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Sonnet XvII

Who will believe my verse in time to come,
V8oL, mou cmuxu éce npespsam, nozabydym,
If it were fill’d with your most high deserts?
Kozda onu noanvt meoux docmourcms 6ydym,
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Xoms - mo 3naem Boe - onu auww 2pob noka,
Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.
I'de ckpouma xusnv meos, xearumas caezka!

IfI could write the beauty of your eyes
Koz0a 6 5 kpacomy meotw ocnems 6via 8 curax
And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
H nepeuucaump 8ce docmourcmea meou,
The age to come would say “This poet lies:
ITomomox 6wt ckazan: “On axmcem - noam aw6su!
Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.’
Taxux Hem mexndy mex, 4bs y4acmo - 2HUMb 8 8 mozuse!”

So should my papers yellow’d with their age
H nepecmanem mup AUCIKAM MOUM BHUMAMNY,
Be scorn’d like old men of less truth than tongue,
Kaxk 6pednam cmapuxos 6oamausvix, Henpasousolx.
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage
H me xsarvt, umo Aumsv mebe npunadiexcam,
And stretched metre of an antique song:
Coumymcs 3a meumot, 3a 38YKU CHON UZPUBDLX.

But were some child of yours alive that time,
Ho ecau 6v1 demeil umer mut He 80 cHe,
You should live twice; in it and in my rhyme.
To mot 8 MOUX CMUXAX U 8 HUX ObL JKcUA 80BOTiHeE.




LORD JIM

bundles, with their faces pressed to bent forearms: the men, the
women, the children; the old with the young, the decrepit with
the lusty— all equal before sleep, death’s brother.

A draught of air, fanned from forward by the speed of the ship,
passed steadily through the long gloom between the high bulwarks,
swept over the rows of prone bodies; a few dim flames in globe-
lamps were hung short here and there under the ridge-poles, and
in the blurred circles of light thrown down and trembling slightly
to the unceasing vibration of the ship appeared a chin upturned,
two closed eyelids, a dark hand with silver rings, a meagre limb
draped in a torn covering, a head bent back, a naked foot, a throat
bared and stretched as if offering itself to the knife. The well-to-do
had made for their families shelters with heavy boxes and dusty
mats; the poor reposed side by side with all they had on earth tied
up in a rag under their heads; the lone old men slept, with drawn-
up legs, upon their prayer-carpets, with their hands over their ears
and one elbow on each side of the face; a father, his shoulders up
and his knees under his forehead, dozed dejectedly by a boy who
slept on his back with tousled hair and one arm commandingly
extended; a woman covered from head to foot, like a corpse, with
a piece of white sheeting, had a naked child in the hollow of each
arm; the Arab’s belongings, piled right aft, made a heavy mound
of broken outlines, with a cargo-lamp swung above, and a great
confusion of vague forms behind: gleams of paunchy brass pots,

the foot-rest of a deck-chair, blades of spears, the straight scab-




