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CTuxoTBOpEHMS
Fungi from Yuggoth / I'puoku ¢ FOrrora

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.
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I. Kaura

Tanach j1aBKa Ta B MECTaxX MIYXUX
3anyTaHHBIX BETIIAOIINX aJUIeH

bBin3 nupcoB B BOHM TBapey U3 MOpPEH,
Crenuics rae TyMaH B KJIyO0ax 4yIHBIX.
3a KOMOTHIO Ha OKHAX (pOPM KOCHIX
Psinpl BUiHEMCh MATKUX IITadesen

W3 BeTxux KHUT, OHA APYroi rHUJIENH —
Hwuska Obuta 11eHa 32 3HaHbsI B HUX.

Typna 3amen 51, yapamu IJICHEH,

B3s1 Hekni TOM U CTaJl ero JIUCTATh,
Jpoxa HaJl TEKCTOM, ObUT Iie OTpaXeH
Cekper — yKaCHbII, JOBEANCH €ro y3HATh.
3areM uCKal s IpojaBLa KHUT TeX,

Ho 6b110 1MycTO, ChBIIIANCS JUIIb CMEX.
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I1. 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.

10
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I1. ITpecaenoBanue

I[epxcan A KHUTY IOJ MaJIbTO CBOUM,
COKpBIB OT TeX, KOTO MOT BCTPETUTH TaM,
be:xai o nepeysikaM BEKOBBIM,

Bpocast HepBHO B3IVISL TIO CTOPOHAM.
OKOILLIKM XMYypBIE B UyKHX JOMax
CMoOTpenu CTpaHHO — Jymasi O TOM,

Yto B HUX TanUTCA, YYBCTBOBAJ A CTpax
C Tockoii 0 HeOe SICHOM royOoM.

OT B30POB CKPHITHO Belllb B3siTa ObLIA,

Ho cmex GecriBeTHBIN Bce B yIIax 3By4Yal,
W noHsan 51, MUpHI Kakue 371a

XPpaHUJIUCh B TOME, CTOJIb YTO BO3KENIAIL.
Tepsiicst myTh B 0€3yMbe CTEH MOXOKUX —

W 3ByK 11aroB 3a MHOW CTpaIluuI 10 JPOXKHU.

11
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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.

12
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I11. Knrou

He 3Ha10, cHOBa Kak HallleJ1 CBOM JIOM,
Bnyxnas cpenp ajei v mycTelpei,

Ho BoT K KpbUIBILy 51 Opocuiics 6erom,
Crpemsch BHYTPU YKPBITbCS ITIOCKOPEL.
IToBenan TOM O CipATaHHOM ITYTH,
BenyieM ckBO3b 3aBECHI B ITYCTOTE,
MupoB 6e3MepHBIX JepKaT 4To Opas/ibl
W 30HBI XpaHAT B CBOEH cpefe.

Moum 6bIJI KJIIOY K 3araJO4YHbIM BUJACHbAM
B 3akare mmusiei, cyMpa4HbIX JIECOB,

Uro B 6e3/HaX BOIPEKH BCEM YCTPOCHBSIM
Bucsr, kak 6ECKOHEYHOCTH COHM CHOB.
Korpa x menTtanve Moe pa3ganocs,

OKHO B MaHcapJie JpOKbl0 OTO3BAJIOCH.

13
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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!

14
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IV. Oco3nanue

BHOBB JieHb TpuILIeS, KOrja s yBUAA,
Kak B nercrBe pa3, HU3MHY 0 Aybax,

I'ne dopmbl 3aapIXatoTcst B Kiryoax
TymaHna, tie 6e3ymbe MpaBUT Oall.
AJnTapb Kak mpexje B TpaBax yToral,

W be3bIMAHHBINA PU3BaH B NMCbMEHAX —
K Hemy KypeHwmii ibIM, UJis B BeKaXx,
BaBuBascs ¢ 6ariieH, Qyx 4to 371a OOBSI.

1 Teno 3pen Ha KaMHE TOM CBHIPOM

W 3Hau, He y mofieit uyTo ObUT TaM TTUP,

He Mot uto ObUT TOT CBET, YHBUT BO BCEM,
Ho IOrrot uy:xmapiii, B 3Be31HON Oe31He MUP.
Bapyr mieHHUK B3BbUI, YBUIEBLIM MEHS,

W no3mHO MHE OTKPBLIOCH: TO ObLT 51!

15



['. ®. JlaBkpadt. «Kommmap Ilo-sTa»

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!”

16
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V. Bo3BpameHnue q10Moil

MeHst 1OMOIi B3Th IEMOH ObLT TOTOB,

B kpaii cBeTIbIiA TOT, MOU YTO CHBI X PAHSAT:
Teppach! BBBICh, Ueii MpamMop OaTioCTpal
PacuechiBaer Kynpu 061aKOB,

BHu3y ke 1aGupuHT U3 KYOJIOB

W GareH, mozie BOHBI T/1€ IIYMSIT.

MeHsi1, cka3ajl OH, Yapbl BHOBb TUICHSIT
Bricot, ¢ HuX Oymy ciymiaTb MOpPs 30B.

W upe3 3akar nmonec MeHsi ¢ o060l —

Han o3epowm, rae niemercst orosb,

Han tponamu MoryiectB 6e3 UMeH,

Kpuuar uro B cTpaxe rpen cBoei cyap0oi.

3ateM — 11yM Mopsi B O€3]JHe YEePHOTHI:

«DBbI1 371€Ch TBOI 1OM, — O€C XMBIKHYJI, — 3peJT UTO Thi!»

17
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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.

18
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VI. JIamna

[Tonanack n1amna Ham B Memiepax ckal,
Kpetipl 13 uB yeit CMMBOII HE MIPOYJIH,
I'ne texct u3 neporimdos myran

Bcex TBapeil cyiecTByIOIMX 3eMIIN.
W3 mMenu vamia sta b Halwiach

C ocraTkom Macia CTpaHHOI'O Ha JIHE;
VY30poMm KyTKUM yepea BUIACh
[TopoyHbIX 3HAKOB M MUCBMEH IO HEl.

He BHSB G0SI3HSIM COpOKa BEKOB,

MBI IpuXBaTUIM CKYAHBIN Halll Tpoeid,
W B HOUb, BEpHYBUINCH 110]] N1AJTIATKU KPOB,
ITomxeup permmiam Maciao B O30pCTBE.

Kak Bcnbixnyso!.. Ho xyTb OroHs siBui,
UYeii BUI HAM CTPaxoM JyIIU UCCYIII.

19
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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.



['. ®. JlaBkpadt. «Kommmap Ilo-sTa»

VII. Xoam 3amana

Han rpaioM XoIM OrpoMHBIN HaBUCAT
OOpBIBOM TTPOTHB YJIHIIBI KOHIIA;
Bricokuii 1 3e1eHbIi, OH B3Upas

Ha KOJIOKOJIBHIO C BUJIOM Topfeta.
JIBa Beka yx MIeNTAIUCh O Jejax

Ha ckJione, yxxac Opast XOauTh Kyjga —
OO0 u3yBEeUCHHBIX 3BEpel Tenax,

O manpurKax, mpornaBIIMX Oe3 ciesa.

Pa3 nouTanboH cena TaM He Harllell,

HNcuesnu Hanpoub KUTENH, I0MA;

W3 DitncOepy mpoBepUTD JIOA MOIIET:
Bupats, MIumics ToT noyrapb yma,

Kosb Buzien oH, pacKpblil Kak XOJIM CBO 3€B,
I'nazamu sxaiHBIMU TTPU TOM CMOTPEB.
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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 I 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!

22
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VIIL. IopT

Ot Apkxama s JecsiTh MIIb I11araj

Hap Bovinton-buu Bosb mpornacreil Kpaes,
W myman ObITh K 3aKaTy y XOJIMOB,

Buuzy B nomHe THHCMYT rje jiexkant.

Tam napyc B 1ajib MOPCKYIO YIUIbIBAJ,
JIuieHHBIN 1IBETA HATUCKOM BETPOB,
3510Bell IpeBeCTbeM, KOeMY HET CJIOB —
Pyxkoii emy 51 Bcriesn He momaxadt.

3a MHHCMYT Kypc! — 3Bydar JIMIb 9XOM JIHU
Bemukux gen. Ho Onn30k yac HOYHOM,
Masiuut yx BeplIMHa IPEeao MHOM,

Otkyna roposa 4epThbl BUIHBL.

Bot mimunu, kpsimm — Ho B3mIssHU! Bee mpak
TToKpBUT — MOTHJIBI JIUIIIH YEPHEIOT TaK!

23
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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!

24
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IX. BHyTpennui 1Bop

ToT crapwlil rpag MHe Mpekae ObUT 3HAKOM;
Crad Jiernpel, Tae 9yXuM 60raM XBaTbObI
ITox roHr 3ByYar OT METHUCOB TOJIIIHI

W3 ckJienoB TaiiHBIX Ha Gpery MOPCKOM.
B3ruisin okoH GJIEKJIBIX TIOJIOH OBUT BPaXK bl
B fomax, rae WM MbsiHb 1a HUATIeTa,
IToka s e o rpsa3u ype3 Bpara

Bo nBop, 4T00 YenoBeka TamMm HalTH.

Hasuciu crensl XMypble BOKPYT,

W npoxJisin s, npuiiesn 4to B cei IPUTOH,
Korpa 3a)xrimce 1ecATKM OKOH BJPYT,
SIBUB G€3yMHO TUISIIIYIIMX TTIEPCOH:
Be3mosBHas mupyIKa MEpTBEIIOB —

U 6bim Bee 6e3 pyk u 6e3 royios!

25
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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.

26
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X. I'oryomuaas moura

MeHs B TpyIIOOBI B3sJTH, CTEHBI I7Ie
BanyBaer 3atacHHbIN BI3KUH cpam,

N nvua B ckBEpHE M HEUUCTOTE
[MogMUTHBAIOT YyKABIM OOXKECTBAM.
CBepKaiv ThICSIYM KOCTPOB BOKPYT,

A C IJIOCKUX KPBIIII B 3USIOIIYIO BBICh
[Tyckanu NTUll, 3aMbI3TaHHBIX KaK KPBIC,
INon 6apabGaHOB CKPBITBIX MEPHBIN CTYK.

51 3Hau1, 4TO JKyTh Bapuiach Ha KOCTpax,
Yro 66Ut OTULIEI KOCMOCca BoBre —
INagast o nensx ux Mek3Be3HOTO TypHE,
O Tom, Hecam uto ¢ Tora Ha KpbuUiax.
CmMestich Bce — HO 3aMepii CTOJIOOM,
VBUIIEB HEUTO B NITUYLEM KJTIOBE 3JIOM.
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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.

28
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XI. Kojgogen

Cet DTByJ POKXUIT BOCEMBJIECAT JIET,
Korga permmn kononen yriyOouTb,

N nomoran emy nuiis 96 OypuTh,

A MBI CMesIIHCh — BOT peXHyJIcs e !
TyT 10HBII D0 BAPYT TPOHYJICS yMOM —
bennsary nocaguiam noja 3aMok.
Konopen Cer 3aaenan Kupnuuom

W Ha pyke aprepuio paccek.

Mai ¢ noxopon o Ha Ceta 1BOp,
C TOro Koso/Ia KAPIUIM 9T00 CHSTB,
B Hem okazancs psg py4HbIX onop,
Kak rimy6oKo cryckasmch — He BUAATh.
Ho kagka BHOBB Oblia BO3BpalieHa:
Huuem Mbl He cMOTTIH OCTATh [0 THA.

29
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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.
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XII. PeByHn

Upes Bpurrc-Xwmun B 30p coBeT ObLT HE WITH:
«CBsATOI» YOTKMHC, XOTh JABHO YK MEPTBbI —
[ToBemieH B ThicsUa CEMbCOT YETBEPTHIA —
OcraBu1 CTpalltHOe Ha TOM IyTH.

Ho s nomen, korjaa xe 1oma KpoB

B mutioiie BO3HUK M3-T1071 CKaJlbl KPYTOH,

He BcriomHun gaxke o BepeBKe TOH,

A mopasucs: 10M CTOsJI KaK HOB.

Baupas Ha 3akara Kpacory,

Sl cnaGblii peB ycibllad U3 OKHA;
Bapyr jiyd mpoH3uMII IOKOEB TEMHOTY
U BrIcBeTMIT O0/INYBE PEeBYHA.
[Momuaricst kak 6e3yMHBIN 51 Gerom
OT TBapH ¢ JlanamH, JIIOACKUM JIUIIOM.
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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.
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XIII. I'ecnnepust

31MO¥ B YHBUTBIX HeOecax 3aKatr

Han rpagom, ubu uepTsl e1Ba BUIHBI,
YBoOOUT B M0O3a0BITHIE YK JTHU
Benuuus u He3eMHBIX OTpaj.

B orusx Tex sipkux 4ygeca ropsr,
Jlep3Ku, HO y:KacoM OMpPaYeHbl;

Psan cunkcos, e gopora 1o CTEHbI
W GartieH, 4To OT JANBHUX JIUP JPOXKAT.

To kpail, rae 3HaUUT KpacoTa LIBETEHbE,
BocnomuHanuii rie Bce odaru,

I'ne npoucxonur Bpemenu-peku

YacoB [IOTOKOM B ITyCTOTY NaJIEHBE.
Tyna Hac CHbl BElyT — HO HUKOTJa
JlionpMM HE OCKBEPHSUIUCH TE MECTA.
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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!
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XIV. 3Be3aHbIE BETPDI

Ectb HekMi yac oCeHHEN TEMHOTHI,
Koria Hucxoaut 3Be3HbIN BETEP BAPYT
Ha ynuripl, yMOJIK 11aTOB rJie 3BYK,

Ho s1p10T 3 OKOH CBET JOMOB PSIBL.

Poii MmepTBBIX JIUCTbEB CKA30YHO KPYXKHUT,
W ¢ gyxnou rpaiueid KIiyOuTCs JIbM,
3aKoHaM MOAUYMHSASICh HE3EMHBIM,

A ckBO3b TymMaHbl POMasbrayT 3pur.

[ToaT Ge3ymHBIN y3HAET B cel vac,
Pacrtyt nHa FOrrote uto 3a rpuoku,

Kak nmaxnyTt HaiiTtoHa 3emesb IBETKH,
Uro B CKy/IHBIX HE CBICKATh CaJax y Hac.
Ho BeTpsI Te 3a MpUHECEHHBIN COH
JlecsAToK Hammx rpe3 6epyT B MOJIOH!
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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!

36



['. ®. JlaBkpadt. «Kommmap Ilo-sTa»

XV. AHTapKTOC

[Henrana nTuua MHE U3 CHA Iy4YHUHBI

O nMKe YepHOM, YTO HABUC C TOCKOW

Han nbom nosnsipHoit MEpTBEHHOM IyCTHIHM,
HctepThlit BEUHOCTH JJISAIIEHCS ITyProw.
Ortcioga AU3Hb TOHUMA CJIOBHO MOPOM,
JIuiib comHIIa Ja CUSTHUIM 10)KHBIX CBET
[TonceeurBaer B mpamax MUK, B KOTOPOM
TBopenbs1 CTapiivx BUJEH CMYTHBIU CJIE[.

V3pAT KoJb JII0/IU, CKAKYT B YAUBJIEHBE:
UYynnoii [Tpupona coznana Kypras,

Ho xJmioB Bemias: B J1e1oBOM IorpedeHbe
ITokouTcs u KAET rpoMaHbIN CTaH.

He nait Bam 60r y3peTb BO CHE XOTb pa3

B xpycranpHOIi 6e31He BU]l TeX MEPTBBIX IJ1a3!
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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.
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XVI. OkHo

B npucTpoek myTaHuie 10M CTOSLI,

I'ne 3amyTaTh M000¥ MOT Cpeb XO/I0B,
W Gbuto B KOMHATKe BOJIM3H 3a]J0B

OKHO, YTO KaMeHb JIpEBHUI 3aKPbIBAJL.

S B nercTBe, B KOEM CTOJIBKO CHOB BUJIA,
Xonuit Tyza, Moji HOUYM YepHOM KPOB,
CpbiBasi cCMeJO CETH MayKOB,

N ynuBnAThCA HE nepecTaBall.

[TpuBen paGoumx 51 BO TbMBI YepTOT
V3Harh, CTpaIIMIO MPEIKOB UYTO B OKHE;
[TpoOunm kamMeHb — BO3/1yXa MOTOK
Bapyr XJIbIHYJ U3 MHBIX ITyCTOT BOBHE.
4| CTaJIM MHE OTTOJIb MI/IpLI BUIHBbI,
JIaBHO O KOMIX paccKa3ajiv CHBI.
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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.
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XVII. Bocnomunanue

OObsi1 BLICOKHMH 3BE3/IHBII HEOOCKJIOH
Creneii v B3ropuii OecripeieIbHbIN Kpai,
B KoueBbsX OCBeIAJl OrOHb KOCTpa
MoxHatbiii CKOT 1mof] OyOeHIIOB TPe3BOH.
Cryckasicsl BAajib Ha 10T HIMPOKUMA J0JT
Jlo TeMHOWM ¥ M3BUJIMCTOM CTEHBI,
[TuToHY MEpBOOBITHOMY CPOIHH,

3a BeyHOCTh (hOpMY KaMHS UTO OOpell.

Ha xonozne mpobpasia 1poxb MeHS:

Ho rae a? Kak xe s cioga monaj?
HO)IH}IHCH HCKTO B 3ap€BEC OrHA

U rpoMKo nms BAPYT MOE Ha3Ball.
BrisiaeBumch B Tpyna kKyTKHIA CHITYIT,
JIummuica g HaJCK, Y3HaB OTBET.
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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.
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XVIIL Caabl Muna

3a TO¥ CTEHOM, 4TO Hebeca IMoUTH

Hocrasa TpeBHel KIaaKou OarlieH MIHCTHIX,
HO)IHLI HOpxaHbH 1a IIBETOB IIYI_HI/ICTLIX,
PaCKI/IHyJII/ICL BUCAYHNE Calbl.

JIOpOXKKHM ¥ MOCTBI TaM HaJ| KQaHAJIOM,

I'ne orpaxaercst dyyaecHblil Xpam,

4| JIbHYT Ha BUIIIHSAX JICIIECTKU K BETBAM,

W narum perot B nogHeOeche aioM.

$1 6 BCE yBUzAEN — Be/ib paCIIaXHYJIM CHBI
Bpara B TOT mapk CBETUJIbHIUKOB-KaMHEM!,
Pyu4bn r71€ BBIOTCSI TUXO Cpe/lb TeHen

OT 7103, YTO TyCTO NeperieTeHb! !

Korpna x npezcran npes MHOM CTEHBI OIUIOT —
VBHI! — B Hell Oosblie He OBLUTO BOPOT.
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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.
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XIX. KoJsokoJa

lomamu crblman ryJkuil 3B0H J1aIeKuil

Sl B BeTpe MOMYHOUHOM YEPHOTHI,

He ¢ konokonbHY, YTO BCTpeval B MyTH,
Ho uyxnplii, Kak U3 Oe3HBI TPErTyO0KOM.
OTBeT 5 B CHaX U B IAMSTH UCKaJI,
[MpencraBuit 3BOHBI KXK/I0TO BUICHbDSI

W NHHCMYT, yaiiku B 6€J10M OTlepeHbe
I'ne BuMICH MOAITIE TNITAIISA, KOM 51 3HAJL.

Tak u guBWiICA 1 O JAJEKUM HOTaM,

Ho xnamabiil 10K 1h pa3 B MAPTOBCKYIO HOYb
MeHs HanpaBWII K MaMSATH BOPOTAM

U x OartisaM, 4To 3BOHWIN BO BCIO MOYb —
Ho ot TeyeHuii, MuaBImx B r1yOuHe

Upes 3aTOHYBIIHIA JOJI HA MEPTBOM JTHE.
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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!
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XX. Hounbie MBep3u

OobwuTenp uX 1oj rpoOOBOM MITUTON —
Houamu Buky TBapeii o porax,

XyIbIX, KPhUIATBIX, YEPHBIX, O XBOCTAX
C IBOMHOM KOJIIOYKOM, 3710001 HAJIUTOM.
Onu ¢ 6opeeM MpeCTaIoT OPAOH

U, rpy6o ckaB MeHsI B CBOMX KOTTSIX,
Hecyt k Mupam B 6e3paJOCTHBIX 1IBETaX,
B konopiie ctpaxa CKpbITHIM YEPHOTOI.

Hapn rpe6nem Toka Myarcs B BBIIIUHE,
K mMormM Momnb0am Iyxu, ¥ B CaMblid i,
Ilo o3epa, 4To KUCcTOYaeT CMpaf,

I'me OpBI3XKYT MOTTOTH B IPUTBOPHOM CHE.

O, ecu 6 U3IABAIM 3BYK OHH,
M nuk Heciu, rae nuna ObITh JOJKHBI !
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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.
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XXI. HespJaarxoren

N Bot saBuics uz Erunra oH —

[Happ TemubIl, KIaHsICA KoMy hesuiax;
Hanmenen, XyIoias v CKyIl B pevax,

B menka 3akara 1geta ob1aveH.

Uro 6 HM CKa3ajl OH — BEPWJI JTIO BCEMY,
Ho nosroputs He mor ero ciiosa,

A 110 HapozaM pasHecach MOJIBa,

YTo IMKYT PYKU XUIITHUKHU EMY.

OrtpaBa BbIIILTa U3 MOPCKUX TITyOUH —
JlepkaB 3a0bITHIX INIUJICH CUITYIT;

Mup TpecHy1, U 6e3yMHBIX BCIIBIIIIEK CBET
Pacrtekcst cpeib pacKOJIOTHIX JOMUH.
3arem, cBoMX 3a0aB cTHpas IO,
Passesn 3emimo Xaoc-uamor.
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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.
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XXII. AzaroTt

Mens octaBui Oec B MyCThIEe JTaJn

3a Bce U3BECTHBIC CKOILICHbSI 3BE3]1,

I'ne Bpemsa u marepus npomnanm,

Bt Xaoc nwiib, cyMOypHBIH 371a (hOPITOCT.
[Mentan Tam B Mpake Brnacrenun rpomaaHblii
O cHax CBOMX, OCMBICJIUTEL YTO HE MOT,
Bkpyr BuMch TBapy BHEIIHOCTH HECKJIQAHOM
B BOpOHKax, 4TO pa3ays JIyden MoToK.

OHHU 1uIsIcaIv AMKO TIOf] CKYJICHbE
be3ymHoi1 (brielThl B MEP3OCTHBIX KOI'TSIX,
Ybnx BOJIH OECIEIbHBIX TIIYIOE CMEIIEHbE
3aKOH MPUBHOCUT BO BCEJICHHBIX Mpax.
«ITocnannuk g Ero», — mHe Oec ckazan

U Tymaka Bnagpike rpy6o ga.
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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.
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XXIII. Mupa:xx

A OBLT JTU OH, SI CITPAIIMBAI0 CHOBA —
3a0bITHIIA MUp, upe3 Bpems uTo rbiBeT —
Ho yacro 3pio ero Bo mMre JIMJI0BOH,

CHa cMyTHOIO MEpLAIOLIUIA HaJIeT.

Tam ObuTM OallHU, C TUIECKOM CTPAHHBIM PEKH,
JIMKOBUH JTAOMPHUHT, TIPOCTOP Hedec

W 1a 3aps, yto OyouT B UesnoBeke

ITo Beuepam xenanue yyuec.

Besmoanbiii Oper, 0cokoi oOpamIieH,
I'ne Brych ITUINBI, 4 HAJT HUM

JlepeBHsI ¢ KOJIOKOJIbHEIO, el 3BOH
BeuepHuii naMAThI0O MOEW XpaHUM.

He 3Hnaro, 4T0 3a Kpail — cipocuth 60I0Ch,
Korma tam ObL1, Wb TOJIBKO OKAXKYCh.
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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.
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XXIV. Kanaa

EcTph MecTo KyTKOE B HESICHOM CHE,
Tam oKkpykaroT 6e3 KUILIIOB IOMa
Kanan nypHo#, cmepnsimil Kak 4yma
OT Mep30CTH KaKoOM-TO B ITyOHHE.
Tam nepeynku, Cy3uBIIMCh B BEpXaXx,
Jlo ynuIl BBIOTCSI, UTO HA KapTax HeT,
JlyHa poHsieT npu3payHblii CBOW CBET
Ha okHa MepTBbIE B KOCBIX psiiax.

I_Har OB HE CJIBIIIIHO TaM, 3ByUII/IT JINIIb ITJIECK
CKOJIIBHH_[I/IX ‘IeprIX MAaCJISHUCTBIX BOO —
Teuenne mog MOCTaMH UX HECET

Jlo okeaHa, 3puM BIaJU Yel OJiecK.
Hesenomo, korga yHec noTtok

W3 siBu ceit 3a0myaimmil B CHaX MUPOK.
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XXV. 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.
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XXYV. Cenr-Toyna

«29i, 6eperuck, Cenr-Toya Tam 3BOHUT!» —
OH KpUKHYJI, JIUITH HBIPHYJT 51 BTOPOIISIX

B 6e3ymMHBIX yauIl JAOMPUHT BIIOTHMAX
Peku 10xHei, e ApeBHOCTH B Ipe3ax CIIUT.
To ObLI cTapUK COrOCHHBIN, B pBAaHb OICTHIM,
B MraoBeHbe CKpbUICS OH U3 BUJ1Y MPOYb,

W s nponoskui norpykarbcsi B HOUb

Tyna, rae Kpbiy 3yObsIMU BO3/ICTHI.

B uem yxac 371ech, He CKa3aHO HUTAE —

Ho cHoBa 51 ycablman xyTKHid 30B:

«beru ot TpecHyBIIKX KOJIOKOJIOB!»

W tpetwnii craper KapkHyJ o Oefe:
«CeHT-TOyACKOro 3BOHa Oeperuch!»

Sl mo6exan — 1 MIKUJIb 37101 B3HECCS BBBICh.
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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.
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XXVI. Jomamnue qyxu

Ot rpasna B Musie JIxoH Yaimiu Kul,

['ne HauMHAIOT KYYUTHCS XOJIMBI;

Ero cMeTMBBIM HE CUMTAITU MBI,

INockonbKy B Mpax oH (hepMy pasopuiL
BriBasio, cyTkamMu Tak ¥ CUIUT

3a HaiiJIeHHOW B MaHcap/ie CTOIKOW KHUTl —
B urtore cmopiiics 3a0aBHO JIUK,

W Bcex mmoneit myrath ero crai BUL.

Kor,ua K OH HadaJl BbITh, PEIINJI HAIll CXO/J
Ero yneus B ICUXYIIKY, IOTOMY

SIBunHCh Tpoe IMICOSPCKUX K HEMY,

Bor TonbKO janu nepy ot BOpor:
becenosain oH ¢ TBapsaMu aByms,

YMuanu Kou KpbUIbsIMU LIyMs.
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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.
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XXVII. Mask Crapmero

Ot Jlenra, rjie BepIIMHbI B3METEHBI

Jlo XJaqHbIX 3Be3[1, HEBUHBIX HUKOMY,
Hecercs cBera J1yd CKBO3b IOy TbMY,
Yeit Grieck MOBOOI BCTpevyaloT YaOaHbl.
Mo ux pacckazam (He ObLITH XOTh Tam),
M3 masaka Ha OarliHe OH UOET,
[Mocnennuii Ctapiiuii rae ofuH KUBET,
Cryua nocnanpsi Xaocy B TaMTaM.

N3 xénta menka macka CyrecTsa,

U cknapku crpaHHble HA HEW TasiT
JIMK HEe3eMHOI, HO CIIPOCHUT KTO e/IBa,
Uro y Hero 3a BbIJaBJIEHHBIN CKJIAJ.
Wckanu MHOTHE MasTIHBIN CBET,

Ho 4To Hanum — He 1aCT HUKTO OTBET.
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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.
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XXVIII. Oxnnanne

CrnocoOHBI Bl HeKKe BHYILIUTh

Msue 4yBCTBO, OyATO IPSHYT YyAeca,
Wb uto pazeep3HyTCs BAPYT Hebeca,
OTKpBIB MUpBI, T71e OOTH MOTYT OBITb.
Ectp oxunanbe, Bpa3 He OOBSICHUTD —
Kax nbimaocTH, B OBUIOM UTO HBIHE BCS,
Wb npukinioueHuii, B KOUX rpes3 Kpaca,
A IyX B BOCTOpPre MUMTCS BO BCIO MPBITh.

OHo B 3aKarax, B IIMUJISIX TOPOJIOB,

B cenenbsix crapbix, B polllax v XoJaMax,
Bo MIJIMCTBIX II0HAX, B TOPOACKUX OTHSIX,
B HerpoMkux necHsix, B Maruu cajioB.

M xoTb 3a JIUIIL OAUH COOJIA3H KUTh CTOUT,
He anuyT 3HaTh, HAMEK €10 4TO KpOET.
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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.
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XXIX. Hocraaprus

Pa3 B I'Od, B II€eHaJIbHbBIX OCEHU OIr'HAX,
3a oKeaHbI CTaM IITHL] JIETAT,

B cuacmmBoii crierike mededa Bpasiaf,
Uro06 okazarbCs B MAMSITHBIX KpasiX.
BI/ICH‘II/IG caabl B YYAHBIX OBETax,

N manro cnankue, 3a psaoMm psj,

N B porax XxpaMoB BETBU LLIEJIECTAT
Han TpOHKaMI/I — BCE€ 3TO BUIAT B CHaX.

B nonere uiyT mHMM OperoB

Ja B mmuisax rpaga 6e1oro 4eprsl —
Ho nuimib mycTeie BOfIbI BIIEpEeIy,

Tak 4TO MEHSIIOT KypC OHU CBOW BHOBb.
A cpep IOJMUIOB B ITyOMHE MOPCKOM

Kyt necHb ux OalHU JPEeBHUE C TOCKOM.
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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.
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XXX. UcToxkn

He Haio HOBOTrO MHE Oapaxyia —

Benp cBer criepBa sIBUIJI MHE CTapblii rpaf,
OT MOero okHa rjie KpblIl KacKajl
Cryckasicsl B raBaHb — BUJJaM HET YMCIIA.
W ynuiel, 3aKkara rae Jgyuu

OxkoHIIa Kpacuju JBepel pe3HbIX,

W mmmnm ¢ 6reckoM (rmorepoB 371aThIX —
Bce 310 B 1IeTCTBE CHUIIOCH MHE B HOYM.

Ceii kJ1aj1 U3 CepKaHHOW 3aKBACKH JIET
Tex mpu3pakoB JOKYYHBIX TOHUT BOH,
CHYIOT 4TO C YeIyXou CO BCEX CTOPOH
Mesx HeOa 1 3eMJIi OECCMEHHBIX Cpel.
OHM MIHOBEHbSI MyThl PBYT HA MHE —
W BOT 1 ¢ BEeYHOCTBIO HAEeIUHE.
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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.
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XXXI. 7Kuteanb

OH crap 6b11, BaBrioH kora ObLT HOB;
To TaiiHa, CKOJIBbKO criaJl OH MOJL XOJIMOM,
Ero rpanurt rjie Mbl ¢ O0OJIBIIUM TPYIOM
OTpbUIY U SBUWIY MUPY BHOBb.

Tam ObUTH OCHOBaHbSI KpenocTen

U craryn, B KOTOPBIX OTpakeH

Bup panTacTryeckux CyiecTB BpeMeH,
Yrto He ocTanuch B MaMsITH JTIOJEH.

A mociie Mbl HalllIM CTYIEHe! psj,
BHus Beammx upes urypHsle Bpata
B nokou, B koUX HOYb LIAPUT BCET/a,
N 3naku Crapmmx X0oJI0AHO IISIAT.
MBbI BHYTPb BOIIUIH, U yKac HAC OOBSUI:
Tam B HeIpax KTO-TO TSIKENO CTyHall.
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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.
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XXXII. OTuy:xneHue

He yxoaui1 oH moTeblo HUKOTAQ,

Paccaer ero B nocresnu 3acrasad,

Ho exeHomHo ayx ero sieran

K mupam, rae HeT 3eMHOro HU cliefa.

On MagauT 3pen, He TPOHYBIINCH YMOM,

W B I'ypckoit 061acTi He BCTPETHIT CMEPTb,
Bapyr ¢neiitsl 30B BceneHHON KpyroBepThb
[Tpon3ui u3 6e31H B 6€3MOIBIUM HOYHOM.

OH OyaTo mocTtapel ¢ TeX caMbIX Mop,
N Bugurcsa eMy BeCb MUp UHBIM.
Bokpyr npeaMersl 1U1aBakoT, YTo JIbIM —

JIvis mmana 6ombiiero (paHTOMHBIHA B3JI0P.

CeMmbs, Ipy3bsi My TeTIEpb UyK/bl,
He MoxeT ObITh OH Y4acThiO X CPEJIbl.
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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.
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XXXIII. ITopToBbIe ryaKku

Hap kpbiiiamu, oHa 1pyroit crapei,
Bcio HOUB 3ByYMT U3 IOpPTa MECHB I'yIKOB;
B ToM x0pe rosnoca ceapix Operos,

UyKHX MPUYAIIOB, CKA30UHBIX MOPE.
XOTb KaXKAbIH C OCTAJIbHBIMUA HE3HAKOM,
Ho 110, BJINSIHBEM HaBE€JCHHbBIX CHUJI

N3 xmypbix 6e371H, yTO 30IMaK COKPBLI,
Cnumuch Bce B TyJie KOCMOCa OfIHOM.

TyMaHOM CHOB OHU IIYCKAlOT CTPOW
Hesicupbix ¢opM, HaMEKOB U KapTHH,
OT3Byumil MyCTOTHl BOBHE, IPUYHH
Bereii, camum 4TO HE IOCTUYb MTOPOIL.
W B 3TOM XOpE CBILIMM MbI BCEraa

Te 3ByKH, 4TO He LIUTIOT C 3eMJIM Cyaa.
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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!
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XXXIV. ITonmka

ITo MpayHoO#1 mycToIIM Tpolia BeJa,

I'ne B cepoM MXy Jie:xanu BajgyHbI,

W Gpbi3ru, CTONb TPEBOKHBI, XOJIOIHBI,
W3 Box B3MeTamch, 6€37]Ha YTO THAJIA.
Crux Betep, He JOHOCUIICS OOJIbIIIe 3BYK
Ot npeBa 4y:x10il (POPMBI U KyCTOB,

W TyT, neii3ax mycThIHHBINA PACKOJIOB,

[Tpen MHOI MOAHSJICST XOJIM OIPOMHBIN BIIPYT.

BsHecnuch Te CKIIOHBI KPYTO K HeOecam,
[To HUM cTyrieHb OOJIOMKY Cpeflb TPaBbl
B36upanuck 1o myrarorei riiaBbl,
Pa3mepom He nof cTaTh JIIOACKKM IlIaram.
V3Haul 4 B CTpaxe rog v CBET 3B€3/1bl,
Mens BepHYyBIINE C 36MHOM TILETHI!
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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.
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XXXYV. BeuepHsas 3Be31a

S B TallHOM MecTe Ha Hee B3UpaJ,

I'ne nyr ykpeLics B BEKOBOM JIECY.

Omna cBepkaJia CKBO3b 3apH Kpacy,

Korpma Bcio cuty Onieck ee HaOpaJt.

B HOuu masik ceii BeTa siHTaps

Kak Hukorga B ObUTOM MEHs TIOTPSIC;
Bcex 3Be371 cBETHII OH sipue B COTHIO pas,
B Ty cunbHee 3a aymry Oepsi.

SIBnsAnMCh B BO3IyXe KapTUHBI Te,

Crosuii YTO BCeraa B MOMX Ijla3ax —

Cagpl 1 OGalHy, auBa B HeOecax

Hescuou xxu3uu — g He Benad, IIe.

Ho Bapyr s moHSUT: Yepe3 3Be3IHBIN CBO

B sydax Tex oM 3a0bITHIIl BECTh MHE IILIET.
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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.
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XXXVI. HenpepbIBHOCTH

B Bemax crapuHHBIX Clie]] HOpOil sIBIEH
Hescroii cytu — 6onee, yeM Bec;

S¢up ToHUANIINIA, CTIOBHO U3 HeOec,

Ho ¢ BpemeHeMm, MpOCTpaHCTBOM CBs3aH OH.
3HaK HerepLIBHOCTI/I CTOJIb TYCK)I, pa3MbIT,
Uro Bech He OOHAPYKUTh HUKOTTIA;

B HEM 3aH€prI MI/IHYBHH/IG roaa,

Kimouom uiiib TaitHBIM MOKET OBITh OTKPBIT.

OH TporaeT MeHsl, Korja 3akar

[Teinaer B cTapbix pepmax 1Mo XoamMom
U 00Opasbl KUBUT, UTO MEHBIIIUM CHOM,
Yem BUJHO HaM, 310X APMO Bjiayar.

S1 Bepio B CTpaHHOM CBeTe TOM: OJTM3Ka
Ko mHe TBepnbIHA, 'paHy YbM BEKa.
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Poemata Minora, Volume 11/
Manenbkue ctuxorsopenusi, Tom I1

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, Illiad, Aeneid, and the like.

Hannvui mom ¢ aroboevio IOCBAIIJAETCA APBIM [IOK/IOHHHUKOM
boeam, I'eposim u Hoeanam JJPEBHUX

IIpedcmaeasiio nyonuke cuu npazoHvlie CMPOKU C HAOEHCOOH, UIMO
oHu eii noupassimest. Buecme ¢ moumu «Oducceeii», «Mauadoii», «rneudoi»
U RPOUUMU OHU 0OPA3YION YMO-MO 8PO0e YUKAQ.

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 Chaldcea’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.
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Opna Ceaene, niu /luane

JlyHa, cusiii ke B IeBCTBEHHOM BeJIMYbE.
Jlyuuce, quts Jlamonvl HE3EMHOM.

B cBery TBOoeM Beltelt KpymHen o00Mube,
CypoBOCTb TIPaB/ibl CKPBITA MSATKOW MIOM.

Korpa cBepkaeriib, ropoj; CyeTJIUBbIH,

Uro B OGniecke Opara TBoero yoor,

CBo¥i HpaB MEHSIET, U B TUILIU CUACTIIMBOM
Biicraer kak BUJEHbE, YUCT U CTPOT.

Mup HOBBIH, OOJTb T CKpbLIa OJIaroiaTh,
['ne mrym 3aBOJOB, 1a B IpIMY QJLIEH,
I'nanur B tedd, Cenexa, M ONIATH
Meutaem Mbl, Kak nacTyxu B Xa.oee.

/luana, BHEMJIU MOEMY TPOIIIEHbIO.
Tyna Hecu, Moe e CH4aCTbhe €CTh —
Hanepekop BOJIH BpeMEHM TEYEHBIO,
IMokoit ayrmm B ObLIOM J1ali MHE 0OPecTb.



['. ®. JlaBkpadt. «Kommmap Ilo-sTa»

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.
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JIpeBHeH SI3bIYECKOH PeJINruu

Osnumna boru! Bac mory aib yrpatuthb
N npurBozauthes k Bepe Bo Xpucma?
Mory 11k ipegath CBOMX OOTOB 51 paau
Tepnesiuero myuyeHus kpecra?

U xak xe B cmabocTy MHE YIOBaTh
Ha Bora ognoro, rmycTb OH BeJIUK?
Vaxesp MHE He TIOMOXET 3e6ca paThb
B cTpaganusax MOMX U B TpyCTU MUT?

HeyxTo Her npuaj B XOJIMaXx JIECUCTBIX,
I'ne yacto s1 6poxy coBceM oauH?

W et Hada4d B HICTOYHUKAX CUX YUCTBIX ?
W Hepeun cpenyt MOPCKUX riyOuH?

Ho HuKHET Bepa ApeBHOCTU Tpe]l HOBOM.
Xpucmogo Mst BO3ILyX COTpsICaer.

Mos *k Iymia ¢ pacuiaTaHHOW OCHOBOM,
Boro B Mosib0e nocieHen Npru3bIBaeT.
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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 ltalians, enjoy’d
what we could not have builded.
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Ha pasaaunax Puma

Huzko nexub, o Pum, IO, TIATOIO mesmona
B paOcTBe My)u TBOM, UTYT 3aXBaTUYMKa BOJIIO:
l'opon Benukuii, miems rae To,

YTO HAPOJbI MOBEPIIIO,
3anaj ¢ BOCTOKOM

npeJ; KOHCYJIaMU TBOMMU CKJIOHUB?
HenoOeauMelii, cajics Thl BCEM HaIlaIaBIimm ?

MeptB! Ui OTOPOCH JKAJIKUE
BMECTO TeOsI
MepTtB! TOT Hapo[I, YTO UMIIEPHIO 1T HAM
Pum, TBI BCe Xk mai,
C TOPABIM IJIeMeHeM, TeOs1 COTBOPUBIIIHM,
A MBI, umanvswKuy, BuageeM TeMm,
Yero HeJOCTOUHBI.
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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.
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K Ilany

Pa3 B nonuHe s JiecHOM,
Pyueek raoe mpoberaut,
Hacnaxnancs rpes urpoin
N tuxoHbKO 3a1pemMat.

Bonp! pazom orcrynuim,
YemoBeK-KO3e/1 BO3HUK.
BwmecTo HOr KombITa OBLIH,
Boponoit ykpariiex k.

Ha cupenbe oH mpoctom
Crnaziko Tpesu BHIBOAWII,
$1 3a0bL1 O BCEM 3eMHOM —
U160 3nan, uro Ilan To OBLI.

Bkpyr catupbl, HUM(BbI BCTaIH,
IlecHsaAM patoCTHO BHUMAJIH.

ITpoOyasich OT CKa3Ku Cei,
S1 BepHyJCS B OBIT JIIOZIEH.
Jlyure 6 K s cpenib mosex,
Buewmuis 3Bykam Ilana gneir.
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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.
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Ha TmeTHOCTh 4eI0BeYeCKUX CTPeMJIeHU

Tonsiness Anoanon 3a Jagproii 3psi:
CxBarui1 — B pyKax JIMILb JepeBa Kopa.
W HbIHUE METAT NacTyLIKU Ha 371aTo,
WM Bemu cyeTHol 10OMTHCS HAJIO.

Ho Anoanona cnyuaii To Kak pas:
Cokposuitie 100bIB, B HEM BUIST I'PsI3b.
UYro 11011 MILYT, IOMCKOB HE CTOUT —
OpHaKO MX HUYTO HE YCIIOKOMT.

A ncTUHHOE cyacThbe, MHUTCS MHE,

B GesrpemHocTy ¥ pa3BUTOM yMe.
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[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.
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[MaTepu Ha /lens OJiarogapenus|

Hoporas mama —

Korpa Ha npa3nnuk K JIWULM Tl TTOWIEIIIb,
Xpansimm rpoMKO KOJIb MEHsI HalIellIb,

To He Oyau, IOKOI Tak HyKeH MHe,

Xouy 1mpocnarb BeCh JIeHb BO CJIAJKOM CHE.
Uro6 ¢ royoy He ymep s MOKy/a,

ITocTaBb MHe 3/1eCh MIIIEHUYHBIX XJIOMBEB OJI0I0
Wnb ¢ 3aBTpaka octanaoch 4To rnevyeHbe —

Yem noct nipepBaTh BCJIE]l CHa, MHE HET 3HAYEHbSI.
A ecnu yWHATh TaM Oy/elb BIPYT,

Becenbiit Tak 4TO0O 3aBEPUINTH JOCYT,

O cem no TenedoHy U3BECTH —

S npUroToBIIIO Ccam, MOKa €Illb ThI.
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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.
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KoHeny 1:KeKCOHOBCKON BONHEI

O c3p, AocTaHeT qroMMa J1Jis U3/1aHbs

OT KpPUTHUKOB COBMECTHOTO TPOIIIAHbS.
JIaBHO CBOIO MBI CCOPY pa3Bsi3aliy,
Knsanyt yx Hac, uto Bai «KypHam» ykpaim!
[Ipoctute, MOJIMM, HallIK BCE TPEXU —
B cOKpoBHIITHHUITY C SIIOM CIaTh CTUXH.
HeucroBoii 3axBaueHbl 00pbOOiA,
Vaep:xuBaiu clieHy 3a CoO0H,

N apocTHBIM OrHEM OCJIETLIEHBI,

3a0bIB 00 OT/IBIXE, CPAKAIUCH MBI.
Cruxaer sipocTh pacrpeil MHOTAa,
Jpy3bsiMU CXOISATCS Bparu TOra:

Bort Tak ¥ Mbl, MUp MTPOYHBIH 3aKJTIOUNM,
OT/105X¥MM TIepbsi, pPyraHb MIPEKPATUM.

Ho uto 3a mrym? 3By4uT TO JIMKOBaHbE
OT ThICSY OarofapHbIX 3a MPOIIAHBE.
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The Teuton’s Battle-Song

Omnis 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!
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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.
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TeBTOHCKAS 00€Bas NEeCHb

Kaoicoas pana nomoxom
3emaro 6azpunra mennvim UHOM
Meu 36erien o aamul
Meu kpowun wumeot. ..
Boun ¢ éourom cournuce
Celii soun xpabpulii caaser 0agHo. ..
Paoocmuwui, Opazy uz semau A3uiickot,
Bocces na eepuiune, s evinvio.
2Kusnu ycxonwvzaiom uacoi.
Cuerowguiics, ympy.

Peznep Jlooopoz

Ha tpone B cmexe BoraH-Bceaepkuresb
C3bIBaeT OTIPHICKOB K cebe B OOUTEb.
Packarel Topa BHOBb B BBICH I'PEMAT,
Banskupuu ¢ opyKHUeM JIETAT:

Bce cunbl rpo3nbix Acrapna 60ros

Tynui mpoOyAsT OT X MUPHBIX CHOB.
[TpocHuTeCh 1 N3BOJIBTE KE, XaHKH,

V3pets fiena 00 «o01emM OpaTcTBe» JIKU.
Mor 3ariymurh Jid B pace BU3T Balll YBAHHBIN
BouHcTBeHHbI# OpsIB, [Ipuponoit naHHbIi?
I'ne s noOpeHbKMEe MAKCUMBI JTSI LITKOJT

U 3onotoe [paBusio ot 301?

Kakum npusbBoM KajKuM Bbl O cepKaiu
To mutems1, ybux oTIOB B Banbxany Gpanu?
Crymmaercst KpoBaBo# Oypu Mpak,

N Muarapn corpsicaetT Mapiua 1iar.

Ce0s T CMepTHIO, Oepcepk, odarpu!

B 6oxecTBeHHOM Oeccrparimu ympu!

Koro 3abotar HeOeca CBATOLI,

Konb BonH ymib Ha Borana nup Bxox?

N nnots CaxpumMHMpa, U Yalia Mea

JI71s1 OBIOIMXCSL 10 CMEPTHOTO UCXOMA:
TpycnuBoii cMEpTH CHECIIIEMY M030P
Boseku He BCcTynuTh B Basibxasuisl ABOp.
Hecure x cmepts! OMOeT mycTh Bac KpoBb,
JIukys, Top y3puT 0XOTY BHOBB!

OpHa JMIIb MBICTTB SICHA — aTaKOBATh,

Kosb aTakoBaH — Tak He OTCTYIATh.
VYenpimb, Anbgenp, yaapsl ¢ 00iHY,

Kax uyBcTByeT cebs1 MyX4MHOIN BOMH!

PeB sipoctu cBupenoii, 6011 rac
CnuBatorcsi B cMM(OHUIO 11 HAC.

Pasu! — kTo He BcTaBas Okl HA JOPOTE;
[Ipen cmepThio MyCTh 3apekKeT KAk bl MHOTHX !
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Han cnadeiv Oy/ib; 4TO MOXKeIlb, TO UCTIOTHA —
K cunpHelimm Boru ToibKo 61arocKJIOHHB !
Bositbesa? C yem Takoii BOCTOPT CpaBHUM ?
Hac ocuactmBute Acrapa mMor onuH!

Ho Ttator cuiiel, CMyTHO BUKY 4,

Basibkupuu yx OKOJIO MEHS.

Youn emme necsitok! Uyxa MHe cTpax —
CoBcem Bejib PsijIOM JIeBbl Ha KOHSIX !

Bor nasa tema, ¥ 1yX OCTaBUJI TEJIO,
Banbkupusi co MHOIO BBHICh B3JIeTea.

Yucr coBecThio, S MOKUAA MUP,

V3Hath uT00 BoTana Becesnblil mup.

VBuKy Bckope poru [acup aymo

U 3anecen B Banbxauisl criucku Oyjy:

Tam *k1ath, Koraa 3aayer XeliMaauib B por,
3aMKHET KOJbLO TBOpPEeHbs1 Parnapék,
Buspect pazpymmr Cyprypa opna,

Boroa, moneit noxxHeT Meva cTpaja,
HWcuesHer conHIle, MOpe CYIIIb COXPET,
[ToracuyT 3Be3/1b1, Xa0C CHU3OMIET.

3arem Aunbgeap co3iact CBOM MUP MO HOBOH,
Boros, i1oel ¢ YUCTENRIIEI0 OCHOBOM.
[puper crpana 6naxennass O6ubs,

He Oyner B Hell TOPOKOB M HACHJTbSL.
OcTaBsAT JIIOAM JIWIIH TOTJA CPAKEHbS,
[Tokoil OXBaTUT TPaHU BCE TBOPEHbSI.

A B sicHOM HeOe BOCIapuT ope,

U cuacthe HaBceraa 3aiiMeT MpecTod.
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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.
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Ha noJjiydeHne OTKpPBITKH ¢ JieOeasaMu

[Neuanbhsiil JleGenp ¢ rpanuei yHbUION
CkopOut Ha (ha3TOHOBOW MOTHJION;

B ciie3ax kayaior TOIOJS JINCTBOM,

Morusbl BoHOM OeperyT IMOKOH.

$1 6 mor, Bo3maTh POCKT ObI BEJTMYABO
HebecHbIM poioM uii OOKbeN CIaBOM,
Kora, moqHABIIUCH BBBICH U MaB B IJTyOHHBI,
OO0pen B Harpajay O muiay JIMIIb JTeOeJUHbIN !
A BepHbIH Jiebeb MOTYa TPOILIHIBACT,

B TOcke 10 niecHe riryOke Bce B3/IbIXaeT.
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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 Dbetter 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!
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IlecHs Tpe3BOCTH

Ha menoouro «Ilpexpacrozo Curnezo @Paaza»

1.
1.
1.
1.

OTpsin MBI OpaTheB CTOUKUIA,
Mti1 O6bemcst ¢ PoMoM 371b1M
N B cuny BCo uaeM Ko JIHIO,
Hacrauer urto Oarum.

IIpunes:

Vpa! Vpa! U Tpessoctu ypa!
S Beputhb pag, 4To cripra s
Viiger ¢ mytu noopa!

— N — —_— = DN

—_— = N

. MBI ckuHeM co crora,

. I3ronum 3a nopor

. I'pexa TOT BUI, YTO YM MyTUT
. Ml 5K3HU KOCHUT CPOK.

. 3aKpoeM MMMBOBApHU

. W1 kasx eIl Mep3kmii O6ap,

. [loiimyT TOTNA, M HaBCET A,
. OrpomeH Kak Hari gap.

. Memares Ham BAPYT 4TO OyZeT,

. b ciepkUT HaIll MOIbEM,

. [Ipe3pum Mbl TO, FPO3UT HAM UTO,
. 1 cuoBa B 06011 moiigem.

. Korpa x npuner no6ena,

. ! cruHeTr BUCKM BOH,

. [Iponoiira-pad we OymeT cnad,
. B Ham1 Berynut JiervoH!
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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.

102



['. ®. JlaBkpadt. «Kommmap Ilo-sTa»

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:

Heobl1una

UYpezmepHocme 6paz NOKOsL HEUBMEHHO.

Jlykyiut, uto JISHIBHII, aCTPOHOM-TIOOUTEITH
I'peHKOB U clnaKuX MUPOKKOB LIEHUTEITb,
Hy1oto Gapn, 3aHATheM — MPoABell,
(YHBIHBS TIOJIOH: CJIaBHI IIe K BEHEIl?)
JKenanpe TaiiHOE MeN: OIUCTATh

JKMBBIM CTHXOM U IIECHEIO BEILATD.

Iepo x cTpoUnsIo eKeqHEBHO C X0y

O naBKe NMaHUXUIY WIH OLy:

VBB, HE MOJTHUJIOCh BBICOKMM YYBCTBOM
[Toata cepatie, OMIIOCH YTO UCKYCCTBOM.
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B3biBas 0H kK My3e poOKOH Beuepamu
[TMpOXHBIMY U TIPOYNMU CIIACTSIMH,
XO0Tb U3 IOOPOCTKA BBIPOC (paHTazep,

He temmmn o6pa3 aoHUBI B30OP.

Ha He60 oH cMOTpelt B 3aKaTHBIN Yac,

B 3Be3ze BeuepHeit 4ToO 00pecTh IKCTa3;
Pa3 HOUbIO B35JICS YXBATUTh TUMH YYJ1y
B m1yOu KpHCTaJIbHOM — MOIXBATUII IPOCTY/LY.
Tyxwi JIykysut ot rops cBoero,

IToka onHaxapl He Kynui KHUr [1o:
[TneHuBIIKCH y)XacaMy Ha CTPaHMIIAX,
[Mokisicst XMypO, UTO MPUAET JACBHIIA.
3pur B rpesax Manek, o3epo Obepa,
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[TpouuTaiitTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEIMKOM, KYIHB IIOJHYIO JIeraabHYI0 Bepcuio Ha JIutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,

WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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