Edgar Allan Poe

TOM.L.S-

Of all who hail thy presence as the morning —

Of all to whom thine absence is the night —

The blotting utterly from out high heaven

The sacred sun — of all who, weeping, bless thee
Hourly for hope — for life — ah! above all,

For the resurrection of deep-buried faith

In Truth — in Virtue — in Humanity —

Of all who, on Despair's unhallowed bed

Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen

At thy soft-murmured words, "Let there be light!"
At the soft-murmured words that were fulfilled

In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes —

Of all who owe thee most — whose gratitude
Nearest resembles worship — oh, remember

The truest — the most fervently devoted,

And think that these weak lines are written by him —
By him who, as he pens them, thrills to think

His spirit is communing with an angel's.

(1847)

Onarap Amnan I1o
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W3 Bcex, KoMy Te€0sT YBHIETh — YTPO,

W3 Bcex, koMy Te€0s1 HE BUACTh — HOYb,
ITonuelmee ncUe3HOBEHBE COTHIIA,
Hzsaroro u3 BeicoTsl Hebec, —

U3 Bcex, KTO exxedacHo, CO ClIe3aMHu,

TeOs1 6J1ar0CIIOBIISICT 32 HAACKY,

3a JKH3Hb, 32 TO, UTO O0JIee, YeM JKHU3Hb,
3a BO3pOXK/IEHbE BEPbl CXOPOHEHHOM,
Josepbs k [IpaBae, Bepol B Uesl0BEUHOCTD, —
W3 Bcex, uTo, ymupasi, npusieriu

Ha sxectkuii ogp OT4yasiHbsi HEMOTO

W Bapyr BCKOYMIIM, I0OJIOC TBOM YCIIBIILIAB,
[TpussiBHO-HEXHBIH 30B: «/la Oynet cBeT!», —
[Tpu3BIBHO-HEKHBI T0JIOC, BOIUIOLIEHHBINA
B tBOMX T11a3zax, o, cBeTIIBIN cepadum,—
W3 Bcex, KTO mpea To0o0r0 Tak 00s13aH,

Yro MonsTcst oHM, Onarogaps, —

O, BCIIOMSIHU TOTO, KTO BCEX BEpHEE,

KTo momon camoii miaMmeHHONH MOJIBOON,
Iloxymaii cepatieM, 3TO OH B3bIBAET

W, coznaBas GernocTb 3TUX CTPOK,
Tpenenier, co3HaBasi, 4TO AYLIOKO

OH ¢ aHrenom HeOeCHBIM TOBOPHT.

(1901)







