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4K Bedip X0I0[I0M JUXHYB,

[ TiHi - CXyHTIIMU OPOIUTH,
[Taman 3iMOabBe Csi€ BMUTD,
Kopornb, 1110 B HiM, 60iTbCS CHY...

3 ycix momed Bid OyB OOHUM,

XT0 BOpif 60JI0TO MOM0IAB,

Bupg KOTpOro i 3Miii 1g9Kas,
[TpuiiiioB y Benbg* BiH, 110 38 HUM.

3 Tux mip, gK 04i € y BCIX,

HixTo He 6auuB Ille TOU CXOB,

Ta B HiY 4K Beuip NEPEuIIos,
3Hau1oB Bid CtapIoro 6apiir...

Typéni muBHi B ganuHi,
HaBkpyr 6araTo CTiH, BaJliB,
[ITo 3eMti0 OPYIHSATH KYIIOJIB,
HeMoB rpubu BOHM YyMHi!

I Micsa1bp BUCBITUB CBiTH,

[le KUTH BxKe HIXTO HE MIr,
Bup GamrT i3 Kymonom 6igux -
310BiCHUM, BIKOH HE 3HAUTH.

Tomi Toro, mUTAM XTO Oir,
Be3cTpalrHo Mix mo0ux pyiH,
I pox 0XomuB, T00AYUB BiH -
He mepTBe 1 He PyK JTIOICHKUX!

HamiBpeansHi hopmu Ti,
HamiBTBeppouil HamiBedip -
Hecmuch 3 mycToT 63 KOIHUX 3ip
[lo uxX myCcTuX, MKIAINBUX CTiH.



[ B myCTOTY, 3 IIUX 30H TiHEW,
BypnuB opau 3BOPOTHIN IIIAX,
YnaMKu B TBMSHUX IX KiTTSX -
IyMOK, 4yTTiB 1 Mpiu mopeu!

Pubanku 330BHi, maBHi Ti -

Xiba To He Ka3KHU Xpellsd,

[Tpo mnuryHiB B 4yKUX CePIX,
['pabikHUKIB 3 CTapuX CBITiB?

Kaxmnusi ixHi poprocTu -
CBiTiB MiNIbHOH BKe Mae IX,
HenaBucHi 1141 pac ycix,

BTiM, HeBpa3nuBi - He 3HAUTH...

B Xxaxy, criocTepirayd 1nos3se

B 6051070, 1110 N5IKano 1 3Mii,

B manarty, B 6e31eKy MUUTh MePIIiH,
Jlexatu, COHIlE 4K 3iufe.

[ITo BiH miLIOB - HIXTO i HE YYB,
Ha Tini He 6ymo cnifis,

Toro, 110 B TeMpsiBi 3yCTPiB,

Ta coH crokitHuM OinbI He OyB!

4K Bedip X0JI0[40M OUXHYB,

[ TiHi - DXyHTIIMU OPOIUTH,
[Tanai 3iMm6abBe csie BMUTD,
Kopoms, 1110 B HiM, 60ITECS CHY...

ITepeknad Bimaais I'peuku 20.04.2023

*Benbn (Bim Himepn. veld - "mome") - Benuki mocymnusi nnato B I[liBgenHin Adpumi,
rojoBHUM YuHOM B [TAP, po3rarmioBaHi B Mixkpiuui piuok JliMmmomno i Baans i y BepxHii Teuil
piuku OpaHXkeBa. YTBOPATH Cepild CXOAIB, 10 HiABUINYIOTHCA [0 [IpakKOHOBUX Tip i
3HUXKYIOThCA OO0 3anagvHu Kanaxapi Ta gonuHi JliMmoorno.
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When evening cools the yellow stream,
And shadows stalk the jungle's ways,
Zimbabwe's palace flares ablaze

For a great King who fears to dream.

For he alone of all mankind

Waded the swamp that serpents shun;
And struggling toward the setting sun,
Came on the veldt that lies behind.

No other eyes had vented there

Since eyes were lent for human sight—
But there, as sunset turned to night,
He found the Elder Secret's lair.

Strange turrets rose beyond the plain,
And walls and bastions spread around
The distant domes that fouled the ground
Like leprous fungi after rain.

A grudging moon writhed up to shine

Past leagues where life can have no home;
And paling far-off tower and dome,
Shewed each unwindowed and malign.

Then he who in his boyhood ran
Through vine-hung ruins free of fear,
Trembled at what he saw—for here
Was no dead, ruined seat of man.

Inhuman shapes, half-seen, half-guessed,

Half solid and half ether-spawned,

Seethed down from starless voids that yawned
In heav'n, to these blank walls of pest.

And voidward from that pest-mad zone
Amorphous hordes seethed darkly back,
Their dim claws laden with the wrack

Of things that men have dreamed and known.

The ancient Fishers from Outside—



Were there not tales the high-priest told,
Of how they found the worlds of old,
And took what pelf their fancy spied?

Their hidden, dread-ringed outposts brood
Upon a million worlds of space;

Abhorred by every living race,

Yet scatheless in their solitude.

Sweating with fright, the watcher crept
Back to the swamp that serpents shun,
So that he lay, by rise of sun,

Safe in the palace where he slept.

None saw him leave, or come at dawn,
Nor does his flesh bear any mark

Of what he met in that curst dark—
Yet from his sleep all peace has gone.

When evening cools the yellow stream,
And shadows stalk the jungle's ways,
Zimbabwe's palace flares ablaze,

For a great King who fears to dream.



