Edgar Allan Poe

THE BELLS
1.

Hear the sledges with the bells —

Silver bells!

What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,

In the icy air of night!

While the stars that oversprinkle

All the Heavens, seem to twinkle

With a crystalline delight;

Keeping time, time, time,

In a sort of Runic rhyme,

To the tintinabulation that so musically wells
From the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells —

From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

2.

Hear the mellow wedding bells —

Golden bells!

What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!
Through the balmy air of night
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Capluib, caH! MYaTCS B PAIL.

Muatcs B psia!

Komokonpunky 3BeHAT,

CepeOprCcThIM JISTKHM 3BOHOM CITYX HAlll CJIaJI0CTHO TOMST,
OTHUM NIEHBEM U T'yJI€HBEM O 3a0BEHBU TOBOPAT.

O, KaK 3BOHKO, 3BOHKO, 3BOHKO,

TouHo 3ByuHBII cMeX peOeHKa,

B sicHoM BO31yX€ HOUHOM

T'oBopsIT OHU O TOM,

Yo 3a mHSIMU 3201y KACHBS
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Komokoapumky 3BEHSIT,
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W meuTtas, u Onmcrasi, B HeOe AyXaMu MapsiT;
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How they ring out their delight! —

From the molten-golden notes

And all in tune,

What a liquid ditty floats

To the turtle-dove that listens while she gloats
On the moon!

Oh, from out the sounding cells

What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!
How it swells!

How it dwells

On the Future! — how it tells

Of the rapture that impels

To the swinging and the ringing

Of the bells, bells, bells! —

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells —

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

3.

Hear the loud alarum bells —
Brazen bells!

What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!

In the startled ear of Night
How they scream out their affright!

CHBIIIMIME K ¢Bagb0€ 3BOH CBATOM,

3omoToii!

CKOJIBKO HE)KHOI'O OJIa’KEHCTBA B DTOH IIECHE MOJIONOM !
CKBO3b CIIOKOWHBIN BO3TyX HOYU

CI0BHO CMOTPSAT YbU-TO OYU

U Gaectsr,

W3 BOJTHBI IEBYYHX 3BYKOB HA JIYHY OHHU TJISISAT.

W3 npu3bIBHBIX TUBHBIX KEIUH,

IlomHEI cKa309YHEIX BECEITHT,

Hapacras, ynangasi, OpbI3ru CBETIIbIC JICTST.

BHOBb OTYXHYT, BHOBb 0JIeCTAT,

W poHSIOT CBETIIBIN B3I

Ha rpsaymiee, rae apemieT 0e3MITeKHOCTh HEXKHBIX CHOB,
Bo3sgenaeMbIx coriacbeM 30J0ThIX KOJIOKOJIOB!

B.

CaBIIHAIIE, BOIOIIKI HA0AaT,

Touno cToHeT MEIHBIN as!

OTHU 3BYKH, B IUKOI MYKE, CKa3Ky y»KacOB TBEP/IST.
To4HO MOJISIT UM IIOMOYb,

Kpuk kunarT npsiMo B HOUb,

[Ipsimo By TeMHON HOUM

Kaxnp1it 3ByK,

To pnuHHEE, TO KOpOUe,




Too much horrified to speak,

They can only shriek, shriek,

Out of tune,

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire —
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,
Leaping higher, higher, higher,

With a desperate desire

And a resolute endeavor

Now — now to sit, or never,

By the side of the pale-faced moon.

Oh, the bells, bells, bells!

What a tale their terror tells

Of despair!

How they clang and clash and roar!

What a horror they outpour

In the bosom of the palpitating air!

Yet the ear, it fully knows,

By the twanging

And the clanging,

How the danger ebbs and flows: —

Yes, the ear distinctly tells,

In the jangling

And the wrangling,

How the danger sinks and swells,

By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells —

Briknukaer cBoi ucnyr,—

W ucyr ux Tak BENUK,

Tak 6e3yMeH KaKIbli KPUK,

UYrto pazopBaHHBIC 3BOHBI, HECTIOCOOHBIE 3BYYATH,

Moryt ToJIbKO OUTHCSI, BUTHCS, U KPUUATh, KpUUaTh, KpUYaTh!

TonpKo MIakate o mouiase,

U x neuiaromeit rpomaae

Borum ckopbu obpamiats!

A MeX TeM OrOHb OE€3yMHBIH,

W riryxoi 1 MHOTOLIIYMHBIH,

Bce ropur,

To u3 0koH, TO IO KpBILIE,

Muntcs BbIIlIe, BBIIIE, BHIIIE,

U xak OyaTo roBOpUT:

S xouy

Beie MuaThCst, pa3ropaThCsi, BCTpEUy JyHHOMY Jy4y,
Wb ympy, Wik TOTYaC-TOTYAC BIUIOTH J0 MecsIia B3euy!
O, nabar, Ha0Oar, HaOar,

Ecnu 6 Tb1 BepHYN Ha3as

OTOT yKac, 3TO TUIAMsl, 3Ty UCKPY, ITOT B3TJISI,

OTOT NEPBBIM B3I OTHS,

O KOTOpPOM THI BEIIALIIb, C IJIa4eM, C BOIUIEM, U 3BeHs!




Of the bells —

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells —

In the clamor and the clangor of the bells!

4.

Hear the tolling of the bells —

Iron bells!

What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
In the silence of the night

How we shiver with affright

At the melancholy meaning of the tone!
For every sound that floats

From the rust within their throats
Is a groan.

And the people — ah, the people
They that dwell up in the steeple
All alone,

And who, tolling, tolling, tolling,
In that muffled monotone,

Fell a glory in so rolling

On the human heart a stone —
They are neither man nor woman —
They are neither brute nor human,
They are Ghouls: —

And their king it is who tolls: —
And he rolls, rolls, rolls, rolls

A Pzan from the bells!

A Tenepb HaM HET CIAaCEHbs,

Bcrony nnams u kunense,

Bcerony ctpax n Bo3Myl1leHbe!

TBoi1 npu3kIB,

JuKrx 3ByKOB HECOTJIACHOCTD

Bo3zseniaer HaM 01acHOCTD,

To pacret Oesia rayxas, TO CagaeT, Kak NpUinB!

Cayx Halll 9yTKO JJOBUT BOJHBI B IEPEMEHE 3BYKOBOIA,
BHOBE cniafiaet, BHOBB phIIaeT MEAHO-CTOHYIIUH TprUOoii!

4.

IToxOpOoHHBIN CIBIIIEH 3BOH,

Honruii 380H!

I'opbKO#i CKOPOWM CIIBIITHBI 3BYKH, TOPHKOW )KU3HA KOHUEH COH.
3BYK KeJI€3HbII BO3BEIIACT O MeYaau MOXOPOH!

W HEeBONBHO MBI JPOKUM,

Ot 3a0aB CBOUX CIIEIIUM

W periaem, BcioMuHaeM, YTO U Mbl 71432 CMEXKHM.
HenszMeHHO-MOHOTOHHBIN,

OTOT BO3IJIaC OTHAJICHHBIH,

IloxopoHHBIN TSHKKUH 3BOH,

Touno crow,

CxopOHbIil, THEBHBIIA,

U nimageBHEIN,

Beipacraer B nonruii ryi,

Bossemiaer, uto crpasanen HenpoOyHBIM CHOM YCHYIL.




And his merry bosom swells , - B KOJIOKOJIBHBIX KEbSIX PHKABBIX,
With the Paan of the bells! , ~ OH /15 IPaBBIX U HEMPABbIX
And he dances and he yells; ] ~ I'po3HO BTOPUT 00 OHOM:
Keeping time, time, time, Yro Ha cepie OyieT KaMeHb, UTO TJ1a3a COMKHYTCS CHOM.
In a sort of Runic rhyme, . Qaken TpaypHbIi TOPHT,
To the Paan of the bells — . C KOJIOKOJIBbHH KTO-TO KPUKHYII, KTO-TO TPOMKO F'OBOPHT,
Of the bells: — - Kro-TO 4epHslit TaM CTOUT,
Keeping time, time, time, - - U xoxouyer, ¥ TpeMHur,
In a sort of Runic rhyme, f W ryaurT, ryaur, TyauT,
To the throbbing of the bells — ' - K KosokosbHe pHaaaeT,
Of the bells, bells, bells — : - I'ynkwii KOJI0KOJ Kayaer,
To the sobbing of the bells: — . ['ymkuii KoJtoKoI peIiaeT,
CroHET B BO3/1yX€ HEMOM
Keeping time, time, time, - . W mpoTsHKHO BO3BEMIACT O MMOKOE TPOOOBOM.
As he knells, knells, knells, !

In a happy Runic rhyme, . (1895)
To the rolling of the bells — : -

Of the bells, bells, bells: —

To the tolling of the bells —

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells —

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.

(1849)




