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AHI'EJI CMEPTU
BocTounas moBecThb
ITocBsamraercsa A. M. B.

Tebe — mebe moti dap cmupenHblil,
Moii mpyo 6e3eecmmublil u npocmotl,
Ho naamennwiii, Ho 600xHO6eHHbLU
Bocnomunanvem u — moboii!

A Onu mou erauy, mockys

U 6 cepoye obpasz meotul xpams,
Ho 06 oonom mebs npowty s:
byow aneen cmepmu ons mens.

Asucey MHe 6 2po3ublil wac cCmpaodaHvs,
U noyenyii nycmos 6yoem meoti
3anozom 6auzko2o ceudanvs

B cmpane ntob66u, 6 cmpane opyeoti!
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The Angel of Death

An Oriental Tale
Dedicated to A. M. V.

To you — to you my meek gift,
My work is humble and simple,
But fiery, but inspired

With memories and — with you!

I drag my days out, pining

And storing your image in my heart
But there is one thing I beg of you:
Be the angel of death for me.

Appear to me in the dreadful hour of suffering,
And let your kiss be

A guarantee of a near meeting

In a country of love, in a different country!



3naroit Boctok, cTpana uyzec,
Crpana 1100BU U CIIaJ0CTPACTbs,
I'me Gnemer po3a — goub Hebec,
I'te Bc€ 0OMIIBHO, KPOME CUACTHS;
['ne unie kaTutcs peka,
BonrHee Muatcs obnaka,
[Is1miHEEe Beuep moropaer,

W mup BCro mpesniecTb COXpaHsIeT
Tex guei, Koraa rme4aTbio 371a
Hymia nroaei, mo Boje poka,

He oGeccnaBnena ObLia,

JIroOmro Te6s1, ctpana Boctoka!
KTo 3Han TeOs1, TOT 3a0bIBaI
CBO10 OTYM3HY; KTO BHIAJ
TBoux kpacaswil, He 3a0yeT
HaaMmeHHBIN IITaMEHDb UX O4Uel
U 6e3 comHEHBbs BEpUTD OyneT
IleuanbpHOM ITOBECTH MOEH.
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The golden Orient, the country of miracles, the country of love and voluptuousness, where a rose
shines — the daughter of heaven — where everything is abundant except happiness; where purer
flows the river, more freely rush the clouds, the evening burns out more spectacularly, and the
world retains all the charms of those days, when the soul of people had not been imprinted with
evil, had not been disgraced by the will of fate; I love you, country of the Orient! He who knew
you, would forget his own fatherland; he who saw your beauties, would not forget the flames of
their eyes and without a doubt would believe this sorrowful tale of mine.



Ectb anren cMepTH; B TpO3HBIN Yac
[Tocnennux Myk U paccTaBaHbs
OH kpernko oOHMMAET Hac,

Ho xomoaub! ero 1003aHbs,

U crpamien Buj ero s riia3
beccunbHOIM )XepTBBI; 1 HEBOJIBHO
OH 3acTaBIIsIeT TPENETaTh,

N gacto cepaiy 60ybHO, 60TBHO
[Tocnennuii B310X €My OTAATH.
Ho npesxnie nroasm 3TH BCTpeuu
Kazanucs — cnagocTHeIi yuei.
OH 3HaJ1 TAMHCTBEHHBIE PEUH,

OH B30poOM yTemars ymel,

U 6ypHble CMUPSI OH CTPacTH,

U 6b110 Y HEro BO BIIACTH
BonbHyt0 nynry kak-HHOYAb

Ha mur nagexmoit oOMaHyTh!
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There is an angel of death; in the dreadful hour of the final torments and separation he strongly
embraces us, but his kisses are cold and his appearance is terrible for the eyes of the powerless
victim; and he compels involuntary trembling and often it is painful, painful for the heart to give
up the last breath to him. But this meeting used to seem to people to be — a sweet destiny. He
knew secret incantations, he could console with a glace and subdue stormy passions, and it was
in his power to somehow cheat ailing souls in their moment of hope!



PaBHO BO Bce kpasi BCeJIeHHOM
SIBNIsATICS aHT€T MOJIOJIOMN;

Ha Bcé, uTo TOnpKO mpax 3eMHOMH,
I'anen ¢ npe3peHreM HETIICHHBIN;
Ero mpuxop 61arocioBeHHbII
Jlpimran HeOeCHOM THUIITHHOM;
Jlyuyamu Tuxumu O6mucTas,

Kak nmonynounas 3Be3za,

MaHun oH CMEepPTHBIX UHOT/IA,

W npoBorkan OH K ABEpsAM pas
Tonmel 0CBOOOKIACHHBIX TYII,

U cam 6wt cyactius. [Touemy x
Temeps TOMUT €0 OOBSTHE,

U nouenyii ero — npokysAThe?
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The young angel appeared equally in all territories; on everything that is just earthly dust,
imperishable, he gazed with scorn; his blessed arrival breathed heavenly silence; shining with
quiet rays, like a midnight star, sometimes he beckoned mortals, and he lead crowds of freed
souls to the doors of heaven and was himself happy. Why then does his embrace now torment,
and is his kiss cursed?



Henaneko ot 6eperos

W BoJsiH peByIIUX OKeaHa,

[Tox >xapxkum nHebom Mugocrana
CuHeeT IJIMHHBIN psiJl XOJIMOB.
[Tocnennuii X0aM BBICOK U CTPAIIIEH,
CkasaMu cepbIMH yKpalleH

U Bpasicst B MOpe; 1 Ha HEM
OpJibl 1a KOPUTYHBI THE3ATCS,
U pribaku k HEeMy OosATCs
ITogbexats B cyMpake HOUHOM.
[IpukpbIiTa TUKUMU KyCTaMH,
Ha nem nemepa ectb oqHa —
Kumuie 3mMelt — XJ1agHa, TEMHa,
Kax ym, oOMaHyTBIl MeYTaMH,
Kak *u3Hb, KOTOPOU LIEIIN HET,
Kak Heqocka3zaHHbBIIT oyaMu

Y OuRIBI XUTPOTO MPHUBET.

Ee nammama — MecsI1 ITOJTHBIH,
C Hell TOBOPAT MOPCKHE BOJIHBI,
N y oTBepctus cTosT
CtoposkeBble aIbMBI B PA/I.
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Not far from the banks of the ocean of howling waves, underneath the hot sky of Indostan a long
line of hills turns blue. The final hill is tall and frightening, ornamented with gray rocks and
jutting out into the sea; and on it eagles and kites nest, and fishermen fear to approach it in the
nighttime gloom. Shaded with wild bushes, on it there is one cave — a dwelling place of serpents
— cold, dark, like a mind deceived with dreams, like a life, which has no goal, like a not yet
uttered greeting in the eyes of a clever killer. Its [the cave’s] icon lamp is a full moon, with it
speak the sea-waves, and a sentry of palms stand in a row by its aperture.



JlaBHBIM-/TaBHO B HEH JKWJI M3THAHHHUK,
[Tpuenen, oHbII 30panm.

OH Ha 3emJie OBIT TOJILKO CTPAaHHUK,
JronbMu 1 HEOOM OBLI TOHUM.

OH Mmoe OBITh CYACTIIMB, HO OJIa’KEHCTBA
Hckan B 3a0aBax OH MyCTHIX,

Hckai oH B MIOASX COBEPILIEHCTBA,

A caM — caM He ObLJI JIy4Ille UX;
Hckan BETMKOT0 B HUYTOKHOM,
Crpamace HageAThCs, HKayel

O ToM, 4TO OBLIO CUACTHEM JIOKHBIM,
U, cTaB 6e3 1oIb3bI OCTOPOIKHBIM,
IToBepuTh HUKOMY HE CMEIL.

JIroOun oH HOYB, CBOOO.TY, TOPHI,

U Bcé B ipupoae — u moaeu, —

Ho uzberan ux. C paHHUX AHEH

K mpe3penbro mpuyuuns oH B30pHI,
Ho cepaua nbuikoro He Mor
3acTaBUTh TaK JK€ OXJIaTUTHCS:
JI1000Bb HACHIIBLCTBA HE OOUTCH,

Ona — XOTb npe3peHa — Bcé Oor.
OmHO COKpOBHILE, CBATHIHIO

Hmen o HeOecaMu OH;

C HUM paeM OYHUTAI ITyCTHIHIO...

Ho uto x? Bcerga i BepeH coH?..
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Long, long ago in it [the cave] lived an exile, this newcomer is the young Zoraim. On the earth
he was just a wanderer, he was persecuted by people and by heaven. He could have been happy,
but he searched for bliss in empty amusements, he searched for perfection in people, and he
himself — he was not better than them; he searched for greatness in trifles, trying to hope, he
wished for that which was false happiness and became wary without benefit, he could not dare to
believe anyone. He loved the night, freedom, mountains, and everything in nature — and people —
but he avoided them. From the earliest days he grew accustomed to scornful gazes, but he could
not force his ardent heart to become cool like that; he did not fear love of humanity, it [love of
humanity] — though spiteful — was still god. He had one sacred treasure beneath the skies; he
considered heaven a desert ... But what of it? Would he always believe this dream? ...



Ha ropasix BeicoTax JInuBana

Pacrer MOrwIbHBIN KUIIApUC,

U BerBH 1UTIOIIA OOBMWIIHCH

Boxkpyr ero npsiMmoro crasa;

[TycTh BUXOPHh MUUTCS U ITYMHUT

U cmoMut kumnapuc BHICOKOH, —
Bxpyr kunapuca miroiy oOBuUT:

OH He TOrnOHET OMUHOKO!..

Tax, Mupy uykasiii, 30paum

He BoBce OeneH — Ana ¢ Hum!

Omna pe3Ba, Kak JIaHb CTeMHas,
Mumuiia, Kak [BET QYIIUCTHIN pasi;
Bcé€ cTpacTHO B HEH: U I'pyAb, U CTaH,
['ma3a — nBa coHIIA FOKHBIX CTPaH.
W nese ObLIO BCE 320aBOii,

[Tokyna He sBUIICS €11

W3rnannuk OJieTHBIN, BETMYaBbIH,
C x0510AHOM E€P30CTHIO OUEH;

U eit npuiuio Toraa xxeaaHbe
OroHsp B 0uyax €ro poauTh

N B MmepTBOM cepaiie BO30YIUTh
JIro6Bu Ge3yMHOE CTpa/iaHbe,

U ynanocs eit. 3opanm

Jlrobun — ¢ Tex mop, Kak ObUT TH00UM;
Cynn0uHa ux coeuHuIa,

A pasiyuyut — oJiHa MoruJja!
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On the proud heights of Lebanon grows the sepulchral cypress, and branches of ivy have twisted
around its straight figure; let the whirlwind rush and moan and break the tall cypress — around
the cypress the ivy twists: it [the cypress] won’t die alone! ... Thus, in a different world, Zoraim
was not completely poor — Ada was with him! She was sprightly like a steppe deer, nice, like
fragrant flower of heaven; everything about her was passionate: her bosom, and figure, [her] eyes
were two suns of southern countries. And to this girl everything was amusing as long as the pale,
majestic exile did not appear to her with a cold impudent eye; and even then a wish would come
to her to birth a fire in his eyes and to rouse an insane passion of love in his dead heart, and then
it [the wish] left her. Zoraim loved — henceforth, like he was loved; fate had united them, but to

separate — would mean the grave!



Ha cunux nebecax myHa

C 3Be371aMM TaJIbHBIMH CHSIET,
Jlydom B nemepy ynapser;

WU Gecnokoitnas BoJIHA,
Hounolt npoxsanoro nosua,
Vtec, Oenest, 0OHMMAET.

S NOMHIO — B 3TOT CaMBIM 4ac
OOBIKHOBEHHO HEKHBIN IJIac,
ConpoBok1aeMblii UTPOIO,
3Byyai, TepssiCh 3a TOPOIO:

OH u3 neuepsl BHIXOIUI.
Kakoii xe 1eMOH 3TH 3ByKH
Bonme6Hol BIacThiO YCHIUN?..
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In the dark blue heavens the moon shined with far away stars, struck the cave with its beam; and
an uneasy wave, full of nighttime coolness rocked, and turning white embraced [the cave].
remember — in this very hour a usually tender voice, accompanied this performance, it sounded,
losing itself behind the mountain: it came from the cave. What kind of demon incanted these
sounds with magical power? ...



[Tourtu 6e3 uyBCTB, 6€3 TyM, O6€3 cull,
Jlexxut Ha J10%e CMEpTHOU MYKH
Mnanas Ana. Berepok

He ocBeXxuT ee JaHUTHI,

W TOMHBII B30p MOITYOTKPBITHIN
HamnpacHo cMOTpuUT Ha BOCTOK,

U yTpa xaeT oHa HanpacHo:

E#t He BuIaTh 3apu peKkpacHo,
Omna 10 yTpa Oyaer Tam,

I'ne conHma yx HEe HY’KHO HaMm.

VY U3roJioBbs, HOPAKEHHBIN
boszHbio TaiiHOM, 30paum

CTOUT — KOJIEHOPEKJIOHECHHBIM,
Tocko# 0TUasHbSI TOMUM.

B pyke u3rnannuka Oeneet

JleBH1IbI XTIaIHAS pYKa,

W xu3HM xkxap ee He rpeer.

«Ho cMepTh, — OH MBICTUT, — HE Onu3Ka!l
Pyka — He ku3HbB; 00JI€3Hb MpOCTast —
Bcé€ ne konunHa pokoBas!»

Tak MHOT1a HAa/IEK 1Bl CBET

SIBngeT TO, YEro yx HET;

N Ham xoT4 He ocTaeTcs

JUist yTemeHbs: HU4ero,

OHa Hax cepaleM Bce CMEETCH,

He ucuesas u3 Hero.
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Almost without feelings, without thoughts, without strength, young Ada lies on the bed in death
throes. The breeze does not refresh her cheeks, and her languid, half-opened gaze vainly looks to
the east, and she waits for the morning in vain: she will not see the splendid dawn, by morning
she will be there, where we have no need of the sun. Zoraim stands by the head of the bed,
staggering with hidden fear — on bended knees tormented with the melancholy of despair. In the
hand of the exile pales the damsel’s cold hand, and the coals of her life no longer give out
warmth. “But death,” he thought, “is not close! A hand is not her whole life; the sickness is
simple — everything is not fatefully ended!” And so the light of hope appears to those, to whom
there is no more; and although it does not stay around for any kind of comfort, never
disappearing, [hope still] laughs at all our hearts.
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B TO Bpemsi cMepTH aHTeNT HEXKHBII
Jleten upe3 10KHBIN HEOOCKIIOH;
Bapyr caslut ponoT OH MSTEXHBIH,
U nnay nr00Bu — ¥ ¢1aObIH CTOH,

W, OBICTpBIiA KakK MOJET MTHOBEHBSI,
K nemepe noasieraer oH.

Tocky nocineaHero My4eHbs

JlyX cMepTH yCIaauTh XOTeNl

W na ycTax nokopHO#l AJibl

Caoii oneyil HareyaTsen:

OH gaTb HE MOT ApYrou oTpajsl!
Wnu, 661Th MOXKET, 30panm

Emre 3ameueH He ObLT UIM...

Ho ckopo nipu orue namnaasl
HensuxHbIN, MyTHBIN BCTPETUB B30p,
OH B HeM mpouen cebe yKop;

W anren cMeptH coxkaaeHbe

B nymie mouyBcTBOBal CBATOM.
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At this time the tender angel of death flew through the southern sky; all of a sudden he heard a
restless murmur, and a cry of love — and a weak groan, and, quick like the flight of a moment, he
flew up to the cave. The spirit of death wanted to sweeten the anguish of the final torment and on
the lips of the resigned Ada planted his kiss: he could give no other comfort! Or, maybe, Zoraim
still had not noticed them ... But soon by the fire of the icon lamp, having met the dull unmoving
gaze he [the angel] read in it [the gaze] his own reproach; and the angel of death felt regret in his

sacred soul.
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Cxkaxy nu? — J1axe B MPeCTYIUICHbE
OH 00BHHSLT ce0st TOPOH.

OH oTHs11 Be€ y 3opanma:

Opna OblIa TUIIL UM JIO0HUMa,

Ero mo60Bb ObLTa cHITbHEH

Bcex mym u Bcex Apyrux ctpacTei.
W oH He m1akaja, — HO IIOHSATHO
[To ety OneaHOMY Yena,

UYro MyKa cMepThb IIPEBO3MOIIIA,
XOTb IOTEPSIT OH HEBO3BPATHO.

W anren 3Ha1, — U KaK HE 3HAThH?
Yro Oe3Hane)KHOCTH IeYaTh

B cnokoitHOM X0J10/1€ MOJTYaHbs,
Uro jerye miakath, 4eM CTPaJaTh
be3 Bcakux nMpu3HAKOB CTpajaHbsl.
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Shall I say? — he [the angel] occasionally accused himself even to a fault. He would take away
everything from Zoraim: she was his only beloved, his love was stronger than all his thoughts
and all other passions. And he did not cry — but it was discernable by the color of his pale brow,
that death’s torment overcame him, he almost was irrevocably lost. And the angel knew — and
how could he not know? That the stamp of hopelessness was in the calm coldness of the silence,
that it was easier to cry, then to suffer without any signs of suffering.
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W aHren MbICIbI0 IOPAKEH,
JlocToitHOIO HEeOeC: KemaeT
Bosnarpaauts cTpajganbla OH.
VYaxkens co3aarelis 3anperaer
Hecuactabix yTemars mroaeit?

W neBbl Tpyn OH OXKUBISET
JIy11010 aHreaIbCKOM CBOEH.

W, uyno! KpoBb B Irpyiu OCTBUION
OnATh BOJIHYETCS, KUIIUT;

U B30p, BoIIEOHOM MOJOH CUITON,
B Tenu pecHuil ee ropur.

Tak aHren cMepTH ChbeIMHUIICS
Co BceM, 4eM TOJIBKO KU3Hb MUIIA;
Ho ym rpanuniam nogumHumics,

U Bnacte — He Ta yK, Kak ObLIa,
U Tonpko B maMATH TyMaHHOH
XpaHUT OH AyMBbI IPEKHUX JIET;
Nx nosiBneHse AJzie CTpaHHO,

Kak HOubIO Me€TEOpa CBET,

U eii cMmeniHa ee OeCIeuHOCTb,

U eii rpsaayuiee TeMHO,

W gyyBCcTBa, BEYHBIE KaK BEYHOCT,
CoenuHuimnck Bce B OJIHO.
Kenanbsm pyra nocBsiTuiIa

OHa Bce pajioCcTH CBOM,

Kak 6yaTo cMepTh 1 He racuia

B nHeBuHHOM cep/iie xap ato0BH! ..
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And the angel was struck with a thought worthy of the heavens: he would recompense the
sufferer himself. Is it possible that the creator forbids comforting unhappy people? And he
animated the corpse of the dead maiden with his own angelic soul. And, miraculously! Blood in
her chest, which had cooled again surged and boiled; and a gaze, magical and full of strength,
burned in the shadow of her eyelashes. Thus the angel of death united himself with everything
that was her dear life; but his mind submitted to boundaries, and his power — was already not
such as it had been, and only in his cloudy memory he preserved thoughts of the previous years;
their [the thoughts’] appearance to Ada was strange, like the nighttime light of a meteor, and her
nonchalance was funny to her, and her future was dark, and her feelings, everlasting as eternity,
all united into one. She devoted all her own happiness to the wishes of her friend, as though
death had not extinguished the ember of love in her innocent heart! ...
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OnHaXpl Ha cKajie MPUOPEKHOH,
Buumas nieck BOJIHBI MOPCKO,
3agyMuuB, psAOM ¢ AJTOI HEXXHOM,
Cuen u3rHaHHUK MOJIOOH.
JIyun BeuepHue 3maTIN
[Ivpokwuii cuHM OKeaH,

U BuaHO OBLIO CKBO3b TYMaH,
Kak mapyca Branu 6poauinu.
Bosnbiine yepHble rina3a

Ha npyra nesa ycrpemiisina,

Ho B nukom cepane OymieBaina,
Kazanocs, TaitHas rposa.

[Topoit paccesiHHBIE B3JISIbI

Ha kpacHbIii 3anag oH Kugan

W Brpyr, B3sIB TUXO PYKY AJbI

N obpatuBmInCch K HEH, CKa3a:
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One day on the coastal cove, while paying attention to the splash of the sea waves, sat the wistful
young exile close to tender Ada. The evening rays goldened the wide dark blue ocean, and one
could see through the fog how sails wandered in the distance. The maiden fixed her big black
eyes on her friend, but it seemed that a hidden thunderstorm raged in his wild heart. Now and
then he cast dispersing glances to the red west and suddenly, quietly taking Ada’s hand and

turning to her, said:

14



«Het! He MOTY B TyCTBIHE J10J1€
OnHOOOpa3HO JTHU BJIAYUTH;

51 BOJIEH — HO JyllIa B HEBOJIE:

E#t nomxHo nenu pa3apoOuTh...
UTo XM3Hb? — JaBail MHE Yally CJIaBhbl,
Xots Obl B HEli OB CMEPTHBIN 171,
S1 He B3ApOrHY — S BBIIIUTH PaJl:
He Bce b OiiaxkeHCTBa — JUIIH OTPABHI?
Korma-anOyap BCE momKeH st
OcTaBUTH HOITY OBITHSL...

Cxkaxu, yxejap 0JHa MOTHIIA
HuuroxxHbill B Mupe OyJeT cien
Toro, ube cepale CTOIBKO JIET
MBEICITE 0 HUYTOXECTBE TOMUIIA?

W mHe nokoiiny 0bITE? — 0 HeT!..
B3rnsiau: 3a 3TMEM ropamu

C MOryuyuM BOMCKOM MO/ IIaTpaMu
CrosT ABa rpoO3HBIE LAPS;

W 3aBTpa, TOIBKO 4TO 3aps

VYcneer B o651akax MPOCHYTHCH,
TpyOa BOIHBI U 3BYK Meuel

B nycTeiHe Hamen paznaayTcs.

U x onHOMY M3 Tex napeu

Nty xak BOUH s peLnICs.
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“No! I cannot monotonously drag out my days in a deserted fate; I am free — though my soul is
enslaved: it should smash its chains ... What is life? — give me a bowl of honor, though it may be
deadly poison, I won’t flinch — I will happily drink it down: Isn’t all bliss — almost poison?
Sometime I will have to leave behind everything entailed in the burden of being... Tell me, is it
possible that one grave could be a significant trace of he, whose heart the thought of pettiness
tormented? Would this be peace to me? — Oh no! ... Look: behind these mountains stand two
terrible kings encamped with powerful armies. And tomorrow, just as the dawn has succeeded in
waking up in the clouds, the trumpet of war and the sound of swords will ring out in our desert.
And I have decided to go to one of these kings as a warrior.
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Ho Tb1 HE %111, 9TOO BO3BpATHIICS
A nob6exnennsimM. Het, ckopeit
Bonana, roHnMasi BOTHaMU

[To 6eckoHEUHOCTH MOpEH,

B nputotT poauMbIx Kambllen
Boporurcsa. Ho eciiu ¢ Hamu
[ToGena Oyner, st MpUHECTH
Knsnych Tebe )xeMuyT u 311aTo,
Ce0e 0/IHYy OCTABIIIO YECTh...

W 6yny cyactnuB, ¥ TOTJA-TO
Mzl 3axMBeM ¢ TOOOI 6oraro...
Sl 3Har0: HUKOT A J1I000BH
['epoiickuii Mmeu He Tpe3upaia,
Ho ecnu 6 maxxe ThI Kemania...

Moii npyr, s JOKEH BUJETH KPOBB!

Bepb: amst MeHS HUUTO YTpO3BI
Cynp0bl KOBapHOU U CIIETION.

Kax? 1e1 Omequeems?.. ciies3nl? ciue3br?

OO0 yeM ke IIaKaTh, aHT'eJI MOM ?»
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But do not wait for me to return defeated. No, more likely a wave chased by waves on the
endless sea will return to the reed shelter of kinsfolk. But if we will be victorious, I swear I will
bring you pearls and gold, for myself [ will leave only honor... And I will be happy and then we
would live richly together... I know: love always held the heroic sword in contempt, but if even
you wished [that I not go] ... My friend, I should see blood! Believe me: the blind and insidious
threats of fate are nothing. What? You pale? ... tears? Tears? What is there to cry about, my

angel?”
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W aHren-gepa oTBEYaCT:

«Bugan mu ThI, Kak OTpaXkaeT

Pyueli ckoHUBIIMICS IIBETOK?
Korna Boaa He 1mieBenuTcs,

OH HETOJBIIKHO B HEH TIISIIUTCS,

Ho ecnu cBexuii BeTepok

Bounny 3eneHyto BCTpeBOXUT

U BckoaebaeTcs BONHA,

Vkenmu TeHb IIBETOYKA MOXKET

He xonebarbcs, kak oHa?

Moto cyap0y ¢ TBOEC#H Cya0010
CoennHUI TaK TOYHO POK,

Bomna — TBO# 00pa3, MOit — IIBETOK.
TwI rpycTeH, — 5 TpycTHA C TOOOTO!
Kax 3HaTB? — OBITH MOJKET, STOT Yac
ITocienuuii cyacTIUBLIN 111 Hac!..»
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And the angel-maiden answers:

“Did you see how the creek reflects the flower bending over it? When the water does not stir, it
[the flower] sees itself unmoving, but if a fresh gust unsettles a green wave and that wave roles,
is it possible that the shade of the little flower could not move, like the wave? And so fate united
my destiny with your destiny, the wave — is your image, mine — is the flower. You are sad, and I
am sad with you! How could we know? — maybe this will be the final happy hour for us! ...”
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3a4yeM B JIOJIMHE COKPOBEHHOM

OT MHUpTOB IBIIINT apoMar?

3aueM?.. Bracturenu BcelleHHOM,
[Ipupony mroau OCKBEPHST.

[{BeTOK M3MATHIN 0OarpuTCs

WX KpoBBIO, U CTpeENIa IPOMUYUTCS

Ha mecto nTHIEI B HEOecax,

U connuie oTyMaHUT mpax.

Kpuk mobeauBImx, CTOH CpaKeHHBIX
[IpuHYASIT MUPHBIX COJIOBBEB

Hckatp B mpenenax OTJaleHHBIX
WNHBIX TonMH, IpyTruX KyCTOB,

I'ne xpacHbIli 1€Hb, KaK HOYb, CTIOKOEH,
I'me ux napwuiy, ux 1000Bb,

He cromuer po3y MpayHbIil BOUH

W 06arputh HE MOXKET KPOBb.

kkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkhkikkikikx

Why does a scent blow from myrtle in a concealed valley? Why? ... People profane the nature of
the ruler of the universe. The crumpled flower stains itself with its own blood, and an arrow
rushes through the place of a bird in the heavens, and dust dims the sun. The shout of the
victorious, the moan of the defeated compel peaceful nightingales to search in distant backlands
for other dales, for different shrubs, where the red day, like the night, is tranquil, where a dismal
warrior does not wear down their queen, their love, and where blood cannot stain her rose.
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Uy!.. TONOT... TbUTb KITYOUTCS Ty4eH,
U BoT 3ByunT TpYyOa BOIHBI,

W nepBrIil CBUCT CTpEIBI JIETYUel
Pazpaincs ¢ kaxnoi ctopoHst!
HoBopoxaenHnoe cBeTuiio

C nazypHoii HeOa BBITITUHBI
KpoBaBbiM Os1eckoM 03apuito
Jlocriexu paTHbIE OOMIIOB.

Mex Tem BOMCKa €lle CXOIUINCh
Bcé€ Ommxe... Orke — U Cpa3sHIInCh;
N Tpecky KOnui U IUTOB,
Kazanoce, camu y1uBUIKCH.

Ho Miense — napp B aymax Jroaen
W ynusnenus cunbHe.

kkkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkkhkikx

Hark! ... hoof beats ... the dust curls in clouds, and there sound the trumpets of war, and the first
whistle of flying arrows resounds from each side! A newborn star in the azure heights of heaven
illuminates the war armor of the combatants with a bloody luster. Meanwhile the armies
converged; everything closer ... closer — and they fought; and they themselves seemed surprised
by the crash of swashes and bucklers itself. But revenge is king in the souls of people and is
stronger than surprise.
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bruta yxacHa 3Ta BcTpeya,
[Tomo6GHO BCTpede ABYX IPOMOB

B rpo3y mex AbIMHBIX 00JaKOB.

C ycnexoM paBHBIM JJIAJIACh Ceva,
U Bcé Tecuunock. KpoBs pexoit
Jlunace Be3ne, Mmeuu OGMCTaNH,
Kak Tenu 3HameHa Oy aanu
Hanx xa)kgoif TEeMHOIO TOJIIOM,

N ¢ xpuKkoM cMepTH POKOBOU

Ha Tpyns! Tpymel ynaganm...

Ho orcrynaer HakoHen

Opna Tonmna; U moOeX IeHHBIN

V3k HE IPOTUBUTCA Ooel;

U no TpaBe OKpOBaBIECHHOM
CKONB3UT UCTTyTaHHBIN OeTJIe.
OnuH NUIlb BOWH, OKPYKEHHBIN
BpaxxneOHbpIM BOMCKOM, HE XOTEI
Eme 6exats. 13 MepTBBIX TEN
Bokpyr Hero Obla orpana...

N TyT ocrancs oH OavH.

OH He OBLT Iaph Wb NAPCKUN ChHIH,
XoTh oapeH ObLT CUJION B3TJIsAa
U ropnoii BaXXHOCTBIO yena.

Ho Bapyr xoBapnas ctpena
[IpoH3una BUTA3S MIIaI0TO,

W mrymMHO HaB3HWYB OH ynal,

W kpoBb CTpyWJIacCh... U HU CJIOBA
OH, ynajas, He ckazail,

Korna nobGeaublii KpuK paszmancs,
Kaxk morpebanpHbIi KpUK HaI HUM,
W MuMoO cMmernslii Bpar nmpoMyaics,
Oraem mbU1ast 00EBBIM.

kkkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkikkkix

This meeting was terrible, equal to the meeting of two thunderclaps in a thunderstorm between
two smoky clouds. The battle lasted on with even success, and all pressing forward. A river of
blood poured everywhere, swords flashed, wandering like the shadows of the standards above
every dark crowd, and with a scream of fateful death corpses fell on corpses... But one crowd at
last drew back; and the defeated soldier no longer held the line; and along the bloodied grass slid
a frightened deserter. Alone this soldier, surrounded by the hostile army, did not want to run
anymore. Around him was a fence of dead bodies... and there he remained alone. He was not the
king or the king’s son, though he was gifted with a strength of gaze and a proud, important brow.
But suddenly an insidious arrow pierced the hero of youth, and loudly he fell supine, and blood
streamed ... and he did not say one word as he fell, when the triumphant shout resounded, like a
funeral shout above him, and the brave enemy rushed past, glowing with martial fire.
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Ha 6utBy u3nanu B3upas

C ropsl KpEMHUCTON U KPYyTOH,
Crosna Anga Mmononas

OpnHa, BoJIHyeMa TOCKOM,
Bricoko nepcu nmoasimast,
Bosi3ubi0 cepaie Om10Ch B HEH,
BcedacHo ciie3br Haberanu

Ha oum, monHBIC TTEYan...

O 6oxe! — Jlns Takux odvei

KTto He moskepTBOBaI OBI CI1ABO?
Ho 3opaumy 6b11 Muneit
JleBrubel 1acKu MyTh KPOBaBbIii!
besymen! Tl 11eHBI HE 3HAN
Bcemy, Bcemy, uem oGmnanai,

He Begai ThI, UTO aHTEIl HEKHBIHN
OcTtaBui paii cBOit 0€3MSITEKHBIH,
Uto0 cepaiie AZlbl O)KUBHTB;

UTOo MHOTUX OH JIUIIHAI OTPAJIbI

B mocneanuii mur, 94To0 ycnaauTh
TBoe ctpanganbe. bennoit Anpl
Monp0y OTBEPTHYIT XJIaTHO THI,
B03MOXHO 11b? aHTeNl KpacoThI
Tebe, U3rHAHHUK, HE TOPOXKE
Hanmennoit u myctoit MeuTsi?..
OHa INIAOUT U KOET... HO UTO Xe?
JIaBHO yX B I0OJI€ TUIINHA,
Bparu ymuanuce 3a Bparamu,
JInIp HCKaKeHHBIMU TEIaMU
JlonuHa OUTBBI yCTIAHA. ..

kkkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkkhkikx

Gazing from a distance at the battle from the rocky and steep mountains, alone stood young Ada,
troubled with anguish, heaved her bosom highly, her heart beat with fear in her, unstopping tears
ran out of her eyes, full of grief... Oh God! Who would not sacrifice his victory for such eyes?
But the bloody path was sweet maidenly caresses for Zoraim! Madman! You did not know value
of everything, everything, that you possessed, you did not see, that the tender angel left his
serene paradise to vivify Ada’s heart; that he deprived himself of many joys in the last moment,
to sweeten your suffering. You coldly repudiated poor Ada’s entreatys; is it possible? The angel
of beauty is not more dear to you, exile, than haughty and empty dreams? .. she looks and waits
... but what of it? It has long been silent on the field, enemies dashed past enemies, as soon as
the valley of the battle was covered with distorted bodies ...
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VBbI! I2ie aHren yTemeHbs?

I"'ne BecTHHK pasg MOTOAOM?

OH My4HM CTpacTHIO 36MHOMI

W HE yChBIINT UX MOJICHBS! ..

VK colHIle HU3KO — AJa JKIET...
Bcé Tuxo BKpyT... on Bc€ Helper!..

Ona cryckaeTcsi B 10JIMHY

W BuauT cTpamHyio KapTUHY.
Wnet Mex TpynoB 4yTh AbIIIA;
Kak y HeBUHHOTO npe1 Ka3HbIO,
Hanexmoii, cMelanHo# ¢ 00S3HbBIO,
Ee Bonnyercs nyma.

Ona npe1uyBCTBOBATH CTPAIIUTCH,
U ¢ kaxapIM mmaroMm BOpOTUTHCS
Omna xejaja 0; HO JII0O0OOBb
IIpeBo3mMoriia B Hel yac BHOBb;
baenas1 71aHUTHI IEBBI MHIIOH,

Ha rpyap ckinonuiiacs rososa...

U Bot HenBukHa! Takosa

Brna 6 nunest Hag MOTHIIONH !

I'ne 3opaum? YUto, eciiu oH

Yout? — Ho 4eii pa3nancs CToH?
KT0 3TOT paHeHHbIi cTpesnoro

VY Hor kpacaBunibl? Yeit riac

Tax cunpHO nymly B Hel notpsic?
OH MepTBBIX OKPYKEH IPSAI0I0,
Ho yac xoHUMHBI U HaJ HUM...

KTo0 % oH? — Cepumiiocs! — 3opaum.

kkhkkkkkkhkkkkkhkkkkkk

Alas! Where is the angel of comfort? Where is the young herald of heaven? He is tortured with
earthly passions and does not hear their prayers! ... The sun was already low — Ada waits ...
everything is quiet around ... /e still did not come! ...

She lowers herself down the valley and sees a terrible scene. She walks between corpses barely
breathing; like an innocent before an execution, her soul troubles her with hope mixed with fear.
She fears having a premonition, and with every step she wishes to return; but love again
overcomes the fear in her; the dear maiden’s cheeks are pale; her head is inclined on her chest ...
and behold is motionless! Such as she would lament over a grave! Where is Zoraim? What if he
is dead? — but whose moan just rang out? Who is that, wounded with an arrow at the feet of the
beauty? Whose voice so strongly shakes the soul in her? He is surrounded by an embankment of
the dead, but the hour of demise was already above him ... Who was he? — It has happened! —
Zoraim.
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«Ts1 3geck? Tenepb? — U ThI 11, Afa?
O! TBoIf mpuxoa MHE He OTpajal
3aueM? — Jl1 y’KacoB BOMHBI

TBou riaza He CO3/IaHEI,

CMepTh He TOJKHA OBITh UX TIPEIMETOM;
TeOst m3auIIHSS TF000Bb

Bena croga — 9To 10ab3kI B 3TOM?..
Jlums 51 XoTen yBUAETh KPOBb

W BUKYy... U IPUXOJ MTHOBEHBS,
Korga ycHy, 6€3 CHOBUICHBSI.

HukTo — s cam ToMy BHUHOM. ..

A rubny! IlepBoro 3Be30i

Hawm Bo3BecTut cyanba pasiyky.

He 6oiics kpoBH, 1aif MHE PYKY:

51 BuHOBAT TIEpET TOOOMA. .

[Tpoctu! Tel Oyaems CUPOTOI,

Th1 HE HalIETIb POAHBIX, HU KPOBA,

W naxe... Ha Tpyu Ipyroro

He Oynems cyacTiiBa onsTh:

KTo MOeT nBaXkabl CUacThe 3HATH?

kkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkhkikkikikx

“You are here? Now? — is it you, Ada? Oh! Your coming is not a joy for me! Why? Your eyes
weren’t created for the terrors of war, death should not be their subject; excessive love brought
you here — what good is there in this? I just wanted to see blood, I see ... the arrival of the
moment when I will sleep, without dreams. No one — I myself am so guilty ... I’'m perishing!
With the first star fate will announce our separation. Do not be afraid of blood, give me your
hand: I’'m guilty before your ... forgive me! You will be an orphan, you will not find kinsfolk,
nor shelter, and even ... on the chest of another do not be happy again: who could twice know

happiness?
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«Moii apyr! kK yemy TBOM J1003aHbs
Tenepb, CTONB MOJTHBIE OTHA?

OHU HE 0KUBSIT MEHS

W yBenuuar numib cTpaiaHbs,
HanomuuB, kax s cuacT/IvuB ObLT;

O, ecin 0, eciu O 5 3a05b17,

Uto B MUpe €cTh BOCHOMHUHAHbB!

51 4yBCTBYIO, K TPyAM MOEH

Bcé€ 6mmxe, OmmKe CMEPTHBINA XOJTOI.
O, k10 6 mogymMan? Kax s Moo/
Kax MHOTO 5 ipoBet ObI THEH

C 106010, B TUIIMHE TITyOOKO,

[Ton TeHbIO ManbM OEPErOBbIX,
Korma 6 ceromus pok »KeCTOKOM

He oOmanyn Hagexna moux!..

Eme B ctpane moeit poaumoit
lMagaTens Myapblid, BCEMH YTUMBI,
MHe npeackasai, 4To 4ac npujaeT —
W rpoMKuil OABUT COBEPILY A,

U rnac MoiBbI IpOU3HECET

Moe Ha3BaHbE, TOPKECTBYH,

Ho...» Tyt, kak apds1 nanpHel 3BOH,
Ero cinoBa HEBHSTHBI CTaJIH,

I';1a3a BCrO ApKOCTH MOTEPSUIN

N ocmabGen mpuMeTHO OH.

kkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkhkikkkix

“My friend! Why are your kisses now so filled with fire? They will not bring me back to life and
[they] only increase my suffering, reminiscent, of how happy I was; Oh, if only, if only I forgot,
that there are memories in the world! I feel, the deathly cold closer, closer to my chest. Oh, who
would have thought? I am so young! How many days I would have spent with you, in the deep
silence under the shadow of the shoreline palms, if today unbending fate had not cheated me of
my hopes! ... Still in my native country there is a wise soothsayer, revered by all, he told me,
that an hour would come — and I would accomplish a celebrated feat, and a voice of praise would
pronounce my name triumphantly, but ...” here, like the ringing of a distant harp, his words
became indistinct, his eyes lost all brightness and he perceptibly slackened.
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Crpananeily Aia He BHUMAJIA,
Jlume Moya Kpenko oOHUMana,
3a0bIB, UTO y HEE YK HET
UyiecHOM BIaCTH IPEKHUX JIET;
Uro morenyii ee OECCHITbHBIMN,
HwuutoxHbIN, KaK HUYTOXHBIN 3BYK,
He o3apsieT TbMbI MOTHMIIBHOM,
He oGneruut nocnegHux Myk.
Mex TeMm Ha CBOAE OTAAICHHOM
Onna anMa3Hag 3Be31a

SIBunace B OJ€CKE HEM3MEHHOM,
Uucra, npekpacHa, Kak BCETa;
W MHHIIOCB: J1yY €€ HE 3HAET,
Yo Ha 3eMIIe OH 03apseT:

Tak OH UTPUBO HUCXOIUI

Ha xepTBy TieHbs 1 MOTHIL

U 3opaum xoTen HampacHO
Ilocnennum jJackaM OTBEYaTh;
Bcé€, BcE, uTO MOXKET OH CKa3aTh,

VYHBLI0, MpauHO, — HO HE CTPacTHO!

kkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkhkkkx

Ada did not heed the sufferer, she only silently strongly embraced him, having forgot that she no
longer had the miraculous power of past years; that her kiss was powerless, insignificant, [and
like] an insignificant sound, would not light up the sepulchral dark, would not ease the final
torments. At the same time in a far away vault one diamond-like star appeared in unfailing
brilliance, pure, beautiful, like always; and to think: its beams did not know what it illuminated
on the earth: and so it playfully descended on victims of decay and graves. And Zoraim vainly
hoped to answer the final caress; everything, everything, that he could say, despondently,

gloomily — but not passionately!
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VK miaMeHb clie3 €€ HE XKET

JIaHuTHI XJIaaHBIC KaK JIE],

VYK TMXO KaruleT KpOBb U3 PaHBbI;

W ¢ xpuKOM, TOYHO JyX HOYHOMH,

Hanx ocimaGeBieii roi1oBoi

JleraeT KOpIIyH, TOCTh HE3BAHBIMN.

U rpycTHO roHOIIA B3TIISIHYJI

Ha oTnanennoe cBeTHio,

B3rasiHyn oH B 04M 1€BE€ MUJIOH,

[IpuBcTan — u B3APOTHYJI — U B3JOXHYJI —
U ymep. C cuanmu rybamu

U ¢ noOeneBIINMH TIIa3aMH,

JIuk — mpexae HeXKHBIH — OBLT CTpalTHen
Bcero, uTo cTpamHo a4 aoaei.

Ubs TeHb TPO3payHOI MIJIOW OJIETa,
Kak 3a0myauBimiics yd cBera,

C 3eMJi1 BO3HOCHUTCS Ty[1a,

['me 6nemter nepBas 3Be31a?

Bener urpaet cepeOpuCThbIii

Han MupHBIM, paOCTHBIM YeJoM,
W noxro BuneH ciell OrHUCTBIN

3a HEIo B CyMpPAaKe HOYHOM...

To aHren cmeprtu, CMEPTBIO TICHHOU
OT y3 3eMHBIX OCBOOOXK ICHHBIH!..
OH Teno 1eBbl OpOCHIT B Mpax:

Ero orunsna B Hebecax.

Tam Bc€, 4TO OH JIFOOMII 3¢MHOTO,
OH BCTPETHUT M MOJTIOOUT CHOBA!..

kkhkkkkkkhkkkkkhkkkkkk

Already the flame of his tears no longer burned his cheeks, which were as cold as ice, already
blood quietly dripped out of the wound; and with a scream, just like a night spirit, flew a kite
above his slackened head, an uncalled for guest. And the youth sadly looked at the far-away star,
he looked in the eyes of the young maiden, half-rose — and flinched — and took a breath — and
died. With dark blue lips, and with whitening eyes, his visage — tender before — was so
completely terrified of everything that it was frightful for people [to see].

Whose shade is dressed with transparent haze, like a lost beam of light, raised up from the earth
to there, where the first star shines? A silver halo plays above the peaceful, joyful brow, and a
fiery track has long been apparent behind it [the halo] in the nighttime twilight ... and so the
angel of death with impermanent death was freed from earthly bonds! ... He threw the body of
the maiden in the dust: his fatherland being in the heavens. There everything earthly that he
loved, he would meet and love again! ...
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Bcé€ ToT k€ OH, U BIIaCTh €ro

He n3menunmacs HUYEro;

[Ipomino nmeyanu B HEM BOJTHEHbE,
Kak yneraer npuspak cHa,

U tonpko XmagHoe mpe3peHbe

K 3emie ocraBuia oHa;

3a rubenb dpyea B HEM OCTaIOCh
’Kenanbe MUpy MCTUTH BCEMY;

W HeHaBUCTH K IPYTUM, Ka3aloch,
brina moboBuio k Hemy.

Bcé ToT ke OH — U OECKOHEUHOCTD,
Kax MbICIib, OH MOKET MPOJIETaTh,
N moxeTr B30poM U3MEPSTh

JleTa, Beka u Jake BEYHOCTb.

Ho Anren cmeptu Mosionoi
[Ipoctuiics ¢ mpexHE# 100pOTOif;
JIroneit y3nan on: «Coctpananbs
OHM HE MOTYT 3aCITy>KUTh;

He narpaxxnenbe — Haka3zaHbe
ITocnemHuii MUT UX TOJDKEH OBITH.
OHH KOBapHBI U KECTOKH,

Nx nobGpoaerenn — MOpoKH,

W %u3Hb UM B TATOCTD C IOHBIX JIET...»
Tak nyman oH — 3aueM Ke HeT?..

kkkkkkkkkkhkhkhkhkhkkkix

His power had not changed at all and he was everything that he had been: the worrying of grief
had passed in him, as a ghost from a dream flies by, and she left only cold contempt to the earth;
in him [the angel] remains the wish to avenge the entire world for the death of a friend; and hate
towards others seems, as though it were love to him. He was everything that he had been — he
could fly through even eternity as fast as a thought, and with a gaze could measure the Lethe,
centuries and even eternity. But the young angel of death said goodbye to its previous kindness;
he had understood humankind: “they cannot serve out of compassion; not reward — but
punishment their final moment should be. They are insidious and unbending, their virtues are
vices, and life is a burden on them from their young years ...” Thus he thought — why then not?
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Ero Hen30exxuMoii BcTpeun
bowuTcs kaxaplii ¢ 3TUX MOP;
Kak meu — ero npoH3zaer B30p;
Ero npuBercTBeHHbIEC peun
TpeBoxar Hac, Kak 3701 yKOp,
U nppa xmagHen ero o0ObIThE,
U nouenyii ero — npokysAThe!..

kkhkkkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkk

Since then, everyone fears his inescapable meeting; his gaze pierces like a sword; his salutatory
speeches disturb us like an evil reproach, and his embrace is of cold ice, and his kiss —is a
cursel...
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