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H.A.KPBIJIOB

JEMBSHOBA VXA

«Cocenyuika, Mol cBeT!
[Toxkanyiicta, mokymam».—
«Cocenyuika, s ChIT M0 ropiao». — «Hyx bl HeT,
Eme Tapenouky; nmociyiaid:
VYuuna, eif-xe-ei, Ha ClIaBy cBapeHa!»—
«41 Tpu Tapenku cben».— «V, MOIHO, YTO 3a CUETHI:
JIume crano Obl OXOTHI,
A TO BO 3/1paBbe: €lllb /10 JHa!
Uro 3a yxa! /la kak xkupHa:
Kak Oynro siHTapem nojiepHynnach oHa.
[ToTemb sxe, MUJIEHBKUH ApYxKOUEK!
Bot nemuk, notpoxa, BOT CTepIisIu Kycodek!
Eme xotp noxeuky! [a knansiics, sxeHa! »—
Tak notueBan cocen Jembsan cocena Doky
W ne naBan emy HU OTABIXY, HU CPOKY;
A ¢ ®oku yX TaBHO KaTWIJICS TPAJIOM IOT.
OpHako ke elle TapenKy oH Oeper:
CoOupaercs ¢ mocieHen CUIon
N — ounmaer Bcro. «Bot apyra s mo0mio!—
Bcekpuuan JleMbsiH.— 3aT0 yK YBaHHBIX HE TEPILIIO.
Hy, ckymaii xe ele Tapenodky, Mol MUIIOH!»
Tyt 6eqnbiii ®oka MO,
Kak Hu mo6uin yxy, Ho OT Oe/ibl Takoii,
CxBarts B OXarky
Kymak u manky,
Cxopeit 6e3 mamsTéH TOMOH —

IVAN KRYLOV

DEMYAN’S FISH SOUP
Translated by C. Fillingham Coxwell

“I beg you! Be so kind!

Just favour me and taste it!”

“Neighbour, I pray you, do not press me!”

“Change your mind.

Another spoonful; do not waste it;

This fish-soup is the thing, ‘tis luscious, capital.”

“I’ve swallowed now three portions.” “What of
that?

no matter,

Come now, no foolish chatter,

Think of your health, and eat it all;

“Tis soup indeed, with many a ball

As if fine amber beads had hither chanced to fall!

Quick eat it, oh! my comrade dearest,

Here’s bream, with giblets nice; here’s sturgeon

where it’s clearest;

Another little morsel? Wife, upon him call

Warm-hearted friend Demyan thus urges Phoka
keenly,

Allows him never respite, smiles serenely.

Sweat starts, on Phoka’s face, to gather as might
rain,

Nevertheless, he lets himself be helped again,

Making an effort, though a drear one,

Finishes all. “Ah, you’re the sort I love!”

'9,

Remarks Demyan, “You’re not an appetite above!

IVAN KRYLOV

DAMIAN’S FISHSOUP
Translated by 1. H. Harrison

“Well, neighbour, now you are a brick!
Come, try some more.”
“Neighbour, I’'m bursting quite.” —
quick —
One plateful let me pour:
Real fishsoup, see that soup, done to a ¢.”—
“But that’s my third.”—“Hush! here we count nor
plates nor glasses—
With a good appetite all passes:
Digestion’s good, ‘t is a very jelly;
Look at the amber that its surface coats,
Indulge, old chum, unto thy heart’s content!
See there, ‘t is bream, here sterlet choice that
floats!
That liver there for thee was meant.
Another spoonful!— Wife, thy reverence make!—
One small one more, and for my sake!”
Thus feasted Damian once his old friend Neddy;
No time to breathe or talk, keep to it steady.
Down Neddy’s face had long been trickling rain,
But, yielding unto fate, his plate he hands again;
And summoning his strength remaining,
He swallows all.—“Now, that a friend I call,”
Exulting Damian cries; “why on excuses fall
To spare my cheer? Then once more show your
training!”

“No humbug,
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U ¢ Toii nopsl k JleMbsiHY HU HOT'OM.

[Tucarens, CYACTIMB THI, KOJIb 1ap TIPSIMOU UMe-
CIlIb;

Ho eciiu moMosuats BOBpeMst HE yMeelTb
W 6nvxHEro yIei Thl He jKajleellb,

To Benaii, 4TO TBOU U MPO3a U CTUXU

Tomnee OynyT BceM J|eMbSHOBOH yXH.

Another little plateful? Come then, oh my dear
one!”
But Phoka, hot and red,
Though liking fish-soup much, had grown a prey
to dread,
And, fur cap grasping,
Painfully gasping,
Uprose without delay and fled;
And, since, to friend Demyén no word has said.
Author! However blest, because true gifts pos-
sessing,
If you are prone to wander, many times digress-
ing,
And grow by prolix ways distressing,
Know that your glorious prose, or transcendental
verse
Becomes a blight and is than too much fish-soup
worse.

Then hapless Neddy, who
Doted on fish, at this aggression new,

Seizing his coat,

Stick and capote,
Ran straight and swiftly to his own street door,
And ne’er set foot in Damian’s parlour more.

Good author, happy thou in gift beyond dispute;

But, if thou has not learned yet to be mute,
Boring unwilling ears to suit

Nor time nor place, be sure — thy verse or prose

More sickening e’en than Damian’s fishsoup

Srows.




