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| am not disposed to say that Thackeray will hold
a high place among English poets. He would
have been the first to ridicule such an
assumption made on his behalf. But | think that
his verses will be more popular than those of
many highly reputed poets, and that as years roll
on they will gain rather than lose in public
estimation.

Anthony Trollope
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Sorrows of young Werther

Werther had a love for Charlotte

Such as words could never utter;
Would you know how first he met her?
She was cutting bread and butter.

Charlotte was a married lady,
And a moral man was Werther,
And, for all the wealth of Indies,
Would do nothing for to hurt her.

So he sighed and pined and ogled,
And his passion boiled and bubbled,
Till he blew his silly brains out,

And no more was by it troubled.

Charlotte, having seen his body
Borne before her on a shutter,
Like a well-conducted person,
Went on cutting bread and butter.



The Ballad of Bouillabaisse

A street there is in Paris famous,

For which no rhyme our language yields,
Rue Neuve des Petits Champs its name is -
The New Street of the Little Fields;

And here's an inn, not rich and splendid,
But still in comfortable case;

The which in youth | oft attended,

To eat a bowl of Bouillabaisse.

This Bouillabaisse a noble dish is, -

A sort of soup, or broth, or brew

Or hotch-potch of all sorts of fishes,

That Greenwich never could outdo;

Green herbs, red peppers, mussels, saffron,
Soles, onions, garlic, roach, and dace:

All these you eat at Terré's tavern,

In that one dish of Bouillabaisse.




Indeed, a rich and savoury stew 'tis;

And true philosophers, methinks,

Who love all sorts of natural beauties,
Should love good victuals and good drinks.
And Cordelier or Benedictine

Might gladly sure his lot embrace,

Nor find a fast-day too afflicting

Which served him up a Bouillabaisse.

| wonder if the house still there is?

Yes, here the lamp is, as before;

The smiling red-cheeked écaillere is
Still opening oysters at the door.

Is Terré still alive and able?

I recollect his droll grimace;

He'd come and smile before your table,
And hope you liked your Bouillabaisse.

We enter,--nothing's changed or older.
"How's Monsieur Terré, waiter, pray?"

The waiter stares and shrugs his shoulder,--
"Monsieur is dead this many a day."

"It is the lot of saint and sinner;

So honest Terré's run his race."

"What will Monsieur require for dinner?"
"Say, do you still cook Bouillabaisse?"



"Oh, oui, Monsieur," 's the waiter's answer,

"Quel vin Monsieur desire-t-il?"

"Tell me a good one."

"That | can, sir: The chambertin with yellow seal."
"So Terré's gone," | say, and sink in

My old accustom'd corner-place;

"He's done with feasting and with drinking,

With Burgundy and Bouillabaisse."

My old accustomed corner here is,
The table still is in the nook;

Ah! vanish'd many a busy year is

This well-known chair since last | took.
When first | saw ye, cari luoghi,

I'd scarce a beard upon my face,

And now a grizzled, grim old fogy,

I sit and wait for Bouillabaisse.

Where are you, old companions trusty,
Of early days here met to dine?

Come, waiter! quick, a flagon crusty;

I'll pledge them in the good old wine.
The kind old voices and old faces

My memory can quick retrace;

Around the board they take their places,
And share the wine and Bouillabaisse.



There's Jack has made a wondrous marriage;
There's laughing Tom is laughing yet;
There's brave Augustus drives his carriage;
There's poor old Fred in the Gazette;

O'er James's head the grass is growing.
Good Lord! the world has wagged apace
Since here we set the claret flowing,

And drank, and ate the Bouillabaisse.

Ah me! how quick the days are flitting!
I mind me of a time that's gone,
When here I'd sit, as now I'm sitting,
In this same place,--but not alone.
A fair young face was nestled near me,
A dear, dear face looked fondly up,
And sweetly spoke and smiled to cheer me!
There's no one now to share my cup.
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| drink it as the Fates ordain it.
Come fill it, and have done with rhymes;
Fill up the lonely glass, and drain it
In memory of dear old times.
Welcome the wine, whate'er the seal is;
And sit you down and say your grace
With thankful heart, whate'er the meal is.
Here comes the smoking Bouillabaisse.



The Ballad of Bouillabaisse
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Indeed, a rich and savoury stew 'tis;

And true philosophers, methinks,

Who love all sorts of natural beauties,
Should love good victuals and good drinks.
And Cordelier or Benedictine

Might gladly sure his lot embrace,

Nor find a fast-day too afflicting

Which served him up a Bouillabaisse.

I wonder if the house still there is?

Yes, here the lamp is, as before;

The smiling red-cheeked écaillére is
Still opening oysters at the door.

Is Terré still alive and able?

I recollect his droll grimace;

He'd come and smile before your table,
And hope you liked your Bouillabaisse.

We enter,--nothing's changed or older.
"How's Monsieur Terré, waiter, pray?"

The waiter stares and shrugs his shoulder,--
"Monsieur is dead this many a day."

"It is the lot of saint and sinner;

So honest Terré's run his race."

"What will Monsieur require for dinner?"
"Say, do you still cook Bouillabaisse?"

Oa, aTo peakocTHoe 6ntoao!
PdPunococd UCTUHHBLIN, NO MHe,
O6a3aH YTUTb NPUPOAbLI YyAO:
3HaTb BKYC B eie U TOJK B BUHE.
BeHegeKkTuHel c bpaTom 6eAHbIM
Jlerko Hecnn 6 CBON TSXKKUN KpecT
U paxxe nocT counu 6 HeBpeAHbIM
B koTopbin enn 6 bynabecc.

A uen nu gom? 4 onacatocsb ...

HeT, BOT U NamMna, KaK Torga.

B nBepsix cnyxaHka, ynbioaschb,
BckpbiBaeT ycTpuu, Kak Bcerga.

Ho xxuB nun cam Teppe? MNpusHaTbCS,
C 3abaBHOM poXxeun cTapbin 6ec
BbiBano noaxoaun crnpaBnAaTbCA,
Kak mbl Haxoaum dbynodecc.

Bxoxy. Bcé Takke, Heu3aMeHHoO.
«Hy kak mecbé Teppe cenyac?»
Jlaken rmapuT HeJOYMEHHO:
«Mecbé fgaBHO yX HEeT cpeb Hac».
«Y4TO X, 30N M ONar Tyaa x npueayT,
Utak, Teppe c nowagku cnes».
«Y4TO BblOEpET MeChbE K 00ey?»

«Y Bac rotoBaT bynabecc?»




"Oh, oui, Monsieur," 's the waiter's answer,
"Quel vin Monsieur desire-t-il?"
"Tell me a good one."

"That I can, sir: The chambertin with yellow seal."

"So Terré's gone," | say, and sink in

My old accustom'd corner-place;

"He's done with feasting and with drinking,
With Burgundy and Bouillabaisse."

My old accustomed corner here is,
The table still is in the nook;

Ah! vanish'd many a busy year is

This well-known chair since last | took.
When first | saw ye, cari luoghi,

I'd scarce a beard upon my face,

And now a grizzled, grim old fogy,

I sit and wait for Bouillabaisse.

Where are you, old companions trusty,
Of early days here met to dine?

Come, waiter! quick, a flagon crusty;

I'll pledge them in the good old wine.
The kind old voices and old faces

My memory can quick retrace;

Around the board they take their places,
And share the wine and Bouillabaisse.

«Oh, oui, Monsieur» — OH OTBeYyaeT
«Quel vin Monsieur desire-t-il?»
«Mony4ywe». - «kECTb, B TaKoM crniyyae,
Bam LlambGepTeH He NPUHECTU Nb?»
«Teppe yX HEeT», U y KaMUHa

Uy nrobumoe n3 mecr.

«OcTaBun OH NUpPbLI N BUHA,
BypryHackoe u bynabecc!»

BoT Mou npuBbLIYHbIN yron 3ana,

B yrny cTouT, Kak npexae, CTon.
3pechb CTyn, rae 1 cuagen 6biBano ...
KoTopbi# rog ¢ Tex nop nowen?
BnepBble Bac, cari luoghi,

Besycbin yBugan 6anbec.

Tenepb cTapuK ceaom U CTporumn
Cunxy u xay a1 bynabecc.

lAe Tbl Tenepb, KPyr APYXKObI NbINKOW,
B o6en compaBumMnca gaBHo.

AN, manbin coeram 3a OYTbISIKON, -

B 4yecTb ApyX6bI — cTapoe BUHO.
NMpunomHI0 OLICTPOMN Yepenoro

3BYK royiocoB 1 BUA, NoBec:

3a cTon cagAaTcs, YTob co MHOKO
dennTtb BMHO 1 bynabecc.




There's Jack has made a wondrous marriage; Kak cyactnuB [IxeK ¢ XXeHUTbo0M 3Tom,
There's laughing Tom is laughing yet; Becénbin Tom cmewllUT BeCb CBET,
There's brave Augustus drives his carriage; OracTtyc BCé c cBOeun KapeToum,
There's poor old Fred in the Gazette; BbepHsara ®pen B cBoeu Gazette.
O'er James's head the grass is growing. Hapg OxeMMcoOM Mbl LUBeTbl B3pacTUnu,
Good Lord! the world has wagged apace Mup BbIpoc, Boneto Hebec,
Since here we set the claret flowing, C Tex nop, KaK 34ecb KrnapeT Mbl NMUNun
And drank, and ate the Bouillabaisse. U enu BMmecTe Gynabecc.
Ah me! how quick the days are flitting! YBbI, BCE ObICTPO MUHOBArO,
I mind me of a time that's gone, B oaHy, 1 NOMHI0, U3 roaguH
When here I'd sit, as now I'm sitting, A, Kak cenyac, cugen 6biBano
In this same place,--but not alone. Ha aTom mecTe, - He OAUH.
A fair young face was nestled near me, OHa co MHOM cupaena pagom
A dear, dear face looked fondly up, C ynbIi6Kou MuUsor, poaHou,
And sweetly spoke and smiled to cheer me! MeHsa noabappuBana B3rnagom.
There's no one now to share my cup. Cenyac, KTO YHOKHeTCsl CO MHOW?
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I drink it as the Fates ordain it. A nblo, Kak cy>XaeHo cyaboboto,
Come fill it, and have done with rhymes; KoHyau cTuxu, Haneun BuHa!
Fill up the lonely glass, and drain it Hanen, HaegnHe c coboto
In memory of dear old times. lNMen B namATbL NpoLusioro Ao AHa.
Welcome the wine, whate'er the seal is; BuHo noboe 6e3 nsbicka
And sit you down and say your grace MNMen, u c cMMpeHHbIM cepauem 6e3
With thankful heart, whate'er the meal is. Mpuanpok K 6noaam ewb: BOT MUCKA, -
Here comes the smoking Bouillabaisse. ObiMawasncsa bynabecc!




