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THE LOVERS’ LITANY

Eyes of grey — a sodden quay,

Driving rain and falling tears,

As the steamer puts to sea

In a parting storm of cheers.

 Sing, for Faith and Hope are high —

 None so true as you and I —

 Sing the Lovers’ Litany:

 «Love like ours can never die!»

Eyes of black — a throbbing keel,

Milky foam to left and right;

Whispered converse near the wheel

In the brilliant tropic night.

 Cross that rules the Southern Sky!

 Stars that sweep and turn and fly,

 Hear the Lovers’ Litany:

 «Love like ours can never die!»

Eyes of brown — a dusty plain

Split and parched with heat of June,

Flying hoof and tightened rein,

Hearts that beat the ancient tune.

 Side by side the horses fly,

 Frame we now the old reply

 Of the Lovers’ Litany:

 «Love like ours can never die!»

Eyes of blue — the Simla Hills

Silvered with the moonlight hoar;

Pleading of the waltz that thrills,

Dies and echoes round Benmore.

 «Mabel,» «Officers,» «Good-bye,”
 Glamour, wine, and witchery —

 On my soul’s sincerity,

 «Love like ours can never die!»
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ÌÎËÈÒÂÀ ÇÀÊÎÕÀÍÈÕ

Ñ³ð³ î÷³ — ìîêðèé ï³ðñ,

Çëèâà â ìîðå ñëüîçè ëëº

² øåïî÷å ï³ííèé âèð, 

Ùî êèïèòü çà êîðàáëåì.

 Ùî íàä³ÿ é â³ðà íàì? —

 Ùîíàéâèùà ç ìîëèòîâ:

 Âñå òå÷å, óñå ìèíà,

 Íåçíèùèìà ëèø ëþáîâ.

×îðí³ î÷³ — íî÷³ ìëà,

Ï³ííå ìîðå çóñ³á³÷.

Ó ðóêàõ òðåìòèòü øòóðâàë

² øåïî÷å ïîðó÷ í³÷...

 Ìèãîòÿòü ç íåáåñ ç³ðêè,

 Äîñëóõàþ÷èñü íåìîâ,

 Ó ñòàð³, ÿê ñâ³ò, ðÿäêè:

 Íåçíèùèìà ëèø ëþáîâ.

Êàð³ î÷³ — ïèë ñòåï³â,

×åðâíþ æàð ³ ñèçèé äèì...

Ãåí òàì â³òåð ïîëåò³â —

Äóæ³ êîí³ âñë³ä çà íèì.

 ² âèñòóêóº â ñåðöÿõ

 Äðåâíþ ï³ñíþ íàøà êðîâ:

 ª ïî÷àòîê ó ê³íöÿ — 

 Íåçíèùèìà ëèø ëþáîâ.

Ñèí³ î÷³ — Ñèëüìè ñõèë

Ñÿéâîì ì³ñÿöÿ ïðîð³ñ.

Ëèíå âàëüñ íà â³òð³ êðèë

Ç ã³ð äî Áåíìîðó ³ ñêð³çü...

 «Ìåéáë», «ïðîùàéòå», «îô³öåð»,

 ×àð âèíà ³ ãóë ðîçìîâ.

 Ùèð³ñòü — íàéñòðîã³øèé öåíç:

 Íåçíèùèìà ëèø ëþáîâ.
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Maidens of your charity,

Pity my most luckless state.

Four times Cupid’s debtor I —

Bankrupt in quadruplicate.

 Yet, despite my evil case,

 And a maiden showed me grace,

 Four-and-forty times would I

 Sing the Lovers’ Litany:

 «Love like ours can never die!»
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Êîæåí ðàç, êîëè êîõàâ, 

Áåç æàëþ ³ êàÿòòÿ,

Â³ä÷àéäóøíî é âïåðòî ãðàâ

²ç Ëþáîâ’þ íà æèòòÿ.

Çàð³êàâñÿ âæå íå ðàç,

 Òà â î÷àõ ùîðàçó â’ÿç...

 Çàñï³âàþ ñêîðî çíîâ

 Ùîíàéâèùó ç ìîëèòîâ —

 Íåçíèùèìà ëèø ëþáîâ!

Ïåðåêëàâ Âîëîäèìèð ×åðíèøåíêî
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DANNY DEEVER 
 

«What are the bugles blowin’ for?» said Files-on-Parade. 

«To turn you out, to turn you out», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

«What makes you look so white, so white?» said Files-on-Parade. 

«I’m dreadin’ what I’ve got to watch», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

For they’re hangin’ Danny Deever, you can hear the Dead March play, 

The regiment’s in ’ollow square — they’re hangin’ him to-day; 

They’ve taken of his buttons off an’ cut his stripes away, 

An’ they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’. 

 

«What makes the rear-rank breathe so ’ard?» said Files-on-Parade. 

«It’s bitter cold, it’s bitter cold», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

«What makes that front-rank man fall down?» said Files-on-Parade. 

«A touch o’ sun, a touch o’ sun», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

They are hangin’ Danny Deever, they are marchin’ of ’im round, 

They ’ave ’alted Danny Deever by ’is coffin on the ground; 

An’ ’e’ll swing in ’arf a minute for a sneakin’ shootin’ hound — 

O they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’! 

 

«’Is cot was right-’and cot to mine», said Files-on-Parade. 

«’E’s sleepin’ out an’ far to-night», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

«I’ve drunk ’is beer a score o’ times», said Files-on-Parade. 

«’E’s drinkin’ bitter beer alone», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

They are hangin’ Danny Deever, you must mark ’im to ’is place, 

For ’e shot a comrade sleepin’ — you must look ’im in the face; 

Nine ’undred of ’is county an’ the regiment’s disgrace, 

While they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’. 

 

«What’s that so black agin the sun?» said Files-on-Parade. 

«It’s Danny fightin’ ’ard for life», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

«What’s that that whimpers over’ead?» said Files-on-Parade. 

«It’s Danny’s soul that’s passin’ now», the Colour-Sergeant said. 

For they’re done with Danny Deever, you can ’ear the quickstep play, 

The regiment’s in column, an’ they’re marchin’ us away; 

Ho! the young recruits are shakin’, an’ they’ll want their beer to-day, 

After hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’!
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ÄÅÍÍ² Ä²ÂÅÐ

«ßê ãîëîñíî ñóðìëÿòü ð³æêè!» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â.

«Îñü-îñü ïî÷íóòü... Îñü-îñü ïî÷íóòü...» — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â

«Òè ïîá³ë³â, ÿê ïîëîòíî», — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â.

«ß çíàþ, ÿê öå âèãëÿäà», — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â.

 Äåíí³ Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñÿòü — ïîëê øèêóºòüñÿ â êàðå,

 Ïîõîðîííèé ìàðø çàãðàëè, — íà ñâ³òàíí³ â³í óìðå!

 Çàðàç êàò éîãî íàøèâêè ³ ïåòëèö³ îáäåðå.

 Äåíí³ Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñÿòü âðàíö³. 

«×îì çàäí³ì ïîäèõ ïåðåéìà?» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â. 

«Ìîðîç ïðîéìà... Ìîðîç ïðîéìà...» — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â. 

«×îì õòîñü ïîïåðåäó çîìë³â?» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â. 

«¯õ æàð ïå÷å... ¿õ æàð ïå÷å...» — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â. 

 Äåíí³ Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñÿòü, íå äàäóòü êîìàíäè «Ïë³»; 

 Æäå éîãî ì³öíà ìîòóçêà, ñòîâï ³ ÿìà ó çåìë³, — 

 Îñü â³í ñòàâ, — à çà õâèëèíó çàòàíöþº ó ïåòë³! 

 Äåíí³ Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñÿòü âðàíö³.

«Â³ä ìåíå â³í ïðàâîðó÷ ñïàâ...» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â. 

«Äàëåêî â³í òåïåð çàñíå», — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â. 

«Ìåíå â³í ïèâîì ïðèãîùàâ...» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â. 

«Ã³ðêó ñüîãîäí³ ï’º â³í ñàì», — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â. 

 Äåíí³ Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñÿòü, ÿê íà òå â³í çàðîáèâ: 

 Ïîäèâ³òüñÿ âñ³ íà íüîãî — â³í òîâàðèøà óáèâ! 

 Ïîëêó ÷åñòü çàïëÿìóâàâ â³í, çåìëÿê³â ñâî¿õ çãàíüáèâ. 

 Äåíí³ Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñÿòü âðàíö³.

«×îì ñîíöå ïîòüìÿí³ëî âðàç?» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â. 

«Íå õî÷å Äåíí³ óìèðàòü...» — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â. 

«Ùî çàõëèíóëîñÿ âãîð³?» — ïî÷óëîñÿ ç ðÿä³â. 

«Éîãî äóøà ó ïåêëî éäå», — ñåðæàíò ïðîøåïîò³â. 

 Ç Äåíí³ çâåäåíî ðàõóíêè — ïðèïàñîâóé êðàùå êëàäü: 

 Ïîëê øèêóºòüñÿ â êîëîíó, çíîâ êîìàíäà âèðóøàòü. 

 Îõ, äàëè á ðàí³øå ïèâà — íîâîáðàíö³ ùå äðèæàòü. 

 Ä³âåðà ïîâ³ñèëè óðàíö³.

Ïåðåêëàâ Ìàêñèì Ñòð³õà
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MANDALAY

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ eastward to the sea,

There’s a Burma girl a-settin’, and I know she thinks o’ me;

For the wind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say:

«Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to Mandalay!»

Come you back to Mandalay,

Where the old Flotilla lay:

Can’t you ’ear their paddles chunkin’ from Rangoon to Mandalay?

On the road to Mandalay,

Where the flyin’-fishes play,

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China ’crost the Bay!

 

’Er petticoat was yaller an’ ’er little cap was green,

An’ ’er name was Supi-yaw-lat — jes’ the same as Theebaw’s Queen,

An’ I seed her first a-smokin’ of a whackin’ white cheroot,

An’ a-wastin’ Christian kisses on an ’eathen idol’s foot:

Bloomin’ idol made o’mud —

Wot they called the Great Gawd Budd —

Plucky lot she cared for idols when I kissed ’er where she stud!

On the road to Mandalay...

 

When the mist was on the rice-fields an’ the sun was droppin’ slow,

She’d git ’er little banjo an’ she’d sing «Kulla-lo-lo!»

With ’er arm upon my shoulder an’ ’er cheek agin my cheek

We useter watch the steamers an’ the hathis pilin’ teak.

Elephints a-pilin’ teak

In the sludgy, squdgy creek,

Where the silence ’ung that ’eavy you was ’arf afraid to speak!

On the road to Mandalay...

 

But that’s all shove be’ind me — long ago an’ fur away,

An’ there ain’t no ’busses runnin’ from the Bank to Mandalay;

An’ I’m learnin’ ’ere in London what the ten-year soldier tells:

«If you’ve ’eard the East a-callin’, you won’t never ’eed naught else.»
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ÌÀÍÄÀËÀÉ

Íà äàëåê³é íà ÷óæèí³ ïîíàä ìîðåì õðàì ñòî¿òü,

Òàì ñïèíèëàñÿ ä³â÷èíà — äóìè äóìàº ñâî¿.

Ïàëüìè õèëÿòüñÿ ëàïàò³, ïëîùà äçâîíîì ðîçöâ³ëà.

Ïîâåðíèñü, ÷óæèé ñîëäàòå, â ñëàâíå ì³ñòî Ìàíäàëàé.

Ïîâåðíèñÿ â Ìàíäàëàé, 

Äå Ôëîòèë³ÿ ëÿãëà.

×óòè ãóë â³ä ïàðîïëàâ³â, ùî ïëèâóòü ó Ìàíäàëàé.

Íà äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé, 

×åðåç Á³ðìó òà Êèòàé,

Ïðèíåñ³òü, ëåòþ÷³ ðèáè, â³ñòü â³ä ìåíå â Ìàíäàëàé!

¯¿ ïëàòòÿ÷êî ðîæåâå íàéçâè÷àéí³øå ³ç ïëàòü,

Ìîâ ì³ñöåâó êîðîëåâó ¿¿ çâóòü Ñóï³-éî-ëàò.

ßê ïîáà÷èâ ¿¿ âïåðøå, òî îäðàçó ïîêîõàâ —

Õðèñòèÿíñüêå ñâîº ñåðöå äî ïîãàíñüêèõ í³ã ïîêëàâ.

Øàíóâàëà ð³çíèõ áóää,

ß æ ³ç íåþ — âñå çàáóâ,

Òà é âîíà òåæ çàáóâàëà. Äîêè ÿ ³ç íåþ áóâ.

Ïî äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé...

Îò áóâà — òóìàíè ëÿæóòü, í³áè ñîíöÿ é íå áóëî,

Âîíà â³çüìå ñâîãî áàíäæî ³ ñï³âà «êóëà-ëî-ëî». 

Îá³éìå ìåíå çà ïëå÷³ ³ çë³òàºì îä çåìë³ —

Ìè ñòð³÷àëèñü êîæåí âå÷³ð çóñòð³÷àòè êîðàáë³.

Êîðàáë³ âíî÷³ ñòðàøí³,

Âåëåòåíñüê³ é ìîâ÷àçí³,

Ùî, áóâàëî, àæ çàö³ïèòü àáî ¿é àáî ìåí³.

Ïî äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé...

Àëå çàðàç âñå ìèíóëî — õî÷ õîò³â, õî÷ íå õîò³â,

Ìåíå äîëÿ â³äøòîâõíóëà â³ä äàëåêèõ áåðåã³â;

ß òåïåð ó ñåáå âäîìà, â³äñëóæèâøè äåñÿòü ë³ò,

Àëå êàæóòü, âñ³ì â³äîìî: êðàùå ñõîäó — ò³ëüêè ñõ³ä!



22  POEMS

No! you won’t ’eed nothin’ else

But them spicy garlic smells,

An’ the sunshine an’ the palm-trees an’ the tinkly temple-bells;

On the road to Mandalay...

 

I am sick o’ wastin’ leather on these gritty pavin’-stones,

An’ the blasted Henglish drizzle wakes the fever in my bones;

Tho’ I walks with fifty ’ousemaids outer Chelsea to the Strand,

An’ they talks a lot o’ lovin’, but wot do they understand?

Beefy face an’ grubby ’and —

Law! wot do they understand?

I’ve a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, greener land!

On the road to Mandalay...

Ship me somewheres east of Suez, where the best is like the worst,

Where there aren’t no Ten Commandments an’ a man can raise a thirst;

For the temple-bells are callin’, an’ it’s there that I would be —

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, looking lazy at the sea;

On the road to Mandalay,

Where the old Flotilla lay,

With our sick beneath the awnings when we went to Mandalay!

On the road to Mandalay,

Where the flyin’-fishes play,

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China ’crost the Bay!
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Íå çàáóäó ÿ í³ÿê 

Ïðÿíèõ ñïåö³é ãîñòðèé ñìàê,

Íå çàáóäó àæ äî ñêîíó ëåìåíò äçâîí³â ³ ñîáàê,

Ïî äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé...

ß õîäæó ïî ëþäí³é ïëîù³ é ìèòü çà ìèòòþ, äåíü ïðè äí³

Íàø ñêóïèé ï³âí³÷íèé äîùèê ïðîìèâà ê³ñòêè ìåí³.

Ïîêî¿âêè äîñèòü ãàðí³ ñóïðîâîäæóþòü ìåíå, 

Êîæíà êëè÷å — ì³é êîõàíèé, àëå æîäíà íå çáàãíå!

Á³ë³ ëè÷êà, íà÷å ñí³ã,

Òëóñò³ ðóêè ãåòü áðóäí³.

ß ìàâ êðàùèõ ³ ÷èñò³øèõ â çåëåí³ø³é ñòîðîí³.

Ïî äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé...

Çàáåð³òü ìåíå ç ïîëîíó, â êðàé, êóäè äóìêè á³æàòü,

Äå í³ ïðàâà, í³ çàêîí³â íàä çàêîí ëþäñüêèõ áàæàíü.

Âñå ìèíóëîñÿ... Òà é íèí³ ó äóìêàõ ³ ñíàõ ìî¿õ

Á³ëèé õðàì, ùî íà ÷óæèí³ ïîíàä ìîðåì ñàì ñòî¿òü...

Íà äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé, 

Äå Ôëîòèë³ÿ ëÿãëà.

×óòè ãóë â³ä ïàðîïëàâ³â, ùî ïëèâóòü ó Ìàíäàëàé.

Íà äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé, 

×åðåç Á³ðìó òà Êèòàé 

Ñõîäèòü çðàíêó ìîº ñîíöå íà äîðîç³ â Ìàíäàëàé...

Ïåðåêëàâ Âîëîäèìèð ×åðíèøåíêî
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