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AHHOTaAIUSA

loBapn ®wmnc JlaBkpadT M3BECTEH MpeXIEe BCErO CBOUMHU
uiegeBpaMu Majioi npossel — «30B Krynxy», «[laron», «laHBUUCKUI
ykac», «Tenb Hanm HHCMYTOM», «3aTaBIIMACS CTpax» U MHOTHE
apyrue. Ho nuie HeMHOrHe MOKJIOHHUKHM MHCATENs] 3HAIOT O €ro
MO3TUYECKOM Hacieluu. A MeXAy TeM, COBPEMEHHMKH CaMOro
JlaBkpadra — Pobept I'oBapn, Knapk Durron CMHT 1 Apyrue — BHICOKO
LEHWIM UIMEHHO [IO3THYECKOE TBOPYECTBO 3HAMEHUTOTO «3aTBOPHUKA
u3 [lpoBuneHca», cpaBHUBAsI €ro CTUXH C MO33Uer Darapa AJiaHa
Io.

B cOopHuk Bonum Hambonee 3HaumMmble ctuxu JlaBkpadra,
BKJTIOYAsl 3HaMeHUThIA UK «[pudku ¢ F0rrora», oTHOCAIMACA K
«Mugam Krynxy», a Takxke Te, 4TO MyOJMKOBAJINCh PAHEE TOJBKO B
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CtuxoTBOpeHu
Fungi from Yuggoth /
I'puoku ¢ IOrrora

I. The Book

The place was dark and dusty and half-lost

In tangles of old alleys near the quays,

Reeking of strange things brought in from the seas,
And with queer curls of fog that west winds tossed.
Small lozenge panes, obscured by smoke and frost,
Just shewed the books, in piles like twisted trees,
Rotting from floor to roof — congeries

Of crumbling elder lore at little cost.

I entered, charmed, and from a cobwebbed heap
Took up the nearest tome and thumbed it through,
Trembling at curious words that seemed to keep
Some secret, monstrous if one only knew.

Then, looking for some seller old in craft,

I could find nothing but a voice that laughed.



I. Knura

Tannack J1aBKa Ta B MeCTax IIIyXHX
3aryTaHHbIX BETIIAIOUIMX aJUIel

b3 nupcoB B BOHM TBapeu U3 Mopeid,
Crenucs rae TyMaH B KJIyOax 4yJHBIX.
3a KOIMOThIO Ha OKHaX (hOpM KOChIX
Psipl BUIHETUCH MIATKUX ITa0e e

W3 BeTXuX KHUT, OfiHA JPYyroy rHujien —
Hwuska Obuta 11eHa 3a 3HaHbsI B HUX.

Tyna 3amen 1, YyapaMm#u IUIEHEH,

B3 HEKUI TOM U CTaj €ro JUCTaTh,
Jpoxa HaJl TEKCTOM, ObUI IJie OTpaXkeH
Cekper — yKaCHbI, TOBEAUCH €r0 Y3HATh.
3arem MCKaJ S MPOJABIA KHUT TeX,

Ho 6b110 TIYCTO, CITBIITIANICS JIMIITH CMEX.



II. Pursuit

I held the book beneath my coat, at pains

To hide the thing from sight in such a place;
Hurrying through the ancient harbour lanes
With often-turning head and nervous pace.
Dull, furtive windows in old tottering brick
Peered at me oddly as I hastened by,

And thinking what they sheltered, I grew sick
For a redeeming glimpse of clean blue sky.

No one had seen me take the thing — but still

A blank laugh echoed in my whirling head,

And I could guess what nighted worlds of ill

Lurked in that volume I had coveted.

The way grew strange — the walls alike and madding —
And far behind me, unseen feet were padding.



I1. IIpecienoBanue

JlepxaJt s KHUTY TIOJ] TAJIbTO CBOUM,
COKpBIB OT T€X, KOTO MOT BCTPETHUTh TaM,
Be:xalt 1o nepeysikam BeKOBbIM,

Bpocast HepBHO B3IJISI/L TIO CTOPOHAM.
OKOIIIKM XMypbIe B UyKHX JOMax
CmMoTpenu cTpaHHO — Jymasi O TOM,

UTo B HUX TauTCs, YyBCTBOBAJI 51 CTPaX
C TOCKOI1 0 HEOE SICHOM TOIyOOM.

OT B30pOB CKPHITHO Belllb B3siTa ObLIA,

Ho cMex GecliBeTHBIN BCe B yIlIax 3By4Yal,
W nonsn s, Myupsl Kakue 371a

XpaHWIKCh B TOME, CTOJIb YTO BO3KeENal.
Tepsuicst myTh B 6€3yMbe CTEH OXOKUX —
W 3ByK 11aroB 3a MHOM CTpaIvI A0 IPOKU.



II1. The Key

I do not know what windings in the waste

Of those strange sea-lanes brought me home once more,
But on my porch I trembled, white with haste

To get inside and bolt the heavy door.

I had the book that told the hidden way

Across the void and through the space-hung screens
That hold the undimensioned worlds at bay,

And keep lost aeons to their own demesnes.

At last the key was mine to those vague visions
Of sunset spires and twilight woods that brood

Dim in the gulfs beyond this earth’s precisions,
Lurking as memories of infinitude.

The key was mine, but as I sat there mumbling,
The attic window shook with a faint fumbling.



I11. Korou

He 3Haio, cHOBa Kak Hallles CBOM JI0M,
bayxnas cpenp anieid v mycTbIpei,

Ho BOT K KpbUTBILY 51 OpOcHiics 6erom,
CrtpeMsich BHYTPH YKPBITHCSI TIOCKOPEH.
Ioenasn ToM O CIPSATAHHOM ITYTH,
Benyiem ckBo3b 3aBeCH B IyCTOTE,
MupoB Ge3MepHBIX AepKaT 4yTo Opaspl
W 20HBI XpaHSAT B CBOEH cperie.

Mowum ObLT KJII0Y K 3araIoYHbIM BUIEHBSIM
B 3akare mmuiieit, cympayHbIX JIECOB,

UYro B 6e37HaX BOIIPEKU BCEM YCTPOCHBSAM
Bucar, kak 66CKOHEYHOCTH COHM CHOB.
Korpa x menranve Moe pa3ianoch,

OKHO B MaHcapye JpOKbi0 OTO3BAJIOCH.



IV. Recognition

The day had come again, when as a child

I saw — just once — that hollow of old oaks,
Grey with a ground-mist that enfolds and chokes
The slinking shapes which madness has defiled.
It was the same — an herbage rank and wild
Clings round an altar whose carved sign invokes
That Nameless One to whom a thousand smokes
Rose, aeons gone, from unclean towers up-piled.

I saw the body spread on that dank stone,

And knew those things which feasted were not men;
I knew this strange, grey world was not my own,
But Yuggoth, past the starry voids — and then

The body shrieked at me with a dead cry,

And all too late I knew that it was I!



IV. Oco3nanne

BHOBB JieHb MpuIlIesn, Koraa s yBUIAJL,
Kak B nerctse pa3, HU3MHY O J1yOax,

['ne dopmbl 3apIXatoTcst B KiIyoax
Tymana, rie 6e3ymMbe IpaBUT OaJl.
Auntapb Kak Impex/e B TpaBax yTomnal,

W Be3pIMAHHBIN NPU3BaH B MMCbMEHAX —
K Hemy KypeHuit 1pIM, Ui B BEKaXx,
BsBuBavics ¢ GaiiieH, IyX 4To 371a OObsLI.

41 Teno 3pest Ha KaMHE TOM CBIPOM

W 3Han, He y moneit uyTo ObLT TaMm mup,

He moii 4To OBUT TOT CBET, YHBLI BO BCEM,
Ho IOrrot uysxplii, B 3Be34HOM Oe3/1He MUP.
Bapyr nuieHHMK B3BbLI, YBUJEBIIN MEHS,

W no3aHO MHE OTKPBUIOCH: TO OBLT 51!



V. Homecoming

The daemon said that he would take me home
To the pale, shadowy land I half recalled

As a high place of stair and terrace, walled
With marble balustrades that sky-winds comb,
While miles below a maze of dome on dome
And tower on tower beside a sea lies sprawled.
Once more, he told me, I would stand enthralled
On those old heights, and hear the far-off foam.

All this he promised, and through sunset’s gate

He swept me, past the lapping lakes of flame,

And red-gold thrones of gods without a name

Who shriek in fear at some impending fate.

Then a black gulf with sea-sounds in the night:

“Here was your home,” he mocked, “when you had sight!”



V. Bo3Bpainenue J0Mou

MeHs 10MOH B3STh AEMOH ObLI FOTOB,

B kpaii cBeT/IbIiA TOT, MOM UTO CHBI XPAHST:
Teppachl BBbICh, Yell MpamMop OaToCcTpal
PacuecrhiBaer Kynpu 001aK0B,

BHu3y ke TaOUpPUHT U3 KYIOJIOB

U GarieH, mozyie BOJIHBI TJI€ IIYMSIT.

MeHsi1, ckas3ai OH, Yapbl BHOBb TUICHST
Bricot, ¢ HUX Oymy ciymaTb MOpsI 30B.

W upe3 3aKar noHec MeHs ¢ coO00i —

Hap o3zepowm, rae mieniercst oroHb,

Han TpoHamu MoryimectB 6e3 UMeH,

Kpuyart 4to B cTpaxe mnpes cBoeil cynp00i.

3areM — 111yM MOpsl B O€3]JHE YEpHOTHI:

«BbU1 371€Ch TBOM 1OM, — 6€C XMBIKHYJI, — 3p€JI 4TO ThI!»



VI. The Lamp

We found the lamp inside those hollow cliffs
Whose chiseled sign no priest in Thebes could read,
And from whose caverns frightened hieroglyphs
Warned every living creature of earth’s breed.

No more was there — just that one brazen bowl
With traces of a curious oil within;

Fretted with some obscurely patterned scroll,

And symbols hinting vaguely of strange sin.

Little the fears of forty centuries meant

To us as we bore off our slender spoil,

And when we scanned it in our darkened tent

We struck a match to test the ancient oil.

It blazed — great God!.. But the vast shapes we saw
In that mad flash have seared our lives with awe.



VI. JIamna

[Tonanack JaMmna HaMm B MEILIEPAX CKaI,
Kpeupl u3 PuB yeil CUMBOJI HE TPOYIH,
I'ne Texker u3 nepornudos myran

Bcex TBapeii cymiecTByonmx 3emin.
W3 mMenn vama sta Mnib Halwach

C ocratkom Macjia CTpaHHOTO Ha JIHE;
Y30poM KyTKUM Yepesia BUjIach
[TopoYHbIX 3HAKOB M MUCBMEH IO HEIl.

He BHSB 60513HSIM COpOKa BEKOB,

Mpbl npuxBaTWIIM CKY/IHBIA Haill Tpodeid,
U B HOUb, BEPHYBIIIUCH TO]] NAJIATKA KPOB,
[Nomxeub permim Maciao B 030pCTBE.

Kak Bcrbixnyso!.. Ho xyTb OroHs siBui,
UYeil BU HAM CTPAXOM AYIIH UCCYIIIHIL.



VII. Zaman’s Hill

The great hill hung close over the old town,

A precipice against the main street’s end;

Green, tall, and wooded, looking darkly down
Upon the steeple at the highway bend.

Two hundred years the whispers had been heard
About what happened on the man-shunned slope —
Tales of an oddly mangled deer or bird,

Or of lost boys whose kin had ceased to hope.

One day the mail-man found no village there,

Nor were its folk or houses seen again;

People came out from Aylesbury to stare —

Yet they all told the mail-man it was plain

That he was mad for saying he had spied

The great hill’s gluttonous eyes, and jaws stretched wide.



VII. Xoam 3amana

Hap rpasiom XonM orpomMHblii HaBUCal
OOpBbIBOM IPOTHUB YJIUIIBI KOHIIA;
Bricokuii u 3eJ1eHblid, OH B3Upal

Ha konokonbHIO ¢ BUIOM ropaena.
JIBa Beka yxk IIENTaINCh O Aesax

Ha ckJoHe, yxkac Opan XoauTh Kyjia —
OO0 u3yBeUeHHBIX 3BEpelt Telax,

O maspuMkax, mpornaBIIMX Oe3 ciesa.

Pa3 nouTasnpoH cela TaM He HaIed,

Wcuesnu Hanpoub KUTENH, T0OMa;

W3 Diincdepu MpoBepuTb JIO] TOLIE:
Bupars, aMiwiicst TOT moyTapb yma,

Konb BUEen OH, pacKkpbll Kak XOJIM CBOW 3€B,
I'mazamu sxaIHBIMU TIPY TOM CMOTPEB.



VIII. The Port

Ten miles from Arkham I had struck the trail
That rides the cliff-edge over Boynton Beach,
And hoped that just at sunset [ could reach

The crest that looks on Innsmouth in the vale.

Far out at sea was a retreating sail,

White as hard years of ancient winds could bleach,
But evil with some portent beyond speech,

So that I did not wave my hand or hail.

Sails out of Innsmouth! echoing old renown

Of long-dead times. But now a too-swift night

Is closing in, and I have reached the height

Whence I so often scan the distant town.

The spires and roofs are there — but look! The gloom
Sinks on dark lanes, as lightless as the tomb!



VIILI. Ilopt

Ot ApkxsMa s IecsITb MWJIb IIaraj

Han Boitnton-buy Brosib nponacreit Kpaes,
W myman OBITH K 3aKaTy y XOJIMOB,

Buuzy B nonvae MHHCMYT 1€ Jiexkall.

Tam mapyc B 1ajib MOPCKYIO YILIbIBAT,
JIvineHHpI 11BETa HATMCKOM BETPOB,
3J10Belll MPeIBECThEM, KOEMY HET CJIOB —
Pyxoii emy 51 Bciienn He momaxad.

3a MHHCMYT Kypc! — 3ByYar JMiilb 9XOM JHU
Bemukux nen. Ho 61130k yac HOYHOM,
Masuut yx BeplIMHA IPeio MHOM,

OTKyza ropoyia 4epThl BUIHBI.

Bort iy, Kpeiimy — HO B3DIsiHK! Bee Mpak
[TOKpbLT — MOTHJIBI JIUIIIL YSPHEIOT TaK !



IX. The Courtyard

It was the city I had known before;

The ancient, leprous town where mongrel throngs
Chant to strange gods, and beat unhallowed gongs
In crypts beneath foul alleys near the shore.

The rotting, fish-eyed houses leered at me

From where they leaned, drunk and half-animate,
As edging through the filth I passed the gate

To the black courtyard where the man would be.

The dark walls closed me in, and loud I cursed
That ever I had come to such a den,

When suddenly a score of windows burst

Into wild light, and swarmed with dancing men:
Mad, soundless revels of the dragging dead —
And not a corpse had either hands or head!



IX. BHyTpennun aBop

ToT crapslil rpaji MHE Tpesk/ie ObUT 3HAKOM;
CraH sienpbl, T1e 4yKuM 0oram XBaJibObl
Iox roHr 3Byyar OT METUCOB TOJIIIbI

W3 ckyienoB TailHbIX Ha Opery MOPCKOM.
Barsig okoH ONEKJIBIX MOJIOH OBLT BPaX bl
B nomax, rae xKuiu nbsiHb J1a HUIIETa,
[Moka s e no rpsizu 4upes3 Bpara

Bo aBop, 4T00 YenoBeka TaM HaWTH.

Haguciu cTeHbl XMypble BOKPYT,

U nipokisin s1, mpuiien 4ro B cei MPUTOH,
Korpaa 3axrimch AecsiTKU OKOH BJIPYT,
SIBUB OE3yMHO IUISIIYIIUX MIEPCOH:
Be3MorBHast IUPYIIKa MEPTBEIIOB —

W 6bii Bee 6e3 pyk 1 6e3 royos!



X. The Pigeon-Flyers

They took me slumming, where gaunt walls of brick
Bulge outward with a viscous stored-up evil,

And twisted faces, thronging foul and thick,

Wink messages to alien god and devil.

A million fires were blazing in the streets,

And from flat roofs a furtive few would fly
Bedraggled birds into the yawning sky

While hidden drums droned on with measured beats.

I knew those fires were brewing monstrous things,
And that those birds of space had been Outside
I guessed to what dark planet’s crypts they plied,

And what they brought from Thog beneath their wings.
The others laughed - till struck too mute to speak

By what they glimpsed in one bird’s evil beak.




X. IN'oryouHas moyra

MeHsi B TpyIIOObI B3sUIM, CTEHBI T71e
BznyBaer 3ataeHHBIN BSA3KMIA cpaMm,

W nuiia B cKBepHE W HEUUCTOTE
[MogmurrBatOT YyXabIM OOXKECTBAM.
CBepKayiv ThICSIYM KOCTPOB BOKPYT,

A C IJIOCKUX KPBIII B 3USIONIYIO BHICh
[Tyckanu nTHll, 3aMbI3TaHHBIX KaK KPBIC,
[Tox 6apaGaHOB CKPBITHIX MEPHBIH CTYK.

S1 3HaN, 9TO KYTh BapWIacCh Ha KOCTpax,
Yro Ob1IH OTHLE KOcMoca BoBHe —
lajan o nensx ux Mex3Be3/IHOrO TypHe,
O Tom, Hecau uTo ¢ Tora Ha KpbLIax.
CMestich Bce — HO 3aMepITi CTOJIO0M,
VBUIEB HEYTO B IITUYLEM KIIIOBE 3JI0M.



XI. The Well

Farmer Seth Atwood was past eighty when

He tried to sink that deep well by his door,

With only Eb to help him bore and bore.

We laughed, and hoped he’d soon be sane again.
And yet, instead, young Eb went crazy, too,

So that they shipped him to the county farm.

Seth bricked the well-mouth up as tight as glue —
Then hacked an artery in his gnarled left arm.

After the funeral we felt bound to get

Out to that well and rip the bricks away,

But all we saw were iron hand-holds set

Down a black hole deeper than we could say.
And yet we put the bricks back — for we found
The hole too deep for any line to sound.



XI. KoJsonenx

Cet DTByA NPOKUT BOCEMbAECHAT JIET,
Korpaa pemmn komnoner yriyOouTb,

W nomoran emy s 96 OypuTh,

A MBI CMESLTUCH — BOT peXHYJIcs fief!
TyT 1oHBIT D0 BAPYT TPOHYJICS yMOM —
Benuary nocaguinu nop 3amMok.
Konopen Cer 3aenan Kupnuaom

W Ha pyke aprepuio paccek.

Mai ¢ noxopos nomn Ha CeTa ABOp,
C TOro KOJMOAIA KUPIUYX YTOO CHSTS,
B Hem okazasics psj py4HbIX OMop,
Kak riryGoKo cItycKasich — He BUJATh.
Ho kyiaika BHOBB Oblila BO3BpaIlleHa:
Hrruem MBI He cMOTJTH JOCTATh JI0 THA.



XII. The Howler

They told me not to take the Briggs’ Hill path
That used to be the highroad through to Zoar,
For Goody Watkins, hanged in seventeen-four,
Had left a certain monstrous aftermath.

Yet when I disobeyed, and had in view

The vine-hung cottage by the great rock slope,

I could not think of elms or hempen rope,

But wondered why the house still seemed so new.

Stopping a while to watch the fading day,

I heard faint howls, as from a room upstairs,
When through the ivied panes one sunset ray
Struck in, and caught the howler unawares.

I glimpsed — and ran in frenzy from the place,
And from a four-pawed thing with human face.



XII. PeByH

Upe3 Bpurrc-Xusn B 30p coBeT ObLT HE UATH:
«CBATOI» YOTKMHC, XOTb JABHO YK MEPTBbIA —
[ToBenieH B ThicsYa CEMbCOT YETBEPTHIA —
OcraBu1 cTpalHoe Ha TOM Iy TH.

Ho # nomen, koraa xe 1omMa KpoB

B muionie BO3HUK U3-110[ CKaJlbl KPYTOH,

He BcriomMHuMII Jaske 0 BEpeBKe TO,

A mopasuics: JOM CTOsUT KaK HOB.

Baupas Ha 3akara Kpacory,

Sl cnalplii peB yCbIIal U3 OKHa;
Brpyr ny4 npoH3us1 MOKOEB TEMHOTY
U BbIcBeTHIT OONMUBE PEBYHA.
[Momuayicst kKak 6e3yMHBIN 51 Oerom
OTt TBapu ¢ JIaramMu, JTIOACKUM JIUIIOM.



XIII. Hesperia

The winter sunset, flaming beyond spires

And chimneys half-detached from this dull sphere,
Opens great gates to some forgotten year

Of elder splendours and divine desires.

Expectant wonders burn in those rich fires,
Adventure-fraught, and not untinged with fear;

A row of sphinxes where the way leads clear
Toward walls and turrets quivering to far lyres.

It is the land where beauty’s meaning flowers;
Where every unplaced memory has a source;
Where the great river Time begins its course
Down the vast void in starlit streams of hours.
Dreams bring us close — but ancient lore repeats
That human tread has never soiled these streets.



XIII. I'eciepus

31UMO¥i B YHBUIBIX HeOecax 3aKkaT

Han rpanom, ybu yepTsl e1Ba BU/IHBI,
VBOIUT B 1M03a0BITHIE YK THU
Benuuus u He3eMHBIX OTpajI.

B orusx Tex sipkux 4yaeca ropsr,
Jlep3Kku, HO y:KacoM OMpaveHbl;

Psn cunkcoB, rae gopora 10 CTeHbl
U GarreH, 4TO OT TAJBHUX JIP IPOJKar.

To kpaii, e 3HAYUT KpacoTa 1IBETEHbE,
Bocnomunanuii rae Bce oyaru,

I'ne npoucxogur Bpemenu-pexku

YacoB MOTOKOM B IyCTOTY MaJi€HbE.
Tyna Hac cHbI BeyT — HO HUKOTAA
JliogbMu HE OCKBEPHSUTUCH TE€ MECTA.



XIV. Star-Winds

It is a certain hour of twilight glooms,

Mostly in autumn, when the star-wind pours

Down hilltop streets, deserted out-of-doors,

But shewing early lamplight from snug rooms.

The dead leaves rush in strange, fantastic twists,
And chimney-smoke whirls round with alien grace,
Heeding geometries of outer space,

While Fomalhaut peers in through southward mists.

This is the hour when moonstruck poets know
What fungi sprout in Yuggoth, and what scents
And tints of flowers fill Nithon’s continents,
Such as in no poor earthly garden blow.

Yet for each dream these winds to us convey,
A dozen more of ours they sweep away!



XIV. 3Be3aHblIE BETPHI

EcTh HekMi1 yac OCEHHEN TEMHOTHI,
Korna Hucxoaut 3Be31HbII BeTep BAPYT
Ha ynuupl, yMoJIK 1m1aroB rie 3ByK,

Ho 7p10T 13 OKOH CBET 1OMOB psAABI.

Poi1 MepTBBIX JIMCTBEB CKA30YHO KPYKHUT,
U ¢ gyx 0¥ rpanuyeit KiryOuTcs IbIM,
3aKoHaM MOJAYMHSISICh HE3EMHBIM,

A ckBO3b TyMaHbl POMaIBrayT 3pHT.

[ToaT Ge3ymHBIN y3HAET B cel vac,
Pacryt Ha FOrrote uro 3a rpuoku,

Kak maxnyt Haiitona 3emesns 11BETKH,
UTo B CKy/IHBIX HE ChICKATh Ca/1aX Yy HaC.
Ho BeTpbl Te 3a MprHECEeHHbIN COH
JlecsITok Hammx rpe3 6epyT B MOJOH!



XYV. Antarktos

Deep in my dream the great bird whispered queerly
Of the black cone amid the polar waste;

Pushing above the ice-sheet lone and drearly,

By storm-crazed aeons battered and defaced.
Hither no living earth-shapes take their courses,
And only pale auroras and faint suns

Glow on that pitted rock, whose primal sources
Are guessed at dimly by the Elder Ones.

If men should glimpse it, they would merely wonder
What tricky mound of Nature’s build they spied;

But the bird told of vaster parts, that under

The mile-deep ice-shroud crouch and brood and bide.
God help the dreamer whose mad visions shew
Those dead eyes set in crystal gulfs below!



XV. AHTapKTOC

[lenrtana nTuiia MHE U3 CHA MyYUHBI

O nuKe YepHOM, YTO HaBHC C TOCKOM

Han npa0m nosisipHOM MEpPTBEHHOM MTyCTBIHH,
HUctepTplil BEUHOCTH AJAIIEICS MyProu.
Ortciona K13Hb TOHMMA CJIOBHO MOPOM,
JIvib comnHIIa 12 CUSTHUIMA I0KHBIX CBET
[NoacBeunBaeT B mpamax MK, B KOTOPOM
TBopenbsi CTapiivx BUJEH CMYTHBIN CJIe[I.

V3pAT KOJIb JIIOU, CKAXYT B YIUBIICHBE:
UYynnoii [Tpupona co3pana Kypras,

Ho k0B Bemiant: B JieA0BOM NorpedeHbe
[TokouTcs U KAET rpOMaHbI CTaH.

He nait Bam 6or y3peTb BO CHE XOTb pa3

B xpycranpHOIi 6e3He BU] TeX MEPTBBIX IJ1a3!



XVI. The Window

The house was old, with tangled wings outthrown,
Of which no one could ever half keep track,

And in a small room somewhat near the back
Was an odd window sealed with ancient stone.
There, in a dream-plagued childhood, quite alone
I used to go, where night reigned vague and black;
Parting the cobwebs with a curious lack

Of fear, and with a wonder each time grown.

One later day I brought the masons there

To find what view my dim forbears had shunned,
But as they pierced the stone, a rush of air

Burst from the alien voids that yawned beyond.
They fled — but I peered through and found unrolled
All the wild worlds of which my dreams had told.



XVI. OkHoO

B npuicTpoek myTaHuIe I0M CTOSLT,

['ne 3amyTaTh 11000 MOT Cpeib XO/IOB,
U 6put0 B KOMHATKE BOJIM3M 3a110B

OKHO, 4TO KaMeHb JIPEBHUI 3aKPBIBAJL.

S B mETCTBE, B KOEM CTOJILKO CHOB BUJAI,
Xonu Tyzia, Moji HOUYM YE€PHON KPOB,
CpbiBasi CMeJO CETH MayKoB,

W ynuBisaThCs He mepecTaBall.

[TpuBen pabovux 51 BO TbMbI 4EPTOT
V3HaTh, CTPAIIMIIO IPEKOB YTO B OKHE;
[Mpo6unu KaMeHb — BO3/1yXa MOTOK
Bapyr X/IblHYT U3 MHBIX ITyCTOT BOBHE.
U cranu MHE OTTOJIb MUPBI BUJTHBI,
JIaBHO O KOMX paccKas3ajy CHBI.



XVII. A Memory

There were great steppes, and rocky table-lands
Stretching half-limitless in starlit night,

With alien campfires shedding feeble light

On beasts with tinkling bells, in shaggy bands.
Far to the south the plain sloped low and wide
To a dark zigzag line of wall that lay

Like a huge python of some primal day

Which endless time had chilled and petrified.

I shivered oddly in the cold, thin air,

And wondered where I was and how I came,
When a cloaked form against a campfire’s glare
Rose and approached, and called me by my name.
Staring at that dead face beneath the hood,

I ceased to hope — because I understood.



XVII. Bocnomunanue

OObs11 BBICOKHIA 3BE3HbIN HEOOCKJIOH
Creneil 1 B3ropuii 6ecrpeesibHblii Kpai,
B Ko4eBbsIX OCBelan Orob KOcTpa
MoxHathiii CKOT 11of] OyOEHIIOB TPE3BOH.
Criyckalicsi BjaJib Ha 10T HIMPOKUIA O
J1o TEMHOM M M3BUJIMCTOM CTEHBI,
[TutoHy MepBOOBITHOMY CPO/IHHU,

3a Be4yHOCTh (hOpMY KaMHsI UTO OOperl.

Ha xonone npoOpasia Apokb MEH:

Ho rze 2?7 Kak xe g ciona nonan?
IlonHsuICA HEKTO B 3apeBe OrHs

W rpoMKo uMs BOpYr MOe Ha3BaJl.
BraneBmmich B Tpyna KyTKUN CHITYST,
Jlnmmcs A Hagex[, y3HaB OTBET.



XVIII. The Gardens of Yin

Beyond that wall, whose ancient masonry

Reached almost to the sky in moss-thick towers,
There would be terraced gardens, rich with flowers,
And flutter of bird and butterfly and bee.

There would be walks, and bridges arching over
Warm lotos-pools reflecting temple eaves,

And cherry-trees with delicate boughs and leaves
Against a pink sky where the herons hover.

All would be there, for had not old dreams flung
Open the gate to that stone-lanterned maze

Where drowsy streams spin out their winding ways,
Trailed by green vines from bending branches hung?
I hurried — but when the wall rose, grim and great,

I found there was no longer any gate.



XVIII. Caabl Nuna

3a TOH CTEHOM, 4TO Hebeca IMOUYTH

JocTana apeBHel KJIaJKoy OallieH MIIUCThIX,
[MoHBI TOpPXaHbS /1a IBETOB TyIIHCTHIX,
Packunynuice Bucsume caspl.

JIOpOKHM ¥ MOCTBI TaM HaJl KaHAJIOM,

['ne orpaxaetcs dynecHblil Xpam,

W 5ipHYT Ha BUIIHSAX JIETIECTKH K BETBSIM,

W narm peoT B mogHeOeche ajioM.

S1 6 Bc€ yBuen — Bellb pacaxHyId CHbI

Bpara B TOT napk cBeTUJIbHUKOB-KaMHeu,
Pyubu rie BbIOTCSI TUXO cpelb TeHen

OT 7103, 4TO IyCTO NEpeIIeTeHsb! !

Korna x npezcran npex MHOR CTEHBI OIJIOT —
VBHI! — B Hell OoJtbIlie He OBUIO BOPOT.



XIX. The Bells

Year after year I heard that faint, far ringing

Of deep-toned bells on the black midnight wind;
Peals from no steeple I could ever find,

But strange, as if across some great void winging.
I searched my dreams and memories for a clue,
And thought of all the chimes my visions carried;
Of quiet Innsmouth, where the white gulls tarried
Around an ancient spire that once I knew.

Always perplexed I heard those far notes falling,
Till one March night the bleak rain splashing cold
Beckoned me back through gateways of recalling
To elder towers where the mad clappers tolled.
They tolled — but from the sunless tides that pour
Through sunken valleys on the sea’s dead floor.



XIX. KoJokoJua

logamu ciblian ryJaKkuil 3B0H JaJleKui

Sl B BETpe MOIYHOUHOW YEPHOTBI,

He ¢ konokonbHY, YTO BCTpeva B MyTH,
Ho ayxapiii, Kak n3 Oe3aHbI TPerTyOOKOH.
OTBeT 51 B CHAaxX U B IaMATH UCKaJ,
[peacTaBu1 3BOHBI KAKJIOTO BUICHbSI

U NHHCMYT, yaiiku B 6€/10M OnepeHbe
['ne BuMCH MO/ITIE IS, KOH ST 3HAIL.

Tak u muBHIICS 51 0 JAJIEKUM HOTaM,

Ho xnagHbiii 103%Ab pa3 B MAPTOBCKYIO HOYb
Mensa HarpaBWJI K IaMATU BOPOTaM

U k GarrHsaM, 4TO 3BOHIIIM BO BCIO MOYb —
Ho ot Teuenuii, MyaBIIMX B IIIyOuHe

Upe3 3aTOHYBIINI 10 HA MEPTBOM [IHE.



XX. Night-Gaunts

Out of what crypt they crawl, I cannot tell,

But every night I see the rubbery things,

Black, horned, and slender, with membraneous wings,
And tails that bear the bifid barb of hell.

They come in legions on the north wind’s swell,

With obscene clutch that titillates and stings,
Snatching me off on monstrous voyagings

To grey worlds hidden deep in nightmare’s well.

Over the jagged peaks of Thok they sweep,
Heedless of all the cries I try to make,

And down the nether pits to that foul lake

Where the puffed shoggoths splash in doubtful sleep.
But oh! If only they would make some sound,

Or wear a face where faces should be found!



XX. Hounble MBep3u

O6uTesnp UX Mo rpoOOBOM MIUTON —
Houamu Buky TBapey o porax,

XyaAbIX, KPbUIAThIX, YEPHBIX, O XBOCTAX
C IBOMHON KOJIIOYKOM, 310001 HAJIUTOM.
Onu ¢ 60peeM MpeACTaIoT OpIaor

U, rpy6o ckaB MeHsI B CBOUX KOI'TSIX,
HecyT k Mupam B 6e3paJOCTHBIX IIBETAX,
B xonoaue ctpaxa CKpbITBIM YEPHOTOM.

Han rpe6nem Toka Myatcst B BBIIIIMHE,

K Moum Momnb0aMm Tiiyxu, U B CamMbli aji,
Ho o3epa, 4To UCTOYAeT cMpa,

['me OpbI3XKYT MIOTTOTH B IPUTBOPHOM CHE.
O, eci 6 U3IABaJIM 3BYK OHH,

W nuk Hecnu, rae mua ObITh JOMKHB!



XXI. Nyarlathotep

And at the last from inner Egypt came

The strange dark One to whom the fellahs bowed;
Silent and lean and cryptically proud,

And wrapped in fabrics red as sunset flame.

Throngs pressed around, frantic for his commands,
But leaving, could not tell what they had heard;
While through the nations spread the awestruck word
That wild beasts followed him and licked his hands.

Soon from the sea a noxious birth began;
Forgotten lands with weedy spires of gold;

The ground was cleft, and mad auroras rolled
Down on the quaking citadels of man.

Then, crushing what he chanced to mould in play,
The idiot Chaos blew Earth’s dust away.



XXI. HesapJaarxoren

U Bot sBusicg u3 Erunra oH —

Hape Temublil, KiIaHsICA KOMY (Desuiax;
HaameneH, xymoias 1 cKyn B pevax,

B mrenka 3akara nsera oO1avueH.

UYro 6 HU CKa3aJl OH — BEPHJI JIIOJI BCEMY,
Ho nosroputs He Mor ero ciosa,

A 10 HapoziaM pa3Heciiach MOJBA,

UTo MKYT pyKH XUITHUKHU €MY.

OtpaBa BHIIILIA U3 MOPCKUX TTTyOUH —
JlepxaB 3a0bITHIX ITIJICH CHITYIT;

Muip TpecHy, 1 O€3yMHBIX BCIIBIIIECK CBET
Pacrekcs cpenp packosOTHIX JOMUH.
3arem, CBOMX 3a0aB CTHpast IO,
PasBesn 3emino Xaoc-uauoT.



XXII. Azathoth

Out in the mindless void the daemon bore me,

Past the bright clusters of dimensioned space,

Till neither time nor matter stretched before me,

But only Chaos, without form or place.

Here the vast Lord of All in darkness muttered

Things he had dreamed but could not understand,

While near him shapeless bat-things flopped and fluttered
In idiot vortices that ray-streams fanned.

They danced insanely to the high, thin whining

Of a cracked flute clutched in a monstrous paw,

Whence flow the aimless waves whose chance combining
Gives each frail cosmos its eternal law.

“I am His Messenger,” the daemon said,

As in contempt he struck his Master’s head.



XXII. A3aToTt

MeHs noctaBui 6ec B IMyCThIe JajIu

3a Bce U3BECTHBIE CKOIUIEHbS 3BE3]I,

I'ne Bpems 1 MaTepus npornanu,

Bt Xaoc nwmib, cyMOypHBIH 371a (hOPITOCT.
[HenTan Tam B Mpake BiacrenuH rpoMaaHblit
O cHax CBOMX, OCMBICJIUTh YTO HE MOT,
Bkpyr BuMch TBapy BHEIIHOCTH HECKJIQAHOM
B BopoHKax, 4To pazay 1yyei MoToK.

OHnM 1IscayIv IMKO TOJ, CKYJIEHbE
be3ymHoi1 (rieliThl B MEP3OCTHBIX KOTTSIX,
UbKx BOJIH OECIEIbHBIX TIIYNIOE CMEIIeHbe
3aKOH MPUBHOCUT BO BCEJIEHHBIX Mpax.
«[Tocnannuk s Ero», — MHe Oec ckazai

U Tymaka Bnagpike rpy6o gai.



XXIII. Mirage

I do not know if ever it existed —

That lost world floating dimly on Time’s stream —

And yet I see it often, violet-misted,

And shimmering at the back of some vague dream.

There were strange towers and curious lapping rivers,
Labyrinths of wonder, and low vaults of light,

And bough-crossed skies of flame, like that which quivers
Wistfully just before a winter’s night.

Great moors led off to sedgy shores unpeopled,
Where vast birds wheeled, while on a windswept hill
There was a village, ancient and white-steepled,
With evening chimes for which I listen still.

I do not know what land it is — or dare

Ask when or why I was, or will be, there.



XXIII. Mupazxk

A OBUI JIU OH, 5 CIIPAIIMBAI0 CHOBA —
3a0biThIl MUp, Upe3 Bpemst uTo ribiBeT —
Ho 4acro 3pio ero Bo mMre JMJI0BOH,

CHa cMYTHOTO MEPLAIOIIUI HAJIET.

Tam ObUH GalIHy, C IIECKOM CTPAaHHBIM PEKH,
JIMKOBUH JTAOMPHHT, TPOCTOP HeOec

U 1a 3aps, 4To OyauT B UeslOBEKe

[No Beuepam xenanue yymec.

Besmonnbiii Oper, 0CoKoi oOpamIieH,
I'ne BuMCh NITULIBL, @ HAJl HUM

JlepeBHs ¢ KOJIOKOJIbHEIO, Y€l 3BOH
BeuepHuii NaMATHIO MOEH X PaHUM.

He 3Haio, 4TO 3a Kpaii — cipocuTh O0I0CH,
Koraa Tam Obu1, Wb TOJIBKO OKAXKYCh.



XXIV. The Canal

Somewhere in dream there is an evil place
Where tall, deserted buildings crowd along

A deep, black, narrow channel, reeking strong
Of frightful things whence oily currents race.
Lanes with old walls half meeting overhead
Wind off to streets one may or may not know,
And feeble moonlight sheds a spectral glow
Over long rows of windows, dark and dead.

There are no footfalls, and the one soft sound

Is of the oily water as it glides

Under stone bridges, and along the sides

Of its deep flume, to some vague ocean bound.
None lives to tell when that stream washed away
Its dream-lost region from the world of clay.



XXIV. Kanaa

Ectb MecTO KyTKOE B HESICHOM CHE,
Tam okpy:KaioT 6e3 KUJIBIOB J0Ma
Kanan nypHo#, cmepasimuyii Kak ayma
OT Mep30CTH KaKoK-TO B ITyOWHE.
Tam niepeynku, Cy3uBIIHCH B BepXax,
Jlo ynuil BBIOTCS, YTO HA KapTax HeT,
JlyHa poHsieT nmpu3payHblii CBOM CBET
Ha oxHa MepTBbIE B KOCHIX psijiax.

[IaroB He CHBIIIHO TaM, 3BYYUT JIMIIb TUIECK
CKOJIB3SIIUX YEPHBIX MAC/ISIHUCTBIX BOJ —
TedeHbe MO MOCTAMU UX HECET

Jlo okeana, 3puM BN Ueii OJecK.
Heenomo, korjga yHec OTOK

W3 sBu ceit 3a0myammii B CHaX MAPOK.



XXYV. St. Toad’s

“Beware St. Toad’s cracked chimes!” I heard him scream
As I plunged into those mad lanes that wind

In labyrinths obscure and undefined

South of the river where old centuries dream.

He was a furtive figure, bent and ragged,

And in a flash had staggered out of sight,

So still I burrowed onward in the night

Toward where more roof-lines rose, malign and jagged.

No guide-book told of what was lurking here —

But now I heard another old man shriek:

“Beware St. Toad’s cracked chimes!” And growing weak,
I paused, when a third greybeard croaked in fear:
“Beware St. Toad’s cracked chimes!” Aghast, I fled —
Till suddenly that black spire loomed ahead.



XXYV. Cent-Toyx

«3M, 6eperuch, Cenr-Toya Tam 3BOHUT!» —
OH KpHKHYJI, JIMIIIb HBIPHYJI 51 BTOPOIISIX

B 6e3ymMHBIX yJIUI] JAOMPUHT BIIOTbMAx
Pekwu 10%Hei, T1€ APEBHOCTD B Ipe3ax CIIUT.
To ObUI CTApUK COrOESHHBIN, B PBaHb OJETHIMH,
B MruoBeHbe CKpbLICS OH U3 BUAY MPOYb,

W s nponoskul norpyxarbcsi B HOUb

Tyna, rae Kpbily 3yObsIMA BO3/IETHI.

B 4em yxac 3a€ech, HE CKa3aHO HUTAE —

Ho cHoBa s ycinbiian xyTKui 30B:

«beru or TpecHyBLIMX KOJIOKOJIOB!»

U tpetuii crapen KapkHy o Oeze:
«CeHT-TOy/ICKOTO 3BOHa Oeperuch!»

41 mo6exan — v MIHIb 3710i B3HECCS BBBIC.



XXVI. The Familiars

John Whateley lived about a mile from town,
Up where the hills begin to huddle thick;

We never thought his wits were very quick,
Seeing the way he let his farm run down.

He used to waste his time on some queer books
He’d found around the attic of his place,

Till funny lines got creased into his face,

And folks all said they didn’t like his looks.

When he began those night-howls we declared
He’d better be locked up away from harm,

So three men from the Aylesbury town farm
Went for him — but came back alone and scared.
They’d found him talking to two crouching things
That at their step flew off on great black wings.



XXVI. lomamiaue xyxu

Ot rpaga B MuJie [IkoH YaUTIu KW,

['ie HAYMHAIOT KYyYUThCS XOJIMBI;

Ero cMeTIMBBIM HE CUNTAIIN MBI,

[MockonbKy B Ipax oH (epMy pasopHI.
BrIBasIO, CyTKaMM Tak ¥ CUOUT

3a HaiiIeHHOW B MaHcap/ie CTONKON KHUTI' —
B urore cmMopimiicst 3a0aBHO JIMIK,

W Bcex moael myraTh €ro craji BU.

Korna  OH Hayas BbITh, PEIIMII HAIl CXOJL
Ero yneus B IICUXYIIKY, TOTOMY

SBuHCh Tpoe IMICOePCKUX K HEMY,

Bort To/1BKO HaNH AEpy OT BOPOT:
BecenoBas oH ¢ TBapsIMH JIBYMsl,

VYMuany Ko KpbUTbSIMH IIIyMSI.



XXVII. The Elder Pharos

From Leng, where rocky peaks climb bleak and bare
Under cold stars obscure to human sight,

There shoots at dusk a single beam of light

Whose far blue rays make shepherds whine in prayer.
They say (though none has been there) that it comes
Out of a pharos in a tower of stone,

Where the last Elder One lives on alone,

Talking to Chaos with the beat of drums.

The Thing, they whisper, wears a silken mask
Of yellow, whose queer folds appear to hide

A face not of this earth, though none dares ask
Just what those features are, which bulge inside.
Many, in man’s first youth, sought out that glow,
But what they found, no one will ever know.



XXVII. Masak Crapuiero

Or Jlenra, rae BepIIMHbI B3METEHBI

Jlo XJIaHbIX 3Be3[1, HEBUJHBIX HUKOMY,
Hecercs cBeta 1y4 CKBO3b MOy THMY,
Yeii G1eck MOJIbOOI BCTpEYaroT YabaHbl.
o ux pacckazam (He ObLIIM XOTb TaM),
W3 masgka Ha OalHe OH UIET,
INocnenuuit Crapimii rie OavH KUBET,
Cryya nocnanbsi Xaocy B TAMTaM.

U3 xénta menka macka Cyiecrsa,

U cknagku crpaHHble HA HeWl TasT
JIMK He3eMHOIi, HO CIIPOCUT KTO €/1Ba,
Uro y Hero 3a BbIJaBJICHHBIN CKJIA/.
Wckanu MHOTME MasTIHBIN CBET,

Ho 4ro Hamum — He JacT HUKTO OTBET.



XXVIII. Expectancy

I cannot tell why some things hold for me
A sense of unplumbed marvels to befall,
Or of a rift in the horizon’s wall

Opening to worlds where only gods can be.
There is a breathless, vague expectancy,
As of vast ancient pomps I half recall,

Or wild adventures, uncorporeal,
Ecstasy-fraught, and as a day-dream free.

It is in sunsets and strange city spires,

Old villages and woods and misty downs,

South winds, the sea, low hills, and lighted towns,
Old gardens, half-heard songs, and the moon’s fires.
But though its lure alone makes life worth living,
None gains or guesses what it hints at giving.



XXVIII. Oxnnanue

CrnocoOHBI BelM HeKKe BHYILUTh

Msue 4yBCTBO, OYATO TPSHYT Yyjeca,
Wb uto paszBep3HyTCs BIPYT HeOeca,
OTKpBIB MHpBHI, TJIe OOTH MOTYT OBITb.
Ectb oxunanbe, Bpa3 He OObSCHUTh —
Kak nbiimHocTH, B OBUIOM UTO HBIHE BCS,
Wb npukimioueHuil, B KOMX Tpe3 Kpaca,
A IyX B BOCTOpPre MUYHTCSI BO BCIO TIPBITb.

OHo B 3aKarax, B HIMWISIX TOPOJIOB,

B cenenbsix crapbix, B poiliax U XoaMax,
Bo MrimcThIX /110HaX, B TOPOACKUX OTHSIX,
B Herpomkux necHsix, B Maruu cajioB.

UM xoTb 3a Jniib OguH coONa3H )KUTh CTOUT,
He amuyT 3HaTh, HAMEK €ro 4To KpOoeT.



XXIX. Nostalgia

Once every year, in autumn’s wistful glow,

The birds fly out over an ocean waste,

Calling and chattering in a joyous haste

To reach some land their inner memories know.
Great terraced gardens where bright blossoms blow,
And lines of mangoes luscious to the taste,

And temple-groves with branches interlaced

Over cool paths — all these their vague dreams shew.

They search the sea for marks of their old shore —
For the tall city, white and turreted —

But only empty waters stretch ahead,

So that at last they turn away once more.

Yet sunken deep where alien polyps throng,

The old towers miss their lost, remembered song.



XXIX. Hocraanrus

Pa3 B roj, B mevajJbHbIX OCEHU OTHAX,
3a okeaHbI CTau IITHUII JIETAT,

B cuacmimBoii ciemnke mebeva Bpasnaj,
Uro6 okazarbCs B MaMSATHBIX Kpasix.
Bucsune cagpl B UyIHBIX 1IBETaX,

U manro cnankue, 3a psaaoMm ps,

W B poriax xpamoB BETBH LIEJECTAT
Hap tporkamu — Bce 3TO BUASAT B CHaxX.

B nonere uiyT JimHUM Operos

Ja B mmmsax rpajga 6e1oro yepTel —

Ho nuinb myctbie BoAbl Biepeau,

Tak 4TO MEHSIOT KypC OHU CBOM BHOBb.

A cpep OJIUIOB B ITyOMHE MOPCKOM
KayT necHp ux OarHu ApeBHUE C TOCKOM.



XXX. Background

I never can be tied to raw, new things,

For I first saw the light in an old town,

Where from my window huddled roofs sloped down

To a quaint harbour rich with visionings.

Streets with carved doorways where the sunset beams
Flooded old fanlights and small window-panes,

And Georgian steeples topped with gilded vanes —
These were the sights that shaped my childhood dreams.

Such treasures, left from times of cautious leaven,
Cannot but loose the hold of flimsier wraiths
That flit with shifting ways and muddled faiths
Across the changeless walls of earth and heaven.
They cut the moment’s thongs and leave me free
To stand alone before eternity.



XXX. UcTokn

He Hafo HoBoro MHe Gapaxjia —

Benpb cBer criepsa sIBUJI MHE CTapblid Ipaf,
Ot Moero okHa rj1e Kpblil KacKas
Cryckaiics B raBaHb — BUIaM HET YHCIIa.
W ynuupl, 3aKkata rae Jgyuu

OKoHIIa Kpacuiu J1Bepell pe3HbIX,

W mnuiu ¢ 61eckoM (hIIorepoB 3/1aThIX —
Bce 310 B AeTCTBE CHUJIOCH MHE B HOUM.

Ceii ky1a U3 cEpKaHHOW 3aKBACKH JIET
Tex nmpu3pakoB JOKYYHBIX TOHUT BOH,
CHYIOT 4TO C YeIyXoil CO BCEX CTOPOH
Mex HeOa 1 3eMii OECCMEHHBIX Cpel.
OHU MI'HOBEHBSI ITyThl PBYT HA MHE —
U BOT 51 ¢ BEUHOCTHIO HAaeMHE.



XXXI. The Dweller

It had been old when Babylon was new;

None knows how long it slept beneath that mound,
Where in the end our questing shovels found

Its granite blocks and brought it back to view.
There were vast pavements and foundation-walls,
And crumbling slabs and statues, carved to shew
Fantastic beings of some long ago

Past anything the world of man recalls.

And then we saw those stone steps leading down
Through a choked gate of graven dolomite

To some black haven of eternal night

Where elder signs and primal secrets frown.

We cleared a path — but raced in mad retreat
When from below we heard those clumping feet.



XXXI. ZKurteuan

OH crap 6b1, BaBrIOH KOTIa OBLT HOB;
To TaiiHa, CKOJIBKO CHaJI OH IO XOJIMOM,
Ero rpanut rie Mbl ¢ OOJIBIIIAM TPYIOM
OTpbUIM U SBUJIU MUDPY BHOBb.

Tam ObUIM OCHOBaHbsI KpErocTe

W craryn, B KOTOpPBIX OTpakeH

Buj panTactuyeckux cymecTB BpeMeH,
YTo He OCTAJINCh B TIAMSATH JIIOJIEH.

A T110cTIe MBI HalTUIY CTYTIeHEeH psijl,
BHu3 Beammx upe3 purypHsle Bpata
B nokowu, B KOMX HOYb LIAPUT BCer/a,
W 3naku Crapimx XOJIOAHO IIISIAT.
MBbI BHYTPb BOIIUIH, U yKac HAC OOBSUIL:
Tam B HefIpax KTO-TO TSDKEJO CTYTAJl.



XXXII. Alienation

His solid flesh had never been away,

For each dawn found him in his usual place,

But every night his spirit loved to race

Through gulfs and worlds remote from common day.
He had seen Yaddith, yet retained his mind,

And come back safely from the Ghooric zone,
When one still night across curved space was thrown
That beckoning piping from the voids behind.

He waked that morning as an older man,

And nothing since has looked the same to him.
Objects around float nebulous and dim —
False, phantom trifles of some vaster plan.

His folk and friends are now an alien throng
To which he struggles vainly to belong.



XXXII. OTuy:xneHue

He yxoaui oH mII0ThIO HUKOT/A,

Paccser ero B nmocresiu 3acraBad,

Ho exeHoIHo 1yx ero jeran

K mupawm, rie HeT 3eMHOro HU Clefia.

On Manaur 3pen, He TPOHYBIIMCH YMOM,

U B I'ypckoit 00acTv He BCTPETHI CMEpPTh,
Bupyr ieiits! 30B BCeJIeHHOI KpyroBepTh
[Tpon3un u3 6e31H B 63MOJIBUM HOYHOM.

OH OyaTO mocTaper ¢ TeX caMbIX Mop,

W Bupntca eMy Bech MUP UHBIM.

Bokpyr npeaMeTsl m1aBaioT, YTo AbM —
Jlus r1aHa Gosblero (haHTOMHBIHN B310D.
CeMmbs, Ipy3bsi €My TeNepb UyKAbl,

He MoxeT ObITh OH YaCThiO X CPEJIbl.



XXXIII. Harbour Whistles

Over old roofs and past decaying spires

The harbour whistles chant all through the night;
Throats from strange ports, and beaches far and white,
And fabulous oceans, ranged in motley choirs.

Each to the other alien and unknown,

Yet all, by some obscurely focussed force

From brooding gulfs beyond the Zodiac’s course,
Fused into one mysterious cosmic drone.

Through shadowy dreams they send a marching line
Of still more shadowy shapes and hints and views;
Echoes from outer voids, and subtle clues

To things which they themselves cannot define.
And always in that chorus, faintly blent,

We catch some notes no earth-ship ever sent.



XXXIII. ITopToBbI€ IyaKH

Han kpeiinamu, oqHa apyroit crapei,
Bcio HOUb 3ByUMT U3 MOPTA NIECHD T'Y/IKOB;
B ToM xope rosnoca cepix Operos,

UyKKX MPUYAIIOB, CKA30YHBIX MOPEN.
XOTb KaXObli C OCTAJIbHBIMUA HE3HAKOM,
Ho o BJIMAHbEM HABCIACHHBIX CHUJI

W3 xmMypbIx 6e31H, 4TO 3001aK COKPBLI,
Cnunuce Bee B Tyjie KOCMOCa OIHOM.

TymMaHOM CHOB OHU ITyCKalOT CTPOM
HesicHpix ¢hopM, HaMEKOB U KapTuH,
OT3By4uii MyCTOTHI BOBHE, IPUYUH
Bereit, camyM 4TO HEe IOCTUYb MTOPOU.
W B 3TOM XOp€ CIBIIIMM MBI BCeraa

Te 3ByKH, 4TO HE LIUTIOT ¢ 3eMJIM CyJa.



XXXIV. Recapture

The way led down a dark, half-wooded heath

Where moss-grey boulders humped above the mould,
And curious drops, disquieting and cold,

Sprayed up from unseen streams in gulfs beneath.
There was no wind, nor any trace of sound

In puzzling shrub, or alien-featured tree,

Nor any view before — till suddenly,

Straight in my path, I saw a monstrous mound.

Half to the sky those steep sides loomed upspread,
Rank-grassed, and cluttered by a crumbling flight

Of lava stairs that scaled the fear-topped height

In steps too vast for any human tread.

I shrieked — and knew what primal star and year

Had sucked me back from man’s dream-transient sphere!



XXXIV. Ilonmka

Ilo mpauHoO#1 ycTo1M Tpora Bena,

I'ne B cepoM MXy Jiexaiv BalyHbl,

W OpbI3ry, CTONb TPEBOKHBI, XOJIOAHBI,

W3 Bop B3MeTasnch, 6e3/IHa UTo THaJIA.

CTux BeTep, He IOHOCHJICS OOJIbIIE 3BYK

Ot npeBa 4yxa0il OpMbI U KYCTOB,

W 1yT, nei3ax myCTbIHHBINA PacKOJIOB,

ITpen MHOI MOAHSAJICA XOJIM OPOMHBIN BAPYT.

BsHecnuck Te CKIIOHBI KPYTO K HeOecam,
[To HUM cTyTnieHb OOJIOMKH Cpe/ib TPaBbl
B36upanuchk 10 myrarolei riassl,
Pa3zmepoMm He 1oz crarh JIIOICKUM IIaram.
V3Hai g B cTpaxe Tofi ¥ CBET 3Be3/Ib,
MeHs BepHYBIIIUE C 3eMHOM TINETHI !



XXXYV. Evening Star

I saw it from that hidden, silent place

Where the old wood half shuts the meadow in.
It shone through all the sunset’s glories — thin
At first, but with a slowly brightening face.
Night came, and that lone beacon, amber-hued,
Beat on my sight as never it did of old;

The evening star — but grown a thousandfold
More haunting in this hush and solitude.

It traced strange pictures on the quivering air —
Half-memories that had always filled my eyes —
Vast towers and gardens; curious seas and skies
Of some dim life — I never could tell where.

But now I knew that through the cosmic dome
Those rays were calling from my far, lost home.



XXXYV. Beuepusis 3Be31a

4l B TaliHOM MecTe Ha Hee B3UpaJ,

['ne nyr yKpbuics: B BEKOBOM JIECY.

Omna cBepkaJia CKBO3b 3apH Kpacy,

Korma Bcio cuy Gnieck ee HaGpaJ.

B HOuM Masik ceii BeTa sTHTapst

Kak HuMKOrma B OIJIOM MEHS MOTPSIC;
Bcex 3Be3/1 cBETUIT OH sIpUe B COTHIO pas,
B tumm cunbHee 3a gyrry Oepsi.

SIBnsnvch B BO3MyXe KapTHUHBI Te,

CTOs1)I1 YTO BCETlla B MOMX IJla3ax —

Cagpl 1 OarHy, AUBa B HeOecax

Hescaon xu3Hu — 1 He Benal, Iae.

Ho Bapyr s moHsT: Yepe3 3Be3/IHbINA CBOIT

B sydax Tex oM 3a0bITHIN BECTh MHE ITUIET.



XXXVI. Continuity

There is in certain ancient things a trace

Of some dim essence — more than form or weight;
A tenuous aether, indeterminate,

Yet linked with all the laws of time and space.

A faint, veiled sign of continuities

That outward eyes can never quite descry;

Of locked dimensions harbouring years gone by,
And out of reach except for hidden keys.

It moves me most when slanting sunbeams glow
On old farm buildings set against a hill,

And paint with life the shapes which linger still
From centuries less a dream than this we know.
In that strange light I feel I am not far

From the fixt mass whose sides the ages are.



XXXVI. HenpepbIBHOCTD

B Bemax cTapuHHBIX Clie]] IOpoy SIBJIEH
Heschoii cytu — 6oee, 4eM Bec;

Ddup TOHYANIINIA, CJIOBHO U3 Hebec,

Ho ¢ BpemeHeM, mpoCTpaHCTBOM CBSI3aH OH.
3HaK HENMpPEepbIBHOCTHU CTONb TYCKJI, PA3MBIT,
Yro Bech He OOHAPYKUTh HUKOTIA;

B Hewm 3anepTsl MUHYBIILIHE TO/1a,

Kiouom Juiins TalHBIM MOKET ObITh OTKPHIT.

OH TporaeT MeHsl, Korja 3akar

[Tbinaer B crappix pepmax Mo XoJIMom
U 06passl KUBUT, YTO MEHBILIUM CHOM,
UeM BUIHO HaM, 310X SIPMO BJiayar.

41 BepIo B CTpaHHOM CBeTe TOM: OJIM3Ka
Ko MHe TBeprpIHSI, IpaHy YbH BEKa.



Poemata Minora, Volume II /
Manenbkue cTuxorBopenusi, Tom 11

To The Gods, Heroes, & Ideals Of The ANCIENTS
This Volume is Affectionately DEDICATED By A
GREAT ADMIRER.

I submit to the publik these idle lines, hoping they will
please. They form a sort of series, with my Odyssey, lliad,
Aeneid, and the like.

Hannvi  mom ¢ oodosvio  TTOCBALJAETCA
APBIM TNTOKJIOHHHKOM bozam, 'eposim u Hoearam
JPEBHUX

Ipeocmasnsiio nyonuke cuu npasoHvlie CMPOKU C
Ha0excoot, umo oHu eii nowpagsmces. Buecme ¢ moumu
«Qoucceeii», «Mauadoi», «Heudoi» u npouumu OHu
00pasyom Ymo-mo 8pooe UUKAQ.

Ode to Selene or Diana

Immortal Moon, in maiden splendour shine.
Dispense thy beams, divine Latona’s child.
Thy silver rays all grosser things define,



And hide harsh truth in sweet illusion mild.

In thy soft light, the city of unrest

That stands so squalid in thy brother’s glare
Throws off its habit, and in silence blest
Becomes a vision, sparkling bright and fair.

The modern world, with all its care & pain,
The smoky streets, the hideous clanging mills,
Face ‘neath thy beams, Selene, and again

We dream as shepherds on Chaldeea’s hills.

Take heed, Diana, of my humble plea.
Convey me where my happiness may last —
Draw me against the tide of time’s rough sea,
And let my spirit rest amid the past.



Opna CeJgiene, niin /lnane

JlyHa, cusiii ke B J€BCTBEHHOM BEJIMYbE.
Jlyuucs, quts Jlamorvt HE3EMHOIA.

B cBety TBOEM Bellel KpyIHei 00Iube,
CypoBOCTb TTpaB/ibl CKPbITa MSTKON MIOH.

Korga cepkaelib, ropos cyeT/IuBbIi,

UYro B Griecke Opara TBoero yoor,

CBoii HpaB MEHSET, U B TUIIIY CUYACTIUBOM
Bnucraer kak BUjieHbE, YUCT U CTPOT.

Muip HOBBIH, OOJIb TJIe CKpbLIa OJIaroaaTh,
I'ne mym 3aBooB, A2 B IpIMY aJUIEH,
I'iisigur B 104, Cenera, M OISTH
Meurtaem MBI, Kak nacTyxu B Xa.oee.

/Jluana, BHEMJIN MOEMY TIPOLLIEHBIO.
Tyna Hecu, Moe rjie cu4acTbe ecTb —
Hanepekop BOJH BpeMeHU TEYEHbIO,
IMoxkoit gy B ObUIOM Aaii MHE OOpECTb.



To the Old Pagan Religion

Olympian Gods! How can I let ye go

And pin my faith to this new Christian creed?
Can I resign the deities I know

For him who on a cross for man did bleed?

How in my weakness can my hopes depend

On one lone God, though mighty be his pow’r?
Why can Jove’s host no more assistance lend,

To soothe my pains, and cheer my troubled hour?

Are there no Dryads on these wooded mounts
O’er which I oft in desolation roam?

Are there no Naiads in these crystal founts?
Nor Nereids upon the ocean foam?

Fast spreads the new; the older faith declines.
The name of Christ resounds upon the air.
But my wrack’d soul in solitude repines

And gives the Gods their last-received pray’r.



JIpeBHEN A3bIYECKON PeJIUruu

Osmumna boru! Bac mory Jib yrpatuth
W npurso3autecs k Bepe Bo Xpucma?
Mory b ipeaTh CBOUX OOroB s paau
Tepriesiiero MmydeHust Kpecra?

U kak xe B c1abOCTU MHE YIOBAaTh
Ha Bora ogHoro, myctb OH BeIMK?
VY:xenp MHE He IOMOXKET 3egca paTb
B crpaganusax Moux U B rpycTd MUT?

HeyxTo HeT qpuajt B XOJIMax JIECHCThIX,
['ne vacto s1 6poxy coBcem onuH?

U Her Hasi B MICTOYHUKAX CHX YHUCTHIX ?
U Hepew cpeai MOPCKUX TIIyOHH?

Ho HukHeT Bepa IpeBHOCTH Tpe]] HOBOH.
Xpucmoso Mst BO3ILyX COTpsICaeT.

Most *k Jy1ia ¢ paciiaTaHHOW OCHOBOA,
Boros B Monb0e mocieiHeli Mpu3bIBaeT.



On the Ruin of Rome

Low dost thou lie, O Rome, neath the foot of the Teuton
Slaves are thy men, and bent to the will of thy conqueror:
Whither hath gone, great city, the race

that gave law to all nations,
Subdu’d the east and the west,

and made them bow down to thy consuls.
Knew not defeat, but gave it to all who attack’d thee?

Dead! and replac’d by these wretches
who cower in confusion
Dead! They who gave us this empire to guard and to live in
Rome, thou didst fall from thy pow’r
with the proud race that made thee,
And we, base Iralians, enjoy’d
what we could not have builded.



Ha pazBasmnax Puma

Huzko nexuiib, o Pum, IO IISTOIO MesmoHa
B pabcTBe MyXu TBOU, UTYT 3aXBaTUYMKA BOJIO:
lopon Benmkuii, miems rje To,

YTO HAPOJIBI TIOBEPIIO,
3araj ¢ BOCTOKOM

Trpe]] KOHCYJIaMy TBOUMU CKJIOHUB?
Hermno06enuMeIii, caajacsa Thl BCEM HallagaBIIyM ?

MeptB! i OTOPOCH! KaJTKUE
BMeECTO TeOs
MeptB! TOT HapOJ, YTO UMIIEPUIO AT HAM
Pum, THI BCe xk mail,
C TOP/IBIM TIJIEMEHEM, TeOs1 COTBOPHBIIIHIM,
A MBI, umanvsuKu, BIaJeeM Tem,
Yero HeI0OCTOUHBI.



To Pan

Seated in a woodland glen
By a shallow stream

Once I fell a-musing, when
I was Iull’d into a dream.

From the brook a shape arose
Half a man and half a goat.
Hoofs it had instead of toes
And a beard adorn’d its throat.

On a set of rustic reeds

Sweetly play’d this hybrid man
Naught car’d I for earthly needs,
For I knew that this was Pan.

Nymphs and Satyrs gather’d round
To enjoy the lively sound.

All too soon I woke in pain
And return’d to haunts of men.
But in rural vales I’d fain

Live and hear Pan’s pipes again.



K Ilany

Pa3 B gonune s necHoi,
Pyueek raoe mpoberau,
Hacnaxnancs rpe3 urpou
N tuxoHbKO 3ampemMan.

Bonp! pazom orcrynunm,
Yest0BEK-KO3€J BO3HUK.
Bmecto HoOr KombiTa ObLIH,
Bopomoii ykpariieH Juk.

Ha cunenne on npocrom
Cnanko Tpesu BbIBOJUII,
$1 3a0bL1 O BCEM 3EMHOM —
U160 3121, yto [lan 1O ObLI.

Bkpyr catupbl, HUM(BbI BCTaJIH,
IlecHam pafiocTHO BHUMAIIN.

[TpoOynsck OT cka3ku cei,
S1 BepHyJCs B OBIT JIIOZIEH.
Jlyume 6 Kui s cpenp Mmosei,
Buemis 3Bykam [lana dneidr.



On the Vanity of Human Ambition

Apollo, chasing Daphne, gain’d his prize

But lo! she turn’d to wood before his eyes.
More modern swains at golden prizes aim,
And ever strive some worldly thing to claim.
Yet ‘tis the same as in Apollo’s case,

For, once attain’d, the purest gold seems base.
All that men seek ‘s unworthy of the quest,
Yet seek they will, and never pause for rest.
True bliss, methinks, a man can only find

In virtuous life, & cultivated mind.



Ha TmeTHOCTB
YeJ0BeYeCKNX CTPeMJIeHUH

Tousuicst Anoanon 3a Jagproi 3psi:
CxBaTwj1 — B pyKax JIMIIb JIepeBa Kopa.
U HplHYE METAT MACTYIIKK Ha 3J1aTo,
WM Bemw cyeTHOU JOOUThCS HAMIO.

Ho Anoanona ciyyail o Kak pas:
Coxkposuiiie 1I00bIB, B HEM BUISAT I'PsI3b.
Yro oM UIYT, TOUCKOB HE CTOUT —
OnHaKO UX HUYTO HE YCIIOKOUT.

A WCTHHHOE cYacTbe, MHUTCSI MHE,

B Ge3rpenHocTi ¥ pa3BUTOM yMe.



[To His Mother on Thanksgiving]

Dear Mother: —

If, as you start toward Lillie’s festive spread,
You find me snoring loudly in my bed,
Awake me not, for I would fain repose,
And thro’ the day in quiet slumbers doze.
But lest I starve, for lack of food to eat,
Leave here a dish of Quaker Puffed Wheat,
Or breakfast biscuit, which, it matters not,
To break my fast when out of bed I've got.
And if to supper you perchance should stay,
Thus to complete a glorious festive day,
Announce the fact to me by Telephone,
That whilst you eat, I may prepare my own.



[Matepu Ha /lenb 0aaromapeHusi|

Hoporas mama —

Koraa Ha npa3zanuk k JIMyum Tel moviaenis,
XpansimyM rpoMKO KOJIb MEHsI Haii/Iellib,

To ne Oyau, TOKOM Tak Hy’KEH MHE,

Xody nmpocrnarb BeCh I€Hb BO CJIA/IKOM CHE.
UYrob ¢ ronomy He ymep s TOKy/a,

[MToctaBb MHE 371€Ch MIIEHUYHBIX XJIONbEB OO0
Wb ¢ 3aBTpaka ocTajsoch YTo MeYeHbe —

Uem mocT rpepBarh BClel CHA, MHE HET 3HAYEHbS.
A ecnu yKuHaTh TaMm OyZelllb BIpPYT,

Becesbiii Tak 4TOO 3aBEPUIMTH JOCYT,

O cem 1o TenedoHy u3BecT —

$l mpuUroTOBIIIO cam, TIOKa eIllb ThI.



The End of the Jackson War

Indulgent sir, pray spare an inch or two,

And print the carping critics’ joint adieu.

So long it is since we began the fray

That readers swear we’ve filched your Log away!
Forgive, we beg, the sinners that presume

To fill with venomed verse such precious room.
Inflamed by war, and in a martial rage,

We held a while the centre of the stage

Till, blinded by each other’s furious fire,

We battled on, forgetting to retire.

But fiercest feuds draw sometimes to their ends,
And ancient foemen live to meet as friends:

So do we now, conjoin’d in lasting peace,

Lay down our pens, and mutual slander cease.
What sound is this? ‘Tis but a joyous yell

From thankful thousands, as we say farewell.



KoHen 1:keKCOHOBCKOM BONHBI

O cap, nocTaHeT JroiMa A1 U3/1aHbs

OT KpPUTHUKOB COBMECTHOTO TPOIIAHbSI.
JIaBHO CBOIO MBI CCOPY pa3BsI3aly,
KnsnyT yx Hac, uto Bam «KypHan» ykpaiu!
[Tpoctute, MONMM, HaIlIK BCE FPEXU —
B cokpoBuIIHMILY € S0M ClaTh CTUXU.
HewucroBoii 3axBaueHsl 60pb00¥,
VaepxuBanm clieHy 3a CoO0H,

W sipoCcTHBIM OTHEM OCJIeTUIEHBI,

3a0bIB 00 OT/IbIXE, CPAKAIVCh MBI.
Cruxaer spocThb pacipeil UHor/a,
Jpy3bsiMU CXOISATCS Bparu TOra:

Bor Tak ¥ MBI, MUp ITPOYHBINA 3aKJIIOYUM,
OT105%KKMM TIepbsi, pPyraHb PEKPaTHM.

Ho yto 3a mrym? 3By4uT TO JIMKOBaHbE
OT ThICSIY GJIATOAAPHBIX 32 TPOIIAHBE.



The Teuton’s Battle-Song

Ommnis erat vulnus unda
Terra rubefacta calido
Frendebat gladius in loricas
Gladius fludebat clypeus...
Non retrocedat vir a viro
Hoc fuit viri fortis nobilitas diu...
Laetus cerevisiam cum Asis
In summa sede bibam
Vitae clapsae sunt horae
Ridens moriar.

Regner Lodbrog

The mighty Woden laughs upon his throne,
And once more claims his children for his own.
The voice of Thor resounds again on high,
While arm’d Valkyries ride from out the sky:
The Gods of Asgard all their pow’rs release

To rouse the dullard from his dream of peace.
Awake! ye hypocrites, and deign to scan

The actions of your “brotherhood of Man”.
Could your shrill pipings in the race impair
The warlike impulse put by Nature there?
Where now the gentle maxims of the school,
The cant of preachers, and the Golden Rule?
What feeble word or doctrine now can stay
The tribe whose fathers own’d Valhalla’s sway?



Too long restrain’d, the bloody tempest breaks,
And Midgard ‘neath the tread of warriors shakes.
On to thy death, Berserker bold! and try

In acts of Godlike bravery to die!

Who cares to find the heaven of the priest,
When only warriors can with Woden feast?

The flesh of Schrimnir, and the cup of mead,
Are but for him who falls in martial deed:

Yon luckless boor, that passive meets his end,
May never in Valhalla’s court contend.

Slay, brothers, slay! and bathe in crimson gore;
Let Thor, triumphant, view the sport once more!
All other thoughts are fading in the mist,

But to attack, or if attack’d, resist.

List, great Alfadur, to the clash of steel;

How like a man does each brave swordsman feel!
The cries of pain, the roars of rampant rage,

In one vast symphony our ears engage.

Strike! Strike him down! whoever bars the way;
Let each kill many ere he die today!

Ride o’er the weak; accomplish what ye can;

The Gods are kindest to the strongest man!

Why should we fear? What greater joy than this?
Asgard alone could give us sweeter bliss!

My strength is waning; dimly can I see

The helmeted Valkyries close to me.

Ten more I slay! How strange the thought of fear,
With Woden’s mounted messengers so near!

The darkness comes; I feel my spirit rise;



A kind Valkyrie bears me to the skies.

With conscience clear, I quit the earth below,
The boundless joys of Woden’s halls to know.
The grove of Glasir soon shall I behold,

And on Valhalla’s tablets be enroll’d:

There to remain, till Heindall’s horn shall sound,
And Ragnarok enclose creation round;

And Bifrost break beneath bold Surtur’s horde,
And Gods and men fall dead beneath the sword;
When sun shall die, and sea devour the land,
And stars descend, and naught but Chaos stand.
Then shall Alfadur make his realm anew,

And Gods and men with purer life indue.

In that blest country shall Abundance reign,
Nor shall one vice or woe of earth remain.
Then, not before, shall men their battles cease,
And live at last in universal peace.

Thro’ cloudless heavens shall the eagle soar,
And happiness prevail for evermore.



TeBTOHCKAA 00€eBas MEeCHb

Kaxcoas pana nomoxom
Bemaro bazpuna menavim GUHOM
Meu 36enen o namwi
Meu kpowun wumeot. ..
Boun ¢ 6ounom cownuce
Ceii 60un xpabpwlii crager 0agHo. ..
Paodocmmuii, 6pazy u3z 3emau A3uiickori,
Bocces na eepuunie, st 6oinoio.
2KusHnu yckoavzarom uacwl.
Cuerouguiicst, ympy.

Peznep Jlooopoz

Ha tpone B cmexe BoraH-BceiepKUTEND
C3bIBacT OTIPHICKOB K ceOe B OOUTEb.
Packatsl Topa BHOBb B BBICH I'PEMHIT,
Basibkupui ¢ opykuem JeTar:

Bce cubt rpo3HbIX Acrapia 6oros

Tynui mpoOyAsiT OT X MUPHBIX CHOB.
IIpocHuTECH M U3BOJIBTE K€, XaHKH,

V3pertb ena 06 «o0IemM OpaTcTBe» JIKH.
Mor 3ariyiuTh 1 B pace BU3T Balll YBAHHbIN
BouHcTBeHHbII OPBIB, [Iprponoii faHHbI?
['ne x noOpeHbKre MAKCUMBI JIsI IIIKOJT

U 3onotoe [pasuiio ot 3017

Kakum npusbiBoM kajkuMm Bbl O cepikaim
To nnemst, 4bux OTLOB B Baybxasuty Opamm?



Crymaetcs KpoBaBoii Oypu Mpax,

W Muparapa coTpsicaet Mapiiia Iiar.

Ce0s TBI CMepTHIO, Oepcepk, odarpu!

B GoxecTBeHHOM OeccTpaliiu ympH!

Koro 3abotaT Hebeca cBATOLI,

Ko Boun s Ha Borana nup Bxox?

N mnote CaxpuMHuMpa, U yaiia Mega

J171s1 OBIOIIMXCS 10 CMEPTHOTO UCXOMa:
TpycnuBoii cMepTH CHECILIEMY M030p
BoBeku He BeTynuTh B Banbxasuiel ABOP.
Hecure x cmepts! OMOET IycTh Bac KpOBb,
Jlukys, Top y3puT 0XOTy BHOBB!

OpHa JIUIIb MBICIIb SICHA — aTaKOBATh,

Korb aTtakoBaH — Tak He OTCTYIaTh.
Yeniib, Anbdenp, yaapsl ¢ 60iHH,

Kak uyBcTBYeT ce0s1 MyKUMHOI BOUH !

PeB sipoctu cBupernoii, 601u riac
CnuBatorcsi B cMM(POHUIO IJ1s HaC.

Pazu! — ko He BcTaBas Obl Ha I0pOTe;

[Ipen cmepThio yCTh 3apexkeT Kax iblid MHOTHX !
Han cnaGpiv Oyib; 4TO MOXKEIIb, TO UCTIOTHA —
K cunpHeiinmm Boru Tobko 0J1arocKJIOHHb! !
Bositbes1? C yeM Takoil BOCTOpr CpaBHUM?
Hac ocuactnuButh Acrapa Mor oauH!

Ho Tatot cuitbl, cMyTHO BUKY A,

Basibkupun yx OKOJIO MEHsI.

Vo6un eme necarok! Uyx MHe cTpax —
CoBceMm Besib psAAOM JIEBBI HA KOHSIX !

Bor nana tema, 1 AyX ocTaBUI TENO,



Basibkupusi co MHOIO BBBHICH B3JIeTelIa.

YucT coBecThio, S IOKUIAI0 MUP,

V3Harp uTt00 BoTana Becesnbiii nivp.

VYBuky Bckope poiu [acup ayno

U 3aneceH B Basjbxauibl ciucku Oyjy:

Tam *kpath, Korga 3aayer XeliMaauib B por,
3aMKHeT KOJIbIIO0 TBOPEHbsI ParHapék,
Bupect pazpymmr Cyprypa opna,

Borog, moneit noxHeT Meya crpaja,
Wcuesner conHile, MOpe CyIIlb COXPET,
[oracHyT 3Be3/pbI, Xa0C CHU3OMIET.

3areM Aibdenip co31acT CBOW MUp 110 HOBOH,
Boros, ionei ¢ YMCTENINEID OCHOBOM.
[Tpuner crpana 6naxeHnass OOMIb,

He Oyziet B Heli MOPOKOB U HACKJIbSL.
OcCTaBsIT JIIOAM JIMIIIL TOTJA CPaKeHbs],
[Nokoli OXBaTUT rpaHU BCE TBOPEHBSI.

A B sicHOM HeOe BOCIIapuT Operl,

W cuacthe HaBcerga 3aiiMeT MpPecTo.



On Receiving a Picture of Swans

With pensive grace the melancholy Swan

Mourns o’er the tomb of luckless Phaéton;

On grassy banks the weeping poplars wave,

And guard with tender care the wat’ry grave.
Would that I might, should I too proudly claim
An Heav'nly parent, or a Godlike fame,

When flown too high, and dash’d to depths below,
Receive such tribute as a Cygnus’ woe!

The faithful bird, that dumbly floats along,

Sighs all the deeper for his want of song.



Ha noJsyuyeHune OTKPBITKH C J1e0easaMu

[Mevanbueiil Jlebeap ¢ rpanueil yHbUION
Cxop6ut Haj (ha3TOHOBOW MOTHIION;

B cre3ax kavaiot TOIOIS IMCTBOM,

Morusbl BoHON OeperyT IOKOH.

S 6 mor, Bo3maTh IpOCUsI Obl BEJTUIABO
HeGecHbIM pojioM Wit 00Kbe CIIaBOM,
Koraa, moqHsBIIKCH BBBICH U NaB B ITTyOHHBI,
O6pen B Harpay 6 TuIay JIUIIb JieOeJUHBI!
A BepHbIi JieOe/lb MOJTIa MPOIUIBIBAET,

B Tocke 1o niecHe riyOxe Bce B3[bIXAET.



Temperance Song
[Tune: “The Bonnie Blue Flag’’]

1. We are a band of brothers

Who fight the demon Rum,

With all our strength until at length
A better time shall come.

(Chorus)

Hurrah! Hurrah! for Temperance, Hurrah!
“Tis sweet to think that deadly drink

Some day no more shall mar!

2. We'll drive from off our table,

We'll drive from out our gate

The gross offence that clouds our sense,
And leads to dismal Fate.

3. We'll stop the bloated brewer,
We'll close the foul saloon,

We’ll teach the land to understand
How mighty is our boon.

4. If aught our progress hinder,
Or check our upward course,
We'll scorn the hand that threats our stand



And strive with double force.

5. And when at last we triumph;

When whiskey fades from view;

The drunkard slave no more shall crave,
But join our legions, too!



IlecHb Tpe3BOCTH

Ha menoouro «Ilpexpacrozo Cunezo ®@naza»

1.
1.
1.
1.

OTpsin MBI OpaTheB CTOMKUIA,
Mpe1 ObeMcst ¢ PoMoM 3716IM
N B crity BCIO UIEM KO JHIO,
Hacraner 4uro Onarum.

Ipunes:

Vpa! VYpa! U Tpessoctu ypa!
S BepuTh paj, 4TO COMPTA ]I
Vidger ¢ mytu noopa!

p— (D = )

—_

. MBI ckuHeM co crona,

. Isronnm 3a nmopor

. I'pexa TOT BU, YTO yM MyTUT
. /I )x3HU KOCUT CPOK.

. 3aKpoeM NMBOBapHU

. W kaxapIit Mep3kui 6ap,

. IloiimyT TOrJa, U HaBCer/a,
. OrpomeH Kak Hai fap.

. Memarp Ham BApyr uTO OyZeT,
. VInb coepXUT Hall NOAbEM,
. IIpe3pum MbI TO, TPO3UT HAM YTO,



1. U cHOBa B 00 moMIeM.

5. Korpa x mpuner nodena,

1. 1 cruHeT BUCKU BOH,

1. Ipomoiina-pad He OyzaeT cnad,
1. B Ham BCTyNuUT JIETHOH !



The Poe-et’s Nightmare

A Fable

Luxus tumultus semper causa est.

Lucullus Languish, student of the skies,

And connoisseur of rarebits and mince pies,

A bard by choice, a grocer’s clerk by trade,
(Grown pessimist through honours long delay’d)
A secret yearning bore, that he might shine

In breathing numbers, and in song divine.

Each day his fountain pen was wont to drop

An ode or dirge or two about the shop,

Yet naught could strike the chord within his heart
That throbb’d for poesy, and cry’d for art.

Each eve he sought his bashful Muse to wake
With overdoses of ice cream and cake,

But though th’ ambitious youth a dreamer grew,
Th’ Aonian Nymph delcin’d to come to view.
Sometimes at dusk he scour’d the heav’ns afar
Searching for raptures in the evening star;

One night he strove to catch a tale untold

In crystal deeps — but only caught a cold.

So pin’d Lucullus with his lofty woe,



Till one drear day he bought a set of Poe:
Charm’d with the cheerful horrors there display’d,
He vow’d with gloom to woo the Heav’nly Maid.
Of Auber’s Tarn and Yaanek’s slope he dreams,
And weaves an hundred Ravens in his schemes.
Not far from our young hero’s peaceful home,
Lies the fair grove wherein he loves to roam.
Tho’ but a stunted copse in vacant lot,

He dubs it Tempe, and adores the spot;

When shallow puddles dot the wooded plain,
And brim o’er muddy banks with muddy rain,
He calls them limpid lakes or poison pools,
(Depending on which bard his fancy rules).

“Tis here he comes with Heliconian fire

On Sundays when he smites the Attic lyre;

And here one afternoon he brought his gloom,
Resolv’d to chant a poet’s lay of doom.

Roget’s Thesaurus, and a book of rhymes,
Provide the rungs whereon his spirit climbs:
With this grave retinue he trod the grove

And pray’d the Fauns he might a Poe-et prove.
But sad to tell, ere Pegasus flew high,

The not unrelish’d supper hour drew nigh;

Our tuneful swain th’ imperious call attends,
And soon above the groaning table bends.
Though it were too prosaic to relate

Th’ exact particulars of what he ate,

(Such long-drawn lists the hasty reader skips,
Like Homer’s well-known catalogue of ships)



This much we swear: that as adjournment near’d,
A monstrous lot of cake had disappear’d!

Soon to his chamber the young bard repairs,

And courts soft Somnus with sweet Lydian airs;
Thro’ open casement scans the star-strown deep,
And ‘neath Orion’s beams sinks off to sleep.

Now start from airy dell the elfin train

That dance each midnight o’er the sleeping plain,
To bless the just, or cast a warning spell

On those who dine not wisely, but too well.

First Deacon Smith they plague, whose nasal glow
Comes from what Holmes hath call’d “Elixir Pro”;
Group’d round the couch his visage they deride,
Whilst through his dreams unnumber’d serpents glide.
Next troop the little folk into the room

Where snore our young Endymion, swath’d in gloom:
A smile lights up his boyish face, whilst he
Dreams of the moon — or what he ate at tea.

The chieftain elf th’ unconscious youth surveys,
And on his form a strange enchantment lays:
Those lips, that lately trill’d with frosted cake,
Uneasy sounds in slumbrous fashion make;

At length their owner’s fancies they rehearse,

And lisp this awesome Poe-em in blank verse:



HeoObL1uma

YpesmepHocmo 8paz NOKOSE HEUBMEHHO.

Jlykyst, uro JISHrBHII, aCTPOHOM-TIOOUTETH
I'peHKOB M cnagKuUX MUPOKKOB LIEHUTEND,
Hymoro Gapr, 3aHATEM — ITPOJABELl,
(YHBIHBSI TIOJIOH: CJIAaBHI T K BEHell?)
JKenanbe TaiiHOE MMeI: OJIUCTATH
7KMBBIM CTHXOM U TIECHEIO BEIIATh.

Iepo  cTpOUMIIO €KEJHEBHO C XOAY

O naBKke MaHUXUAY UK OLy:

VBB, HE OJTHUIOCh BBICOKMM YyBCTBOM
[Moata cepatie, GUIOCH YTO UCKYCCTBOM.
B3biBas OH K My3¢e poOKO#l BeuepaMu
[TupOoXHBIMU U TPOUMMHU CIIACTSIMH,
XOTb U3 MOAPOCTKA BBIPOC (haHTa3ep,

He termmi o6pa3 aoHUIBI B30OP.

Ha He60 oH cMOTpen B 3aKaTHBIN Yac,

B 3Be3ne BeuepHeil 4ToO 00pecTh IKCTa3;
Pa3 HOUBIO B35LJICS1 yXBATUTh TUMH Uyl
B ni1y6u KpuCTanbHOM — MOAXBATHI POCTYILY.
Tyxwn JIykysn ot ropst cBoero,

IToka opHaxab! He Kyt KHUT [lo:
[1neHuBIIACH yKacaMK HA CTPaHULAX,
[Moksisiyicst XMypo, YTO MPUIET AEBUIIA.
3pur B rpesax Manek, o3epo Obepa,
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