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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 diel»

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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MOJIMTBA 3AKOXAHHX

Cipi o4i — MOKpHH Tipc,

3JIHBa B MOpE CIILO3H JIIE

I menoyve minnm# BHP,

IITo xkumuts 32 KOpadIeM.
IITo manis # Bipa HAM? —
IIlonafBHIA 3 MOIHUTOB:
Bce Teue, yce muHa,
Hesnuuguma auu 110608.

YopHi 04l — HOYI MIIa,

ITinne Mope 3yci6id.

Y pyKax TPEeMTHTD IITYpBaI

I menoue nopyd Hiv...
Murotsts 3 HeGec 3ipKH,
JlocmyXxaiouncs, HeMOB,
Y cTapi, K CBIT, pAAKH:
Hesnuuguma auu 110608.

Kapi oui — mm cremis,
YepBHIO JKap 1 CH3HH JIHM...
T'en Tam BiTep momeTiB —
JIy>Ki KOHI BCIIIJ 32 HAM.
I BucTyKye B ceprsx
JIpeBHIO MiCHIO HalIa KPOB:
€ MOYATOK y KiHIS —
Hesnuuguma nuw 11060s.

Cuni o1i — CHIBMH CXHIT

CsrBOM MicCsIISI HIPOPIC.

JIuHe BaIbC HA BITPI KpHI

3 rip 1o bermopy i cKpisb...
«Menb6m», «ipomanre», «odimep»,
Yap BUHA 1 T'yJI PO3MOB.
IITupicTs — HAACTPOTIMIHNH LICH3:
Hesnuujuma nuw n110606.
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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 diel»
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Kosxen pas, xonm koxas,

Bes xamo 1 kasrrs,

Bimgarinymso i Briepto rpas

I3 JTio60B’10 Ha KUTTSL.

3apikaBcst BXKe HE pas,
Ta B ouax mwopasy B’s3...
3acriiBaio cKOpo 3HOB
IIlonafiBuIy 3 MOJIUTOB —
Hesnuujuma nuwt m10608!

Iepexnas Bonooumup Yepruuienxo
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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’ ’¢’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 0’ 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;

Hol! the young recruits are shakin’, an’ they’ll want their beer to-day,
After hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’!



ITOETHYHI TBOPH 19

JEHHI IIBEP

«SIK TOJIIOCHO CYypMJISITH PUKKH!» — HOYYIIOCS 3 PSIIB.
«Ocp-0ch TOYHYTD... OCh-OCh MOYHYTD...» — CEPIKAHT MPOIIEIOTIB
«TH OGITIB, SIK OTOTHO», — MOYYIOCS 3 PSIIB.
«5] 3Hat0, SK TIe BUTTIAIA», — CEPIKAHT MPOIICTIOTIB.
Henni JliBepa moBicAT, — MOJK IHKYETHCS B Kape,
IToxopoHHHH Mapll 3arpaid, — HA CBITaHHI BiH ympe!
3apas Kar HOro HALIMBKH i NETIHLI o0jepe.
Henni JliBepa noBicATh BpaHIIi.

«YoM 3aHIM ITOAHX MIEPEHMa?» — ITOYYIOCS 3 PSJIB.
«Mopos porMa... Mopo3 porma...» — CEpIKaHT IPOUICIIOTIB.
«YJoM XTOCh HoIepey 30MIIIB?» — IIOUYJIOCS 3 PsIIB.
«Ix xap meue... iX Kap Teye...» — CEPIKAHT HPOUIEIOTIB.
Henni JiBepa noBicsTs, He 1agyTh KoMaHaH «ITmi»;
2Kie fioro MiItHa MOTY3Ka, CTOBI i sIMa Y 3eMIT, —
Ocp BiH cTaB, — a 32 XBHJIHHY 3aTAHINIOE Y HeT!
Jenni JliBepa moBicaTh BpaHILi.

«Bix MeHe BiH MPAaBOPYY CIIaB...» — IOYYIOCA 3 PSIIB.

«JlazeKko BiH Temep 3aCHE», — CEPSKAHT HPOUICIIOTIB.

«MeHe BiH THBOM IPHTOLIAB...» — IIOYYJIOCS 3 PSIIB.

«I'ipKy cporomHi 1m’e BiH cam», — CEp>KaHT IPOIICTIOTIB.
Henni JliBepa moBicsTh, SIK Ha T€ BIH 3apOOHB:
ITomuBiThCS BCI HA HLOTO — BIH TOBApHIIA YOUB!
ITonky decTnb 3aIULIMYBaB BiH, 3¢MJLIKIB CBOIX 3IaHLOHB.
Henni JliBepa noBicATh BpaHIIi.

«Y oM COHIIE TTOTBMSHITIO Bpa3?» — ITOYYIOCS 3 PSJIB.

«He xoue JleHHI YMHPATb...» — CEP>KAHT MPOIICTIOTIB.

«IIlo 3aXJIMHYIIOCS BIOPi?» — IIOYYIIOCS 3 PSLIIB.

«Horo jiyma y meKio fje», — CepKaHT IPOMIETOTIB.
3 JleHHI 3B€ICHO PAXyHKH — IIPHUITACOBYH Kpalle KIaIb:
ITosK MIHKYETHCS B KOJIOHY, 3HOB KOMAHJIA BHPYIIATE.
Ox, nanm 6 paHille MHBA — HOBOOPAHII LIE JIPHIKATE.
JiBepa MOBICHIIH YpaHIL.

Iepexnas Maxcum Cmpixa
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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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MAHIIAJIAH

Ha manexi#t Ha uy>KHHI TOHAT MOPEM XPaM CTOITh,
Tam crimHMIACS AIBYMHA — JYMH JyMa€ CBOI.
TTanpMu XHIATHCS JIamaTti, IJIOA A3BOHOM PO3IIBLIA.
IToBepHucy, TyKuM comaTe, B CTaBHE MicTo Manmamai.
IToepuucsa 8 Mannaman,
He PnoTwmis narma.
YyTH Iy’ Bif MapoIuiaBis, Mo IIHBYTH y MamTaman.
Ha noposi B Mannanan,
Yepes bipmy Ta Kuran,
IIpunecits, netroul pubH, BIiCTH Bix MeHe B Manasari!

Ii mmarTsYKo poxkeBe HaM3BHYANHINIE i3 TITATH,
Mos MicrieBy Kopodesy ii 3ByTs Cymi-Ho-7ar.
SIk moGavus ii BIiepie, TO OJpasy MOKOXaB —
XPHCTHSAHCBKE CBOE CEPIIE IO MOTAHCHKHX HIT' ITOKJIAB.
ITanysana pisHHX Oy,
51 x i3 Heo — Bce 3a0yB,
Ta 1 BoHa Texx 3abyBana. JJoku s i3 Heto OyB.
ITo moposi 3 Manganan...

Ot 6yBa — TYMaHH JSDKYTh, HIOH COHIUI H He OyII0,
Boma Bi3bMe cBOro GaHJIKO 1 CITiBa «KyJIa-JI0-J10».
OGiriMe MeHe 32 TUiedi 1 3J1iTaeM o1 3eMITi —
Mu cTpivanHch KOXKEH Bedip 3yCTpidaTi KOpaoii.
Kopa6i BHOUI cTpaniHi,
Benerencoki ¥ MOBYa3Hi,
IITo, GyBano, ax 3arinuTs a00 11 a00 MeHi.
ITo moposi 3 Manganan...

Are 3apa3 BCe MHHYJIO — XOY XOTIB, XO4 HE XOTIB,
MeHe J0I1s1 BUIIITOBXHYJIA BiJ| TaJICKHUX Oeperis;

SI Teriep y ceGe BIOMa, BIICIY>KHUBIIN JECATH JIT,

AJe KaXkyTb, BCIM BIJIOMO: Kpalle CXOIy — TUIbKH cXij!
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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 0’ 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 0’ lovin’, but wot do they understand?
Beefy face an’ grubby ’and —
Law! wot do they understand?
T’ve a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, greener land!
On the road to Mandalay...

Ship me somewheres cast 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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He 3a6yny st HisK

IlpstHUX criemift ToCTpH CMaK,

He 3a6yny ax 10 cCKOHY JI€MEHT J3BOHIB i COOAK,
ITo noposi 8 Mannana#...

S1 XOJKY 1O JIIOIHIN IUTOI H MHTD 32 MHTTIO, JICHD IIPH JHI
Hamr ckynwit miBHIYHHA JTOIHK ITPOMHBA KICTKH MEHI.
ITOoKOIBKH TIOCHTD I'apHi CYIIPOBOJKYIOTH MCHE,
Kosxxna wimye — Mift KOXaHHH, ajie JKOJHA He 30arHe!

B smaka, Have cHir,

Taycti pyku rets OpyiHi.

SI MaB Kpalux 1 YUCTINIHX B 3€JICHIIIH CTOPOHI.

ITo noposi 8 Mannana#...

3ab6epiTh MEHE 3 ITOJIOHY, B KPaH, KyJIH JIYMKH O1KaTb,
Je Hi npasa, Hi 3aKOHIB HAJI 3AKOH JIOJICHKAX OaJKaHb.
Bce munynocs... Ta i HUHI y IyMKax 1 CHaX MOIX
Binmit xpam, mo Ha 9y>KHHI TOHAT MOPEM CaM CTOITb...
Ha noposi B Manyanai,
Jle dnorwmis jra.
YyTH Ty BiJI TAPOIUIABIB, IO IUTHBYTH Y MaHaman.
Ha noposi B Manyanai,
Yepes bipmy Ta Kurai
CXOIHTD 3paHKY MOE COHIIE Ha I0po3i B MaHgamam. ..

Iepexnas Bonooumup Uepruuienxo
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