#3, fe TIHOiHDb
be36ans rpixéBHa, 110 B Hei g Bnas, —

IM e ninkopiBes cBoGinumil AYX Miit.

28. XKUTT I (ypHBKH)

SIBHi HOpMHU MOAAM J4B
Téit, xTo NéHb i HiY CTBOpHB.
IMig konéum x He603BOAY
BiH Tak6 MokaaB oCHOBY —
He tBepairy Big HOpM LuX.

%*

Haii npiictpacTs HAGIK, pyxaM cknan BHrigHHH,
Cnoxiiino cuan; Oyx-Ilpaeaa xusé npu Tobi.
BonA miaHecé TBOI O4i 3BUTAXKHO

V Biick, no HéGA HAAXHEHHI NYTi.

XBuniHY noxan i B yfBi cBoli

IMoGAuni 306piKeHHs CBiXOCKIAIHI.
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29. HYMN
(sung at the Second Church, at the ordination of rev. Chandler
Robbins)

We love the venerable house

Our fathers built to God;—

In heaven are kept their grateful vows,
Their dust endears the sod.

Here holy thoughts a light have shed
From many a radiant face,

And prayers of humble virtue made
The perfume of the place.

And anxious hearts have pondered here
The mystery of life,

And prayed the eternal Light to clear
Their doubts, and aid their strife.

From humble tenements around
Came up the pensive train,

And in the church a blessing found
That filled their homes again;

For faith and peace and mighty love
That from the Godhead flow,

Showed them the life in Heaven above
Springs from the life below.

They live with God; their homes are dust;
Yet here their children pray,

And in this fleeting lifetime trust

To find the narrow way.

On him who by the altar stands,

On him thy blessing fall,

Speak through his lips thy pure commands,
Thou heart that lovest all.



29. TUMH

(cniisanwu Horo B Hpyriii Lepxsi mia yac BucBAuyBaHHA 0. Yananepa
Pabunca)

Mu n166uMo et aiM cakpanbHU,
Lleii nap nns Béra Bin H6aThkiB,
Hina ix Hébo 36epirae,

Ix npax Ba6umii 3emuni nerkii.

TyT MACTeHHS CBATI CBITATHCD
Ha nfiusax BipHHX BiJl NPHCBAT,
I yyBCs B MOTUTBAX LIHOTJIMBUX
CBATOro MicCLisi apOMAT.

IHimki TYT Ay po3Baxanu
CTexkn TaéMHi y XHUTTI

I cBiTna BiyHoro 6naranu
Po3BisTh cyMHiB X B ayLui
Ta g4t némi4 B 60poThbOi.

I3 n661M3BKMX OCENL CMHUPEHHHX
Croafl CTYnaB KOPTEX CyMHMIA,
3nax6auB TYT Gj1arocoBEéHHA

I HamoBHAB 3HOB AiM CBiil HUM.

bo Bipa, mip, n0608B yyaécHa,
o nanyTs HAM Big BoxecTBa,
Ka3anu imM: %uTTH HeGécHE
CTpyMITB i3 3¢MCBKOTO XKHTTA.

BoHni Bxe TaM; JOMHA IX — NPaxom;
Ta gith ix y uépksi Tyt

I B uimM xuTTi KOpOTKIM MAKOTD
Hapito B3HATH TOUHY DY Th.

Momy ock TYT, nepén npectéoM,
bnarocnosénns Tu naéu,

&
Moré x yctam — TBol 3ak6HH, —
Tu mo6um, Boxe, Bcix mroaéi.
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30. HYMN

There is in all the sons of men
A love that in the spirit dwells,
That panteth after things unseen,
And tidings of the future tells.

And God hath built his alter here

To keep this fire of faith alive,

And sent his priests in holy fear

To speak the truth — for truth to strive,

And hither come the pensive train

Of rich and poor, of young and old,

Of ardent youth untouched by pain,

Of thoughtful maids and manhood bold.

They seek a friend to speak the word
Already trembling on their tongue,

To touch with prophet’s hand the chord
Which God in human hearts hath strung.

To speak the plain reproof of sin
That sounded in the soul before,

And bid you let the angels in

That knock at meek contrition’s door.

31. SELF-RELIANCE

Henceforth, please God, forever I forgo
The yoke of men’s opinions. I will be
Light-hearted as a bird, and live with God.
I find him in the bottom of my heart,

I hear continually his voice therein.

...............................

The little bird remembereth hig
And this wise Seer within me¢n
I never taught it what it teaches me:
I only follow, when I act aright.
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30. TMUMH

B mopacskéMy péni Beix vacis
Kupé n1066B Ha aui gymi.
BoH4 Hag3émHoro 6axac,
3BicTki Maitb6yTHBEOrO ckagae.

I B6r cnopyauB BiBTap HaM,
o6 34nan Bipu nyabcyB4B;
[Mocn4as CBAIEHUKIB CBOIX
o6 icTuHy Hecnn y CBIT.

Croan 3aMHACJIEHO CIIILATh
barau, 6igdk, cTapik, HOHAK,
ITanké roHauTBO G€3 CTpaXKaaHb,
Baoymnnsi aisH, MyxHi# cTaH.

lykarwoTs Apy3is, 106 pexTh
TpemTtide cnéBo Ha ycTax,
TopkuyTHCh BillOI CTPYHA,
SAxy bor B céplli BKOPEHNB;

IMpu3HATHCE NpsiMO OO0 rpixa,
SAxnii panim B aywi 6pHHBYAB,
I finroniB npocHTL BBiliTH

Ta rpix kafiTTaM BiaMecTA.

31. CAMOOIIOPA

BigniHi, cndea béry, HazaBxau BiAMOBIAIOCDH
Bin pabcra nérnaais monéit. Henaue nrax,
51 69yny Ge3Typ6OTHMIA, i 6yay xhTH 3 Bérom.
Moré s 3smaxémky Ha aui coré cépus,

A 4y10 Tam rénoc Moréd Gesnepépao.

.................................

Manénbka cTpisika 3aBxau 3Hac I1iBHiy,
Manénbka nTauka 3Hak cBill mamM’aTae,

I ueit [Tposnaens MYapHi, WO B céplli MOIM,
Hikéu He XAGUTD.

Hik6énu He BYMB 1 TOrG, XTO YYUTh MEHE;

S Tinbku Hacninyw Toxi, konu BipHO ailo.
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John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892)

32. OUR MASTER

Immortal love, forever full,
Forever flowing free,

Forever shared, forever whole,
A never-ebbing sea!

Out outward lips confess the name
All other names above;

Love only knoweth whence it came,
And comphrehendeth love.

Blow, winds of God, awake and blow
The mists of earth away!

Shine out, o Light Divine, and show
How wide and far we stray!

Hush every lip, close every book,

The strife of tongues forbear;

Why forward reach, or backward look,
For love clasps like air?

We may not climb the heavenly steeps
To bring the Lord Christ down:

In vain we search the lowest deeps,
For Him no depths can drown.

Nor holy bread, nor blood of grape,
The linaments restore

Of Him we know in outward shape
And in the flesh no more.

He cometh not a king to reign;
The world’s long hope is dim;
The weary centuries watch in vain
The clouds of heaven for Him.
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Ixan [pinnid Batiep

32. HAIl YYHUTEJIb

JIro668e Biuna! Mope, ndsHe

Texyuunx BinbHO BOA!

TBo4 cniBy4acTh He YacTKOBa,
Mopcbkuii TBiil piBeHs — cTaNHH KOA!

Tob6i Mu cépue BigkpHBaeM
IHupimm, Hixk iHUIAM iMEHAM;

A 3Bigku 1le — M06OB NI 3HAE,
1 po3ymie nuw BoHA.

IIpoknnbTECA BITPH HEGECHI!
Poagiiite i3 3emni imny!

CsiTs it Bkaxu, He6Gécue CaiTno,
Sk cxpi3zb MU 36/THCS 3 LLIAXY!

CTHiLiTh yCTA, 3aKphiiTe KHATY,
Hepxite MOBy Bif ypas;

Yomy i B pé3aymax, i HHHAX
Tw66BH G6MiH Hanok4as?

He H&M 1o ckénb HeGECHUX 3HATHCH,
106 3um3uTh I'dcnona Xpucra;
I'1u6iH HaHHIDKYHX HAM He B3HATH,
Onsa Heéro x rinubUHN HEMA.

Hi xni6 cBaTHH, Hi KpOB 3 BHHa,
He BiIHOBNAIOTHL pAC 17[01‘6;
Horé mu tinbku 06pa3 Maem,
Ta nnoéTi cépen Hac HeMA.

BiH He x0opoub, Akl naHYe,
Hanis cBiTy HesAcHA;

Bixii y BTOMi MapHO cTéXaTh
Jns He6ro xmapHi Hebeca.
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Death comes, life goes; the asking eye
And ear are answerless;

The grave is dumb, the hollow sky

Is sad with silentless.

The letter fails, and systems fall,
And every symbol wanes;

The Spirit over-brooding all
Eternal Love remains.

And not for signs in heaven above
Or earth below they look,

We know with John his smile of love,
With Peter his rebuke.

In joy of peace, or sense

Of sorrov over sin,

He is his own best evidence,
His witness is within.

No fable old, nor mythic lore,

Nor dream of bards and seers,

No dead fact stranded on the shore
Of the oblivious years;—

But warm, sweet, tender, even yet
A present help is He;

And faith has still its Olivet,*
And love its Galilee.

The healing of his seamless dress

Is by our beds of pain;

We touch Him in life’s throng and press,
And we are whole again.

*Olivet — Mount of a small ridge of Jerusalem, in what is now Jordan.
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IMpux6auThL CMEPTH, JKUTTH BTIKAE,
I 6xo it Byxo CBiT NHTAIOTH,

A Bignosiab — nuIlI GIAHK... HEMAeE.
Hima mMornana, BAch riyxa,
3acmyueHa i MOBYa3HA.

3akO6H He ni€, kpax B CHCTéMaX,
I ciiMBON T3 BTpavie BxkeE;
Ta JIyx y p63ayMax BaXéHHHUX
IIpo Biuynyro JIo66B — xkuBé.

I He 3HakiB B HeOécHIM pai,

! ue ua semni myka ix 3ip, —
Horé mo66s n’Moany 3uiem,

Ho Héc 3 [letpém — Yoré JoKip.

Yy B p4nocTi, 44 B MOYYBAHHI
Ckop606TH i xanto 3a rpixn,

Bin — n6ka3 cam cobi Bni3HAHHHI,
Bo cBinkamu — Moré unmn.

He naBHs k43ka, MiT yuéHmii,

He mpis 64paiB i BuaUiB,

He méprauit dakT B nicky GepéxHim
HaBHé 3a6YTIHBHX POKiB;, —

Ané nackisy, MAY, HiXHY
Haé Ham néMiy HAHI Bin,
I Bipa — Bcé e OnuBiT*,
A Tanunés — mo6uil nia.

Moré opéxa JiKYBAJIbHA.
Bon4 y 661X HaM xepmo, —
1f B nyxai Mu noTHKAeM

I uinicHo 3H6B XkHBEMO.

*Onuser — ropa koso €pycanumy, TaM, Je CbOrOaHi ﬂopnauiu.
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Who hates, hates Thee, who loves becomes
Therein to Thee allied;

All sweet accords of hearts and homes

In Thee are multiplied.

Deep strike thy roots, o heavenly Vine,
Within our earthly sod;

Most human and yet most divine,

The flower of man and God!

O Love! O Life! Our faith and sight
Thy presence maketh one;

As through transfigured clouds of white
We trace the noon-day sun.

So, to our mortal eyes subdued,
Flesh-veiled, but not concealed,
We know in Thee the fatherhood
And heart of God revealed.

We faily hear, we dimly see,

In differing phrase we pray;

But, dim or clear, we own in Thee
The Light, the Truth, the Way!

The homage that we render Thee
In still our Father’s own;

Nor jealous claim or rivalry
Divides the Cross and Throne.

To do thy will is more than praise,
As words are less than deeds,
And simple trust can find thy ways
We miss with chart of creeds.
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T6#, B kor6é HeHaBucTb, Toé Tobi 310dOH,

Té#, xTo MHOOHTH 6/MDKHIX, TKOOUTL TBil 3aK6H.
Bci 3narogn Mmni cepaéun i gomiB

CtoxpéThO Muiwi y cépui TBoiMm.

J1036 HeGécHO-BHHOrpAIHA!
Tsoi kopiHHs B rAMGHHI
HepHAHN HAIIOT 3eMHOI;

Tw uBiT Halikpawui Ha 3emni —
JIronnnu it béra B Bucori!

JIro668Be i KnutTi! T HAty

Bipy i 3ip eqHaew yB onné,

Sk xpi3b npo3ipHy xMapHY 3MiHY
Mu céHue 6AYnMO siCHE.

Xou cmépTHuil 3ip Hac migkopse

I B mn6Ti MH, — MH He cJini.

Mu 3H4emo — B To6i GaThkiBCTBO
I cépue Boéra Ha sBi.

Mu cna6o uyem, 3ip Hall ThMSIHHIA,
Pi3nius cnip y MoMTBaX, —

Ta cfix un Tak — B Tobi Mu Maem
Csitino, Tetuny i Ulnax.

[poTé nowéana, 1o if MU

Tob6i 3 gywi Bignaemo,

€ BnacHicTio OTud Ha HEOI,

Hi n630B pésHuii, 3MAar B ainax
He gpinnte Tpéuy Big Xpecra.

TBoO1O BHKOHYBATH BONIO —
Baxnime, Hix Te6é xBaniTh,
CrnioBé 60 néruui, Hix gina.
Tsol wsAx# ans Bipu npocTi,
HesngHi B cxémax Bip BUHTTA.
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Through Him the first fond prayers are said
Our lips of childhood frame,

The last low whispers of our dead

Are burdened with his name.

O Lord and Master of us all!
Whate’er pur name or sign

We own thy sway, we hear thy call,
We test our lives by thine.

Thou judges us; thy purity

Doth all our lusts condemn;

The love that draws us nearer Thee
Is hot with wrath to them.

Our thoughts like open to thy sight;
And, naked to thy glance,

Our secret sins are in the light

Of thy pure countenance.

Thy healing pains, a keen distress
Thy tender light shines in;

Thy sweetness is the bitterness,
Thy grace the pang of sin.

Yet, weak and blinded we be,
Thou dost our service own;

We bring our varying gifts to Thee,
And Thou rejectest none.

To Thee our full humanity,

Its joy and pains, belong;

The wrong of man to man on Thee
Inflicts a deeper wrong.
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B Moré6 imM’ B AMTHHCTBI HALIIM
Mu MOBHMM népiii MOJIUTBU

I3 HixkHuM 6GpHCOM B CITIOBAX;

B romiasi cMEPTH B HALIMX GIIFKHIX
HOo Heéro npdcbba Ha ycTax.

Icyce, Bunitemio ycix Hac!
SIké 6 He natb Tobi iM’d —
MHu Bi3HaeM TBoE BeniHHA,
TBOE KHTTA — MIPHJIO HaM.

Bci Hawi npuctpacti Tu cyauu;

TBo# X CYAMTH YHCTOTA.

Yum Gkua B Hac o608 mo Tebe —
Tum 6inbuI neyé iIX Mep3oTa.

Hymxu y Hac ans Tebe wipi,
I'pixiB *e CKpUTHa YOPDHOTA
Bigkpurta nns Teoiéro dka,
Y 4cHocTi TBord nuu4.

B TBoiM Kap4HHi ikyBANbHIM
TBiit npOMiHb NArigHH# cif;
Y ripkoti TBo# condakictn,
Binb 3a rpix — mo66B TeoA.

Xou i cnini 6ynn 6 M i kO,
Tu HAW BH3HAELI Oina,

To6i mapy npuHOCHUM pi3Hi,

I ix pyk4 Tro# npuiima.

Tobi HanéxuTh NéBHE NOACTBO,
Moré yrixu i 6inb-Tarap;

Voap noaiHu AR JIFOAHH —
HOns Té6e 6inbiunii e yaap.
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No pride of self thy service hath,

No place for me and mine;

Our human strength is weakness, death
Our life, apart from thine.

Apart from Thee all gain is loss,
All labor vainly done;
The solemn shadow of thy Cross
Is better than the sun.

Alone, o Love ineffable!

Thy saving name is given;

To turn aside from Thee is hell,
To walk with Thee is heaven!

How vain, secure in all Thou art,
Our noisy championship!—

The sighing of the contrite heart
Is more than flattering lip.

Not thine the bigot’s partial plea,
Nor thine the zealot’s ban;

Thou well canst spare a love of Thee
Which ends in hate of man.

Our Friend, our Brother, and our Lord,
What may thy service be?—

Nor name, nor form, nor ritual word,
But simply following Thee.

We bring no ghastly holocaust,

We pile no graven stone;

He serves Thee best who loveth most
His brothers and thy own.
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To6i ciyxATH — He MHxa cobdro,
He néct ons Méxe i Bcbord moro;
HacHara Hamia — KBOJICTb HALIA,
A cMEpTh — XHUTTA AK TiHb TBOrO.

Bea Té6e Bca KOpHCTL — yTpaTa,
3ycinns Hawi MApHi Bci;
Bpouncra Tine Xpecta TBo#i6ro
Bix coHus kpaula nanebi.

OnanH, camOTHil... JIlo66Be HeBUMOBHA!
PsaTyHok Ham — cHara TBof;

Binxin Big Tébe — an rpixOBHUH,

Ith 3 To6610 — Hebeca.

Sk MApHa B Hac LIyM#ABa NEPUIICTD,
A B Té6e BNéBHEHICTD CTiliK4;
3iTx4HHSA cépld, IO XKAJIKYE,
CunbHille, HiX WYMKI c10BA.

ITpubiyHnuka yacTKkOBHIl NPABIA —
O3Haka He TBo4.

I He danATHx TH 3n0CTHBHH,

Mo iHmMx rpiMKo BHKJIMHA.

Tu 6epexéiws cBord M0608B,

Ta ruiB moaAHn — 1if 3aK6B.

Ham pastento, Bparte, Xpicre,
Tob6i cyxinns B Hac sAKké?

IM’4? oc66a? puTyaneHicTs?

Hi cé ui Té. JIume nacnigysats Te6¢.

3arnbeni Mi He HAaHOCHM,

Hi imonis He cTABUM MH;
To6i Haiikpaie cayxuTs TO#H,
XTo mé6UTH GADKHIX BCiX —
BpariB cBoix, 6patiB TBoix.
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Thy litanies, sweet offices
Of love and gratitude;
Thy sacramental liturgies,
Thy joy of doing good.

In vain shall waves of incense drift
The vaulted nave around,

In vain the minister turret lift

Its brazen weights of sound.

The heart must ring thy Christmas bells,
Thy inward altars raise;

Its faith and hope thy canticles,

And its obedience praise!

33. EXTRACT FROM “WORSHIP”

O brother man! fold to thy heart thy brother;
Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there;
To worship rightly is to love each other,

Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed a prayer.

Follow with reverent steps the great example

Of Him whose holy work was “doing good;”

So shall the wide earth seem our Father’s temple,
Each loving life a psalm of gratitude.

Then shall all shackles fall; the stormy clangor
Of wild war music o’er the earth shall cease;
Love shall treat out the baleful fire of anger,
And in its ashes plant the tree of peace!

34. EXTRACT OF “HAVERHILL”

Earth shall be nearer to Heaven when all
That severs man from man shall fall,
For, here or there, salvation’s plan
Alone is love of Good and man.
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Troi Moné6Hi, M cyxbu
JIxo668u ii BOAKY 32 Oaph;
Tsol cBAWEHHI AiTYpril

I cépue Bcim 106p6 TBOPATE.

HapémHo 6yae ndgaH BATHCH
ITo HaBiI cknénucTiit HaBKpYT,
JapéMHO 3BYK LIEPKOBHHX TMPOK
TopkaTHMe MacvBHUH CIYX.

Tsiit a3Bin Pi3gBa O3BeHITH MYCHTB
V cépui nxd66ns4im Tailk nap,
MiguaTe nyxésuu#t Taiil BiBTAp,
XBaJATh B MiCHAX LEPKOBHHUX Bipy,
Haniro # noképy — Bepuuns igeasn.

33. BUTAT 13”BOT'OMOJITHH T”

JTronnHo O6paTHa! JIrvobn ceor6 6para, ropun no rpynéi!
Je Méuixae xanicts, TaM MAp boxwuii €.

CBATHE NOKJIOHIHHA — AK GNVDKHIlN AA GfKHBOrO LAPHil cnyra;
Ak ycMix uapuit — rimH, noOpuit YiH — MobOA.
Hacninyit manésHo B3ip-npnknag Tord,

Uit Tpya ceaATHit 6yB nHILé TBOpUHM A06pOM,

o6 Hama mupdka, npocrdpa 3emMns

Byna nns nac Bcix, MoB CBATHHA TBOpLA,

I k6xHe xUTTA OY6 BAAKH ncanMOM.

Toni onagyTs Bei kaliadny, i 6ypaHuit TOH

BOEHHHX 3MaraHs NPUNAHKTD CBil ryn,

o668 nikyBaTHME THIBO3r{GHHH BOrOHBL

I népeso Mupy cagiTu Ha néneni arapuuy ioro.

34. BUTATI 13 "TEBEPI'UJI”

3emnsa 6Yoe Gnibkue no HébGa, sakmd Beé,
o mopngit po3ainse 3aBMpé;

Bo T¢T M TAM, pATYHKY NIAH —

JIuwé nro66B TBOpUA # Mroaéit.
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35. THE CLEAR VISION
(Extract)

Break forth, my lips, in praise, and own
The wiser love severely kind;

Since, richer for its chastening grown,

I see, whereas I once was blind.

The world, o Father! has not wronged
With loss the life by Thee prolonged;
But still, with every added year,

More beautiful thy works appear!

As Thou has made thy world without,
Make Thou more fair my world within;
Shine through its lingering clouds of doubt;
Rebuke its haunting shapes of sin;

Fill, brief or long my granted span

Of life with love to Thee and man;

Strike when Thou wilt the hour of rest,

But let my last days be my best!

36. BY THEIR WORKS

Call him not heretic whose works attest

His faith in goodness by no creed confessed.
Whatever in love’s name is truly done

To free the bound and lift the fallen one

Is done to Christ. Whose in deed and word

Is not against Him, labors for our Lord.

When He, who, sad and weary, longing sore
For love’s sweet service, sought the sister’s door,
One saw the heavenly, one the human guest,
But who shall say which loved the Master best?
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35. ACHA BI3IA

Po3xpaiiTech ycT4 Mol y BUXBAJISHHI

Y npusnaiite Myapiuioo ciibHy mo66B;
SIk s cTaB GaraTumMm B il JOCBiAYAHHS,

A 644y, 110 MAB f ciny4Hit npukoB.

O Otue nam! B xutTi npoadexenim To66ro
CBiT BTpATH-/INXA HE 323HAB;

A x6xHui#l pik TBoéro n6aanmil pykéro

Bce kpami sensic TBoix pyk aina!

Haiu 36BHimHi# cBit — TBiil TBip icHyBAHHS,
Buun# 1e Kpalum cBiT B Mol ayui.
Kpi3b xmapHi cail iiord Baranus

I rane xy6s16 Horo rpixis.

VY nait, miit Otue, Jap B Mo€

(Yacdm sigmipene HTTA)

o668 no Tébe i nroaéit.

CnuHnf, ko1 3axdyewn Ty,

OcTaHHi Bigguxu Mof,

Ta paii, w106 Ti ocTaHHi aHi

Megi HaiikpaAwuMu 6yn.

36. BIAMTOBIOHO OO IX MPALI

He Ha3uBait epéTrHkoM TOrO0, yui Oin4 CBiOATH,
o BipuTk BiH y JOGPOTY Ge3 k6Aa BipOBUEHHS.
VYcé, mo 3pobiB XxToCch B 10060BH iM’F —
Tardp ckunys 3 6paTa, nigxic 6paTa 3 HyKAEHHT —
Vcé Te 3pobnB BiH TakOk a1 XpHCTA.

XTo y c70BAaX i Ainax He € NpOTH HBEOTO, —
Toit npauro ga€ pna I'écnona cBéro.

IIpo T6ro, u1o B cMyTKYy 6YB 4i 6YB yB YTOMI

M wyk4s y cectpi cniBuyTTS i M06OBH —
OnhaH nymaB T4k — HeGECHU# Le ricTs,

A iHui B6a44B B HbOMY I'6CTA TIOACHKOTO;
Ta Mir 64 XTOCh i3 Hac cKa3aTH IpillIHUX,
KoTp#it mo6is Xpucra Haibinbiue?
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37. THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE

To weary hearts, to mourning homes,
God’s meckest Angel gently comes;
No power has he to banish pain,

Or give us back our lost again;

And yet in tenderest love, our dear
And Heavenly Father sends him here.

There’s quite in that Angel’s glance,
There’s rest in his still countenance!
He mockes no grief with idle cheer,

Nor wounds with words the mourner’s ear;

But ills and woes he may not cure
He kindly trains us to endure.

Angel of Patience! sent to calm

Our feverish brows with cooling palm;
To lay the storms of hope and fear,
And reconcile life’s smile and tear;
The throbs of wounded pride to still,
And make our own our Father’s will!

O thou who mournest on thy way,
With longings for the close of day;

He walks with thee, that Angel kind,
And gently whispers, “Be resigned:

Bear up, bear on, the end shall tel!

The dear Lord ordereth all things well!”
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37. SHI'OJI TEPIIIHH A

o créMneHnx ayul, 10 TPAYpHHX XaT
Haiikpéaiworo sinrona bor nocunae;

Lei cinu He Mae, 06 6ink BiAirHATH,
BepHyTh HaM nokiitHuka 3HOBY 0O XAaTH;
Moré nocunae Otéup Hatr Hebécumit

3 106680 00 HAC, 1106 NiNLry HaM OATH.

B TiM AHroJIbChKiM NOrAsai — cnokiii,
CnokiiiHe obsiya nde Ham migndpy;

BiH BArykoM MAapHuM 3 GigiA He riy3ye,

He panutsb cnosamu tord, uio 6anye;

Xovu nxa it ckop6OTH 3UUTATH BiH HE MOXe,
BiH BufTHL Hac Ak cnlkiil AepXaTh HAa CTOPOXKI.

TepniAMOCTH AHroJ1 npUXOIHTHL OO HAC,

Ha 36ymxkeHi 4dna noknactu gqondHi

Cnok6to, 3irsaru Haaii i ctpaxy TpeneT-cTpAc,
3’eAHATH KHUTTHA YCMiX 3 cJIbO3OK0 Ha CKpOHI,
ITomalats cnox6eM oOpa3y ayiui

I Bsro TocnéaHI0 naTh HAWIM cHa3i.

O TH, 10 CyM HOCHII B XKHTTEBIH myTi

I nanxo 6axaeuw, mo6 aéHp BigOpeHis, —

3uail, sHron 3 To66r0, TO AHron — TBIHl Opyr,

Bin HixHo wendye: "Tlokipnupnii 6yab!

Jepxich HEMOXATHO, 3HOCH TEPIIENIMBO XHTTA MOCTYNAT;
Bkinni Tv no6aunin — Bor nid6uii, BciM péuam
TIpn3nauye n66pwmii, BcenpaBeaumii naq!”
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38. THE MYSTIC’S CHRISTMAS

”All hail!” the bells of Christmas rang,
"All hail!” the monks at Christmas sang,
The merry monks who kept with cheer
The gladdest day of all their year.

Be still apart, unmoved thereat,

A pious elder brither sat

Silent, in his accustomed place,

With God’s sweet peace upon his face.

“Why sitt’st thou thus?” his brethren cried.
It is the blessed Christmas-tide;

The Christmas lights are all aglow,

The sacred lilies bud and blow.

”Above our heads the joy-bells ring,
Without the happy children sing,
And all God’s creatures hail the morn
On which the holy Christ was born!

"Rejoice with us; no more rebuke

Our gladness with thy quiet look.”

The gray monk answered: “Keep, 1 pray,
Ever as ye list, the Lord’s birthday.

"Let heathen Yule fires flicker red

Where thronged refectory feats are spread;
With mystery-play and masque and mime
And wait-songs speed the holy time!
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38. PI3[IBO MICTHKA

»XpucTOC poanBea!” — I3BOHH A3BOHHIIH.
»XpucToc poausca!” — Hiccs cnis —
Yenuui i3 panictio BiTanu

Haiikpawuit 3 kpAcHuX B pOUi OHIB.

TaM OcTOpOHB, Oe3 XBHIIFOBAHHS,
Crapimuit cépen HHX MOHAX
CuaiB MOBYa3HO, B 3BUKJIIM Miclii,
3 ciok6em BOxuM yB ouax.

"Yomy cuaniu Tak? — O’HbOro 6paTTH. —
Tax ué Pizge6é Xpucta, CBATKH,

CaiTna pi3aBfHi CKpi3b NanaloTh,

CaaTi 1inéi 0XXUBACTS,

ITyckatoTh BXé CBOI OPYHBKA,
Po3nyxyroThed, pO3UBITAIOTD.

Han vamu O3BOHATHL N3BOHH BTiXH,
Haneopi BAGUTH criiB aiTéi,
BitatoTh paHOK BCi CTBOpIHHS,
XpucTdc npuiiuds Ao Beix monéi.

Paniit xe 3 namu! Xail He TAHUTL

YTixy Hawy cnékiit TBiil”.

Ha 1€ Monax cuBoronoswii:

“Pi3nB6 MoXHa CNTABUTL BCIyXAIOUYHCH B CHIiB.

Xait 6arpom 6aima rpy6a waxa
Pi3gBa B npumiuienni igi

3 micTépii rpéro i 3 Mackoro i MiMmoM,
I cnisom B aHTpakTax cBATOI XBani.
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"The blindest faith may haply save;
The Lord accepts the things we have;
And reverence, howsoe’er it strays,
May find at last the shining ways.

"They needs must grope who cannot see,
The blade before the ear must be;

As ye are feeling I have felt,

And where ye dwell I too have dwelt.

“But now, beyond the things of sense,
Beyond occasions and events,

I know, through God’s exceeding grace,
Release from form and time and place.

I listen, from no mortal tongue,
To hear the song the angels sung;
And wait within myself to know
The Christmas lilies bud and blow,

"The outward symbols disappear
From him whose inward sight is clear;
And small must be the choice of days
To him who fills them all with praise!

“Keep while you need it, brothers mine,
With honest zeal your Christmas sign,
But judge not him who every morn
Feels in his heart the Lord Christ born!”
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Cnactn cebe MOxe 3acninieHa Bipa, —
Tocndéae Hac HiHye-aKi B HAC oM,

1 6taroroBinHs xo4 OH Ak Gnykano,
BriHui 3Ha#TH MOXe ACKPABI LLINAXHA.

Ix Tpé6a wykaTu Tomy, XTO He GAUMTS;
3uaii, nnig nepen 3p6cToM OyBA y UBITY.
¥V BAc mouyBAaHHA, 1O i 4 IX Mato,

YuM BA BeCeINTECH, THM A TEX KHBY.

Tenép ke NOHAR BiAYYBAHHA i pO3yM,
ITonan i nigcTaewy, i BACHiOHUM TPy

A 3n410, Beniikolo nackorw boéra
3BinbHABCH A Bia ¢OpMH i Micus it yacy.

Benyxarocs s (Ta He B MOBY JIFOIMHH),
o6 sEronbCLKY MiCHIO y CépLi MOYYTh,
1 xny, mo6 y3Haru y cébe camoéro

Io B néus PoxnaecTsa ninéi upityrs.

CumMmBOnika 30BHILIHA TAHE

VY 16ro, y k6ro 3ip ayxa scHuii,

A Bi6paTu qHi Mano3BaHi noTpiGHO TOMY,
XTo0 cnéBHIOE IX JHILIE OIS XBAJH.

Hepxith, Moi 6pATTH, K BAM Lie MOTPiGHO,
CrapéHHo i yécHo o3HaKy Pizgsa

Y He ranbre TOrd, XT0 KOXXHOrO POKY

B nywii cBoiii uje PoxaectBé Xpucra!”
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39. THE ETERNAL GOODNESS

O friends! with whom my feet have trod
The quiet aisles of prayer,

Glad witness to your zeal for God

And love of man I bear.

I trace your lines of argument;
Your logic linked and strong

I weigh as one who dreads dissent,
And fears a doubt as wrong.

But still my human hands are weak
To hold your icon creeds:

Against the words ye bid me speak
My heart within me pleads.

Who fathoms the Eternal Thought?
Who talks of scheme and plan?
The Lord is God! He needeth not
The poor advice of man.

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground
Ye tread with boldness shod;

I dare not fix with mete and bound

The love and power of God.

Ye praise his justice; even such
His pitying love I deem:

Ye seek a king; I fain would touch
The robe that hath no seam.

Ye see the curse which overbroods
A word of pain and loss;

I hear our Lord’s beatitudes

And prayer upon the cross.
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39. BIHHA JOBPOTA

O npasTeni, Opy3i, o pa3oM 3i MHOIO
IMpox6auTe B Xpami MONUTBY npoxin!

A 3 pAnicTio cBimdy npo 3anan Baw bory
Y npo Bawmy mo668 0o 6IMKHUX CBOIX.

Crnigkyro s HAnpsAMH BaLLIO1 CrIipKH,

I nériky By B’A3KkY i MilHY

A BAxy sk TOH, 10 KaxXaeTbCA NPipBH

Y 60iTbcA BaraHHAM JaTh 3BAGJEHHS 3.

Ané x Mol pyku noanHu cnabki,

Illo6 BTpAAMaTH BALI TBepAi BipOBYEHHSA:
He 6yay cBapWTHCh 3 MOTKOM BallIMX CIIiB,
Mené 3axUIIA€ MOTO CEPLA BUEHHS,

XT0 Mbxe 36arHyTu cyTs Biunoi Hymku?
XT16 ue roBOpUTH Npo CXEMH # npoekT?
Xpuctéc 60 € Bor. Homy To i 3aiienit
3emHO1 nroaHU Mi3épHHI MTPOCHEKT.

S 66co # MOBY43HO CTYNAr0 NO IPYHTI;
Bu x B3yTi B 3aXBANBCTBO HaeTé.

He cMmito s k14cTH xopaAGHH i KepYHKH
JIro668i i cuni gna ITana HeGéc.

Bi BuxBansete B Him cnpaseiaBicTs;

Hns MéHe % BOHA — cniBYyT/IMBa TIOGOB:

Bu B He6My iykaere Tinbku uaps;

S % pan 6 TOpKHYTHCH XanaTy 6e3 wBA.

Bu 64ynTe naiixy, wo obiitmae

CrnoBa ii MipkyBaHHS nipo BTpaty i 6inb;

A T6cnona Haworo uyio 6naxéncrsa
MOJIATBY npotéHus Moréd Ha xpecri.
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I bow my forehead to the dust,

I veil mine eyes for shame,

And urge, in trembling self-distrust,
A prayer without a claim.

I see the wrong that round me lies,
1 feel the guilt within;

I hear, with groan and travail-cries,
The world confess its sin.

Yet, in the maddening maze of things,
And tossed by storm and flood,

To one fixed trust my spirit clings;

I know that God is good!

Not mine to look where cherubim
And seraphs may not see,

But nothing can be good in Him
Which evil is in me.

The wrong that pains my soul below
I dare not throne above:

I know not of his hate, — I know
His goodness and his love.

I dimly guess from blessings known
Of greater out of sight,

And, with the chastened Psalmist, own
His judgements too are right.

I long for household voices gone,
For vanished smiles I long,

But God hath led my dear ones on,
And He can do no wrong.
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S rénoBy HIA3BLKO CXHIAKO A0 NPAXY,
51 3 cobpomom Gui XOBAIO CBOI

I B caMonia63pi TpemMTayiit MomI6CH
CroHyKoto BéaEHHH B cépui MoiM.

51 64uy HaBkOsIO OGpa3y, Hempasay,
Bcepéauni 6654e THCHE BUHA;

51 4§10, AK CTOTHYUH CBiT NpH3HAETLCA
B cTpaxaaHHi o cBoro rpixa.

IIpoté y npaTniBim pe4éit nabipuHTi,
Xou MHOIO MeTée noTik i rpo3a, —

B aywi moi#t T no noeipsa ao Heéro:
51 3uaro — Bor Biuna ang Beix no6pora.

He nino Moé nueATHCh y cdépy,
Kyn#h ue carde i AHronscbkwit 3ip;
Ta 3Har0, HilWO He € n166pe y Hooro,
lllo cnéBHeHe miixa B MeHi.

Henpéaeay, wo uéro Goniro a admni,
He cmiro cagiTh Ha npecTdn:
Henasuctu B Ho6My He 3HALO,

A 3nhro Moréd mobpoTy i mo66B.

3 6maxEHCTB MEHI 3HAHHX 1 TBMAHO ragaro
IIpo Ginbwii, Hix 3ip Miii cara;

$1 i3 NcanOMHUKOM IPillIHKM BBANAIO,

o cyn Moro — Takox m0668, nobpora.

Hema Bxke a5 MéHe cniB WAPHX, POAVHHHX,
Tyxy 3a ycMmilukamu... ix cMEpTH y34n4...

Ta B6r ix npoBAAKTE; MOIX, CEPLIEO MIAITHX,
I BiH — 10o6poT4, He BUAHHUTD IM 3J14.



I know not what the future hath
Of marvel or surprise,

Assured alone that life and death
His mercy underlies.

And if my heart and flesh are weak
To bear an untried pain,

The bruised reed He will not break,
But strenghten and sustain.

No offering of my own I have,
Nor works my faith to prove;

I can but give the gifts He gave,
And plead his love for love.

And so beside the Silent Sea

I wait the muffled oar;

No harm from Him can come to me
On ocean or on shore.

I know not where his island lift
Their fronted palms in air;

I only know I cannot drift
Beyond his love and care.

O brothers! if my faith is vain,

If hopes like these betray,

Pray for me that my feet may gain
The sure and safer way.

And Thou, o Lord! by whom are seen
Thy creatures as they be,

Forgive me if too close I lean

My human heart on Thee.
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He 31410 #, KA HE3BHYHICTb YH CHOPNIPHA3
Cnnusé Maiti6yTHOCTH pycndm;

51 TinbKH 3HAl10 Ge3 BaraHb: XKHUTTHA i CMEPTH

JlexAaTh B ocHOBi nack Mord.

Kot gyma Mo i Tino 3a cnabki,
o6 6iny HeaOCBigHMI 3HECTH,
Mené Bin He 3namae y 6iai,

A CHNy AacTb NEPEMOTTH.

¥ MéHe BIAcHO1 0pépTH HEMA,

Hi BunHkiB, w06 Bipy cBOIO AOKa3aTh, —
S nATH MOXY JIMIU OapH, WO iX gicTas,

I 8 He6ro 3a n1066B M066Bu 61arars.

Tomy To s npu MOpi THXHX BOO
Cnimky 3arnyuiese secno;

1 3H4r0: Hi Ha MOpi, Hi npu MOpi
He cnagé Big Heoro 316.

He 3n410 1, e octposit Moré niaudears
[epénui nanoHi caoi,

S 3naro mum — B MopcbkOMy apéiidi
Hor6 mo66s i nérasz NIpH MeHi.

O 6parra! Axkwob mos Bipa napémMua
Hagfl Mol BiTpH po3HecyTh,

Monitscs 3a MéHe, 106 KpoKkH Mol

Y3uanu Geanéuny, HaailHiwy nyTe.

A T1h, o Boxe, o Bugaem
TBof cTBOpPiHHA TaKAMH K &,
IIpocTi MeHi, sk 1 cniupéro

Ha TéGe 3a 6ni3bko cépue MoE.
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40. THE WORSHIP OF NATURE

The harp at Nature’s advent strung
Has never ceased to play;

The song the stars of morning sung
Has never died away.

And prayer is made, and praise is given,
By all things near and far;

The ocean looketh up to heaven,

And mirrors every star.

Its waves are kneeling on the strand,
As kneels the human knee,

Their white locks bowing to the sand,
The priesthood of the sea!

They pour their glittering treasurer forth,
Their gifts of pearl they bring,

And all the listening hills of earth

Take up the song they sing.

The green earth sends her incense up
From many a mountain shrine;
From folded leaf and dewy cup

She pours her sacred wine.

The mists above the morning rills
Rise white as wings of prayer;
The altar-currents of the hills
Are sunset’s purple air.

The winds with hymns of praise are loud,
Or low with sobs of pain,—

The thunder-organ of the cloud,

The dropping tears of rain.
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40. KYJIbT IPUPOOHN

Hartarayta dpda 3 npuxéaom IIpupbau
MocTiiino Mendmiro rpae if,

I nicus 3ip6x ii NHOOUX paHKOBHX

XKusé, He 3aBMépna y THILI HiMIH.

Vi cotBopinHs, 6n1u3bKi 1 ganexi,

CBoi nocuIar0Th MONiHHA i XBany;
Mop# # okeaHu nHyTh 3ip cBiff Jo HéEGa
I Biga3epkanoroTh KOXKHY 30pIO.

Ix xBini npuxéasts, Ha 6épe3i KnfuaTs,
Ak knfyaTh KoJsliHa Moaéi;

Csof 1o nicky 6ii nacMa CXHNAOTE —
CBA1IEHCTBY MOPCBKHX CKaTepTEH.

I ckAp6u cBOI PO3MBAIOTL GHCK Y,
HapyHku nepiiHi HecYTh,

A naropku, BcayxaHi B MiCHIO XHBIIOYY,
1i niararators, HecyTh B manuuy.

3enéna 3emnius wne Bropy cBiil n1aga

3 yHCIEHHUX Ha répax GOXECTBEHHHX 4ap,
3 nesKOCTKH MUCTOUKA, 3 POCAHUX TPaBHHOK
BuHOM po3nuBée cBAuéHHMI HEKTAD.

Han panky cTpyMkamu nigH6cuThCa Gina,
MoB kpiina MoniTBH, iMI4;

[CopOiB 3aHaBicku onTapHi GarpiloTs,
JIara conue cnartu, 6arpiroTh Nons.

BiTp# HecyTb rMHHM Ty4Hi i NOXBANbHI

A66 THXOMOBHI 3 pUOAHHAM, Xamki, —

I3 XMAapHU-rpo3n, nig ryk rpéMis HaBANLHHX,
CnagaioTs QOLIEBI CILO3AHH PACHI.
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With drooping head and branches crossed
The twilight forest grieves,

Or speaks with tongues of Pentecost
From all its sunlit leaves.

The blue sky is the temple’s arch,
Its transept earth and air,

The music of its starry march
The chorus of a prayer.

So Nature keeps the reverent frame
With which her years began,
And all her signs and voices shame
The prayerless heart of man.

41. HYMN

O soul, be patient, restrain thy tears,

Have hope, and not despair;

As a tender mother heareth her child

God hears the penitent prayer.

And not forever shall grief be thine;

On the Heavenly Mother’s breast,

Washed clean and white in the waters of joy
Shall his seeking child find rest.

Console thyself with his word of grace,

And cease thy wail of woe,

For his mercy never an equal hath,

And his love no bounds can know.

Lean close unto Him in faith and hope;
How many like thee have found

In Him a shelter and home of peace.

By his mercy compassed round!

There, safe from sin and the sorrow it brings,
They sing their grateful pslams,

And rest, at noon, by the wells of God,

In the shade of his holy palms!
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ITonypusiuu n66 i rinki nepexpécHi,
Cymye, ropide y npucMepkax Jic,
AG6 posMoBsie cBATKOBO i 6yOéHHO
Moré B cBiT/i COHLS MUCTACTHIA HaBIC.

BrnakiTHee HEGO — CAMBOJI ADKH XpaMmy,
Poré xe Tpancént — nosiTps i 3emM.
Menéais Mapury #oro 3ipkoB6ro —
MoniTBa XOpAnbHO-3BYYHA.

I T4k To [Ipupdaa 3 NoAHOK AEPKHUTL
Crnopyay, mo B Hiif po3noyasia KHUTTS,

I Bci 1i uix# i 3BYKM rOBOPATS:

XKuse Ge3copoMHO Ge3boxHa AyIIA.

4]1. THUMH

O nromiHo, 6yab TepnAya, CTphMaii cBol Clibo3H,
Maii naniro, He Biguai.
Bucnyxye x nKO6nsya MATH OUTHHY, —
ITpocTsiruena rpimnuky béxa pyka.
Tsi#i cMyTOK pO3Bie MONAiTBA TBOS.
IIpn cépui HeGécrnoi Hénbku Mapil
Huthna ﬁoré,
O6miBILHCL BOAGKO OUMILLIEHHS CEpL,
Bianaiine 3HoB cndkiit uis ayxa coro.
Briwméii cebe, 6pare, YMoro cn6éBom nackw,
Cnuni ronocinus npo répe cBog,
3Hait, piBHOl ciutH Liil TActi HeMAe,
Ipannni x mo66su Moro He Ha3BéwL.
Binnait ce6e Boéry y Bipi # Hanii;
BaraTo x Takix, sk T, 6paTe, 3HaKLIIA
VY HboMmy nputynok i cnoki# B gy

oro Mumocépas otéuye Beix!
Vi, wo 3BiNbHATKCE Big CMYTKY nporpiwms,
CniBaroTh noafiku ncanmm
I Baénb cioyuB4toTs npu Béxux axepénax
V 1ini Poré xe aepéB-nanbm cBATHX.
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42. THE WISH OF TO-DAY

I ask not now for gold to gild

With mocking shine a weary frame;
The yearning of the mind is stilled,
I ask not now for Fame.

A rose-cloud, dimly seen above,
Melting in heaven’s blue depths away;
Oh, sweet, fond dream of human Love!
For thee I may not pray.

But, bowed in lowliness of mind,
I make my humble wishes known,
I only ask a will resigned,

O Father, to thine own!

To-day, beneath thy chastening eye
I crave alone for peace and rest,
Submissive in thy hand to lie,

And feel that it is best.

A marvel seems the Universe,

A miracle our Life and Death;

A mystery which I cannot pierce,
Around, above, beneath.

In vain I task my aching brain,
In vain the sage’s thought I scan,
I only feel how weak and vain,
How poor and blind, is man.

And now my spirit sighs for home,
And longs for light whereby to see,
And, like a weary child, would come,
O Father, unto Thee!
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YKPATICHILIE
BPATCLK!IIT COIO3
biGiioTexa

42. CbOTOTHIIHE BAXAHHSA “Hapoauoi Boai™

Orye HebécHuii!

He 36n01a HiHi npowy s y Téde

o6 HAM 3010THTH MapyOHHIi Kapkac;
Moré yma Tyra cunéHHa — B cnokdi,
He cndeu npowy s B ue#f yac,

Po3éTtkoBa xmapa sropi cnabkxosigHa
BnuBaeTbes B HEDA 6akATHY riubiHD;

O, mpie npo noaceky J1ro668, condaka Ta minal
MonnTtuce npo Té6e He MOXKY 1, Hi.

JIumé 3 nokJoHiHHAM y CKpOMHOCTI a§xa
Taxi ocb GaxkaAHHA MOS LLIJIe AYILA:

Miit Otue He6écHuit, 1 Tinbku 6narato,
o6 Béns TBos MOErO ByNA.

CobordaHi nia 6koM TBOIM OUHILANTEHUM
Onopn i cnokéro Gaxaro nuiueé,
CmupénHo B pykax TBoix nepeGyBaTu

I IACTAM HanGBHUTH ceple CBOE.

Ham niiBom 3naérnca Beenéuna

I yynom — XKuTTé Hawte # CMéEpPT;
Mictépis, 36BciM MeHi He3barHéHHa —
Hi 19T yHM3y, Hi Ha BHCi — Hiné.

Hapémuo Tpymky 1 no 66110 cBiii po3ym
HapéMHO BHBYAIO OYMKH Myapeus;

S niw BiguyBArO ik MApHa MIOAMHA,

Sk 6inHa BoHA i ciina.

Coor6aHi ayiua Mos TYXUTh 3a 16MOM
I cBiTna 6axae, 3 HUM B CBIT yBiliTH

Ta Haue quTAHA, WO BNANa B yTOMY,
o TéGe, miit Otue, no Tébe niTH.
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43. AT LAST

When on my day of life the night is falling,
And, in the winds from unsunned spaces blown,
I hear far voices out of darkness calling

My feet to paths unknown,

Thou who hast made my home of life so pleasant,
Leave not its tenant when its walls decay;

O Love Divine, o Helper ever present,

Be Thou my strength and stay!

Be near me when all else is from me drifting:

Earth, sky, home’s pictures, days of shade and shine,
And kindly faces to my own uplifting

The love which answers mine.

I have but Thee, my Father! let thy spirit
Be with me to comfort and uphold;

No gate of pearl, no branch of palm I merit,
Nor street of shining gold.

Suffice it if — my good and ill unreckoned,

And both forgiven through thy abounding grace —
I find myself by hands familiar beckoned

Unto my fitting place.

Some humble door among thy many mansions,
Some sheltering shade where sin and striving cease,
And flows forever through heaven’s green expansions
Thy river of thy peace.

There, form the music round about me stealing,
I fain would learn the new and holy song,

And find at last, beneath thy trees of healing,
The life for which I long.
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43. HAPEIWITI

Konn Ha aéHb MOrd XUTTH cnajiae Hiy

I 8 néayBax BiTpiB i3 mpOCTOpPIB XONOAHHX
51 uyro OANBHI ronocH i 3 TEMPABH iX KITHY
o6 s BCTYN#B Ha LULIAX-A0POry HeBiAOMYy,

Ty, wo 3po0#B Miit AiM XUTTA TakAM BaOHIAM,
He 3anuuia# iord openaaps camoro,

Koni cTad cTiH #ioro aBasieThed THHITAM;
JTro66Be Boxka, iBHa B KOIKHOMY uaci,

Byab cinoro Moéro it ndmivdro MeHi.

byab 61136 MeHE, KOJIA MeHé THIUAE BCé:
3emn4 i Hé60, nOMy ckapO, OHi TiHi @t 6Acky,
I Hi>kHO 36pHTL Ha NigHECEHHA MOE

TBosa n066B — KUBOK MOIH JTF0OOBI YACTIH.

A maro nuu Te6é, miii Otue! Xait Tiit ayx

3i MHOIW 6V e, BTiXy moga€ it rocnoay;

Hi 36ip nepén, Hi n6gBUT — 3HAK MOIX 3acnyr,
Hi Bynuus 6nuckyuya — MeHni Haropéaa.

Meni 60 0écuTh, AKILO GRAT i 30J1 MOIX

He Bi3bMe1 B po3paxyHOK B Mipi NopiBHAbHIi,
A Bce npocTA MeH{ kpi3b MOpe nack TBoix,

I 1 no64uy ApykHi pYKH BHKMIOATBHI,

SAxi MaHATHMYTB MEHE 10 MiCUA CYLIHOTO MEHI.

SIxu#ick CKpOMHEHBLKMI BXiZ y MELLIKAHHAX Tsoix,
Sxn#ics npuTynok, ge rpixa it aycins HeMae,

He BiuHO Kpi3b npScTOPH HEGA OCBIXHI

IInuBé notik Teroré cnokdio, TALI, pato.

On TaMm, 3acnyxaHuil y My3HKY Kpyrom,
S 69ny pan ni3HATE cBATYIO MiCHIO palo

3HAUTH HapéwTi cAa, y HbOMY JTik MeHi i XKUTTA,
Sk6ro s Tak ayxe, Tak nanko 6axaro.
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44, THE REVELATION (Excerpt)

I pray for faith, I long to trust;

I listen with my heart, and hear

A Voice without a sound: “Be just,
Be true, be merciful, revere

The Word within thee: God is near!

A light to sky and earth unknown
Pales all their lights: a mightier force,
Than theirs the powers of Nature own,
And, to its goals as at its source,

His Spirit moves the Universe.

Believe and trust. Through stars and suns,
Through life and death, through soul and sense,
His wise, paternal purpose runs;

The darkness of his providence

Is star-lit with benign intents.”

O joy supreme! 1 know the Voice,
Like none beside on earth or sea;
Yea, more, O soul of mine, rejoice,
By all that He requires of me,

I know what God himself must be.

No picture to my aid I call,

I shape no image in my prayer;

I only know in Him is all

Of life, light, beauty, everywhere,
Eternal Goodness here and there!
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44. PEBEJISILIA (ypuBok)

Montdcs # nipo Bipy i nparHy AoBip’s;

S cnyxaro cépueM, i MOB HasABY

S uyro B Him ["6110c Ge3 3BYKy: "Bynb BipHuii
1 6yabp Munocépauuii; Mait WAHY cTiRKY

IOnsa Béxoro Cndsa B cobi: bor € moonnay!

V cBitni, ans véba it 3eMni HeBIAOMIM,

Butig@iMH cTalOTh BCi IXHi CBIT/A: CHAbHILMIA Bif HAX —
Llnx cin xapaktépuux [Ipupdai npuunx —

Haé ceitTy népyx Oyx BiuHHX riHOMH.

Bip i Mait qoip’s. Kpi3b 36pi i cOHUA npomiHH,

Kpisb ayuy i p63ym, nopoOry xurTti i cMEPTHHI JexpéT
BiH GATHKIBCBKY LiNb CBOIO YHHHUTH 3 YMiHHAM,;
XmapHiii ke Moré nposuaiHus HaMéT

OcaitmoroTsb 36pi Moro n66pux MéeT”.

O BTixo HaiiBna! A 3xHaro ue#t I'oénoc,

SAx népyy nHixT6 He cyui # Bof;

Tak To, we 6insbiue; pagiit aywé nocndny

3 yeboro, 1o bor y BUMOry Bcesisic MeHi,

S 3néro0, kuM BiH MycuTb GYTH B CBOEMY €CTBI.

Ha némiy yisu cobi He B3nBAIO,

KapTiin He Mamro B MOIATBI cBOIif;

A tinbku ceigdmui, wo B He6My € Bcé, Bce nepeGyBae —
XutTta-icHyBaH=s i cBiTno, i Bcé yB Kpaci;

BiH no6poTa ycidau B yciit noBHOTI.
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I know He is, and what He is,

Whose one great purpose is the good
Of all. I rest my soul on his

Immortal Love and Fatherhood,

And trust Him, as his children should.

I fear no more. The clouded face

Of Nature smiles; through all her things
Of time and space and sense I trace
The moving of the Spirit’s wings,

And hear the song of hope she sings.

1886

45. THE LIGHT THAT IS FELT

A tender child of summers three,
Seeking her little bed at night,

Paused on the dark stair timidly,

”Oh, mother! Take my hand,” said she,
”And the dark will all be light.”

We older children grope our way
From dark behind to dark before;
And only when our hands we lay,
Dear Lord, in thine, the night is day,
And there is darkness nevermore.

Reach downward to the sunless days
Wherein our guides are blind as we,
And faith is small and hope delays:
Take Thou the hands of prayer we raise,
And let us feel the light of Thee!

1884
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A anaro — BiH €. A 3nar0, W6 # sik Bid co6410 aABnfe.

Y Hp6ro €afiHa Befika MeT4 — yciM JIF0J5M cBiTy 106p0.

Ha Hwéro s ayiy cBord nokiagato,
Ha Biuny mro66B Moro — Bartbka mitéil, BATbka Moré;
Momy nomipsio sx ciH 3a 6aThKiBCTBO Horé.

A 6ctpaxy 6inbuie He Maro. Ha xMapamu BKpATIM
O6Gmiyui Mpupdan yemilka; kpiss péui it —

Kpi3e npécrip i 4ac, i céHC 1 B6ayaro CoBATY
Pyuwiifiny Hachary kpun [Iyxa y wii,

I uyto B Hiil micHro Haafi — IIpupdaun HaaiftHoCTH chiB.

45. OB CBITJIO BIOYYTH

TpuniTHsa 4yyTniBa OHTAHA,

llykaroun nixkeHbka CBOro BHOMI,

Cnunninacs 669310 Ha cxigui B xoai.

”Bi3bMi1 MeHe, MaMo, 3a pYyKy, — CKa3asa BOHA, —
I cBiTNIOM 3aMIiHHThLCS BCS TEMHOTA”.

Mu nitu Bxe 3pdeni ykaeMo LUTAXY

Bin Mépoky 334ay oo MOpoky B mJAnbuiii nyTi,
I Tinbku ko knagemé Hawi pyku B Teol

Hiu, munuit Béxe, crae cBiTiOM OHA

! mesa nepeq HAMH yCil TEMHOTA.

Hox6anmo Mi 10 6e3cOHALIHMX AHIB,

B sknx Hawi rigu cnini, 9k i MA,

B Hac Bipa man4 ii Haais ciiuHfie cBOI TO XOa¥;
BizpMmi Hawi pyku B MosTATBI, G1araeM Te6é,
I na# BinuysaTH B Hac cBiTiio TBOE!
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46. PSALM

I mourn no more my vanished years:
Beneath a tender rain,

An April rain of smiles and tears,
My heart is young again.

The west winds blow, and singing low,
I hear the glad streams run;

The windows of my soul I throw
Wide open to the sun.

No longer forward nor behind

I look in hope or fear;

But, grateful, take the good I find,
The best of now and here.

I plough no more a desert land,

To harvest weed and tare;

The manna dropping from God’s hand
Rebukes my painful care.

I break my pilgrim staff, I lay
Aside the toiling oar;

The angel sought so far away
I welcome at my door.

The airs of spring may never play
Among the ripening corn,

Nor freshness of the flowers of May
Blow through the autumn morn;

Yet woods shall wear their robes of praisc
The south wind softly high,

And sweet, calm days in goiden haze
Melt down the amber sky.
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46. IICAJIOM

A1 6inbLI He OTUTAKYIO MOIX JHT MUHYJIHX:

ITin HiXXHAMH CTpYMaMH BECHN,

KBiTHEBMM NOTOKOM YCMILLIOK i CJII3HHUX KPAmNesb YyIux
B MoéMy cépili 3H6BY FOHOCTH NPHILINB.

3i 3axoay BiTpH BitOTh, THXEHBKO CIiBAIOT,
S uyro Ak paso NOTOKH NIIHBYTH,

A BixHa MO€T ayLui BiIYHHAID

upbko o céHLs, A0 cOHeyka OyIly MO,

A 6inbIm He QUBAKOCA BNEPEND i HE OrNAAAIOCh
B Hapii a66 B nepenfiky AkiMchb;

Ané Gepy 3 BOsfUHiICTIO 6714r0, AKé YBaXarO0
3a wdch HaiirapHime Tenép i B Micui ouiMm.

A 6inpi He Oprd MYCTAHHOI CYL,

o6 #xaTu Ha Hilt pisnopdauuit 6yp’iH;
Tocniéausas MaHHa, 01 MEéHe XKHUBIIIOILA,
3a n6raan Miil 66icHuil MeHI Tokop4.

IManéMHMIEKY TATHLEO CBOKO 1 TaMato

I Binknaparo Becnd B TAXE3HIM TpyAi;

IIpu gBépsax cBOHOro xMTNA 5 BiTArO
Hrojla WYKaHOTO ¥ JaHHi.

MoxniBso, BecHA HiKOH He 6Y e MHUILATHCE
Mix qocTHrarounuMm 361KAM B NTaHAX;
Moxn#iBo, 3i cBiXkicTIO KBITiB TpaBHEBHX
He 6yne BiTATHCHL OociHHA paHkOBa nopa.

IIpoTé nic oaArHeThCS B IMATH XBAJILHOI MOLLIAHH,
3iTxaTHMe HiXHO NiBAEHHOTO BiTpPY BaxNfp,

I aui 3anawsi B 3010TACTIM TYMAHI

Po3uliHATL ociHHbOrO HEGA AHTAP.
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All as God wills, who wisely heeds
To give or to withhold,

And knoweth more of all my needs
Than all my prayers have told!

Enough that blessings undeserved
Have marked my erring track:

That wheresoe’er my feet have swerved,
His chastening turned me back;

That death seems but a covered way
Which opens into light,

Wherein no blinded child can stray
Beyond the Father’s sight;

That care and trial seem at last,
Through Memory’s sunset air,
Like mountain-ranges overpast
In purple distance fair;

That all the jarring notes of life
Seem blending in a psalm,

And all the angles of its strife
Slow rounding into calm;

That more and more a Providence
Of love is understood,

Making the springs of time and sense
Sweet with eternal good.

And so the shadows fall apart,
And so the west winds play;
And all the windows of my heart
I open to the day.

1859
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Vcé, ax 6axac Iocndas; Bin myapo pimae
Ipo Té, Wo RaBATSH i WO BiAMOBIATS.

BiH kpalie noTpébu Mol yci 3Hae,

Hix # Mir cka3aThb iX B CBOTX MOJIMTBAX.

A 3n4m0, Wwo Bci 6e3 3acayr Mol 614ra
3uaviin 3a6nyaHuil Milt HAPAM JKHTTA,

o né 6 Mol kpOkH 3mit HANpsAM He Opann, —
Bin noBepTAB MeHe 3HOB Ha YécHe MyTTH.

51 3Har0, 110 CMEPTH — Li€ JIHLI COCIO MOKPATHIA,
Sxnii HaM [0 cBiTJIa cTe3K BiOKpHUBA,

He »o6aHa He3pAua QUTHHA He MOxe 36nyanTH
I163a 6e3mip’am ganékoro 36py OTus.

A 3nar0, wo knénoTu i npOGH HepEITI AUXHYITH
Kpi3n nam’aty 34xia y micui cBoii,

Moe nacma ripebki, 110 Bxé MPOMHHYIIH

B 6arpésiit Babuiii manuni.

3naéThes, 1110 BCl JepeHYTABI 3BYHYAHHS B XKHTTI
I'apmOHito TBOpATH B ncanmi

I Bcé B %HuTTHOBI#t GOpOoTHOI

Cnunse cBiit Xin, KIH44€ThCA BCE B THIIKHI.

1 6inbue i 6inbwu [poeuainus JTo668H
Cra¢ 3po3yminum pycidm;

Mort#Bam yacy i yM4a qa€ néBHi OCHOBH

I p66uTh iX BiyHHM, COIOOKHM HOGPOM.

I Tk po3snagaroThes CYTiHKH-TIHI,

I Ték BiTpH 34xigHi rpoI0 METNATS.

S BixHa Bci cépus cBOré BiguuHIIO —
S X BiguMHAIO AN OHA.
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Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849)

47. HYMN

At morn — at noon — at twilight dim—
Maria! thou hast heard my hymn!

In joy and woe — in good and ill —
Mother of God, be with me still!
When the hours flew brightly by,

And not a cloud obscured the sky,
My soul, lest it should truant be,

Thy grace did guide to thine and thee;
Now, when storms of Fate o’ercast
Darkly my Present and my Past,

Let my Future radiant shine

With sweet hopes of thee and thine!

UNKNOWN. Originally signed “Beatrice”

48. DEATH

I am a stranger in the land
Where my forefathers trod;
A stranger I unto each heart,
But not unto my God!

I pass along the crowded streets,
Unrecognized my name;

This thought will come amid regrets—
My God is still the same!

I seek with joy my childhood’s home,
But strangers claim the sod;

Not knowing where my kindred roam,
Still present is my God!

They tell me that my friends all sleep
Beneath the valley clod;

Oh, is not faith submissive sweet!

I have no friend save God!
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Enrap Enen Ioy

47. CJIABOCJIOB’A

VpéHui, oniBaHi, y npiicMepkax ThbMAHHX —
Mapie! Tu cnyxana 3aBxau miit rdiMe

Y panocri # ropi, B 1o6pi i HewacTi —

O, 6yob npu MeHi e, 61araro ouam!

Sk xBHni AckpaBO yxké nposeTinu

I HE60 npouicTHIO CKpOHI cBOI,

Ty aywy mMord, 1106 B NiHb He BETiNA,
JlackéBo no Té6e Bena i Troix.

Tenép, xonn 6ypi 3arnbeni TbMApPATEL
Moé cboronéHus i MHHYIMX 3MicT OHiB,
Hexaii maiibyTTa Moe ficicTio cfie

B conéaxiii Haafi na Té6e it Troix!

Hesinoma. [lepBicHo nianucana “biaTpuc”

48. CMEPTH

Sl uyxo03émKa Ha 3emi,

¢ moi npéaxu cTynanmy;

1 uyxo3émka g Beix Ay,
Kpim I'6cnoga Béra B mpocnasi.

Ilo Bynuuax mOOHUX XO0OXY 5

3 IM’AM HEBMi3HAHHHM CBOIM;

Lls nymka i rope, i cMyTOK CTpivde —
Miii Bor noscakyacHuit, 6e3 3Min!

51 3 panicTio aéMy wykaio,
IlenaTiB qguTuHCTBA MOTd;

Ta TaMm Bxe uyxi nocennnuce,

He 3u4io7s, me pinni Mof;

Bor xe Miit TO# ke y kOxHIM uaci.

CoB6pATH, 10 BCi MOI NOAPYTH CILIATL BXE,
Hominu 3emns iM watpo;

O cBite! Yn Bipa cMupéHHa He MiAna?

A npyra e maro xpim Béra moré!



Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809-1894)

49. HYMN OF TRUST

O Love Divine, that stooped to share
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear,
On Thee we cast each earth-born care,
We smile at pain while Thou art near!

Though long the weary way we tread,
And sorrow crown each lingering year,
No path we shun, no darkness dread,

Our hearts still whispering, Thou art near!

When drooping pleasure turns to grief,
And trembling faith is changed to fear,
The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf,
Shall softly tell us, Thou art near!

On Thee we fling our burdening woe,
O Love Divine, forever dear,
Content to suffer while we know,
Living and dying, Thou art near!

50. A SUN-DAY HYMN

Lord of all being! throned afar,
Thy glory flames from sun and star;
Centre and soul of every sphere,
Yet to each loving heart how near!

Sun of our life, thy quickening ray
Sheds on our path the glow of day;
Star of our hope, thy softened light
Cheers the long watches of the night.
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Onusep Bénpen loms

49. THMH JOBIP’A

JIro66Be INocnéaua! Tw, 110 noaiigemn

Hau 6inp HalirocTpilunid, HalTHXKYY CNLO3Y —
To6i Mu TypOOTH CBOI MOCHITAEM,

I 3 ycmixom 6inb nependcum, sk Tu no6nusy.

Xo4 n6Bro Mu Ténuem gopdéry y nori

I k6xHuii pik cMYTKy 11Ie BTOMY CBOIO,

Mu n{Th npoaoBkacM 6e3 Kaxy B TEMHOTI,
cepud Hawi WénuyTh — TH € no6au3y.

Konn BTixa B’fiHe, MiHAETBCA TOpEeM

I Bipy TpeMTiuy 3aMiHIO€ cTpaX,

Tonai wenit BiTpy i TpéneT nucTduka
Ham HixkHO roBOpuTS, 110 TH Gins Hac.

Ha Té6e My HAW BCi CMYTKH CKNageM,
JIro66Be [Nocndaus BoBik gopora;

M pano cTpaxaanns npuiiMaem 60 3HaeM,
Mo T# 6nn3sko HAC y yac cMEPTH H KHTTA.

50. HEOUIbHU Y THMH

O Tsopue Besikoro 6yTTA 3 npecTONOM B JanuHi!

TBo#s xBana nane ckpispb Big cOHLA i 30pi.
Tu uéntp i ayx yeix nmnanér,
Ta Tu 6au3bkiit go Bcix, xTo JHO6HTL Tebé.

Tu c6Hue HAwWOro *uTTS, TBill NpOMiHb N€HBL NpH OHI!

TBo€ HaMm cBiTnO AHA Ha HAWIIH myTi!
O 36pe Hani#t, Troi scki myui
CnoHyky1oTh HArNAOM NOBri BHOYI.
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Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn;
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn;
Our rainbow arch thy mercy’s sign;
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine!

Lord of all life, below, above,

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is love,
Before thy ever-blazing throne

We ask no lustre of our own.

Grant us thy truth to make us free,
And kindling heart that burn for thee,
Till all thy living altars claim

One holy light, one heavenly flame!

51. HYMN

WRITTEN FOR THE GREAT CENTRAL FAIR IN PHILADELPHIA, 1864
(This hymn was to have been sung at the Inaugural Ceremonies June 7, but an
accident to the singers’ platform prevented its use in that form.)

Father, send on earth again

Peace and good-will to men;

Yet, while the weary track of life

Leads thy people through storm and strife,
Help us to walk therein,

Guide us through the perilous path;
Teach us love that tempers wrath;
Let the fountain of mercy flow
Alike for helpless friend and foe,
Children all of Thine.

God of grace, hear our call;

Bless our gifts, Giver of all;

The wounded heal, the captive restore,
And make us a nation evermore
Faithful to Freedom and Thee.
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Hawa nisniu — Troiiloro yemixy BincyTHiil cepnanok;
Haiw nényness — Teiit mianuil, nackaBuit cBiTaHOK;
Hauwa paiinyra — nacku TBoel 3HaMéHHS;

Vcé — xpiM xmépu rpixd — 3 TBoré 6narocinoBeHus!

TBO6pue HéGa i 3eMui — ycb6ro xuBéIro!

Tu npapau ceiTNO, cepAEYHICTE M060BHY;
IIpectdn Tsiit, Boxke, BiaBiuHO cig€,

IT’pen HuM MH He GJACKY s ceGe Gnaraem, —

Hail npaeay cBod HaM, 106 Mi 6ynu BinbHI,
34nan cépub gns Tébe 3 ropiHHAM nocTiHUM,
Hoxku Bci BiBTapi %uBi Brénoc He npoMOBNATE:
Onuoé cBATE CBiTIO — HéGa cnaBOCAOB’A.

51. THMH
HA IHABI'YPALIIL B OUTAOE/b®IL, 7.V1.1864

He6écuuit Otue! Ja#, nowi Ha 3éMio 3HOBY
Tsi# mip i 1o6py BOMIO Ham.
Kon# x xuTT Baxka nopéra
Bené kpi3b 3MAr i ryparan —
ITh xpi3b HAX gail nOMiY Ham.

Benn Hac kpisb koB3ky nopéry,
Yui mo668u, wo ranbmye ruis;
Xait MiAnicTs HawWa i fonoMora
IInueé nns gpysis i soporis,
Bo Bci mu miT € Taof.

O Béxe manoctu, 103séab Te6é Gnaratn —
Bnarocnosi Ham Hawi xwicTH, JaphTenio BCboro:
[opanenux 3uinjru, 6panuis BianyckaTy;
Bnaniiko, nail, o6 mu 3aexai 6ysann Taxi,

o BipuicTs nnekarors Cro664i it Tobi!
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52. HYMN

READ AT THE DEDICATION OF THE OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES HOSPITAL
AT HUDSON, WISCONSIN, JUNE 7, 1887

Angel of love, for every grief

Its soothing balm thy mercy brings,

For every pang its healing leaf,

For homeless want, thine outspread wings.

Enough for thee the pleading eye,
The knitted brow of silent pain;
The portals open to a sigh
Without the clank of bolt or chain.

Who is our brother? He that lies

Left at the wayside, bruised and sore;
His need our open hand supplies,
His welcome waits him at our door.

Not ours to ask in freezing tones

His race, his calling, or his creed;

Each heart the tie of kinship owns,
When those are human veins that bleed.

Here stand the champions to defend
From every wound that flesh can feel;
Here science, patience, skill, shall blend
To save, to calm, to help, to heal.

Father of Mercies! Weak and frail,
Thy guiding hand thy children ask;
Let not the Great Physician fail
To aid us in our holy task.

Source of all truth, and love, and light,
That warm and cheer our earthly days,
Be ours to serve Thy will aright,

Be Thine the glory and the praise!
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52. TAMH
T YAC IPUCBSATH JIKAPHI IM. ABTOPA, 7.V1.1887

Slurone mo66su! TBoE Munocépas
IpuH6CUTH HiMIOLME Gank3am

Ha k6kHe TepniHHS, Ha CMYTOK BECEJIKY,
Oxpuwitoe 610 6e3016MHUM pabam.

To6i BucTavae gy 6xo 61aransHe,
Hacynnena 3 6610 6e3méBHa GpoBa;
BiakpiTuil moptan moackkOMy 3iTXaHHIO
Be3 Op#sky 6onta ab6d naHuora.

Xto 6par Haw? Lle TO#, w0 NpH LUIAXY CTPAKIAE
3aniiueHuii, XBOpHi, 3 cHHLEeM Gigonax:

Pyxa Haia némiy flomy npoctsrae,

HMoré xne piTanus NIpH HALLIKX OBEPAX.

He H&M iforo TOHOM XONOOHHUM NHUTATH
Ipo pin #oro, Bipy a66 3anaATTA:

V kéxHOMY cépuii cTpyM pOay BINATHH,
Ko cepue kpOB'io MH0ACHKOIO CIUTHBA.

CTofiTh TYT YeMNiOHH, 11106 34XUCT AaBATH
Hns k6xHOI paHu, LIO TiNO XBaT4 —
Hayky, TepnnsdicTsb, 3HaHHA CHOJYYATH,
ILlo6 BTiXy, pATYHOK i NOMi4 OaBATD.

Otue nack4suii! Mu, nitu Teol cnaGocini,
Bnaraemo uiipo, 6yap HaM y kepmi!

IMon4ii, 1106 Beniuuuit Hawu Jlikap MaB ciny
HaBaTH Ham n6MiY B 3aBOAHHI CBATIM!

Tu Ipasna mkepénnua, mo668 Tu i ceiTio,
o rpie # 6anpdpuTh 3eMHi Hawi aHi;

Bynb 3 Hamu, wob Béni Trolil cyXHTh BipHO,
Xaii 6yne i cnapa it xpaninua To6i!
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Phoebe Cary (1824-1871)

53. NEARER HOME

One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me o’er and o’er:

I am nearer my home to-day
Than I ever have been before;

Nearer my Father’s house,
Where the many mansions be;
Nearer the great white throne,
Nearer the crystal sea;

Nearer the bound of life,

Where we lay our burden down;
Nearer leaving the cross;

Nearer gaining the crown:

But lying darkly between,
Winding down through the night,
Is the silent, unknown stream,
That leads at last to the light.

Closer and closer my steps
Come to the dark abysm;
Closer Death to my lips
Presses the awful chrism.,

Oh, if my mortal feet

Have almost gained the brink;
If it be I am nearer home
Even to-day than I think!

Father, perfect my trust;

Let my spirit feel in death,
That her feet are firmly set
On the rock of a living faith!
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®i6i Képi

53. BJINXYE 10 IOMY

3u6B i 3HOB NOBAKHA AYMKa
MeHé 3 nackasicTio BiTA:
CroréaHi 6mikue 1 0o odmy,
Hix 6yab-konu paHi 6yna.

Ho némy baTteka Moro Gninkue,
Baratux nanauie Mord,

Ho Tp6Hy 6inoro B mUILIHOTI,
Moré KpUCTANBHHMX YHCTHX BOJIL.

A 6mikye 00 KHUTTA rpaHALi,

He kiigaeM 3eMBi TATAp,
JInwaemo cBiif xpécT cTpaXaaHHA
I 3n06yBaeM HEGA nasp.

Ané taéMHO y npoMixky
BepTiThea-B’ETheA yCIO Hiy
MoByYa3Ha Teuisi He3HAHA, —
BoHa il Bené no ficHux cBiu.

Bce Ginbure # Ginbiue A 36aMKAI0
Ho kpato rnuby ceiit MappyT,

I cMépTh 611M3bKA cTpax HaBiBa€
IToma3anHAM Ha BiYHY NYTh.

A MOk Mol fo3éMHi cTONH
Caruynu maitke Bxe KiHUA...
SAxwoé ue Tax, To g BXe HUHI

Ho noMy Giikye, HiX B AyMKAaX.
Otue! VmockoHAns Moé noBips!
Xait nyx Mili 8 CMEpTi BiouyBa,
1o nHa xwuBOI BipH ckéni

CrofTs #oré TBepaa Hora.
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William Ellery Channing (1817-1901)

54. AFTER-LIFE

They tell me the grave is cold,

The bed underneath all the living day;

They speak of the worms that crawl in the mould,
And the rats that in the coffin play;

Up above the daisies spring,

Eyeing the wrens that over them sing:

I shall hear them not in my house of clay.

It is not so; I shall live in the veins

Of the life which painted the daisies’ dim eye,
I shall kiss their lips when I fall in rains,

With the wrens and bees shall over them fly,—
In the trill of the sweet birds float

The music of every note,

A-lifting times veil, — is that called to die?

55. CHRISTIAN SONG OF THE MIDDLE AGES

Like waving vine the hard stone bends
Into cathedrals soft and free,

An agel every coping tends,

The fretwork blesses sacredly.

The virgin with the Holy Child,

Shines o’er the altar’s golden cross,

A lovely mother pure and mild,
Whose heaven mourns no virtue’s loss.

The swelling anthem dies away

In mournful music sweet and slow,

To celebrate that sacred day

On which Christ’s blood drank up our woe.
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Bianism Enepi UéHinr

54. IO3AT'POBOBE XXHUTTA

ToB6pATHL MeH(, 110 MOrAna XxondaHa,

o NéHb XHUTTHOBHI — Lie TPOMICT y 3eMui:
ToBopaTh npo Xxpdé6H, 110 NOB3aIOTHL B MPAaXy,
Ta # wie, 110 LypPH TaM TaHUIOIOTh B TPYHI;

A BiiLLIe, Bropi, MpopocTaioTh MapyHH,

Cris 640K BONOBUX HaX HAMH Bi6GpYe,

I 1 1X He YYTHMY TaM y 3eMJi.

Ané x ue He Tak. S xuTb 6yay y BEHax
XutTh, WO BKpacwm cnabkiit 3ip MapyH,
¥YcTé uinyBATHMY iXHi HaA3eMHO,

Konn ynany y kpanniHax mouy.

3 BondéBuMH Gykamuy, 3 6mxOIamMu 6yay
Buc6kxo Hag HAMH NiTATS,

Y Tpénsax ntauidk 61aro3ByuyHUX Ta TKHO6HX
HecTtics Oyae My3uku Bea Gnarogars,
Byasns, wo 3HiMAe yacoBicTh 6YTTH, —

Un MOXKHa Ha3BATH e CMEPTIO XKHTTAH?

55. XPUCTUAHCBKA NICHA CEPEJHBOBIYYA

Moni6Ho sk B’éThCA 1034 BUHOTPANHA,
BrutitaeTbest kaMiHb TBEp AU

B co66pu koBki cBOEBIAHO;

ITiknyeThes AHrO KOXHICIHBKHM YHHOM,
Pi3b64 npukpaiuae i 6;1arocoBATS.

Boropéauus Hisa 3 nutatkom Icycom
Cifie nag 3m6TUM xpecTdM BiBTap4,
HocTéiiHocTH MaTh, npeuncTa i THXa, —
1i Henop6unicTs — xBana Hebecam.

B xani6uiit mendaii, manii, nosinbHii
Yynésuii uepk6BHUl XOpAn 3aBMHpA,

o6 cnasuTu néHD et BeTAUHM, CBALEHHHI,
Kon# Xpucra kpés Ham cnacéHHs gana.
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56. THE STARS

Silent companions of the blinded earth,

Day’s recollection, enemies of time,—

How like an angel troop with folded hopes

Ye stand, each separate in the azure.

Hear! ‘T is the rushing of the midnigth wind,
Falling with his resistless scimitar

Upon the mournful memories of the wood:
Whirling before it to the South they flee,

In sad confusion, to the sheltering South.

The yellow grass moans in the chilling air,
Each living thing runs to its in-door home;

But ye, clear stars, look with untrembling eyes
On the fierce blast, far in your upper sphere.
Where the wild battle rages, and the streams
Run crimson to the sea, and frightened death
Falls shuddering at the slaughter, pressing hard
His icy palms upon his saddened eyes,

Your soft and dewy light floats gently o’r
Sweet as a mother’s thoughts by sleeping babe.

In your deep light I look and see the abode

Of greater spirits than our life sends forth

To wander in the paths of the green earth.

I see a wisdom which this noisy day,

That jars our phantom forms with rude uproar,
Shall never emulate. Unsleeping Stars!

Who can distrust the love that reigns the world,

Or think, though unheard, that your sphere is dumb.
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56. 30P1

Thxi conyTHHKH cnindi 3emmni,

Cnéranu néHHi, TPOTHBHUKH YaCy, -

Sk oue B#, MOB AHroiB 36ip

3 HagisMH TAMH, 11O 3BYThCA CKJIAOHIMH,
KoxHa OKpéMO CTOITh Y 61aKATi.

Cnyxaiite! Bitep i3 [IiBHOUi MuiiTh, Hanupae,
Moré uesmonanna mabmoka KpHB

Ha TpaypHi cnéraau jicy cnagae:

BupyroTs BOHN nepea HAM i Ha [liBaeHb TikaoTb,
XKanieTbcs x6BTa TpaBa y xondaHiM noeiTpi,
VYcé, mo xkuBé, B CBOKO XaTKy 6iXHATD.

A BH, fcHi 30pi, F'eH TaMm, B Bailliit cépi,
Bausnasietech B BiTpy OypXxniBuit nopus.
Tynn, ne 6i#f guxuit moTYe | KpOBH NOTOKH
o mM6ps 6ixaTh Ta 3/14KaHa CMEPTh

I3 TpéneToM B KpOBONPOJIATTI iné

I ThcHe #tord x KpHXKaHUMH PYKAMH
3acmyueni Oui Hord, —

Ilnusé Baie cBiTI0 BUCOKO, B BEpLUIHHI,
Condako i cBiXo0, Ak MATEPHI AYMH

IIpu cnafuiit AUTHHI.

Y BALIOMY CBIiTJIi BHCOKO, Y BALLIM XHTI,

A 644y BeAYHILIKX OYXiB, HiXK MK MOXeEM JaTh
s Manapie no HAwwii 3enéniit semi.

51 64uy B HiM MYApicTh, AKY OéHb Leil 3TKOUNH,
o wymMom pi3kiM Tpscé Hai paHTOM
Hik6nu B 3marauHi He nige Bnepén.
Henpémnii 36pi!

Un MOXK cCyMHIBATHCH B J11060B, 10 icHYE?
Takyro m0606B, 110 cBiTOM Kepye?

AG6 oyMKy MaTH, Xoua i He HafiBHY,

lllo ren B Bawiii chepi MoBYa3HICTb NaHye?

123



Henry Harbaugh (1817-1867)

57. THE ALOE PLANT

Have you heard the tale of the aloe plant,
Away in the sunny clime?

By humble growth of a hundred years

It reaches its blooming time;

And then a wondrous bud at its crown
Breaks into a thousand flowers;

This floral queen in its blooming seen

Is the pride of the tropical bowers;

But the plant to the flower is a sacrifice,

For it blooms but once, and in blooming dies.

Have you heard the tale of the pelican,

The Arab’s Gomel el Bahr,

That dwells in the African solitudes

Where the birds that live lonely are?

Have you heard how it loves its tender young,
And cares and toils for their good?

It brings them water from fountains afar

And fishes the seas for their food.

In famine it feeds them what love can devise—
The blood of its bosom — and, feeding them, dies.

Have you heard the tale they tell of the swan,
The snow-white bird of the lake?

It noiselessly floats on the silvery wave,

It silently sits in the brake;

For it saves its song till the end of life,

And then, in the soft, still even,

’'Mid the golden light of the setting sun

It sings as it soars into heaven,
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I'énpi N'ap6os

57. CTOJITHHK

Uu MyB TH K43Ky PO pOCIIFHY ajoe
Hanéko B kpaiHi Tenna?

PocTé BoHa TAM CKpOMHEHBKO cTO pOKiB
I nocsarae kBiTyyoro ous.

I B 0éHb TOM uyynOBas OpYHbKA B KOPOHIi
IMop6axye 6€3niu KBITOK.

s kBiTKa Hap¥UA B KBITY4OMY BIIi

B TponiyHOMY XHTIi — MOIUAHM BeplIOK,
Ta cBOMy UBITIHHIO XHTTA Biggae,

1IBiTé Tinbk¥ pa3 i mo pé3uBiTi Mpe.

Un yyB TH K43Ky Npo mnenikaHa,
Apéab6ebkoro Gomel el Bahr,

o € y Bignidauux Micufix appHKAHCBKHX,
Je nTAXH pokyIOTb CAMOTHE XHUTTA?

Yu uyB TH, AK BiH AiTéH CBOIX MIOGHUTDL

I 164¢ # npawd ans ix xe nobpa?

Ans HAX JTOBUTH pAGY Ang kOpMy y MOpi
1 npun6cuts iM BOAY 324

¥ rénogi x6pMHUTH iX KpOB'IO CBOEIO

3 rpynéit croix i, KOpMNAYHU 1X, YMHPA.

Yys4r TH npo né6eas Kasky,

Ty 63epa nTauto, 6inéHLKY, MOB CHIr?
Bin nniBae THX0 Ha cpiGpeniii xBrmi

Y cnokiiino cigae B Kyui, —

Ho cmépTH cBiit cniB 36epirac;

B romiiHax ocTaHHix, y Béuip criokiiiHui,
IIpu 3axoai cOHUA BabHOTO BMiBAE,
Iupsrouu B BACH 80 HeGéc.
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And the blessed notes fall back from the skies—
"Tis its only sing, for in singing it dies.

You have heard the tales. Shall I tell you one,

A greater and better than all?

Have you heard of Him whom the Heavens adore,
Before whom the hosts of them fall?

How He left the choirs and anthems above

For earth in its wailings and woes,

And suffered the shame and pain of the cross

To die for the life of His foes.

His death is our life, His loss is our gain—

The joy for the tear—the peace for the pain.

Unknown

58. THE ANVIL — GOD’S WORLD

Last Eve I passed beside a blacksmith’s door,
And heard the anvil ring the vesper chime;
Then, looking in, I saw upon the floor

Old hammers, worn with beating years of time.

"How many anvils have you had,” said I,

"To wear and batter all these hammers so?”
“Just one,” said he, and then, with twinkling eye,
"The anvil wears the hammers out, you know.”

And so, thought I, the anvil of God’s Word,

For ages sceptic blows have beat upon;

Yet, though the noise of falling blows was heard,
The anvil is unharmed — the hammers gone.
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I cniB 6naroaaTHHi cnamae 3 BUCOT, —
OcTanuHiit ue cnis, 60 B HbOMY BiH Mpé.

OT6 ii ka3kH. A 1é, 6ay, icTépisa —

Bennuniwa i kpawa Big HHX:

Yu yye TH npo Téro, koMy He6O B NOKNOHI,

IT’pen kUM Ha xosiHax HebGécHi cBATI?

Ile Téi4, U0 XOpH MHILLNMB i TAMHH HAA3EMHI,

Ha 3émno 3iifioB 3 ii 36iikaMu i 3516Mm,

Hapyry TepniB, cTpaxaiB Ha xpecTi

I BMép Ong XHUTTA CBOIX BOpoOriB.

Moro cmépth — Ham xuTT4, Moro BTpaTa — yain Ham,
Moro cab63n — BTixa cépuo, Horo 6ine — Ham Ganb3am.

Hesigomuii

58. KOBAJ1JIO — BOXE CJIOBO

A BuSpa BBEYOPI il1dR Ging k§3Hi
M nouys koB4mna nepeassiu.
JduBnidca B KY3HIO — Ha mignoai
ITo6uTi MOnoTH Bia yaapie pokis.

— TH ckinbkn MaB BOBAOEN, — CIIHTaB A KOBAIA, —
lllo6 mén0TH Tak cnipacyBaTH?

— JIuie ogHd, — cKka3an KoBallb,

I, oxomM kninHyBHIHK, KOOAB:

KoBanno MésoTH cTHpac,

Ie x6xen, MabyThb, o6pe 3Hac.

I 1 nogymaB Ték: koBaany Cnosa Béra
BikdMH CkéNTUKH YAADH HecnH;

Ta xou ix wym 6yB ayxe ronocHmit —
Kosaano 3aexau uine, Mésotam — nomi.
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James Russell Lowell (1819-1891)

59. APRAYER

God! do not let my loved one die,
But rather wait until the time
That I am grown in purity
Enough to enter thy pure clime,
Then take me, I will gladly go,
So that my love remain below!

Oh, let her stay! She is by birth

What I through death must learn to be;
We need her more on our poor earth
Than thou canst need in heaven with thee:
She hath her wings already, 1

Must burst this earth-shell ere I fly.

Then, God, take me! We shall be near,
More near than ever, each to each:
Her angel ears will find more clear
My heavenly than my earthly speech;
And still, as I draw nigh to thee,

Her soul and mine shall closer be.

60. GREAT TRUTHS

Great Truths are portions of the soul of man;
Great souls are portions of Eternity;

Each drop of blood that e’er through heart ran
With lofty message, ran for thee and me;

For God’s law, since the starry song began,
Hath been, and still forevermore must be,

That every deed which shall outlast Time’s span
Must spur the soul to be erect and free;

Slave is no word of deathless lineage sprung;
Too many noble souls have thought and died,
Too many might poets lived and sung,

And our good Saxon, from lips purified

With martyr-fire, throughout the world has rung
Too long to have God’s holy cause denied.
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Hxeitm3 Pacen J16yen

59. MOJIUTHBA

O Boxe! He nali moiit m06iit ymepTH.
Yekait, npowy, [ocnioau, ax oo vacy,
Koni s 3powy yucTHil 1yXoM i cépuem,
1llo6 B uficTy Kpainy mictaTuch Taér0.
Toai Tu Bi3bMM MeHe, pago niay,

A n166a Mos Hexa#l 6yne BHH3Y!

11 sanuwmi! BoHxa 34k au 60 yicTa.

Takim cTaTh 1 MOXY JIHLIE 9K yMpY.

Bona 6inb11 noTpi6Ha Ha 6igHii 3emu,
. ’ . £ . ’ . ’

Hix B uficTiii kpaiHi, y Hé6i, Tobi:

V Héi Bxke Kpina, s K He oJe4y

IMoxu wkapanyny 3eMJiii He NPOPBY.

Tonai meHe, Béxe, Bisbmn! beaem 6n113bko;
e 6avxue, Hix 6YAb-KOaH, OOHO NPH OOHIM,
I 4uronesceke BYXo ii Buye kpaie

Mo mMoBy B HEGI, Ak TYT Ha 3eMI.

Tenép, ax a1 6minkuuit nymweéro Tobi,

IMons Hammx gy 6yayTh 6aik4i cobi.

60. BEJIMYHI ICTUHH

Ben#AuHi icTHHH — TanaHT Aywi TFOANHH.

Bemiuni Ayii — YacTHHM BIYHUX NpaBA.
Kpannina k6xHa kp6BH y cépus KIiTAHAX —
ITocninusa BAxHe ana TéGe # MeHe miapsia.

3akdéH 60 Boxwuii 6YB i € BiH HepyrIIMH#

3 THX nip AK ML NOCTAB CNiB 30pAHHUX COHAT —
o k6xHMii BYAHOK MO NMPOXKATHX XBHIIAHAX
IMignéctu MycuTs Yy ao BOi it NocBAT.
HepinbHuK — He KapHA3 B 6e3cMéPTHIM poaoBOi.
Bararo x oy mIAXéTHUX BiAdamd KUTTH,
Bar4ro x 3HATHHX M¥3 Baii uiHHi pancdau;

A Cakca HalIOro ycTé, OYMLIEHi B OTHAX
CrpaxaaHs i MyK, TYHKAM HECACH MO CBiTi A3BOHOM,
Illo6 B6xa npasaa B ayuiax Bi3Hana 6yna.
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61. TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD (To Channing)

Another star ‘neath Time’s horizon dropped,
To glean o’er unknown lands and seas;
Another heart that beat for freedom stopped,—
What mournful words are these!

O Love Divine, that claspest our tired earth,
And lullest it upon thy heart,

Thou knowest how much a gentle soul is worth
To teach men what thou art!

His was a spirit that to all thy poor

Was kind as slumber after pain:

Why ope so soon thy heaven-deep Quiet’s door
And call him home again?

Freedom needs all her poets: it is they
Who give her aspirations wings,

And to the wiser law of music sway
Her wild imaginings.

Yet thouh has called him, nor art thou mankind,
O Love Divine, for ‘t is thy will

That gracious natures leave their love behind

To work for Freedom still.

Let laurelled marbles weigh on other tombs,
Let anthems peal for other dead,

Rustling the bannered depth of minster-glooms
With their exulting spread.

His epitaph shall mock the short-lived stone,
No lichen shall its lines efface,

He needs these few and simple lines alone
To mark his resting-place:—

"Here lies a Poet. Stranger, if to thee

His claim to memory be obscure,

If thou wouldst learn how truly great was he,
Go, ask it of the poor.’
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61. HA BAKIHYEHHI HABYAJIbHOI'O POKY
(B naM’aTs NoeToBi YeHiHroBi)

11I¢ onn4 30p# nig 66piem Yacy ynana,

1166 MepeXTiTH HE3HAHHM KpaiHaM i Mop#M;

¢ oano6 B cBOGOOY BOpAHe cépuie 6ATHCH nepecTano, —
Axi ue cymni i Gomdui crosa!

O Béxa JTro668e! B o6ilimax Troix yci MH TOMJINBI,
Tu % cépuem CBOIM 3aCNOKOIOELI HAC;

Tu 3HAcL, AKY Ma€ LiHHICTb 00 A3Ha JIF0ANHA

B HaB4aHHi nroaéit npo Tébe, Triil raac.

Bin 6B To#i ayx, skh# ana Bcix TBOIX HEMIACHHX
By mianuit Tk, sk nicns 6610 cOu:

Yomy Tu aeépi TAwWi HEGA BiTUHHHB TaK PAHO

I 3Béw1 e gOMoOM iforo 3H6B?

CBo66ai Tpéba Beix 1 MOETIB: Le XK MOETH
HaroTe iif kpina BonboBAX GaXkaHb

I nns Myapiuroro 3ak6Hy npo MY3HKY BILINBH
Ti nymoOk HecTAMHMX i yABHMX OaHB.

ITpoté #ord noknnxas Tu, o Béxa JTro66Be;

I Tu e 3miait, Bo x ué Taka, 3Hai, Béas Tsos,

lllo6 né6pi xapaxTepu nuwanu no66s 3a coboio,

JI1066B no cBo66am, w06 nani ans HED TpyA-npAus BelACh.

Xait MapMyp naBpOBHil 3HAYATL MOTAITH {HLLIKX,

Xaii rAMHK NYHAIOTB TS THX, 1O B rpo6Aax,

Xait npaAnopHuii CAMBOJ LEPKOBHOTO CMYTKY OL{HHHMH
[apyauTs 3 TpitOMPOM i JTfiHE B TPOCTOPOBY AAIH;

3 foré eniTadii TMAlHMKY BipLIiB HOro He 3iTPYTh;
oMY nui NoTpibGHO paakiB ouMx Kinbka,
lllo6 Bin3HauiTH CrIOuMH HOro TyT:

Tyt nexite Moét. Sk xéyewmr gisHATHCS,
B u4iMm BiH kopudéi,
Cnutaii, He3HalloMye, HELTACHUX NIOAcH”.
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Julia Ward Howe (1819-1910)

62. BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;
He hath loosed the fateful lighting of his terrible swift sword:

His truth is marching on.

I have seen him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps;
They have builded him an altar in the evening dews and damps;
I can read his righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps:
His day is marching on.

I have read a fiery gospel, writ in burnished rows of steel:

”As ye deal with my contemners, so with you my grace shall deal;
Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel,
Since God is marching on.”

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;
He is sifting out the hearts of men before his judgement-seat;
0, be swift, my soul, to answer him! be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me;
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
While God is marching on.
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Oxynis Bopa INos.

62. BOEHHUA TUMH PECIIYBJIIKH

A 64uuB XpucT4, o AWoB B cnasi it xBani:
Bin Témue nux#il BUHOrpan Ha ckani;

3 mewa Moro 6asicryna ickpa cTpatuna:

Iné Moro npaena caata.

A B3gpie YMoro B BOrHULII Ta6opis cTa;
Momy 36yaysanm B yac HOui BiBTAp,

A Bipok untéaro Moréd npasosiii:

Iné Moro néue nnoMiHkii.

UHTAB 51 B CBATHX NOJYM AHUX PAOKAX:
” SIkAMH BU € MOIM BHHYBATIIAM —
Tak6ro Tex Gyne Bam j14cka Més;
Hexa# 'ep6it 3 xinkn ouiBona B6’e,
bo bér cnipaBenniBuit rpsané”.

Cypma Horo kniue: He 6yne B Him 3min;
BiH Bcix po3rnana nepen cyaoM cBOIM:
Tox timwrecs Horu, paniii cépue Moé!
Haw Bér cnpasenmisuii iné.

XpHcToc Hapoa¥Bcs B MHIUHATI JIinéH,

Bin p66uTh no6pimimM Te6¢ i MeHE;

Bin Bmép, 11106 nath MIOAAM B XKHTTI IX CBAT-64y,
Binna#imMo x xuTT4, Wob6 nate mdaIM cBo66ay,
IToxu Bér naw ing.
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Anna Temple Whitney (1821-1915)

63. THE KNEELING CAMEL

The camel at the close of day
Kneels down upon the sandy plain
To have his burden lifted off

And rest again.

My soul, thou too shouldst to thy knees
When daylight draweth to a close,

And let thy Mater life thy load,

And grant repose.

Else how canst thou tomorrow meet,
With all tomorrow’s work to do,

If thou thy burden all the night

Dost carry through?

The camel kneels at break of day
To have his guide replace his load,
Then rises up anew to take

The desert road.

So thou shouldst kneel at morning dawn
That God may give the daily care,
Assured that He no load too great

Will make thee bear.
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£ na Temnn Batui

63. BEPBJIIOI KJISAKA€

Konu 3racée cBitno aéHue,

Bep6nrda KngKae Ha MYCTAHI,
o6 3uaTH 3 cébe cBiit TArAp
I 3H6BY MATH CBIii CIOYAHOK.

Hymeé mMos, TH TAkXe KJIAKHYTH TOBAHHA,
Konu gHa cBiT/0 noracé;

Xait TBilt Yuntens 3aiiime 3 Té6¢

Tarap TBi#, xail cniyné TBOA ayIA.

bo fiK TH 3MOxell 3ABTpalUHE CTPIYATH,
OO066B’13kN CIOBHATH BCi,

Konu TH cBiif Tarap Bcro Hiuky
Tpuméaew B cépui i ymi?

Bep6dn knskae Ha cBiTAHKY,

o6 rin BaHTAX MOKN4B #'My 3HOB,
BinTak BcTaé BiH 3HOB roToBuUi
IlycTAHHMM 3HOBY HTH LINAXOM.

Tu Tex NOBAHEH KNAKHYTHL PAHO,
o6 Bér T06i yBAXHicTb naB
I néuicTsb, wo Tarap Noro To6i

He 6yne 6inbiunit, Hin Méxel HecT# Ha cobi.
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Ella Wheeler Wilcox (1850-1919)

64. FAITH

I will not doubt, though all my ships at sea

Come drifting home with broken masts and sails;

I shall believe the Hand which never fails,

From seeming evil worketh good for me;

And though I weep because those sails are battered,
Still when I cry, while my best hopes lie shattered,
’[ trust in Thee’.

I will not doubt, though all my prayers return
Unanswered form the still, white Realm above;

I shall believe it is an all-wise Love

Which has refused those things for which I yearn;
And though at times I cannot keep from grieving,
Yet the pure ardour of my fixed believing
Undimmed shall burn.

I will not doubt, though sorrows fall like rain,
And troubles swarm like bees above a hive;

I shall believe the heights for which I strive

Are only reached by anguish and by pain;

And though I groan and tremble with my crosses,
I yet shall see, through my severest losses,

The greater gain.

I will not doubt; well-anchored in the faith,

Like some staunch ship, my soul braves every gale;
So strong its courage that it will not fail

To breast the might unknown sea of Death.

Oh, may I cry when body parts with spirit,

’I do not doubt,’ so listening words may hear it,
With my last beath.
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Ena Binep Biuikakce

64. BIPA

Xoua 6 Ha ycix Moix cyaHax Ha MOpi

Bitpana i méram po3Ginuces B nuae6i no MeTH,

S ndpatH B cyMHIB He 6Yay; 1 MATHMY Bipy,

o Béxa pyxa meni 6yae B nianépy

1 Ba#ine no6po 3 uboro anxa i xypon.

I x6u 1 ue Mixo onnakyeatb 6yny,

To s xpuuaTs 6yny, ax61A Moto Bipy po36iIn BiTpA.
A sipro y Boxi nagn.

Xoua 6 Mol BCi MOJTHTBH TTOBEPHYJIHCH
Be3 cnyxy Big 6inoro uapcrea Bropi,
A siputu 691y, wo Boxka no66B ycemyapa
Bingm6Buna péui, o ix 1 6axana y cépui coim.
I x64 B Mene yacom GypnnTh CyMyBAHHS,
Miii 34nan nocriiiHoi Bipu B MeH{

Topitume B BAKI ACHIM.

X044 6 pAcHiI cMYTKM Ha MEHe CiaJaTH
I 6inu poinuce Mos pii 6mKoNAH,
S BipuTu 6§y, WO BACH, IO 11 5 CATHYTH Oaxaro,
S 3M6ky niuw 3 6671eM BaXKKIM AOCATTH.
I x64 Bix xpecTtiB Moix cTOriH y MEHe i ApHKaKH,
Kpi3p BTpaT HaliBAXui 7 MATHMY

Binbuwi naoan.

Y cyMHiBH # He Bnagy; 3akpinneHa n66pe y Bipi aywa

HeméB HenoxirHe cyaH6 BiABAXHO MOPCHKA CTpiHe WITOPM;
VY Héi 60 cMinHBICTL CHNbHA Taka,

o CmépTH notyxHOMY MOpi JacTh CHILHHIA 3aTOP.

O x4ii 2 i nnauy, xon# siamiTAe Big Tina oywa,

Ta cyMHiBy B MéHe He 6yme — Xail cBiT e NouYe,

Ko poscraBaTumych 3 HIM Ha 3emii

I #iTimy Tynn, ne iunuit, BaGum# cynokiii.
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65. WHAT LOVE IS

Love is the centre and circumference;

The cause and aim of all things — ‘tis the key
To joy and sorrow, and the recompense

For all the ills that have been or may be.

Love is as bitter as the dregs of sin,

As sweet as clover-honey in its cell;

Love is the password whereby soul gets in

To heaven — the gate that leads, sometimes, to hell.

Love is the crown that glorifies; the curse
That brands and burdens; it is life and death;
It is the great law of the universe;

And nothing can exist without its breath.

Love is the impulse which directs the world,
And all things know it and obey its power.
Man, in the maelstrom of his passions whirled;
The bee that takes the pollen to the flower;

The earth, uplifting her bare, pulsing breast
To fervent kisses of the amorous sun;—
Each but obeys creative Love’s behest,
Which everywhere instinctively is done.

Love is the only thing that pays for birth,

Or makes death welcome. O dear God above

This beautiful but sad, perplexing earth,

Pity the hearth that know — or know not — Love!
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65. 11O LE JIOBOB

o668 — ue uEHTp i nepudepis,

MpuuiiHa i Uik yeix peuéil; cBOIM kilouém BOHA Bené
Ho papoctu i 66mo. Lle nanbMma i nenis

3a 3AroaHi MUHYMI i Ti, w0 OyayTh LWE.

JIro60B ripka, HeMOB rpixa ocankH,

Condaxa, MOB MéJ 3 KOHIOLUAHH B KJTTAHI i,
IMap6ns ang ayw no HEGa BIYHOro MayaToK,
nar6asm, o iHoai Beaé oo nékna 66aicHUX cyiil.

JTio60B — KOpOHa, 110 Aa€ NPOCIABY i HAMYJI NPOKIbOHIB,
Bona kne#iMé i TArap, BOHa XKHTTH i CMEPTL-TPO34A.
Tr0608 — BeMMMHHN BCECBITY 3aKOH 3aKOHIB;

Himo6 He Mosxe xuTH Ge3 il pycna.

JTr060B — cnoHyka B KePYBAHHI CBITOM;
Ile 3n4roTh péui Bei, i kopuThCA 1 yce, —
Jronfina B BHpi npAcTpacTeil CBaBiIbHUX,
Bmxona, mo kBiTui cBiif NHIdK Hecé.

3emui, wo rpyas cBoK MigHOCHTH roNy i NyIbCHBHY
Ho coHuA nouinyHkie MHOOUX i nankix; —
I kéxHe 3 HAX KopHTheA Tt — JIxoG6BH TBOPUIi cii,
Illo ckpi3b CIOBHSE e IHCTUHKTAMH y HUX.

JI1060B — enmHa piy, 110 MIATHTL 32 BPOAMHH
A6o BiTae cmépTh. O Minuii Boxe B HeGecax,

o 36puLu Ha owkd YyAdBY, Ta CYMHY, CKIaaHY 3€MHY JOJIAHY,

XKaniii, o Boxe, cim7, 1o 3HaroTh J1064B; kaiit i THX, U0
Ii He 3HA10TE — B OTUA HeBECHOTO PYKAX.
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66. THE SOUL’'S FAREWELL TO THE BODY

So we must part for ever; and although

I long have beat my wings and cried to go
Free from your narrow limiting control,
Forth into space, the true home of the soul,

Yet now, yet now that hour is drawing near,
1 pause reluctant, finding you so dear.

All joys await me in the realm of God —
Must you, my comrade, moulder in the sod?

I was your captive, yet you were my slave:
Your prisoner, yet obedience you gave

To all my earnest wishes and commands.
Now to the worm I leave those willing hands

That toiled for me or held the books I read,

Those feet that trod where’er I wished to tread,
Those arms that clasped my dear ones, and the breast
On which one loved and loving heart found rest,

Those lips through which my prayers to God have risen
Those eyes that were the windows to my prison.

From these, all these, Death’s Angel bids me sever;
Daer Comrade Body, fare thee well for ever!

I go to my inheritance, and go

With joy that only the freed soul can know;
Yet in my spirit wanderings I trust

I may sometimes pause near your sacred dust.
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66. TIPOIIAHHA OYIUI 3 TIIOM

OTd% HaM nopa po3sifiThcs Ha3asxau. Xou 4 BKe JaBHO
Tak ayxe Gnarana, 6axana Toré —

3BiILHATHCH BiJ TBOTO BY3LKOro KOHTPOIIO BKiHLI

M noniHyTb B BUCOTH, A0 CIIPABXKHBLOrO AOMY AYLLI;

Tenép e, Tenép, KOIH Yac Toi rpané,

A 3ynuHsiroch Hepano, 60 TH MeHi, 3HA#, Dopore.
Ta B B&xoMy LAPCTBI MEHE XAYThb BCi BTiXH.

Tu MycHLll, TOBAPHILKO, THATH Y 3eMJTi THXO?

51 6pankoro B T€6e Oyna, Ta TH Oyno B MéHe pabom:
B 106i 51 B’43HeHa 6yn4, npoTé TH B ndcayci 6ynd
MoiM 6axaHHAM i CTOBAM.

Tenép s pyKH CBOI NHIIAIO YEPB'AKAM.

i pyku Tpyomnuch ais Méue, IepXANH KHHXKKHA,
o ix s uuTANa; BOH#A 06ilIMATH MOIX JOPOTHX.
i uéry, wo xing im 6axaHHsa OaBano MoE;

Ui rpyou — npw HAX 3HaNO cndkiit KoxaHe

1 mé6nsue cépue nanxé.

VcTa 1i, wo HiMu no Bora MoniTBH Hecfics Mot;
i 6ui — nns MOro yB’A3HeHH BiKHa NpsaMi.

Bin Bcbéro uporé mene CMépTh BinpHuBA.

Mos noporé tosapuiuko, Tino, HaBiku npoLAii!

S &y no Mo€i-To CIAALIMHY AyXa; 3 pAdICTIO HAY.

o pagicTs B Aywi cBoiit BinbHii 3HakaY.

[Ipoté s Hagitoch, 110 yAcom B MaHApiBOYKAX AyXa MOrd
51 3MOXy cnUHATHCL 6aM3b NPAXY TBOTO.
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67. BELIEF

The pain we have to suffer seems so broad,
Set side by side with this life’s narrow span,
We need no greater evidence that God

Has some diviner destiny for man.

He would not deem it worth His while to send
Such crushing sorrows as pursue us here,
Unless beyond this fleeting journey’s end

Our chastened spirits found another sphere.

So small this world! So vast its agonies!
A future life is needed to adjust

These ill-proportioned, wide discrepancies
Between the spirit and its frame of dust.

So when my soul writhes with some aching grief,
And all my heart-strings tremble at the strain,
My Reason lends new courage to Belief,

And all God’s hidden purposes seem plain.

68. THE WINDS OF FATE

One ship drives east and another drives west
With the selfsame winds that blow.

"Tis the set of the sails

And not the gales

Which tells us the way to go.

Like the winds of the sea are the ways of fate,
As we voyage along through life:

"Tis the set of a soul

That decides its goal,

And not the calm or the strife.
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67. BIPA (i Po3ym)

Haw 6inb B XUTTI 30a€THCA TAK LIKPOKHM...

10é BiH nOpyY i3 By3bKUM Biapi3koM HALIOTO XHTTH,
Ta B unéMy it adka3, o npoeuaens bor 3ipkii —
SIkéch MPU3HAYEHHS JIIOANHI A4B.

Bin He BBaxAaB OM 3a CyMipHY A{10 NOCHJIATH
Ckop06OTH HHULIIBHI, 110 FOHATL HAC 3aBKAH,

SAxwé 6 3a TUM KiHUEM MaHIpPiBKH, 110 TaK WIBHAKO MPOMHHAE,

QOunneHi Bxe ayuwi Haul cdépu HEGa He 3HANHLLIA.

Taknit manmiii ueit ceit! Taki aywi fioro 6e3kpai 66!
XKutta Mail6yTHe HaM noTpibHe, Tpé6Ga * noroanuTh
Oui pi3nnui Hepo3MipHi i LINMPOKi

Mix cyTHicTIO Ay i 6yadBoto Mpaxy ii.

OT06X, KON MOA OyLIA KBUJINThLCA Big AK6rock 66110
I cTpyHu cépus ¥ Hanpy3i Tpénet BUAAKOTH,

Miit P63yM nogaé HOBY cMiniBicThb Bipi,

I Bci TaéMHi BOxi uini ACHAMM CTaKOTh.

68. BITPHU OOJI1

Onué cyand nauBé Ha cxig, a iHlue Ha 34xina,
Mert§Th xe Ti cami BiTpH.

Ta Tyt i TAM BiTPIN COpYAa —

Tokasuux wnsixy oo MeTa.

SIk MOps BiTpH, Tak i D6MI WAAXA
V Hawiit nnas6i kpi3b KUTTA:

He cina nywi nae Hanpsam Mmeri,
He Tiwa i He BiTpy cHara.
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S. Weir Mitchell (1829-1914)

69. A PRAYER, AFTER SANTIAGO

“And in Thy majesty ride prosperously, because of truth and meekness
and righteousness; and Thy right hand shall teach Thee terrible
things.” — Psalm xlv. 4

Almighty God! eternal source

Of every arm we dare to wield,

Be Thine the thanks, as Thine the force,
On reeling deck or stricken field;

The thunder of the battle hour

Is but the whisper of Thy power.

Thine is our wisdom, Thine our might;
Oh, give us, more than strength and skill,
The calmness born of sense of right,

The steadfast heart, the quiet will

To keep the awful tryst with death,

To know Thee in the cannon’s breath.

By Thee was given the thought that bowed
All hearts upon the victor deck,

When, high above the battle-shroud,

The white flag fluttered o’er the wreck,
And Thine the hand that checked the cheer
In that wild hour of death and fear!

O Lord of love! be thine the grace
To teach, amid the wrath of war,
Sweet pity for a humbled race,
Some thought of those in lands afar
Where sad-eyed women vainly yearn
For them that never shall return.

Great Master of earth’s mighty school,
Whose children are of every land,
Inform with love our alien rule,

And stay us with Thy warning hand
If, tempted by imperial greed,

We, in Thy watchful eyes, exceed;
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C. Bip Mnuen

69. MOJIUTBA, IICJISI CAHTIATO

Boxe BcemoryTHiit! Txepend BiaBiuHe

VKol cinu ans Hac!

To6i Hawa BAfYHICTh, TBO#A Hallla chna

Ha BiTpom poaxuraniit nany6i, 36uTHX nonsx,
A rprOKiT roaiH 60eBux

JInw cin TeoixX wWENiT erkii.

e T¥ Hawia MyApicThb i Hallla MOTYTHICTb.

O, n4ait Ham 1ock Ginbiue, HiX BIPABHICTSL | Milk, —
Hait cnoékiii, wo poéauTs #oré npapovyTKiCTh,
Criiiky maii HaM M{kHiCTb, BabHY 106poXiTh
MonnTn Te6é npu 3iBi rapmar

B 06n#iuui cMepTénbHUX 3arnain.

Tu oyMKy Bcenis, 1o 6aarorosina

Ha nany6i BciM nepemodxus BiTaTh,
Kon# 1o BHCOKO Haa caBaHOM 66rO
Crar 6inunit Han 36¥THM cyqHOM MOBiBAB
I Buryk npocnasu B Teoiit pyui 68

B Ty afiky rominy i cMépTw, i cTpaxy.

O Boxe mo66sn! Hexaii TBos nacka
Beensie y ni0THX roafHax BiliHi

JlackaByro MITiCTh ans CMIPHOTO péay

" yBAry Ao THX, U0 JaNIEKO BiAcisb,

Ile cMYTKOM NOKPWTI XiHKA TyXaThb MAPHO
3a TaMH, 10 A0NA He BéEPHE BinbLu ix.

YuniTtento Bénuii Bennkoi wk6u!

B wiit aiTu 3 kpaiH yciéi semui.

Monaii sxxe 0668 Ans yyxAx Halwik Bnaai
I 3ynuuiiit Hac cBoéro pykéio,

Axwo 6 Hac cnokyca iMnépcrka Bea

I Hama xan66a HecTpiiMHa Gyna;
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That in the days to come, O Lord,
When we ourselves have passed away,
And all are gone who drew the sword,
The chidren of our breed may say,
These were our sires, who, doubly great,
Could strike, yet spare the fallen state.

70. LINES GIVEN TO M. AT CHRISTMAS
WITH A GIFT OF THE VIRGIN OF LUINI

What shall I give thee, dear, to-day,
Upon this sacred Christmas morn,
That tells us of the gift of love

God gave when Christ was born,

And hope became a seraph winged
With timeless dreams, and love elate
Saw with young eyes another world
Where love’s lost angels wait?

Ah, small were any richest gift
Without such love as thro’ the years
Was sweeter for the hour of joy
And nobler for the day of tears.

Take, then, with love this gentle face
That had more than a human share
Of joy and grief, and haply, too,
Through the long years of sorrow bore

In that gray village of the hills,
The sense of some diviner loss
Than death deals out, and evermore
The anguish of the lifted cross.
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Ha 1é, 06 B Mait6yTHEOMY, BOXe BeAKHH,
Kon# mu BiaiiimeM yxe B Apyruii cBiT

I Bcf Ti, IO M&Y BUTATATIH YMPYTb, —

1106 HALII HAIAAKHY MOTJIA NMOBIOATH:

Ile wai 6aThbKi, BOHHM BB BEJIAKI —
Bou# Benu 6iit, Ta kpaii 36eperni Bia pyiH.

70. PAOKH ITPUCBAYEHI M. HA PI3JBO

6 nam s T06i, MO MM, CLOTOOHI,

B ueit panok ceaTéro Piznea,

Ha cnéraa npo béxwii mapyHok nro66Bu —
Hapoxkeuns Boxoro Ciana, Xpucra,

Kon# cepadp¥iMoM KpnIaTHM mignécsach
Hapis 3 noBi4HUMH cTpyaMHU Mpiid,

I B3HéCS1a MI0GSB MOsTO fAMH OuIMa
Io64uuna iHwwv (He uéi, Wo TyT) CBIT,
Ie AHroIM, BTpATUBILY 3éMCLKY JIIOOOB,
YekaroTh Ha YHCTUW JTIO6GBH NPHUBIT?

Ax, 6yB OM ManiM HaitbaraTiuit fapyHox
be3 niiicHo Tak6i Mod6BH poOKiB,

o ctana Munilua 3a BTixu rogixy

I 6naropoaniia 3a BBech AEHbL TEPIIiHb.

ITpuiimit x e HixkHéRbKE MHIE i3 1106680,
BoH6 mano Ginbuuy, Hix THOACLKYO pOIL
Y BTici i cMyTKY; | MOXe ckop6OTHO
Hochno pokamu nevani ron6as

Y cénuii cipoMy Ha BepXOBHUHAX, —
YyTT4, wWo BTpavac 6inbm 6GxecLKnil pyr,

Hix 3HOcHTB Xix cMEpPTH; 10 TOrO X HA3ABXKAH

10661, cTpaxaanus i xpécHas NyTh...
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Mary A. Ford (1841-1876)

71. A HUNDRED YEARS FROM NOW

The surging sea of human life forever onward rolls,

And bears to the eternal shore its daily freight of souls;

Though bravely sails our bark today, pale Death sits at the prow,
And few shall know we ever lived a hundred years from now.

O mighty human brotherhood! Why fiercely war and strife,

While God’s great world has ample space for everything alive?
Broad fields uncultured and unclaimed are waiting for the plow

Of progress that shall make them bloom a hundred years from now.

Why should we try so earnestly in life’s short, narrow span,

On golden stairs to climb so high above our brother man?

Why blindly at an earthly shrine in slavish homage bow?

Our gold will rust, ourselves be dust, a hundred years from now.

O patient hearts, that meekly bear your weary load of wrong!

O earnest hearts, that bravely dare, and striving, grow more strong!
Press on till perfect peace is won; you’ll never dream of how

You struggled o’er life’s thorny road a hundred years from now.

Grand, lofty souls, who live and toil that freedom, right and truth
Alone may rule the universe, for you is endless youth,

When 'mid the blest with God you rest, the grateful land shall bow
Above your clay in reverent love a hundred years from now.

Earth’s empires rise and fall. Time! like breakers on thy shore
They rush upon thy rocks of doom, go down, and are no more.
The starry wilderness of worlds that gem night’s radiant brow
Will light the skies for other eyes a hundred years from now.

Our Father, to whose sleepless eye the past and future stand
An open page, like babes we cling to Thy protecting hand;
Change, sorrow, death, are naught to us, if we may safely bow
Beneath the shadow of Thy throne a hundred years from now.
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Mépi A. Popa

71. BI1 HUHI 3A CTO POKIB

XBunioeTbea MOpe MIOACLKOro XUTTA i KOTHThCA BIYHO Briepén,
loaéHHo BaHT&X CBill, MrongH, no 6épera BiYHOCTH KOTHTB, Hece.
Xou cMino 6apkéic Haw mIMBE, HA HOCI HOTro CMEPTHL TEMSAHA CUIONTD.,
Ta Mano XTo 3HATHME 3a POKIB CTO, L0 MHA Ha LM CBITI XHJIH,

O nrdacwke 6patépeTro! Hasiuo manéHa siiiHa it 6opoTn64,
Ko Ha nim cBiti [uis Becbéro xuBdro 6arara it npoctopa zemns?
Iupdxi i BinbHi 0616TH YekaroTh Nuyris i 6opin

I pdkie Bia HAHI 3a cTO JaayTh iM oM IX UBITIHB.

Yomy Mu Tak péBHO B BiApi3kaX XHUTTH KOPOTKHX, By3bKHX

ITHeMéch noHan G6¥kHIM BHCOKO Mo cxdaax Gyuniix 3on0Tux?

Yomy MoB cninui B Hawili MApHi# rpo6HALI no-pabecbkoMy ubiia rHemd?
Ipx4 noicte 36n0TO Halle, MK CTAHEMO NIPAXOM 3a pOKIB cTO.

O Bnépri cepud, Wo HOCHTE TOMITABUI HENpAaBAM TArap!
O pésHi # puck6BHi cepusi! B6upaiitecs y ciny, B noxin 3a npapa!
Tpyaitecs ans mipy kopduu! B Bac mpii He 6Yae mpo T¢, sk Gynd,
Sx BH npoGuBANHUCH Kpi3b TEPHS XKUTTH — 3a POKIB CTO.

Bennuni BH m60M, 10 TPYAKTECH BAXKKO, LIOG JIMLI NIPABOTA,
CBob6aa i npaBna y cBiTi *kHun4; Ans Bac — BiuHa IOHICTh UBITHA.
Konn mix macnisumu 8 B63i cniunére — nack4sa semns
[Tokn6éuuTHCA BAILIOMY npaXy 3a pOKiB cTO, BaM 6Yae m060B i XBasa.

Imnépii cBiTy BcTardTh, ynagirots. Mipio iMm — vac. Boui Mos 6ypyH,
o Ha 6épesi pine Ha ckéni cyan6h,

CnyckaeTbes ¥ riue, Ak B JABHif Yac ryH.

SAckpasa nycTims cBiTiB 3 iX cfIOUMX HOYI YONIOM

HeGécuum cBiTinbHuKOM 6Yae nn1a fHIIKMX ouéit — 3a poKiB CTo.

Otye! Mungne it Mait6yTHe s 6xa TBoré — cTopinka 3ipka.

Ho TéGe mu répHemock, Haye ManfiTka, il Hac npuroptae TBOA Xe pyKA.
Hi 3mina, Hi répe, Hi cMEpTH ransmMé He BXpiIOTH B Hac AYxa 6inbMoMm,

Axwé Ham nin TinHIo npecTéna TBOré NpUAINHTLCA Micue 32 POKiB CTO.
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Gerard Manley Hopkins (1844-1889)

72. GOD’S GRANDEUR

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.

It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;

It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil

Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;

And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;

And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs —
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

World broods with warm breast and with ah! brights wings.

73. PIED BEAUTY

Glory be to God for dappled things—

For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;

For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut falls; finches’ wings;

Landscape plotted and pierced — fold, fallow, and plough;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim,
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.
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Hxipapa Ménni I'ankun3

72. BOXA BEJIUYHICTb

Haiu cBiT BenfuHicTIO HanOBHUB Boxuit ym.
Bin cnanaxhé, sk 6auck Bia cTpycy ¢poénabru,
Ta 36{nbLIKHThLCSA, AK AYIIEHHH OJIABH MYJL.
YoM ke noaaMm HYIIb ord cunoaméra?

IMoT6McTBO #n6 i TonTANo 3 3HeBarowo Hord;
Yce npuTyIIeHe, 3aTbMapeHe, 3abpymkeHe TpyaoM;
I crémmoe nroadnu 6pyn, it cnpuiiMae nax:

3emnst nycTa-ordéneHa, HenéBHMIl Xia B Ainax.

Ta Bcynieped ycb6My — npupOaH cHna B Hil;
I cBixicTb Halikpawa B il rmHGHHI.

Xo04 34x04y CBIT/I0O HUPHYJIO OONAMHO,

Ha cxinHboMy kpai nigHOCHTBCA PAHOK, —
Bo Iyx Cesarwuii B nacui HeGécHiii cBoiil

Hns cBity i cépue, i kphsa sAcHi.

73. CTPOKATA KPACA

Xait 6yne cnasa Bory 3a ycé ctpokare —

3a HéGo nBOGapBNCTeE, K B KOPOBH CMYXKKH;

3a poxési m’iTHa ricTpyra y piui;

3a KalUTAHM CBiXKO BNANI, MOB ropfyi BYT/INKH;

3a neii3ax vacTyH 3emi, nig nap ii i ckAbH;

3a kp#na 346amKiB GapBicTi;

3a Bci pemécna, ix npunanas, o6nagaHus | Hapaxm;
Vci peui npoTunéxui, caMmo6yTHI, 34iiBi i yyaHi;

3a Bce MiHnMBe, BKpUTE THCTOBMHHAM (XTO 3Ha AK?)

LIsuaké i noeinbHe; KAce i condake; cninyye i TbMiHe.

Bin mani sk 6aTbko BCHHOBIOE péui,
Skum naB B MHHYIIIM CTPOKATY Kpacy:
3a Bcro KO CTPOKATICTL — cnachbi Momy.
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John Banister Tabb (1845-1909)

74. CHRIST THE MENDICANT

A stranger, to His own
He came; and one alone,
Who knew not sin,

His lowliness believed,
And in her soul conceived
To let Him in.

He naked was, and she

Of her humanity

A garment wove.

He hungered; and she gave,
What most His heart did crave—
A Mother’s love.

75. EVOLUTION

Out of the dusk a shadow,
Then a spark;

Out of the cloud a silence,
Then a lark;

Out of the heart a rapture,
Then a pain;

Out of the dead, cold ashes,
Life again.

76. THE PRECIPE

Above the unfathomed deep
Of Death we move in sleep,
And who among us knows
How near the brink he goes?

77. GOD’S LIKENESS

Not in mine but in my neighbor’s face
Must I Thine image trace;

Nor he in his but in the light of mine
Behold Thy Face Divine.
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H>xan bénictep Teb

74. XPUCTOC ITPOUIAK

JIvw oo ennHol cBoEl

Bin, He3HalloMelp 3aBiTAB.
BoHa rpix4 He 3Hana,

B y66ricTh Bipuna Horé
M B aywi ceoiit 3agymana
Bnyctutu Horb.

Bin rénuit 6yB, BOHA *

Onéxy i3 cBoEl

IIpupdau nmdacekoil niena.

Bin rénogom ctpaxnis, —
Bona ueit rénoa npuiinana

1 MaTtepHio mo66B Momy nana.

75. EBOJIIOLIIA

I3 cyTiHKiB rpafie TiHb,
[161im iné cnanax;

I3 3aTbMApeHHs — 3aTALILIA,
MéTtiMm — cniB, xopany;

I3 cépus iige 3axénneHns,
I16TiM — po36HuTTS;

I3 mépTBOro crae némin,
I16TiM — 3HOB KHUTTA.

76. BE3OOH A

Hap Ge3n6uuuM rninbom cmépth
Mu MaHapyeMo y cHi;

Ta un xT6CH MiXk HaMH 3HAE,

Sx 6nu3bknit Ge3dani kpaii,

He nac cMépTh yekae?

77. OBPA3 BOXUN

He y BnacHoMy o6mivyi
Meni 64unts 66pa3 Taiit —
Bin B muui cycina e.

Hi cyciny — B #ioro BnacHim,
A B yuud Moitdéro ceitmi
TBoe Boxecbke nHLE.
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78. CHRIST AND THE PAGAN

I had no God but these,
The sacerdotal trees,
And they uplifted me.
”I hung upon the Tree.”

The sun and moon I saw,
And reverential awe
Subdued me day and night.
”I am the perfect Light.”

Within a lifeless stone—
All other gods unknown—
I sought Divinity.

"The Corner-Stoneam I.”

For sacrificial feast

I slaghtered man and beast,
Red recompense to gain.
”So I, a Lamb, was slain.

“Yea, such My hungering Grace
That, wheresoe'er My face

Is hidden, none may grope
Beyond eternal Hope.”

79. THE CHILD ON CALVARY

The Cross is tall

And I too small

To reach His hand

Or touch His feet;

But on the sand

His footprints I have found.
And it is sweet

To kiss the holy ground.
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78. XPUCTOCI IIOTAHHUH

A Béra iHuioro He MAB, JIMII Wi

Hepésa xpéubkii, cBATI.
Boun ayuni Moiii — opé.
”A #l Ha népeBi ymMép”.

A 64ums cOHLE, GAYNB MicsLp,
I TpéneTom GnaroroBifiHuM
Cxopsmu oéHb i Hi4 MeHE.

"5 cBiT/I0 DJOCKOHAIE €.

VY xameHi g HeXXUBOMY
(Bor# Bci iHi HeBiAOMI),
Ilykas nbaiiniBo 60xkecTBa.
"HapikHUM kaMeHeM € 51”.

Ha sxépTroBHe CBATKYBAHHSA
Cnyry i 3Bip#s s 3a6HBAB

ITo naropéay 3pm0Ty.

"5 Téx — arus, yontui 6ys.

Mo Taka xary4a Jacka,
o né 6 s B cxéBHILI He GYB,
HixTé HanéMaUKH He HThAMe
be3 Bipu B BiuHicTL HaABY”.

79. IUTS HA KAJIbBAPII

He# XpécT BucOkuii,

A x 3amanuii,

o6 pocsarth Moré pykn,
A66 TopkH§THCE cTin Horé.
Ta, cn4Ba Bory, Ha micky
3uaitwés cnigi Woro cari.
O sk npuémHO Ha ayLui
inyHokx gaTh cBATii 3emui!
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80. THE ANUNCIATION

Accustomed in the highest heights to be,
The Angel bowed in awe,

As if, amazed before Humility,

A deeper heaven he saw.

81. THE VISITATION

His cloistered God the unborn messenger
Exulting, leaped to hear;

His mother in the Mother of her Lord
Interpreting the Word.

82. THE NATIVITY

So small that lesser lowliness

Must bow to worship or caress;

So great that heaven itself to know
Love’s majesty must look below.

83. THE PRESENTATION

Where, woman, is thine offering—
The debt of law and love?

"My Babe a tender nestling is,
And I the Mother-dove.”

84. THE CHILD IN THE TEMPLE

Among the sages while He sat,

And they delighted heard,

None knew the Child they wondered at,
Was God’s Eternal Word.
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80. BJIATOBIUIEHH A

IIpuBnkaMii 6yTH B HAACBITAX,
BknoHiBcs AHron 3i ctpaxom, —
Mos Bpéaxennit [Tok6épotro,
IMo64umB rnAbLIi HeGeca.

81. BLABIOUHH

Moré y néui disu Bor,
IMocndneus MafibyTT4,
Pagitoun, cTpubHYB i uyB,
Ax maTtn B Méarepi Xpucta
Tnymaunna CJIOBA.

82. PI3IBO

Taknit maiii, o MEéHIa MATiCTD
CXMIIATHCh MYCHTB, 11106 Horé
OGHATB, ronyOUTH YONIO:

Taxnii Besiaxuil, o i HEOY

Cnin ouBUATHCA Ha O6H,

HIo6 nisHaTh Xpacy no66BH.

83. CTPITEHHA

— J¢é TBiii npunéc, HeBicTo, Bory?
Taiit 66pr 3ak6Hy i M1O66BU?

— Moé mani — mané nrama,
Moré x rony6ka Matu — 1.

84. TUTUHA B CBSATHHI

Sk BiH cuaiB Mix Myapeusimu,
Bou#n 3axénmoBanuce Him,

1 nuByBanucs yci;

Ané HiXTO i3 HHX HE 3HAB,

Lo ue Binsiune Crnoso-Bér,
lllo B6r iMm MyapicTh MOACHAB.
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85. THE AGONY

Here, where with bloody sweat
The ground is wet,

The brutal thorn is bred

To crown His head:—

Dost thou, avenging sod,
Curse home thy God?

86. THE CROWN OF THORNS

Oh, wherefore were we torn,
Reluctant from the bough,

To be a mark of scorn

Upon this bleeding Brow?

O fruit of the Forbidden Tree,
Behold the ripened penalty!

87. THE SCOURGING

O Thongs, for thirst

Of friends accurst,

Ye quaffed the crimsen flopd!
Ah, would that we

Who wound, as ve

Were guiltiess of His hlood!

88. CARRYING THE CROSS

When Christ went up to Cavalry,
His load upon Him laid,

Each tree unto 1ts neighbor tree
In awful silence said,

"Behoid, the Gardener is He

f Eden and (ethsemane!”
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85. ATOHIA

TYT me n6TOM KPHBABHM
3Mounach 3eMJd

I p6auThes TEPEH KOMKOUHIA
o6 cxpdui BinyaTn Xpucra: —
Yy niMcTH TH XaQHA, TEPHAHO,
Knsauém Cnacirens cBoréd

B CBOIM XHTJIi poafHHIM?

86. TEPHOBHM 1 BIHOK

O, yoMy Hac NpoTH BOITI
Binipsanu Bin ranysku, nane6i?
o6 3HakdM npe3rpcTBa 6YTH
Ha ckpusasneHim 4osi?

Inéne Népesa kaitnanus,

Maii y TAMII mOKapaHH4,

o no3pic B néBHUX AHAX!

87. BUMYBAHHA

— O xanuyk#! OragHi B
Xaréro Boporis!

Bu kpOB MU KOBTKAMH,
YepBonuit 3 pan noTik!
— T"apaeTe, THII MA

Iux pan 3aBoaemo,
Hemo6B 61 BinbHI BH Oy
Bix kp6su 1 myx Moré!

88. HIC XPECT

Komi Xpuctéc #imos Ha INonrdry

I xpéct Tsxkkiit nexas Ha Him,
Hepéra Bci, oqH6 0GHOMY,
WenTanu B TALII cTOPOXKIiA:

» uBhcek, ue Bin, Toil caniBHHK
Enény it néni nasasy

V I'eTcemancbkomy cany.”
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89. THE CRUCIFIXION

Why, o my God, hast Thou forsaken me?
Not so my Mother; for behold and see

She steadfast stands. O Father, shall it be
That she abides when Thou forsakest me?

90. The RESURRECTION

Behold, the night of sorrow gone,
Like Magdalene the tender Dawn
Goes forth with love’s anoiting sweet,
To kiss again the Master’s feet.

91. THE ASCENSION

On Sinai did the cloud,

His glory shroud;

And in the Holy Place

It hid His face.

And now He goes, so shall ye see
Him come; — a cloud His canopy.

92. THE ASSUMPTION

Nor Bethlehem nor Nazareth
Apart from Mary’s care,

Nor heaven itself a home for Him
Were not His Mother there.

93. THE CORONATION OF MARY

Thee, Mother-Queen of Heaven, He crowned,
And not for you alone;

For in the bosom first He found

The life-spring of His own.
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89. PO3IT’ATTA

O Boéxe miit! Uomy Tu 3anunB MeHéE?
He tax mosfi-To MaTu nbae.

Iornfub, auBicE — oné BoHa

CT0iTh, MEHE HE 3aJTHILAE.

Hesxé ue, Otue, 6y1e TaK,

Illo HenmoxATHicTh B ApaMi wi
Hanéxars 6yae Tinbky 1if?

90. BOCKPECIHHS

I 6cb ckopOOTH Hid MpoiLna,
1 3 MargannHoo iné
JTo66B-0onisa 3anamma
inyHok 1aTh Moro cTonam.

91. BOBHECIHHA

Ha Cinaro caBan xMapu
Bxpus Icyca opedn,

I B cBaTOMY Micui yapy
Bin 3aciB Ha cBiil npectdn.
I Tenép Bin, 3ndiiTe, ineé.
Bin iné go Bcix cropiH,
Xméapa — Horé 6anmaxin.

92. YCIIEHHA

I B Budneémi, i B HazapéTi
byna i1 kxypb64;

oMY i HE60 IOMOM He ciyxiio 6,
SIk6m Moro Matu Téx Tam He Gyna.

93. KOPOHAIISA MAPH

Te6é, Llapiwuto HéGa, Bin kopoHyBAaB,
Ta He nna Té6e nuw xopéHa U,

bo Bin paniu 8 Teoémy n6Hi
Haiiiués em6pidn ceord %uTTA.
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94. CHILD AND MOTHER

Look on Thy Mother’s face,
That miracle of grace,

O Son Divine!

That, bending, she may see
A greater mystery

Revealed in Thine.

Without Thee, she had been
Nor Mother Blessed nor Queen;
Nor wouldest Thou,

Her lowliness apart,

Have borne the Human Heart
Thou bearest now.

Then, if I render love

Through her, Thou must approve
The tribute paid,

For ‘tis Thy Holy Face,

Not Caesar’s, that I trace

In hers portrayed.

95. INSOMNIA

E’en this, Lord, didst Thou bless —

This pain of sleeplessness —

Urging God’s gentlest angel from thy side,
That anguish only might with thee abide
Until the light.

Yea, e’en the last and best,

Thy victory and rest,

Came thus to thee;

For ‘twas while others calmly slept around,
That thou alone in sleeplessness was found,
To comfort me.
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94. JUTA 1 MATIP

Iornaus, Cuny Béxuii, Ha Marip cs610,
1i noBHe nacku nuug,

Llo6u y Hax#neHi# né3i cofii

Bon4 morna 64unTs e 6inbLIy
Mictépiro, Cuny, B To6i.

Hi Marip Gnaxeénna, ani Koponéna

be3 Tébe Bona He 6yna 6;

U Tu He HocHB O6M B cobi roackke céplie,
Ax6u Tos Marip camiTHa Oyna.

Axwmd s Tebé yepes Hel aro60,

Tu MycHII cXBaTATH NIFOO6OB 10 MO0, —
B 1i 60 yuui Troe 64uy nuué.

He Kécaps, Hi. TBo€ 60 cBaTé.

95. BE3COHHH

Ouye Haitb, F'6cnoau, Tu 6y1arocnoBuB —
[x0 MyKy G6e3cOHHA MOr6.

Tu sinrona s b63i, Halikpamoro B Tébe,
o mMéHe mocias, mo6 6inw Miit 3 To6610
o néuroro criTiia JMI XKOAB.

Tak HABiTh KiHUéBA i Halikpama —

TBo# nepeméra: miii cnokiis

3 npuaniunsam Tobi nuuw nmpunas.

Byné 60, ax iHwi cnokiiiHo ckpi3b CIAJIH,
Te6é 1 omuoro B 6e3cOHHHI 3HaMIIOB,

I Tu i3 cnok6eM qo MEHe NpHMAIIOB.
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96. THE FLOWERS

They are not ours,

The fleeting flowers,

But lights of God

That through the sod

Flash upwards from the world beneath—
That region peopled with wide death—
And tell us, in each subtle hue,

That life renewed is passing through

Our world again to seek the skies,

Its native realm of Paradise.

How brief their day!

They cannot stay;

Our mother earth

Beholds their birth

And spreads her ample bosom deep
Some relic of their stay to keep,
And each in benediction flings

A virtue from its dainty wings;

But lo! she treasures it in vain;

It blooms and vanishes again.

97. EASTER

Like a meteor, large and bright
Fell a golden seed of light

On the field of Christmas night
When the Babe was born;

Then ‘twas sepulchred in gloom
Till above His holy tomb
Flashed its everlasting bloom—
Flower of Eastern morn.
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96. KBITH

KsiTH, 3Hai1, He HALLI.

1x uTTH KOpOTKE.

Ile Béxi cBiTWIKA;

Taki, u10 Xpi3b 3éMI0 NpoXOAATD

I Brépy cnanaxyooTs 30 CBiTY BHH3Y —
Kpainn 3 6aratum HacéneHHAM cMEPTH —
Ta MOBNATE y KOXHIM BiATIHKY CBOIM:
JKuTT# B HOBIM BHAI NpOXOOUTHL

3HOB CBIT Hall, LIYKA€ BUCOT,

CBoiiéro BnacTHBOro Kparo MHILHOT.

O 4xxe KOpOTKHH IX OEHB!

iM cT&Jo He 6yTH.

3emMn4, Hallla MATH,

IToudTok iX HAUHTS,

Haé¢ M i npbcTip, i néno, i ruGiHb,

o6 maTi iM TpOXHM KUTTA Ha cobi.

I xéxuui uBiT64OK i3 61arocsoBéHHA
lline no6Gpo4éCHICTb 3 CBOIX HIKHHUX KA.

Ta 64y, 3eMN1 MApHO L0 LIHHICTD IIEKAE, —

Posusinuii upiTOK 3HOB B'AHE H LLE34€.

97. BETUKIEHb

Henaye senikuit, acunii metedp
Cnyctinocs cBiTio 3 HeGéc 30n0T1é

Ha néne pisasfHoi HOui,

He BiH HapoaiBCs — OUTATKO CBATE.
IMoTémy £oré MOXBAJIH B XKypbi.

Ta cxépo Han rp66om Moréd npecsstim
3a6micHyB Ge3cMépTHOCTH UBIT —
Benikonns paHkoBuit CBiT.
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Edwin Markham (1852-1940)

98. THE FIELD FRATERNITY

When God’s warm justice is revealed —
The Kingdom that the Father planned —
His children all with equal stand

As trees upon a level field.

There each one has a goodly space
Each yeoman of the woodland race —
Each has a foothold on the Earth,

A place for business and for mirth.

No priviledge bars a tree’s access

To Earth’s whole store of preciousness.
The trees stand level on God’s floor,
With equal nearness to His store.

And trees, they have no private ends,
But stand together as close friends.
They send their beauty on all things,
An equal gift to clowns and kings.

They worry not: there is enough

Laid by for them of God’s good stuff —
Enough for all, and so no fear

Sends boding on their blameless cheer.

So from the field comes curious news —
That each one takes what it can use —
Takes what its lifted arms can hold

Of sky-sweet rain and beamy gold;

And all give back with pleasure high
Their riches to the sun and sky.

Yes, since the first star they have stood
A testament of Brotherhood.
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Ensun Mapkem

98. BPATEPCTBO JIVTY

Konn Hactane Ténna béxa cnpaseaniBicte —
Te UapcTro, aké Ham OTéUb CNSHYBAB —
Vi Moro miTu cToATUMYTH BpiBeHD,

Sk BpiBeHb nepéBa y NY3i CTOATD.

Tam kOxHe 3 HHX Mae NpekpacHee Micle,
KoxHuiHicinbkuit iidMen micHol 3emmi —
Ha niii Mmae k6xuuit ana cédbe onépy
I Micue nnist cnip&BH i BTiXH B XHTTI.

Hema npusinéto, w106 néctyn 3akputu
Ho Bceéro 3anacy 6ararcrsa 3emui.
Hepésa Bci BpiBeHb Ha Boxiii qonisiii,
’ . 7 . ’ - i
B ycix piBHa Gaf3bkicTh 10 cxapOiB. i1,

Hepéra ne MaroTe TaéMHHUX IM Lisei,
CrofiTb BOHM pa3oM sk Ap§3i GIH3LKI;
BoHi nocunaroTs kpacy ycim péuam,
OnnaxoBuit ndp 0yia HU3IB i BepxiB.

Kypbn B HMX HeMAc€: a3 HUX 60
Binknaneno Bérom gos6ni peuéi,
HoBéni gns Beix; Tok dcTpax HifAKHMi
3noBicTsa Ha YHCTY IX BTiXy He LLIE.

Ot1éx ine 3 nyry usg 3BicTKa HikaBa,

o k6xHe Gepé cobi Té, WO CAYKUTh HoMy —
bepé BoHO Té, WO MOXE MiAHATH il AEPKATH
Sx pap 3om0THCTOrO COHLA

! ne6écuoro 6nara — mowy.

I 3 Brixoto Bci mepeB4 BignaoTH

BaraTcTsa cBoi ToMy x cOHIo i TBOpPLIS.

OT 14K TO BOHM B Hau4na 30pi
IMinTpimMyrots Boxnii 6paTépcTsa 3aBiT.



99. A GUARD OF THE SEPULCHRE

Behold, some of the watch came into the city and told unto the
Chief Priests all the things that were come to pass, and....they gave
large money unto the soldiers, saying: Say, His disciples came by night
and stole Home away while we slept. — Matthew.

I was a Roman soldier in my prime;

Now age is on me and the yoke of time.

I saw your Risen Christ, for I am he

And I am one of two who watched beside
The Sepulchre of Him we crucified.

All that last night I watched with sleepless eys;
Great stars arose and crept across the skies.
The night was long, so long, it seemed at last

I had grown old and a long life had passed.
Far off the hills of Moab, touched with light,
Were swimming in the hollow of the night.

I saw Jerusalem all wrapped in cloud,
Stretched like a dead thing folded in a shroud.

Once in the pauses of our whispered talk,

I heard a something on the garden walk.

Perhaps it was a crisp leaf lightly stirred —
Perhaps the dream-note of a walking bird.

Then suddenly an angel burning white

Came down with earthquake in the breaking light,
And rolled the great stone from the Sepulchre,
Mixing the morning with a scent of myrrh.

And lo, the Dead had risen with the day:

The Man of Mystery had gone His way!

Years have I wandered, carrying my shame;

Now let the Tooth of Time eat out my name.

For we, who all the Wonder might have told,

Kept silence, for our mouths were stopped with gold.
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99. KAPAYJI KOJIO 'POBHHUIII

Ocb desxi 3 Kapayaie npuliwuau 0o micma i po3Inoeiau 20A06HUM
C8AUEHUKAM NPO 8Ce, WO CMAAOCA | ... OHU 0aAU Kapayiam
6azamo zpowseii, xaxncyuu: zosopims, wo Hozo yuni npuiiwau enoui

i suxkpaau Hozo mino, xoau mu cnaau.

51 6yB BilicbkOBHM B pO3KBiTi XKHTTH;
Tenép a BxkE crapuit i y3u yacy Ha MeHi.
A 64umne BALIOrO BOCKpéCHOro XpHCTA,
bo a2 6yB T6#, akuii nogas

Ficén Momy xe Ha xpecTi;

I 5 ogiH i3 ThX, axi n6alniBo cTeperan
Horé rpo6uuui; Mord x mu po3n’sn.

51 6xom Ge3cOHHMM B OCTAHHIO TY HiY BapTYBAB.

3’ainucsa 36pi Bennki #f no HEGI nauBIIA.

Hiy 6yna nésra — npendsra i 3naBanocs, wo f
Hapéwri noctépisck i 10Bre MHHYI0 KUTTS.
Hanéko y caitni MoB46cnki ropon

Kynanuce B JIoLZHI HiYHOT TacbMH.

A 64uus sx €pycamiM y XMAapy 3rOpHYBCH

1 po3TATHYBCh, MOB MEPTBA piY 3aBHTA B MEJICHY.

Mu Téxo wenTanu i 3piaka s 4yB

Sk wéen y ropdai imné nobausy.

MosxmiBo 6y6 Lie 3By44HHA CYyXOro JINCTKA,

A MOxe AK6roch TaM NTaxa XoJa.

Toni To 3HeHALbKA 5 BUYB CTPYC 3eMJ,

3 BUCOT 3M1€TiB AHrON y GIACKY ACHIM,

Beniikuil kAMinb 3 rpoGHALI CKOTHB

I pAHOK HanOBHHUBCS MAPOM BaGHHAM.

I pAnTom BiH 3 MépTBHX BOCKpEC,
BiAKpPAB CBOKO CYTh —

JIromina MicTépii miwni B CBOKO NYTh.

Biyk4e s iTAMu, B cobi cTHI HOCHB.
Tenép xait 3y6 uacy 37icTb Mo€ iM’4,
Bo M# po Te 4yAo cka3aTH MOTJIH,
Ané mu MoBYANTH, 60 3010TOM HAM
3YNUHUJIM YCTA.

Mareii.
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100. THE GOD OF SONG AND MIRTH

"Twas the God of Song and Mirth
Who descended to the Earth.

It was He who veiled His face

In the sorrow of the race;

He who toiled at Nazareth,

Going with us down to death;

He who bowed the heavens for men,
And arose to light again.

"Twas the First-born Son of Light
Shone upon the human night,
Bringing down the Final Truth

In His deep, eternal youth.

God was reconciled to man
When the ages first began;

But that man be reconciled

God became a little child.

So appeared the God of Song

In the planet going wrong;

So appeared the God of Light,
God of Passion still and white;
Came to help us lift the weight
Of the planetary fate;

Came and taught the one relief
For the gray primeval grief —
Taught that Love, though deified,
Could not set the Law aside.
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100. BOT ITICHI ! YTIXH

Bor ITicHi # YTixn

Ha 3émmio 3ifiuds.

Ipuitnae nuué Yososika,

Moro cMyTOK, MAdTh i KPOB.
Bin Tpyniecs B Hazapéri,
Pa3oM 3 HAMH HLLIOB Ha CMépPTh,
Bin npu6ni3uB HeGo mdaIM

I Ha HEGO 3HOB BOCKpécC.

Bin 6yB népuum Crinom CsiTna,
JIv6acekiit Ho6ui CBiTno Aas;

Bin Bigsiuny IIpasay Boxy

B Biuniil rOHOCTI Depxas.

bor i3 nx0nom npuMupiABC,

Sk cBiT XUTH PO3MOYAB,

Ta uo6 moa uet npUMUPATH
Bor Manmim AuTATKOM CTAaB.

Tak Bor IlicHi HapoanBcs

Ha nnanéti cym’aTHii;

Tak Bor Csitna Haponsiscsa —
3anan Tiaxwuii, yiactuii B Him.

Bin npuitii6s HaM néMiy nadtu —
Tarap ndéni nignecti;

Bin npuiitués i BB nonérui

B xénax méacekoi xyp6u.

Bin yuis, uio uiicta # HixHa, o o66xHeHa JIo668
He € B 3M63i 3anuuniTi Ha 6611 3aKoH.
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101. HOW THE GREAT GUEST CAME

Before the cathedral in grandeur rose

At Ingelburg where the Danube goes;
Before its forest of silver spires

Went airily up to the clouds and fires;
Before the oak had ready a beam,

While yet the arch was stone and dream—
There where the altar was later laid,
Conrad, the cobbler, plied his trade.

* X %

It happened one day at the year’s white end —
Two neighbors called on their old-time friend;
And they found the shop, so meager and mean,
Made gay with a hundred boughs of green.
Conrad was stitching with face ashine,

But suddenly stopped as he twitched a twine:
"Old friends, good news! At dawn today,

As the cocks were scaring the night away,

The Lord appeared in a dream to me,

And said, ‘I am coming your Guest to be!’

So I've been busy with feet astir,

Strewing the floor with branches of fir,

The wall is washed and the shelf is shined,
And over the rafter the holly twined.

He comes today, and the table is spread

With milk and honey and wheaten bread.”

His friends went home; and face grew still

And he watched for the shadow across the sill.

He lived all the moments o’er and o’er,

When the Lord should enter the lowly door—

The knock, the call, the latch pulled up,

The lighted face, the offered cup.

He would wash the feet where the spikes had been,
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101. IK BEJIJUKH¥ I'CTh NPUNALIOB

Iépiue, Hix BApic rpaHaid3Huit cob66p
Tam, ne dyHa# B Inrens6ypry niuse;
[Mépure Hix nic or6é cpiGHUX BepLIAH
I'paui63Ho 0o XMAp i Ko GJACKiB MigHABCH;
Méprue, Hix 3 ny6a moctés GanaHcAp

1 4pxa kamiHHa au B Mpii Gyné;

Tam, oe nokanM nisHitue BiBTap, —

MaB wépcbky MaiicTépHio crapannuit Kinapar.

» * *

Oauéro gHf, AK CHIroM pik KiH44BCb,
Cycian a4 Bigsigamm iioro,

Crapéro apyra, i niB ix o6ropHys:
Horo maiicTépus, 6iana i ruaka,

Bbyna Becéna, B 3éneHi rindk.

JInué wesns cisuro, BiH cTi6aB

I pénTOM — ApATBY WIApN — i 3yNMHMUBCH:
”Moi Bu apy3i, 166pa sictka! Ha 3opi,
Kon#n Bxe niBHi Bigrananu Hiu,

SIBuBcy Xpuctédc MeHi y cHi i cka3ds:
”S1 6yny HiHi B TéGe sk TBIM ricTh”.
OT6x 5 3paHKy B pyci, Ha HOTAX,
ITlinnéry BKp#AB cMepEYHHH TiNKAMH,
O6MmiiB cTiny, nonnui 6;1Mck HagaB

I ndny6a BiHOK Hax KPOKBOI 3aTKAB.
Bin npuitne HiHi. Ctin g BXxé Hakp#B:
Mweniunuit xai6 i Méx, i Monokd.”

I opysi Biniiing. A BiH yekas,
HuBhBCh, 106 TiHb ZOrNIAHYTH HA BikHI,
I k6XHy XBANIbKY BiH NEPEXHUBAB;
Xpucr6ce go Hbéro ... B 6inHoro AiMoOx...
Ocb 6y0e cTYK, NOTATHETLCH 3aMOK

I — cBitna [MécTaTh, Yala KUTTHOBA.
Kinapar Momy o6mite néru, pan,

B Tim micui, ae wuni 6ynn,
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He would kiss the hands where the nails went in,
And then at the last would sit with Him
And break the bread as the day grew dim.

While the cobbler mused there passed his pane
A beggar drenched by the driving rain.

He called him in from the stony street

And gave him shoes for his bruised feet.

The beggar went and there came a crone,
Her face with wrinkles of sorrow sown.

A bundle of fagots bowed her back,

And she was spent with the wrench and rack.
He gave her his loaf and steadied her load
As she took her way on the weary road.
Then to his door came a little child,

Lost and afraid in the world so wild,

In the big, dark world. Catching it up,

He gave it the milk in the waiting cup,

And led it home to its mother’s arms,

Out of the reach of the world’s alarms.

The day went down in the crimson west
And with it the hope of the blessed Guest,
And Conrad sighed as the world turned gray:
”"Why is it, Lord, that your feet delay?

Did You forget that this was the day?”
Then soft in the silence a Voice he heard:
"Lift up your heart, for I kept my word.
Three times 1 came to your friendly door;
Three times my shadow was on your floor.
I was the beggar with bruised feet;

1 was the woman you gave to eat;

I was the child on the homeless street!”
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Moré Bin pyku nouinye Tam,

e upsixu B HEX 6ya¥ panil,

I, Ax TEMHITH CTAHE OEHb,

Bonit 3acinyTb npy ctogi

M rocTiny MATHMYTE COBi.

Ko Tak wBéUs po3aymMyBas,

To nép3 BikHO npoiIOB MpoOLUAK,
TMpomOxuiil BIIEPTH BAJIbHAM JOWIEM.
Kingpar iiord no cébe B3B8,

B3yTT4 Ha XBOpi HOTH AaB,

I crapeus BigiioB.

Ipuituina crapa xapra.

JInué noxpnrte 3MOpLIKaMH xKypbH,
danminy KIYHOK CNAHY 1if 3irHys,

Ha niii Bin6mnack Myka, 1éM i 6inb.

Biu 4B iii x)1i6, monérwus ii Tarap,

I 646a nani B nyTs cBOKO milna.

Toni Mané auté 3’4BUIIOCH Y ABEPEH,
3abnyane, y cTpaxy Bii KABep3HHX Jt0AEH
B BenfikiM CBiTi TEMHHX, JAKHX i,
3aTpiimas BiH iiord, 4aB yalKy MONOKA,
3aBiB no marepi i B pyku ii Binaas,

o6 He caruyna mdackbka METYIIHA.

B mannHoBiii 6apBi ciycTHBCA BXKe OEHD,
A 3 HAM i HaAid Ha récTa npuxia.

Cymye Kingpar, cipie Bxe cBiT.

”Ilo cTanocs, Icyce, uio Th 3abapuscs?
Un méx npu3abys, U0 HAHI Hal AEHLY”
I B THwi Bin narigamii [é10c novys:
“boapucsa! A cnésa nonépixas cBOro.
IIpux6ame s Tpiui B TBil ApyxHiH AiMOK;
Y HLOMy 6yn4 Tpu pasit MOS TiHb.

51 6yB Toil npowak, wo negp-néas WKaHAHOAB,
A 698 Ta xapr4, wo TH icTH iit A48,

51 69B Te AMTH, WO HOTO TH Y348

3 6e3n6MHoO1 BYnMLi # MATepi o4B”.
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Charles H. Gabriel (1856-1932)

102. MY EVENING PRAYER

If I have wounded any soul to-day,

If I have caused one foot to go astray,

If I have walked in my own wilful way —
Good Lord, forgive!

If I have uttered idle words or vain,

If I have turned aside from want or pain,

Lest I myself should suffer through the strain —
Good Lord, forgive!

If I have craved for joys that are not mine,

If I have let my wayward heart repine,

Dwelling on things of earth, not things divine —
Good Lord, forgive!

If I have been perverse, or hard, or cold,

If I have longed for shelter in Thy fold,

When Thou hast given me some part to hold —
Good Lord, forgive.

Forgive the sins I have confessed to Thee,

Forgive the sins I do not see,

That which I know not, Father, teach Thou me —
Help me to live.
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Yapns I'. T'éii6pien

102. MO BEUIPHA MOJIUTBA

Axwé xoro6yap a1 06pa3uB cLoroaHi,
SIxk1é cnpuYHHAB AKHiicb KPOK HE B NyTTH
1 #ilw6B HOpoBNIBO, cBaBiNbHO 6e3 Tebe —
Ipocti MeHi, ['écnoan boxe, mpocTi!

Sxwd yxuUBAB A Ci1iB MAPDHHUX, CYETHHX,
Axuw6 BiaBepHyBes Bia 660 i 6inn
o6 Tinbku camMOMy He MATH Hanpyry —
MpocTtit meni, ['écnoau Boxe, npocTh!

Axwo 1 xary Mae 1'’koMpOpTy 4yxkoTo
1 cépiro npUMXIABOMY CKAPXKHUTHCH AAB,

Ha péyax 3eMHHX 3yNHHABILKCD, HE BOXUX —

IMpocti meni, Mécnoau Boxe, mpocth!

Axwé6 1 6yB BNEPTHIA, TAKKAH, HENPUBITHHH,

Xanas Teoro 34xucTy B nacTei Teoli
Koni Tu yacTéHy yxé MeHi naB —
Ipocti meni, Fécnoau boxe, npocth!

IpocTi Bei rpixi ui. Tobi 1 po3kpHB ix.
ITpocTi i TaéMHi, HEBUOHI MEH.
Ipocti meni, Otue, it yun

TBoéro mopdroro B XHUTTI MOIM HTH.
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Harry Romaine

103. AD COELUM

At the Muezzin’s Call for prayer,

The kneeling faithful thronged the square,
And on Pushkara’s lofty height

The dark priest chanted Brahma’s might.
Amid a monastery’s weeds

An odl Franciscan told his beads,

While to the synagogue there came

A jew, to the praise Jehova’s name.

The one great God looked down and smiled
And counted each his loving child;

For Turk and Brahmin, monk and Jew
Had reached Him through the gods they knew.
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I'éppi Poméeitn

103. 1O HEBA

MyéuuH CKIAKaB Ha MOJIATBY —
Ha CKBépi MoOJIb6Y My3y/IMAaH;

a TaM Ha narop6i [Tywkapa

npo Bparmy npasus xpéun-6paman.

Ha maHacTApcbkoMy noABip’i
MOHAX MOJIATBY BiAMOBJISB,

a xun npuiilnés 10 cUHAroru
XBaJIATH €roBi iM™11.

Mornanys Bér i yemixuyBes
yBéxHO Bigganum Momy, —

60 #iAg, MOHAX, OparMaH i TYpoxk
MOJIATBOO 60raM cBoiM

nami Homy no668 cBokd.
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Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)

104. RECESSIONAL

God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flung battle line,
Beneath whose awful hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine,
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget!

The tumult and the shouting dies,
The captains and the kings depart;
Still stands thy ancient sacrifice,

A humble and a contrite heart.
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget!

Far called, our navies melt away,

On dune and headland sinks the fire;
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!

Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,
Lest we forget, lest we forget!

If, drunk with sight and power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe,
Such boastings as the Gentiles use —
Or lesser breeds without the law —
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget, lest we forget!

For heathen heart that puts her trust

In reeking tube and iron shard,

All valiant dust that builds on dust,
And guarding, calls not Thee to guard,
For frantic boast and foolish word,

Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord! Amen.
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Paniapa Kannunr

104. THUMH IIICJA BOT'OCJIYXKXBH

O Bo6xe npéaxiB HALINX, 3HAHUH B TaBHUHY,
Brnagapro Haworo y nasnedi nopiaky 6oiioséro!

IMig ceiTio0 pykoro TBOEHO MH AEPKHUM BJIACTh CBOKO
Han nansMolo it cocHOto.

O TI'écnoau Bificbka, 6yab 3 HamMy Lue,

o6 mMu He 3a6ynu Tebe!

36eHTénEHHS it KDAKH BMHPAIOTD,

[Miwny kaniTanu, ninuTA KopoJ;

Ané TBos naBHAS KEPTBA TPHUBAE —

Xuné TBoe cépue nokipHe, 10 XKANy€E BCIiX.
O I'écnonn Bilickka, Oyas 3 HaMH Lue,
o6 mu ne 3abynu Tebe!

drorania HaIa y ganeui TORe,

Ha midHi i MAci Wwe3aroTs BOrHi;

Yudpa 6yna Hawa 6yuHicTh 6y6OHHa —
Coordani — Hinéeu i Tupy pyiuu xaxui.
O Cynne HapOais, noMunyit Hac Lue,
lLlo6 mu He 3a6ynu Tebe!

kw6 MU, ci’sHiTi Big B14au, cBaBOIHM
HectsimHo 6e3 nyT nepea TpéHoM Troim

— Taxa To xBanL64 nuiu noraHam nuTéMa,
AGO BUPOCTAHHAM NOTAHCHKHX NJIOAIB —
O I'écnoawm Biiicbka, 6yab 3 HaMH Lue,

1llo6 Mu He 3ab6ynu Tebe!

Hn1s céplist MOr4HCHKOro, 110 XUBHThL HAZIIO

Ha miaMuy Tpy6y i 3anizuuit Mynaup,

Hns npaxy xop66poro, 110 B npax Mae Bipy,
Hns BApTH, W0 T4 He B3IUBAE HA 3AXHCT i MAp,
XBann6¥ HaBicHOI i cniB NopoxHo,

Maii mitnicTs, o Béxe, ans méay Teord! AMiHb.
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Edwin Arlington Robinson (1869-1935)

105. CALVARY

Friendless and faint, with martyred steps and slow
Faint for the flesh, but for the spirit free,

Stung by the mob that came to see the show,

The Master toiled along to Calvary;

We gibed him, as he went, with houndish glee,

Till his dimmed eyes for us did overflow;

We cursed his vengeless hands thrice wretchedly, —
And this was nineteen hundred years ago.

But after nineteen hundred years the shame

Still clings, and we have not made good the loss
That outraged faith has entered in his name.

Ah, when shall come love’s courage to be strong!
Tell me, O Lord — tell me, O Lord, how long
Are we to keep Christ writhing on the cross!

106. A CHRISTMAS SONNET
For One In Doubt

While you that in your sorrow disavow

Service and hope, see love and brotherhood

Far off as ever, it will do no good

For you to wear his thorns upon your brow

For doubts of him. And should you question how
To serve him best, he might say, if he could,
“Whether or not the cross was made of wood
Whereon you nailed me, is no matter now.”

Though other saviors have in older lore

A legend, and for older gods have died —
Though death may wear the crown it always wore
And ignorance be still the sword of pride —
Something was here that was not here before,
And strangely has not yet been crucified.
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Ensun Apnuurron Pabuncen

105. TOJITOTA

OauuOKuH, 6Mianil, yMy4yeHHH, THXHH,
3uecinenuit TiOM, Ta AYXOM MIiLHA#H,

Y paxennii rop6# an66010 3NOBTIXH,
Iés Ha [onroTy, ABAraB XpecT TSKKHIL.
Moré mu ckpe6nii Toai 661eM BakKiM,

1 Bin ponuB c/ibO3M 3a AL HALIUX JINXO;
Moré mMu HeMCTHBOTO CKBEPHO KJIsIH, —
Taki My Toai y Tiit Apami Oyan.

Aneé x HUHI K i ToAl, BeNNKUH cOPOM Ham —

3a cMépTh Moré 3a HAC — MOOAKK B HAac HeMa,
O6pasa Bipu B Hboré — Ham uyxa xyp64a.

Ko x Bxe npiitae 4ac, wob B Hac no60OB 3pocna!
O I'écnoan, Icyce! Ckaxin, ckaxu MeHi

Sk néBro ule KOHATUMeELU 3a HAC Ha XpecTil...

106. PI3ABSSHUY COHET

Konw tu T6H, wo B répio 3anuiaeil

I cnyx6y i Hanfro, GpaTépcTBO * i M06OB

Tu 6ayu nui fanéko, — UMM He NMoMaraeciu

Co6i HociTH Ha woni cBoiM konmtdukn Moré

Sk cymHiB B cyTh Mord. Ta sk cnutaew

Sk cnyxits Momy Haiikpatue, 6yae, Ma6yTh, Bianosias Horo:
“[IpHOVB TH MEHE Ha XpeCTi NepeBAHIM

U iHIiM — Tenép HeBAXHO, Tenép BCé OOHO”.

Xou iHwi ciachTesi B AABHLOMY BYEHHI
Jlerénny Manu i BMHpanu ans crapiuux 6oris,
Xou cMEPTE MOXe MATH BiHOK B BiYHOEHHI

A ropaicTs AepkAaTH cBiif Méu B HE3HAHHI —
lléck TyT 6ynd, paHiw Ge3 HakMEHHS,

I ¢ He 6ynod posm’dite Ha XpecTi.
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Madeleine Sweeny Miller (1890-1976)

107. HOW FAR TO BETHLEHEM?

"How far is it to Bethlehem Town?”

Just over Jerusalem hills adown,

Past lovely Rachel’s white-domed tomb —
Sweet shrine of motherhood’s young doom.

"It isn’t far to Bethlehem Town —

Just over the dusty roads adown,

Past Wise Men’s well, still offering

Cool draughts from welcome wayside spring;
Past shepherds with their flutes of reed

That charm the woolly sheep they lead;

Past boys with kites on hilltops flying,

And soon you’re there where Bethlehem’s lying.
Sunned white and sweet on olived slopes,
Gold-lighted still with Judah’s hopes.

”And so we find the Shepherd’s field

And plain that gave rich Boaz yield,

And look where Herod’s villa stood.

We thrill that earthly parenthood

Could foster Chrsit who was all-good;

And thrill that Bethlehem Town to-day
Looks down on Christmas homes that pray.

"It isn’t far to Bethlehem Town!

It’s anywhere that Christ comes down
And finds in people’s friendly face

A welcome and abiding place.

The road to Bethlehem runs right through
The homes of folks like me and you.”
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Meénenin Caini Munep

107. AK JAJIEKO 1O BUDITUEMY?

— Mk ganéko no Mmicréuka Bupnuémy?

— 3a rop6amu €pycanimy, TaM B JOJIHHY,

Ta 3a rp66om Pagiina, 3 6inum kynonom-eepxom,
Mpunaauor rpo6minero Ipeuncroi Hdisu.

Ho micréuka Budnnémy Henanéko.

JIuui yépe3 nopOwHi opOry YHA3,

IToB3 xpunino Myapeuis, mo i gdci we
Ha€ xononnapuii npu nopdsi 6pu3s;

IToB3 nactyxis, 110 Ha ¢néiitax rparoTsh

I rpdro 4apyroTh MYXHACTHX OBEUb,

Ha naropkax 3mii 3 nanépy nitaroTs;

Tu cxépo Tam Oymewr — MicTéuka ciiéup.

I Tak Mu 3Hax6aMMO NACTHpIB néJe

I niBy, wo by308i rapui nnoan npuHecna,
I micue, ae Ipona Binna 6yna.

B nac panicuuii Tpénet: Mapis i Hocuo,
OnikyH i M&TH, 3eMHAMH OYIH

" Xpucty—o6poTi Bci#t BUXOBY nmani;
Ta uini B Hac cyM, Budnném 60 HiaHi
Pi3gBAHi QoMM 3HEBAXA it MONTUTBHA.

Ho mictéuka Budnuemy Henanéxo!

Bond Bcroau-BcKOaoy, ae cx6auTh XpHcTOC
I B np{rkHiM o6niuyi sronéit Ha 3emui
3Hax6auTb cepaéuHuit MpUBIT i KUTHO.
llinsax no Badnuémy Bené kpizb gomi
Tax#x mopneit BipHUX, K och f i TH.
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Wasyl Jaszczun [Yashchun] (1915- )

108. GLORY TO THEE MY HEAVENLY FATHER!

Glory to Thee my heavenly Father!

The sky and earth, the sun and stars,
The fishy waters, fragrant woods,

The chains of mountains, ample wealds...
They all are yours, they are your deeds.

O dear Supreme Almighty Power!
How wisely Thou maintain the stern
Of this embroidered pretty net

That never, newer falls astern.
Glory to Thee for this, my God!

Eternal Truth and Purity!

Thou put the man and whole mankind
Above the plants and monkeys’ world,
And gave me dignifying mind,

So love for Thee can be unfurled.
Glory to Thee for this, my God!

Celestial Love and gracious Judge!

Thou gave me reason, conscience, heart
To let me know what’s wrong what’s right
To Thee and me in my life’s chart.

Glory to Thee for this, my God!

Thou’re Hope for faithful! Port for slaves!
Thou gave me prudence, vigor, vim

To love my nation, peoples, weak;

This has become my living hymn.

Glory to Thee for this, my God!

How grateful I'm to Thee, my God,
For all these gifts of Thyne to us,
Thy earthly creatures — daughters, sons.
To Thee, my God, glory and praise!
To Thee in heaven and on earth!
* This and the following Jaszczun’s English poems are translations of his Ukrainian

poems, published in his book of Ukrainian poems Do svitla (1988). (Translations by
Wasyl Jaszczun).
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Bacuib SmyH

108. XBAJIA TOBI, HEBECHUH OTYE!

He6échuit Otue! TBopue 6s1ar npupoau:

IInanér, nosiTps, Heba, cOHLA, 3ip,

3enéHux 60piB, NALLIHUX HAB PO3NOrux,

I'nu6éxnx pubuux oA, 6aratux rip...
3a TBOpH 1i xBana Tobi!

O mianuit Béxe! Becemoryua ciuno!

Sk cBitno Tu Hag cBITOM LAX Mepéx

Tpumaeuw ctiiiko cin Troix nepina

1 népoxuin BCECBIT B pyci Myapux Méx!
3a uygo ue xsana Tobi!

Biasiuna Ilpasno! Ceity omoddpe!
Tu nonan Bcim cTBOpiHHAM pyk TBOIX
Hanae mMeHi BOyMIIABICTb apXHTBOpY —
JT10668 no Tébe y sUTTi MOIM.

3a nacky uro xBana Tobi!

JIro66Be uncra! MinocTusuil cyone!
Tu pd3ym, cépue it cOBicTL AaB MeHi,
[llo6 s B3HaB4B, wo 066pe i w0 MapHe
Tob6i it nopdram XHTTLOBHM MOIM.

3a uinHicTh LK xBana To6i!

Hanie Bipuux! IIpAicTtaHe HeBinbHUX!

Ty nae meni po3cynok i cary

JobuTu HApia Miit, moaéil, GeacHbHUX;

Ue#t mwnisix mo MApy B ayuy BKI4B MO10.
3a ue#i madx xBana Tobi!

Ak sagunnit s Tobi!, Bennknii Béxe,
3a ckap6u ui ans Hac monéi —
Tsoix crBopiub, TBOIX giTéii!
XBana Ha HeGi i Ha 3emuti!
XBasa i cnaea
Bdxe miit!
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109. GOD’S TRUTH CANNOT BE DEFEATED BY EVIL

God’s Truth cannot be defeated by evil

As sun cannot be defeated by clouds;

The light of the Truth can only be darkened
By sly evil phantoms, their vile, paltry clouts.

The Source of the truth can never be dried

By evil’s gusty unscruplulous blows

If strong stream of love for the Almighty’s truth
In your heart unceasingly flows.

Only the Truth can break cynic derides

if for Its sake sacrifices are made.

Let’s work for the Truth, believe evil with fall,
Don't let evil forces destroy our faith.

110. PANTA REI

The day lies down, takes nightly rest,
The night turns into day,

Tornado passes, storm calms down,
The spring takes snow away.

The gracious earth drinks furious flood,
The blissful rain cures drought,

The meteor in sky gets lost,

Now’s hope, belief, now doubt.

The sun of joy removes grief’s cloud,
The love melts hatred’s ice,

Today your heart and gen’rous deeds
Replace your passing vice.

In time all things do somehow change,
Some more, some less, some die,
Except for Him, Eternal God, —

He is beyond the time;

He gave it life, put nature’s laws

In their mysterious rhyme.
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109. BOXO! MPABAU 3JIOM HE ITOBOPELI

boxoi I1papau 310M He noGopel,
Sk cOHug He 360pe Basl XMAp;
Kpacy Ii niw saTemusirors
Mipaxi n1ykaBux npumap.

Kpunnui x Ii ve 3aBanarts
IMop#ABH HenpAaBaHM XKary,

Sk nnucTUMYTH B cépli py4ai
Ho uictoi IIpasau pikn.

JImiu IMpaBaa unHi3MHU 31aM4e,
Ak xépTBamu Ilpasna pocre.
Hepxim 1i npanop sucéxo,
Xaii ain Hamux aa He 3meté!

110. TAHTA PEI

MHuHa€e néHb, MHHAE Hiy,

ﬁ,uyrb CHATH COHSALIHI NPOMIHHA,
Munarots 6ypi it BiTpoBiHHS,
3eMuIsl CHIrM CKHMIAE 3 MUTiY.

IIpoxéauTh noBiHb, ryparaH,
BMupaiots B chépi MeTedpPH,
Minde Bia cBiif mdackke rope,
BTpauie n10Th CBOK) BYJIbKAH.

Coeordani — panicth, 34BTpa — CcyM,
Hapniro # Bipy 16MUTB CYMHIB,

B 06681 TOHE THIBY CTpYMiHD,
Bnepén — xpana, 3a HéXO — rayM.

Vcé iné, neTuTh, MHHAE;
Vcé Benmnke i Mané,
Ycé — i né6pe i nuxeé.

JImu Biu, CeaTihit, He mpoMHHAE.
Mor6 we Tkné yacy pi3éub;
Bin nd3a HiimM, itoré Teopéup.
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111. THE BEAUTY

I see the beauty in the poem of sun,

In spring-tide mornings on the noiceless site,
In bright star jewels on the dark-blue sky,
In the silver moon at a peaceful night.

I see the beauty on a calm blue sea

With shiny ribbons on its curly waves,

In green and smiling woods, and fields, and hills
In distant evening gold-framed sunny rays.

I am allured by silky myrtle weaves,
By bright-colored roses and wheat-field’s trills,
By golden, red and yellow autumn leaves.

The beauty’s pictured in the deeds of man

Who keeps God’s spirit in his heart and van,

And asks the people: “Come and share my wealth, —
O come, and share my spirit’s modest health!”

I see the beauty in the artist’s art, —
His charming work enchants my eyes and heart.

But only They earned dearest beauty palms —
Saint Virgin Mary, Jesus Christ,
And little Child in Mary’s arms.

112. WHEN YOU LOVE THE NATURE

When you love the nature in its multiclothes —

In green, and in yellow, and in white with snow;

When you care for creatures domestic and wild,

And birds in the orchard, in woods or in grove;

When you love the people — black, yellow and red —

But white in their conscience, their heart and their mind, —
You’re closer to God than your neighbor rich, white,

Who keeps his heart black and his mind narrow, blind.
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111. KPACA

Kpacy s 644y B COHALUHIN noéMi
BecHAHHUX PAHKiB MAPHOTO 4acy,
Y népnax 3ip Ha TEMHOCHHIM HéEDI,
V cpibni micsus y Hiy BaGHY.

Kpacéro pawyTh TAXe CHHE MOpe
3 OMcKyYMMH cTpiYkaMH Ha 40Ji,
YcmixHeni nic, nond i répu

B BedipHi#t 310TOCMYKHii JanuHi.

Kpacéro MAHUTBH LIOBK pACHOI MHUpPTH,
Yapye 3ip AcHAN TPOAHIH UBIT,
XBUIACTI HABH, OCiHb 3JI0TOM BKpHTa,
B 0OHATTAX COHLA DOronrOOHHUI CBIT.

Kpaca ManioeTbes B Oiax MOAAHH,
llo B cépui bory 36ynoBana xpam,
3anpéuiye 0o HBOro BCix B FOCTHRHY,
A nékny kaxe: rétb, T06i He 1am!

Kpacy a 6auy B 66pa3ax Gararux,

Bona B cBATAX ikOHax-00pa3ax.

Kpaca x kpacdT — Xpuctoc i Béxa Maru,
Caata, 3 manim Icycom Ha pykax.

112. XTO JIOBUTDb [TPUPOY

XTo moO6uTh NpHpday B ii pi3HUX ATaxX —
B 3enéniii i x6BTiil, i 6inift — B cHIry;

XTo MO6UTHL TBAPHUHHN OOMAILLIHI i AAKi

I upcTBO MepHaTe B cany i Jicy;

XTo nO6uTh Moné pizHOGAPBHOI LIKipH,
Ta 6inux y cépui, B oywi i B AyMkax, —
Toit 6maxunit no boéra, Hix 6inuit 6aray

3 nyweéro MoB caxa, yMOM ciinmit n64y.
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113. ROOTS

1 see a tree in spring green clothes,
It hosts bright sunny rays,

Allures my eyes, brings joy to heart,
It spreads its blissful shades.

Though stormy winds sometimes attack
The tree in summer days,

Bend down its head and arms and legs, —
It fights and firmly stays.

In fall, its head and face turn old,

The fallen leaves decay

And merge with earth to nourish roots
That tree alive would stay.

Depressed, it sadly looks around
With snow shroud on its head,
Yet roots give juicy food to it,
Keep it from getting dead.

The seasons change, so does the tree,
Yet roots hold life and strength.

As long as roots are live and strong
The life of tree won’t end.

The tree of many nation’s boughs

May change its shape and style, —
When nation’s roots get food from God
That nation’s tree won't die.
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113. KOPIHHA

Yo6panocs aépeBo B 3éNIeHb BECHAHY,
TocTAThL Ha ra{3oukax cOHLE Apké

I Tiub TennosiiiHo-BabaMBY, IPUMAHHY
Knané na ocfisse néne cBo€.

I B j1iTi )xapkOMy NUIIAETHCH CTATHO.
Xou B résioBy 4acom 6’c XxBiNA BITDIB,
Boné B HHX MillHi€, rapTy€ThCA BIIATHO,
HdapMa o BTpavae 6araTo JIMCTKIB.

Ta 3r6a0M XOBTi€, INCTKA ONMagaroTh,
TCuui6TE Ging HBOrO, HAYTH B 3éMJIIO CHITKOM,
Ceiif x6J1ip OpyHATHHH Ha YODHUI MiHAIOTH,
Bmupatots. KopiHHio % B 3eMni AaioTh KOpM.

IlonypucTe, réne cToiTh CYMOBHTO,
Hakpiiocs cABaHOM CHIXXHHM 3HMH;
CHary % 13 xopiHusa 6epé cokoBuTy,
{06 3HOB OOATHYTHUCH Y 3EJIEHL BECHH.

MiHfieTbcs népH i aépeBa BIIH,

Ta cina iior6 y KOpiHHi XKHBE.

Sk néBro kopiHug #or6 Oyae xNATH,
YoMy xypToBiHa JKHUTTH He y6'E.

¥V BiuHOoCTH MOpi MHHAIOTE endxH,
Bian6Btoe HApiA JTAHLIOT NOKOJIiHb,
BypaHu BopOxi, HeCATi MONIOXH

Tak YacTo 3pHBAIOTH NMIIOAN X KBiTiHb.

I rénoc kopiHHS 1X NpOCUTb | MOTUTD:
KopmiTs MeHe, aiTh, y xénax Herdn,.
KopwmiTte MeHe B B03i y midcrii répi, —
Sx odBro xuBY 1, XUTh 6yae HapOa.
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114. HYMN
On the Millennium of Rus-Ukraine Christianity

Glory to Thee, Almighty God,

For sunny rays of Christian creed.
They shone with blessings in Ukraine,
They brought her joy and blissful meed.

Their precious treasure of the soul,

The strength and beauty, fame and grace,
Were loudly spread throughout the world,
The peace and efforts were their base.

O dear Ukraine! Majestic land!

A thousand years already passed...

Your foe had robbed your mind and wealth
And gave you evil, o alas!

But Christian spirit glows in you,

The Trident beams with fiery hope!

The Moloch will not root them out, —
No force, no hell will make them doped!

115. THE SUN AND THE CLOUDS
To my granddaughters Diana and Christa

Your charming smile and radiant eyes
Can gild my cloud and melt my ice.
They moved fine feelings in my heart
And touch my mind’s poetic part.

When you grow up and learn the world,
Where sun-rays smile and clouds are sad, —
Don't let the clouds get you in wrap

When you perceive that sun is happed.

The clouds will move and pass away,
And golden sun will always stay.

It will unveil its shiny face

And give the world its smiling rays.

Love God. He’ll shed His grace on you.
Love Mom and Dad as they love you.
Respect the people’s rights and race, —
Your heart will glow with sunny rays.
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114. CJIABEHDb
Tucauoaimmio xpucmusncmea Ykpainu

XBana Tob6i, Benvikuit Boéxe,
3a coHue Bipu y Xpucra.

Boné 3acino B Ykpaini
IMpomiHHaM panocTu # n06pa.

Horo nnombui ckapbu ayxy,
MoryTa, cnasa, 4écTh, Kpaca,
Jlynéanu no wupokiM cBiTi,
TBopus ix Mup i 60poTHOA.

Beniuna MATH YkpaiHo!
Pokis Bxe THcA4a MHHA,
Tsof 6ararcTsa BOpOr MIOTHIA
3arap6as, TAXOM 3aMiHAB.

Ta ayx XpHCTA y HAC majae,
Tpu3y6 Boruém Hanii cis!

Ix 3 cépus HaM He BApBe MbnOX —
HachinbcTro i 4na Bopoxaa!

115. COHLIE | XMAPH
Moim enyuxam Hiani i Xpucmi

Bam ycmix yapiBHuii i 64i npoMeHHCTI
30n16TATH B MEHE XMADH, TOMJIATH JIiA,
BnuBaioTh B cépue cTpyM Nordau KoJbOPUCTHI,
TopkarTb yM, MiAHOCATL MY3H NOJOXIA.

Kon# B noT6wi siit 36arHéTe KHUTY CBITY,
He coéHus yeMix BAGUTH, a XMAPH THITATS,
He naiite xMapaM cMyTKy BAMH BOJIOZITH,
Ak 3 6ka wé3He cOHUA CcBiT/MIAa 61arodATh.

XMmapicTtuii BAn He cTanwii, BiH npuiiae i MHHE,
A cOHue 34BX I 6y ae 3010Té.

3-3a xMap BOHO NpHUILIAHE 3HOBY OnaroiitHe,
HacTb cBiTy pAnicTh NPOMIHHUM JIHLEM.

JIro6iTe Beepnnboro! Bin macku HaMm 3cuiie.
JT1o6iTh 6aTbKiB CBOIX, SK TKOGIATH BaC BOHM.
IanyiiTe 6nikHIX pacy, Bipy i 3BHYAI, —

B Bac cOHue 6Yne B cépli, He XMAPHI GUHTH.
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116. PREDESTINATION
(Dialogue)

He — I strongly believe in predestination.

God set for me destiny in advance.

He laid in advance my whole path of life,

He set on it firmly and fully my strides,

My starts, and my actions, and thoughts,

My feelings, my crosses, forethoughts.

I — I strongly believe in God’s integration.

He gave me free will, gives help in my grind,

He gave my will guardian — my conscience and mind.
With them I set always the paths of my life

Quite freely, but always in Almighty’s light.

He — God saw my conception before time was born.
He saw, and He knew, and He fixed long ago

My moments of joy, and my spiriting bloom,

My pains and afflictions, my pressure of gloom.

He sees and He knows when and where shall I die,
He knows whom I'll blame and whom I'1l glorify.
All this God predestined for me in advance,

So for doing my own way I don’t have chance.

I — He saw and He sees what will happen ahead:
Your thoughts with their seats in your head,

Your conscience and sense in your heart,

And your will which approves or denies action’s chart.
He sees and He knows but He doesn’t compel

Your will to rise up to the Light

Or to fall into depth of the Night.

Your will has its life in your freedom,

It can lead your life’s path to the hell

Or to the joy in the heavenly kingdom.

He — Then it’d be better not to have the freedom
And let our God make decisions for us.

I — Then we would become just strange automatons,
Unmerited monkeys that can not discuss.

Our will and deeds would have no probation, —
And only they let God make our destination.
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116.

MPEOECTUHALIA

(diasoe)

Bin

Bin

Bin

— S Bipro B NpH3HAYEHHA.

bor Hanepén moio AGI0 pillAB,
IToxn4e Hanepén MeHi LLTAX XXUTTbOBHUH,
38’1348 i3 HUM MilHO # cyUisibHO

Bci kpéku Moi, Bei aii, nyMku,

Yci modyBaHHA, XpecTH i rapa3am.

— 51 téx Bipto B bora,

Bin Bénto cBoGiaHY MeHI napyBas,

Has i#t cTopoxy — Mili p63yM i cOBiCTS,
o HAMH MepEéXy CTEXUHH KUTTA
Cgobiano, Ta 3 BOnero Bora-Tropus.

— bor 64uuB BigBiYHO 3a4ATTHA MOE.
BiH 64uuB i 3H&B, i pilIAB Hanepén

Moi KOXHOYACHI XBHJIHHH YTiX

1 661, cTpaXJAHHS, THCK CMYTKIB MOIX.
Bin 64ayuTb, BiH 3Ha€, xonh 1 noMpy.
VYce ue naBué BiH pillAB-npu3HaviB
Jns MéHe — CTBOPIHHA cBOTO.

— Biun 64unB i 64uuTh ycé Hanepén:
HyMk# o ix po3ym TBi# TBOPUTS,
Teol NOYYBAHHA i COBICTb TBOYO,

I B6mI0 TBOKO, IO LIMM MasAKaM

Haé coto 3réay # ne3réay MHpCLKY.
Ta Bin He 3HeBONIO€ BOMIO TBOKO
3niitmMaTuca Bropy, To BHU3, —

B cB0o66i TBOTi TBOS BOMS KUBE,

BoHA 10 “npu3HaveHn” Beng ii 3aBené.

— To kpaute 6yn6 6 Ham cBO66aHM He MATH

I B6mro pitnaTu Bignatu Teopuid.

— Toxai 6 MH 3MIHAINCH B XHUCTKI aBTOMATH

3 HeBpOHAMH MABNH Ge3 BAACHHX 3aCTyr.

ITponas 6u wnax séni i ckapOuius Garara, —

Bonn % HaM npu3HaveHHs Bora aardTs.
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117. GOD’S LOVE
(Dialogue)

He — God is our Father. He loves all His children:
Those who pray to Him and follow His will,

And those whom God’s commandments do not thrill.
So, whatever my thoughts and deeds might be

God’s love will never be taken from me.

I — God is our Father and loves all His children.

He grants us all the sun, the moon, the stars, the sky;
His eyes embrace us all, both good and bad,

He loves all those who smile and cry,

He loves all those who’re happy and sad,

He loves all people, it’s true, and you’re right.

But love of God has His own just plan —

The other man gets two, still other just one.

He — You make me think God is unjust.

For some has bread, for some just crust.

I — This truth has measure and its size:

The water in the creek has always two banks, —

The love of God for you and me

On our bank depends as well.

118. ONE CANT BLAME GOD

One can’t blame God for deadly gulfs,
and precipice, and filth, and mud,

in which men’s heads are tumbling down
and leave to us and foreign eyes

their noseless, eyeless, mournful skulls.
It’s not good God who chooses road
where man finds tragic episode.

It is man’s mind and his free will, —
They lead him there and sadly kill.
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117. BOXA JIOBOB
(dinro2)

Bin — Bor — BaTtsko Hau, OTéus. BiH n106UTL Beix miTéii:

I Thx, WO MOIATHLCH, YMoré sakbHam CIIyKaTh,
I Thx, o B 6inMX OHAX i B TEMiHI HOuéH

3a 13BOHOM LIMX 3aKOHIB y XHTTI HE T{XKaTh.
Tox, wo 6 1 He pobuB, He TyMaB i He MOBMUB,
He BTpauy g Hik6nu Boxoi n0668u.

1 — Bor — Barbko Haw, Bin 106UTh HAC, CBOIX AiTEiH.

Ycim na€ nositTps, cOHuE, Micsaub, 36pi;

I 066pi it 3i B 3ipkim kpy3i Horo ouéii;

Bin mo6uTH THX, 1O B YACTIi panocTi i ropi,

Biu m66uTh BeiX, ycix. Lle npasaa ceaTobnnba.
Ta ui mo668 Moré — npominHa B pi3HHX BAZax:
Lbomy TanauTiB N’4Th, 0TOMY — OBA,

TamtéMy nuw ol aaé Moro pyka.

Bin — Yu 3naunTh 1, o Bor — OTéus HecnpaBe A TABHIA?
Iux mO6KTL 6B, THX MEHIL, TAMTHX X€ — 30BCiM Hi?

A — Ils icTuHa cyMicHa B po3Mipax cBoix:
Bon4 muuBé B piu, o Mae Geperm.

10668 OTLA HEOBECHOrO — HE pi3HOBHI CTHXIH, —

BoHa 3anéxuTh TéX Big HAC,
Big HAILUMX Big3MBiB, ciBAii.

118. HE BOI BUHYBATUM

He Bér BuHYyBaTHi

3a cMépTHI npoBans,

Garumiia, Apyru i apu,

1110 B H¥X JIATATh rOJ0BH
nacekoro poay,

JIUIIAOYM CBITOBI —

HAM i uyxam —

Geandci it 6e30ki,

cyxi, noaipABneHi

BKpAii uepenn.

He Bin BuGupée nroanHi nopdry,
CTEXKH i CTEXKHHU

Jl0 CMEPTHHX KaHAB.

Ho uiix Bene po3ym i BOns ceobinHa,
o ix Bin moanHi

i nobpi cBoiM 4B,
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119. THE IDEAL

To live, my Lord, along Thy line,

To love my neighbour like myself,

And surely more than crown of mine;
To raise my love in my sound soul

To such a warmth that it would change
The evil’s ice to aureole, —

That’s honest, noble, lofty love.

But love for enemies, GULags...

Great fear embraces heart of mine
When 1 do hear these words of Thine.
To love tormentors, devil’s friends

Who crucify the moms and dads?

To love the sadists who pull out
Ancestral treasures from their heart?

To love the ruthless who use hell

To make my people infidel?

My love for them? Such chime for crime?
It’s very, very hard, my Lord,

To love the tyrant’s heart and sword,
The sadist’s hatred, malice, spite

Who finds in torture great delight.

But Thy demand is sacred road:

Should it become all people’s light,
There would be no oppression, fight,
The hypocrites would disappear;

No enemies, no wars, no fear.

There would be peace at homes and berths,
There would be peace and love on earth.
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119.10EAIJI

ITi mnaxom Teord 3akény
JIro6uTH 6aMXKHLOTO CBOTG
CunbHilue, Hix cBOt0 KOpOHY,
IInexats B Ay Také Temnaod,

o6 B HIM TOHYNO NBOAY 316 —
e wiipa, cOHsALIHA TI06OB.

Ith % TBoiM HLTAX6M MO6OBH

M mo6irts 'Y J1aru Boporis...

O, minuit Xpucre! Ctpax, TpuBOry
Meni HaBOANUTH A3BIH KX CJIB...
JIro6¥TH THX, IO PO3NHHAIOTH
Mofix 6atbkis i MaTepin?

JIvoOlTH THX, 110 BUTATAIOTH
CnankéBi ckap6m 3 ix ayuwi?
JTrobTH THX, 1O NéKNa OYXOM
HapisyloTe TaBpd paba

Ha uénax 3spaHeHHX y MyKax
Moix 6patis? Taki uina?

Ox, BaxK0-BaXKo0, Munnit Xprcre,
JIrobuiTh THPAHIB OYyILY i Méy,
HenéaBucts, 3166y i rHiB cagncra,
o 3 Myx nroauHU pOGHTH Ckéu.
Ta Teiii 3ak0H — cBATA gopora:
Imé3 Ou ruiT i papucéi,

Ax6u Teiit, XphcTe, ki 1H066BH
Cras cBiTnom aiit ycix nroaéii.
Ileit cBiT He 3HAB 6H CynocTATIB,
Kpusasux Biiin i 1x 6oris,

I 6yB 6m mip y kOxHil xaTi, —
JIro668 i MAp Ha Beiit 3emni.

201



Diana R. Laquinta (1981- )

120. GIFTS

Glory to God in the heavens,

Glory to Him for His light from above.
Glory to God for His gracious gifts —
For faith, and hope, and love.

We need the gift of faith to trust
And follow holy words of God;

It is a gift to man on earth

Which makes him never be unjust.

God’s vital gift to us is hope.

It gives us strength in our life,
In times of grief and tribulation
It is the anchor and salvation.

The dearest gift from God is love.

It brings us close to one another
And makes us feel and understand
That we should graciously give back
Our love to Him, as He demands.

As fish deprived of water dies,

As body dies when it’s deprived

Of water, food and air,

So also human spirit dies

When faith, and hope, and love are dead.

Thank you, dear Father, for your gifts,
For faith, and hope, and love, —
These shiny torchlights in my life.
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Hisxa P. JlaksinTta (1981-)

120. JAPH

XBasia BeemiinboMy Ha HeGecax!
XBana Ha Hebi i Ha 3emui!

XBan4 3a napu Moro nam —

3a Bipy, Haafro i TFOOOB HaM YCiM.

Bipa noTpi6na, 106 MaTH DOBipd,
IMpuiiMATH 3a NpaBaYy CBRLLUEHHI CTOBA;
BoHa — ckap6 mroanHu BaroMoi MipH,
Bon4 — cuna ayxa Big béra Tsopus.

Hagnis — nap gpyruii Big béra OTtus.

BoH4 migxpinife Ham ciny B )HTTI.

B XxBUIAHAX TPUBOTH, HELIACTA | CMYTKY
Hapis — Haw Axip cnacéHHs Ha HALWIH nyTi.

JIro66B — nap Haitkpawuit Bin bora OTus.
Bin n4Huii Ha Té, 111006 MH OJIHKHIX TIOOUITH
I aknaiikpaute ford Bingasanu

3a Bcé, wo Bcesruniii HaM WEOpo NaBaB

1 ix y>)kMB4HHA HaM G1arocjaoOBNAB.

P#n6i noTpibHa Boaa 0o KUTTS.

Bes xniba, Boay i noiTps Mroa¥Ha BMHpA.
be3 Bipn, Hagil it n0668M

JTrogiHU ayX B’fiHe, B OKOBH BNaga.

Mo# mupa BasiuHicTs To61, OTue Mii,
3a Bipy, Haaiw i m066B, —
Ouéit Moix 4nHiB i Mpiit cBiTNODOP.
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Unknown author

121. FOOTPRINTS

One night a man had a dream.

He dreamed he was walking

along the beach with the Lord.
Along the sky flashed scenes

from his life. For each scene

he noticed two sets of footprints

in the sand; one belonged to him,
and the other to the Lord.

When the last scene of his life
flashed before him, he looked back
at the footprints in the sand.

He noticed that many times

along the path of his life

there was only one set of footprints.
He also noticed that it happened

at the very lowest and saddest times
in his life. This really bothered him
and he questioned the Lord about it.
"Lord, you said that once I decided
to follow you, you’d walk with me
all the way. But I have noticed

that during the most troublesome
times in my life, there is only

one set of footprints. I don’t
understand why when I needed you
most you would leave me.”

The Lord replied, “My precious,
precious child. I love you

and I would never leave you.
During your times of trial

and suffering, when you see

only one set of footprints,

it was then that I carried you.”
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ITepexnas Bipuiem B. Sluyn

121. 11 AN

Momy pa3 npucHitacs O#BHA KapTHHA.
Iniés BiH 3 XpHCTOM NO MiCYAHIM LLIAXY.
ITo HéGI NnMBNA NEpeXATi KAPTHHA

3 nBoMA4 ix psaoamu cniniB Ha micky;

Opnn 6yB iford, a To#t npyruit — Xpucra.
OCT4HHA KapTAHA KUTTH NPOIJIHBIIA,

I BiH obepHyBCA, NOrnfHyB Halan

Ha 6é37i4 cnigiB Ha >KUTTEBIM LLTAXY...

1 3 oABa He BHHIIIOB — HA HiM BiH TOMITHB

Bararto-6araro pa3is

Opn¥iH nHLe pAd KX CIiaiB.

IMomiTus BiH TéX, 1O L€ Byno B yac
Moré nalinpukpiuiux roamH y xuTTi.
OOHATHI HENéEBHICTIO, B OUBI NOBACIHHA,
ITutae Bin ["6cnona cBoro, XpHcra:
"Icyce, Cnacuremo, Th cka3aB TBEpAO —
Ax 4 niay scain 3a To66r0 B XHUTTI,

To T Gynew 34Bxau 30 MHOKO iTH.

Ta 4 y »uTTi THII OJAH pAA ciaiB
ITomiTHB He pa3, i He OB,

A nyxe Gararo pasis.

I ué, 6au, Toxi, ax y méne Oyna
Haii6inem neGe3néuna rposé i 6iga.
Yomy Tu, Icyce, Mené 3anumis

B Toii 4ac, KOJIM CMYTOK Ha MéHe cnaJas,
Koni a Hait6inbuie Tepnis i cTpaxaas?”
»Miit 6pare, cnyxusHuit i BipHuit MeHi, —
Icyc BianoBiB Munocépano itomy, —
Te6é s mobmd, i 3 T06610 51 H6B,

3 06610 A 3ABXKOH iTAMY B XKHTTI.

ITig yac TBoix adceiaiB, xkYpoO i TepniHs,
Lo B cépui TBOIM Kiask TEMHHI HaBic,
Tu 64uuB OOMH NKLIE A UHX caiais, —
Byné ue roxi, xonu f TeGe Hic”.
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Ilpo aBTopa uiei AHTOJIOT'T]

Bacuns AwyH — npodecop emeput IlitcOyp3bkoro yHiBepcuTery,
¢inonor, neamaror, noet, nepexnanay. Hapomxenuit 24 ciunsa 1915 p. B c.
Ulnupis, noeit bpoau, o6n. JIeBiBcbka, Ykpaina. Habys cepeanto ocBity B
rimHasii B bpoaax (1925-1933), nokinyus dinocodiuHo-6orocnosceki cTyaii
B I'pexo-Kartonuuekiit Borocnoscbkiit Akagemii y JIbBosi (1938) i cna-
BiCTHYHI cTyail B yHiBepcTHTeTi iM. Kapna ®panua B I'pauy, Ascrpis, e
OTpHUMaB HayKOBHi# cTyniHb JokTOpa dinocodii (ranyasw: ciasicTHuHa dino-
noris) B 1948 p. Bys npodecopom cnasicTu4Hol ¢inonorii B [leHcinbBan-
cbkoMy, CrelttoBoMy AilioBcbkoMy i IlitcOyp3vkoMy yHiBepcuTeTax. Bin
KepiBHHi1 CMiBaBTOp ABOX YHiBEpPCHTETCbKMX MOCIOHHKIB, aBTOp LLICTHOX
MOBO3HaBYMX MoHorpagiil, YHCIEHHMX HAYKOBHX pO3BilOK i eceiB ykpa-
THCBbKOIO, aHIIChKOK i HIMELbKOO MOBaMM, NyGiikoBaHuX i 36ipHurax
YBAH (3CA), YBAH (Kanapa) 3HTI, YBY, VYKV, i B /[360Hax,
Bu3zgoabHomy waaxy, Amepuyi, Ce0600i, llraxy, Ykpaincekomy caosi
(IMapux) i B Camocmiiiniti Ykpaini Ta asTop 6aratbox peueHsiit Ha MoBo-
3HaBYi KHHXKH B aMepHKaHCbKOMY XypHani Slavic and East European
Journal.

AwyH Takox aBTOp TpboX 306ipok noeliil: Jiticne i mpitine, 1981, 3 Hus
i Oopiz wmcummsa, 1986 (BKIIOYHO 3 NepekiialaMHM JEAKHX moeliil amepH-
KaHCbKHX, OpUTIHCBKHX, HIMELLKUX, MOJbCbKHX, POCIHCLKUX i OGiIopyCbKUX
knacHkiB) i Ho ceimaa, 1988. Ha BceaMepukaHCbKOMY KOHKYpCi moesii B
1990 poui Bim3HadeHuit sk “Golden Poet of 1990 Big3HaueHMii TakoX
NOYEeCHOI IpaMoOTO YkpaiHcbkoi MorunsHcbko-MasenuHcbkol Akaemii
ak "TloeT naBpeat 1992 poky”. Moro noesii nomimeno 8 The World of
Poetry Anthology (1991) i B8 Our World’s Most Treasured Poems (1991) y
BuaaBHUUTBI The World of Poetry Press, i ix nomiliyBaHo B pi3HHX
AypHanax i 4aconucax.

AwyH € piicauM unenom HaykoBoro ToBapuctBa iM. llleBueHxa,
47IeHOM aMEPHKAaHCbKHX npodeciiiHMX ToBapucTB i uneHoMm O6’eaHaHHA
ykpaiHcbkuXx mnHcbMeHHMKiIB "CJIOBO”. Bononie MOBaMH aHIJiHCbKOLO,
HiMeUbKO, NOJIbCLKOIO, POCIHCbKOIO, 3Ha€e A06PE JTaTHHY, CTAPOLEPKOBHO-
CNOB’AHCLKY i 6iIOpYCbKY MOBH i YHTA€E TEKCTH YeCbKi, CJIOBaLbKi, cepbCbkO-
XOpBaTChbKi i 6onrapebki.

Bin nomituenuii B International Who's Who in Education, Directory of
American Scholars, Who'’s Who in the East i 8 Ukrainians in North
America.
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