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THE AGE OF BRONZE, or
CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS HAUD
MIRABILIS

Impar Congressus Achilli.

I

The “good old times” — all times when old are good —
Are gone; the present might be if they would;
Great things have been, and are, and greater still
Want little of mere mortals but their will:
A wider space, a greener field, is given
To those who play their “tricks before high heaven.”
I know not if the angels weep, but men
Have wept enough — for what? — to weep again!



BPOH30BBIN BEK, unu
CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS HAUD
MIRABILIS*

Impar Congressus Achilli.**

3a «700pBIM cTapbIM BpEMEHEM» BOCIET —
Best Opu1b — 100p0 — Jiena TeKyIuX JeT
[Touuty; B HUX BCE 3aBUCUT JIMLIb OT HAC;
Benukoe cBepiuanoch yx He pas,

U GompI1oro BO3MOKHO B MUpE JKIATh,
JIMIIb CTOUT JIOISIM TBEPIKE MOXKENIATh!
Benuk npocrtop, 6e3MepHa aaib moyei
JIJ1s1 TeX, KTO MOJIOH 3aMBbICJIOB, 3aTEH.

He 3Hato, miadyT aHresnsl Wib HET,

Ho yenoBexy — Tak ycTpoeH cBeT —
Hewmaiio cie3 npuiuiocs yxe npoauTh.
3agem? — UT0O CHOBA IUTAKaTh U TYXKHTh.

* Mupckasi TIeCHb Ha CKBEPHBIH roJ1 (zam.).
** HeromHplid cpakatbesi ¢ AXWIIIoM (zam.).



II

All is exploded — be it good or bad.

Reader! remember when thou wert a lad,

Then Pitt was all; or, if not all, so much,

His very rival almost deemed him such.

We — we have seen the intellectual race

Of giants stand, like Titans, face to face —
Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea

Of eloquence between, which flowed all free,

As the deep billows of the XKgean roar

Betwixt the Hellenic and the Phrygian shore.
But where are they — the rivals! a few feet

Of sullen earth divide each winding sheet.

How peaceful and how powerful is the grave,
Which hushes all! a calm, unstormy wave,
Which oversweeps the World. The theme is old
Of “Dust to Dust,” but half its tale untold:

Time tempers not its terrors — still the worm
Winds its cold folds, the tomb preserves its form,
Varied above, but still alike below;

The urn may shine — the ashes will not glow —
Though Cleopatra’s mummy cross the sea

O’er which from empire she lured Anthony;
Though Alexander’s urn a show be grown

On shores he wept to conquer, though unknown —
How vain, how worse than vain, at length appear
The madman’s wish, the Macedonian’s tear!

He wept for worlds to conquer — half the earth
Knows not his name, or but his death, and birth,



II

Jo06po b 3110 — Bce THOHET Oe3 crena.
Yurarens! BCIOMHU MOJIOOCTb, KOTJa
Hamr [TutT Ob11 Bce Milb O4€Hb MHOTO, — TaK
Cynui o HeM €ro COIepHUK, Bpar.

MBpI co3eprianu pon 60TraThIpei,

TuraHoB qyxa, B pacnpe AOJITHX JHEH,
Atoc u Uiy, c MOpeM 3BOHKHX CJIOB
HewncroBo rpemeBIIMM MeX OOPIIOB,

Kak B OypHBIif yac IIyMHUT STeicKuil Bajl
Me rpedeckux U MexX (PUTHHACKUX CKall.
Ho re x 6opupi?.. B 6e3MonBuu MOTHI
JIuie croif 3eMJIM UX KOCTH pa3lieuil.

Kak cmepTh Becera CriokoifHa u BIacTHa,
Cwmupsist Bee!.. be30ypHas BosiHa

B npocrope mupa. CMbICT CTApUHHBIX CIIOB
«W3 mpaxa — B mpax» BCeTJa U BCIOAY HOB:
B Hux BeuHbI y’xac cMepTH; epe HUM
BeccunbHO BpeMs; YepBb HEYyTOMUM,

U1 rpo0 XpaHUT CBOH OOIHK B THIIIMHE —
Pasnm4HbIf CBEpXY, TOT K€ B TITyOHHE.
CBepkaeT ypHa, Ipax OCTbUI HaBEK,

[Tycts nmenen Kneonarps nepecex
Mopckoii mpocTop, 10 YbUM BOJIHAM OHA
AHTOHMSI OT IIapCTBa yBJIEKJIA;

[Tycts ypHa AsekcaH/pa, CKOPOHBI Ipax,
Crout Ternepb Ha 4yKIbIX Oeperax,

Yo oH, pblaas, Kaxaall IOKOPUTh, —

Kak ObL1 OecriernieH, ecim pacCy/IuTh,

Becb a10T 17124, Kak ropecTHo mycra



And desolation; while his native Greece

Hath all of desolation, save its peace.

He “wept for worlds to conquer!” he who ne’er
Conceived the Globe, he panted not to spare!

With even the busy Northern Isle unknown,
Which holds his urn — and never knew his throne.

I

But where is he, the modern, mightier far,

Who, born no king, made monarchs draw his car;
The new Sesostris, whose unharnessed kings,

Freed from the bit, believe themselves with wings,
And spurn the dust o’er which they crawled of late,
Chained to the chariot of the Chieftain’s state?

Yes! where is he, “the champion and the child”

Of all that’s great or little — wise or wild;

Whose game was Empire, and whose stakes were thrones;
Whose table Earth — whose dice were human bones?
Behold the grand result in yon lone Isle,

And, as thy nature urges — weep or smile.

Sigh to behold the Eagle’s lofty rage

Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage;

Smile to survey the queller of the nations

Now daily squabbling o’er disputed rations;
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beuta 6e3ymia aimaHast Mmedura!

B cne3ax, MUpOB ajKas OH, — MOJI3EMIIH
He 3Haet, k1o OH, WK TOJIBKO JHU
Poxnenps —cMepTH, CKOpOb U TOPIKECTBO
OnycToleHbs; B MUPE OT HETO

Bce, Bce ocranocs ['pennn ponHoOH,

UTO ecTh B IIyCTHIHE, TOJIBKO HE MTOKOM.
CrsxaTh MUPBI OH TOPECTHO aJIKall —
3eMIIH ¥ TOHM HE 3Has, Kak He 3Hal,

I'me 3TOT OCTPOB CEBEPHBIN JIEKHT,

U0, 9yKIblil APCTBY, IPaxX €ro XpaHUT.

III

Ho rne cunpHewmuii, BUTSA3b HAIIMX JTHEH,
Yro, caM He 1lapb, 00y3/IbIBAI IIapeit

Tor, ube sIPMO HU3BEPTHYB, KOPOJIH,

Uro noBoro Ce3ocTpuca BICKIH,

XOTST napuTh, ONPaB TOT IIpax, 1€ UM
[Ipunuiock mWIECTUCH € BIAJBIKOIO CBOMM?

['me on, AUTS, — OIIIOT BceMy, 4TO — Oper,
YTto — BBICH U HU3b, B YeM BeIICH MBICIIH CBET?
B ypux urpax B mapcTBa CTaBKOW OBLT IPECTO;
UbM KOCTH — JIFOITH, MAP — UTPATHHBINA CTON?
3aruiayb, B3ISIHYB HA CKOPOHBIH OCTPOBOK,
Wnp yneiOHUCH, — B HEM CBE/ICH BECh UTOT!
B3pnoxHu npu BUJe BOJIBHOIO OpIia,

Koro Henons k KieTke npuBena;

B3nisiHu ¢ yabpIOKO#, Kak rpo3a mieMeH

Ha BeuHslii criop 0 NHUIIE OCYK/IEH;
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Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines,

O’er curtailed dishes and o’er stinted wines;

O’er petty quarrels upon petty things.

Is this the Man who scourged or feasted kings?
Behold the scales in which his fortune hangs,

A surgeon’s statement, and an earl’s harangues!

A bust delayed, — a book refused, can shake

The sleep of Him who kept the world awake.

Is this indeed the tamer of the Great,

Now slave of all could tease or irritate —

The paltry gaoler and the prying spy,

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh?
Plunged in a dungeon, he had still been great;

How low, how little was this middle state,
Between a prison and a palace, where

How few could feel for what he had to bear!

Vain his complaint, — My Lord presents his bill,
His food and wine were doled out duly still;

Vain was his sickness, never was a clime

So free from homicide — to doubt’s crime;

And the stiff surgeon, who maintained his cause,
Hath lost his place, and gained the world’s applause.
But smile — though all the pangs of brain and heart
Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art;

Though, save the few fond friends and imaged face
Of that fair boy his Sire shall ne’er embrace,
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3anayb HaJ TeM, Kak PEKHUN BIACTEINH
CKOpOWT, 4TO MaJIO KyIIaHWI U BUH;

B3Beck Menkuil criop 0 JKalKux MenoJax,

B xotopoM 0H TOMMIICA U 3a4ax.

[la oH 11 — TOT, KTO NpaBsAIIKX Ka3HUJI,

Kro ¢ HuM#u yacTo KyOOK CBOH Jenun?

A KTO eMy BBEIHOCHT TIPUTOBOP?..

Otuet xupypra, rpada 3BOHKHIA B370p!
JIMmuTh 11 KHUTH, B OOCTE JIb OTKa3aTh
Jocrarouno, 9T00 HavYal OH CTPAAATh,

Yrto0 TOT HU CHA, HU OTABIXa HE 3HAT,

[Ipen xem Bech Mup OECCOHHBIN TpemeTa!
V&Kenb TO OH, KTO CMATh BEJIMKUX MOT,

A HBIHE — pad, ¢ KeM KaKAbIH HArI U CTPOT, —
W nopunblii cTpax, U ChIILUK, U YyXKOU,

UTto cMeeT PBIThCS B KHIKKE 3aITMCHOMN ?

B ryxoit TFoppMe OH MOT OBbI OBITh BEJIHK;
Kak mMex TIoppMOH U 3aMKOM OH ITOHHUK,

Ha toii mexe, Tae peakuil noHuMan,

Kaxkyro Mmyky B cep/iiie oH ckpbiBa!

OH poIIeT TIIETHO: CMBICI 3aKOHA CTPOT,
OH noityyas MoJoKEeHHBIH Naex...

OH 0oneH — B31op! VM3be3au 1einblii cBer,
Jpyroii cTpaHbl HETUTENbHEE HET;

U Bpau, 9to Bepmi xanodaM ero,

Jlummics ckopo MecTa CBOETO.

Ho nyctb oH 3Han Bcio 60J1b IyIIEBHBIX MYK,
[Ipe3penbe, HAarI0CTh, JUIUTENbHbIN HEAYT;
[Iyctb cBepx py3eit — K HOraM ero NpUHUK
B nocnennunii yac Ui, MHUMBINA CBETIIBIM JIUK,
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