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Po6epT CTHBEHCOH
BepeckoBblii 3Jb
“Heather Ale” by Robert Luis Stevenson

From the bonny bells of heather
They brewed a drink long-syne,
Was sweeter far then honey,
Was stronger far than wine.
They brewed it and they drank it,
And lay in a blessed swound
For days and days together
In their dwellings underground.
There rose a king in Scotland,
A fell man to his foes,
He smote the Picts in battle,
He hunted them like roes.
Over miles of the red mountain
He hunted as they fled,
And strewed the dwarfish bodies
Of the dying and the dead.
Summer came in the country,
Red was the heather bell;
But the manner of the brewing
Was none alive to tell.
In graves that were like children’s
On many a mountain head,
The Brewsters of the Heather
Lay numbered with the dead.
The king in the red moorland
Rode on a summer’s day;
And the bees hummed, and the curlews
Cried beside the way.
The king rode, and was angry,
Black was his brow and pale,
To rule in a land of heather
And lack the Heather Ale.
It fortuned that his vassals,
Riding free on the heath,
Came on a stone that was fallen
And vermin hid beneath.
Rudely plucked from their hiding,
Never a word they spoke;
A son and his aged father —
Last of the dwarfish folk.
The king sat high on his charger,
He looked on the little men;
And the dwarfish and swarthy couple
Looked at the king again.
Down by the shore he had them;
And there on the giddy brink —
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«I will give you life, ye vermin,

For the secret of the drink.»

There stood the son and father,

And they looked high and low;

The heather was red around them,

The sea rumbled below.

And up and spoke the father,

Shrill was his voice to hear:

«I have a word in private,

A word for the royal ear.

«Life is dear to the aged,

And honour a little thing;

I would gladly sell the secret,»

Quoth the Pict to the king.

His voice was small as a sparrow’s,

And shrill and wonderful clear:

«I would gladly sell my secret,

Only my son I fear.

«For life is a little matter,

And death is nought to the young;

And I dare not sell my honour

Under the eye of my son.

Take him, O king, and bind him,

And cast him far in the deep;

And it’s T will tell the secret

That I have sworn to keep.»

They took the son and bound him,

Neck and heels in a thong,

And a lad took him and swung him,

And flung him far and strong,

And the sea swallowed his body,

Like that of a child of ten; —

And there on the cliff stood the father,

Last of the dwarfish men.

«True was the word I told you:

Only my son I feared;

For I doubt the sapling courage

That goes without the beard.

But now in vain is the torture,

Fire shall never avail:

Here dies in my bosom

The secret of Heather Ale.»

IHHoacTpoynuk:

RG From the bonny bells of heather They brewed a drink long-syne,
W3 nBeTymmx KOJIOKOJILUYMKOB Bepecka OHU BapyId TTUThe OYECHb JIABHO
RG Was sweeter far than honey, Was stronger far than wine.
Bri0 cname HamHOro yeM Meq, bbuto Kpermye HaMHOro, Y4eM BUHO
RG They brewed it and they drank it, And lay in a blessed swound
OHu Bapuu €ro ¥ OHU NwM ero, Y fiexanu c4acTivBOU TOMMON
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RG For days and days together In their dwellings underground.

IHu u 1HY BMecTe B cBOMX JXKuMINax moj 3eMJieil.

RG There rose a king in Scotland, A fell man to his foes,

W Bot npumien k Biactu koposns [lotnananu, becriomaiHpiil yenoBek K CBOMM Bparam,
RG He smote the Picts in battle, He hunted them like roes.

OH pa30w1 MKTOB B cpaskeHnu, OH OXOTUJICS HA HUX KaK Ha KOCYJIb.

RG Over miles of the red mountain He hunted as they fled,

Muwu o kpacHbsiM ropam OH TIpeciieoBasl uX, yOeramoImx,

RG And strewed the dwarfish bodies Of the dying and the dead.

N ycrunanu [ynoMsiHyThIe TOpbl] KApJIMKOBBIE Tejla YMUPABIIMX U MEPTBBIX.
RG Summer came in the country, Red was the heather bell;

Jleto B cTpane Hactano, KpaceH ObUT BEpeCKOBBI KOJIOKOJIBUUK,

RG But the manner of the brewing Was none alive to tell.

Ho pernienT BapeHUsI HUKTO HE OCTaJICS B )KUBBIX, YTOOBI PacCKa3arh.

RG In graves that were like children's On many a mountain head,

B morunax, kotopsle ObUTH Kak geTckue, Ha yrecax orporax rop,

RG The Brewsters of the Heather Lay numbered with the dead.

IInBoBapsl Bepecka Jlexanu B uncie MEPTBBIX.

RG The king in the red moorland Rode on a summer's day;

Koponb kpacHBIX BepecKoBbIX Mycrolein CKakall JIESTHUM JIHEM,

RG And the bees hummed, and the curlews Cried beside the way.

W naensl rygesy, U KPOHIIHETH , KPHYaId BAOJb TOPOTH.

RG The king rode, and was angry, Black was his brow and pale,

Kopornb exan u 6611 3051. XMypo ObLIO ero 4esio u OJie/IHO,

RG To rule in a land of heather And lack the Heather Ale.

ITpaButh B 3emiie Bepecka, 1 "ucnbiTeiBaTh OTCYTCTBUE" BepeckoBoro Jis.
RG It fortuned that his vassals, Riding free on the heath,

Cnyumunocs, uTo ero cinyru, Ckaya o BepecKOBOU MTyCTOIIH

RG Came on a stone that was fallen And vermin hid beneath.

[Mpunum kK KaMHI0, KOTOPBIH ObUT TIOBasIeH Y mapa3uThl MPATATUCH TTO]] HAM.
RG Rudely plucked from their hiding, Never a word they spoke:

I'py©0 BBIpBaHHBIE U3 CBOETO YKPHITHs, CJIOBA OHU HE CKa3aJH,

RG A son and his aged father — Last of the dwarfish folk.

CbIH 1 ero crapblii OTel] — MoCeHUE U3 KapJIMKOBOIO Hapoja.

RG The king sat high on his charger, He looked on the little men;

Koporns crnen BICOKO Ha cBoeM OoeBoM KoHe, OH cMOTper [cBepXy] Ha MaJleHbKUX JIOfeH
RG And the dwarfish and swarthy couple Looked at the king again.

A xaprmukoBast U cmyrias napa CMoTpena Ha KOpoJist 0OpaTHO

RG Down by the shore he had them; And there on the giddy brink -

V camoro 6epera oH 3anoayuui ux; U 3aeck y KpyToro oOpbiBa:

RG "I will give you life, ye vermin, For the secret of the drink."

"¢l nam BaMm JKU3Hb, Bbl, TAPA3UTHI, 32 CEKPET HAITUTKA".

RG There stood the son and father And they looked high and low;

U BoT cTOsiiv cbiH M otenr Y1 cMoTpesnu CHU3Y BBEPX

RG The heather was red around them, The sea rumbled below.

Bepeck ObUT KpacHbIN BOKPYT HUX, MOpe rpoX0oTaio BHU3Y.

RG And up and spoke the father, Shrill was his voice to hear:

W BeicTynUN Briepea v ckazai oterl, [IpoH3uTeIbHBIM OBLT €ro roJjioc s ClyXa:
RG "I have a word in private, A word for the royal ear.
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"4 xouy [ckazarb] cioBo aruHO, CIIOBO 151 KOPOJIEBCKOro yxa."

RG "Life is dear to the aged, And honour a little thing;

"7KuzHp 1opora Tomy KTO cTap, A 4ecTh — Majas Belllb;

RG I would gladly sell the secret," Quoth the Pict to the King.

S ¢ papocteio mponam cekpet" Ckazan [Tukt Koposmio.

RG His voice was small as a sparrow's, And shrill and wonderful clear: "I

Tomoc ero ObUT TOHOK, KaK y BOpoObsi, 1 MPOH3MTENEH U SICEH:

RG would gladly sell my secret, Only my son I fear.

"4 ¢ pagocTbio mpogam cekpet, TobKO CBOEro chiHa s 00I0Ch".

RG "For life is a little matter, And death is nought to the young;

"TToTomy 4TO XU3Hb — MaJioe J1es10, I cMepTh HUUTO /17151 TOrO KTO MOJIOZ.

RG And I dare not sell my honour Under the eye of my son.

N s He ocmenock npoaaTh cBO 4ecThb [1oa B3MIsAA0M CBOETO ChIHA.

RG Take HIM, O king, and bind him, And cast him far in the deep;

Bosemu EI'O, O koposb, 1 cBsiku ero, M 6pock ero gajneko B NIyOrHY;

RG And it's I will tell the secret That I have sworn to keep."

W 3a 3o (U Torpa?) 4 ckaxy tede cekper, KOoTopslii st KJIsijicst XpaHUTD"

RG They took the son and bound him, Neck and heels in a thong,

OHH B3sJ14 CBIHA U CBA3aJIA, e u aTKU PEMHEM

RG And a lad took him and swung him, And flung him far and strong,

W napenb B3s11 ero u packayain ero, Ml 6pocut 1aieko u CHIIbHO

RG And the sea swallowed his body, Like that of a child of ten; -

U mope nornorwio ero teno, Kak [teno] pedenka necsatu (Jiet); -

RG And there on the cliff stood the father, Last of the dwarfish men.

U BotHa ckane crosut oten, [locneanuii 3 KapJIMKOBBIX JIIOJCH.

RG "True was the word I told you: Only my son I feared;

[TpaBauBo cioBo, {1 ckazan Tede: TonbKO MOEro chiHa s OOsICS;

RG For I doubt the sapling courage That goes without the beard.
[Mockonbky $1 comHeBasics B I0HOIIeCKOU Xpadpoct He nmetonieir 60possl.

RG But now in vain is the torture, Fire shall never avail:

Ho tenepp HampacHa mbiTKa, HUKOT/Ia He OyAeT MoJIe3HBIM

Here dies in my bosom The secret of Heather Ale."

3nech ympeT B moei ayiie Cekper BepeckoBoro diisi.

Moii nepeBog.

BepeckoBblii Db

Bapuiu u3 Bepecka NUKTHI,

A, Kak, 11o3a0bITO JaBHO,

Crankuil, Kak MEI, HAIUTOK,

IIeguammi cuasHer, YeM BUHO.

CeapuB, HU U HOYM TTUJIH,

CoOpaBIIKCh, CYACTIMBOM TOJIIIOM.

Hepenamu cnagko cnanu

B xwmmiax noa 3emiien.

Kecrokwuii koposb [loTnanackuit
Me4dom BparoB CMUPSL,

Pa30uB B cpaxeHue MUKTOB,

OH uXx, KaKk KOCYJIb, TOHSLII.

006 3TOM He T03a0bLTH
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[Ipenanus no cux nop:
Tena yOUTHIX JieKaIU
C >KUBBIMHU Ha CKJIOHAX Top.

Kpacueer ot Bepecka jeto
Ho, kak 1 3UM0I0 B M€ETEJb,
HukTo 1 non cexperom,

He Bapur crnankuii 311b.

Bce, k1O Baputh ymenu,
JIaBHO B 3eMJI€ CBIPOIA;
Jle:xaT B MOrmiax JeTCKUX,
3abpaB perent 37151 ¢ COOOH.

Kyxokamm m4€nsl B TpaBax,
I'ne Bepeck OyitHO LIBET;
Koposs B mutamie kpoBasom
bru1 Ha BaccasioB 3011
OpHax1pl, XMypsi OpoBH,
Ckazan: — BaMm craBimo 11eb:
Havinure Tex, KTO 3HAET,

Kak Bapar crnankuii 37b.

OObBe3qI  IepKaBy,
IIpoBepum Kaxkaylo e,

Ho He cmorna o0maBa

Haiitu Tex, KTo BapuT 3b.
Korpa norepsim Hagexay
VBujenu Mex KaMHeu,

JIByX KapJIMKOB B PBAHOH OIEX/E,
IToxoxux Ha MajbIX JIEeTeH.

He roBops Hu cinosa,

CXBaTWJIM OHH U IOHIIA

U craporo, cenoro,

Kak o6mnako, oTa.

Koponb, BO3BbIIIASCH HAJL HUMHU,
Cuzen B 60eBOM CellIe;

Cuntasi IUKTOB 4yKUMH,
HenyxHbiMK Ha 3emute.

Crosiia y Kpasi oOpbiBa,
CMoTpenu cHU3Y BBEPX
TlocnenHue n3 IUKTOB,

B onexne U3 apIp U npopex.
Koponsb ckazain: — «Ilapasursl,
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