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AAL-MyCTa(pa, n30paHHbBIN U )KeAaHHBIH,
3aps CBOEro AHS, ABEHAALIATh AET JKAAA B I'O-
poae Opdanrese Bo3BpallleHUsI KOPaOAs, UTO
OTBE3ET eT0 Ha OCTPOB, TAe OBIA OH POJKAEH.

U B ABeHAAIIATHIN I'OA, Ha CEALMOM AeHb
ATiayaa, Mecdna JKaTBbl, B30IIeA OH Ha XOAM
3@ CTeHaMHU I'PajA@ U B3TAIHYA Ha MOpe, U y3peAa
KOpPaOAb CBOM, HAABUTAIOIIUNCS C TYMAHOM.

U BpaTa cepalia ero paclaxHyAHUCH, U pa-
AOCTB ero IToAeTeAa Hap MopeM. U 3aKphIia OH
I'AQ3a, U MOAUACS B TUIINHE AYIIHN CBOEM.




The Coming of the Ship
L 2

Almustafa, the chosen and the beloved,
who was a dawn unto his own day, had waited
twelve years in the city of Orphalese for his
ship that was to return and bear him back to
the isle of his birth.

And in the twelfth year, on the seventh day
of lelool, the month of reaping, he climbed the
hill without the city walls and looked seaward;
and he beheld his ship coming with the mist.

Then the gates of his heart were flung open,
and his joy flew far over the sea. And he closed
his eyes and prayed in the silences of his soul.
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Ho KOTAQ OH CIITYCKAACS C XOAMa, IIe4arb
OXBAaTHAQ €0, ¥ IOAYMAA OH B CEPAIIE CBOEM:

Kax yiiTu MHe ¢ MUPOM U 6€e3 CO’KaAeHMH ?
HeT, He TOKMHY 51 3TOT rOpoA, 6€3 paHHkI B AYIIIE.
AoATrMU OBIAU AHU CTPAAQHUU B CTEHAX €ero,
1 AOATUMU OBIAUM OAMHOKHE HOYM; KTO >Ke
OCTaBASIET CBOU CTPAAAHUSA U OAMHOUYECTBO
0e3 coyRareHUM ¢

[Mleapo ycesTHBI OCKOAKAMM MOEU AYIIHN 3TU
VAUIIBL, 1 OeCYUCAEHHBIE A€TU MO€eU TOCKU
OPOAAT HaIIMU CPEeAb 3THUX XOAMOB, U He MOTy
s1 OCTABUTDH UX C AETKUM CEePAIleM U Oe3 IeYaru.

He operxpy cOpaceIBato 1 CETOAHS, HO KOXY,
YTO pa3phIBaio0 COOCTBEHHBIMU PYKAMMU.

He MBICAB OCTaBASIO TIO3aAM, HO CEPATIE,
CMSITYUEHHOE TOAOAOM M JKa>kKAOM.
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But as he descended the hill, a sadness came
upon him, and he thought in his heart:

How shall I go in peace and without sorrow?
Nay, not without a wound in the spirit shall
I leave this city. Long were the days of pain
I have spent within its walls, and long were the
nights of aloneness; and who can depart from
his pain and his aloneness without regret?

Too many fragments of the spirit have I scat-
tered in these streets, and too many are the
children of my longing that walk naked among
these hills, and I cannot withdraw from them
without a burden and an ache.

It is not a garment I cast off this day, but a
skin that I tear with my own hands.

Nor is it a thought I leave behind me, but a
heart made sweet with hunger and with thirst.
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M sce xe 6onee MEAAUTDH HEAB3S.

Mope, uTO IpU3BLIBAET BCeE Cylllee, 30BeT
U MeHS, U I AOAKEH OTIPABUTHCA B MTYyTh.

MN6o ocTaTbesd, AaKe Ha HECKOABKO Cropa-
IOITUX HOUHBIX YaCOB,— 3HAUMUT 3aCTHITh, 3a-
KaMeHeTb, CTaTh HEU3MEeHHBIM.

Ox0THO $1 B35IA ObI ¢ COO0I0 BCe 3AellTHee,
HO KakK?

lToaocy He yHecTH ¢ OO0 43BIK U I'yOBI, YTO
OTHPABUAU eT0 B IToAeT. OH OAMH TPOOUBaeTCs
CKBO3b 2(pup.

W opena, ocTaBUB CBOE THE3A0, OAWH B3AETAET
K COAHILY.
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IIOCTI/II‘HYB IIOAHOJKHS XOAMA, OH OTASTHYACST
Ha MOpe, ¥ YBUAEA KOPaOAb, BXOASIIINN B ra-
BaHb, @ Ha HOCY ero — MOPSIKH, AIOAU POAHOM
€T0 3eMAU.
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Yet I cannot tarry longer.

The sea that calls all things unto her calls
me, and I must embark.

For to stay, though the hours burn in the
night, is to freeze and crystallize and be bound
in a mould.

Fain would I take with me all that is here.
But how shall I?

A voice cannot carry the tongue and the lips
that gave it wings. Alone must it seek theether.

And alone and without his nest shall the
eagle fly across the sun.
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Now when he reached the foot of the hill,
he turned again towards the sea, and he saw
his ship approaching the harbour, and upon
her prow the mariners, the men of his own land.
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)% Ayllla ero BO33BaAa K HUM, 1 CKa3aA OH:
CBIHOBBS ITpaMaTepu MOeM, OCEAAABIIINE BOA-
HBI,

CKOABKO pa3 BbI IPUNABIBAAY B MOUX CHAX,
U Tellepb SBUANUCH K MOEMY IIPOOYKAEHIIO, 4YTO
IAeHUTEeAbHee BCeX Ipea.

ToTOB g UATH, U Tapyca MOero HeTepleHUs
pacipaBAeHbI B OKUAQHUHU BETPA.

AUIIb pa3 elje BAOXHY 3TOT BO3AYX ITOKO4,
AMIIB Pa3 OTAIHYCH C AFOOOBBIO Ha3ap,

U crany cpepb Bac, MOPSIK CPEAN MOPSIKOB.
O 6e30peskHOE MOpPe, HEAPEMATIOITAst MaTh,

B Tebe opHOU U MUP U CBOOOAA — U PEKE,
U PY4bIO,

B nocaepHUM pas neTAseT pydeu 1o 3TOU
TIOASIHE, ellle OAUH BCIAECK,

W g pacTBOprOCH B TeOe — OeCKpauHsIsa Ka-
nAg B OecKpaliHeM OKeaHe.
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And his soul cried out to them, and he said:

Sons of my ancient mother, you riders of
the tides,

How often have you sailed in my dreams.
And now you come in my awakening, which is
my deeper dream.

Ready am I to go, and my eagerness with
sails full set awaits the wind.

Only another breath will I breathe in this
still air, only another loving look cast backward,

And then I shall stand among you, a seafarer
among seafarers. And you, vast sea, sleepless
mother,

Who alone are peace and freedom to the
river and the stream,

Only another winding will this stream make,
only another murmur in this glade,

And then shall I come to you, a boundless
drop to a boundless ocean.
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OH IIeA 1 BUACA U3AAAU MYJKUYNH U JKEeH-
II1H, CIIelIalllnX CO CBOUX TIOAEN U BUHOTI'DAA-
HUKOB K TOPOACKHUM BOPOTAM.

CABIIIIAA UX T'OAOCQA, BEIKAHMKABIIIHE ero
UM, — C IIOA Ha IIOA€, U3 YCT B YCTa A€TeAd
BeCThb O IIPUXOAE ero KOpa6A5{.
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A\nd as he walked he saw from afar men and
women leaving their fields and their vineyards
and hastening towards the city gates.

And he heard their voices calling his name,
and shouting from field to field telling one
another of the coming of his ship.
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I/I CcKasaa OH cebe:

CraHeT AU AeHb pacCTaBaHMUs AHEM O0IIel
BCTpeum?

W GypeT Au 3aKaT BOUCTUHY MOUM paccBe-
TOM ?

YeM 0papIo 4 TOTO, KTO OCTaBUA IIAYT CBOM
B pasrap AHS ¥ OCTAHOBUA KOAECO CBOEU BU-
HOoAeAbHU ? CTaHET AU CEPAIE MOE APEBOM,
M3HEMOTAOIIUM MOA TSIKECThIO IIAOAOB, UTO
cobepy 1 OTAAM UM ¢

[TpOoABIOTCST AW MOU TTOJKEAQHUS ITOTOKOM,
YTO HAITOAHUT WX YaIIIH ?

Apda Au g, KoTopol KoCcHeTCsI pyKa Bce-
BBIIIIHET0, (PAENUTA AM, UYTO 3a3BYUUT ET0O ABI-
XaHUEeM ?

41, Bcerpa MCKaBIINM O€3MOABHSI, KaKOe CO-
KPOBUIIle B HEM HallleA, YTOOBI AEGAUTLCSI UM
cMeno?

Ecau nipuiiiaa Mog opa cobupaTh YposKaii,
TO TA€ S TTIOCEeSIA CEMEHa M B KaKoe He3allaMsT-
HOe BpeMs?

Ecam HacTaa MOM 4ac IOAHATH POHAPE,
TO He MOe TAaMd OYAET TOpeTh B HeM
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And he said to himself:

Shall the day of parting be the day of ga-
thering?

And shall it be said that my eve was in truth
my dawn?

And what shall I give unto him who has left
his plough in midfurrow, or to him who has
stopped the wheel of his winepress? Shall my
heart become a tree heavy-laden with fruit that
I may gather and give unto them?

And shall my desires flow like a fountain
that I may fill their cups?

Am [ a harp that the hand of the mighty may
touch me, or a flute that his breath may pass
through me?

A seeker of silences am I, and what treasure
have I found in silences that I may dispense
with confidence?

If this is my day of harvest, in what fields
have I sowed the seed, and in what unremem-
bered seasons?

If this indeed be the hour in which I lift up my
lantern, it is not my flame that shall burn therein.
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HYCTI:IM 1 TeMHBIM IIOAHMMAlO 4 €eTo,
XpaHI/ITeAb HOYHM HAIIOAHUT €ro MaCAOM, OH
U 3aKKeT.
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| ak cxazan on. Ho elre OOABIIIEe HEU3pe-
YEeHHOTO OCTAaAOCh B €T0 cepalie. 160 TaaBHYTIO
CBOIO TAMHYy M CaM OH HEe MOT OTKPBITh.
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)% KOI'AQ BOIIIEA OH B TOPOA, BCE AIOAU BbI-
CBHIIAAW €My HaBCTpeuy U KaK OAUH IIPUBET-
CTBOBAAM ero.

BricTynmAM BIiepep CTapeNIIuHbL U CKa3aAn:

He nokuaait Hac Teneps.

ThI OBIA IOAAHEM CPEAM CyMepeK HalllUX,
" IOHOCTB TBOSI AdBdaAd HAM OTBAry Me4TaTh.

He uy>Kaxk ThI CpeAr Hac, ¥ He TOCTh, @ ChIH
HAIIl TOPSY0 AFOOUMBIIA.

He nmpumina elfe nopa HalllUM TAa3aM TO-
CKOBaTb O TBOEM AMIIE.
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Empty and dark shall [ raise my lantern,
And the guardian of the night shall fill it with
oil and he shall light it also.
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These things he said in words. But much
in his heart remained unsaid. For he himself
could not speak his deeper secret.
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And when he entered into the city all the
people came to meet him, and they were crying
out to him as with one voice.

And the elders of the city stood forth and said:

Go not yet away from us.

A noontide have you been in our twilight,
and your youth has given us dreams to dream.

No stranger are you among us, nor a guest,
but our son and our dearly beloved.

Suffer not yet our eyes to hunger for your
face.
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>erHbI U JKPUIILI CKa3aAl eMy:

[TycTb He pa3aydaT Hac cei9ac MOPCKUe
BOAHBIL, M HEe CTaHYT BOCIIOMHHAHNUEM I'OABI,
YTO THI IIPOBEA CPEAU Hac.

CAOBHO AyX THL IapUA MEKAY HaMU, U TeHb
TBOS OCBelIllaAd Halllk AUIIA.

Be3amepHo Ato6uan MbI TeOs1. Ho Moauaan-
BOU ObIAA HAllla AFOOOBb U IIOAOT'OM COKPBITA.

A Tenepb OHa KPpUYHUT O ceOe U BCTAeT IIPEA,
TOOOIO KaK eCTb.

W HuKOrAa AFOOOBB He 3HAEeT CBOEW TAyOMHBI
DO CaMOro Yaca Pa3AyKH.
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And the priests and the priestesses said
unto him:

Let not the waves of the sea separate us now,
and the years you have spent in our midst be-
come a memory.

You have walked among us a spirit, and your
shadow has been a light upon our faces.

Much have we loved you. But speechless
was our love, and with veils has it been veiled.

Yet now it cries aloud unto you, and would
stand revealed before you.

And ever has it been that love knows not its
own depth until the hour of separation.
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I/I Ipoune ToKe NPUIIAU U YMOASIAU €TO.
Ho ou He orBeTHA. AUINL HTOHUK 'OAOBOH,
U CTOABIIHE PSIAOM Y3PEAU CAE3BI, yIIaBIINe
eMy Ha I'PyAb.

BMecTe ¢ HapoAOM TOIIeA OH K ITUPOKOM
TIAOTIIAAM TIEPEA XPaMOM.
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M srima us CBSTUAMIIA JKEHIITUHA, 3BaAU
ee AxpMuTpa. M 6bira 0OHa TPOBUAUTIEHH.

W B3TASIHYA OH Ha Hee C HeU30bIBHOM HEXK-
HOCTBIO, MO0 UMEHHO OHa ITePBOU pa3TrAsiaera
€ro, ¥ TOBEpUAA B HETO, B IEPBHIN Ke AeHb eT0
npeObIBaHUS B ropoae. M oHa mpuBeTCTBOBaAA
ero TaKMMHU CAOBaMMU:

ITpopok bo>xnii, B mOMCKax BBICIIETO AQBHO
YK€ ThI BBLICMATPUBAA BAAAU KOPAOAB CBOM.

W BOT g9BUACS TBOM KOPabAb, U BpeMs Tebe
YUTH.

3eMAsI, UTO XPaHUT TBOW BOCIIOMUHAHUS,
BMECTUAHIIE TBOUX JKeAaHHUM, 30BeT Tebsd,
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A\nd others came also and entreated him.
But he answered them not. He only bent his
head; and those who stood near saw his tears
falling upon his breast.

And he and the people proceeded towards
the great square before the temple.
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A\nd there came out of the sanctuary a
woman whose name was Almitra. And she was
a seeress.

And he looked upon her with exceeding
tenderness, for it was she who had first sought
and believed in him when he had been but a
day in their city. And she hailed him, saying:

Prophet of God, in quest of the uttermost, long
have you searched the distances for your ship.

And now your ship has come, and you must
needs go.

Deep is your longing for the land of your
memories and the dwelling place of your greater




