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My Father's Chair. Parliaments of Henry Ill, 1265.

THERE are four good legs to my Father's Chair--
Priest and People and Lords and Crown.

| sits on all of 'em fair and square,

And that is the reason it don't break down.

| won't trust one leg, nor two, nor three,
To carry my weight when | sets me down.
| wants all four of 'em under me--

Priest and People and Lords and Crown.

| sits on all four and | favours none--

Priest, nor People, nor Lords, nor Crown:
And | never tilts in my chair, my son,

And that is the reason it don't break down.

When your time comes to sit in my Chair,
Remember your Father's habits and rules.
Sit on all four legs, fair and square,

And never be tempted by one-legged stools!



THE LOVE SONG OF HAR DYAL

Alone upon the housetops to the North

| turn and watch the lightnings in the sky
The glamour of thy footsteps in the North.
Come back to me. Beloved, or | die.

Below my feet the still bazar is laid -

Far, far below the weary camels lie -

The camels and the captives of thy raid.
Come back to me. Beloved, or | die.

My father's wife is old and harsh with years,
And drudge of all my father's house am | -
My bread is sorrow and my drink is tears.
Come back to me. Beloved, or | die.
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Alone upon the housetops to the North

| turn and watch the lightnings in the sky
The glamour of thy footsteps in the North.
Come back to me. Beloved, or | die.

Below my feet the still bazar is laid -
Far, far below the weary camels lie -
The camels and the captives of thy raid.
Come back to me. Beloved, or | die.

My father's wife is old and harsh with years,
And drudge of all my father's house am | -
My bread is sorrow and my drink is tears.
Come back to me. Beloved, or | die.

OpHa Ha Kpblle, A MKy Ha ceBep,
Cnexy 3apHUL, BEYEPHIOIO UTPY:

To oTbrecku LwaroB TBOMX Ha CEBEP.
BepHuch, ntobumbin, nnm s ympy.
basap BHM3Yy 6e3nt04eH U CNOKOEH,
YcTtano cnart Bepontoabl Ha BETPY,
N cnat pabbl — TBOSA A06bLIYa, BOUH.
BepHuch, ntobumbin, nnm s ympy.
>KeHa oTua ceapnueew rog oT roay,
[HYy CNKHY OHEM, B HOYM 1 NOYTPY...
Cnes3amu 3anmBato xnebd HeB3roabl.
BepHuch, ntobumbin, nnm s ympy.



| have eaten your bread and salt.

| have drunk your water and wine.
The deaths ye died | have watched beside,
And the lives ye led were mine.
Was there aught | did not share

In vigil or toil or ease, -

One joy or woe that | did not know,
Dear hearts across the seas?

| have written the tale of our life
For a sheltered people’s mirth,

In jesting guise - but ye are wise,
And ye know what jest is worth.



IF

If you can keep your head when all about you

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

Or being lied about, don't deal in lies,

Or being hated, don't give way to hating,

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream -- and not make dreams your master;
If you can think -- and not make thoughts your aim;
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two imposters just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools;



If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings

And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!"
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with kings -- nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run —
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,
And -- which is more -- you'll be a Man, my son!
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If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

Or being lied about, don't deal in lies,

Or being hated, don't give way to hating,

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream - and not make dreams your master;
If you can think - and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two imposters just the same;
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools;

Konb Tbl XpaHUTb CNOCOBEH SICHOCTb AyXa,
Korga 1ebs B 0T4asHbE KISHYT,

B cebe — Ha MUr He YCOMHUTBLCS Iy XO,

Ho 1 noHATL Yyx0on HenpasbIv Cya,

XXpoaTb — He yCcTaB OT BEYHbIX OXXWAAHWUN,
ObonraHHbIVM — He 3HaTb cobnasHa Jmxu,

A npoknATbIn — NPOKNATEAM HE AaTb JaHU
MyOpEHbIM TOSTKOM U FTULIOM XaHXW;

Konb MOXelLlb rpe3nTb — CHbI AepXXa BO BNacTH,
Konb MoXeLlb MbICITUTb — MO3T AepKa B y34e,
BcTpedaTb CNOKOMHO cHacTbe U HanacTy,

X NoXxb He CTaBsi HX BO rpoLU HUTAE;
Ycnblwae, Y4To U3 BbICTpadaHHbIX UCTUH
YCTpoun fkew CUNKu ans gypaka,

A Xn3Hb pa3dbuta TeM, KTO HEHaBUCTEH, —
Bcé BHOBb HayaTb, XOTS OPOXUT PYKa;



If you can make one heap of all your winnings Kornb MOXeLLb Tbl MOCTaBUTb CHACTbE Ha

And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, KOH,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings Tpya MHOMMX OHEew BROXUTb B BpOCOK
And never breathe a word about your loss; KOCTen

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew W, npourpas, He BblaaTb 60Mmn 3HAKOM,
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 1 BHOBb paGoTaThb M MOMYaTh O Hel,
And so hold on when there is nothing Korb MOXeLuUb Thi 3aCTaBUTb CEPALLE,

In you Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!" HepBbI
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with kings -- nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run —
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it

And -- which is more -- you'll be a Man, my son!

Cny>XuTb, KOorga novty UCCsAKNa XXn3Hb,
[epxaTtbca, Korga HET HU CUI, HU BEPHI,
N Tonbko Bonga rosoput: «lepucb!»;
Konb MOXeLWb Thl B TOSINE He 3aTepPATLCS,
He 3aHecTUCbL B YeCTun y Kopornewn,

Hwn Hegpyra, HM gpyra He 60sTbCS,

BbITb YTUMbIM BCEMU, HUKOMY — MUSEN,
Konb Kaxkgown Henpolwiarowen MUHYThI
Bce wecTtbaecar cekyHg ymunT TBom Ber,
TBOM — 3emMris, eé NyTu U NyThl,

N Bonee, MOW CbIH, Tbl — YenoBek!



When Earth's last picture is painted and the tubes are twisted and dried,
When the oldest colours have faded, and the youngest critic has died,
We shall rest, and, faith, we shall need it -- lie down for an aeon or two,
Till the Master of All Good Workmen shall put us to work anew.

And those that were good shall be happy; they shall sit in a golden chair;
They shall splash at a ten-league canvas with brushes of comets' hair.
They shall find real saints to draw from -- Magdalene, Peter, and Paul,;
They shall work for an age at a sitting and never be tired at all!

And only The Master shall praise us, and only The Master shall blame;
And no one shall work for money, and no one shall work for fame,

But each for the joy of the working, and each, in his separate star,

Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of Things as They are!
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When Earth's last picture is painted and the tubes are
twisted and dried,

When the oldest colours have faded, and the youngest
critic has died,

We shall rest, and, faith, we shall need it -- lie down for
an aeon or two,

Till the Master of All Good Workmen shall put us to
work anew.

And those that were good shall be happy; they shall sit
in a golden chair;

They shall splash at a ten-league canvas with brushes
of comets' hair.

They shall find real saints to draw from -- Magdalene,
Peter, and Paul;

They shall work for an age at a sitting and never be
tired at all!

And only The Master shall praise us, and only The
Master shall blame;

And no one shall work for money, and no one shall
work for fame,

But each for the joy of the working, and each, in his
separate star,

Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of Things
as They are!

Korga ©ynet gonucaH nocregHum XoscT n
3aCOXHEeT nocneaHumn Tiobuk 6enun,

A nocnegHuin XyooXHUK 3aKpOET rnasa, nbo
OTAbIX OH 3aCIy>XWuJl,

Ham Bcewm, ycTanbsim macTtepoBbiM, BeyHoCcTb
OagyT nocnarb,

N Xo3amH YecTHbIXx PAbOTHMKOB NPU30BET HAC K
Tpyay onsAThb.

A kaxxgomy gact 3or0T1oun TabyperT, 1 KUCTb U3
XBOCTOB KOMET,

A Tyro HaTaHyTbIN XOMNCT LUMPUHOMN B CTO
CBETOBbIX €T,

N Marganvna, INasen v [NeTp nosupoBaTth
CTaHyT An14 Hac,

W HMKorga, HuKorga, HUKorga He YyCTaHyT pyka U
rnas!

Hw geHer, H1 cnaBbl He OyaeT BoBek, a dyayT
paboTa 1 4ecTb,

A kaxkgbin HAanuLLET Kaxayro Bellb, Kak BUANUT, U
KaK OoHa ecCTb,

Ha kaxxgow 3Be3ae, KOTOPbIMW MOSTH NUKY LA
MneyHbin [yTb,

[nsa MNpekpacHoro bora Cywmx Belwen, Takux,
Kak OHun CyTb



The Injian Ocean sets an' smiles

So sof', so bright, so bloomin' blue;

There aren't a wave for miles an' miles

Excep' the jiggle from the screw.

The ship is swep', the day is done,

The bugle's gone for smoke and play;

An' black agin' the settin' sun

The Lascar sings, "~“Hum deckty hai!~" ["I'm looking out."]

For to admire an' for to see,

For to be'old this world so wide --
It never done no good to me,

But | can't drop it if | tried!

| see the sergeants pitchin' quoits,
| 'ear the women laugh an' talk,

| spy upon the quarter-deck

The orficers an' lydies walk.

| thinks about the things that was,
An' leans an' looks acrost the sea,
Till spite of all the crowded ship
There's no one lef' alive but me.



The things that was which | 'ave seen,
In barrick, camp, an' action too,

| tells them over by myself,

An' sometimes wonders if they're true;
For they was odd -- most awful odd --
But all the same now they are o'er,
There must be 'eaps o' plenty such,
An'if | wait I'll see some more.

Oh, | 'ave come upon the books,

An' frequent broke a barrick rule,
An' stood beside an' watched myself
Be'avin' like a bloomin' fool.

| paid my price for findin' out,

Nor never grutched the price | paid,
But sat in Clink without my boots,
Admirin' 'ow the world was made.



Be'old a crowd upon the beam,
An''umped above the sea appears
Old Aden, like a barrick-stove

That no one's lit for years an' years!
| passed by that when | began,
An'l go 'ome the road | came,

A time-expired soldier-man

With six years' service to 'is name.

My girl she said, "Oh, stay with me!"
My mother 'eld me to 'er breast.
They've never written none, an' so
They must 'ave gone with all the rest --
With all the rest which | 'ave seen

An' found an' known an' met along.

| cannot say the things | feel,

And so | sing my evenin' song:

For to admire an' for to see,

For to be'old this world so wide --
It never done no good to me,

But | can't drop it if | tried!



The Appeal

[lepeBoa B.B.

BaHOBaA

If | have given you delight

By aught that | have done,

Let me lie quiet in that night
Which shall be yours anon:

And for the little, little, span
The dead are born in mind,
Seek not to question other than
The books | leave behind.

[1o BKyCy ecnu Tpya ObIn Mou
Komy-HMbyab 13 Bac,

[TycTb Byay CKpbIT S
TEMHOTOM,

YT0 K BaM NpunaeT B CBOW Yac.
N namaTtb 060 MHE XpaHs
OOnH KOPOTKNIA MW,
PaccnpalumBanTte nNpo MeHS
JInwb y MOUX XKe KHUT.



