. P. P. Tonkuen

T'opon Goros! (1923)

UepHblil XOJIM, TUTAHTCKUH, KPEIIOCTHOM,
O0603prUMO BBICUTCS HaJI MOPEM TEMHO-CUHUM
[Tox na3ypHbIM HEOOM, U Ha 3eMJIe TaM TEMHOM
Xemuyrom cBepKaroT Ha KaMHSX MOPPUPHBIX
Bbamnu 6enbie n3 Mpamopa, 3aJibl OCIETIISIOLIHE.
TeHn TEeMHO-KENThIE IJTAHEBUAHO CXOIATCS

Ha o6BeTpeHHBIX KaMHSIX CTE€H U3 CIOHOBOM KOCTH

OT GoJBIINX IEPEBHEB CKaJl B IOTEMKaxX
TPOMO3IAIINX,

Kak pe3nas n3 kaMHell KOJIOHHAaJa CBOJia

Co cTBONAMU M BEPXYIIKOHN M3 0a3ajibTa YepHOTO.
U TexyT momnsyde 1HU 3a0bITHIE BCET/A.

U BenyT TaMm TeHU CUET 4acoB O€33BYUHO.

Her nu menora, Hu 3Byka. MpaMopHbIe OanHu

bensl n ropstiu, 4yThb IbLJIAKOT, CITA.

! ipyrue nassanus: Kop (Bo rpaze mepreom 1 myctom) / Kor (In a City Lost and Dead). BxomuT B nukn «Jlerennapuym

J. R. R. Tolkien

The City of the Gods (1923)

A sable hill, gigantic, rampart-crowned

Stands gazing out across an azure sea

Under an azure sky, on whose dark ground
Impearled as ’gainst a floor of porphyry

Gleam marble temples white, and dazzling halls;
And tawny shadows fingered long are made

In fretted bars upon their ivory walls

By massy trees rock-rooted in the shade

Like stony chiselled pillars of the vault

With shaft and capital of black basalt.

There slow forgotten days for ever reap

The silent shadows counting out rich hours;
And no voice stirs; and all the marble towers

White, hot and soundless, ever burn and sleep.

Cpenuzembsy», coopank «Kanra YrpadeHusix Ckazanuii. Yacts I».



Beuep B TaBpobene! (1924)

Korna BecHa BcTpeuaer Jsiero,
3emJist B OOSIPBIIITHUK OJIETA.
Jlpoxaiuii 1eHb K KOHIlY COSXUT
[To conmHuy ¢ iecTHULIEH €TO,

UTO HAMOMHSET JIOTUK CBETOM,
Kak xy0ok sipkoe BUHO.

N TtaM TaHIYIOT oyXU CBETa,
OTnuB CHSHBS Yall OT Heoa.
Celiuac ux HET: B301LIA JIyHA,
Kpucrannom Gnemercs poca,
MepuanbeM B BeYe€p, CAMOIIBETOM
Ha cTpoiHBIX TUCTBSIX U CTBOJIAX
Bucwurt. B TpaBe noxuTCcs 3aBOJb,
Yucra u Menka oT npoxiai.

Tam B3I M CMEX OT MEJIKHUX JIUIL
N3 pocchinu CTEKIIHHOM 3BE3]1
OT oTpakeHUl UM APOKHU

WX HEM3MBICTUMBIX TJIOTKOB,
[ToJTHOYHBIN NOJIHOJIYHBS apOMaT

ToMUT TOT Xa)XKIIOM TAaHIIEM TaM.

An Evening in Tavrobel (1924)

Tis the time when May first looks toward June.
With almond-scented hawthorn strewn,
The tremulous day at last has run

Down the gold stairways of the Sun,

Who brimmed the buttercups with light
Like a dear wine she spilled bright;

And gleaming spirits there did dance

And sip those goblets' radiance.

Now wane they all; now comes the moon;
Like crystal are the dewdrops strewn
Beneath the eve, and twinkling gems

Are hung on the leaves and slender stems.
Now in the grass lies many a pool,
Infinitesimal and cool,

Where tiny faces peer and laugh

At glassy fragments of the stars

About them mirrored, or from jars

Of unimagined frailty quaff

This essence of the plenilune.

Thirsty, perchance, from dancing all the noon.

! TaBpobens — B nerennapuyme CpeauseMbs TOPOJ 3Mb(OB, PAaCTIONOKEHHBIH Ha GIukaifiieM kK AMaHy, 3amagHOMY
KOHTUHEHTY Apabl 3nbdoB u Banapos, octpoBe Ton-Opecces. O6pa3 ropoaka 31nb¢poB TaBpobenb HaBesH AepeBHEH
I'peiiT-Xeiieyn B Craddopammpe. Henoganéky or He€ pacnonaraics Jiarepb OaraiboHa, Te B 1916 romy cimyxun
Tonkuen, a B koHne 1916 u Havane 1917 oH HaxoauiiCcs TaM Ha BBI3JIOPOBICHUH IOCIIE TOTO, KaK 3apa0doTall OKOITHYIO
nxopanky B 0oeBbIx aeiicTBusix Bo ®panuun. B HosOpe 1916 roga on BepHyJics B AHIUIMIO U IPOBEN HEKOTOPOE BpEMsI
B rocriutaie B bupmunreme, a k PoxnectBy cmor BepHyThes B ['peliT-XeliByn kK DauT — B oM 1o Ha3BaHueM «Gipsy
Green». [IpennonoxurensHo Toraa U ObUIO HamucaHO cTuxoTBopeHue «Beuep B TaBpobene». OnHON U3 caMbIX SIPKUX
napaneneid Mmexny TaBpoOenem u I'peiiT-XeliBynom sBisiercss Hanu4Me IBYX pek u mocra. B I'peiiT-XeiiByne moct
HaxoauTcs B Mmecte ciusHus pek Coy m Tpent, a B TaBpoOene — B mecte cnusaus pek I'pyup u Adpoc. Hazpanue
«TaBpoOenb» BcTpedaercss U B uepHOBUKAX «CHIBMAapHIUIMOHA» (CM. KOMMEHTAapUM M3 MHOTOTOMHOTO H3IaHUS

yepHoBUKOB Tonkuena «Mcropust Cpennzembsi»).



OpuHOKMi ocTpos! (1924)

Mepuaronuii 0CTpOB BOJIOKO OJIMH OKPYXKEH,

CKBO3b JABIMKY OT COJIHIIA CUSIHbE CKaJIbl OJIeTHOM
BU/JTHO.

O, Bce BB, IIEMIEPHI CEbIE, BAC KOJIBIEBAT CTOH

Ot BO/JI 3CJICHBIX FJ'IY6OKI/IX N3 HOXKHBIX 3aJINBOB,

4! BbI, I'OJIOCA MPHUJIMBHBIC, )KYPUUTC BCEraa, rpoxoya,
U BBI OoIepeHHBIE TIEHBI, TJIe Oepera JyXH BCIUIBIBAIOT.
Bp1, Genbie nTUtlsl, JeTAIME OT OEPETOB MISTOTAa,

UYro cTau 30BYT K cepeOpsiHbIM Oeperam, -

Mopckoe, nersiee, CKOpOHOE BOUHCTBO,

Uto mayet o 6eperax 0e3 mpuyaIoB BCET/a,

[TeyanbHO CKOJIB3sI 3TU Cepble BOJbI CO CBUCTOM CBOUM,

Kpykace Haja myreM 3anpeieibHbIM MOUM.

3a0bIThIe TPAaHU TBOU JJIs MEHSI BO3HUKAIOT BCETr/a,
Ceepkanue 6eoil CKaJibl, YTO TaM paslieisieT MOps,

)41 ThbI, HCKYCCTBO, UC€PE3 TyMaH CJIC3HBIN MIOYETOM
YBCHYAHO,

TBou Oepera MmoJIHBI My3bIKH, TBOU Oepera
OE3MSITEXHBI —

HpI/IIOTBI CTApUHHBIC MHOTHUX JeTen YKPBITHI B IBETAX,

IToka gacoBoro AYroro BHU3 COJIHIEC HE CACIACT 1Iar,

The lonely isle (1924)

O glimmering island set sea-girdled and alone -

A gleam of white rock through a sunny haze:

O all ye hoary caverns ringing with the moan

Of long green waters in the southern bays;

Ye murmurous never-ceasing voices of the tide;

Ye plumed foams wherein the shoreland spirits ride;
Ye white birds flying from the whispering coast
And wailing conclaves of the silver shore,
Sea-voiced, sea-winged, lamentable host

Who cry about unharboured beaches evermore,
Who sadly whistling skim these waters grey

And wheel about my lonely outward way -

For me for ever thy forbidden marge appears
A gleam of white rock over sundering seas,

And thou art crowned in glory through a mist of tears,

Thy shores all full of music, and thy lands of ease -

Old haunts of many children robed in flowers,

Until the sun pace down his arch of hours,

! B cruxorBopenuu peub ujer o Ton-Dpeccuu (IOCIOBHBINA TEPEBOJl HA3BAHHSA OCTPOBA C HJIb(UHCKOro BHIHECEH B
3arylaBUe CTHXOTBOPEHHS), 3Ib(QUHACKOM OCTpoBe B JjereHaapuyme CpeauseMbs, PaclolioXEHHOM Oiike K AMaHy,
3amaJHOMy KOHTHHEHTY ApJsl 31b¢poB 1 Banapos (cMm. koMmMenTapuu k «Beuepy B TaBpobene»).



Korpa ¢ Tockyrommm cepameM B MOJTYaHUH Tb(BI
CraHIyloT B y30pax U3 BO3yXa CKPUIIOK U apd.
BHI/I3y BCJIMKUX IMYCTOT, BO TbMC OTAAJICHUHA

S1 CHITBHO JKeJTaro MOMAaCcTh B Balll CKa30YHBIH Ipajl,

['ne uepe3 cBeTIEHHBIE BS3BI BEUEPHETO HXa pacKar,

Tpe3BOH KOJIOKOJIBHBIN OT CYLIU U3 OALIHU BHICOKOH.

[Ipomai, oquHOKMI MepLaromuii ocTpos!

When in the silence fairies with a wistful heart
Dance to soft airs their harps and viols weave.
Down the great wastes and in a gloom apart

I long for thee and thy fair citadel,

Where echoing through the lighted elms at eve
In a high inland tower there peals a bell :

O lonely, sparkling isle. farewell!



BesniMsnnas semsa® (1927)

Tam uCTOYAIOT 30JI0TOM MPOTSKHBIE OTHU

B Tpage, uTo 3eneHee, ueM B cajax,

B nepeBbsix, qocrarommx HeOO Tam, YTO BHICOKH
C nucToBOIO cepeOpUCTOH, I1Ie BUIMMBIN pa3Max.
C Maruueckoi pocoil OHM HE yMUPAIOT,

He GnexnyT 1 He Maial0T BECh HECKOHYAEMBIH O/,
I'ne nonneHs BEUHbIN TaM TOPKECTBEHHBIN UJIET
Han smyrom u xomMoM, 1 MOJTYaTMBOM 3aBO/IBIO.
N cympak 6113K0 HE JOXOJUT TaM BEUECPHUH,
['me nBMXYTCSI B YKPBITOM XOpe TOJI0ca BIEpe
Wne cBUCT TaM B TKaHHW HEOKUJAHHBIN M3 IICHBS,

W HamonHst0TCS J1eca OJIyKIatOIIHM OTHEM.

N HanmonHst0TCS OMyXXIar0nuM OTHEM Jieca,

B nonsiHax BeYHO 3€I€HBIO BCE CBETOM 03apsIIOT.
B mommHax HeM3MEHHO KamaeT poca

C uBeTeHUEM I[BETOB, YTO TaM MPOU3PACTAFOT.
Tam nbercst My3bIka MEIOIUI.

XKypuar ponTanbl, nagas, miecKasch.

U cBetnas Boga, YTO MEPENPHITUBAET XOJIMBI,

Bcé nmer mope, rae napyc He CIycKaics.

The nameless land (1927)

There lingering lights do golden lie

On grass more green than in gardens here,

On trees more tall that touch the sky
With silver leaves a-swinging clear:
By magic dewed they may not die
Where fades nor falls the endless year,
Where ageless afternoon goes by

O’er mead and mound and silent mere.
There draws no dusk of evening near,
Where voices move in veiléd choir,

Or shrill in sudden singing sheer,

And the woods are filled with wandering fire.

The wandering fires the woodland fill,
In glades for ever green they glow,

In dells that immortal dews distill

And fragrance of all flowers that grow.
There melodies of music spill.

And falling fountains plash and flow,
And a water white leaps down the hill

To seek the sea no sail doth know.

! Bxomut B uxi «Jlerenaapuym CpenuseMbsy, cOOPHUK «Y TpaueHHBIH yTh U APYTHE HCTOPHID.



WX royioca q0aWHBI HAIOJHSIIOT HU3KO,
['ne HOCUTCA IbIXaHUE K IIMIIOBHUKAM U TPaBaw,
W npoOyxmaercss OTOHB, UIYIIUH K TUTAMEHH,

I'ie BeTpbI AYIOTCS 32 KpaeéM MHpa CHIIBHO.

EcTb A3bIKM MEpLaHUH y XOAA4Ero OrHs,

YUbu HeracuMEbIe IBETA OTYETIMBO OJIMCTAIOT

Ha nucTesax u 3emMiie, rae HeT €M U Ha3BaHbs,

W He HageeTcs HATH TaM cep/ilie TaBaHb.

U npeBo3HOCUTCS O€3 3BE3/1 M CHOBUICHUH ThMa,
Tam mapmmpyet HOUb O€37TyHHAsI TOCKJIMBO,
HeykpoTuMbIM 1m1arom Bobpl TaM OOITHUPHBI.

U nenenoit okpyxeHbI MOpPCKUE Oepera.

Otcronia B ThICSYAX JIUT JISKUT MOPE,
U B HEM LIBETKOM BUIHEETCS II€HA
VY ckan KpucTramia Ce4eHHOTO CBETIIOTO

Ha mrsxax CHAOINUX, I'AC BECTCA BOJIBHO.

Tam nyHOBeHbe pa3BeBaeT BOJIOCHI CBOOOIHO,
L{ensromuxcs CBETOM COJIHIA U JTyHBIZ.

U Tam 3anyTaHHbIE B T€X KPACUBBIX JIOKOHAX
CBepkaHbs 30710Ta U cepedpa BpallalTcs OIHU.
Tam mar ObeT mycTo u spKo,

Horu MMPOBOPHBIC B TAHCII ITyCKas,

% Tlo3ke 7Ta CTPOKA BOMJIET B MECHIO THOMOB 0 MIimMCTBIX ropax m3 «Xo66uran: «It meshed with light of moon and

sun».

Its voices fill the valleys low.
Where breathing keen on bent and briar
The winds beyond the world’s edge blow

And wake to flame a wandering fire.

That wandering fire hath tongues of flame
Whose quenchless colours quiver clear
On leaf and land without a name

No heart may hope to anchor near.

A dreamless dark no stars proclaim,

A moonless night its marches drear,

A water wide no feet may tame,

A sea with shores encircled sheer.

A thousand leagues it lies from here,
And the foam doth flower upon the sea
’Neath cliffs of crystal carven clear

On shining beaches blowing free.

There blowing free unbraided hair

Is meshed with light of moon and sun,
And tangled with those tresses fair

A gold and silver sheen is spun.
There feet do beat and white and bare

Do lissom limbs in dances run,



Nx BeTpa u BO31yxa OJlEAHUS -

UToObl y3peTh, Takas OHa KpacoTa

YUT0 HE JOCTUTHYT HU BpeH):[aH3, HU BpaH4 HUKOT'Ja,
Ups neHa Biainuy JajaeKkoro Mopst

OcmMmenuTcsi, mpsYach 3a COJIHIIE

Ha BeTpax, HE3pUMO HECYILIUXCS BOJIBHO.

Yem TI/Ip-Ha-Hor5, OoJiee TUBEH U BOJIEH,
Tyckieit n ganeue, yem Paii Becp,

O, 6eper Tenncroro mopsi!

Kpait oguHOKHI, TJ1€ BEIIH MPOTIABIINE ECTh,

O, ropsl, Ti€ HE CTYyNAJ YEIOBEK,

CasilieHHOE MOpE Ha OTMEJISIX TaM, BOCXOs,
Uepes 3eMHOM Kpall HECETCSI KO MHE.

Meuraro y3peTh 3Be31ly KalpHU3HYIO 5,

Uem masiku B 'ono0ape Ha Oeperax.

I'ie ronoBy KpyXHT 1o HeOOM, OOJIbIIIE KPAacHBO,
W Ha oTAaieHHBIX X0JIMaX HEU3MBICIUMBIX KPACHO

CropamT, IIOraCHYB, JKeJIaHWH CBETHIIA.

Their robes the wind, their raiment air —

Such loveliness to look upon

Nor Bran nor Brendan ever won,
Who foam beyond the furthest sea
Did dare, and dipped behind the sun

On winds unearthly wafted free.

Than Tir-nan-Og more fair and free,
Than Paradise more faint and far,

O! shore beyond the Shadowy Sea,
O! land forlorn where lost things are,
O! mountains where no man may be!
The solemn surges on the bar
Beyond the world’s edge waft to me;
| dream | see a wayward star,

Than beacon towers in Gondobar
More fair, where faint upon the sky
On hills imagineless and far

The lights of longing flare and die.

® Bpennan Knougeprekuii (okx. 484, — ok. 578), npo3saHHkli «Moperasatenem» uan «llyTemecTBeHHUKOMY) — OJUH
13 Tex paHHUX MpraHACKHX MOHAIIECKUX CBSTHIX, JIETEHJIBI O KOTOPBIX 3aTMEBAIOT peanbHylo ucropuio. CB. bpennan
W3BECTEH TIJIaBHBIM 00pa3oM cBouM IutaBaHueM K «OctpoBy bnakeHHbIx» (Takke HaseiBaemomy Tup-Ha-Hor),
onucanHbM B «llyremectBuu Cssitoro bpennana-MopemnnaBarens» B [X Beke.

* Upnannckas cara «[lnaBanue bpana, ceina ®edana» paccka3bsiBaeT 0 BouHe bpane, KOTOpbIil JocTUTr O1a’keHHOH 3eMITn
Omaitn-Maxu, «OcTpoBa KEeHIINH», U KOTOPBI HE CMOT BepHYThCsl 0O6paTtHo B Upianauio.

®> Tup-Ha-Hor — B xenbTckoil MU(OIOTHH «OCTPOB IOHBIX», CTpPaHa BEYHOH MOJIOAOCTH, OCTPOB BEYHOH MOJIOAOCTH —
MECTO, B KOTOPOM BC€, [0 MPEAAaHUI0, OCTABAINCh MOJOJABIMHU, TI€ HET OOJe3HEH, a KIMMaT BCerja He JKapoK U He
XOJIOZIEH, HEeT rojiojaa u 060mu; MecTo kutenberBa [Inemén Oorunu any, MMEHYEMBIX TaKKe CUAaMHU, U CPABHUBAEMBIX C
¢eiipu (pesiMn) unu abpdamu.



Tht, st u oM notepsiaoi urpei! (1915)

Tel U 51 — cTpaHy Ty 3HAEM MBI

U yacTo ObLIHM TaM TOTIA

B ObutBIC TONTHE OT IETCTBA JHU,
PeGerok OenoKyphIi U TEMHOE JIUTS.
Br110 116 Yy KaMUHA 3TO MO CTE35IM MEUThHI
B 3umax 0en0oCHEXHBIX U XOJIOIHBIX,
Wnu B cMHEBE YBUTBIX CYMEPEK Yachl
KpoBartok paHo JUIb yI0KEHHBIX

B nernelt u qpemiromieit Ho4H,

Uto BO cHE MBI 3aTepsiuch, A u Thl,

U tam apyr npyra BCTpeTuiu -

Ha HouHoI1 pyOarike 6enoif TeMHbIE TBOU

Bosocer 1 ObuT MO CITyTaHHBIE CBETIIBIE?

3aCTEHYMBO MBI PyKOIO 00 pyKy Opoauiu

Wnu B mecke BOJIIIEOHOM PE3BUIIMCH

N cobupany pakymka ¥ )KeMIyT B OaJIbH,

[Toka Bce B OKpyre Be3Jie COJIOBbH

C nepeBbeB neBaIM MOJIOJTY.

MpbI KONaJIMCh JIONIaTaMU HAITUMU 3a cepedpoM
Bo3sne nmoBepxHOCTEN MENKUX CPEAU CYLLIH MODS,
Uepes Mops crisiyie K 6epery MYaluch moToM,

U ciyckanuch BHU3 110 TPOIIE NETIMCTON U TEIIION
W nuxorga, HUKOTAa HE HAXOAUINCh MBI CHOBA

Mex ACPCBbAMU HICTIYIIUMHUCA U BBICOKUMH.

! Pannmii BapuanT cTUXOTBOpeHHs «J[OM yTpaudeHHOH MIpbl», KOTOPHIH BXoauT B muki «Jlerennapuym CpenuseMbsy,
coopuuk «Knura VYTpaueHnoix Ckazanuii. Yactb I». JloM moTepsHHON HIpbl, TakKe WMEHYEMBbI B JiereHIapuyme
CpenuzemMbst 1oMOM jeTelt ninu qomoM Urpsl cHa (the Cottage of the Children / the Cottage of the Play of Sleep), — mom Ha
octpoBe Tom Opeccea, mpuHamnexamwii JluHmo, snbdy-cka3uTento, KyAa MpHIIed NpUOBIBIIMA MOpeM Ha OCTpPOB
Onbdeune Buanact, npo3BaHHBI DPHOIOM OCTPOBUTSIHAMH, aHTIIMACKUI MOpPSIK MU MEHECTpenb Ha cilyx0e y poiiaps
Koponsi DaaBapaa (ceiHa Anbdpena Bemukoro), BeIyYMBIINH HaW3yCTh M 3allMCAaBLIIMKA MHOTHE AIb(QUIICKHE CKa3aHUS B

You & Me and the Cottage of Lost Play (1915)

You and me--we know that land

And often have been there

In the long old days, old nursery days,

A dark child and a fair.

Was it down the paths of firelight dreams
In winter cold and white,

Or in the blue-spun twilit hours

Of little early tucked-up beds

In drowsy summer night,

That You and I got lost in Sleep

And met each other there--

Your dark hair on your white nightgown,

And mine was tangled fair?

We wandered shyly hand in hand,

Or rollicked in the fairy sand

And gathered pearls and shells in pails,
While all about the nightingales

Were singing in the trees.

We dug for silver with our spades

By little inland sparkling seas,

Then ran ashore through sleepy seas,
And down a warm and winding lane
And never, never found again

Between high whispering trees.

nepeBOaAC HA DO,I[HOfI SI3BIK IIOCJIC BO3BpalllCHUA HA pPOAWHY (COFJ’IaCHO «3anuckam K.]'IY63 «MHEHHE»» TOJ'IKI/ICHa).



He 65110 B AYHOBCHBU HU HOIITHO, HHU ACHHO,

Ho 6bu1 cympak OniefHBIN B CBETE TIpeMsIrdaiiieM,

B niepBbIii pa3 korma Ope3KuIcs mepe B30poM HalluM

JIoM Urpel NOTEPSHHOM.

bpu1 1aBHBIM-aBHO MTOCTPOEH OH CTAPUHHBIN
benblii, 1 COJIOMOM 30JI0TOM TOKPBITHIN

W npoiin€unsiil mpopacTarouen orpaaiou,
Yro cmoTpena K MOpIo U300MIIbHO;

U pebsiueckue caarku cOOCTBEHHBIE HAIIIH
beimn Tam — Hamm He3a0yIKW YUCTHIE,
MaprapuTku KpacHbI€, Kpecc-cajiaT, TOPUHIIa,

W nazypHbie poaHbIE HEMODUITBI.

O, 6opatopsI BCe, OTACIaHHBIE PAMOM, TIJIOTHO
MusnbsiMu [IBETKaMH ObLTH B H300MIIbe — (DIIOKCAMU,
[InopHUKOM, TBO3AMKAMH, IITOKPO3AMH

[Tox GOSIPBIITHUKOBBIM KPACHBIM JPEBOM;

U 3anonHEeHbI Bce MyTH CHITYITaMU ObLTH
Konomamumucs, C4acTIMBBIMHU, OJCTHIMH CHEXKHO,

U mpl, Tel 1 4, ¢ HUMU.

VY HeKOTOpPBIX ObLIN JIEWKH U3 cepedpa

M BCx0abI CBOHM OHHU IOJIUBAIIN

Wb OKpOIUISIM IpyT B APYTa; Apyrue CTPOWIN IUIaHBI,

Kak nomMuku cTpouTh UM, CKa304HBIE TOpPOJIA
Wb B KpoHax JepeBbEB OOUTENH;
W Ha xpsllty J1€3 KTO-TO,

A xTO-TO Ty OOJMHOKO M OTYYXKICHHO,

The air was neither night or day,

But faintly dark with softest light,
When first there glimmered into sight
The Cottage of Lost Play.

‘Twas builded very very old

White, and thatched with straws of gold,
And pierced with peeping lattices
That looked toward the sea;

And our own children's garden-plots
Were there--our own forgetmenots,
Red daisies, cress and mustard,

And blue nemophile.

O! All the borders trimmed with box
Were full of favourite flowers--of phlox,
Of larkspur, pinks, and hollyhocks
Beneath a red may-tree;

And all the paths were full of shapes,

Of tumbling happy white-clad shapes,

And with them You and Me.

And some had silver watering-cans
And watered all their gowns,

Or sprayed each other; some laid plans
To build them houses, fairy towns,

Or dwellings in the trees;

And some were clambering on the roof;

Some crooning lonely and aloof;



KT0-T0 BOAMI XOPOBOABI BOJIIIECOHBIE APYKHBIE,

W 3amueranu BEHKU U3 MaprapuToK KEMUYKHbIE
Ny Hocuiucek 3a M4EIKaMU 30J10ThIMU.

Ho tam u TyT ObUTa Masbilel napa

C kpacHbIMHU IIEUKAMHU U CIIyTaHHBIMU BOJIOCAMU
Jena nerckue crapble 00CYKaNnu YyAHBIC -

W Tr1, u 5, MBI OJHH B3 HUX OBLIH.

Ho nouemy xe Bpems 3TO NpUILIO,

Korpa no nopore 60bIiie He MOKEM OTIIPaBUTHCS MBI,

XOTh J10JITO CMOTPENH U 3a0UpaThCsi MOTJI BBICOKO

Wnw BrasaeTsest ¢ OperoB T€X MOPCKUX,

UToOBI HANTH ITYTh MEX MOPEM M HeOecaMu

K tem ctapbim cagam ouapoBaHbs;

U kak B TOM cTpaHe OHO MPOXOJUT ceilyac,

Ecnu noM u cagpl TaM CTOST,

Bcé emé neTBopoit, CHEXKHO 0€TOM, HABOJHEHBI -

TeI 1 S, HEe 3HAEM TO MHEI.

N nouemy xe 3aBTpa npuuuio

W cBoeli cepoil pykoil Hac Ha3aj OTBENO;

W BHOBBb HMKOTI'/Ia MBI HE CMOKEM HAUTU NMOYEMY
Jlom cTapblii I BOMIIEOCTBA TY TPOILY,

Uro BezeT yepes Mope cepedpsiHoe,

U »tu canpl, u cTapoe nmodepexsne,

I'me ocranpHOE BCE €CTh, UTO TaM OBLIO BCETa, -

He BegaeM Mb1, Tor 1 S

And some were dancing fairy-rings
And weaving pearly daisy-strings,
Or chasing golden bees;

But here and there a little pair

With rosy cheeks and tangled hair
Debated quaint old childish things--

And we were one of these.

But why it was there came a time

When we could take the road no more,

Though long we looked, and high would climb,
Or gaze from many a seaward shore

To find the path between sea and sky

To those old gardens of delight;

And how it goes now in that land,

If there the house and gardens stand,

Still filled with children clad in white--

We know not, You and I.

And why it was Tomorrow came
And with his grey hand led us back;
And why we never found the same
Old cottage, or the magic track

That leads between a silver sea

And those old shores and gardens fair
Where all things are, that ever were--

We know not, You and Me.



The clerk’s complaint (1922)

When October with his dark showers

has drained the earth, and wet winds whine
and sigh in naked branches cold and bare,
and the old sun is long since gone from here;
when misty black clouds mingled with smoke
blind their eyes and choke their throats,

and frosty Eurus with his keen teeth

bites each forwandred man who flees him,
and wretched cats wail at whiles,

that do not sleep but wander on the tiles

(so spurs them Nature in their hearts),

then people think of doing something advantageous,
and seek themselves fair education

in the first days of term:

and especially from the ends of every shire

in all the North they go down to Leeds,

and in the fairest town of Yorkshire

seek the deep and pure well of learning.

In that dim and dreary season it befell

that in Leeds as | sat at the doors

in the morning were come into those high halls
in my company well-nigh five hundred

new clerkes in an eager crowd,

that would learn old languages, | guess,

of France or England or Spain or Russia,

the hard tongues of High Germany and Prussia,

XKanoba kiepka (1922)

Koria OKT0pb C €ro yrploMbIMH JUBHAMH'
[Tyckaercs B 3eMI110, 1 BETPBI MOKPBIE HOIOT,

W nnagyr, gpiiia B BETBSAX XOJIOJHBIX U TOJIBIX,
U couHLe ynuio AaBHO OTCIOJIa CTAPUHHOE;
Korna obnaka TymaHHOTO Mpaka cOMparoOTCs B JIbIM,
Yto oCNemIsIoT raaza u AymaT BCEM ropJio,

W ¢ 3y0amu cBOMMH OCTpBIMU DBp MOPO3HBIN
Kycaer momyTtunka BCSKOTO, UTO MYHUTCS C HAM,
W BOIOT HECUaCTHBIE KOIIKHU TI0 BPEMEHaM,

Uto HE IPeMITIOT Ha Yepernuiiax, Ho OpoasiT

(Tak moOyxmaeT B cepamax ux [Ipuposa),
Jymaer mo 0 ieax MHTEPECHBIX TOT/AA,

U cam cripaBeyiMBOE MIIET 00pa3oBaHUe

B nHu ceMecTpoBbIi€ paHHUE:!

N 13 KOHIIOB 0COOEHHO KaXk10TO IrpadcTBa

Bnus Bo Bcem CeBepe B JIunc? oH TOXOJIMT,

N B npekpacHeiieM HOPKIIUPCKOM TOPOJIe
Nuier riryOokuid YUCTHIN KOJIOACL TO3HAHBSI.
Cnydnsiocr B CE30HE 3TOM YHBUIOM U TYCKJIOM
To B JInace, korga s cuzen y ABeped U y BXOOB!
B 5Tu 327181 BEICOKHE IPUOBUTH YTPOM

B Moel koMnanum msaTh COTEH HOYTH

B HerepnienuBoii ToMe KIEPKOB HOBBIX,

UTo s13bIKH BEKOBBIE Y3HATH OBl MOTJIH,
[Tonarato, Poccun, ®panuun, Aurinuu win Mcnanuu,

S3biku Tpynsble Ipycenn, Bepxuen I epmanun,

! Mapomus na nepswie ctpoku "KenrepGepuiickux pacckasos" Yocepa: "Korna Anpens oOHIbHBIME A0KIAMA...". B
naponun TOJKHEH HepeJBUraercs Ha Mojiroja BIepea, B OKTSOpb, B MPOTUBOLUKII AlIPEIIO.
Topon, rae sxun TolKueH u B yHHBEpCHTETe KOTOpOro Tpenofanai B 1920-1925 roxax.



or history, or quaint terms of law;

yet there was but little Latin in their bellies,

and there were, alas, even fewer bold men

that thought to wrestle with the tongue of Greece,
or make their heads ache with ethics,

and with melancholy philosophy.

But yonder was a crowd so tightly packed

that | could hardly count those young clerks

that would learn how here in deep vessels

with strange smell men seethe and steep hides,
and weave wool in soft and fair webs;

and burn coal without polluting the air;

and a great crowd sought mathematics,

and fragrant chemistry and sly physics,

and many a strange science by the way,

of flowers, fish, and old stones.

The many voices there made such a din,

the hot air shook, and many a pin

unheard there fell upon those wide floors,

until one cried shrilly beside my ear

of fees and of examination,

and asked of matriculation,

and whether I had by God’s full fair grace

by chance happened to pass it.

Though | had more than thrice ten skills (lit. masters)
and the wisdom of a heap of learned men

that were knowledgable and curious for learning,

yet | had no command, no more than a mouse has,

Wne neroputo, Wik 4yIHBIX YCIOBUHM 3aKOHA,
Emié Ob110 BHYTpH HUX JIATBIHU HEMHOTO,

Tam ObLIO e1ile MY»KYUH MEHBIIIE CMEIIBIX, YBBI,
YUTO MOMBINIISIIN C TPEYECKON peubio OOPOTHCH,
Wnb ¢ aTukoi ux 00116 TOJIOBHYIO CBECTH,

W napsiny ¢ Menanxosinyeckoit gpuiiocoduei.

Ho BoH Oplna TaM Tak Tyro HabuTa TOJIA,

UTto st cocuuTaTh MOT T€X FOHOIICH-KJIEPKOB €/1Ba,

Urto Morau Obl y3HaTh, KaK B COCy/Iax IITyOMHHEHIIINX
371eCh
C 3amaxom cTpaHHBIM BapsT U MOTPYXKAIOTCS JIIOIU

B TaliHbl, ¥ B MATKUX U SICHBIX NMOJOTHAX TKYT IIEPCTh;
N Bo31yX HE 3arps3Hsis, )KIyT YroJib;

W MareMaTHKy UIYT MHOTO BEJIUKHX,

U ¢pusuky XUTpyro, 1 apOMaTHYIO XUMUIO

W, kcratu, HAyKM MHOTHE CTPAHHbBIE

U pwIO, 1 1IBETOB, M1 KAMHEH CTaPBIX.

['yn Tako# roa0coB COCTaBIISAIN MHOKECTBO TaM,
Bo3ayx ropsumii nposxail, 1 MeJI04Yd MHOTO
Hecaplmmmo nano Ha 3Taxkax TeX MIHUPOKUX

[loka pssIoM C yXOM MOUM KTO-TO HE 3aKpUyail
[IpoH3UTENBHO O MJIATEXE U PACCMOTPEHHH,

U o 3auncrienby B yueOHOE BbICIIIEE 3aBE/ICHBE,
IIprxoaAuIOCh JIM MHE IO CIIPABEMIUBOUN U TTOJHOU
Ero npoxoauTs cirydaiiHO MUJIOCTBIO bOKbeM.
XOTbh MOUX JIECSITh HABBIKOB B TPH paza OOJbIIIE,

C MyZpoCTbIO INTEPATYPHI YUEHEHITNX MHOTHX,

MaCTepOB, YTO B YUCHUH 3HAYUMBI 6BIJ'II/I, IBITINBBI,

Emié ne ObUI0 MHE KOMaHABI OOJIBIIE, YEM MEIIIIH,



of such book-language, nor did I know what he meant; Toli KHWKHOM peuH, YTO B BULy OH UMEJI, 51 HE 3HAI0,

and swiftly men sent me from the halls [Tpu ToM; 1 OBICTPO OTIPABHII MEHS JIFOT U3 3ajia
to stay a whole year outside the gate Ha menblii o1 32 BpaTaMu OCTaThCs

and complain of my unkind fate; U1 Ha Mo10 Cynp0y JIIOTYIO JKalIoBaThCH,

to dwell outside the gates for a whole year, U 3a BpaTtamu Ha 1EJBIA TOJT )KHUTD,

not daring to drink from that clear well. W3 Toii kianie3n SICHOM He CMes OTITUTh.



**kk *k*k

Once upon a day on the fields of May Ha maiickux moJisix JTHEM OHaXIbl TaBHO

there was snow in summer where the blossom lay; Bru1o nerom 6eno, rie HBETEHDE JIEMIIO;

the buttercups tall sent up their light

in a stream of gold, and wide and white
there opened in the green grass-skies
the earth-stars with their steady eyes
watching the Sun climb up and down.
Goldberry was there with a wild-rose crown,
Goldberry was there in a lady-smock
blowing away a dandelion clock,
stooping over a lily-pool

and twiddling the water green and cool
to see it sparkle round her hand:

once upon a time in elvish land.

Once upon a night in the cockshut light
the grass was grey but the dew was white;
shadows were dark, and the Sun was gone,
the earth-stars shut, but the high stars shone,
one to another winking their eyes

as they waited for the Moon to rise.

Up he came, and on leaf and grass

his white beams turned to twinkling glass,
and silver dripped from stem and stalk
down to where the lintips walk

through the grass-forests gathering dew.

Tom was there without boot or shoe,

JIroTHKM CBET CBOM ycCilaiau BBICOKHN

B mmpoxoM u CHEXHOM M3 371aTa OTOKE.
OTKpBUIKCH B 3€JIEHOM TTOKPOBE TPABbI
C ouamMu CIOKOMHBIMH 3BE3J0BUKHU
B3upas conHna Bocxoa U 3akar.
30JI0TUHKA ¢ KOPOHOW HMTUTIOBHUKA TaM,
Cpenp cepIeYHUKOB JIYTOBBIX TaM OblLa,
OnyBaHYMK CO3PEBINUIN CyBasi B BETPA,
CKJIOHMBIIUCH HAJ 03€PIIOM B JTUITHSIX
3eeHoM BOJIOM KPyTs, HEBO3MYTUMOM -
VY3peTh y pyKH CBEpKaHbe e€:

Korma-To B 3emiie 3mb(uiickoil JaBHO.

Houbl0 0THaKIBI B CYMPAYHOM CBETE
Tpaa cepoii OblIa, HO poca Toberena;
CoutHIle yIIUTO, ¥ TEHU TEMHEIH,
3aKpbUIHCH 3BE3/I0OBUKH, HO OJIeCTeNn
Beicokue 3Be3Jibl, APYT K APYTY MOpras
Ouvamu, B30WTH TIPU JTyHE OKUTAs.
Bor Ta B3omina, u 6em0 Ha TUCTBE
Jlyun e€ cBepKkajy CTEKIIOM U B TpaBe,
U xamnano cepedpo co cTBoJIa U CTEOIS
BHu3, rie 6posT TMHTHIEL, Ty/a,
COupas pocy, HaCKBO3b Jieca Tpas,

be3 Tydens 6611 Tom Oocoit Tam,

! Manenbkue cymectsa, obuTaromue B Tpase, — u3o0perenue camoro Tonkuena. TOUHOE IPOUCXOKIEHHE ITHX CYILECTB
HEHM3BECTHO, HO BO3MOXXHO, YTO OHM MOTJIHM OTHOCHUTCS K CBEPXBHECTECTBEHHBIM HapoaaM (HUpH W3 KEIbTCKOW U
TrepMaHCKON MH(OIIOTHA.



with moonshine wetting his big, brown toes:

once upon a time, the story goes.

Once upon a moon on the brink of June
a-dewing the lintips went too soon.

Tom stopped and listened, and down he knelt:
'Hal little lads! So it was you | smelt?

What a mousy smell! Well, the dew is sweet,
so drink it up, but mind my feet!'

The lintips laughed and stole away,

but old Tom said: 'l wish they'd stay!

The only things that won't talk to me,

say what they do or what they be.

I wonder what they have got to hide?

Down from the Moon maybe they slide,

or come in star-winks, | don't know:

Once upon a time and long ago.

(1965)

[Ipu 1yHE MTPOMOKHYB CBOM HOTH OOJIBILIKE!

Korpa-To naBHO, paccka3 Halll IIPOUIUTCS.

OmHaxapl JaBHO IPU UIOHBCKOU JTyHE
JImHTHUIIBI paHO CHIENIWIIN B pOCE.

Bcerann Tom u ycnsiman, CKIOHWICA K 3€MIIE:
«Xa! Manermu? Yto uyro HeBaaueke?

Kaxoit poOkuii 3anax! Uto xk, ciaaka poca,
Tak meiite, HO 6eperuTech MOMX HOT TOorAal»

Y CKONMB3HYIN TUHTUIIBI U PACCMESITUCH,

Ho crapuna monsuin: «Xouy, 4T06 ocTanuch
Onun! TonbKO 4TO-TO, YTO MHE HE PACCKAXKET,
MOoBUT, 4TO OHM JENAKOT Wb YTO €CTh JaXKeE.
HNHTepecHo, 4TO Y HUX €CTh, YTOOBI CKPBITh?
CKONB3HITH OHH JTb BHU3 C JIYHEIZ, MOYXKET OBITH,
Wnp npuiy B 3B€31HBIX MTHOBEHBSIX, HE 3HAIO:
Korna-To 7aBHBIM-IaBHO M OJJHAXKBI».

(1965)

2 Antro3us Ha TeMy o6uTaHus Ha JIyHe CBEpXbECTECTBEHHBIX TIEPCOHAKEH — TaKKX, Kak, Hanpumep, Jlynaoro Yesnopeka,
W3BECTHOTO B AHIVIMHACKOM, HEMELKOM M CKaHAMHABCKOM (onbkiopax. HeOespizBecTHbIl TONKHMEHY aHTIMHACKUN
cpenneBekoBbiii moaT Jxedppu Yocep «B «3aBemanunn Kpeccuap» ymomuHaer YenoBeka Ha JyHE M CBS3BIBAET €ro
MOSIBJIEHUE TaM ¢ BOPOBCTBOM. OH rOBOPUT, UTO Ha Ipyau Jienn CHHTHH, WIM JTYHbI, HAPHUCOBAH KPECTbIHUH, HECYIUI
Ha CIIMHE BSI3aHKY XBOPOCTa, KOTOPBIN 3a CBOIO KPaXXy BBIHY)KJEH Obl 3a0paThcst Tak Beicoko» (Cabun bapunr-I'oynn.
Mudst u nerennsl CpenneBekoBbsi. M. Llentpmonmurpad. 2009r. — «I'maBa 9. YenoBek Ha JlyHe»). B TBopuecTBe
Tonkuena tema Jlynnoro YenoBeka Takke Hauuia orpakeHue B coopHuke ctuxoB "[lpukmouenus Toma bombaanna u
Ipyrue ucTopun', B meceHke xooouros B bpu u3 «Bnacrenuna Koneny u B 1pyrux nponsBeaeHuUsIX.



From Iffley (1913)

From the many-willow’d margin of the immemorial
Thames,

Standing in a vale outcarven in a world-forgotten day,

There is dimly seen uprising through the greenly veiléd
stems,

Many-mansion’d, tower-crownéd in its dreamy robe of
grey,

All the city by the fording: agéd in the lives of men,

Proudly wrapt in mystic mem’ry overpassing human
ken.

U3 Uppmut (1913)
W3 nopocmnx nBamu Tem3bl CTapHHHBIX OpEroB,

CrosAmux B TOIUHE, B 3a0BITHIH MHUPOM JEHD
CTOYCHHOMH,

CkBO3b 3€JIeHBIX cTe0IEN MOKPOB HESACHO BUIHO
BOCXO/I,

B onesnun cepocty AMBHOM, YBEHUYAHHBIN OALIHIMH,
MHOT'00COOHSIKOBEIH,

JIxoaCKMMM KU3HSAMM Ipaj] CTAPBIN BECh y NTEPENPABBI,

I'opto okyTaH B TaliHyrO ITaMATh CBEPX Kpyra
JIOACKOTO TIO3HAHBS.

' Yipdpmu — nebonpmas nepesHs k tory or Okcopsa, U3 KOTOPO 10 TOpoAa MOXKHO JOHTH MPUMEPHO 3a Momdaca.
W3HavanpHO 1aHHOE CTUXOTBOPEHHE COCTOSIIO U3 JIBYX CTPOd), KOTOpbIe onuchiBanu Okchopa U ObUIN NOCBSIIEHBI EMY.
Ho npu nyoOnukanuu penakrop xypHana «Stapledon Magazine» Dkcerep-Komnemka, B KOTOpOM 0y OJIMKOBAIOCh OHO B
nekabpe 1913 roza, yrpaTui Kak Ha3BaHHUE, TaK U BTOPYIO CTpody.



Looney (1934)

“Where have you been; what have you seen
Walking in rags down the street?”
“I come from a land, where cold was the strand,

Where no men were me to greet.

I came on a boat empty afloat.
| sat me thereon; swift did it swim;
Sail — less it fled” oar — less it sped;

The stony beaches faded dim.

It bore me away, wetted with spray,

Wrapped in the mist, to another land;

Stars were glimmering; the shore was shimmering,
Moon on the foam, silver the sand.

I gathered me stones whiter than bones,

Pearls and crystals and glittering shells;

I climbed into meadows fluttered with shadows,
Culling there flowers with shivering bells,
Garnering leaves grasses in sheaves.

I clad me in raiment jewel — green,

My body enfolded in purple and gold;

Stars were in my eyes, and the moonsheen.

There was many a song all the night long
Down in the valley, many a thing

Running to and fro: hares white as snow,

Jynatux! (1934)

"I"te BBI OBLIN; YTO BUOEIHN BBEI,
['ynsis B 70XMOTBSIX 1O ynuie BHU3?"
"I'ne xononen Oper ObLT, IPUILIET S C 3EMJIH,

FI[G MCHA HC ITPUBCTCTBOBAJI YCJIOBCK HU OAWH.

Ha yenne s npuiren, Ha I1aBy ¥ IyCTOM.
S cunen cam ¢ co6o#; OBICTPO CIUTABUIICS OH;
[Tapyc MeHbIIIe Oexa, Tak Ke MIaJIOCh BECIO;

KaMenncrtrie mIsbku TYCKHEJIN TEMHO.

[Tpomoxk1asi ¢ MBIIIBIO BOJIBI, OHA MEHS MPOYh OTHECITA
B unyto ctpany, 4TO yKphUIach B TyMaH,

3Be3/1b1 Ope3kuIm; Oeper Mepual,

CepeOpuiics 1mecok, Haj MIEHOW CBETUJIA JTyHa.

S xamHM Oernee, 4eM KOCTH, cebe codupal,

JKemuyr, KpUCTAILIBI, PAKYIIKH CBEPKABIIIHE,

S 3abpasics Ha JTyra, ¢ TEHSIMH IMOTPSCIIHE,
CoOupaBIInX MBETHI C KOJOKOJIAMH JPOKAIMUMH TaM,
3anaceHHbIe TUCThSI CPACTAIUCH B MyYKH.

B Hapsin nparoneHHOTO KaMHS 3€JICHBIH 51 001aquIIcs,
B nopdupy u 3maro Teno Moe 0XBaTUIOCH,

B Moux rmazax ObLu 3BC3/IbI U CBCT JIYHBI.

MHOT0 BCIO HOYb TaM OBLJIO IIECHU
BHI/I3y B JOJIMHEC, MHOI'O 4€ro,

BCFYU_II/IX TyJda U C0Jia. KaK CHET, 3alIeB 6CJ'IBIX,

! Pannui BApUAHT CTUXOTBOPCHUSA «Komokon MOps», BOIICAUICTO B C60pHHK CTHUXOB <(HpHKJ'II-O‘leHI/I$I Toma BOM6a}:[I/IJ'Ia n

JpyTHEe UCTOPUN».



Voles out of holes, moths on the wing
With lantern eyes. In quiet surprise
Badgers were staring out the dark doors.
There was dancing there, wings in the air,
Feet going quick on the green floors.

There came a dark cloud. I shouted around;
Answer was none, as onward | went.

In my ears dimmed a hurrying wind;

My hair was a — blowing, my back was bent.
I walked in a wood; silent it stood

And no leaf bore; bare were the boughs.
There did | sit wandering in wit;

Owls went by their hollow house.

I journeyed away for a year and day —
Shadows were on me, stones beneath —
Under the hills, over the hills,

And the wind a-whistling through the heath.
Birds there flying, ceaselessly crying;
Voices | heard in the grey caves

Down by the shore. The water was fore,

Mist was there lying on the long waves.

There stood the boat, still did it float

In the tide spinning, on the water tossing.
I sat me therein; swift did it swim

The waves climbing, the seas crossing.

Passing old hulls clustered with gulls,

2 To3e 3TH CTPOKM BOMIYT B TIECHIO THOMOB 0 MIVIHCTEIX Topax U3 «Xo60uTa» B M3MeHeHHOM Buje: «\We must away,

[ToneBok 13 HOP, HA KPbLJIAX MOTHUIBKOB

C ouamu ponapubiMU. I B yIUBIECHBH
TuxoM B3upanu U3 TEMHBIX JBEpei OapCyKH.
TaM TaHIeBaJIU: B BO3AYXE KPbLIbS,

[To 3enenomy oy miemue ObICTPO MIATH.
Tyna npu6sLia0 o6nako TemMHoe. Beroay kpuuan
S1; B oTBET HUYETO, BIIEpE]] MPOIIEIICS MOKA.
TyckHen BeTep Cremamuii B MOUX yIiax;
Bousocer Obun pa3BesiHbl, THYJIACH CITUHA.
['ynsin s B 1ecy; TOT MOJI4a CTOSLI,

He ponmnacek nmucTBa; ¥ Cydbsi TaM Haru
beimu. Cupnen s, Oposst B OCTPOYMHUU TaM;

CoBBI MEMO ITyCTOT'O CBOCTO AOMA MYaJIH.

Ha nenb u roj nanexko oTnpaBuics o -
Ha mens Tenu nernu, KaMHU BHU3Y

V X0JIMOB U 32 HUMM e TaM?,

U Betep, CBUCTAIIMHI 1O MYCTHIPIO.

Tam nTuibl 1etany, Kpuda HeNpecTaHHO;
B ceppix nmemepax ycislan g rojoca

[To 6epery Buu3. Bosa 6bla nanblie,

TYMaH TaM JIC)KAJI Ha JJIMHHBIX BOJIHAX.

Tam nocene 6apkac, Ha IJIaBy 4TO MPOOBL,
Hocsce Ha Boae, BO BpallleHbU TEUYEHbS CTOSLIL.
S ycencst Tyna; 1 OH ObICTPO HOIUIBLI
[Tonepék rmaam Mopsl M BOCXO/IS IO BOJIHAM,

HpOHHBIB TECHUMBIC YaliKaMH OCTOBBI BETXHE,

ere break of day», «They fled their hall to dying fall. // Beneath his feet, beneath the moon».



And the great ships laden with light, U kopabnu GoJibINe, CBETOM TPYKCHHBIE,

Coming to haven, dark as a raven, K 4epHoii, 10100HO BOPOHY, FaBaHU MIEAIINX,

Silent as owl, deep in the night. Tuxoi, kak ¢puiInH, rry0OKO HOYBIO.

Houses were shuttered, wind round them muttered, Ha craBHM 3aKpbUTUCH JIOMa, BKPYT HUX BeTep Oypyal;
Roads were all empty. | sat by a door [TycTbl Bce ObLTH TOPOTH. YCEICs Y IBEpU

In pattering rain, counting my gain: B Gapabansimiem JTMBHE, CBOU I'POIII OTCUHTAB:

Only withering leaves and pebbles I bore, MHO# HECOMBIE JIUCThSI YBSIIINE U TajbKa JIUIIb,

And a single shell, where | hear still the spell Ja pakyiika, re by emnié 3aKInHaHbe, OJTHA,
Echoing far, as down the street DX0 BTOpAIIAs AaJI€KO, TOKa M0 YJIHIIE PBAHbIH
Ragged | walk. To myself I must talk, A xoxy BHU3. bonrats cebe TOJKeH 4,

For seldom they speak, men that [ meet.” N60o MHE MOJIBSIT, KTO MHE TTOBCTPEYAJICS, HEUACTO" .



The Shadow Man (1936)

There was a man who dwelt alone
beneath the moon in shadow.

He sat as long as lasting stone,

and yet he had no shadow.

The owls, they perched upon his head
beneath the moon of summer:

They wiped their beaks and thought him dead,
who sat there dumb all summer.
There came a lady clad in grey
beneath the moon a-shining.

One moment did she stand and stay
her head with flowers entwining.

He woke, as had he sprung of stone,
beneath the moon in shadow,

And clasped her fast, both flesh and bone;
and they were clad in shadow.

And never more she walked in light,
or over moonlit mountain,

But dwelt within the hill, where night
is lit but with a fountain —

Save once a year when caverns yawn,
and hills are clad in shadow,

They dance together then till dawn

and cast a single shadow.

Yenosek-TeHb' (1936)

BE11 yenoBek, OJUH KTO OOUTAN TaM
Cpenp TeHu 1O JIYHOIO.

Cuzen TOT 100, Kak MPOYHBINA KaMEHb, TaK
U tenu He umen OH BCE Ke.

Hacenuce coBbI IO IETHEIO JTYHOH,

OHU Ha TOJIOBE €ro:

[IpoTepnn KIItOBBI U lyMaJId: OH MEPTBBIH,
Cunen TaM HEM BCe JIETO KTO.

Operas B cepocTh, OiecTeBIIen JTyHOM
[Tpuina tyna nama.

B MomeHT oauH 3acThLUIa U BCTana

OmHa, ¢ 00BUTO¥ [[BETAMU TJIaBOM.

ITon myHOM OH MpOCHYIICH,

Kak TpecHyBIINIT KaMEHb, B TEHH,

U oOxBaTui1 ee ObICTPO, C KOCTSAMH U IJIOTHIO;
U B TeHb 01€eTHI ObUIH OHH.

U1 Hukorja cHOBA B CBET HE TyJsiia

Wb o rope, 4TO JIYHOIO 3aJIHTA,

Ona, HO B xoIMe? oOuTaa,

['e HOUb, HO ¢ GOHTAHOM, TYUHUTCS -
Kpome B roz pasza, 3usit0oT neuiepsl

Korna, v B TeHH OJ€THI XOJIMBI,

Tornma 10 BOCX0/1a TAHILYIOTCS BMECTE

U 6pocator 0Hy TeHb OHH.

! Paunmit Bapuant cruxorBopenus «Hepecta-TeHb», Bomemuiero B coopuuk «IIpukmouenus Toma BombGanuna u
Jpyrue UCTOPUN».

2 Orchuika Ha Hapojel deiipu, obutarommii B Xonmax. Delipu — B BONBLKIOpE TepMAHCKMX M KEIHTCKHX HAPOJIOB,
MpeXe BCEro — INOTIAHLEB, UPJIAaHALEB M BaJUIMHIEB, O0llee HaMMEHOBAaHHE CBEPXBECTECTBEHHBIX cymiecTB. K
¢eiipu orHocsATCs 31b(b1 1 Hunn u, Tunsut Ter, bnaroit u Hebnaruii JIsopsr, @en, Bpaynu, u MHOTHE Ipyrue.



Noel (1936)

Grim was the world and grey last night:
The moon and stars were fled,

The hall was dark without song or light,
The fires were fallen dead.

The wind in the trees was like to the sea,
And over the mountains’ teeth

It whistled bitter-cold and free,

As a sword leapt from its sheath.

The lord of snows upreared his head;
His mantle long and pale
Upon the bitter blast was spread

And hung o’er hill and dale.

The world was blind, the boughs were bent,

All ways and paths were wild:
Then the veil of cloud apart was rent,

And here was born a Child.

The ancient dome of heaven sheer
Was pricked with distant light;

A star came shining white and clear
Alone above the night.

In the dale of dark in that hour of birth
One voice on a sudden sang:

Then all the bells in Heaven and Earth

Together at midnight rang.

Poxnectso (1936)

MpaueH u cep ObL1 MUP HOUYBIO IIPOIILIIONH,
JlyHa u 3B€37bI yILLIN.

brE1 3amm 6e3 necHU U cBETa TEMHBIM,

W MepTBBIMU NIAJIN OTHHU.

Berep B nepeBbsax Obl1 OyATO B MOpE,

W nan 3youmamu rop

OH CBUCTHYJ XOJIOJTHO-TOPHKO U BOJIBHO,

Kak ¢ HO)KEeH CKaKHYBIIMI KIIMHOK.

Bnazapika cHEroB MOJIHSUT TOJIOBY,
[Tnamg ero qIMHHABINA 1 OJIEIHBIN
VYcernanca Ha AYHOBEHUH TOPHKOM

U k xonMy, 1 K 1071y ObLT CBEIIICH.
brin cienn Mup, BeTBH Cru0auCh,
bbun TMKUMH TPOTIBI, TYTH BCE:
Tornma mokpoB o01aKa Bpo3b COPBAJICS,

W nutst poxkaeHo ObLIO 371eCh.

[Tpo3paunbix HEOEC KYIOI IPEBHUIMA
bb11 cBETOM MpPOHU3aH JANEKUM;
3Be3/a npuIa, SICHO U 0ero,
Brimie Houn CBETS OJIMHOKO.

B noxe Mrimel oaun riac

3anen BAPYT B TOT Yac POKJICHUS:
Ha 3emite u Ha HeOe KOJIOKOIA

Bce Torma BMecTe B IIOJIHOYL 3BEHEIH.



Mary sang in this world below:

They heard her song arise

O’er mist and over mountain snow

To the walls of Paradise,

And the tongue of many bells was stirred
In Heaven’s towers to ring

When the voice of mortal maid was heard,

That was mother of Heaven’s King.

Glad is the world and fair this night

With stars about its head,

And the hall is filled with laughter and light,
And fires are burning red.

The bells of Paradise now ring

With bells of Christendom,

And Gloria, Gloria we will sing

That God on earth is come.

Buuzy B Mupe aToM Mapus 3anena:

E€ necHu ycublany BOCXOKIEHbE

Hanx TymManom v ropHbIM CHETOM

Mmuorue 1o cTeH DaeMa,

U MHOTHMX KOJOKOJIOB S3BIK B3OHIICS

B OGamrusx u3 Pas, 3Bens,

Jluts cMepTHOM JIeBHI T1ac ObLT YCIBIIIAH,

To 6b1a Math Xpucra.

B 1y HOUb npekpacHeimumM Mup ObLT U Becel
Bxpyr ero Bepxa co 3Be3gamu,

W 3a1 HamoJIHEH CMEXOM U CBETOM,

W orau neiaroT 4YepBIEHBIM.

Totuac 3BeHAT Kosokoa Pas

C KoJ0KOJIaMU IApCTBA XPUCTA,

U 6ynem mbl iets Beerbimaoo CraBy,

Yto06 bor Ha 3eMiI0 MpecTall.



Princess Ni (1924)

O! the Princess Ni,

Slender is she:

In gossamer shot with gold,
And splintered pearls

On threaded curls

Of elfin hair, ‘tis told.

She is wanly clad;

But with myriad

Fireflies is she girdled,
Like garnets red

In an amber bed,

While her silver slippers, curdled
With opals pale,

Are of fishes’ mail—

How they slide on the coral floor! —
And over her frock

She wears a smock,

A feathery pinafore,

Of the down of eiders

With red money-spiders
Broidered here and there.
O! the Princess Ni,

Most slender is she,

And lighter than the air.

! Pannuii Bapuant cruxorsopenus «lIpuniiecca Muy», Bomeamero B c6opuuk «[Ipukmodenus Toma Bombaauna u

JpyTue UCTOPUN».

[punnecca Hu! (1924)

O, [Ipunnecca Hu Ta,

Crpoiina oHa:

B nepenuse 31aT0M TKaHU TOHKOM
W B pacchlnaHHBIX j)KeMUyrax
Ha noxonax neperneTeHHbIX

B anbduiickue BoI0CH, TOBOPAT.
Oob6nauena oHa 0OJiegHO,

Ho Bkyne ¢ HecmeTHbIM
Uucnom CBETISKOB OMOsACaHa Ta,
CoBHO rpaHaTaMy KpacHBIMH,
B xpoBartu ssHTapHO# OHa,

[Toka Tydnu ee cpeOpoTKaHbIe,
B onanax cryuieHHbie TYCKIIO,
W3 pb1OHOM KOJIBYYTH

ITo mony B KOpamiax cKoyb3sT! -
U nosepx Toro0 1aTbuia

Hocur 6i1y3y kpacaBuiia,

Ha nepermkax capadas,

N3 nyxa raru

C mIUTBIMU MUBTUPSIMH

Tyt u Tam Ha y30pax GarpoBbIX.
O! Ilpunnecca Hu Ta,
IIpecTpolina oHa,

J41 JICTYEC, UCM BO3AYX.



For W. H. A. (1967) K V.X. Oneny' (1967)

Among the people of earth one has poetry in him, Cpenp Jto/ieit 3eMJIM B Hel OJTMH 00J1a/1aeT MO33HEH,

fashions verses with art; one is fluent in words, CosptaeT BHpILIH HCKYCHO; B CIIOBAX OH PEHCT,
Y6enuTesnbHO 3By4HOE U Bpa3yMUTEIbHOE

has persuasive eloquence sound and lucid, KPAacCHOPEYbE HMEET;

one is a reader of books and richly stores Yrel OH POCKOIIHBIX JIABOK U KHUT.

his mind with memory of much wisdom C namATBIO IPEBHUX JIET€H ] 1 HEMAJIOM

and legends of old that long ago MyapocTu pasyM €ro, 4To MPEK/IE

were learned and related by loremasters; N3y4anuch U CBA3BIBATNCH 3HATOKAMY,

one is a mate to choose, a man to trust, YestoBeK UIs JOBEPHS, TOBAPHUII H30paHb,

Who friendship’s call faithfully answers. KTO OTBETHT Ha 30B APYKECKHI BEPHO.

Another | know of noble-hearted, Bi1aropoHoro cepaiemM, HHOTO S 3Ha¥O,

to whom all these gifts in his early days Bce kK KOMy Te Japhl B THH €TI0 PaHHUE

the favour of Fate freely granted. CB0GOJIHO CY/IEOBI PACTIONOKEHHE HKAITYET.

Now wide is his renown. Wystan his name is, Tenepb U3BECTHOCTD €TO IMPOKA. YHCTEH IPO3BAHbE

as it once was also of the Waegmunding Ero, kak 13 BerMyHIMHIOB OBLIO TaKke

in his far country, father of Wiglaf B ero nanekoii ctpane, oter; Burnada?

most loyal of lieges, and in later time U3 BaccalloB BEpHEHILMIA, ¥ B O3/1HEE BPEMS]

of Wighelm's son who in war was slain Coin Burxensma®, k1o your 6bL1 B BoitHe

at Byrhtnoth's side by the Blackwater. Y UYepnoii Boasl y Bropxraora® Ha ctopoHe

in the famous defeat. He follows after, B usBectHOM pasrpome. OH UIET ¢ HUM MO3/IHEE,

and now anew that name uses U HbIHE yroTpebisieTcs uMs 3aHOBO TO

to his own honour. Auden some call him, B ero cBoro 4ectb. 30ByT TOro MHOTHE OIEHOM,

! Vucren Xuio Onien (1907 — 1973), anrno-amepukanckuii 1ost, 661 gaBuuM apyroM Jixona TonkueHa, KOTOPBIH 4acTo
¢ HuM mnepenuchiBasica. B muceme k Pobepty X. Boitepy ot 25 aBrycra 1971 roma Tonkuen mucan: «S cumraro ero
OHMM M3 CaMbIX XOpOIIMX MOUX Jpy3ed, NPH TOM, YTO BCTpeYaeMcsi Mbl TaK PEIKO, BOT pa3Be YTO MHUCbMaMH
oOMeHuBaeMcsl, J1a OH MHE CBOM KHUTU AapuT. S meltancs oTOIarofapuTh €ro M OTYACTH BBIPa3UTh CBOM YYBCTBA,
HamMcaB XBajeOHOE CTUXOTBOPEHHE HA JPEBHEAHIVIMHCKOM, YTO ObUIO omyOimkoBaHO B Bhimycke «lllenHanmoay,
MTOCBSIILIEHHOM €r0 IIECTHIECATHIIETHION.

2 Nmeerca B BuAy YucTan BermyHIuMHT, MepcoHak JpEBHEH aHIIOCAKCOHCKOH ModMbl «BeoByibd», oren Burnada,
poanya beoBynbda.

® Mmeercss B BUIY OJMH U3 MABIIMX B OMTBE MpH MOIIOHE, COBEPIIEHHON MeXTy BHUKMHTAMH M aHIJIOCAKCAMHM, B
KOTOpO# TMepBble MOOEANIN MOCIEAHUX, YIIOMUHACTCA B OAHOMMEHHOM mosMe: «Bckounn Torma Bucran, // Typcrana
MOTOMOK, // ¥ cTan oH OuThes // U B rylie noruOensHON // TpOMX BparoB cpasui OH, // u man cbiH Burxensma // psiiom ¢
BUKHHTaMu» ([peBHeanrnuiickas moasus. M., 1982. C. 155).

* IIpesBOAMTENL AHIIO-CAKCOHCKUX BOMCK B GuTBe TpH MpdIIoHE, 5pi, HOrMOIIMI B CPaKEHHH ¢ BHKHHIAMH; €My
MOCBSIILIEHa CTUXOTBOpHAs UcTopudeckas nbeca TonkueHa "Bo3spamienne beopxtHora, ceiHa beoprxensma.



and so among men may he be remembered ever,

where as they sit by themselves for solace of heart

the word-lovers, wise and skilful,
revive the vanished voices of makers.

These lines about you | linked together,

though weighted by years, Wystan my friend:

a tardy tribute and token of thanks.

Enigmata Saxonica Nuper Inventa Duo (1923)

l.

In marble of milk-white are

my walls wonderfully wrought;

a delicate garment is hung within,

just like silk; since in the middle

desire is filled, water glass-clear;

There glistens gold-laden in still streams
the shiniest apple. No one has entered

my fortress fast; nevertheless will burst
thirsty thieves in my splendid hall,

if that treasure reave -- say what I'm called!
.

Hild Hunecan hath a white tunic,

and hath a ruddy nose as red as a rose;

the longer she bideth, the lesser she riseth;
her tears glowing hot on a twig lividly
burning fall dead and in brightness freeze;

say what she is, man of wisdom.

Tax Bceraa u cpenp Jrozei, MOKET, IOMHUTHCS OyJeT,
Omn, rzie a5 cepana yCoKOeHbs 1Mo cede CHAAT CaMu
YMernbie CIOBOIIOOBI U My/pHIE,

['onoca BO3poskaatoT MOATOB MPOIABLIKE.

OTHU CTPOKHU O Bac s APYT € APYroOM BSIKY,

XOTb ¥ B3BELICHHBIE 110 TOJaM, Y UCTE€H, MOU JIPYT:

3ano3nanas 1aHb ¥ 3HaK 0J1IaroJapHOCTH.

JIBe aHTJI0CAaKCOHCKUE 3arajku, HeJaBHO OTKPHITHIC
(1923)
l.

B mpamope mosiouno-6enoro

Mou oTaenanbl CTEHbI YyJECHO;

TOHKHMI MOKPOB BHYTPH CBHUC,

Tak e, Kak IlIeJIK; Bpa3 co CPEeIMH

Kaxa ceITUTCH, SICHA CTEKIISTHHO BOJA;

TaM rpy’xeHHO€ 37aTOM B TUXUX OTOKax
brectut s610K0 sipkoe. bricTpo Tyna

B MO0 KpenocTh HUKTO HE BXOJUI; BCE K BOPBI
Kaxaymye npopByTCsl B TPEKPACHBI MO 3ai,
KoJb K1aJ TOT IOXUTHUIIL — KaK 3BaTh MeHs, Monsu! !
.

Tynuky 6enyro ['yHukan Xunbaa umeer

W pyMsiHBIN HOC KpacCHBIM, KaK po3a;

Yem [oJ1b11IE JKIET TA, TEM MEHEE BCTAHET;

Prieror nbliiko Ha BETKE CIIE3bI CHHIOIIHO

Eg, B 6iecke MOpo3a U MaBIIMX YCOMIINX CKUTas;

KTo e oHa, CKaXH, MyJIpell, HY xke.?

,eho€)
onug



The Corrigan

‘Mary on earth, why dost thou weep?’
‘My little child I could not keep:

A corrigan stole him in his sleep,

And | must weep

4

To a well they went for water clear,

In cradle crooning they left him here,
And | found him not, my baby dear,
Returning here.

8

In the cradle a strange cry | heard.

Dark was his face like a wrinkled toad,
With hands he clawed, he mouthed and mowed,
But made no word.

And ever he cries and claws the breast:
Seven long years, and still no rest;
Unweaned he wails, though I have pressed
My weary breast.

16

O Mary Maiden, who on throne of snow
Thine own babe in thine arms dost know,
Joy is round thee; but | have woe

And weep below.

20

Thy holy child thou hast on knee,

But mine is lost. A! where is he?

Koppuran! (1930)

«MbpH, 9TO K TUIAYENIbCS ThI HA 3eMIIe?»
«He cOeperia s cBO€ TUTs Majoe
Koppurasn ero ykpaia Bo cHe,

N g nmiavy, peraaro.

4

XOoIWJH K KOJIOAILY 3a CBETJIOW BOJIOH,

B koip10enu HalleB, €ro CTABHIIM TaM,

U ero He Hama 51, IUTA 10pOroe Mo€,
Bo3Bpamasce cropa.

8

Crplmiana s B KOJIBIOGN KPUK CTPaHHBIH.
Tam cTeMHeII0 U0 KaK U3MATas 5kada;
MM, KOpUrICs OH, pyKaMu Liaparnaics,
Ho ne monBua u ciosa.

W oH rpyap BCE KpUUUT U XBATaeT

CeMb JONTHX JET, U JOCeJIe HET OTIbIXA.
be3rpynHblii CTEHAET OH, XOTh 5 CKUMAIO
I'pyae MO0 TSKKYIO.

16

O, neBa Mapus Ha 6€JT0CHEKHOM IPECTOJIE,
B pykax cBoux 3Haelp KpoIuiKy CBOIO,
Panocts BOKpyr Bac; HO €cTh MOE TOpe,
W s nnavgy BHH3Y.

20

Ha xonensix cBstoe quTs y Te0s,

Ho moé notepsinocs. Ax! Ono rae?

! Koppuran — B 6peroHckoM (OIBKIOpE B OJHHX €0 BAPHAHTAX MPOKA3IUBBIE KAPIMKH CPOJHH JIIOTEHAM
(HOYHBIC CyIIecTBa MAJICHBKOI'O POCTa M KpaiHE MPOKa3JIMBOTO Xapakrepa u3 (paHiy3ckoro (oibkiopa), B
Ipyrux — (en-XpaHUTENbHHUIBI MECTHBIX Py4YbeB M HMCTOYHUKOB. J[ByxwacTHast mooMa TonkueHa O KOppUTaH
MOCITYXKHJIa OCHOBO# [uist ctoketa "bannansr 06 Aotpy u Utpyn" (1930).



Mother of pity, pity me

Who cry to thee!’

24

‘Mary on earth, do not mourn!

Thy child is not lost. He will return.

Go to the hermit that dwells by the burn,
And counsel learn.’

28

‘Why dost thou knock? Why dost thou weep?
Why hast thou climbed my path so steep?’
‘My little child I could not keep,

And ever [ weep.’

32

‘Bid them grind an acorn, bid them feign
In a shell to cook it for master and men
At midday hour. If he sees that then,

He will speak again.

36

And if he speaks, there hangs on thy wall
A cross-hilt sword old and tall —

Raise it to strike and he will call,

And the spell will fall.’

40

‘What do they here, mother of me?

I marvel much at what | see

In this kitchen to-day. What can it be?
That I here see?’

44

Hano mHOI# cxanbes, Math COCTPAJaHbs,

Han To#i, KTO KpUYHT U B3BIBAET K TeOe!»

24

«He roproii, Mapus 3emnast!

He norepsnock, TBOE BEpHETCS IUTS.

K otmensHuKy oTnpasisiics,

UTO 1acT COBET M JKHUBET Y PYUbS.

28

«3a4eM Ke CTYYHIIb, 339eM THI PhIIaciIb?
[Touemy THI Tak CHIIBHO BCTAENIb HA MO IyTh?
«He cmorna s coepeub MOE AUTS Mayoe,

N s ax peBy».

32

«IIpocu CMOJOTH KETyIb U IPUTBOPUTHCS

B ckopayrie 15 X035/MHa U MY>KYUH €ro MOJArOTOBUTh
B nonynennsiii yac. Eciiu emy TO yBUIEThCH,
MoJBUT OH CHOBA.

36

W ecnm 3aroBopuT OH, Ha CTEHE Ballleld BUCUT
Meu ¢ KpecTOM-pYKOSTHIO JJIMHHBIN U CTapbli -
[TogaumuTE €ro Ha yaap, 1 OH 3aKpUYMT,

W cnapyt yapsl.

40

«Martp MOS, IeNalT YTO TYyT OHU?

TeM, 4TO BUKY, S 1alOCh AUBY

B ato0i1 kyxHe ceronHs. UTo TO MOXKET OBITH?

Uro 51 316CHh BUKY?»

44



‘What wouldst thou son? — on embers hot
Meal for men in a white pot

They grind and cook, that our food be got.
Why should they not?’

48

‘Mast in a shell for many men!

I saw the first egg before the white hen,
And the acorn before the oak in den —
There were strange things then.

52

The land of Brezail was fair, | trow:

I saw once silver birds enow,

And acorns of gold on every bough.

This is stranger now!’

56

‘Thou hast seen too much, too much, my son!
Thy words are wild, thy looks are wan.
This sword shall make thy dark blood run,
Thou art not my son!’

60

‘Al stay, a! stay thy cruel hand!

Soft thy son lay in our land,

But thou wouldst slay one who did stand
A prince in our land.’

64

‘Mary on earth, what didst thou find
When thou didst look in the room behind?

In cloth of silver who did wind

«Yeit xe ThI CbIH? — HA TOPAYUX YTIIAX
Jlig moneit B 0€710M rOpIIoyKe MyKY,
UT00 B34ThH HAIIy MMHIIY, TOTOBST, MEJIbYAT.
[Touemy He nomxubl? [Touemy?
48
«Maura B CKOPJTyIIKE JJIs JIF0JIel MHOTHX!
[TepBoe s yBuen sifiio npes Kypuiiei 6emoi,
U B HOpe tipen 1yOom xemyap -
Torna ObLTH TaM BelU YyICCHBIC.
52
3emis Bpesaiina? mpekpacHoii ObITa, S ONATAO:
Viimy cepeOpsHbIX MTHIL ST BUIEST OTHAXKIBI,
W xemyau 30710Ta HA CYKE KaXXIAOM.
Kak teneps 310 cTpanHoO!
56
«Moii cBIH, BUAEI THI CIMIIKOM MHOTIO!
TBou cioBa AUKH, U OJ€I€H TBOH BHUI.
DTOT MeY 3aCTaBHUT O€KaTh KPOBb TBOIO TEMHYIO,
TbI HE MO ChIH!

60
«A! OCTaHOBH CBOIO KECTOKYIO JAeCHHUILY!
JIexxuT ChIH TBOM THMXO Ha HaIIEH 3emiie,
Ho Tb1 GBI yOUII TOTO, KTO MPUHIIA
3abpocun B Halllel CTpaHe».
64
«Mapus 3eMHasi, Thl HalllJIa 4To,
Korpa 3arnsHymna u3 koMHaTHI?

B cepebpsiHOi TKaHU, KOTOPOH

2 Bpesaitn (O’bpesaiin, Xaii-bpesaiin) — ocTpoB GIakeHHBIX, PACMONOKEHHbIH Ha 3anaje, U3 KeJIbTCKOM U UpIaH/ICKOi
MUGOIOrui. DTUMONOTHS HAa3BaHHsI TOYHO HE YCTaHOBIICHA, HO B OCHOBE €ro JIeXar JBa KeJIbTCKUX CIIOBa, breas u ail,
UMEIOLINX XBaJieOHBI OTTEHOK, breas-ail MOXKHO TEPEBECTH KaK «BEIMKOJIEHNHBIN» WIH «IIPEBOCXOAHBIN». OmHO U3
MecT xutenscra [Inemén 6orunm Jlany, MMeHyeMBIX TakXKe CHIaMH, U CPaBHUBaeMbIX ¢ deiipu (dhesimu) wiu abdami.



The child of thine?’

68

‘I looked on my child with heaven’s bliss,

| stooped to the cradle him to Kiss,
And he opened the sweet eyes of his
For me to Kiss.

72

He sat him up and arms he spread,
He caught my breast and to me said:
“A! mother of me, I am late in bed!

My dream is sped.”

1

See how high in their joy they ride,
The young earl and his young bride!
May nought ever their joy divide,
Though the world be full of wonder.
4

There is a song from windows high.
Why do they sing? Light may she lie!
Yestreve there came two babes’ cry
As | stood thereunder.

8

A manchild and a fair maid

Were as lilies fair in cradle laid,
And the earl to his young wife said:

‘For what doth thy heart hunger?

TBoii pebeHok oOMOTaH?»

68

«Ha nutsa Mo€ 3arnsaenach ¢ HEOCCHOO 6JIa)KbIO,

S x KOJIBIOENN CKIIOHUJIACh €ro MPUJIACKaTh,
W oTKpBUI OH I1a3a CBOU MUJIBIE, CIIABHBIE
Mens nmouenoBark.

72

[Ipucen u MOIHSAT OH PYKHU U3 KOJIBIOEIH,
[To¥imMan MO0 Tpy/b, MHE CKa3all:

«Ax! Mos Math, MO3HIOCH 5 B IOCTEIH!

CoH Mol yMyanm»».

I

CMoTpHTe, KaK €IyT B PaIOCTH BBICOKO
I'pad momooit u ero mosiogas HeBecra!
He pa3HuMeT Becenne ux HUYETo,

XoTb Oy/ib MUP HAIOJHEH YYJCCHBIM.

4

W3 0KOH BBICOKHUX JIBETCS ITECHS.

[Touemy Tam norot? Mosozoi nosieryao!
OtTyna ObLI TU1aY ABYX MIIAJICHIIEB
Buepa BeuepoM, Kak TaM CTOSLI 5.

8

B xonb10enu J1exxaly 4eThl ChIH U J0Yb,
Brim, c10BHO TipeKkpacHbIe JTUINH, B APEME,
U ckazan rpa¢ sxeHe MOJI0A0H:

‘Uro k€ TBOE CEP/ILIC TII0XKET?



12

A son thou hast given me,

And that will I find for thee,

Though I should ride o’er land and lea,
And suffer thirst and hunger.

16

For fowl that swims the shallow mere?
From greenwood the fallow deer?’

‘I would fain have the fallow deer,
But I would not have thee wander.’

20

His lance of ash he caught in hand,
His black horse bore him o’er the land.
Under green boughs of Broceliand

His horn winds faintly yonder.

24

A white doe startled beneath the leaves,
He hunted her from the forest-eaves;
Into twilight under the leaves

He rode on ever after.

28

The earth shook beneath the hoof;

The boughs were bent into a roof,

And the sun was woven in that woof,
And afar there was a laughter.

32

The sun was fallen, evening grey

There twinkled the fountain of the fay

12

ITomapuiia cbiHa Tl MHE,

W s nuis TeOst 9TO YyroAHO Halmy,

XOTb IIPOCKavy I10 JIyraM U 3eMIIe,
Kaxxny v rosioJ1 neperepIuto.

16

[TABIBYIIYIO ITUITY HA METKOBOIEE TIPOCTOM?
W3 3eneHpIx 1ecoB OErymyro JaHb ?»

«51 OBI XOTElIa JIaHb U3 3EJICHBIX JIECOB,

Ho s He xo4y, 9T00 THI AOTO OITYKIAT».
20

Konbé sicenHoe noiiMana rpadckas AjaHb,
Han 3emnéro mpoHeccs KOHb YEPHBI €ro.
ITon BeTBAMM 3€I€HBIMH JIEca BpOCCJ‘II/IaHI[Z
EnBa ero por ayer taM Janeko.

24

[Tox nmucThsiMU B3IpOTHYJIa Oenast JIaHb,
Ha Hee OH 0XOTHUJICS U3 JIECHBIX KPOH,;
[Tox mucThsIMU B CYMEpKH 10 Ceam
Exan rpad maneie, Bc€ ganpliie ¢ TeX mop.
28

Ha 3emiie moa KOnbITOM TPSICIIOCH;

B kpbIiy BETBU U Cy4bs CTHOATUCH,

WM comHLe B TOM TKaHU NEPETUIENOCH,

W 0T3BYKM cMeXa B/Iali pa3aBaIUCh.

32

ComnHle caauiioch, B BEYEpe CEpOM

®donraH (el Tam MepIa,

3 Bpocenmana — cka30uHBIHA Jiec, MPOTOTUIIOM KOTOPOTO CTal CaMblii OOJNBINON JiecHOH MaccuB bperanu nec [lemmnon
(pp. forét de Paimpont), mpunagnexxamuii ¢paniysckoii kommyHe [lemmnon B 30 kM ot ropoma Penn. Bpocenumanng
M3BECTEH B IEPBYIO OYepelb KaK MECTO JCHCTBUN CPEIHEBEKOBBIX JIETCH] O KOpoje ApType, B TOM YHCIIC pOMaHa

Kperbena ne Tpya «MBaiiH, nmu Peiapb co 16BOMY.



Before the cavern where she lay,

A corrigan of Brittany.

36

Green was the grass, clear the pool;

He laved his face in water cool,

And then he saw her on silver stool
Singing a secret litany.

40

The moon through leaves clear and cold
Her long hair lit; through comb of gold
Each tress she drew, and down it rolled
Beside her falling fountain.

44

He heard her voice and it was cold;
Her words were of the world of old,
When walked no men upon the mould,
And young was moon and mountain.
48

‘How darest thou my water wan

To trouble thus, or look me on?

Now shalt thou wed me, or grey and wan

Ever stand as stone and wither!’

52

‘I will not wed thee! I am wed;

My young wife lieth in childbed,

And | curse the beast that long me led

To thy dark cavern hither.

I'ne nexxana ona, npen nemepou,
bperoHnckas koppuras.

36

3enieHena TpaBa, YUCTHIM ObLI MPY/I;
OmbLI H1I0 Tpad BOJOIO MPOXIIATHON

W na cepebpsiHOM cTyIse yBUaen €€ TyT
[Toromei TMTaHUIO TAWHYIO.

40

IIpu sicHOM, XOJIOAHOM JIyHE MPE.T TUCTBOM
Ka>1<11y}0 IpsAab BOJIOC JJIWHHBIX, CUABIINX
TsHyna, KpyTHIa OHA CKBO3b IPeOCHb 371aTON
VY cBoero ¢oHTaHA CBUCABIIETO.

44

VYenplman oH rojioc X0JIOIHBINA €6

Co ciioBamMu U3 APEBHETO MUPA,

Korna Ha 3emie He ObLI0 HU OJTHOTO,

I‘ICJ’IOBeKa, U OBLIU JIyHa U 10pa MOJIOJAbIMH.

48

«Kak TBI TOCME CACIaTh TYyCKIIBIMH BOJ MOUX rnazm?

Tak 0eCIOKOUTH WJIb Ha MEHS IOTIa3€Th?

ToTuac Bo3bMeEIIb MEHS B 3KEHbBI, HJIb KAMHEM

bneausiM u CCPBIM 34CTBIHCIIb, YBAHCIIb HaBeK!»

52

«He Bo3bMy TeOs B xkeHbl! JKeHar ;
[Tocne poaoB IEKUT MOSI MOJIOasl JKEHa,
W s mpoknuHato 3Bepsi, 4TO J0JITO MEHs

Bén 1o TemHO# TBOEH MELIEpHI CIOA.



56

I will not stand here turned to stone,
But | will leave thee cold alone,

And | will ride to mine own home
And the white waters of Christendom.’
60

‘In three days then thou shalt die,

In three days on thy bier lie!”

‘In three days I shall live at ease,

And die but when God doth please

In the brave wars of Christendom.

64

But rather would | die this hour

Than lie with thee in thy cold bower,
O! Corrigan, though strange thy power

In the old moon singing.’

* * %

68

‘A! mother mine, if thou love me well,
Make me my bed! My heart doth swell,
And in my limbs is poison fell,

And in my ears a singing.

72

Grieve her not yet, do not tell!

Sweet may she keep our children well;
But a corrigan hath cast on me a spell,

And I die on the third morning.’

56

OxaMeHEeBIIUM 3/IEChH 51 HE 3aCThIHY,

Ho ocraBimio s X0710/1 B IIOKOE,

W noeny g xk 1oMy MOEMY JINYHOMY,

W k XxprucTuaHCKUM OeerouM BoiaM.
60

«YMpelb B TpU JHSA Thbl IOKOWHO,

JIéxxa Ha TMYHOM ozipe B Tpu AHs!»
«Yepes TpH IHA KUTh sl Oy1y CIOKOIHO,
N ymepers, HO MUIOCTBIO boXkbel Toraa,
B xpuctunanckux 1061eCTHBIX BOMHAX.
64

Ho mydire 651 ymep B 4ac 3TOT ,

Yem nexats ¢ ToO0I0 B Oeceike MpoXIIaaHoH,
O! Koppurah, X0Th 1 CTpaHHA CHJIa TBOSI

B nynHOM nenuu ctapom»

* % %

68

«Ax! Most MaTb, €CiI UICKPEHHE JTFOOHIIIH MEHS,
[TocTenn mue nocrens! Moé€ cepaue BoHyeTcCH,
W nopasun yactu Moero tena s,

W B ymax MOuX NeHUe 4yaAUTCS.

72

He MoiBH, €€ He mevans 00 3TOM Mmoka!

Jla coxpaHuT neTel HalllMX B 31paBbe MUJION OHA,
Ho xoppuran 3akisaTbe mycTuiia B MEHS,

W Ha 3ape B yTpo TpeTbe ympy 5».



76

On the third day my lady spake:

‘Good mother, what is the noise they make?
In the towers slow bells shake,

And there is sound of mourning.

80

Why are the white priests chanting low?’
‘An unhappy man to the grave doth go.
He lodged here at night, and at cock-crow
He died at grey of morning.’

84

‘Good mother, say, where is my lord?’
‘My child, he hath fared abroad.

Ere the candles are set upon the board,
Thou wilt hear his feet returning.’

88

‘Good mother, shall I wear robe of blue
Or robe of red?” ‘Nay, ’tis custom new
To walk to church in sable hue

And black weeds wearing.’

92

I saw them pass the churchyard gate.
‘Who of our kin hath died of late?

Good mother, why is the earth so red?’

‘A dear one is buried. We mourn him dead
Our black weeds wearing.’

98

They laid her beside him in the night.

76

Ha tperuit nens Bonpocuia Mosi TOCIOXKa:
«Maryika n1o0past, 4To TaM 3a nrym?

TpsicyTcst B OalIHsAX HECHEIIHO KOJIOKOJIA,

W pasznocurcs Tpaypa 3ByK.

80

[Touemy macTeIpu B IEPKBU THXO TIOIOT HAPACTIEB?»
«B MOTrmIy HUCXOIUT HECYACTHBIM.

OH BcTan TyJa HOYBIO U Ha 3ape

B uHO Mup ymen Ha paccBeTe HEHACTHOM.

84

«MonBu, T/I€ MO TOCTIOINH, MaTyIIIKa 700pasi?»
«0O, yano mMoe, 3a TPaHUIEH OH KHUII.

Tam, roe cBeun Ha TOCKE HAXOAATCA,

YenplmmIme ero BO3Bpara mmar TbD».

88

«MHe HaJIeThb IUIaThe CHHEe, MaTyIlKa Jo0pas?
Wb kpacHsblit xanat?» «Her, 00b14ait TOT HOBBIH.
B nepkoBb X0aUTh B 11BETE COO0II,

U Tpayp HOCST TaM 4EpHBIN».

92

S Buaen ux, IpoOXOJUBIIMX MUMO IIOTOCTHBIX BOPOT.
«KTo 13 Hamiero poja ymep B MocieHee Bpems?
Marymika, nouemy 3emJisi TaK pacKpacHeNIach ?»
«Jloporoii TBoit cxopoHeH. CKOpOUM MBI O CMEPTH €TI0
WU tpayp Ham 4epHBINA HECEM».

98

Ee pAAOM C HUM HOYbIO OCTABUJIN.



I heard bells ring. There was taper light.

Priests were chanting a litany.
Darkness lay upon the land,
102

But afar, in pale Broceliand

There sang a fay in Brittany

Caplluan st 3BOH KOJIOKOJbHBIN. ['opena ceya.
CBSIILIEHHUKH €U JIUTaHUIO.

ThMOI HAaKpBUIACH 3€MJIS,

102

Ho Bnmanu, B 6meqnom bpocenuanae

Pacnienace des B bperanu.



Rosalind Ramage

One spring afternoon,
Like a balloon,

Fair Rosalind

Was blown by the wind,
Till she was high

Up in the sky.

Then she looked down
And below saw a town:
Very small, very grey
Among green it lay.
«What can that be,

I wonder?», said she.
«No use at all

For hobbits, too small
For the tiniest gnomes
If they wanted homes
Up above ground».
She heard then a sound

From far under of bells.

Pozamuag Pamumxk! (1963)

BecHoii B kaHyH NOJIyAHS,
Kaxk map Bo31yHslii,
IIpexpacnasa Po3zanunpg
VYHecnack BeTpoM B Opus,
He ymuanace noka
Bricoko B HebOeca,

3aTemM BHU3 TIOCMOTpEIa
U ropon tam yrisiaena:
OueHp MaJeHBKH, CephIil
OH J1eall cpeay 3eJICHH.
«YTO OBITH TAM MOJKET,
NutepecHo?», - Ta MOJIBUT.
«B HéM HeTy ToJIKa
MajteHpKUM X000HTaM,
KpoXOTHBIM THOMHKaM,
Ecnu 6 xoTenu Te 1oMUKU
Han 3emneii HaBepxy».
Cnenom ycbliana 3ByK,

Bnaneke T'YJI KOJIOKOJICH.

«Why, that must be Wells, «Kak? Tam Yac ObITh JOJDKEH,
When the funny clock chime, B yacoBoii 3B0H MOTENIHBIH,
And at meal-time U x mope Tparne3Hoi

The swans come and ring! Jlebequ kpyxar, nersr!

What a good thing, Bort yx uyaHo Kak,

At least | now know Xors 0 3HarO 1,

Where | am! | must go. I'ne s! Untu mue nopa.

! Posanuuna Pamumx — ampecaT omHoro u3 nucem ToskueHa, I0HAs YMTATENbHUIA €T0 MOBECTH «XO0OOUT», KOTOPOH OH
TIOCBSITWII HEOONBIIYI0 T0OMY. BrmepBble mosma Obiia OmyOIMKOBaHa B PYKOIMHCHOM BHIE B cOopHuke «TonkueH:
comatenb Cpemusembs» («Tolkien: Maker of Middle-earth») B 2018 romy. 3a 3TUM 3KCTpaopAMHAPHBIM MOIAPKOM,
CIICTIAaHHBIM B OTBET Ha BpojE Obl OOBIKHOBEHHOE MHCHMO MOKIOHHUIIBI, CKphIBAaeTCs Ienas ucropus. Posamuua Pamumk



It’s time for my tea.

But, o deary me,

How shall I get there
Without ladder or stair?»
«You’ll never be missed!»
The cold wind hissed,
Only his joke,

For just as he spoke

He let her gently go,
Fluttering slow

Like a swan’s feather

In spring-weather.

Down she come without damage:

Rosalind Ramage!

Obuta Jouepblo ObIBIIEro OKc(oOpAcKoro ImBeiiapa B MepToH-KomIemke, B KoTopoM ToikueH Obl1 mpodeccopom
aHTIMHACKOrO si3blka W juTepatypel. B «Cemelinom anbOome TonkueHoB», co3naHHOM ABymsi u3 gereil Tonkuena,
HaIMCcaHo, YTO MUCTep PaMumk, Torna emeé xonocToi, JoOpOBOIBHO BHI3BAJICS OTPabOTaTh BCE POXKAECCTBEHCKHE CMEHBI,
9TOOBI OCTaJIbHBIC IPUBPATHUKN CMOTJIH IIPOBECTH MPA3THUKH CO CBOMMH CEMbSIMU. Y CIIBIIAB 00 3TOM JT0OpOM MOCTYIIKE,
Tonkuen nmox PoxxaecTBO mpUKaTHI Ha BETOCUIIENE B KOJJIEIXK, 3aXBaTUB Il HEro OyTHUIKY BUHA B MOJAPOK. 3acTajl OH
ero 3a ycepAHOW MOATOTOBKOM K MOCTYIUIEHHIO B YHHBepcuTer. J[xeiimc Pamunk npomén kypc oOyueHus aHTIIHHCKOMY
361Ky B bannmmon-komnemxe Oxcdopaa B 1951-1954 rr. K Tomy Bpemenn kak ero MajieHbKas 104b Hamucana ToJKueHy,

Bpewmst yas npumnuio.

O, Moi1 foporyia, HO

Kaxk noiitu Tyaa neieHbpKo
be3 cTpeMsHKH WUITh JIECCHKH 7»
«He xBaTsTcs cpony te0s!», -
XJ1agHbli BETEP CBUCTAIL.

Ho oH mytun tosbko,

M60 nuis MoaBuI,
OTIycTHII €€ HEeXHO,

Maxas HecIIeno,

Kak nebens onepernem,

B norony BeceHH1010.

be3 Bpena comuia oHa BHU3!

Pozaimuna Pomumxk!

OH yxe Obu1 yunteneMm B Kadenpanbnoii mkone B ropoae Yaic, rpagerso Comepcer.

TonkreH ObUT 3HAKOM C 3TUM TOPOJOM W Hamwmcan B mucbMe Posamuum: «51 He 0b11 B Yance ¢ 1940 r., HO HaAeOCh, 4TO
4achel ¥ Jie0eau BCE eme TpyaaTcs». OTo ObUIO OTCHUIKON K aCTPOHOMHUYECKMM 4acaMm KadeapanpHoro codbopa (omHUM u3
CTapelimux B CTpaHe) W JieOeas M, KOTOPBIC WM, M JI0 CHUX IOp XHUBYT BO PBY, OKpyXaromieMm J[Bopell emuckoria, u
KOTOPBIX MPUYYJIA 3BOHUTH B KOJOKOJ, YTOOKI monydath exy. U 1o, u npyroe TonmkveH BKIIOYHI B CTUXOTBOPCHUE,

npujaraBIICCCs K MUCbMY».



Nargelion

Nalalmino lalantila
Nestme lasser pinea
Ve sangar voro Umeai

Oikta rdamavoite malinai.

Ai lintulind(ov)a Lasselanta
Piliningwe sayer nallar ganta
Kuluvai ya karnevalinar

V'ematte singi Eldamar.

San rotser simpetalla pinge,
Sulimarya sildai, hiswa timpe
San sirilla ter ialdar:

Lilta lie noldorinwa
Omalingwe lir' amaldar

Singitalla laiganinwa.

Nalalmino hya lanta lasse
Torwa pior ma tarasse:
Tukalla sangar umeai

Oikta ramavoite karneambarai.

Al linddrea Lasselanta

Nierme mintya nare ganta.

! ITepoe cruxorBopenne TonkueHa, HAMMCAHHOE HA KBeHbA B HOf6pe 1915 - mMapre 1916 rogos. Ha anrmmiickuii 6b110
nepeseneno Kpucropepom ['mnconom.

Ocenp! (1915 - 1916)

C Bs13a, Kpy»Kach Ha BETpY,
IlamaroT TUCTBS, OJUH 32 OJHUM,
boubmine, BepTiCh Ha JeTy,

KenteimMu cTassMu IITHII.

O! Kak nacrouku, nanatot Bcé. U kpyxa,
[Ieppamu Tak BO31yX HaIllOJHEH
31aThIMH U OPaHKEBO-KEITHIMH,

Camonget Diib1amapa HE BCIIOMHUTD HEJIb34.

CBO10 UTPAIOT TaM TPYObI MY3BIKY TOHKYIO,
BuaHbl KOJIOHHBI )KEMYYXKHbIE CTPOMHEBIE,
B TO BpeMs uzieT TyCKIIbIi JIUBEHB,

XoTs 1o, ApeBaMHu Ib(DHI,

TaHITysl, MOIOT ECHU HEXHBIC

CBepKaH 3CJICHBIM U CUHHUM.

Jluctbs ¢ Bsi3a 37€ch MajgaroT,
B BeTBsix GosIpbIIIHUKA TEMHO-0ypbIe
Sroapl MaHAT OrPOMHbBIE CTaH

Ha nety ntui kpacHOTpybIX.

O! HanomuHaeT ¢ mecHero Ha 3ape 0CeHb

Maue TO, YTO MOJIHO NICYAJIBIO U TOPCM.



Glip

Under the cliffs of Bimble Bay

Is a little cave of stone

With wet walls of shining grey;

And on the floor a bone,

A white bone that is gnawed quite clean
With sharp white teeth.

But inside nobody can be seen —

He lives far underneath,

Under the floor, down a long hole
Where the sea gurgles and sighs.

Glip is his name, as blind as a mole

In his two round eyes

While daylight lasts; but when night falls
With a pale gleam they shine

Like green jelly, and out he crawls

All long and wet with slime.

He slinks through weeds at highwater mark
To where the mermaid sings,

The wicked mermaid singing in the dark
And threading golden rings

On wet hair; for many ships

She draws to the rock to die.

And Glip listens, and quietly slips

And lies in shadow by.

It is there that Glip steals his bones.

He is a slimy little thing

Imun? (1928)

[Tox yrecamu 6umoOneiickoro 3anmsa

EcTp HekpynHas U3 KaMHEH Iemepa.
Crenbl cepbie OJIECTAT TaM CBIPO,

U ycesin e€ mos kocTsiMu OenbIMH,

Bce o0rmomanabie 10 KOHIA

benbimu u ocTphiMu 3y0aMu.

Ho BHyTpu HHKOTO TYT HE BUIATh —
['1yO0KO >KMBET BHU3Y OH MMOJI0 CKaJIaMH,
Bnu3s mox aHO menieps! JJIMHAAS HOpa
VYX0IuT, T/€ )KYpPUYUT U JBIIIUT MODE. ..
Nwmsda ero— I'mum, U ciensl, CJIOBHO

VY KkpoTa, ero OKpyrJiblX OKa JBa,

JlmaTcs cBeT MHEBHOM MOKa, HO HOYBIO
TyCKJIBIM CBETOM T€ CHUSFOT —

OH Ha WI 3eJICHBIM caM IMOXO0KHH.
JIMMHHBIA 1 BECh MOKPBIN B CJIM3U BbLJIC3a€ET.
[Iponomn3aer y Bobl OTMETOK Upe3 OypbsiH
K Mecrty, rzie moer pycaika B TEMHOTE.
3n06Has pycayika rojiocuT BO ThMeE,

U nneTeT 371aThie KOJIbIla B MOKPBIX BOJIOCAX,
MHoro kopabneit Ta moTonuna,
[ToryOumna, yTsIHYyB Ha CKaJbl.

Cnymaer ['nmun Ty, CKONB3UT YK THUXO,

W noxuTtcs cpenu TeHU psAOM.

U orcrona koctu ['mun xpaner.

TBapB OH MCJIKasg U CKOJIb3Kasd, JINXasd,

! CTUXOTBOpEHME, MTOBECTBYIOIIEE 00 OYepeIHOM repoe JqoMarnHero (onbkiiopa ceMbu TonkueHoB. JlaTupyercs mo-
paszHoMy, Hauboee nmpaBaono00HBIN oy cozaanus — 1928. MccnenoBarenu TBopuectBa Tonkuena cuutarot [ mumna

MMPpOTOTUIIOM FOJ'IJ'IYMa.



Sneaking and crawling under fishy stones,

And slinking home to sing

A gurgling song in his damp hole;

But after the last light

There are darker and wickeder things that prowl

On Bimble rocks at night.

Urto kpazaercs 1o KAMHSIMU pbIO, MO3ET.
U on npobupaercst 1oMO# Tak, HareBas,
bynpkarh neceHky CBOXO B CBIPOM HOPE.
Ho xorna coBcem yx 3aTeMHeer,

Poimyt y HouHbIX ckan bumoOna B Toii ope

TBapu nouepHee u nosiee.



Bagme Bloma

Brunaim bairip bairka bogum
laubans liubans liudandei,
gilwagroni, glitmunjandei,
bagme bloma, blauandei,
fagrafahsa, lipulinpi,

fraujinondei fairguni.

Wopjand windos, wagjand lindos,
lutip limam laikandei;

slaihta, raihta, hweitarinda,

razda rodeip reirandei,

bandwa bairhta, runa goda,

biuda meina piupjandei.

Andanahti milhmam neipip,
liuhteip liuhmam lauhmuni;

laubos liubai fliugand lausali,
tulgus, triggwa, standandei.

Bairka baza beidip blaika

fraujinondei fairguni.

IIsetox nepennen’ (1936)

Ha BeTBsix OGnecTsIIMX U CIaBHBIX,
bnenHo-3eneHbIX, KaK Ta pacTer,
bepesa HOCUT JIMCTBsI IPEKPACHEIE,
[Berymux n1epeBbeB LUBETOK,

I'op cynmapsiHs TOHKOpYKa,

[IpekpacHa u 6enoxypa.

BeTpI)I HBIHC SOBYT, HICBCIIATCA MITKO,
OHa BETBU CBOM B UTPE OIYCKAET.
[Ipsimast, 1 ¢ KOpoit Oemnast TiaaKasi,
Hpoxaniuii I3bIk OHa U3PEKAECT.
Benukas TaiiHa, 3HaK SIpKU OHA,

Ha mmroneit Moux 01arocjioBeHue Ta.

O6akamu He0O B CyMepKaX CKPBITO

C MoJsiHUEH CHOBA CBEpKaeT.

B 10 Bpems, Kak CTOSI BEpPHO U CUIIBHO
[IpexpacHbie TUCThA €€ B3JIETAIOT,
Bbepesa tam Oyzer xaath, Oenas, ronas,

Jlo cux mop xo03s1iKa Harophb4.

! CTI/IXOTBopeHI/Ie, HalrcaHHOe TONKHMEHOM Ha TOTCKOM S3ELIKE. BXO,Z[I/IT B €ro C60pHI/IK «ITecan JJIsL (1)I/IJ'IOJ'IOI‘OB»,

orryOMKoBaHHBIN B 1936 romy.



Me'tima markirya

Man kenuva fa'na kirya
me'tima hrestallo kura
i fairi ne'ke

ringa su'maryasse

ve maiwi yaimie"
Man tiruva fa'na Kirya,
wilwarin wilwa,
e"ar-kelumassen
ra'mainen elvie",

ea"r falastala,

winga hla'pula,

ra'mar sisi'lala,

ka'le fifi'rula?

Man hlaruva ra've"a su're
ve tauri lillassie",
ningiu karkar yarra
isilme ilkalasse,

isilme pi'kalasse,
isilme lantalasse,

ve loiko-li'kuma;
raumo nurrua,

undume ru'ma ?

Man kenuva lumbor a-hosta,

Menel akuna
ruxal ' ambonnar,

ea'r amortala,

! CTI/IXOTBopeHI/Ie Ha SHB(bHﬁCKOM SA3BIKEC KBCHbS, IMPUBCIACHHOC TonkueHoMm B JOKJIaAC-CTaTb€ O SA3BIKO3HAHHUH

«Tatinsriii mopok» (1930).

[Mocnemuuit kopabdms! (1930)

KTt0 uenn yBuaut Genbii,
[Toxumaromuit 6eper nocneaHu,
[Ipu3paxoB O1€IHBIX HESCHBIX

B ero xnmagHoMm Jone,

Kak gaiiku, moragymumx?

Kto na Oenblif kopalib MOCMOTPHUT,
babGouku Obtolieli B MTHOBEHUH
B Mopckom kunenuun
KpbutbsimMu, 3Be3/1aM 110 T00HBIM,
Ha Gypmnsimiee mope,

Ha neny nerdmyto,

Ha kpbuibs custtoue,

Ha cBetr ymuparommii?

KTO ycapImmT BeTep myMsImii,
Kak MHOTOJMCTHBIE Yaly,
benbie pudsl, peraaniue

B cBere nyHbl Mepraroniei,

B cBete nyHbI 3aTyxaromiei,

B cBete nynbI 3ananaroniei,
MepTBBIX CBeUy HallOMUHAIOIIEM,
bypro pesyiyto,

be3nny Tpscyuyo?

KTo yBUIUT, 4TO Ty4u CXOASATCH,
He60, yTo xioHUTCA

Ha xoamb1 oOpymiaemeie,

Mope B3abIMaeMoe,



undume ha'kala,
enwina lu'me
elenillor pella
talta-taltala
atalante"a mindonnar
Man tiruva ra'’kina kirya
ondolisse morne

nu fanyare ru'kina,
anar purea tihta
axorilkalannar
me'tim ' auresse?

Man kenuva me'tim ' andu'ne?

Mrany pa3Bep3aeMyto,
JIpEeBHIOIO TEMEHB,
U3-3a 3Be3n1 B HEOE

Hucxonsamyro

Ha Gamrau nasume?

Kto Ha pa30uTslii kopabiab HIOCMOTPUT

Ha xamHsX 4epHBIX

[Tonx HeGOM pazoapaHHbBIM,
Ha nmaBHOe Gekiioe comHIe
ITo xocTsM, uTO OeJIeroT

Ha nenr mocinequnii?

KTo 3aKkar yBUIUT KOHEUHBIH?



Earendel Dapenaun (1930)

San ningeruvisse latier DapeHIuI TUIBLT Ha OeJIOM KOHE

kyriasse Earendil or vea, [To MopI0 CBO¥ IMyTh YCTpEMUII HA JIA/IbE,
ar laigali lingi falmari W BoHEI 3€1€HBIE MOPS

langon veakyrio Kirier; Paccekanuch HOCOM YETHOYHBIM.
wingildin o silgelosseen B BostHaxX JIeBBI TICHBI MJIECKATTUCH
alkantaméren Urio C 0e0CHEKHBIMH BOJIOCAMU,

kalmainen; i lunte linganer, UTO B COJTHEYHOM CBETE CBEPKAIIH,
tyulmin talalinen aigalin ['ynena magpst ctpyHOi apdsr,

kautaron, i sur( laustaner. U BeTpa Hamop Jaapu MauTy Crudai,

Urto napyc Oenoii Jaabpy HAMOJIHSI.

! CruxorBopeHne Ha 2mb(UICKOM S3bIKE KBEHbS, NMPUBEACHHOE TONKMEHOM B JOKIA/e-CTaThe O A3BIKO3HAHUM
«Tatinsrii mopok» (1930).



Nieninge IMoacuexuuk® (1930)

Norolinde pirukendea TaHIys HAa KOHYUKAX HOCKOB I'PAIO3HO,

elle tande Nielikkilis, Tyna npunuia Husne maneHbkas,

tanya wende nieningea Ta neBa, MOJCHEKHUKY 10 100HAS,

yar i vilya anta miqilis. Komy n063anbe BO3AyX AapHT CIIAIKOE.

I oromandin eller tande Tyna npunum u 1yxu rop,

ar wingildin wilwarindeén, U ¢dewn nensl, 6aboukam moao0HbIE,

losselie telerinwa, Hapon GenocHexHbIN 31b(pUCKIX Oeperos,
talin paptalasselindeén. C mocCTyIbi0, CO3BYYHOM JTUCTOTATHON MEITOTUH.

[TepeBon bynara Acaryminaa

! Pannss BepCcHs OJTHOMMEHHOTO CTHXOTBOpeHUs 1955 roma Ha 31b(UCKOM SI3bIKE KBEHBS, TPUBEICHHAS T OIKHEHOM
B JIOKJIaJIe-CTaThe O s3bIKO3HAHUU «TaitHbIil mopok» (1930).



