


THE GLOVE
(From Schiller)

Did stand the grandees in a crowd,
Awaiting the spectacle vow'd.

Amid them sate
The King on his throne loftily;
Around, on the high balkony,
The dames flash'd with beauty great.

Now heed they the sign of the King,
They ope the great door with a swing,
And lo! the lion comes out.

He's striding about,

And suddenly

Looks silently.

He yawns to the train,

Tosses his mane,

And, done with the tests,

The lion rests.



The King waved once more,
And in a wild soar
The tiger severe
Leapt in and, scowling
At lion austere,
Let out a howling.
His limbs he flex'd,
Next
Circled his sovereign's spot,
Off took the bloody eyes not...

But threatening in front of his lord
Vainly a slave would be:
And unwillingly he

Lay down in accord.

Would so it happen that fell
A glove from a hand of a belle
Just then in a play of luck.
Earth 'twixt the rivals it struck.



And turning suddenly towards her knight,
Quoth Kunigunda, with sly delight:

"Sire, to try hearts ye well know I love.

If be as great of your love the power

As ye proclaim to me every hour,

Then for your lady retrieve ye her glove!"

And running 's the knight from the balkony swift,
And enters the ring he, audacious,

Between the wild beasts sees the glove he must lift,
And takes it with grip tenacious.

*

And round for the youth all the spectators, shaking,
Had timidly waited, no move or sound making.
But now had the hero already return'd,
High praises were everywhere said,
And tender the gaze at him burn'd -
Bespeaking he had happiness earn'd —
That him did greet with the hand of the maid.
But ablaze with the flame of vexation e'er sore,
The glove in her face did he hurl:
"Of your gratitude have I no need any more!"
And left he with that the proud girl.



I[TEPYATKA
(13 Munnepa)

BenbMoXxu TONINOIO CTOSIIN

N moiya 3penuma xaanu;
Mex HUX cuaen

Koposb Betn4aBo Ha TPOHE;

Kpyrom Ha BelcokoM OajikoHe

Xop naM npexpacHslii Oecre.

BoTt napckomy 3HaKy BHUMAIOT,
CKpblIly4yr0 I1BEPb OTBOPSIIOT,
U 51eB BLIXOOUT CTEHON

TspKeon CTONOoM.

N momua Bopyr

I'magut BOKpyT.

3eBasi JICHUBO,

TpsiceT xenToi rpuBON

U, Bcex 0603peB,

Jloxwnrcs nes.



M napp MmaxHys CHOBa,
N turp cyposbiit
C OIUKUM NPBDKKOM
B3neren onacHbii
N, BcTpeTsCch ¢ 1bBOM,
3aBbUI YXKaCHO;
OH ObeT XBOCTOM,
ITorom
Twuxo BagenbIia 0OXOOUT,

I'ma3 xpoBaBbIX HE CBOAUT...

Ho pa0 npen Binagpikoi cBOUM
THieTHO BOPYMT U 3JIUTCSL:
N HEBOJIBHO JTOXKUTCS

OH psIIOM C HUM.

Csepxy Torna ynagu
IlepuaTka c npeKpacHOU PyKH
CynbOBl CilydailHON UTPOXO
Mexny BpaxxaeOHOU 4ETOIO.



U x peiiapro BApyr cBoeMy 0OpaTsICh,
Kynurynna ckaszana, JIykaBO CMESICh:
"Ppiiaps, nbITaTh 51 cCEpaLa JIHOOIIIO.
Ecnu cunbHa Tak 11000Bb y Bac,

Kak BbI TBEpIMTE MHE KaXXbI} Yac,

To nogpiMuTe nepyaTky Mo!"

U poinaps ¢ OaJikOHa B MUHYTY OCXKUT
W nep3ko B Kpyr OH BCTYHAET,
Ha nepuaTky Mex IUKHX 3BEpEH OH TVISIAUT

N cmenon pykoi noabIMaeT.

N 3putenn B poOKOM BOKPYT OXKHUIAHbE,
Tpenenia, Ha IOHOIY CMOTPSIT B MOJTYAHBE.
Ho BOT OH nepuaTKy IpMHOCUT Ha3az.
OTBcroly XBajia BbUIETAET,
W HexHbIl, MBUTAIONMIWNA B3I, —
HenanpHOro cuactbs 3aKiiamg —
C pykoii IeBUIIbI FEPOST BCTPEYAET.
Ho, nocaampl )XeCTOKOH MbLasi B OTHE,
IlepuyaTky B TMLIO OH €1 KUHYJI:
"BrnaromapHoctu Bawei He HaloOHO MHe!"

%1 ropayro ToT4acC mOKMUHYIJI.



THE VIRGIN OF THE NORTH

Wrapt in the secrecies' light net,

At midnights on the mountain stones
She not too rarely would be met

In days of Sorcery's strange boons.
And would of Finn the savage sons
Oft in her honour fanes erect,

Of gods as to a potent child;

And in the woods yet unbeguiled

The scalds her name with music deck'd.
When one beheld her, he did die.

And in the gloomy night, the word

Did go that from her any eye

Could leap as though a bluish sword.
And only could the scalds look forth
To mark the Maiden of the North.
With rapt chant-singing they repaid
For the hour's flame that made rejoice;
And, by the apparition sway'd,
Concordant was their fleeting voice!..



XEHA CEBEPA

ITokpeiTa TAaHCTB JIETKOM CETKOM,
Mex ckaJjl MOJIyHOYHOM CTPaHBbl,
Omna sBisiIacst HepeaKo

B roga BoneOHON CTapuHbI,

N ®unHa gukie ChIHBI

Eii xpamMuHbI cOOpyxaiu,

Kax rpo3noit nouepu O60ros;

N ckanbabl ceBEPHBIX JIECOB

Ei1 B1OXHOBEHbE MOCBSILAIN.
Ko 3pen ee, ToT ymupai.

M cnyx B yrproMoi OJyHO4YH
Bpoanin, uTo OyATO Kak MeTasl
S3Bunm rosyobie Oun.

M TOnBKO CKababl JIUIIb MOIJIN
CMOTpeETh Ha IEBY U3JAIIH.

OHM MJIaTUIIA IECHONIEHBEM

3a n1aMeHHbIA BOCTOPra 4ac;

N npoOyxaeH HeMBIM BUIEHBEM

OBUI CTPOEH UX HEBHATHBIN riacl..



THE MERRY HOUR

The original poem was found in France
on the walls of a state gaol.

What for do you at me,

My courteous company,

Look through the lattice so?
Cry not, look not so low!
Would that I die this hour

If in my prison cell

But once my spirits turn'd sour,
And eyes with tears did swell!..
Rejoice ye by yourselves

And days in drinking spend,
Love's maddening dream who delves,
As once we would, descend,
But emptying the wine shelves,
Remember your dear friend!..
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I'll in your honour too

Of oaths to fondness think,
Begin dry bread to chew,

And putrid water drink!..
There's a great table here,
Both rickety and aged,

And e'er the floor has assuaged
With asses' tunes my ear.

Light through the window glances;
I everywhere o' th' wall

Write poems with a coal,

I scold whom e'er it chances,

I praise whom e'er I am for,
With laughter often roar

That so 't with him advances!

11



Or if a rat, by night,

Should at my cap be gnawing,
I give him not a fight:

Next day I'll be guffawing

At toils he has made in vain.
I make a stir — and then!..

He letting out a yelp

Makes off with all God's help!..

The guardsman at the door
Ive laughing before long,

I know I'll be fed more

And almost ne'er am wrong.

"He is happy in whose power
Is ne'er his spirits to lower.
Though all his days he suffer,
But life shall have to offer
Him one right merry hour!.."
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BECEJIBIN YAC

Cruxu B opuruHajie HaiiieHsl BO ®panuuu
Ha CTE€HAaX OJHOI rocyJapCTBEHHOI TEMHHUIIBL.

3aueM BBl HA MEHSI,
JIroGe3HbIe apy3bs,

B pemeTky Tak risigute?
He nnausTe, HE rpycTuTe!
ITyckaii ympy ceiuac,
Konb 51 B yriy TeMHHULIBI
Cmouni OguH XOThb pa3
Crne3oit MOel pecHULIbI!..
JIukyiiTe BBl OJIHE

N yammwm ocymaiire,
JIroOBU B OE3yMHOM CHE,
Kax mpexne, yronaire;
Ho B mimameHHOM BuHE

MeHns BocnoMHuHanTeE!..
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5 Taxxke B Bally 4eCTh,
Krsiast moGoBb ObLTyIO,
X711e0 4yepCTBbIN CTaHy ECTh
W Booy nuTh rHMITYIO!..
IIpen MHOM OTIWMYHBINA CTO,
W maTkuii ¥ CTapUHHBIN;

W My3BIKOW OCITMHOM
CKpBINUAT NOBCIOY MOJI.

B OKOLIKO CBET 4yTh JILETCS;
5l Ha cTeHe Kpyrom

Iy ctuxu yrnewm,

Bbpanto koro npunercs,
XBaJIIO KOro Xouy,

Hepenxo xoxouy,

Uto Tak MHe ynaercs!

Wnb ecnu kpbica, B HOUb,
Konnak Ha MHe crpbI3aer,
51 He TOHSI0 MPOYb:

Memns yBecenseT

Ee OGecnognblii Tpy .

4 nosepHych — u TyT!..
IMocmpima rimac Tpesory,

Oumna — gasaii 0or Horu!..
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4 cropoxa nBepen
Bcerna ysecensito,
Cwmenty — 1 TEM ChITEN

Bcerna nmoutu ObIBaro.

Torna s npunesaro

"ToT cyacTiiuB, B KOM HU pa3
Becenbs nyx He rac.

XOTb OH BCIO XU3Hb CTPANAET,
Ho ropects 3a0b1BaeT

B oxuH Becenprit vac!.."

RELEVANT LINKS

Site built by Ilya Golubitskiy
http//year1837.narod.ru
Poesis guestbook and online link bank
http//www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet
Translations from Schiller. 'The Glove'
httpy//www.poetry-archive.com/s/the_glove.html
anonymous translation from German, 1902

http//www.schillerinstitute.org/transl/trans_schil_1poems.html#glove
translation from German by Marianna Wertz
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