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IpeaucaoBue

[Ton3ust — maMATHHK, B KOTOPOM 3aIieyaTCHBI
Jy4Ilie U CYACTIIMBEHIIINE MTHOBEHUS
CaMBIX JIYYIIUX U CYACTIUBEHIIINX YMOB.

I Ilennu

FIOFTOR
AHIIMICKas M0331s KaK cpeicTBO GOPMHPOBAHMA COLUMOKYJILTYPHOI KOMIIETeHIINH

Jloporue CTyIeHTHI, MpEnoaaBaTeN W JIOOUTENN aHTJIMUCKON TO033MH, MBI OOpaimaeMcsi K
BaM. COOpHHK, KOTOPBIil Bl OTKPBIBAETE C€iUac, 3TO HEe UCTOPHS AaHTIMICKOMN M033HUU, XOTS MBI U
IIOCTAPAJICh PACIHOJIOKHUTH MOITUYECKHE IPOU3BEIEHUS B XPOHOJIOTMYECKOM IOPSAKE HAa4YMHAS
no3Mbl «beoBynbd», cocTosmei u3 aHrao-cakcoHCkuxX cka3zanuit VIII-X BekoB, 3akaHYMBasi CTH-
XaMH COBPEMEHHBIX aHTJIMMCKUX Mo3ToB XXI Beka, Hanpumep llleitmyca Xunu... be3dycioBHo, B
paMKax JaHHOW pabOThI HET BO3MOXKHOCTH OXBATUTh MPOU3BEICHHS BCEX aHTIMICKHUX ITOATOB.

[lepen Hamu, COCTaBUTENSIMM, BO3HHUKAJ BOIPOC O COAEPKHMMOM 3TOro cOopHuka. I Mbl B
NIEPBYIO OYEpEIb AyMalM O Bac, YUTATENH, O TEX, I KOro IpeJHa3HadeHa 3Ta KHura. [lepBoHa-
YaJIbHO MBI IIPOBEJIM OIPOC MEPBOKYPCHUKOB, 0OYYAIOLIMXCS MO CIEUUATIBHOCTH «JIMHIBHCTHKAY,
Ha OJHOM M3 3aHATHH IO MCTOPUM M KyJIbTYPE CTPaHbl M3y4aeMOIO sI3blKa. JTa IUCLUIUIMHA HE
TOJIBKO J]A€T CTPAHOBEAUYECKHE 3HAHUSA, HO U 3HAKOMUT CTYAEHTOB — OyIyLIMX NEPEBOAYMKOB C
S3BIKOBOM KapTUHOW MHpa, OKPY’KAIOIIET0 HOCUTENEH s3bIKa, C MICTOPUUECKUMHU COOBITUSIMU, TIPO-
UCXOJAIIMMHU B bputannn, AHIIMM ¢ JpeBHUX BpeMeH — 0T CTOyHXEHIKa A0 COBPEMEHHOCTH, C
KyJIbTYpOM, INTEpaTypoi U UCKyccTBOM BenmukoOpuTaHuu.

Jlis Toro 4ToOBl y3HaTh, HACKOJIBKO INTyOOKO, XOPOIIO HAIllM CTYJACHTbI 3HAKOMBI C MHPOM
aHIJIMICKOM JIMTepaTyphl, @ MMEHHO OHA COCTaBIISIET YacThb KyJbTYpbl, OTpakaeT 0O0bIYau, TPaH-
LMY, IPUBBIYKU AHTJIMKMCKOIO HAapOJa, MBI NMPEIIOKHUIN UM OTBETHTH Ha PsAX BOIIPOCOB, OJUH U3
KOTOPBIX OBLI MOCBSIIEH aHIIIMUCKOM 1033uu. Pe3ynpTaThl ObUIM HEYTEHUTENbHBIMUA. B OCHOBHOM
cTyaeHThl HazbiBasiu uMeHa B. Illekcniupa u [I. Balipona, HO HE BCce U3 HUX YUTAIM UX MPOU3BEJIE-
HUS @K€ B PYCCKHUX IEPEBOAAX, HE FOBOPS O MOJIMHHMKE. MBI 1ake HE YIOMHMHAEM, YTO MOYTH
HUKTO W3 HUX HE 3HAJ O NOJTax-JCHKUCTaX, MHOTHE HE YUTanu cTuxu P. bepHca, XOTs HEKOTOpBIE
CJIBIIIANIN TIECHIO Ha ero cTuxu «Crapas npyx0a», ynomunasics uHoraa P. Kuminusr, Ho He kak 1mo-
3T, a Kak aBTop «KHUTH mKyHTIIEH).

HIMeHHO 4TOOBI TUKBUAMPOBATH 3TOT MPoOEN B 3HAHUAX, Mbl PEIIUIN BBECTH Bac, HAIlIK YH-
TaTelid, B YAUBUTEIIbHBIN MUP aHTJIMUCKOMN MO33UH. Tak M MOABUIIACH UES CO3/1aTh ATy KHUTY. MBI
npojenany 60yplIyo padboTy 1o moadopy MaTepHaioB, MEPETUCTAIN MHOTO ITO3THYECKUX COOpHU-
KOB, TMOCBSIICHHBIX aHTJIMMCKOM T033UH, U3IaHHbIX B Poccuu u 3a py6exxom. B mounckax nnpopma-
LUK O TBOPYECTBE M KU3HU AHTJIMHCKUX MMOA3TOB 00paIaIuCh K HICTOYHUKAM B MIHTepHeTe, MbI Ha-
IIUTH TIOPTPETHI TOATOB. Hamu OblTM 0TOOpaHBI JIydIIIHe MePEeBOIbI aHTIIMHCKON MOI3UH Ha PYCCKHUI
SI3bIK, BBIMIOJHEHHBIE HE TOJBKO TAaKMMM HM3BECTHBIMM MacTepamu cioBa, kak C.f. Mapak,
b. ITacTepHak, HO U MaJION3BECTHBIMH aBTOPAMH, JOCTOMHBIMU BHUMaHHUS.

Ota paboTra yBiEKJa HAc, aBTOPOB-COCTABUTENEH, U MBI HaJeeMCs Ha TO, YTO 3TO H3JaHHE
IIPUBJICYET U Ballle BHUMAaHWE, YUTATENIM, U HAM YJACTCsl OTKPBITh BaM 3aME4aTelIbHbIM MHUp aHT-
JIMACKOM TTO33HH.

B uzBectHOM mitbMe «Most ipekpacHast Jeau», moctapiieHHoM 1o ibece b. [1loy «ITurmanmony,
npodeccop XUITHHC BIOXHOBISIET O€HYIO JEBYIIKY DJHM3y HAyUMThCS KPAacHBO U MPaBHIBHO T'OBO-
puth no-anrmicku: «llomxymaiire o Bamen nemu. [logymaiire, uro Bel xotute ocBonts. Benmmune n
MOT'YILECTBO aHITIMHCKOTIO A3bIKa — 3TO camoe 0oJblIoe Halle 6orarcTBo. CaMble 0J1aropoiHbIE MBICIIH,
POX/IEHHbIE B YEJIOBEUECKOM CEp/lle, C HEOOBIKHOBEHHOM BBIPA3UTEIHHOCTHIO BOIUIOLIAET MY3bIKa
Haiuel peun. Bot, uro Bel neitaerecs nokoputs, Jmmza. M Bel cymeere. Cymeere!».

(“Think what you're trying to accomplish. Just think what you're dealing with. The majesty
and grandeur of the English language is the greatest possession we have. The noblest thoughts that
ever flowed through the hearts of men are contained in its extraordinary, imaginative and musical
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mixtures of sounds. And that's what you've set yourself out to conquer, Eliza. And conquer it, you
will”. — Professor Higgins.)

Jloporue unTareny, NoarOOUTE aHITTUICKUIN S3bIK, KOTOPBINA BBl U3y4aeTe, YJeIUTe eMy BpeMs
U CWIbI, U OH OTBETUT BaM B3aMMHOCTbIO U OTKPOET yJIMBUTEIbHBIA TYXOBHBII MUDP U KYJIbTYypy Ha-
poza U CTpaHbl. DTO IOMOXKET BaM JIydIlle TIOHATH Ce0s1, CBOM POIHOMN SI3BIK, CBOIO KYJBTYpYy M BECh
MHUp. DTO ¥ €CTh CYIIHOCTh COIMOKYJBTYPHOH KOMIETEHIMH, (JOPMUPOBAHUIO KOTOPOU yIeseTcs
OoJipIIoe BHUMaHKE. Belb MMEHHO COIMOKYJBTYpHAs COCTaBIISIONIAs 00ECIeYnBaeT KyJIbTYypPOBEI-
YEeCKYI0 HANpPaBJICHHOCTh, BKIIIOUEHUE OOYYAIOIMIUXCs B AMAJIOT KYJIBTYp, YTO TAaK BaXHO s Oymy-
X 1epeBOTYUKOB. COOCTBEHHO COLIMOKYJIBTYPHAs KOMIIETEHIMS COCTOUT M3 COLIMOJIMHIBHCTHYE-
CKOH, MPeMETHOIH/TeMaTHIeCKOM, OOLIEKYIbTYPHOI U CTPaHOBEAYECKON KOMIIETECHIINH.

SI3BIKOBOM OIBIT U HAKOTUICHHBIE 3HAHUS, YMEHHS CIIOCOOCTBYIOT (POPMHUPOBAHUIO KOMMYHH-
KaTUBHOM KOMIIETEHIMH, KOTOpas HApAAY C SA3BIKOBOM, PEUYEBOM BKJIKOYAET U COLUMOKYJIBTYPHYIO
KOMIIETEHIINIO, Kor/la o0ydaeMblil OBiajieBaeT (JOHOBBIMU 3HAHUSMHU, CTPAHOBEIUECKUMU U 0O01Ie-
KYJbTYpPHBIMU 3HAHUSMH, YMECHHSIMHU U HaBbIKaMU. DOPMHUPOBAHKME COLIMOKYJIBTYPHOU KOMIIETECH-
UM TIPU 00YYCHUN TIEPBOKYPCHUKOB TUCIUTUTHHE «VICTOPHS M KyJIbTypa CTpaHBl H3y4aeMOro s13bI-
Ka» MNPOUCXOAUT C Y4YETOM NPHUHLHUIIOB KOMMYHHMKAaTHMBHOW HAIpaBJIEHHOCTH, MPOOJIEMHOCTH,
MPUHLIMIIA JHAJora KyJbTyp, KOTOPBIH XapaKTEpU3yeT «OTHOIIEHHE KYJbTYpbhl K KYyJbType Kak
PaBHONPABHO, PaBHOLIEHHOW MPHU €€ OTJIMYHUAX; CIIOCOOCTBYET PAa3BUTHIO B OOILIECTBE COLUOKYJIb-
TYpPHOT'O IOHUMaHUS MPUHAIJIEKHOCTH K HAI[MOHATLHOMY 1 MUPOBOMY COOOIIECTBY.

B Teuenue AnuTeNnbHOrO BpEMEHHU 3aHATUS 110 UCTOPUU U KylbType AHriuu B [lepMckom Harmo-
HAJIbHOM HCCIIEI0BATEIbCKOM MOJIMTEXHUYECKOM YHUBEPCUTETE TIPOBOAMINCH ABYMS MIPENoaBaTelisi-
MH, PUHAJICSKAIIMMEI K aHIJIO- U PYCCKOSI3BIYHON KyJIbTypaMm, OITOMY B peallbHbIX KOMMYHHUKaTHB-
HBIX CUTYalUsIX CTYAEHTbl BOUTHIBAIM KyJIbTypy BemrkoOpuranuu, HaOMr0aId CXOJICTBO U Pa3IMyue
SI3BIKOB M KYJIBTYPHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEH, MOTyJalii 3HAHUST 00 HHOM SI36IKOBOM COOOIIIECTBE.

®opmMupoBaHuE COLMOKYIbTYPHON KOMIETEHIIMH MPOUCXOAUT HE TOJIBKO B YUEOHOH ayIuTO-
pHUH, HO U 3a €€ IpelielaMH. Y4acTBYsl B MEPOIPUITHSIX, CTYACHTHI IIPEOJ0JIEBAIOT KaK S3bIKOBOIA,
TaK ¥ KyJIbTypHBINA Oapbep 1 3¢ pekTuBHOTO 0OUICHNUS C IPEICTABUTEISIMH JPYTUX KYJIBTYP.

3HaHue TpaauIui, 0ObdaeB, OBITOBOM KYJBTYPhI, HAIIMOHAIBHON KYJIBTYpPhl MUpPaA, XyId0XKe-
CTBEHHOM JIUTEpaTyphl (IIPO3bI U MO33UH), OTPAKAIOILIEH KyJIbTYpYy TOTO WJIM MHOTO 3THOCA, TOMO-
raeT NpeoioJieBaTh TPYAHOCTH B OOIIEHUU C HOCUTENSIMU IPYTroro si3blka. Mbl MOTHOCTBIO COTJiac-
Hbl ¢ C.I'. Tep-MunacoBo#l, yTBEpKIAIOWIEH, YTO «SI3bIKM JOJKHBI M3Yy4aTbCsl B HEPA3pPHIBHOM
€MHCTBE C MUPOM M KYJIbTYPOU HapOJIOB, TOBOPSLIUX HA ATUX SI3BIKAX).

[ToaTnyeckue Mpou3BeaEHUS 3aHUMAIOT 0CO00€ MECTO B M3YUYEHUHU S3bIKA U KYJIbTYpbl AHT-
JIUY, TI0ATOMY B Kypce IUCHUILIMHBI «cTopus U KyabTypa AHIVINA» NEPBOKYPCHUKHU 3HAKOMATCS
C YAMBUTEIbHBIM MUPOM HHOSI3BIYHON KYJBTYpBl, HCTOPUUECKUX COOBITHI U TUTEPaTypbl, BaXKHOU
COCTaBJISIIOLLEH KOTOPOH SABJISIETCA aHTIIMIMCKAS MOJ3US.

HeBo3MOXKHO M3yuaTh MHOCTPAHHBIH SI3bIK 0€3 3HaHUS KyJIBTYPbl U UCKyccTBa cTpaHbl. OcoOeH-
HO 3TO BaYKHO ISl HAILIMX CTYJEHTOB — 0aKaJaBpOB-JIMHTBUCTOB, Oy IylMx nepeBoaunkoB. [lepen Hu-
MU OTKPBIBAETCS SI3bIKOBAsA KApTUHA MUPA, OTJIMYHAS OT TOW, KOTOpas UMeeTcs B UX co3HaHuU. «Kap-
THUHA MHpPa, OKPYXKalollasi HOCUTEJeH s3bIKa, HE MMPOCTO OTPAXKAETCsA B S3bIKE, OHA U (POPMUPYET S3bIK U
€ro HOCHTEJSI, ¥ onpeelisieT ocooeHHocTH pedeynorpetnenus» (Tep-Munacosa C.I'., c. 34).

Tot daxT, uro mpenmet «Vctopust 1 KyiabTypa AHIIUI BEJIM B TEUEHUE MHOTHUX JIET MPEMOo-
JaBaTeNu — HocuTenu si3bika (mpod. Hortunremckoro yausepcuteta r-H C. JlyHra, nocneanue nsa
roga r-H P. Xoykc) B Tanneme ¢ gouentamu kadeapsl UAJIMMK (apme MAJIT) H.B. YyaunoBoii u
C.I'. YnIutuHOM, T.e. IPEACTAaBUTEIIMHU PYCCKON KYJbTYphl, TO3BOJIMI BBHIPAOOTATh «B CO3HAHUU
yYalllUXCsl MOHATHS O HOBBIX MPEAMETax U SIBJICHUSAX, HE HAXOMASIIMX AHAJIOTMM HU B UX POJHOMI
KyJbTYpE, HA B UX POJHOM si3bIKe». brarogaps sToMy CTyJeHTBI OTYUYniIH 0oJiee TOTHOE U MHOTO-
TpaHHOE 3HAHHME KYJIbTYpbl AHIJIHH, TOCKOJbKY MHp HOCUTENEW aHTIMIICKOro s3blKa OBbLI mpen-
CTaBJIEH C YYETOM WX MEHTAJIBHOCTH, a TAKXKE 4Yepe3 MPU3My POJHOW AJIA yYAIIUXCS KYJIbTYpHI.
HNHorpa 370 mpouCXOAWIO Yepe3 CTOJIKHOBEHUE B3IUIANIOB, BEllb «BE HALIMOHAJIBHBIE KYJIbTYPbI
HUKOTJa HE COBIAJAIOT MOJHOCTBIO — 3TO CIEAYET U3 TOTO, YTO KaX/1asi COCTOUT U3 HAIMOHAIBHBIX
Y MHTEepHAIMOHATBHBIX 31eMeHToB» (Bepemaruna E.H., Koctomapos B.I'. fI3bik u kynbTypa. M.,
1990, c. 30).



Berpeua «3a KpyribIM CTONIOM», MOCBSIIEHHAs YTEHUIO HIEKCITUPOBCKUX COHETOB B MEPEBO-
JlaX Ha PYCCKU S3BIK, BbI3BaJia OOJBIION MHTEpEC: CTYJAEHTHl HE TOJIBKO JAEKIAMHUPOBAIIA COHETHI,
HO W 4YUTaJu OTpbIBKU U3 Tpareauii «Pomeo n Jxynserray, «Kopons Jlup» m apyrux mpousseze-
HUW HA aHTJIMHCKOM SI3bIKE U B TIEPEBOJIaX HA PYCCKUN. DTOMY MEpOINPUATHIO IIPEAILIECTBOBANA T10-
MCKOBast paboTa: CTyIEHTHI pabOTallM C INTepaTyPHBIMH UCTOYHUKAMHU U BEJIM MOUCK B MIHTEpHETE,
coOupanu W aHamu3upoBanu WH(popManuioo, 4yToObl Hamucath HeOonblION pedepaT u caenath
MyJIbMEUIHYI0 npe3eHTanuio. Heckonbko mpeseHtauuid Obuio mocsimeHo B. Illexcnupy, ero
XKU3HU U TBOpYECTBY. CTYIEHTHI MO3HAKOMWINCH ¢ MUpOM CpeaHEBEKOBbs, 3MOXON KOPOJIEBbI
Enuzasertsl, koraa nossuics teatp «['1modycy», ¢ aTanaMu TBOpUECTBA BEJIMKOIO JpamMarypra, aBTo-
pa COHETOB.

Onun u3 pedepatoB, MOCBAMICHHBIH T0AMe «beoBynb(d», BO3BpaniaeT Hac BO BpeMeHa BTOP-
YKEHHSI aHTJI0-CaKCOHCKUX IJIeMeH B bputanuio. ABTOp 103Mbl HEU3BECTEH, HO CO37aHa OHa Oblia B
X Beke. Manyckpunt xpanutcs B bpuranckom My3see B JIOHIOHE, HO TOJIBKO CIIEUATIUCT CMOXKET
MPOYUTATH OPUTHUHAIL.

B 1397 rony . Yocep onyonukoBan «KenrepOepuiickue pacckasb». DTa Hanbosee BaxHas
autepaTypHas padora CpeHEeBEKOBbs, B KOTOPOU B MO3ITUYECKOHN (popMe OMHMCaHbI KU3Hb U OOBI-
yal CpeJHEBEKOBON AHITIMM, TOXE NPUBJIEKIAa BHUMaHUE CTYJIEHTOB. B 3Toil cepuu paccka3zoB B
ctuxax JIx. Hocep n300pa3ui nmepcoHa)kei, B3sATHIX U3 peajbHOU KU3HH. J{J1 Hero 3TO He MPOCTO
«Oorau» unu «OeqHSIK», a MPEACTaBUTENb OIPENEICHHOro ciiosi obmectBa. OH onucan UHIUBUIY-
aJbHBIE YEPThl XapaKTEPOB B COOTBETCTBUU C UX POJOM 3aHATUH U CTATyCOM TaK, UTO OHH BJAPYT
CTaJIM THIWYHBIMHE JIJIsI CBOETO KJlacca, a COOpaHHBIE BMECTE OHM 00pa3yloT OJWH HApOJ — aHTJIIHA-
CKHI HaApOJ CO CBOMM HallMOHAJIbHBIM XapaKTEpPOM.

JlaBaiiTe COOTHECEM 3TO C UCTOPUYECKHMHU COOBITHSMHU TOTO BPEMEHH, KOTJa MpaBuiia TnHa-
ctus TromopoB. bonee cta netr AHrnus Obiia B cocTostHMM BOMHBI ¢ @panueit (1337-1453). D10
Obl1a Tak HazbiBaeMasi CTONETHsS BOWHA, B TEUEHUE KOTOPOH ISITh aHTVIMHCKUX KOpOJIeH BOeBalU
MIPOTHUB MATU (PPaHITy3CKUX KOpoJiel, 4To0bl BepHYTh 3emiid Bo @pannuu. Ho x 1453 roxy onu mo-
TEPSUIN BCE 3eMJIM, Kpome nposusa Kase.

Takum 00pa3om, Ha 3aHIATHUSX y CTYACHTOB, U3yYaIOIIUX UCTOPUUYECKUE COOBITHS, TPOUCXO-
nsmue B bpuranuu, AHMIIMM, U, COOTBETCTBEHHO, JIMTEPATYPy M UCKYCCTBO, (POPMUPYETCS COLMO-
KyJIbTypHasi KOMIIETeHIIUs. B X CO3HaHMM IpescTaeT HallMOHAJIbHAas KapTUHA MUPA, S3bIK KOTOPO-
ro OHM M3YYaloT, B IMAXPOHUM U CUHXPOHUH. B Hacrosee BpeMs akTyaabHbIM SBJISIETCS UCTIOJb-
30BaHHE€ WMH(OPMALMOHHO-KOMMYHHUKAIIMOHHBIX TeXHOJOTHM. [IpakThyeckn Ha KaXKIOM 3aHITHH
IpU M3YYCHUU AHTJIMHCKOW TO33UHM UCIOJB3YIOTCS BUACO(PArMEHThI: CTYICHTHI MOTPY’KAIOTCS B
MHP HIEKCIUPOBCKUX I€POEB, HACTAXKIAIOTCS JAeKiIaMaluend ctuxotBopeHuid P. bepHca B ucnonne-
HUU OpPUTAHCKHUX aKTEPOB, CIYIIAIOT MECHU, HANTMCAHHBIC HA €r0 CTUXH, HApUMEp HOBOTOJTHIOO
3actoapHyto Auld Lang Syne («Crapas npysx0a»); 3nakomstcs ¢ mo33ueit Tennucona (The Lady of
Shallot), ¢ TBopuecTBOM Harmero coBpemenHuka Illeiimaca Xunu (Blackberry Picking).

Bo Bpems «IllekcnupoBCKUX YTEHUI», MyJIbTUMEAUNHBIX PE3ECHTALUNA TPENOo1aBaTesIeM Ipo-
BOJIMJIACh BHJCOCHEMKA C IOCIEIYIONIM TPOCMOTPOM U aHAIM30M HCIIOJIHEHUs, YTO CIIOCOOCTBOBA-
JI0 YJIy4YIIEHUIO Ka4eCTBa MOATOTOBKH CTYACHTOB K 3aHATHSAM U MOBBIIICHUIO X MOTUBALIHH.

B pesynbrare npoBeneHHON pabOTHl H3MEHUIIOCH OTHOILIICHHE CTYJCHTOB KaK K CaMOMY Kypcy
WCTOPUU U KYJIbTYpPbl, TaK U K aHTJIMICKOM MO33UH, C KOTOPOH OHU MO3HAKOMUIIUCH U MOJTIOOUIIH,
00 3TOM OHM Hamucaiu B (HUHAIBHOM ompoce. IIpuBegeM HECKOIbKO KOMMEHTApPHEB CTYAECHTOB-
MEPBOKYPCHUKOB O POJIM aHTVIMICKOM MO33UU B UX KU3HU:

Cr. 1. «l'oBOpst 00 aHTIMIICKOM MO33UH, KaX/Iblii U3 Hac mpeacrasiseT oopa3 B. Illekcrupa
unu JIx. baiipona. Sl He oTpuIat0, 3TH MOATHl YHUKAIBHBI U MPEKPACHBI, HO 3TO IAJIEKO HE BEChH
CIHMCOK aHTIMHCKUX Mo3TOB. K coxkareHuto, MHOTHE JIIOJM 3a0bIBAIOT O TAKMX BBLAAIOLIUXCS IO-
aTax, kak P. bepuc, B. bruetik, I1. Hlemm, Ho Moit mro6uMbIii mo3T — 310 P. Kurmummar. OH He TobKO
MpeACTaBUI MUPY CBOIO 3HAMEHUTYIO0 «KHUTY JKYyHIJIeH», HO U TUcaN yAUBUTENbHbIE CTUXU. OHU
HECYT TAaKyIO CHIIy, TAKOW JKM3HEHHBIN 3apsl, YTO sl B3PbIBAIOCH OT SMOLIMI U MBICIIEH».

Cr. 2. «I1o33us1 — 3TO OJJHO U3 JTYUIINX “U300peTeHH” yeaoBeuecTBa. AHITIMIACKAs OA3HS — 3TO
BO3MOYKHOCTb COMPUKOCHYTHCS ¢ UCKYCCTBOM. Sl yMaro, 4YTO OHa “OKpacujia MO MUP B SIPKHE TOHA .



Cr. 3. «IIpu u3ydeHun OpUTAHCKON UCTOPUHU U KYJIBTYPhl MO€ BHUMAHUE MPUBJICKIIA AaHTIIUH-
ckast mo33us. OHAa MOMOIJIa MHE Y3HAaTh MHOTHX BBIJAIOLIMXCS MMOATOB. AHIVIMKCKAs MO33Us AAE€T
MHE BO3MOHOCTh Pa3BHBaTh CBOM BHYTPEHHUI MHUp, PACIIUPATH KPYyro3op M KyJIbTypHOE MHUPO-
BO33peHue. Kak BbI 3HaeTe, 51 yuych, YTOOBI MOTYYUTh AUIIJIOM MIEPEBOIYHKA, U 51 HE MOTY MpeacTa-
BUTh ceOe mpodeccroHana 0e3 3HAHWS AHTIUHCKON KyJIbTYpBI, OCOOCHHO AHTIMHCKOW IOI3WH.
S Mory ckazatb, 4TO 6€3 3TUX 3HAHUII sI HE MOTY CUUTATh ce0sl YeTOBEKOM 00pa30BaHHBIMY.

Urak, uzydeHne aHTIIMICKONW MOA3MM U YTEHHE MEPEBOJOB MOITHUUYECKUX NMPOU3BEACHUN Ha
POITHOM SI3bIKE CTIOCOOCTBYET TOMY, YTO CTYA€HTHI MOCTHTAIOT KYJIbTYPY APYTOro Hapoza, ero s3bIK
Y OCTETHYECKHE IEHHOCTH. DTO BJIOXHOBIISICT CTYICHTOB Ha 0OoJjiee TITyOOKHE JTMHTBUCTUICCKHUE HC-
clenoBaHus B 00JaCTH TO33UHU, HATIPUMED, BBIMYCKHAs KBaTHU(pUKAIIMOHHAS padoTa CTyIeHTKU AH-
Hbl [110THHKOBOM OblIa MOCBSIICHA MCCIEAOBAHHUIO MPOOJIEMBbI IEPEBOJIAa AHTIIMICKON MOA3UM Ha
pycckwuii si3pik. HekoTopble MaTepualibl U3 3T0i pabOThl MbI BKJIIOUYHIIN B JAHHBIN COOPHUK.

Hcnonp3oBaHne aHTIMHCKON 033uM B Kypcax «Mcropus u kynpTypa AHrimumn» u «lIpaktu-
yeckas (DOHETHKA U KyJIbTypa rojiocay 00ecreyrBacT KyJbTypOBEIUYECKYI0 HAMPaBICHHOCTh 00Y-
YEHHUsI, BOBJIEKAET CTYJICHTOB B HOBBIM MHUp, OTPaKarOIIM HEHHOCTH, )KU3HEHHBIN OMNBIT, SMOLUU
HOCHUTENEH A3bIKa, BKIIOYAET UX B AUAJIOT KyJbTyp. IIpu sToM Ha 1-M Kypce, Ha Ha4aJIbHOM 3Tare
00y4YeHUsI, MPOUCXOTUT (HOPMHUPOBAHKUE COIMOKYIJIHTYPHOW COCTABIISIONICH, YTO COOTBETCTBYET IIe-
71 00pa3oBaHus — 00ECTIEYUTh BXOXK/ICHHE YEeTIOBEKa B COLIMYM U ITOMOYb a/IallITUPOBATHCS B HEM.

PoJub 103311 B NOCTAaHOBKE I0J10Ca U MPOU3HOUICHUSA

HeB0o3MOXKHO MEpEOleHUTh POJIb MOITHYECKUX MPOU3BEACHUI B M3yYCHWH WHOCTPAHHOTO
S3bIKA. Y KaXKJOTO SI3bIKa CBOM MUP 3BYKOB, 1 HUMEHHO IO33HsI JA€T BO3MOKHOCTh TOYYBCTBOBATH
MY3BIKJIbHYIO0, SCTETHUECKYIO CTOPOHY SI3bIKa U HACIAIUTHCS KPacoToi ero 3By4anus. Bor mouemy
M033US UTPACT BAKHYIO POJIb M 3aHMMAaeT 0c000€ MECTO B TaKOM Kypce, Kak «[Ipakrudeckas pone-
THKa W KyJbTypa rosioca». Ha 3aHATHSX CTyIEHTHI CHCTEMAaTHYECKHU YNPAKHIIOTCS B JCKJIaMaluH
CTHXOB M TICHUH, YTO CIIOCOOCTBYET PAa3BUTHUIO I0JI0Ca, CIIyXa, YyBCTBA PUTMA PEUH, APTHKYJISIHH,
a CJIeJ0BaTeIbHO, ¥ JUKIIMHU, YTO BAXXHO B IPO(ECCHH YCTHOTO MEPEBOIUNKA.

UreHue 1mo33uM BCIyX HE TOJIBKO IMOMOTaeT YCTPAaHUTh A€(PEKThI peun, KOTOPBIX HE JTOJIKHO
OBITh Y YCTHBIX IIEPEBOTYMKOB, HO ¥ Pa3BUBAET PUTM, HHTOHALIMIO U MOIYJISALIUIO TOJI0CA.

UYepe3 AUKIMOHHBIE TPEHUHTHU, BKIIOYAIONINE Pa3ydMBaHUE M MIPOroBapUBaHuEe pU(PMOBOK U
MOTOBOPOK, YTEHHE BCIYX M JEKJIAMALUIO JINTEPaTypHBIX MPOU3BEICHUN — CTUXOB M MPO3bI, MEJIO-
JeKJIaMaIiH, TPOUCXOIUT (POPMUPOBAHHE TOJIOCOBOM KYJIbTYPHI.

[TosTyeckne Mpou3BeICHNS 3aHUMAIOT 0CO00E MECTO B M3YUYECHHUH S3bIKAa M KYJBTYPBI U CO-
CTaBISIOT OPraHUYHYIO YaCTh 3aHATUI 10 WHOCTPAHHOMY S3BIKY KaK OJIWH U3 BUIOB TPEHHPOBOU-
HOTO MaTepuana. B HUX CTyIeHTBI BCTPEYAIOTCS C TEKCTOM, T.€. OITHYECKUM HCKYCCTBOM, U C aK-
TEPCKUM HCKYCCTBOM HCIIOJIHUTENS. Bce 3TH acmekTsl ciMBaroTcs, o0nagast OONbIIMM MOTEHIUA-
JOM, M MOTYT OBITh HampaBiCHbl Ha JOCTIKCHHE TJIaBHOM wenmn — (opMupoBaHUS
BBIPA3UTENIFHOCTH U CHJIBI 3BYYaIlleTro rojoca.

Ha navaisHOM 3Tare o0y4eHusI ”HOCTPAHHOMY SI3bIKY CTUXH MOTYT CTaTh JOTIOJIHUTEIIHLHBIM Ma-
TepHaIOM st (POPMUPOBAHMS TAKUX (POHETHUECKUX XaPAKTEPUCTUK U MPOCOANYECKHX AIIEMEHTOB, KaK
yaapeHue, puT™ U Tay3anusi. YTeHne BCITyX CTHXOTBOPHBIX TEKCTOB, paboTa HaJl 3By4aHHEM MOATHYE-
CKOT'O CJIOBA JAI0T BO3MOXKHOCTD CTYJICHTaM MOYyBCTBOBATh KPAaCOTY 3BYKOBOW TKAHU SI3bIKA, OIIYyTUTh
PHUTM KaK CPEJICTBO BBIPA3UTENFHOCTH. TakuM 00pa3oM, paboTa HaJl MOITUYECKON CTOPOHOI MECEeHHBIX
MaTepuajIoB CIIOCOOCTBYET Pa3BUTHIO HABBIKOB ITPOCOIUUECKOTO O(OPMIICHHS BHICKA3bIBAHUSL.

CTpyKTypHO-KOMIIO3UIIMOHHAS ¥ PUTMUYECKAsi OpPraHU3alus CTUXOB (IIOTHYECKAsk CTOPOHA)
noJAep>KUBaeT (HOPMUPOBAHHE TAKMX HABBIKOB PUTMHUYECKOTO O(OpMIIEHHUS peuH, Kak (pazoBoe
yaapenue, naysaius, Temn U putM. Kak cunraer X. I'pocc, mo33ust oTau4aeTcss OT mpo3sl Oosee
WHTCHCUBHBIM HCIIOJIb30BaHUEM (DOHETHYECKMX M BOOOIIE PUTMHUYECKUX CPEJCTB U Mepenadu
HACTPOCHUS, TICHXWIECKOTO HAIPSHKEHUSI, BOJIHEHNUS, PA3IMYHBIX AMOIMI U OLIYIIEHHUH, YepeoBa-
HUI HanpsOKEHUS U pelaKcaluy.



HcnonHenne moATHYECKNX MPOU3BEACHUH CIIOCOOCTBYET (DOPMUPOBAHHMIO HABBIKA TAy3aIliH
U TIPaBHJIBHOTO CHHTAarMaTHYECKOTO WICHEHHs (pa3bl HA AHTIMICKOM S3bIKE. AHAJIOTHS MY3bI-
KaJbHOU ()pa3sHpPOBKH MMECEHHBIX TEKCTOB, OTPAKEHUE B My3bIKE TPAHUI] PEYEBBIX CHHTArM IIOMOTa-
€T HaIJISHO WLTIOCTPUPOBATh PEYEBYIO (Ppa3pOBKY.

Ha ocHOBE CTHXOB MOKHO BBITIOJHATH Pa3HOOOpa3HbIE YIPaKHEHHUs!, HAIlEJICHHBIE HAa (OPMHU-
POBaHME HABBIKOB BOCIPHUSATHS WHTOHAIIMOHHOTO PUCYHKA (BOCXOISIIUIA M HUCXO/SIUN TOH) U €ro
aJIeKBaTHOE BOCIIPOM3BEJICHUE B MPOIIECCE TOBOPEHHS M YTCHUS. AHTIIUIICKAs M033USI B UCTIOJTHEHUH
aKTEepOB — HOCHUTEJEH S3bIKa BHI3BIBACT UCTUHHO ICTETUYECKOE HACIAK/ICHHE, TOITOMY ayauo- U BU-
Jeo(pparMeHTHI ¢ ISKJIaManyei Mo3UH OPraHUYHO JOTIONTHSIOT 3aHATHS 110 aHTIIMHCKOMY SI3BIKY.

Xoporieit MOTHBaIMeld K COBEPIICHCTBOBAHHIO HABBIKOB JICKIAMAIMX TOA3UH SBISIETCS Op-
raHW3alusl KOHKYPCOB UTEIOB U MEPEBOA AHTIIMHCKON MMO33UH CPEIN CTYJCHTOB SI3BIKOBBIX M TEX-
Hu4eckux crnenuanbHocTel. [lepeBoa ctuxorBopenus [leitmaca Xunu Blackberry Picking, Bbimosn-
HEHHBII modeauTeneM KOHKypca rnepeBooB ApcenrneM LlaapiHbIM, MbI BKITIOYHIIN B COOPHHK.

Jleknamarysi OITHYECKOTO MPOM3BEACHUSI TpeOyeT TIIATeNLHON MOATOTOBKH. /Jexnamayu-
OMHbBIUl XYJ0KECTBEHHBIN CTHIIb — 3TO SMOIIMOHAEHO-IKCIIPECCUBHBIN HHTOHALIMOHHBIA CTHIIb, 3TO
MUCbMEHHast opMa sI3bIKa, YUTaeMasi BCIyX WIH Hau3yCTh. TaKkoW CTHIIb PEYH MOXKHO YCIIBIIIAThH
Ha CIICHEe, HAa KMHO3KpaHe. JlekmaMalis XapakTepu3yeTcsl JOCTaTOYHON IPOMKOCTBIO, KOTOpas 3a-
BUCHT OT pa3Mepa ayJuTOPUU U IMOIIMOHAIBHOW OKPACKU NMPOU3BEICHUS; JOJTHMH Nay3aMH MEX-
oy ¢gparMeHTamu, SM()aTHUYECKUMHU TAy3aMH, MMOTYEPKUBAIONINMH BBIPA3UTEIHHOCTh CKAa3aHHOTO;
YEeTKOW PUTMUYHOCTHIO; YaCTO UCIIONIB3YETCs] KATETOPUYHBIA HUCXOISIIUI TOH M BBICOKHHN Maaro-
M TOH B 3aBEPUICHUU (pa3 U B CEMAaHTHUECKUX IIEHTPAaX BBICKA3bIBAHMS.

BepOanpHast cTOpoHa CTHXA, TEKCT, CIIOCOOCTBYET Pa3BUTHIO ApPTUKYJISIIUU M TUKIHU, pUpMa
CTIOCOOCTBYET 3allOMUHAaHMI0. BO Bpems JeKiamMamuy TeMIT 3aMeJIeH, TJIaCHBbIE YUIMHSIOTCS, YTO
NpUOIIDKAeT pevb K MOJHOMY CTHIIIO TPOU3HOUICHUS, 3TO MOXKHO HCIIONB30BATh JUIS MOCTAHOBKH
MIPOU3HOILICHHS CTY/ICHTOB HA HAYaJIbHOM JTarie. B cBOIO ouepesb TIaCHBIA 3BYK 3aBUCHT OT TPe/-
IIECTBYIOIIETO COTJIACHOTO, TOATOMY HEBO3MOXKHO JOOUTHCS XOPOIIEH AWKIUH, HE YYUTHIBAs MPO-
M3HOILEHHSI COTJIACHBIX, KOTOPBIE 3BydYaT B IpoIlecce JIEKIaMHpPOBaHUS 0ojiee OTYETIMBO, YEM B
00BIYHOM peur. B mosTiueckoM npon3BeieHNH UCIIOIHUTEIB 3a/1aeT TEMIT COOOpa3HO COAEPIKAHUIO
MIPOU3BECHNUS, €T0 HYMOILMOHAIBHOM OKpacKe: HEe)KHasl, JTUPUYECKas OKpacka COOTBETCTBYET ILIaB-
HOMY ¥ MEIJICHHOMY TEMITy, PEIINTeIbHAs, THEBHAS U BOJIHYIOIIAs — OBICTPOMY.

Put™M B mo3THYECKOM NMPOM3BEICHUN HECET CEMAHTUYECKYIO0 U KCIPECCHBHYIO HArpys3Ky.
Kpome Toro, puTM MOKET BBICTYNATh M KaK CPEJICTBO PEUEBOM BBIPA3UTEIBLHOCTH, KOTOPOE BO30Y-
KJIaeT HEPBHYIO CUCTEMY U BBI3BIBAET SMOIMOHAIBHBIN OTKIMK. PUTMUUECKass opraHu3aiys pedu
MPUAACT CIOBY JOTOJHUTENBHYIO YHEPTETHIECKYTO CHITY.

CucremaTHyecKue yHpakHEHHUsI B JEKJIaMallMd MOATHYECKUX MPOU3BEICHUI CIIOCOOCTBYIOT
Pa3BUTHIO TOJIOCA, CIIyXa, YyBCTBA PUTMA PEUH, apTUKYIIIIHY, a CIIEA0BATENIbHO, M QUKIK. Pa3zyunsa-
HHE CTHXOB C IOBTOPAMH CIIOCOOCTBYET 3aKpPEIUICHHIO MPABHIBHOW apTHKYJSILMUA U MPOM3HECEHHIO
3BYKOB, MPaBIJI (ppazoBoro yaapeHus u purma. Kpome Toro, 4reHne mos’3uu BCIyX HE TOJIBKO IIOMOTa-
€T YCTPaHUTh Je(EKThl PEUH U MPOU3HOIICHHS, HO ¥ PAa3BUBACT MY3bIKAJIbHYIO CTOPOHY PEYd — PHUTM,
MHTOHAIIMIO ¥ MOIYJISIIHUIO T0J0ca. DTO OOBSICHACTCS TeM, YTO (OHEMATHUYECKHUH CIyX M CITyXOBOH
KOHTPOJIb HAXO/ATCS B TECHOM B3aUMOCBSI3U C Pa3BUTHEM apTHKYJISIIMOHHOTO anmapaTta.

MeToanuyeckue peKOMeH AN

Hwxe MBI TpUBOAMM psiJi pEKOMEHIAIMM, KaK YYUTh aHTIUHACKUE cTuxu by heart (Hanm3ycTh)
Ha npuMepe CTUXoTBopeHus: Yunbama breiika «Houb». CoBpeMeHHBIN YNTaTEIb, KAKOBBIM SIBISET-
Csl ¥l HAIll CTYAICHT, MAJIO 3HAKOM C MOIMHHBIM biiefikom. Bot 4yto mumrer 6worpad brneiika, Ham
W3BECTHBIN nuTepaTypoBel u nucareab Mapustra [llarunss: « TpyHo, MOYTH HEBO3MOXKHO Iepe-
BECTH Ha PYCCKUMU S3BIK BO BCEM HX MY3BIKaJHLHOM M JIyXOBHOM OYapOBaHMM CTUXU bielika, — ux
HAJ0 YUTaTh B opuruHaie. CIUIKOM MHOTO pa3HOOOpa3HbIX TpeOOBaHMI MPEABIBIAIOT OHU MEpe-
BOJYHKY, — BO3JAYIIHO-JIETKass TKaHb, HO SHEPTHYHO-CUJIHHBIA PUTM; HETOBTOPUMAs OPUTHHAIb-
HOCTh 00pasa U rIyOoKas HeOXKMJAHHOCTh MBICIH, BCE 3TO BMECTE M BCE 3TO — HA BOJHAX MY3bI-
KaJIbHEHIIIEeT0, TAKOHUYHEHIIIETO SI3bIKa TOypeOeHKa, MOTyMY/IpEIay.



Night Houb
by William Blake Bunvsam Bnetix

(TIOACTPOUHBIIH MTepeBOT)
The sun descending in the west, CouHIle, OITyCKaroIeecs Ha 3armaJe,
The evening star does shine, Beuepnsis 3Be311a cBETHT,
The birds are silent in their nest, IITUEI MOJIYAT B CBOEM THE3JIE,
And I must seek for mine. U g noipKeH oTBICKATh CBOE.
The moon like a flower, JlyHa, Kak 1IBETOK,
In heaven’s high bower, B HeOeCcHOM BBEICOKOM JKHJIHIIIE,
With silent delight C OecuryMHBIM O0astHEEM,
Sits and smiles on the night. Cuaut u ynpiOaeTcst B HOUH.

Jlis Havana HaiiauTe pudMy B KOHIIE KKIOW CTPOKH — ATO ITOMOXKET BaM B YTCHUM HE3HA-
KOMBIX CJIOB M IOHUMaHUM (POHETUYECKOTO pUCyHKa cTuxa. Hampumep, B mepBoii cTpode mepekpe-
cTHas pupma:

West — nest; shine — mine;

Bo BTOpOIi cTpodhe cmexHast pudma:

Flower — bower; delight — night.

3areM BBITUIIUTE TPYAHBIC I IPOU3HECCHUS] M HE3HAKOMBIE CJI0Ba. Eciu BbI MOCBATUTE
HEMHOTO BPEMEHH CaMOCTOSTEIbHBIM ITOMCKAM aCCOIMANNN U CIeNlaeTe KaKoe-HNOYIb HHTEPECHOE
OTKPBITUE, BaM OYJIET JIETKO 3alIOMHHUTh JII000E TPy IHOE CIIOBO. MTak:

The sun descending in the west,

The evening star does shine,

The birds are silent in their nest,

And I must seek for mine.

B nepBoii cTpouke TpyaHoe cioBo: descending — cmyckatomieecs (ot descend — cnyckambcs,
onyckamwcs) de — scend — ing [di’sendin]; ascend — mogHUMAaTHCS (IPOTUBOMOIOKHO HAIMPABIICH-
Hoe paeiicTBue); ascend — descend (TOHUMATHCS — OIYCKATHCS).

JIyist mydniero 3aroMUHAHUS TIO0epEM K KaXKI0H U3 YeTHIPEX CTPOK TIIaBHOE CJIOBO:

1) sun — coxHIIE;

2) star — 3Be3/1b1;

3) birds — nrumpr;

4H1-s.

[TouyBcTBYyiiTe pUTM cTHXa. YnTas CTUXOTBOpEHHE, 0053aTEIILHO MOCTYKUBANTE MajIbllaMH TI0
CTOJTy B TakT cTuxXy. OOpaTiuTe BHUMaHKUE Ha PUTM MEPBBIX YEThIPEX cTpoueK. OH TPEX 10 IbHBIH:

The sun / descending / in the west

The evening / star / does shine,

The birds / are silent / in their nest,

And I/ must seek / for mine.

Bo BTOpOM 4eTBEpOCTHUIIIBE PUTM CTAHOBHUTCS JIBYAOJIBHBIM, 00JI€€ IKCIIPECCUBHBIM H JIET-
KHM, 2 00pa3bl OCTAIOTCSI CTOJIb KE SIPKAUMH U 3aIIOMHUHAFOIIIMMHUCS ;

The moon like / a flower,

In heaven’s high / bower,

With silent / delight

Sits and smiles / on the night.



Ecnmu y Bac Oosnee pa3BuTa 3pUTEIbHAs MaMATh, HAMIINTE CTHUXHU (hiomacTepamu Ha 0OJb-
IIMX JIUCTaxX U MOBEChTE UX Ha CTeHax. Bpems oT BpemeHu uuTaiite ux Bciayx. HyxHo, 4ToOBI na-
MSTh 3ameuarsena o0pas Kax/J0ro cloBa.

Ecnu y Bac xopomo pa3BuTa CiyXxoBas HamsTh, 3alUIINTE CTUXOTBOPEHUE HAa AUKTO(POH U
MPOCITYIINBAiTEe CTOJIBKO Pa3, CKOJIBKO HEOOXOJMMO, YTOOBI 3aIOMHUTH. Uepes3 Helemo 3aMeHNTe
aTH ctuxu napyrumu. U nomuure: He who would search for pearls must dive below.

UYuraiiTe, yunte CTUXH Hau3ycTh. HeT mydrero crocoda BXXKUBATHCS B S3bIK, Pa3BUBATH CBOIO
peub U rosoc. Pa3yuuBas cTUXH, BBl pa3BHBAaeTe MaMATh U YUUTECh MBICIUTh aCCOL[MATUBHO, YTO
KpaiiHe Ba)KHO JJISl TOrO, YTOObI CBOOOJIHO FOBOPUTH HA AHTJIUICKOM. YUHUTh CTUXHM — 3TO BECEJIO.
[To3uTHBHOE, MOPOH HIYTIMBOE COJEPKAHUE CTUXOTBOPEHUS YIy4dIIaeT Halll SMOLMOHAIbHBIA Ha-
CTpOIA, a 3HAYUT, BHOCUT CBOIO KPYITUHKY B yJIy4llleHUE (PU3HMIECKOTO 3JOPOBBSI.

Kenaem eam xopowezo nacmpoenus u npuamnozo ooyuenus!



FOOFTIR

[To33us — BeIcIas popma OBITHS HAITMOHAIEHOTO SI3BIKA.
B nostrueckoM TBOpUeCTBE C HAMOOIBIIEH MOTHOTON U
KOHIICHTPUPOBAHHOCTbHIO BRIpAXXaeTcs AyX HapoJia — cBoeoOpa3ue
€ro UCTOPUUYECKOTO U KYJIbTYPHOTO Pa3BUTHS, €r0 ICUXUYECKOTO CTPOS.
[ToHATH MO33UI0 IPYTOro HAPO1a — 3HAYUT MOHSTH APYTOU
HallMOHAJIBHBIN XapaKTep, SMOLUMOHAIBHBIA MUP IPYTOU KYJIbTYPBHI.
E.I". Omkuno

FOFTOR

% The Birth of English Literature

In the late 6th and early 7th centuries when Christianity came to British Isles, everything
was in Latin as the more “learned” language. But for our general knowledge of early English litera-
ture we have to thank the Viking pirates of the 9th century. They robbed Anglo-Saxon monasteries,
and Latin learning declined. So King Alfred the Great decided to promote writing and education in
English.

Several collections of excellent poetry survived. Some of them are Christian in content, but
others present a mixture of Christian and pagan ideas. From this poetry, we know that even seem-
ingly Christian Anglo-Saxons were often warlike and preferred gold, feasts and heroic actions ra-
ther than prayers.

The most brilliant (and the most complete) piece of such poetry is the epic poem “Beowulf”
telling the story of a hero who fought monsters. But the story is not about Anglo-Saxons — it takes
place in Denmark and Sweden. This might be due to the fact that some of the newcomers to Brit-
ain — Jutes, most notably — were of Scandinavian origin.

The language of the Anglo-Saxon records is now called Old English. Technically, it is the
language spoken between the 5th and 11th centuries AD (until the Norman invasion 1066). Today,
it is very difficult to read even for an English person. So most people read Old English poetry in
modern translations — like the one you see below.

9> Beowulf ®

Not much Anglo-Saxon poetry of the pagan period has
come down to us. By far the most important remaining ex-
ample is the epic “Beowulf”, of about three thousand lines.
This poem may have been carried to England in the form of
ballads by the Anglo-Saxons; or it may be Scandinavian ma-
terial, later brought in by Danish or Norwegian pirates. At
any rate it seems to have taken on its present form in Eng-
land during the seventh and eighth centuries. It relates, with
the usual terse and unadorned power of really primitive poet-
ry, how the hero Beowulf, coming over the sea to the relief
of King Hrothgar, delivers him from a monster, Grendel, and
then from the vengeance of Grendel's only less formidable
mother. Returned home in triumph, Beowulf much later re-
ceives the due reward of his valor by being made king of his
own tribe, and meets his death while killing a fire — breath-
ing dragon which has become a scourge to his people.

11



FOOFTIR

From BEOWULF

Beowulf kills a horrible man-eating troll called
Grendel, yet has to face the even more terrible fe-
male monster who is Grendel’s mother.
Translation from Old English by Marijane Osborn.

Then by the shoulder Beowulf seized

Grendel's mother — the Geat was now

furious, and had few qualms about fighting —
and swung her, hard, so she smashed to the floor!
Promptly she paid him back for that pass,
closing upon him with a clammy embrace,

and, weary, that strongest of warriors stumbled;
catching his foot, he went crashing down.

She straddled her hall-guest and drew her sax,

a gleaming knife; she wanted to get

vengeance for her child. But on his chest

lay the woven sark; that saved his life

with iron rings that blunted both point and blade.
Edgetheow's son would have ended his days

there under the pool, the prince would have per-
ished,

except he was helped by his woven sark,

that hard net of war — and by holy God,

who brought him victory in that battle.

The Ruler of the Skies decided it rightly,

with ease, when Beowulf stood up again.

He saw before him a fabulous blade

among other armor, an ancient sword

worthy of a warrior, the choicest of weapons —
except it was mightier than any other man
could bear into battle but Beowulf,

heavy and ornate, the handwork of giants.

The daring champion of the Shieldings dived
for that radiant hilt, raised it high,

despairing of his life, lunged angrily,

slashing down hard through the skin of her neck,
breaking the vertebrae, the blade vanishing
through her. Fated, she fell to the floor.

The warrior rejoiced, lifting his weapon.

N3 beoByabda

Beosynvgh yousaem mponns-nroooeoa I pen-
oeisl, HO eMy npPedCmoum 6CMpemumsCs ¢
He MeHee YHCACHBIM MOHCIPOM — MAmMepbio
I'penoens.

Ilepe6oo c OpesHeanenuiickoeo

B. Tuxomuposa

He ycrpammncs rayTcKuil BUTS3b:
CXBaTWJI 3a IUIEYU poaAuTENb [ peHaens

1, THEBOM KUITALLUN, HIBBIPHYJ BParvHIO,
TBapb CMEPTOHOCHYIO METHYJI Ha 3€MJIIO;
OHa K HEMEeJIJIsl EMy OTBETHJIA:

B HETO KPOBABBIMH BITUJIACH KOTTSIMU

U TYT, yCTaBUIUH, OH OCTYNHJICS,

MY>K MOTY4Hi, OH PYyXHYJI Ha3€Mb.

Vxe, npuiensily Ha rpy/ib yCEBUIUCH,
OHA FOTOBUJIACH HOKOM ILIHPOKUM
BO3/1aTh 32 CbIHA; HO OBLIH TOCTIEXOM
MTOKPBITHI TPOYHBIM TUIEUHU T€POs,

ObLTa KOJIbUyTa HOXKY Hperpajoun,

U CTHHYJI OBl BOMH, TOTOMOK OI'TEO0BA,
BOK/Ib TaAyTCKUH, B BOJHOU ITyYHHE,
Korjaa O He cracya ero copys patHas,
ceTh OoeBas, xoraa 6 BeeBuImauin
ITpaButens CnaBbl, €ro NOKUHYJ;

HO bor crpaBeiiMBO CyIui — U BUTA3b
BOCHPSIHYJI, PATHUK CUJIbHBIN, KaK MPExKIE.
Torpa oH yBHIET CpeId COKPOBUIIL
opyIue CIIaBHOE, Me4 MTOOETHBIH,

BO MHOTHX OMTBax OH ObLI HCIBITaH,
KJIMHOK — HacJIeIue IPEBHUX FMTaHTOB;
HECOpa3MEepHBIN, OH OBLI 11 CMEPTHOTO
U3JUIIHE TSKEK B UTPE CPAKECHUI,

HO YXBAaTWJICS TEPOH 3a YEPEH,

nocinaHery; CKUIbAMHra, CTpaxa HE 3Halo-
LU,

CIUIeya yJapui U CHEC €l roJIoBy, —

IICI0 PACCEKIITH, pa30uB XpeOTHHY,
IIPOH3UJIO JIE3BUE IUIOTh 3JI0MEP30CTHYIO;
TBapb NU3/10XJ1a; KIMHOK OKPOBABUIICS;
repoii Bo3pagonaiucs!

FOFTOIR
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%) Folk Ballads of Robin Hood R

In the 15th century folk poetry flourished in England and ==
Scotland. The best of folk poetry were the ballads — narratives in o
verse, partly lyrical, partly epic. There were various kinds of bal- =247
lads: historical, legendary, lyrical and humorous. They became so
popular that the names of their authors were forgotten. e

The ballads were handed down by word of mouth from gen- =
eration to generation. The most popular ones were those about
Robin Hood — partly legendary, partly historical character.

Robin Hood is a heroic outlaw in English folklore, and was
also a highly skilled archer and swordsman. Although such beha-
viour was not part of his original character, since the beginning of :
the 19th century he has become known for “robbing from the rich
and giving to the poor”, assisted by a group of fellow outlaws
known as his “Merry Men”. Traditionally, Robin Hood and his
men are depicted wearing Lincoln green clothes. |

In the earliest sources, Robin Hood is a yeoman, but he was
often later portrayed as an aristocrat wrongfully dispossessed of
his lands and made into an outlaw by an unscrupulous sheriff. He |
lived in about the second half of 12th century, in the times of King
Henry II and his son Richard the Lion Heart. In those days many -
of the big castles belonged to robber-barons, who ill-treated the
people, stole children and took away the cattle and corn of the
villeins.

If the country-folk resisted, they were either killed by the |
barons or driven away, and their homes were destroyed. They had = _
no choice but to go out in bands and hide in the woods; then they %%
were declared “outlaws” (outside the protection of the law).

The 19th century ballad scholar Francis Child collected 38
separate Robin Hood ballads in his ballad collection — as well as a
few other ballads which featured Robin Hood in some versions but not in others. Composed over
hundreds of years, these ballads form the Robin Hood legend. Scenes from these tales have been
used in many novels, movies and television shows.

Some ballads have been adapted in modern English. The numbers are those assigned by the
great 19th century scholar Francis Child in his multi-volume collection “The English and Scottish
Popular Ballads” (the volume with the Robin Hood ballads appeared in 1888).

LR
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Ballad

1
Robin Hood hee was and a tall young man,
Derry derry down
And fifteen winters old,
And Robin Hood he was a proper young man,
Of courage stout and bold.
Hey down derry derry down.
2
Robin Hood he would and to fair Nottingham,
With the general for to dine;
There was he ware of fifteen forresters,
And a drinking bear, ale, and wine.
3
“What news? What news?” said bold Robin Hood;
“What news, fain wouldest thou know?”
“Our king hath provided a shooting-match”:
“And I'm ready with my bow”.
4
“We hold it in scorn”, then said the forresters,
“That ever a boy so young
Should bear a bow before our king,
That's not able to draw one string”.
5
“I'le hold you twenty marks”, said bold Robin Hood,
“By the leave of Our Lady,
That I'le hit a mark a hundred rod,
And I'le cause a hart to dye”.
6
“We'l hold you twenty mark”, then said the forresters,
“By the leave of Our Lady,
Thou hitst not the marke a hundred rod,
Nor causest a hart to dye”.
7
Robin Hood he bent up a noble bow,
And a broad arrow he let flye,
He hit the mark a hundred rod,
And he causest a hart to dye.
8
Some said hee brake ribs one or two,
And some said hee brake three;
The arrow within the hart would not abide,
But it glanced in two or three.
9
The hart did skip, and the hart did leap,
And the hart lay on the ground,
“The wager is mine”, said bold Robin Hood,
“If 't were for a thousand pound”.
10
“The wager's none of thine”, then said the forresters,
“Although thou beest in haste;

14



Take up thy bow, and get thee hence,

Lest wee thy sides do baste”.

11

Robin Hood he took up his noble bow,

And his broad arrows all amain,

And Robin Hood he laught, and begun to smile,
As hee went over the plain.

12

Then Robin Hood hee bent his noble bow,
And his broad arrows he let flye,

Till fourteen of these fifteen forresters

Upon the ground did lye.

13

He that did this quarrel first begin

Went tripping over the plain,

But Robin Hood he bent his noble bow,

And hee fetcht him back again.

14

“You said I was no archer”, said Robin Hood,
“But say so now again’;

With that he sent another arrow

That split his head in twain.

15

“You have found mee an archer”, saith Robin Hood,
“Which will make your wives to wring,

And wish that you had never spoke the word,
That I could not draw one string”.

16

The people that lived in fair Nottingham
Came runing out amain,

Supposing to have taken bold Robin Hood,
With the forresters that were slain.

17

Some lost legs, and some lost arms,

And some did lose their blood,

But Robin Hood hee took up his noble bow,
And is gone to the merry green wood.

18

They carryed these forresters into fair Nottingham,
As many there did know;

They digd them graves in their church-yard,
And they buried them all a row.

FOGFTIR
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FIBTOIR

Bannaaubiii muka o Pooun I'yne HacuuThiBaeT Oosiee YeThIpeX JECSATKOB Oauiall, IOBECT-
BYIOIIUX O Pa3JIUYHBIX IPUKIIOYECHUAX T€POs U €r0 TOBAPUILEH.

Touynoe BpeMsi BO3HHMKHOBeHHUs! Oamuian o PoOun I'yne TpyAHO YCTaHOBHTB; NPENIONOKH-
TENbHO OHM BOCXOIAT K XI Beky, KO BPEMEHH 3aBOEBAHMA AHIVIMA HOPMAaHJCKHMH DPBILAPSIMHU.
B sTux nerenaax otpasmiachk 60pb0a MPOTHB YyXKE3EMHBIX HOPMAaHICKUX (he0alIoB, KOTOPHIE, MO
cinoBam aHrymiickoro ucropuka XII Beka Bumbsama Mbanbemcoepuiickoro (ok. 1080 — ok. 1143),
«cyHTa M BCE I ce0sl 103BOJICHHBIM, MPOJIMBAIH 110 IPUXOTH KPOBb, BHIPHIBAIN y O€IHSIKA KYCOK
xye0a n30 pTa, 3a0upanu BCE: IEHbIH, UMYIIECTBO, 36MITIO...)»

[Mo3znHee kpecThsHcKas BoviHa Yonta Taiinmopa (1381) BbI3Basia mosiBIIeHHE HOBBIX Oaiiaj o
Po6un I'yne. Camblie mo3aHue BapuaHThl — XV Beka.

Cornacuo nerenae Pobun ['yx xui co cBoeii «Becenoit Bataroii» B lllepBynckom necy. I'nas-
HBIMHU €T0 BparaMu ObUTM HOTTUHIAMCKHUH IIepU(, )KeCTOKO MPUTECHABLIMHA HAPO, 1 MOHAXH.

«Hapogansie 6annanel, — nucan A.M. I'opekuii, — pucyiot Pobun ['yna HeyTOMUMBIM Bparom
yrHeTarened — HOPMaHHOB, JIIOOUMIIEM IOCEJSH, 3allUTHUKOM OEIHSIKOB, YEIIOBEKOM, OIU3KUM
BCSAKOMY, KTO HyXJajcs B ero nomoud. M B 6;1arogapHOCTh 332 3TO MO3TUYECKOE YYBCTBO HApOJa
CZI€aI0 U3 MPOCTOr0, MOXKET OBbITh, Pa300ilHUKA Teposi, HOYTH PABHOTO CBITOMY» (TIPEIUCIOBUE K
coopuuky «bamnanst o Pooun I'yzney, [lerepOypr, 1919).

C. Mapumak «Tpu 0aanaast o Pooun I'yxe»

FOOFTIR

Poorcoenue Pooun I'yoa. Briepsoie noa HazBaHueM «Pobun I'yn» ¢ mepBoii ctpokoil «bbun
Bumin ctaTHBIM MOJIOALIOM...» TepeBoJ] MmosiBUIICS B cOopHUKe «M30paHHbIe mepeBoibl» (1946).
loToBst k meyatu BTOpol ToM cOopHHKa «CTHXH, cka3kd, nepeBoas (1952), C. Mapmiak BHec
3HAYUTENIBHYIO CTHIINCTUYECKYIO NPAaBKY TEKCTa IEPEBOA.

CornacHo ogauM jereHnam Pooun 'y ObUT O MPOUCXOKICHUIO HOMEHOM (BOJIBHBIM Kpe-
CTbSIHUHOM); COIJIACHO JPYI'MM — 3HaTHBIM JBOPSHMHOM. B BapuanTe Oasiazpl, mepeBeIeHHOM
C. Mapmakom, ero MaTh — J04b Tpada.

Pooun I'yo u macnuku. YrnomuHaeMslii B 6ainane Manenbkuil J[)koH — HenpeMeHHBbI mep-
COHaX aHrimiickux Oamnan o Pooun ['yzae, ero mepBblii momomHuk. [Ipo3Buie HpOHUYECKOE, TaK
Kak, o npeganuto, Manenbkuit J>koH ObLT 04€Hb BBICOKOTO pocTa (ceMu QyTOB).

Pooun I'yo u wmepugp. C. Mapiiak nepesen 3ty 6amany B 1914-1915 rogax; coxpanuics aB-
Torpad nepBoil MOJOBUHBI NEepeBojAa Oaylajbl, CHUJIBHO OTIMYAIOLIETOCs OT HOBOI'O IEpeBOja
1945-1946 ronos. (ITeuataercs mo coopauky «30panHbIe IepeBob», 1959).

HKICFTOR
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Willie And Earl Richard’s Daughter

O Willie 's large o limb and lith,
And come o high degree,

And he is gane to Earl Richard,
To serve for meat and fee.

Earl Richard had but ae daughter,
Fair as a lily-flower,

And they made up their love-contract
Like proper paramour.

It fell upon a simmer's nicht,

Whan the leaves were fair and green,
That Willie met his gay ladie

Intil the wood alane.

“O narrow is my gown, Willie,
That wont to be sae wide;

And gane is a' my fair colour,
That wont to be my pride”.

“But gin my father should get word
What's past between us twa,

Before that he should eat or drink”,
He 'd hang you oer that wa.

“But ye'll come to my bower, Willie,
Just as the sun gaes down,

And kep me in your arms twa,

And latna me fa down”.

O whan the sun was now gane down,
He 's doen him till her bower,

And there, by the lee licht o the moon,
Her window she lookit oer.

Intill a robe o red scarlet

She lap, fearless o harm;

And Willie was large o lith and limb,
And keppit her in his arm.

And they 've gane to the gude green wood,

And, ere the night was deen,
She 's born to him a bonny young son,
Amang the leaves sae green.

Whan night was gane, and day was come,
And the sun began to peep,
Up and raise the Earl Richard
Out o his drowsy sleep.

Poxnenue Pooun I'yna

OH OBUT IPUTOKUM MOJIOALIOM,
Korpga cimyxuTh nomesn

[Taxxom ycepaHbIM B rpad)cKkuit 10M
3a IEHLI'M U 3a CTOJ.

EMy npurnsiHynace xo3siickas 104b,
Hanexna u ropgocts otna,

W TaliHOIO KIIATBOW OHU NOKJISUIMCH
Jpyr npyra qro0uTh 10 KOHIIA.

OpnHax bl JETHEIO TOPOH,
Korpna packpslics aucr,

[Ilen y BArOOIEHHBIX Pa3rOBOP
ITon coOBBUHEBII CBUCT.

— O Buym, TeceH Mo Hapsij,
Uro npesxze ObUT HIMPOK,

N BaHeT-BsIHET HEXXHEIN IIBET
Moux pyMsIHBIX IIEK.

Korna y3naet moii orer,
Yto mosic TeceH MHE,
Menst 3amper oH, a Te0s
[ToBecur Ha cTeHE.

TwI 3aBTpa K OKHY MOEMY MPUXOIN
YKpaakon Ha CKJIOHE JHS.

K tebe ¢ kapHu3a 51 cryiycs,

A TBI noiiMaii MmeHs!

Bort comHIie BcTano u 3ammio,
U xnet oH mo1 OKHOM

C TO# CTOPOHBI, T/I€ CBET JIyHBI
He o3apser nom.

OTkpblia IeByIIKa OKHO,
Crynuiia Ha KapHH3

W ¢ BBICOTBI Ha KPAaCHBIN IUIALL
K Hemy cnerena BHU3.

3elieHas yaia IpuioT UM Jaia,

U npexae yeM KOHYHUIach HOYb,
[IpexpacHoro ChIHa B JIeCy poauia
[Ton 3Be31amMu Tpadckast 10Yb.

B Tymane yTtpo 3aHsuoch
Han 3enenbto ny0pas,
Korpa ot troctHOTO CHa
Ounyiicst crapbrii rpad.
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He's ca'd upon his merry young men,
By ane, by twa, and by three:
“O what's come o my daughter dear,
That she 's mae come to me?”

“I dreamt a dreary dream last night,
God grant it come to gude!

I dreamt I saw my daughter dear
Drown in the saut sea flood”.

“But gin my daughter be dead or sick,
Or yet be stown awa,

I mak a vow, and I'll keep it true,

I'll hang ye ane and a'!”

They sought her back, they sought her fore,
They sought her up and down;

They got her in the gude green wood,
Nursing her bonny young son.

He took the bonny boy in his arms,
And kist him tenderlie;

Says, Though I would your father hang,
Your mother 's dear to me.

He last him oer and oer again:

“My grandson I thee claim,

And Robin Hood in gude green wood,
And that shall be your name”.

And mony ane sings o grass, o grass,
And mony ane sings o corn,

And mony ane sings o Robin Hood
Kens little whare he was born.

It wasna in the ha, the ha,

Nor in the painted bower,

But it was in the gude green wood,
Amang the lily-flower.

Robin Hood and Butchers
1

Come, all you brave gallants,
and listen a while,

With hey down, down an a down
That are in the bowers within;

For of Robin Hood, that archer good,
A song I intend to sing.

Wnet OyauTh OH BEPHBIX CITYT
B paccBeTHOM THUILIMHE.

—I'ne noub Mos 1 mouemy

He nmogusanace xo mue?

TpeBoXKHO crial s B 3Ty HOYb
U Bunen con takoi:
benHsKKy-104b YHOCUT IPOYb
ConeHblil BaJl MOPCKOH.

B necy rycrom, Ha IHE MOPCKOM
Nnu B cTenHOM Kparo

J10JKHBI BBl MEPTBOU UJIb 5KUBOM
Haiitn Mue 1o4b Moro!

Wckanm oHM ¥ HOYH U THH,

He 3Has nokos u cHa,

N BOT 0UyTHIINCH B IpEMYyUEM JIECy,
I'ne cpiHa kadana oHa.
«baroniku-0aro, MOl MUJIBIM CHIHOK,
B uame 3eneHoi ycHH.

Ecnu 6e310MHBIM ThI OyA€IIIb, CHIHOK,
Martsb u oria He BuHHU!»

Crsiiero ManbuMKa MOJHSIT CTAPUK
M mackoBo cTan e1oBaTk.

— 51 pan ObI MOBECUTH OTIIA TBOETO,
Ho xanpb TBOIO O€/IHYIO MaTh.

W3 yamu gomoii st Te6st mpuHecy,

W nyctb TeOst 014 30BYT

ITIo uMeHu NTULBL, KUBYILEH B JIECY,
[lycTs Tak u 30ByT: Pobun I'yn!

HHuble nOIOT 0 3€eH0M TpaBe,

Hpyrue — npo Genblii JieH.

A TpeTbu noroT npo 1eds1, Pobun 'y,
He Benas, rae Tel pokacH.

He B oTuem nomy, He B poIHOM TepeMy,
He B ropannax nseTHsIX, —

B necy poauncs Pooun I'yn

[Ton meber NTUIL JIECHBIX.

FOFTOIR

PoOun I'yn u MsicHUKH

CremuTe Ha yauily, 100pble JHOAHU,
[TocmymaiTe necHo MOKo.

O cnaBHOM cTpenike, yaanoMm Pooun I'yne,
JIns1 Bac s ceroHs Coro.
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2
Upon a time it chanced so
Bold Robin in forrest did spy
A jolly butcher, with a bony fine mare,
'With his flesh to the market did hye.
3
“Good morrow, good fellow”, said jolly Robin,
“What food hast? tell unto me;
And thy trade to me tell, and where thou dost dwell,
For I like well thy company”.
4
The butcher he answered jolly Robin:

o matter where I dwell,
For a butcher I am, and to Notingham
[ am going, my flesh to sell.
S
“What is [the price] of thy flesh?” said jolly Robin,
“Come, tell it soon unto me;
And the price of thy mare, be she never so dear,
For a butcher fain would I be”.
6
“The price of my flesh”, the butcher repli'd,
“I soon will tell unto thee,
'With my bonny mare, and they are not dear,
Four mark thou must give unto me”.
7
“Four mark I will give thee”, saith jolly Robin,
“Four mark it hall be thy fee;
Thy mony come count, and let me mount,
For a butcher I fain would be”.
8

ow Robin he is to Notingham gone,
His butcher's trade to begin;
'With good intent, to the sheriff he went,
And there he took up his inn.
0
'When other butchers they opened their meat,
Bold Robin he then begun;
But how for to sell he knew not well,

'When other butchers no meat could sell,
Robin got both gold and fee;
For he sold more meat for one peny
Than others could do for three.
11
But when he sold his meat so fast,

o butcher by him could thrive;
For he sold more meat for one peny
Than others could do for five.

19

B necy na paccpete rymsut Pooun 'y,
Bapyr cHOBILIAT OH TOMOT KOMBIT.
MsICHUK MOJIOZIOM Ha JOIIagKe THEION
Ha peIHOK pBICIIOIO TPYCHT.

— Ckaxu, MoJioziel], — roBoput Pobwn 'y, —
B xako# ThI )KMBEIIb CTOPOHE

W uro 3a TOBap THI Be3elb Ha Oazap?

TrI 0OJIBHO TTOHPABHUIICS] MHE.

— MHe Hekora, cy1apb, pacCKas3bIBaTh BaM,
B Kkakol 51 )KUBY CTOPOHE,

A Msico Ha pHIHOK Be3y B HorTuHram
[IponaTe Tam O CXOQHOM LIEHE.

— [ociymaii-ka, mapens, — ckazan Pooun 'y,
A CKOJIbKO BO3bMEIIIb Thl C MEHS

3a Bce LEIMKOM: 32 MSICO C MCIIIKOM,
Y3aeuky, ceyio u KoHs?

— HemHOT0 BO3bMY, — OTBEUaeT MSCHUK, —
UT00 B TOpoI TOBAp HE BE3TH.

3a MsICO € MEIIKOM M KOHS C PEMEIIKOM
[11Th MapoK Thl MHE 3aIlIaTH.

— bepu cBom nenwru, — ckazan Pooun 'yn, —
bepu 3a01HO ¢ KOLIETBKOM

U neii 3a MeHs, 4TOOBI C TOTO JHS
CyYacTIMBLIM S CTajJl MSICHUKOM!

Bepxom npuckakan Pooun ['ya B
HotTtunram,

[Ipoexan y Bcex Ha BUAY,

K mepudy nomen — u J€HBI'H HA CTOJI

3a MECTO B TOPrOBOM DpsIaLy.

C npyrumMu Kyniamu OH CeJl TOProBarhb,
XOTb ¢ JIeJIOM OH HE OBLI 3HAKOM,

He 3nan, xak npoaats, 0OMaHyTh, HETOAT.
OH OBLI MICHUKOM-HOBHYKOM.

Ho muOKo TOproBiIs MoIia y Hero.
Urto xouems miatu — u 6epu!

3a meHHHW CBUHMHBI OH OOJIBIIE JaBall,
UeM Bce OCTaNbHBIC 32 TPH.

OH TONBKO U 3HAJ — 3a3bIBaJI, IPOJABAII,
EnBa ycnesan oTIyckars.

OH GoJbIlie TOBSAMHBI PO 3a Yac,
Uem Bce OCTANIBHBIE 32 IIATh.




12

'Which made the butchers of Notingham

To study as they did stand,

Saying, surely he was some prodigal,

That had sold his father's land.

13

The butchers they stepped to jolly Robin,
Acquainted with him for to be;

““Come, brother”, one said, ““‘we all be of one trade,
Come, will you go dine with me?”

14

“Accurst of his heart”, said jolly Robin,
“That a butcher both deny;

[ will go with you, my brethren true,

And as fast as I can hie”.

15

But when to the sheriff's house they came,
To dinner they hied apace,

And Robin he the man must be

Before them all to say grace.

16

“Pray God bless us all”, said jolly Robin,
“And our meat within this place;

A cup of sack so good will nourish our blood,
And so I do end my grace”.

17

“Come fill us more wine”, said jolly Robin,
“Let us merry be while we do stay;

For wine and good cheer, be it never so dear,
[ vow I the reckning will pay”.

18

“Come, brother[s], be merry”, said jolly Robin,
“Let us drink, and never give ore;

For the shot I will pay, ere [ go my way,

[f it cost me five pounds and more”.

19

“This is a mad blade”, the butchers then said;
Saies the sheriff, He is some prodigal,

That some land has sold, for silver and gold,
And now he doth mean to spend all.

20

“Hast thou any horn-beasts”, the sheriff repli'd,
“Good fellow, to sell unto me?”

“Yes, that I have, good Master Sheriff,

I have hundreds two or three”.

21

“And a hundred aker of good free land,

[f you please it to see;

And I'le make you as good assurance of it
As ever my father made me”.

20

— JIBOpSIHCKHUIA CBIHOK, — MSICHUKH TOBOPSIT, —
B yObiTOK cebe nmpoaaer.

OH, BUJIHO, OTIIa Pa30pUT A0 KOHIIA,
bes3nensHuk, moBeca U MOT!

HOI[XOIISIT 3HAKOMUTHCSA C HUM MSICHUKMU.
— [Tocymaii, coOpat u cocen,

Ha pbiHKE OTHOM MBI TOBap NpOJaEM.
JIOJKHBI pa3aenuTh U 00e/.

— Mg1 Bce MsicHuKH, — oTBedast Pooun [Nyx, —
OpHa HeOOJbIIAS CEMbS.

Couty 5 3a 4eCTh MOMUTH U TTOECTh

W qokHyTHCS C BaMU, JApy3bsi!

Tonmoro K mepudy NpUIILIH OHU B I0M,
Capggarcs o0enaTh 3a CTOI.

— A Muta/uIniA Hartr Opat, — MACHHKHU TOBOPSAT, —
MonuTBy 3a Hac ObI IPOYET.

— [Tomutyit Hac, 6oxe, — ckazan Pooun [Ny,
Jlaii x71e6 HaM HACYIIHbII BKYCUTb

W BBIIUTH BHHIIA, 4TOO corpenuch cepamal
MHe He 0 4eM OOJIbIIIe TPOCUTb.

— A Hy-Ka, X03siiKa, — ckazan Pooun ['yz, —
JIpy3ei yrocTuTh s Xouy.

/laBait HaM BHHA, ¥ 10 CYETY CIIOJIHA

3a BcexX 5 OJIUH 3aIuiavy.

— Brl nieiiTe u embre, — ckazan Pooun ['yz, —
[Iupylite BeCch 1€Hb HAIIPOJIET.

He Bce 11 paBHO, 4TO CTOUT BUHO!

bepy Ha cebs 51 pacyer.

— JIBOpAHCKUI CBIHOK! — TOBOPSIT MSICHUKH,
— OH mpoJ1a UMEHbE OTIIa

U Beck cBOI 10ox04 3a Oy IyImiuii Tof
Pemmn npoMoTaTh 10 KOHLA.

— JlaBHO J1b, — roBopuT PobuH I'yny mepud, —
Tl B HamM npuexan mecra?

Kaxk »uB 1 310pOB U MHOTI'O JIb TOJIOB
Poraroro nepxxuis ckora?

— PoraTtoro MHOro Aepxy s CKoTa —

JIBE COTHU IOJIOB WIH TPH, —

A BIpoY€eM, HaBEAAMCA B HAILIM MECTa

U cam Ha HEro MOCMOTPH.

[TaceTcs Moii CKOT 1O Jiecam, IO JIyraMm,
TensTa ceiiyac y KOpoB.
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The sheriff he saddled a good palftrey,

'With three hundred pound in gold,

And away he went with bold Robin Hood,
His horned beasts to behold.

23

Away then the sheriff amd Robin did ride,

To the forrest of merry Sherwood;

Then the sheriff did say, God bless us this day
From a man they call Robin Hood!

24

But when that a little further they came,

Bold Robin he chanced to spy

A hundred head of good red deer,

Come tripping the sheriff full nigh.

25

“How like you my hornd beasts, good Master Sherift?
They be fat and fair for to see”;

“I tell thee, good fellow, I would I were gone,
For I like not thy company™.

26

Then Robin he set his horn to his mouth,
And blew but blasts three;

Then quickly anon there came Little John,
And all his company.

27

“What is your will?” then said Little John,
“Good master come tell it to me”;

“I have brought hither the sheriff of Notingham,
This day to dine with thee”.

28

“He is welcome to me”, then said Little John,
“I hope he will honestly pay;

[ know he has gold, if it be but well told,
Will serve us to drink a whole day”.

29

Then Robin took his mantle from his back,
And laid it upon the ground,

And out of the sheriffe['s] portmantle

He told three hundred pound.

30

Then Robin he brought him thorow the wood,
And set him on his dapple gray;

“O have me commended to your wife at home”;
So Robin went laughing away.

U, ecm 3axouenib, Ted€ s mpoaam
3aze1eBo COTHIO TOJIOB!

Camutcs mepud Ha THEI0TO KOHS,

Tpu coTHH YepBOHIIEB OepeT

U exet BepxoM 3a JIMXUM MICHHUKOM

B sreca nmoxymnars ero ckor.

B [llepByackyto yaiily BbE3xKat0T OHH —
OXOTHHUKOB CIIaBHBIX MTPHIOT.

— Criacu MeHs1, 605ke, — BOCKIIMKHYJI Iepud, —
Kounb BcTperurcs Ham Pobun [yn!

[1o y3kol TpoIle OHU €4yT BIIBOEM.
U Bapyr yBugan Pooun ['ya:
JlecHble 0J1EHU M€K TEMHBIX BETBEU
OT HUX BpacChIHYIO OeryT.

— BoT 31ech 1 )KHUBET poratblii MO CKOT!
TyT HECKOJIBKO COTEH T'OJIOB.

Koib Moxenib KynuTh, — Te0e yCTyNHUTh
4 coTHIO-PYTYIO TOTOB!

[IpoTsxHO B pokoK 3aTpyousn Pobun I'yn,
U pa3om sBIIIKCH HA 30B

C nByx pa3HbIx cTOpoH U Manenbkuii J[>koH,
U cemepo JIydnmx CTpENIKOB.

— Uto ckaxelib? — cripocus1 ero Masnenbkuii J[xoH
Kaxos TBO# npuka3, Pooun I'yn?

— IlokamoBan k Ham HorruHramckuii mepud
[lyckaiil emy y>xuH naayt!

— U0 K, MIJIOCTH TIPOCKM, TIOUTEHHBIH 1Iepud,
Tebs momKuIaeM JaBHO.

OTIUYHBIM  JKapKUM TeOs

A TBI HaM IUIATH 32 BUHO!

MBI YTOCTHM,

Jposxamuii mepud IpoTSIHYI KOIIENEK,
He MonBMB HU ClIOBa B OTBET.

U Tak xe 6e3 cnoB orcuntan Pooun ['yn
Tpu coTeHKH 3BOHKUX MOHET.

[lotom oH mepuda co00i,
OnsTh nocaauil Ha KOHS
W KpuKHy!1 BoOCex:
JKene nepenaii ot meHst!

IIOBCJI 3a

IIoknon wu mpuse

FOGFTIR
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Robin Hood Rescuing Three Squires

There are twelve months in all the year,
As | hear many men say,

But the merriest month in all the year
[s the merry month of May.

ow Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone,
With a link a down and a day,
And there he met a silly old woman,
'Was weeping on the way.

“What news? what news, thou silly old woman?
'What news hast thou for me?”

Said she, There 's three squires

in Nottingham town

To-day is condemned to die.

“O have they parishes burnt?” he said,
“Or have they ministers slain?

Or have they robbed any virgin,

Or with other men's wives have lain?”

“They have no parishes burnt, good sir,

or yet have ministers slain,

or have they robbed any virgin,

or with other men's wives have lain”.
“O what have they done?” said bold Robin Hood,
“] pray thee tell to me”:
“It's for slaying of the king's fallow deer,
Bearing their long bows with thee”.
“Dost thou not mind, old woman”, he said,
“Since thou made me sup and dine?
By the truth of my body”, quoth bold Robin Hood,
“You could not tell it in better time”.

ow Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone,
With a link a down and a day,
And there he met with a silly old palmer,
'Was walking along the highway.

“What news? what news, thou silly old man?
'What news, I do thee pray?”

Said he, Three squires in Nottingham town
Are condemnd to die this day.

“Come change thy apparel with me, old man,
Come change thy apparel for mine;

22

Pooun I'yn 1 mepud

JIBeHaanaTh MECSLIEB B TO1Y,
Cunraii iIb HE CUUTAM.

Ho camblii pagocTHslii B rony
Becenblii mecsn Maid.

Bort ener, enetr Pobun 'y
ITo TpaBam, no ayram

U BuguT cTapyro BAOBY
[Ipu Bbe3ie B HoTTHHTaM.

— YTO CIBIIIHO, X0351HKa, Y BaC B TOPOJAKe? —
Crapyxy cnpocui Pooun I'y.

— S caplliana, Tpoe MOMX ChIHOBEHN

[Ipen ka3HBIO CBALICHHUKA JKIYT.

— Ckakul MHe, 3a 4TO OCYIWI uX mepud?
3a 4ro, 32 KaKylo BUHY:

CoXriu OHU 1IepKOBb, YOUIIH 1o1a,

VY Mmyxa oTOmIn sxeHy?

- HGT, Cyaapb, OHU HC BUHOBHLI HU B UCM.
— 3a 4To K€ KapaeT ux cyna?

— 3a TOo, UTO OHU KOPOJIEBCKYIO JIaHb
Yo6unu ¢ Toboit, Pooun 'y,

— 51 momMHIO Te€OsI ¥ TBOUX CHIHOBEH.

I[aBHO s Opcd HUMU B JOJITY.

Knsaycb ronosoto, — ckazan Pooun I'ya, —
Tebe 51 B 6ene momory!

Bor ener, ener Pobun I'ya
Hoporoit B HortrHram

W BuauT: crapelii NWIATPUM
[Inerercs mo xonmam.

— YTO CABIIIHO Ha CBETE, CEA0U MUIUTPUM?

— Cnpocun crapuka Pooun I'yn.

— Tpex OparbeB y Hac B HoTTHHramckol TropbMe
Ha cMepTh B 3Ty HOUYBb IOBEAYT.

— Hazenb-ka o11e3/1y MOYO, TIHITUTPUM.
Ortpnaii-ka cBO€ MHE TpSIIIbE,

A BOT Tebe cOpoK MOHET cepedpom —
W neti 3a 3m0poBbe Moe!

— borar TBOI1 Hapsa, —
Mos onexxoHKa Xyna.

OTBCYAJI MUJIIUTPUM, —




Here is forty shillings in good silver, Han crapeiM B O6eie ¥ Ha/l HUIIUM B HYKJE.
Go drink it in beer or wine”. He cMmelics, CBIHOK, HUKOTIA.

“O thine apparel is good”, he said, — bepwu, ctapudok, Mot 60raThIii HapsT.
“And mine is ragged and torn; JlaBail MHE OZI€X Yy CBOIO,

'Wherever you go, wherever you ride, W nBamare TSHKENBIX MOHET 30JI0THIX
Laugh neer an old man to scorn”. Tebe 51 B npugauy maro!

“Come change thy apparel with me, old churl, Konmnak nunurpuma Hazgen Pooun 'y,
Come change thy apparel with mine; He 3nas, rae 3am, roe nepen.

Here are twenty pieces of good broad gold, — KisiHy ch TOJIOBOM, OH CJIETUT C TOJIOBBI,
Go feast thy brethren with wine”. UyTh nmemno mo nena aouaet!

Then he put on the old man's hat, [tane! munurpuMa Hagen Pooun [Ny
[t stood full high on the crown: Xoporue ObIIH HITaHBI:
“The first bold bargain that I come at, [Ipopexu B KOJEHSX, MPOPEXU ¢ OOKOB,
[t shall make thee come down”. 3aruiata MoHUXe CIUHBI.

Then he put on the old man's cloak, Hanen Pobun 'y 6ammaxu crapuka
'Was patchd black, blew, and red; N monBun: — UHBIX y3HAIOT

He thought no shame all the day long Ilo nnaThio, @ 3TOr0 MOXKHO y3HaTh,
To wear the bags of bread. YBuzeB, BO 4T0 OH 00YT!

Then he put on the old man's breeks, Hanen oH npipsBBIi, 3amiaTaHHBIN TUTAIIL,
Was patchd from baliup to side; U Tonbko ocranoch emy
By the truth of my body, “bold Robin can say”, Kirokoit moanepeTses a B3SATh Ha TUIEUO
“This man lovd little pride” Haburyto xinebom cymy.

Then he put on the old man's hose, Unet, xpomas, Pooun I'yn
Were patchd from knee to wrist; Hoporoii B Hortunrawm,

o “By the truth of my body”, said bold Robin Hood, |11 nepBsiM BcTpeTHiics emy
“I'd laugh if I had any list”. [llepud HanMEHHBIH caM.

Then he put on the old man's shoes, — Cnacu u momunyi, — ckaszan Pooun 'y,
'Were patchd both beneath and aboon; — Ha crapocTtu Bnan s B HyX1y.

Then Robin Hood swore a solemn oath, W ecnu TBI YeCTHO 3aIUTaTHILb 32 TPY,

[t's good habit that makes a man. K tebe B manauu s moiimy!

ow Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone, — ITans! u kadTaH Thl NOTYYUIIIb, CTAPUK,
With a link a down and a down, JIBe MUHTHI BUHA U XapyH.
And there he met with the proud sheriff, Jla meHCOB TpUHAANATH JEHbI'AMHU 5 AaM
'Was walking along the town. 3a T0, 4TO MO IeITh B mMajiaqw!

“O save, O save, O sherift”, he said, Ho Bapyr nosepryics kpyrom Pooun ['ya

“O save, and you may see! U ¢ xkamHs HA KaMEHb — CKOK.

And what will you give to a silly old man — KisiHy ch TO10BOTO, — BOCKJIMKHYI Iepud, —
To-day will your hangman be?” Tl 60apHIit e1e cTapudok!

“Some suits, some suits”, the sheriff he said, — 51 e Obu1, mepud, HUKOT/AA MaIauoM,
“Some suits I'll give to thee; Hu pa3y He Mbutnn neto.
Some suits, some suits, and pence thirteen W 6ynp 51 B amy, KOIb Ha CIY>KO0Y MOy
To-day 's a hangman's fee”. K Tebe, K TBOEMY KOpOJTIO!
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Then Robin he turns him round about,
And jumps from stock to stone;
“By the truth of my body”, the sheriff he said,
‘“That's well jumpt, thou nimble old man”.
“I was neer a hangman in all my life,
or yet intends to trade;
But curst be he”, said bold Robin,
“That first a hangman was made”.

“I've a bag for meal, and a bag for malt,
And a bag for barley and corn;

A bag for bread, and a bag for beef,
And a bag for my little small horn”.

“I have a horn in my pocket,

[ got it from Robin Hood,

And still when I set it to my mouth,
For thee it blows little good”.

“O wind thy hom, thou proud fellow,
Of thee I have no doubt;

[ wish that thou give such a blast
Till both thy eyes fall out”.

The first loud blast that he did blow,

He blew both loud and shrill;

A hundred and fifty of Robin Hood's men
Came riding over the hill.

The next loud blast that he did give,

He blew both loud and amain,

And quickly sixty of Robin Hood's men
Came shining over the plain.

“O who are yon”, the sheriff he said,

“Come tripping over the lee?”

‘“The're my attendants”, brave Robin did say,
“They 'll pay a visit to thee”.

They took the gallows from the slack,

They set it in the glen,

They hangd the proud sheriff on that,
Releasd their own three men.

He Tak yx s 6eieH, MOYTCHHBIN IEpH.
B3rnsiHu-ka Ha 3TOT MELIOK:

Tyt xneba kparorika, 6apanbsi Hora

N maneHpKkui 3BOHKUI POKOK.

Posxox momapun mae Moii apyr Pobun ['ya.
Ceityac OT HEro s uay.

U ecnu poxKOK MPHUIIOKY 5 K TyOam,

Tebe nmpoTpyOuT OH Oemy.

— TpyOwu, — 3acmestiicst HaAMEHHBIH mepud, —
I[Tyrait BOpoObEB M CHHUII.

TpyOu cKoOJIBKO XOUelTh, MOKY/a Iiasa

He Bbu1€3YT BOH M3 I1a3HUI!

[TpoTspxHO B poskok 3aTpyoun Pobun 'yn,
U rynom otBeTHI IPOCTOP.

W BuauT mwepug: noaropacta KOHEH

C OKpECTHBIX CITyCKaIOTCA rop.

U cHoBa B poxok 3aTpyoun Pooun 'y,
JInom noBepHYBILKCH K JIyram,

U BuauT mepu@: mecThaecsaT MOJIOAIOB
Hecyrcs Bepxom B HorTuHram.

—UYro 310 32 M0AU? — BOCKJIMKHYJ HIEPUP.
— Momu! — orBeuan Pooun I'ya. —

K Tebe oHu B rOCTH SBHIUCH, IIEPUD,

N mapom nomoit HE yIAYT.

B Ty HOYB OTBOPHIIMCH BOPOTA TIOPHMBEI,
Ha Bomto Tpoux oTmycrus,

W BMeCcTO OXOTHUKOB TPEX MOJIOBIX
[ToBemien onuH ObLT mEPU.

FIOFTOR
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5> Geoffrey Chaucer R

Geoffrey Chaucer (1343-1400), known as the Fa-
ther of English literature, is widely considered the greatest
English poet of the Middle Ages and was the first poet to
have been buried in Poet's Corner of Westminster Abbey.
While he achieved fame during his lifetime as an author,
philosopher, alchemist and astronomer,  Chaucer  also
maintained an active career in the civil service as a bureau-
crat, courtier and diplomat. Among his many works, which
include “The Book of the Duchess”, the “House of Fame”,
the “Legend of Good Women” and “Troilus and Crisey-
de”, he is best known today for The Canterbury Tales.
Chaucer is a crucial figure in developing the legitimacy of
the vernacular (commonly spoken language), Middle Eng-
lish, at a time when the dominant literary languages in
England were French and Latin.

FOFTIR

The Canterbury Tales
Prologue (fragment)

Befell that, in that season, on a day

In Southwark, at the Tabard, as I lay

Ready to start upon my pilgrimage

To Canterbury, full of devout homage,

There came at nightfall to that hostelry

Some nine and twenty in a company

Of sundry persons who had chanced to fall

In fellowship, and pilgrims were they all

That toward Canterbury town would ride.

The rooms and stables spacious were and wide,
And well we there were eased, and of the best.
And briefly, when the sun had gone to rest,

So had I spoken with them, every one,

That I was of their fellowship anon,

And made agreement that we'd early rise

To take the road, as you I will apprise.

But none the less, whilst I have time and space,
Before yet farther in this tale I pace,

It seems to me accordant with reason

To inform you of the state of every one

Of all of these, as it appeared to me,

And who they were, and what was their degree,
And even how arrayed there at the inn;

And with a knight thus will I first begin.

KenTepOepuiickue paccka3sbl
OO6muii mpoJior (pparmenr)
Ilepesoo U.A. Kawkuna

Cny4nsioch MHE B Ty TIOPY 3aBEPHYTh

B xapueBnto «Tabapny», B Coyepke, CBOM My Th
Ceepmas B Kentepoepu 1o o6eTy;

3/1ech HEHApOKOM ITOBCTpEYall s 3Ty
Kommnanuto. MIX aBaamare qeBsSTh OBLIO.
Lens obmas B myTH coeUHMIA

Wx npyx060t0; OHU — IpUMEp BCEM HAM —
1511 NOKJIOHUTHCS MPABEAHBIM MOLIAM.
Komntomen, komHar B «Tabapae» Hemaro,
W Hukorga B HEM TECHO HE OBIBAJIO.

EnBa oOMIIbHBIN Y)KHH OTOIIE],

Kak 51 y>xe co MHOrMMH Haluesn

3HAKOMBIX OOIIUX WU TOAPYKHIICS

W myTh X pa3nenuTh yrOBOPHUIICS.

U BoT, MOKy1a CKpPOMHBINA MOU pacckas
Eme He yromun yiien u rias,

MHe KakeTcsi, 4TO ObLIO ObI YMECTHO
Bawm pacckazats Bce TO, 4TO MHE U3BECTHO
O cnyTHMKax MOMX: KaKOB UX BUJI,

W 3BaHume, 1 4eM KTO 3HAMEHUT

Nnp moyemy B 3a0BeHBE IPEOBIBACT;

Mot nepedeHb MycTh Phlllapb OTKPHIBAET.

FOFTIR
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The Knight

A knight there was, and he a worthy man,
Who, from the moment that he first began
To ride about the world, loved chivalry,
Truth, honour, freedom and all courtesy.
Full worthy was he in his liege-lord's war,
And therein had he ridden (none more far)
As well in Christendom as heathenesse,
And honoured everywhere for worthiness.
At Alexandria, he, when it was won;

Full oft the table's roster he'd begun

Above all nations' knights in Prussia.

In Latvia raided he, and Russia,

No christened man so oft of his degree.

In far Granada at the siege was he

Of Algeciras, and in Belmarie.

At Ayas was he and at Satalye

When they were won; and on the Middle Sea
At many a noble meeting chanced to be.
Of mortal battles he had fought fifteen,
And he'd fought for our faith at Tramissene

Three times in lists, and each time slain his foe.

This self-same worthy knight had been also
At one time with the lord of Palatye

Against another heathen in Turkey:

And always won he sovereign fame for prize.
Though so illustrious, he was very wise

And bore himself as meekly as a maid.

He never yet had any vileness said,

In all his life, to whatsoever wight.

He was a truly perfect, gentle knight.

But now, to tell you all of his array,

His steeds were good, but yet he was not gay.
Of simple fustian wore he a jupon

Sadly discoloured by his habergeon;

For he had lately come from his voyage

And now was going on this pilgrimage.

Poinaps

Tot peiiapb ObUT JOCTOWHBIN YEIIOBEK.
C Tex mop Kak B IMEPBBI OH yIIeN HAOET,
He nocpamuin oH psliapckoro poaa;
JIroOui OH YecTh, yUTUBOCTh U CBOOOY;
YcepaHslii ObLT M PEBHOCTHBIH Baccal.
U peaxo KTo B CTOMBKUX Kpasix ObIBaI.
Kpemiensie u naxe 6acypmane
[Ipusnanu nobnectu ero Bo OpaHu.

OH ¢ koponeM Anekcanapuro Opa,

Ha opneHckux nupax oH Boccenan

BBepxy cromna, ObLUI TOCTEM B 3aMKax MPYCCKUX,

Xoaun oH Ha JIUTBY, XO/IUJI HA PYCCKUX,

A Mano KTo — TOMy CBHJIETENb OOT —

W3 peiapeit TeM NOXBaIUTHCSA MOT.

M B AHnany3uu B3sT AJDKE3Up

N ot HEBepHBIX OorpaxacH AJDKup.

breut mon Jlatacom on u Catanuei

N nomoran cpaxxarscs ¢ bensmapueil.

He pa3 tepnen HeB3roabl OH U rope

[Ipu TpyaHbIX Beicagkax B Benukom mope,
OH ObUI B IIATHAALATH OOJIBIINX 00X

B cepaiia s35IMHUKOB BCEJISIS CTPaXx,

On B Tpemuccene TprXabl BBIXOIUIT

C HEBEPHBIM OUTBCS, — TPUIKIBI TTOOCTHIL.
OH nomMorajn CUpUUCKHUM XpUCTHAHAM
JlaBaTh OTHOp HACUJIIbHUKAM — OCMaHaM,

W 3aciyxui noBCOAY MOYECTh OH.

XoTs OB 3HATEH, BCE K OH OBLT YMEH,

A B 00X0XI€HbE MATOK, KaK JACBHIIA;

U Bo BCIO M3HB (TYT €CTh YEMY TUBUTHCS)
OH OpaHbIO YCT CBOMX HE OCKBEPHSLT —
Kak ucTblii peiiaps, CKpOMHOCTH COOJTIOTAI.
A 4TO cKa3aTh MHE 00 ero Hapsae?

Bb1n KOHB XOpoIll, HO caM OH He MapajcH;
[ToTepT KOMBUYTOM OBLT €T0 KaM30J1,
[TpoOuT, 3anataH, B MATHAX BECh MOJOI.
OH, BO3BpAaTACh U3 JAIBHETO NOXOAA,
ToTuac Kk MOLIaM TMOIIEN CO BCEM HapOIOM.

FOFTIR

The Canterbury Tales is a collection of over 24 stories written in Middle English by Geoffrey
Chaucer at the end of the 14th century, during the time of the Hundred Years' War. The tales (most-
ly written in verse, although some are in prose) are presented as part of a story-telling contest by a
group of pilgrims as they travel together on a journey from Southwark to the shrine of
Saint Thomas Becket at Canterbury Cathedral. The prize for this contest is a free meal at the Tabard
Inn at Southwark on their return.

Chaucer uses the tales and the descriptions of its characters to paint an ironic and critical por-
trait of English society at the time, and particularly of the Church.
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The Prioress

There was also a nun, a prioress,

Who, in her smiling, modest was and coy;
Her greatest oath was but “By Saint Eloy!”
And she was known as Madam Eglantine.
Full well she sang the services divine,
Intoning through her nose, becomingly;

And fair she spoke her French, and fluently,
After the school of Stratford-at-the-Bow,

For French of Paris was not hers to know.

At table she had been well taught withal,

And never from her lips let morsels fall,

Nor dipped her fingers deep in sauce, but ate
With so much care the food upon her plate
That never driblet fell upon her breast.

In courtesy she had delight and zest.

Her upper lip was always wiped so clean

That in her cup was no iota seen

Of grease, when she had drunk her draught of wine.
Becomingly she reached for meat to dine.
And certainly delighting in good sport,

She was right pleasant, amiable — in short.
She was at pains to counterfeit the look

Of courtliness, and stately manners took,

And would be held worthy of reverence.

But, to say something of her moral sense,

She was so charitable and piteous

That she would weep if she but saw a mouse
Caught in a trap, though it were dead or bled.
She had some little dogs, too, that she fed

On roasted flesh, or milk and fine white bread.
But sore she'd weep if one of them were dead,
Or if men smote it with a rod to smart:

For pity ruled her, and her tender heart.

Right decorous her pleated wimple was;

Her nose was fine; her eyes were blue as glass;
Her mouth was small and therewith soft and red;
But certainly she had a fair forehead;

It was almost a full span broad, I own,

For, truth to tell, she was not undergrown.
Neat was her cloak, as I was well aware.

Of coral small about her arm she'd bear

A string of beads and gauded all with green;
And therefrom hung a brooch of golden sheen
Whereon there was first written a crowned “A”,
And under, Amor vincit omnia.

Ao00OaTuca

bruta Mex HuMu Takke AbOaTtuca —
Crpasx 3HaTHBIX NOCITYIIHUI] U TUPEKTPUCA.
CwMsiruana xjaj MOHAIIECKOTO YNHA

VY p10K0# pOoOKOIO0 MaTh DTIIAHTHHA.

B ee ycrax cTpamnenmas xyna
3Byuana tak: «KisHych CBIATBIM Dityay.
U, BciymmBasich B pa3roBOp COCEIHMUIA,
Bcé naneBaiia B HoC oHa 00€IHIO;

U no-dpaniy3cku ropopuia miaBHoO,
Kak ygat B Ctpatdopne, a He 3a0aBHBIM
[TapKCKUM TOPOTUIUBBIM TOBOPKOM.
Omna nieprkajach YUHHO 3a CTOJIOM:

He nonepxHercs kpenkorw HaJIUBKOM,
UyTh OKyHast TAIYUKH B MOJUTHBKY,
He oGotpeT ux o pykaB Wb BOPOT.

Hu narHpmka BOKpyT ee mpudopa.
Omna Tak yacTo o0THpasa ryokH,

UYro >xupa He ObLIO CIe10B Ha KyOKe.

C 1OCTOMHCTBOM uepe]] CBOM BhDKUANA,
bes sxagHOCTH Kycouek BbIOMpaia.
Cuzets ¢ Helt psZIoM ObUTO BCEM MPUSITHO —
Tak BexxmBa ObUTA M TaK OTIPSITHA.

Y cBOMB HpaB MPUIABOPHBIX U MaHEPHI,
OHa ¥ B 3TOM HE Tepsiyia MEPbI

W B030yKaaTh cTpeMHUIIach YBa)KEHbE,
Oxka3bIBas IPELIHBIM CHUCXOXKIEHBE.
bruta Tak xanoctivBa, cep1000bHa,
Bosunacek naxe MblIiike crenars 00JIbHO
U 3a mecHbIX 3Bepeit Moymiia HeOO.
Kopmuina msicoM, MOJIOKOM U XJ1e00M
CBoMX JIFOOUMBIX MaJIEHBKUX COOAYEK.
W Bce HET-HET — UTYMEHbS 3aIlJIayueT:
Tot necuk oxosen, TOro NpUOUIN —

He Bce cobak urymeHsu JI00MIu.
HckycHo cIiioeHHOE MTOKPBIBAIIO
Bricokuii, ynucThIi 100 e o0erao.
ToueHsbIit HOC, TPUBETIUBLIE TYOKH

U B pamKke anoii KpoXOTHBIE 3yOKH,
I'maza mpo3padHbl, cephl, Kak CTEKIIO0, —
Bcé€ B30p B HEH paloBajo U BIIEKIIO.
bbu1 nagHO CKpoEH miany ee KOpOTKUi,
A Ha pyKe KOpaJUIOBbIE YETKU
PacnseunBan 3ej1eHbII MaIaxuT.

Ha ¢epmyape 30510T0# ObLT IIUT

C xopoHO#1 HaJT OOJIBIIOK OYKBOH «A»,
C neBu3om: «Amor vincit omniay.

FOOFTOR
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%> The Age of Sonnets R

A sonnet is a 14-line poem with a special pattern of thymes. There are two types of sonnet:

1. Italian, which consists of two 4-line and two 3-line stanzas and thymesa—b—b—a, a —
b-b—-a,c—d-c,d—c—d;

2. English, or “Shakespearean”, which consists of three 4 — line and one double — line stanza
and rhymes any way you like.

The sonnet genre first emerged in Italy, in the 13th century, and was made popular by Pet-
rarch (1304-1374). But it was until the early 16th century that sonnets appeared in other European
languages. The poet who introduced the sonnet in England was Thomas Wyatt, who used the Italian
system of rhyming. But English grammar made it difficult to invent as many rhymes as the Italian
form required, so the next step was taken by another poet, Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey. He was to
simplify the rhyming pattern. So the true inventor of the “Shakespearean” sonnet was Surrey.

g Philip Sidney R

During the reign of Queen Elisabeth the Italian son-
net had not yet abandoned in England. It was still used by
the greatest pre-Shakespearean poet — Sir Philip Sidney
(1554-1586). If one needs a model of what an ideal Eliza-
bethan character should be then Sidney is the one. He was
a poet, a diplomat, a soldier and a courtier, all in one. He
was as famous for his inborn nobility of mind as for his
unhappy love with Penelope Devereux, daughter of the
Earl of Essex. Sidney got into a heavy clash with Queen
Elisabeth and was exiled. In 1581 he was allowed to return
to London — just to discover that Penelope had been given
in marriage to another man, Lord Rich, apparently against
her will. Sidney was totally ruined. What he could do best
was to make his personal catastrophe into poetry. His book
of sonnets, “Astrophil and Stella”, tells the story of a man
who is in love with a married woman. She is, however,
faithful to her husband and declines the hero’s attempts, which makes him admire her even more.
While the names are fictional (Stella is “star” in Latin, and Astrophil “star-loving” in Greek), the
autobiographic nature of the sonnets is recognisable.

Sidney’s death was as romantic as his life — he was killed in a military campaign in the Neth-
erlands in 1586.

From Astrophil and Stella

FIOFTOR

Sonnet 1 Comner 1
Ilepesoo B. Pozosa

Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show, |[Ibu1 uCKpeHHEH THOOBU 5T MHII U3JIUTh
That the dear She might take some pleasure of my pain:|cTuxom,
Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make |Uro6 mumyto paszsieub n3o0paxeHbem oes —

her know, [Tyckaii mpoyTeT, MONMET U CHKAITUTCS TIOTOM,
Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace obtain, |/ MIIOCTb SBUT MHE 32 >KaJIOCTBHIO BOCJIEI.

I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe, |Uy»kwue KHUTH 5 JIUCTAT 32 TOMOM TOM:
Studying inventions fine, her wits to entertain: BoITh MOXKeET, s MeuTa, KakoW-HUOYIb 03T,
Oft turning others' leaves, to see if thence would flow|Mue necasiMu Kporsi, Kak 01aroCTHBIM J10-
Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my sun — KIIEM,
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burned brain.

But words came halting forth, wanting Invention's stay,
Invention, Nature's child, fled step-dame Study's blows,
And others' feet still seemed but strangers in my way.
Thus great with child to speak, and helpless in my
throes,

Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite,

“Fool' said my Muse to me”, “look in thy heart and
write”.

Sonnet 39

Come sleep, oh sleep, the certain knot of peace,
The baiting place of wit, the balm of woe,

The poor man's wealth, the prisoner's release,
Th'indifferent judge between the high and low;
With shield of proof shield me from out the prease
Of those fierce darts, Despair at me doth throw:
Oh make in me those civil wars to cease;

I will good tribute pay if thou do so:

Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed,
A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light;

A rosy garland, and a weary head;

And if these things, as being thine by right,
Move not thy heavy Grace, thou shalt in me
Livelier than elsewhere Stella's image see.

Sonnet 63

Oh grammar rules, oh now your virtues show

So children still read you with awful eyes,

As my young dove may in your precepts wise

Her grant to me, by her own virtue know.

For late, with heart most high, with eyes most low,
I craved the thing which ever she denies:

She, lightning Love, displaying Venus' skies,

Lest once should not be heard, twice said, “No, No”.
Sing then, my Muse, now lo Paean sing,

Heav'n's envy not at my high triumphing:

But grammar's force with sweet success confirm:
For grammar says (oh this, dear Stella, weigh,)
For grammar says (to grammar who says nay?)
That in one speech two negatives affirm.

CrnasieHHbIN COJIHLIEM MO3T, TOJICKaXET
nyTh... Ho Her!

Moii cnor, yBbIL, XpoMail, OT BeLiyMKH Jaiek,
Han Beigymkoro 6u4 yueHust HaBHC,
[ocThUTbI OBLTM MHE CTUIETEHBS Ty>KIBIX CTPOK,
W B MyKax pOJIOBBIX ITE€PO s TILETHO T'PHI3,
He 3nas, rae cinoBa, 4To BOpaBAy XOPOIIH...
«'nmynen! — 6611 My3sI rinac. — ['1siHb B
Cep/lLe U MULLINY.

Coner 39
Ilepesoo B. Pozosa

[Tpuau, o CoH, 3a0BeHHE 3a00T,

YMy npumaHka, ropecteit 6ambp3am,
CB000/1a INIEHHBIM, 3J1aTO O€IHSIKAM,
Cynpst 6eccTpacTHbIN YepHH U Tocox!
OT XKry4Hx CTpes TBOW IIUT MEHS CIAaceT
O, BOCIIPEMSITCTBY i BHYTPEHHUM 00sIM
U Beps, uTo mieapo s Tedbe Bo3aam,
Korna npepsenis Mex10ycoObst X0/,
CornaceH s, 4T00 JI0XK€e ThI YHEC,
OnounBaNbHIO TUXYIO MOIO,

U TsxecTh B BeXKAaX, U TUPISHIBL PO3;
A eciu Bcé Tebe s 0Taaro,

Ho He naempb Thl, Kak MOJIO O TOM,
Jluk Ctenibl B cepAle MOKaxy MOEM.

Comner 63
Ilepe6oo JI. Temuna

O npaBuna rpammatuku! Basoiine
[Tyckaii ce0st mposSBUT Ballla cuja:

He mkomnsipst (oHa UM Tak mocteuial),

Ho munas ee nokaxer MHe.

Korna senaBHoO, ¢ HEH HaeaMHE,

OnATh 3apEeTHOW MUIIOCTH MPOCUIT S,
«Hert! Het!» ronyOka nBak/ibl MIOBTOpHIIA,
Crpamace, 4TO HE PACCIIBIILY 5 BIIOJHE...
Bocnpsss xe, My3a, u nean npormou,
3a0ynbTe 3aBHUCTh, Hebeca, u Mol

Ycnex tpuyMpom yBeHUaiTe cpasy:
[TockonbKy 3HAIOT BCE CO LIKOJBHBIX JIET,
UTo TOT, KTO CBEJ B CY)KICHHUHU J[BA «HET»,
[Toctpoun yrBepauTenbHyo ppasy!

FOFTOIR
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g0 William Shakespeare &R

William Shakespeare (26 April 1564 (baptised) — 23 April
1616). Shakespeare was born and brought up in Stratford-upon-
Avon. He was an English poet and playwright, widely regarded as
the greatest writer in the English language and the world's pre-
eminent dramatist. He is often called England's national poet and
the “Bard of Avon”. His extant works, including some collabora-
tions, consist of about 38 plays, 154 sonnets, two long narrative
poems, and a few other verses, the authorship of some of which is
uncertain. His plays have been translated into every major living
language and are performed more often than those of any other

e iy playwright.
et

Sonnet 90

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now;

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,

And do not drop in for an after-loss:

Ah! do not, when my heart hath 'scap'd this sorrow,
Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,

To linger out a purpos'd overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,
When other petty griefs have done their spite,
But in the onset come: so shall I taste

At first the very worst of fortune's might;

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,
Compar'd with loss of thee, will not seem so.

FOOFTIR

Comner 90
Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

V3K eciu Thl pa3oOHIIb — TaK TEHepb,
Teneps, Kora BeCb MUpP CO MHOU B pas3aope.
Bynb caMoli TOPBKOM U3 MOUX TIOTEPB,

Ho Tonpko He mocnennei kamie rops!

N ecau ckopOb 1aHO MHE TIPEBO3MOYb,
He nanocu ynapa u3 3acajpl.

[TycTs OypHas He pa3pemuTcs HOYb
JIOKITUBBIM yTPOM — YTPOM 0€3 OTpaIbl.

OctaBb M€HS, HO HE B OCJICAHUI MHT,
Korma ot menkux 0ex s ociabdero.
OcrtaBsb ceitgac, 4To0 cpasy s OCTHT,
Yro 3TO TOpe BCeX HEB3ro OOJIbHEE,

Yto HET HEB3ro, a €CTh 0aHa Oema —
TBoeli I00BY JIMIIUTHCS HABCETAA.

Sonnet 61

Is it thy will thy image should keep open

My heavy eyelids to the weary night?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee

So far from home into my deeds to pry,

To find out shames and idle hours in me,

The scope and tenour of thy jealousy?

O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great:

It is my love that keeps mine eyes awake;

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,

To play the watchman ever for thy sake:

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere,
From me far off, with others all too near.

Comner 61

TBOs 1b BUHA, UTO MUJIBIN 00pa3 TBOM

He no3BosisieT MHE COMKHYTb PECHULIBI

W, crosa y MeHs HaJ TOJI0BOH,

TspKenpIM BEKaM He JJaeT 3aKpbIThCs?

TBOs 11 AylIa IPUXOAUT B TUIIMHE

Mou nena 1 IOMBICIIBI IPOBEPUTS,

Bcio 1105kb 1 Ipa3qHOCTh OOJUYUTH BO MHE,
Bcro u3Hb MO0, KaKk CBOM yJI€]1, U3BMEPUTH?
O Hert, 11000Bb TBOS HE TaK CHJIbHA,

Yro0 K MOEMy SBISTHCS U3TOJIOBBIO,

Mosi, MOs TF0OOBB HE 3HAET CHA.

Ha ctpaxke MbI cToMM ¢ MO€ii TH000BBIO.

S He Mory 3a0BIThCSI CHOM, TTOKa
ThI — OT MEHSI BAQJIM — K APYTUM OJIM3KA.

FOGFTIR
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Sonnet 130 Coner 130.
Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; Ee rnasa Ha 3Be3/1p1 HE TTOXOXKH,

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red; Henp3s ycra kopamiamu Ha3Bathb,

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; |He 6emocHexHa 1ied OTKPBITBIX KOXKa,
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. |V uyepHOi1 MPOBOJIOKOW BHETCS MPSIIb.

I have seen roses damasked, red and white, C namacckoii po30i, aJIoi Win OeIoi,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; Henb3s cpaBHUTH OTTEHOK ATHX IIEK.
And in some perfumes is there more delight A Teso maxHeT Tak, KaK MaxHeT TeJo,
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. [He kak ¢uanku HE)KHBIH JIENECTOK.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know Thl He HaliieUTb B HEW COBEPILICHHBIX JIMHUM,
That music hath a far more pleasing sound; OcobeHHOoro cBeTa Ha yere.

I grant I never saw a goddess go; He 3naro s1, kak mecTByroT OOTHHH,
My mistress when she walks treads on the ground. [Ho munas crynaer no 3emure.

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare U BcE x OHA yCTynUT TEM €J1Ba JIH,
As any she belied with false compare. Koro B cpaBHEHBSX MBIITHBIX 000JTAIIH.
Sonnet 147 Comner 147

My love is as a fever, longing still JIro60BB — HEyT. Most mymia GoimpHA
For that which longer nurseth the disease, ToMuTenbHON, HEYTOIMMOM KaXKIO0M.
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, Toro xe sina TpeOyeT oHa,

The uncertain sickly appetite to please. Kotopslit oTpaBmit ee 0HAKIbI.

My reason, the physician to my love, Moii pazym-Bpau J1I000Bb MOIO JICUHJL.
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, Omna oTBepria TpaBbl U KOPEHbS,
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve W GennbIii mekapb BHIOMIICS U3 CHJT
Desire is death, which physic did except. W Hac moKuHYII, TIOTEPSB TEPIICHBE.
Past cure | am, now reason is past care, OTHBIHE MOIi HEYT HEH3IICUUM.

And frantic-mad with evermore unrest; Jly1ia HY B 4eM TTOKOST HE HAaXOIuT.
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are, [[TokuHYTBIE pa3yMOM MOUM,

At random from the truth vainly express'd; W uyBcTBa U cII0OBa MO BOJIE OPOJIAT.
For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright, |11 monro mue, numennomy yma,

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. Kazascs paem an, a cBeTtom — ThMa!

LOOFTOR

William Shakespeare’s Biography
Introduction by Peter Alexander (adapted)

It is still true in the study of Shakespeare that “the dispersion of error is the first step in the
discovery of truth”. The scholarly criticism of his plays began by remarking that he ignored the
Rules (of drama). Shakespeare ignored the Rules so constantly that his critics, however much they
admired his natural powers, could not accept him as a great Artist. This is an opinion born of a fash-
ion in European thought that has passed away, and it survives only as a prejudice that will no longer
bear critical examination.

Stratford

In Elizabethan England every self-respecting community made careful provision for the edu-
cation of its children. Measured by this standard the inhabitants of Stratford could claim an honour-
able place amongst their countrymen. In 1553 the school at Stratford was renamed The King’s New
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School of Stratford-upon-Avon; but the school owed nothing to Edward VI or his Council, and was
not new by some centuries. This renaming of the school merely marks the change from the old
Guild system to a more modern form of administration.

It was during this period of transition that the poet’s father, John Shakespeare, came to Strat-
ford. By 1557 John Shakespeare had so prospered in business that he was able to return to the dis-
trict of his birth to marry the youngest daughter of Robert Arden.

Of the marriage of John Shakespeare and Mary Arden there were eight children — four sons
and four daughters. William, the third child and first son, was christened on 26th April 1564. The
only member of this group to survive the poet was his younger sister Joan.

In 1582 William married Ann Hathaway the daughter of an old family friend. The first child
of the marriage, Susanna, was born in May 1583. Ann Hathaway may have been eight years older
than her husband, but this is not absolutely certain. In February 1585, the twins, Hamnet and Judith,
were christened at Stratford.

How Shakespeare intended to support a wife and family is a natural question, and fortunately
the only tradition about Shakespeare’s youth that has any trustworthy pedigree behind it supplies
the answer.

Shakespeare’s next step is his departure to London. Conscious, like a later country school-
master, of the genius within him, he naturally sought the field where alone his talents could find
their full employment.

London

Shakespeare began as any educated young man might have begun by adapting for his purpos-
es the models prescribed by the fashion of his time, the Latin authors familiar to him from his
schooling.

Shakespeare had of course to make the major contributions to the fortunes of a large and im-
portant Company of actors, and at times this part of his task affected his work, but such plays as
“Hamlet” and “Othello” are clearly the creations of a man who had thought long and deeply about
his art. The poet soon developed an original style of his own that commanded the applause of a
wide public. In spite, however, of his popularity and success he was content to repeat himself but
from about his thirty-fifth year started on the series of tragic masterpieces, matched, if at all, only
by the drama of ancient Athens.

First Period

From Shakespeare’s arrival in London (1584) to his joining the Lord Chamberlain’s men

(1594)

No definite date can be given for Shakespeare’s arrival in London; but by 1594 he had a body
of work to his credit that might have occupied a considerable number of years. Before the end of
this period Shakespeare had established himself as a popular dramatist and as a poet of whom much
was expected.

“Venus and Adonis”, although Shakespeare’s first published work, was that of a writer of
recognised reputation. His success had been made on the stage; but actors were very unwilling to
publish their pieces, partly owing to lack of copyright protection, partly owing to their belief that
publication would lessen their takings at the theatre.

One can with some confidence assign to the period before the poems: his first tragedy, “Titus
Andronicus”; his comedies, “The Comedy of Errors”, “The Taming of the Shrew”, “The Two Gen-
tlemen of Verona”; his history plays, “Henry VI”, and possibly “Richard III”. Shakespeare must
have been working as a dramatist for some years before 1590. This period of successful work ex-
plains how by 1594 he could take a leading place in the first company of the age.
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Approximate Order of Composition of Shakespeare’s Works

Tragedies
Titus Andronicus

Period Comedies Histories

1584 | Comedy of Errors 1,2, 3 Henry VI
Taming of the Shrew Richard III
Two Gentlemen of Verona | King John

Venus and Adonis
Rape of Lucrece (poems)

Love’s Labour’s Lost

Midsummer — Night’s | Richard II Romeo and Juliet
Dream 1 Henry IV
Merchant of Venice 2 Henry IV
Merry Wives of Windsor
Much Ado About Nothing | Henry V

As You Like It

Twelfth Night
Troilus and Cressida
Measure for Measure
All’s Well

Julius Caesar
Hamlet

Othello

Timon of Athens

Lear

Macbeth

Antony and Cleopatra
Coriolanus

Pericles
Cymbeline
Winter’s Tale

Tempest Henry VIII

Second Period

From Shakespeare’s joining the Lord Chamberlain’s men (1594) to the opening of the Globe
Theatre (1599)

During this period Shakespeare was living, as the subsidy rolls indicate, in easy circumstances
in London. T he period opens with a group of “poetical plays”, “Midsummer-Night’s Dream”,
“Richard II”, “Romeo and Juliet”. The comedy is perfect in its kind and unsurpassed for the marvel-
lous harmony it establishes among so many apparently discordant elements. The tragedy is another
of the early masterpieces and anticipates in its spacious design and intensity of handling the works
of Shakespeare’s full maturity. But for some years to come comedy and prose were the main inter-
est, and this, in the figure of Falstaff, overwhelms even the historical interest in the two parts of
“Henry IV”. With Falstaff gone, there is little left for “Henry V” but pageantry; yet this opportunity
for costume effects and patriotic verse may have been not unwelcome to Shakespeare as a suitable
opening for the new Globe Theatre in 1599.

Third Period
From the opening of the Globe Theatre (1599) to the taking over of the Blackfriars Theatre
(1608)

The Globe Theatre was opened about May 1599. Near the beginning of this period Shake-
speare’s father died, in 1601; at the end, his mother, in 1608. His daughter Susanna married a well-
known physician John Hall in 1607.
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The great public event of the time was the death of Queen Elizabeth and the arrival of James
in London in May 1603. The King at once took over the Lord Chamberlain’s Company and they
were known as the King’s Men.

As before, however, Shakespeare must have given unremitting attention to his art, for he was
now from his thirty-fifth year to engage in the most sustained and intense effort of his career. The
plays that were to make the name of the Globe for ever famous were very different from “Henry V.
During the next ten years Shakespeare produced there his seven great tragedies: “Julius Caesar”,
“Hamlet”, “Othello”, “Lear”, “Macbeth”, “Anthony and Cleopatra”, “Coriolanus”.

Many explanations have been offered for this apparently sudden shift in Shakespeare’s inter-
est. Some have blamed the dark lady of the Sonnets and the conduct of the friend for inducing a
mood of gloom and misanthropy; others have dwelt on Shakespeare’s connections with Essex and
Southhampton, and the former’s death on the block, as the cause of his disillusionment and pessi-
mism; others again see in the tragic mood Shakespeare’s infection with the spirit of a new age.
Many critics have dwelt on the bitterness and disgust in the works of this period.

King Lear has been described as a tragedy of ingratitude — an ingratitude that divided parent
from child and split the very core of human existence. The heart of Shakespeare’s drama is not
reached till the storm and tempest are over and we come on the stillness of Lear’s reconciliation
with Cordelia. Here at last he recognises goodness for what it is in its own right. And the play’s real
theme is the gratitude of the converted heart at such a revelation.

The tragic period is seen as the natural development of the previous period and to be ex-
plained only in so far as we can explain to ourselves the growth and nature of Shakespeare’s art.

Fourth Period

From the taking over the Blackfriars Theatre (1608) to the burning of the Globe Theatre
(1613)

The plays of this period have happy endings; but to distinguish their peculiar colouring from
that of his earlier comedies they have been called Romances. But the tragedies are the foundation
on which the Romances rest.

During the first performance of “Henry VIII”, on 29th June 1613, the Globe was burnt to the
ground; and this accident, for lack of more precise knowledge, may be taken as marking the conclu-
sion of Shakespeare’s work as an actor and dramatist.

Stratford

Shakespeare seems to have passed his last days quietly at Stratford, though there is a record of
at least one visit to London. He died on St. George’s day, 23, April 1616, and was buried, having
this right as a tithe-holder, in the Chancel of the Church at Stratford.

The First Folio

In 1623, seven years after Shakespeare’s death, his old friends and fellow-actors, John
Heminge and Henry Condell, gave the world the first collected edition of Shakespeare’s plays
known as the First Folio. Heminge and Condell attributed thirty-six plays to Shakespeare and ar-
ranged their content in three sections: Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Their long friendship
with Shakespeare, their admiration for his genius, their position in the company made Heminge and
Condell in some respect well qualified for their task.

Shakespeare did not print his plays when he produced them because actors did not favour
such a procedure. They feared that publication might affect adversely their takings at the theatre,
and the financial return was insufficient to overcome this fear. Yet in spite of these considerations
nineteen of Shakespeare’s plays were printed in some form or other during his lifetime.
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Act 3, scene 1

To be, or not to be: that is the question:
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;

o more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;
To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
'When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life;
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,

The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,

The insolence of office and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

'When he himself might his quietus make

With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,

The undiscover'd country from whose bourn
o traveller returns, puzzles the will

And makes us rather bear those ills we have

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;

And thus the native hue of resolution

[s sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprises of great pith and moment

With this regard their currents turn awry,

And lose the name of action. — Soft you now!

The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons

Be all my sins remember'd.

I'amaer
Ilepe6oo b. I[lacmepnaka
Axm 3, cuena 1

BeITh niti He OBITH, BOT B 4ueM Borpoc. Joc-
TOWHO JIb

CMupsThCS O] yapaMu Cy1bOBI,

WNnp Hago oka3aTh CONPOTUBIIEHBE

W B cMepTHOI cXBaTKe ¢ 1IEJIbIM MOpeM Oe
[ToxoHunTh ¢ HUMH? YMEpPETh. 3a0BITHCA.
W 3HaTh, 4TO 3TUM OOpHIBAaCUIb LIETIH
CepaeuHbIX MYK U THICSIYU JTUIICHUH,
[Ipucyumx Temy. OTO 11 HE 1eb
XKenannaa? Cxonuatbcsi. CHOM 3a0bIThCS.
YCHYTb... 1 BUIETh CHBI? BOT 1 OTBeT.
Kaxkue cHbI B TOM CMEPTHOM CHE TIPHUCHSTCH,
Korna nokpoB 3eMHOro 4yBCTBa CHST?

Bor B uem pazraaka. Bot uro yanuHsier
HecuacTbsiM HammMm >Xu3Hb Ha CTOJIBKO JIET.
A TO KTO cHEC OBl YHIDKEHBS BEKa,
Henpasny yruerareneii, BeIbMOX
3aHOCUMBOCTb, OTPUHYTOE YyBCTBO,
Heckopsliii cyn u Gosnee Bcero

HacMmelku HeIoCTOMHBIX HaJ TOCTOMHBIM,
Korna Tak npocTo cBOAUT BCe KOHIIbI

VY nap xunxana! Kto Obl cormacucs,
Kpsaxts, nox Hone# )KM3HEHHOH TUIECTHCH,
Korna 661 HEeM3BECTHOCTD MOCIIE CMEPTH,
Bosi3ub cTpaHbl, OTKyAa HU OAUH

He Bo3Bpatuancs, He CKIIOHsIa BOJIX
Muputbes dydIie co 3HAKOMbBIM 3JI0M,

Yem GercTBoM K HE3HAKOMOMY CTPEMUTHCS!
Tax Bcex Hac B TpyCOB NPEBpAILAET MbICb,
U BsiHET, KaK LIBETOK, pELIMMOCTh Hallla

B Gecruionbe yMCTBEHHOIO TYTNHKa,

Tak moru6arT 3aMbICIIBI C PA3MaXOM,

B Hagaste obOemniaBmme ycrex,

Ot ponrux otnaratenscTB. Ho 1oBonbHO!
Odenust! O pamocts! [Momsiam

Mou rpexu B CBOUX MOJHUTBaX, HUMa.
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Othello
Act 5, scene 2

It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul.

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars,

It is the cause. Yet I’ll not shed her blood,

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow
And smooth as monumental alabaster.

Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men.
Put out the light, and then put out the light.

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,

I can again thy former light restore

Should I repent me. But once put out thy light,
Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heat

That can thy light relume. When I have plucked
thy rose

I cannot give it vital growth again,

It must needs wither. I’1l smell thee on the tree.
Oh, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
Justice to break her sword! One more, one more.
Be thus when thou art dead and I will kill thee
And love thee after. (Kissing her.)

One more, and that’s the last.

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep,

But they are cruel tears. This sorrow’s heavenly,
It strikes where it doth love. — She wakes.

Orenito

Ilepesoo b. [lacmepnaka

CnanvHs 8 3amKe.

Jlezoemona 6 nocmenu. Bxooum Omenno.

TakoB moii goar. TakoB moit nonr. CTeIKYCh
HasBatb nipes; BaMu, 1€BCTBEHHBIE 3BE3/IbI,
Ee Buny. CtepeTs ee ¢ Iuia 3eMIIH.

51 xpoBU IPOIMBATH HE CTAHY

U xou HE KOCHYCh, Oemieil ueM cHer

U rnaxe anebactpa. U, onnaxo,

Omna ymperT, 4T00 60JbllIe HE TPEIIUTb.
3anyto ceT. CriepBa cBeuy 3a/yIo,

[Totom ee. Koraa s moramnry

CBEeTHWILHHK U 00 3TOM MOKAJIEIO,

He rope — MOkHO BHOBB €r0 3aX€Ub,
Korna x s yramry Te6s1, cusiHbe

Kusoro uyma, penkocts 6€3 IeHBI,

Ha cBete e nHaiinercs [Ipomeres,

YT006 BHOBB TE€OS 3a)KeuUb, KaK THI ObLIA.
JloipkHa yBSIHYTh COpBaHHAas po3a.

Kak TbI cBeXa, 1OKa Thl Ha KycTe!
(Llenyem Jlez0emony.)

O uucrora npixanbs! [Ipex Toboro

['otoBO IpaBOCY1bE OHEMETB.

Eme, eme pa3. byap Takoi 1o cMepTH.

S 3amymry Tebs — 1 OT JII0OBU

Coliny ¢ yma. [Tocnennuii pa3, nocieIHUM.
Tak MBI HE 1IE€I0BAINCH HUKOTA.

S nnavy u Ka3HIO, COBCEM Kak He0o,
Koropoe kapaert, Bo3/1100uB.

OHa IIpOCHYJIACK.

LR

King Henry IV
Part 2, Act 111, scene 1

O God! that one might read the book of fate,
And see the revolution of the times

Make mountains level, and the continent,

Weary of solid firmness, melt itself

Into the sea! and, other times, to see

The beachy girdle of the ocean

Too wide for Neptune's hips; how chances mock,
And changes fill the cup of alteration

With divers liquors! O, if this were seen,

The happiest youth, viewing his progress through,
What perils past, what crosses to ensue,

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die.

Kopoas I'enpux IV
Ilepesoo noo peo. A. Cmupnosa
Yacmes 2, akm 111, cyena 1

O I'ocriogu, xkorja 6 MOTJIM MPOYECTh
Mp1 Knury cyne6, yBunaTh, Kak Bpemst
B cBOoeM KpyroBpanieHbe CHOCUT I'OpBI,
Kak, TBep0CTBIO HACKYUMB, MaTEPUK
B nyunne pactBopuTCS, Wb YBUIETD,
Kak nosic 6eperoB MpPOKUM CTaHET
st upecn HenTyHOBBIX; Kak BCE TEUET
U kak cyap0a pazauyuHble HAMUTKA
BrnuBaer B wanty nepemen! Ax, eciu 6
CuacTiMBbIN IOHOILIA YBUJIETH MOT
Bcto x13Hb CBOIO — KaKue KIyT ero
OmnacHoctu, Kakue OyyT cKopoH, —
3akpbl1 ObI KHATY OH M TYT XK€ yMep.
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O, reason not the need: our basest beggars

Are in the poorest thing superfluous:

Allow not nature more than nature needs,
Man's life's as cheap as beast's: thou art a lady;
If only to go warm were gorgeous,

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st,
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. But, for true
need, —

You heavens, give me that patience, patience |
need!

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man,
As full of grief as age; wretched in both!

If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts
Against their father, fool me not so much

To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger,
And let not women's weapons, water-drops,
Stain my man's cheeks! No, you unnatural hags,
I will have such revenges on you both

That all the world shall — I will do such things —
What they are yet I know not, but they shall be
The terrors of the earth. You think I’ll weep?
No, I’ll not weep:

— I have full cause of weeping, but this heart
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws,

Or ere I’'ll weep. — O Fool, I shall go mad!

Kopous Jlup
[lepesoo b. [lacmepnakxa

He ccpuraiics

Ha 1o, uro Hy>xHO. Humue u te

B Hy>X e umeroT 4To-HuOyIb B U30BITKE.
CBenu K HEOOXOJUMOCTH BCIO KHU3HB,

W 4enoBek CpaBHSIETCA C KUBOTHBIM.

Thl keHIIMHA. 3a4eM Ke Thl B IIETKaxX?
Benp 11es1b o1e161 — TONBKO YTOO He 3510Hy Th,
A 5Ta TKaHb HE I'PEET, TaK TOHKA.

YT0 HEOTIIOKHO HYKHO MHe? TepreHbe.
Bort B yeM Hyxna. TepnieHbe HY>)KHO MHE.
O 6oru, BoT 4 31€ech! S cTap u OeneH,
Cor0eH rogamu, TOpeM U HYKJI0M.

ITyctp naxe, 60ru, BalluM MOMYyIIEHbEM
Boccranu gouepu npotus otua, —

He cMmeliTecs 0onbiie Hago MHOU. Broxuaure
B MeHs BbICOKMM THEB. S HE X0uy,

Yrto0 cpeacTBa )KEHCKOM 000pOHBI — CIIE3bI
[TatHanu MHe Mysxckue meku! Her!

S Tak Bam OTOMILLY, 3JI0I€KH, BEbMBI,
Yro B3aporneT mup. Enie He 3Har0 cam,
YeMm oromiry, HO 3TO OyIeT HEYTO
VikacHee Bcero, 4To BHJCI CBET.

Bawm kaxercs, s nmnauy? S He nnavy.

41 BIpaBe makarthb, HO Ha CTO 4acTel
ITopBercs cepale npexae, 4eM MOCMEI0

A nnakate. — lUlyt Mo#, 51 cxoxy ¢ yma!

FDOFTOR
The Tragedy Of Romeo And Juliet (1595)

The prologue
Chore

Two households, both alike in dignity,
In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life;
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows

Doth with their death bury their parents' strife.

The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love,
And the continuance of their parents' rage,

Which, but their children's end, naught could remove,
Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage;

The which if you with patient ears attend,

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.

Ilponoe

Ilepesoo T. ll]enkunoti-Kynepnux

Xop

B 1ByX ceMbsiX, paBHBIX 3HATHOCTBIO U CIIABOM,
B Bepone nbliiHo#M pa3ropescsi BHOBb
Bpaxxapl MUHYBIIHMX JHEN pa3fiop KPOBaBbIii,
3acTaBWJI JINTHCSA MUPHBIX IPAKIAH KPOBb.
W3 upecn BpaxaeOHbBIX, O] 3BE3/0H 3710CUa-
CTHOM,

JIt060BHUKOB YeTa MPOH301LIA.

o coBepiieHbe UX CyaAbOBI yKaCHON

Bpaxna oTLOB ¢ UX CMEPTHIO yMeEpJIa.
Becb xop 1100BU 1X, CMEPTH OOpEUEHHOM,
W sipbiit THEB WX OJM3KUX, YTO yTac

JInmie mociie rudeny YeThl BIF0OJICHHOM, —

Yaca Ha /Ba 3aiiMyT, OBITH MOXET, Bac.
Ko nomapure Hac CBOMM BHUMAaHBEM,

M3baHbBI BCe 3ariaaJuM MbI CTapaHbEM.
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Act I, Scene V.
Capulet's house.

Romeo to Juliette:

If I profane with my unworthiest hand

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.
Juliette:

Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;

For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do
touch,

And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.
Romeo:

Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
Juliette:

Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in pray'r.
Romeo:

O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do!
They pray; grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.
Juliette:

Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake.
Romeo:

Then move not while my prayer's effect I take.
Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purg'd.
[Kisses her.]

Juliette:

Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
Romeo:

Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urg'd!
Give me my sin again. [Kisses her.]

Juliette:

You kiss by th' book.

38

Axkm 1, cuena 5.
Jlom Kanynemmu.

Pomeo ([[picyrnvemme):

Korna pykoto HegocToitHo# Tpy0o

51 oCKBEpHUII CBATOM anTapb — MPOCTH.
Kak nBa cMUpEHHBIX MUIUTPUMA, TyOBI
JloG3aHbeM CMOTYT clie/l Ipexa CMECTH.
IDicynvemmar:

JIro6e3HBIi MUINTPUM, THI CTPOT YpE3MEPHO
K cBoeii pyke: auib 61aro4ecTbe B HEH.
EcTb pyKH y CBATBIX: UX MOXET, BEPHO,
KocHyTbcst nUIIMrpuM pyKo CBOEH.
Powmeo:

JlaHbl 71b yCTa CBATHIM U MUIUTPUMaM?
Jorcynvemma:

Ja, — 11 MOJUTBBIL, JOOPBIM NUINTPUM.
Powmeo:

Casras! Tak no3BoJIb yCTaM MOUM
[IpunbHYTH K TBOMM — HE Oy/1b HEYMOJIUMA.
IDicynvemma:

He aBurasce, cBATbIE BHEMJIIOT HaM.
Powmeo:

Hensuxuo naii oTBET MOUM MOILOaM.
(L{enyem ee)

TBoM ycTa ¢ MOMX BECh I'pEX CHUMAIOT.
IDicynvemmar:

Tak npuHsaIM TBOU rpex Mou ycra?
Powmeo:

Moii rpex... O, TBOH ynpek MeHs cMy1aer!
Bepnu x Moii rpex. (Lleayromcs.)
Jorcynvemma:

Buna c Tebs cHATa.




Of all the scenes that have ever been written in plays, one of the most famous is The Balcony
Scene in “Romeo and Juliet”. It is probably the most romantic scene in the world's literature.

After Romeo and Juliet have met at a party and fallen in love, Juliet goes up to bed. But she
cannot sleep so she stands at her window and pretends she is talking with Romeo.

FIOFTOR

Act II, Scene I1.
Capulet's orchard. Enter Romeo.
Enter Juliet above at a window.

Romeo: But soft!
What light through yonder window breaks?
It is the East, and Juliet is the sun!

It is my lady; O, it is my love!

O that she knew she were!

She speaks, yet she says nothing. What of that?
Her eye discourses; I will answer it.

Romeo: She speaks.

O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art

As glorious to this night, being o’er my head,
As is a winged messenger of heaven

Unto the white-upturned wond’ring eyes

Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him

When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds

And sails upon the bosom of the air.

Juliet:

O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?

Deny thy father and refuse thy name!
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,
And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.

Romeo: [aside]

Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?
Juliet:

‘Tis but thy name that is my enemy.

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.
What’s Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot,
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name!
What’s in a name? That which we call a rose
By any other name would smell as sweet.

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d,
Retain that dear perfection which he owes
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name;
And for that name, which is no part of thee,
Take all myself.

Axm II, cuena 11
Cao Kanyremmu. Bxooum Pomeo.
JDicynvemma nosensemcs Ha b6ankone.

Pomeo:
Ho tumre! Yro 3a cBet GiecHys B OkHE?
O, Tam BocTOok! JIKynbeTTa — 3TO COJIHLIE.

O, BOT MosI TOOOBB, MOSI TapuIia!
AXx, 3Hai oHA, 9TO 3TO TaK!

Ona 3arosopuna? Her, Mmom4ur.
B3op roopur. A Ha Hero orBeuy!

Jrcynvemma: O, rope mue!

Pomeo: Ona cka3ana yTo-ToO.

O, roBopH, MO CBETO3apHbIN aHTeN!

Thl HAO MHOM CUsICLIb B MPaKe HOYH,
Kaxk nerkokpsLibIii mociaaHer Heoec
[Ipen u3ymiaeHHbIMH I1a3aMU CMEPTHBIX,
['apgmuyx, ronoBsl 3aKUHYB BBBICH,

Kak B MeIJIEHHBIX MTapUT OH O0IaKax

U nnaBaet o BO31yxy.

Ircynvemmar:

Pomeo! Pomeo, o 3auem ke T PoMeo!
IToxuHb OTLIA U OTPEKUCH HABEKU

OT uMEeHHN POJIHOTO, a HE XOYEeIllb —

Tak NOKJISIHUCH, YTO JIFOOUIITH THI MEHSI, —
U Gonbmie s He Oyny Kamynerru.
Powmeo:

Knats MHe ele uiib cpasy €il OTBETUTH?
Ircynvemmar:

OpnHo Beb MM JIMILB TBOE — MHE BpAr,
A TbI — Bellb 3TO Thl, @ HE MOHTEKKHU.
MOHTEKKH — YTO TaKO€ 3TO 3HAYUT?
Benp 210 HE pyKa, U HE HOTa,

U ne auno TBOE, U HE Ir00as

YacTts Tena. O, BO3bMHU JIpyroe ums!

Uto B umMenun? To, 4TO 30BEM MBI PO30ii, —
W non npyruM Ha3BaHbEM COXpaHsIo O
Csoii cmagxuii 3anax! Tak, xorna Pomeo
He 3Basicst 661 Pomeo, on xpanui 661
Bce muible 1ocTOMHCTBA CBOU

be3 nmenun. Tak cOpoch xe 310 ums!
OHo Benb Aake U HE YacTb TeO0SI.
B3amen ero MeHst BO3bMH ThI BCIO!
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Romeo:

I take thee at thy word.

Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz’d;
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.

Juliet:

What man art thou that, thus bescreen’d in night,
So stumblest on my counsel?

Romeo: By a name

I know not how to tell thee who I am.

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
Because it is an enemy to thee.

Had I it written, I would tear the word.

Juliet:

My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the sound.
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague?

Romeo:

Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

Juliet:

How cam’st thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb,
And the place death, considering who thou art,
If any of my kinsmen find thee here.

Romeo:

With love’s light wings did I o’erperch

these walls;

For stony limits cannot hold love out,

And what love can do, that dares love attempt.
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Juliet:

If they do see thee, they will murther thee.
Romeo:

Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye

Than twenty of their swords! Look thou but sweet,
And I am proof against their enmity.

Juliet:

I would not for the world they saw thee here.
Romeo:

I have night’s cloak to hide me from their sight;
And but thou love me, let them find me here.
My life were better ended by their hate

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
Juliet:

By whose direction found’st thou out this place?
Romeo:

By love, that first did prompt me to enquire.

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes.

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far

As that vast shore wash’d with the farthest sea,

I would adventure for such merchandise.

Powmeo:

JloBio TEOs HA ClI0OBE: HA30BU

MeHns m1000BbIO — BHOBb MEHST OKPECTHIIIb,
U c roit mopst He Oyay s Pomeo.
Licynvemma:

AX, KTO %€ Tbl, UTO TI0]I TOKPOBOM HOUYH
[Toacnyman taitny cepama?

Powmeo: i e 3Ha10,

Kak MHe ce0s 1o UMeHU Ha3BaTh.

MHe 5T0 UMs CcTajlo HEHABUCTHO,

Mos CBSATBIHA: BElb OHO — TBOM Bpar.
Korma 6 ero HanmucaHHBIM S BUJIEII,

4 6 9T0 CIIOBO TOTUAC pPa30pBaI.
Ircynvemmar:

Moii ciyX el1ie ¥ COTHH CJIOB TBOUX

He ynosui, a s y3Hana rosoc:

Benw 61 PoMeo? [IpaBaa? Tet MoHTEKKN?
Powmeo:

He 1o u He npyroe, o cBsTas,

Korna Tebe He HpaBsSTCS OHH.
Licynvemma:

Kax 161 moman croga? Ckaku, 3aueMm?
Benp cTeHbl BBICOKM U HENIPUCTYITHBI.
CMmepTh KIeT Te0s1, Koraa XO0Th KTO-HHOY b
TeOs 3meCch BCTPETUT U3 MOUX POTHBIX.
Powmeo:

A nepeneccs Ha KpbUlax JIIOOBH:

E#t He perpaga — KAMEHHBIE CTEHBI.
JIto00Bb Ha Bce n1ep3aeT, YTO BO3MOXKHO,
W He momexa MHE TBOM pOJHBIE.
Licynvemmar:

Ho, BcTpeTHB 31eck, oHU TeOs yOBIOT.
Powmeo:

B TBOMX rn1a3ax crpaniHee MHE OMACHOCTb,
YeM B ABaaATH Meyax. B3rIsIHY JIMIIL HEXKHO
W nepen ux Bpaxaoi g yCToIO.
Licynvemma:

O, Tosbko ObI TEOsI HE yBUAATH!

Powmeo:

MeHst yKpOoeT HOUb CBOUM ILJIAIIOM.

Ho xonp He mo0OuIb — mycTh MEHS YBHUJIAT.
MHe nerue ®u3Hb OT UX BPAXK/bl OKOHYHUTb,
Uem cMepTh OTCPOUUTD O€3 TBOCH JTIOOBH.
Ircynvemma:

Kto ykazan tebe crona qopory?

Powmeo:

JIro60Bb! OHa Kk paccrpocam NMOHyIUIIA,
Coser nmana, a s el gaja riasa.

He xopmuuii s1, Ho OyAb ThI Tak JaJleko,
Kak camplit nanpHuit 6eper okeaHa, —

$1 0 3a TaKol OTBAXKUJICS JOOBIUCH.




Juliet:

Thou knowest the mask of night is on my face;
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.
Fain would I dwell on form — fain, fain deny
What I have spoke; but farewell compliment!
Dost thou love me, I know thou wilt say “Ay”;
And I will take thy word. Yet, if thou swear’st,
Thou mayst prove false. At lovers’ perjuries,
They say Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo,

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully.

Or if thou thinkest I am too quickly won,

I’1l frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay,
So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world.
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond,

And therefore thou mayst think my haviour light;
But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true
Than those that have more cunning to be strange.
I should have been more strange, I must confess,
But that thou overheard’st, ere I was ware,

My true-love passion. Therefore pardon me,
And not impute this yielding to light love,
Which the dark night hath so discovered.
Romeo:

Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear,

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops —
Juliet:

O, swear not by the moon, th’ inconstant moon,
That monthly changes in her circled orb,

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.
Romeo:

What shall I swear by?

Juliet:

Do not swear at all;

Or if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,
Which is the god of my idolatry,

And I’1l believe thee.

Romeo:

If my heart’s dear love —

Juliet:

Well, do not swear. Although I joy in thee,

I have no joy of this contract to-night.

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden;

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say “It lightens”. Sweet, good night!
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath,
May prove a beauteous flow’r when next

we meet.

Good night, good night!

Licynvemma:

Moe 1o 1moa Mackoi HOYU CKPBITO,

Ho Bce oHO IBLTAET OT CTHLIA

3a TO, 4TO ThI MOJCITYIIAT HIHYE HOYBIO.
Xotena 0 s IPUIHYbSI COOTIOCTH,

Ot c10B CBOMX XOTena O 0TKa3aThCs,
Xotena Obl... HO HET, MPOYb JIUIIEMepbe!
MeHs ThI JIFOOMIIB? 3HAl0, CKaXKeIlb: «Jla.
Tebe s Bepro. Ho, XOTh 1 MOKJISBIINCH,

Tsl Moxen» 00MaHyTh: Beab cam FOmmtep
Hap xnsitBamu 1I0G0BHUKOB CMEETCH.

O mutbelii Mol Pomeo, eciti 1I00UTH —
Ckaxu MHe yecTHO. Eciin % Thl HAXOIMIIIb,
Yo caumKkoM OBICTPO MOOEIUIT MEHS, —
Haxmyprocs s, ckaxy kanpuszHo: «Hery,
Urto6 Te1 Mo, MiHAaue — HU 32 9TO!

Ha, moit MoHTeKKH, 1a, 1 6e3paccyana,

W BeTpeHON MEHS ThI BIIPABE CUECTb.

Ho Beps mue, apyr, — u Oyy s BepHEH
Bcex, kTo ce0st BeCTH XUTPO YMeEeT.

U s mMorna 6 xa3aThCsi paBHOIYIITHOM,
Korna 6 TbI HE 3acTan MEeHsI BpacIIoX

N we moacmyman 661 MOUX TIPU3HAHUH.
IIpoctu )k MeHs, NPOILLy, U HE CUUTAN

3a JIErKOMBICJIUE TTOPBIB MOM CTPACTHBIM,
KoTtopslit Houn Mpak Te0e OTKPBLIL.

Powmeo:

Knsnyce Tebe CBAIIECHHOIO JIyHOH,

UYto cepeOpuUT LBETYIHUE IEPEBBAL. ..
Ircynvemma:

O, He KJISTHUCH JIYHOM HETIOCTOSTHHOM,
JIyHoli, cBOM BHUJI MEHAIOLIECH TaK 4acTo.
Uto6 u TBOS J1I000BH HE U3MEHUIIACK.
Pomeo: Taxk yuem nokysictbesi?
Licynvemma:

BoBce He KISHHUCH;

Wnb, ecau xouenib, MOKISTHUCH COO0I0,
Camum co00if — 1y Moeit KyMHUpOM, —
U s nosepro.

Pomeo: Eciiu uyBCTBO cepana...
Licynvemma:

Her, ne knsHuce! XoTh paiocTh Thl MOH,
Ho croBop Ham HOYHOM MHE HE Ha pajioCThb.
OH cnuIIKOM CKOp, BHE3aNeH, HeoOIyMaH —
Kak moiiHMS, 4TO HCcUe3aeT paHbllle,

Uewm ckaxxeM MbI: «BoT MoaHMs. O MUIIBIH,
Crnokoitnoit Houn! IlycTh pocTok 1100BU

B np1xanbe Temiom jera pacuBeTaeT

HBCTKOM MMPEKpaCHbBIM B MUTI', KOrla Mbl CHOBa

VYeugumcs. [pyr, 1oo6poii, 106poit Houn!

FOFTOIR

41



FIOFTOR

Axkm 3, cuena 2
Cao Kanynemmu.
Bxooum [[icyrnvemma:

Act 3, scene 2.
Capulet's orchard.
Enter Juliet alone:

Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
Towards Phoebus' lodging! Such a wagoner
As Phaeton would whip you to the West
And bring in cloudy night immediately.
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing
night,

That runaway eyes may wink, and Romeo
Leap to these arms untalk'd of and unseen.
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,
It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,

And learn me how to lose a winning match,
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods.
Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my
cheeks,

With thy black mantle till strange love, grown
bold,

Think true love acted simple modesty.
Come, night; come, Romeo; come, thou day
in night;

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night
Whiter than new snow upon a raven's back.
Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-
brow'd night;

Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,
Take him and cut him out in little stars,
And he will make the face of heaven so fine
That all the world will be in love with night
And pay no worship to the garish sun.

O, I have bought the mansion of a love,

But not possess'd it; and though I am sold,
Not yet enjoy'd. So tedious is this day

As is the night before some festival

To an impatient child that hath new robes
And may not wear them.

bricTpeil, OoTHEM MOIKOBAHHBIE KOHU,

K mamatam deba muntecs! Bari Bo3HuIa,
Kak ®aston, Ha 3amaj TOHUT Bac

N yckopsieT X0 TYMaHHOM HOYH.

Packunb ckopeii cBOIO 3aBeCy, HOUb,
[TocoGHu1a mM06BH, 3aKpoii Ii1aza
Nnymum MUMO JTFOASIM, 9TOOBI MOT

Pomeo moit monacth B MOM OOBSTHS
HeBunmMo, HeBEIOMO IS BCEX.
BrntoGneHHBIM HyXeH JIJ1s1 00psI0B TaliHbBIX
Jlumb CBET UX KPACOThI; K TOMY XK JIIOOOBB
Crnena, 1 HOUM MpaK MOAXOIUT K HEH.
Hous, no6past u crporast MaTpoHa,

Bcs B yepHOM, IpuXoau U Hay4H,

Kak, mpourpas, MHE BBIUTpaTh UTPY,

B xoTtopoii 06a urpoka HeBUHHBI.

Ogeil TaHUT OYLIYIOILYIO KPOBb

CBouM ILIAIIOM, ITOKA JIFOOOBH MO,
OcMenuBIINCh, CAUTATh MEHS 3aCTaBUT
JIumib JOATOM CKPOMHOCTH — Jieja JTI00BH.
[Ipunn, o HOYB, IpUAM, O MO Pomeo,
Moii neHb B HOUYH, OJIECHU Ha KPBUIbSIX MpaKa
beneii, uem cHer Ha BopoHa Kpbuie!

Houb kpoTkasi, o 1ackoBasi HOUb,

Hour Temnooxas, naii mae Pomeo!

Korga xe oH ymper, BO3bMU €0

U paznpoOu Ha MasieHbKHE 3BE3IbI:

Torma on nuk Hebec Tak 03apuT,

Urto Mup BIIOOUTHCS 10JKEH OYyAET B HOUb
W nepecTaHeT NOKIOHSITHCS COJIHILY.

O, s nBope1 T100BU cede KyIua,

Ho ne Bomwia B Hero! S nponanace,

Ho MHoI1 HE oBnagenu. JleHb MHE CKyY€EH,
Kak HOUYb HeTepnenuBOMy pEOEHKY,
Korna HayTpo npa3iHHKa OH KIET,

Uto06 HaKOHeIl Ha/IETh CBOIO OOHOBY.

AX, BOT KOpPMWJIALIA HECET MHE BECTH.
SI3bIK, 4TO NUIIb pou3HeceT «PoMeoy,
Yk ogapeH HeOECHBIM KPaCHOPEUYLEM.

FOGFTIR
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%> John Milton R

John Milton (9 December 1608 — 8 November 1674)
was an English poet, polemicist, man of letters, and a civil
servant for the Commonwealth of England under Oliver
Cromwell. He wrote at a time of religious flux and political
upheaval, and is best known for his epic poem “Paradise
Lost” (1667), written in blank verse.

Milton's poetry and prose reflect deep personal con-
victions, a passion for freedom and self-determination, and
the urgent issues and political turbulence of his day. Writing
in English, Latin, Greek, and Italian, he achieved interna-
tional renown within his lifetime, and his celebrated
“Areopagitica” (1644) — written in condemnation of pre-
publication censorship — is among history's most influential
and impassioned defenses of free speech and freedom of the
press.

Milton's works form a bridge between the poetry of
the Renaissance and the poetry of the classicists of a later
period, they are characterized by their duality (which means that two independent go together). He
chose his themes from the Bible, but in his epic poems they became revolutionary in spirit.

FIOZTOIOR

How Soon Hath Time

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth,
Stoln on his wing my three and twentieth year!
My hasting days fly on wtih full career,

But my late spring no bud or blossom shew'th.
Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth,
That I to manhood am arrived so near,

And inward ripeness doth much less appear,
That some more timely-happy spirits endu'th.
Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow,

It shall be still in strictest measure even

To that same lot, however mean or high,
Toward which Time leads me, and the will of
Heaven;

All is, if I have grace to use it so,

As ever in my great Taskmaster's eye.

Ha nocTu:keHHM MHOIO IBAIIATH TPeX JieT
Ilepesoo A. IIpoxonvesa

Kak 6sicTpo Bpemsi, 10BKuil toHOKpAS,
Ha kpbuibsix 1BaanaTh TpU YHOCUT roja!
Ho muarcs nHu — a Bce cKyHa nIpupoaa
BecHbI Moel, 4TO MEIJIUT HEBIIOMIA/I.

W — BHemHE 10H — ce0s1 Ha MpaYHBIN J1a]
Hactpausaro — He K JInLly J1b HEB3I0AA,
Komnp BHyTpeHHSIS 3penocTh U Mopoaa

He Tak B uecTH, Kak My>KECTBEHHBII
B3TJISLa?

Ho — Gonb1ie, MEHBIIIE J1b MY>KECTBa, HO —
CKOp

Nnb pobok 1mar Moif K 3penocTd, H3MEPEH
OH B COOTBETCTBHH C CyAb0OIO CTPOTO,
BrICOKOM MM HET, HO 51 YBEPEH,

Uro IIpoBuaense ¢ Bpemenem cei criop
Pewiar: ypok moii npes ouamu bora.

FOFTIR

Milton was born in London. The family descended from English yeomen, the class that was to
be the motive force during the revolution. His father, a composer, took care of his early education.
John’s progress at school was so rapid, that at the age of 16 he went to the University of Cambridge,
matriculated at Christ’s College and graduated with a B.A. in 1629. He obtained his Master of Arts
degree in 1632. When he left the University he retired to his father’s country place, Horton, in
Buckinghamshire. There he gave himself to study and poetry. In 1638—-1639 Milton travelled to
France and Italy, there he met intellectuals of the time, one of whom was the astronomer Galileo.
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FIOFTOR

To the Lord General Cromwell

Cromwell, our chief of men, who through a cloud
Not of war only, but detractions rude,

Guided by faith and matchless fortitude,

To peace and truth thy glorious way hast]
ploughed,

And on the neck of crowned Fortune proud

Hast reared God’s trophies, and his work
pursued,

While Darwen stream, with blood of Scots
imbrued,

And Dunbar field, resounds thy praises loud,

And Worcester’s laureate wreath: yet much
remains

To conquer still; Peace hath her victories

No less renowned than War: new foes arise,
Threatening to bind our souls with secular
chains.

Help us to save free conscience from the paw

Of hireling wolves, whose Gospel is their maw.

I'enepany nopay Kpomse.iio
Ilepesoo A. I[Ipoxonvesa

Ham Box b, HeycTpammmbiid Kpomsens, TOT,
KT0 ¢ MyapocTeio 1 Bepoii HEM3MEHHOM
Cre3eii 1oOpa CKBO3b MpaK CTPabl BOCHHOM
W Ty4dy xieBeTsl HaC Bl BOEPEN,

He pa3 ciogo6uit 60r cBoUX mEApOT
Tebs B 60proe ¢ HopTYyHOIO HATMEHHOIA:
TwI pate moTnaraneB copocu B JlapBeH
TICHHBIM,

[Tox lanGapom moGes yMHOXKHUIT CUET

N B Bycrepe cTskan BEHOK JIaBPOBBIN.
Ho u B 1M Mupa 1y T Te0s O6ou;
BHOBE Ha JylIy COBETYHUKH TBOH

HaI[eTI) HaM THIATCA CBETCKHUEC OKOBHEI.
He naii sxe uM, IpOIaXKHBIM IICaM, OTISITh
VY Hac cB0OOIy COBECTH OTHSATb.

Milton returned to England, to meet there the revolution of 1640. He began to write pam-
phlets in the service of the Puritan and Parliamentary cause. With the parliamentary victory in the
Civil War, Milton used his pen in defence of the republican principles. His political reputation got
him appointed Secretary for Foreign Tongues by the Council of State. By 1654, Milton became to-
tally blind and had to dictate his verse and prose to helpers. His main work, the poem ‘“Paradise
Lost”, was composed by the blind Milton between 1658—1664 (this blindness made him identify

himself with Homer).

FOFTOIR

Paradise Lost (from book 01)

Of Man's first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste
Brought death into the World, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, Heavenly Muse, that, on the secret top
Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That shepherd who first taught the chosen seed
In the beginning how the heavens and earth
Rose out of Chaos: or, if Sion hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa's brook that flowed
Fast by the oracle of God, I thence

Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song,

That with no middle flight intends to soar

IMoTepsinnblii paii (13 kHUTH 1)
Ilepesoo A. lllmetinbepea

O nepBoM npeciayliaHbe, O M0
3anpeTHOM, MaryOHOM, 4TO CMEpTh IPUHEC
W Bce HEB3roibl HAIIK B 3TOT MUD,

Jlropen nummn Saema, 10 Topsbl,

Korna nac Bennuaiimmii Yemosek
Boccraswi, Pait 01akeHHBIN HaM BEpHYJI, —
IToit, My3a ropuss! Coiiau ¢ BepInH
TannctBeHHbIX CvHas uiib X0OpuBa,

I'ie ObIT TOOOIO MACTHIPH BIIOXHOBIICH,
HauanpHo noyuaBmimii CBOM Hapos
BosnukaoBenbto Heba u 3emn

W3 Xaoca; korma tebe munei

Cuonckuii xonMm u Cunoamckuii Ko,
I'marosioB boxxpux 007aCcTh, — 5 30BY




Above th' Aonian mount, while it pursues
Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme.

And chiefly thou, O Spirit, that dost prefer
Before all temples th' upright heart and pure,
Instruct me, for thou know'st; thou from the first
Wast present, and, with mighty wings outspread,
Dove-like sat'st brooding on the vast Abyss,
And mad'st it pregnant: what in me is dark
[llumine, what is low raise and support;

That, to the height of this great argument,

I may assert Eternal Providence,

And justify the ways of God to men.

Say first — for Heaven hides nothing from thy
View,

Nor the deep tract of Hell — say first what
cause

Moved our grand parents, in that happy state,
Favoured of Heaven so highly, to fall off
From their Creator, and transgress his will
For one restraint, lords of the World besides.
Who first seduced them to that foul revolt?
Th' infernal Serpent; he it was whose guile,
Stirred up with envy and revenge, deceived
The mother of mankind, what time his pride
Had cast him out from Heaven, with all his host
Of rebel Angels, by whose aid, aspiring

To set himself in glory above his peers,

He trusted to have equalled the Most High,

If he opposed, and with ambitious aim
Against the throne and monarchy of God,
Raised impious war in Heaven and battle proud,
With vain attempt. Him the Almighty Power
Hurled headlong flaming from th' ethereal sky,
With hideous ruin and combustion, down

To bottomless perdition, there to dwell

In adamantine chains and penal fire,

Who durst defy th' Omnipotent to arms.

(Satan, after his revolt against God, is exiled to
Hell together with his fallen angels. Lines 242-
270)

“Is this the region, this the soil, the clime”,
Said then the lost archangel, “this the seat
That we must change for Heaven, this mournful
gloom

For that celestial light? Be it so, since he
Who now is sovereign can dispose and bid
What shall be right: furthest from him is best
Whom reason hath equal’d,

force hath made supreme

Above his equals. Farewell happy fields
Where joy for ever dwells: hail horrors, hail

TeOs oTTyaa B MOMOIIb; IECHb MOS
OTBaxkumace B3JIeTE€Th HaJl [ €TMKOHOM,
K BO3BBIIIEHHBIM NTPEAMETAM YCTPEMSICH,
HerponyTbiM HU B IIpO3€, HU B CTHXaX.

Ho npexne 151, 0 lyx Caroii! — 11 Xpamam
[Ipeanounraems yucThIE CEPALIA, —

HacraBb meHst BceBeieHbeM TBOUM!

Tbl, cTIOBHO royOb, ICKOHU MapHI

Han 6e3nHor0, MI010TBOPS €¢;

HcnonHu cBETOM TbMY MO0, BO3BBICh

Bce 6penHoe Bo MHE, 1a0BbI 1 CMOT
Pemraronye 1oBoabl HAUTU

U 6narocts [IpoBuaeHbs 10Ka3aTh,

[Tyt TBop1a npea TBapbIO ONpaBAaB.
OTxkpoii cHavana, — n6o Anx u Pait

PaBHO noctynHsl B3opy TBOEMY, —

Yro nmoOyanino nepByo 4ery,

B cuactnuBoii cenu, cpenib OaKEHHBIX KYTII,
Cronb B3bICKaHHYIO MUIIOCTBIO Hebec,
[IpenaBmmx Mupo3aaHbe €il BO BIaCTh,
Ortpeuncs ot TBopua, Ero 3anper
EnuHcTBeHHBIM HApYyIUTH? — AJICKUNA 3MuUid!
Jla, 3T0 OH, 3aBUIIYS U MCTA,

[Ipamareps Halry JiIecThIO0 COOJIA3HNUT,
KoBapnslii Bpar, HU3pHHYTHIi ¢ BEICOT
I'opawiHelt cOOCTBEHHOIO, BMECTE C BOUCKOM
BoccraBmmx AHrenoB, KOTOPbIX OH
Bosrnasui, ¢ ysero nomorsto [Ipecton
BceBbiHero xoten nokoiaedatsb

U ¢ 'ocnogom cpaBHATHCS, BO3SMYTHUB
HebecHblie npyxuHbl; HO 60pbba

bruta nHanpacHoit. Bcemorymuii bor
PasrueBanHbIll cCTpEMIIaB HU3BEPT CTPOI-
THBIIEB,

OOBATHIX TUTAMEHEM, B O€3I0HHBIN MpaK,
Ha Myku B a1amMaHTOBBIX HENSAX

W BeuyHOM, HaKa3yIoIIEM OTHE,

3a uX BOOPYKEHHBIH, IeP3KUil OYHT.

(Camana, 6éoccmasuwiuti npomue boea, uzenan
6 A0 emecme ¢ naowumu aneenamu)

« —Ha 3Ty 11 10710J1b CMEHHWJIU MBI, —
Apxanren naamuii monsui, — Hebeca
U cBetr HebGec Ha TeMy? Jla OyzaeT Tak!
OH BceMoryiil, a MOILb BCETa mpasa.
ITogansme ot Hero! OH BrIIlIe HAac

He pa3zymowm, HO cuioif; B 0OCTaqibHOM
Me1 paBablie. [Ipomaii, 61askeHHBIN Kpaid!
[Tpuset Tebe, 3moBemnuii mup! [Ipuser,
I'eenna 3anpenenvHas! [pumu
Xo03s1MHa, 4el IyX He yCcTpaluar

Hu Bpems, Hu npoctpanctBo. OH B cebe
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Infernal world, and thou profoundest hell
Receive thy new possessor: one who brings

A mind not to be changed by place or time.
The mind is its own place, and in itself

Can make a heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven.
What matter where, if I be still the same,

And what I should be, all but less than he
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least
We shall be free; the almighty hath not built
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence:
Here we may reign secure, and in my choice
To reign is worth ambition though in Hell:
Better to reign in Hell, then serve in Heaven.
But wherefore let we then our faithful friends,
The associates and copartners of our loss

Lie thus astonish'd on th' oblivious pool,

And call them not to share with us their part

In this unhappy mansion, or once more

With rallied arms to try what may be yet
Regained in Heaven, or what more lost in Hell?”

OO6pen cBOe MPOCTPAHCTBO U CO3AATh

B ce6e u3 Pas — An u Paii uz Ana

On moxert. ['ne 6 s Hu OB, BCE PaBHO
Coboit octanych, — B 3TOM He ciabeit
Toro, KTo rPOMOM NEPBEHCTBO CHHUCKAJL.
3nech MbI CBOOOTHBIL. 311echk He cozaan OH
3aBuaHbBIN Kpaii; OH HE U3TOHUT HAC

N3 3tux mect. 3nech Haila BIacTh IPOYHA,
W mue cnaetcs, naxe B 0e3/1HE BIACTh —
JlocToitHast Harpaja. Jlyurie ObITh
Bnaneikoit Ana, uem ciayroro Heba!

Ho nouemy ke npenaHHbIX qpy3ed,
CobparbeB 1o Oefie, IpOCTEPTHIX 3/1ECh,

B 3a0BeHHOM 03€pe, MBI HE 30BEM

[Tputot Ham CKOPOHBIN pa3EIUTh U, BHOBh
OObenuHsACh, pa3BeIaTh: UTO €I

Mt B cunax y Hebec oTBoeBath

W uro ocranoce Ham B Aty yTpaTuTh?»

FOOFTIR

Tlomepsannwiii pau. Camana.

HUnnrocmpayuu. I'ocmas [ope
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Robert Burns (25 January 1759- 21 July
1796) was a Scottish poet and lyricist. He is widely re-
garded as the national poet of Scotland and is celebrated
worldwide. He is the best known of the poets who have
written in the Scots language, although much of his
writing is also in English and a light Scots dialect, ac-
cessible to an audience beyond Scotland.

He is regarded as a pioneer of the Romantic
movement, and after his death he became a great source
of inspiration to the founders of both liberalism and so-
cialism, and a cultural icon in Scotland and among the
Scottish Diaspora around the world. In 2009 he was
chosen as the greatest Scot by the Scottish public in a
vote run by Scottish television channel STV.

As well as making original compositions, Burns
also collected folk songs from across Scotland, often revising or adapting them. His poem (and
song) “Auld Lang Syne” is often sung at Hogmanay (the last day of the year).

FIOFTOR

My Heart's In The Highlands (1789) B ropax moe cepaue
Type: Song Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here, B ropax moe cepaue... JloHbIHe 5 Tam.
My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer; o cresty oneHs edy 1o CKanaMm.
Chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe, I'oHIo 5 07IeHs, TyTaro Ko3y.

My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. B ropax moe cepaue, a cam s BHH3Y.

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, Hporaii, most posmna!l Cesep, mpouiai, —
The birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth; OtedvecTBo craBbl ¥ 100IECTH Kpaii.
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, Ilo Genomy cBeTy Cyab00i0 TOHMM,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. Hasexu ocTaHych st CbIHOM TBOMM!

Chorus: [IpomiaiiTe, BEepIIMHBI 11O KPOBJIEH CHE-

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here, OB,

My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer; IIpomtaiite, TOMMHEI ¥ CKaTHI JIyTOB,
Chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe, Ipomaiite, moHukmKe B 6e31Hy Jeca,
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. IIpoaiiTe, MOTOKOB JIECHBIX TOJIOCA.

Farewell to the mountains, high-cover'd with snow, B ropax moe cepaie... JIoHBbIHE 5 Tam.
Farewell to the straths and green vallies below; o cnexy onens nedy 1o ckanam.
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods, 'oHI0 51 OJIeHs, myrako Ko3y.

Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. B ropax moe cepaue, a cam st BHH3Y !

FOOFTIR
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FIOFTOR

Auld Lang Syne

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
and never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
and auld lang syne?

Chorus

For auld lang syne, my dear,

for auld lang syne,

we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,

for auld lang syne.

And surely ye’ll be your pint-stowp!
and surely I’ll be mine!

And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
for auld lang syne.

Chorus

We twa hae run about the braes,

and pu’d the gowans fine;

But we’ve wander’d mony a weary fit,
sin auld lang syne.

Chorus

We twa hae paidl’d i' the burn,

frae morning sun till dine ;

But seas between us braid hae roar’d
sin auld lang syne.

Chorus

And there’s a hand, my trusty fiere!
and gie's a hand o’ thine!

And we’ll tak a right gude-willy waught,
for auld lang syne.

Chorus

John Barleycorn: A Ballad (1782)

There was three kings into the east,
Three kings both great and high,
And they hae sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn should die.

They took a plough and plough'd him down,
Put clods upon his head,

And they hae sworn a solemn oath

John Barleycorn was dead.

But the cheerful Spring came kindly on,
And show'rs began to fall;

John Barleycorn got up again,

And sore surpris'd them all.

The sultry suns of Summer came,
And he grew thick and strong;

=)

Crapas n1pyxo0a
Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

3a0bITh I CTAPYIO JTIOOOBb

U He rpycTuTh 0 HEW?

3a0bITh U CTapyIo JI000Bb

W npyxOy npexHux THen?
Ilpunes:

3a apyx0y crapyro — 10 aHa!
3a cuacTbe MPEeKHUX JHEH!

C T000i1 MBI BBITIbEM, CTApHHA,
3a cuacTbe MPEKHUX JTHEH.

[ToGompIie KPy>KKH TPUTOTOBH
N nosepxy Hayew.

Mp1 ibeM 3a cTapyro JH000Bb,
3a npyx0y IpEeKHUX THEH.
Ilpunesg

C T000i1 TONTANIN MBI BIIBOEM
TpaBy pOIHBIX TIOJIEH,

Ho He oquH kpyToi noasem
MBI B35J1M € FOHBIX JTHEM.
Ilpunes

[IepennbiBasi MBI HE pa3

C T000i1 uepe3 pyuei.

Ho Mope paznenuno Hac,
ToBapulll IOHBIX JHEH...
Ilpunesg

U BOT ¢ TOOO# CONLITUCH MBI BHOBB.
TBOs pyka — B MOEM.

51 mpio 3a cTapyro J1I000Bb,

3a apyx0y HpeXHUX THEH!
Ilpunes

J:xon SlumenHoe 3epHo

Tpex KopoJiell pasrHeBall OH,
U 6p110 pemieHo,

UYro HaBcerga moruoHeT oH
Sumennoe 3epHo.

Benenu BeIkonath coxou

Morwiy kopomu,

Uto006 crmaBubIi JIkOH, O0ell TUXO,
He Brimien u3 3emim.

TpaBoii MOKPBUICS TOPHBIN CKJIIOH,
B pyu4bsix BOJBI IOJHO,

A u3 3emiu BeIXoauT JKoH
Sumennoe 3epHo.

Bce tak sxe OyeH u ynpsiM,
C npuropka B JICTHUH 3HOM
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His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears,
That no one should him wrong.

The sober Autumn enter'd mild,
When he grew wan and pale;

His bending joints and drooping head
Show'd he began to fail.

His colour sicken'd more and more,
He faded into age;

And then his enemies began

To show their deadly rage.

They've taen a weapon, long and sharp,
And cut him by the knee;

Then tied him fast upon a cart,

Like a rogue for forgerie.

They laid him down upon his back,
And cudgell'd him full sore;

They hung him up before the storm,
And turned him o'er and o'er.

They filled up a darksome pit
With water to the brim;

They heaved in John Barleycorn,
There let him sink or swim.

They laid him out upon the floor,
To work him farther woe;

And still, as signs of life appear'd,
They toss'd him to and fro.

They wasted, o'er a scorching flame,
The marrow of his bones;

But a miller us'd him worst of all,

For he crush'd him between two stones.

And they hae taen his very heart's blood,
And drank it round and round;

And still the more and more they drank,
Their joy did more abound.

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprise;

For if you do but taste his blood,
Twill make your courage rise.

"Twill make a man forget his woe;
"Twill heighten all his joy;

"Twill make the widow's heart to sing,
Tho' the tear were in her eye.

Then let us toast John Barleycorn,
Each man a glass in hand,

And may his great posterity

Ne'er fail in old Scotland!

I'po3uT OH KOMBSIMU Bparam,
Kauas ronoBoti.

Ho ocenb Tpe3Bas uaer.

W, TsxKO HarpyxeH,

[Tonuk mon 6pemenem 3a00T,
Cornyncs crapbiid J[xoH.

Hacrano Bpemst nomupars —
3uMa Hemaleka.

U Tyt — TO HEAPYTHU OIATH
Basuics 3a crapuka.

Ero cBanmun rop6ateiii HOX
OpHUM yAapoM ¢ HOT,

U, xak Opoasry Ha MpaBex,
BesyT ero Ha TOK.

Hy6acutsb J[»xoHa NPUHSIIUCH
3no1eu noyTpy.

[Totom, moaOpachiBast BBBICH,
Kpyxunu Ha BeTpy.

OH OBLJT B KOJIOZAEI OTPY’KEH,
Ha cympaunoe nHo.

Ho u B Boae He ToHET J[)K0H
Sumennoe 3epHo.

He nmomanus ero xkocrei,
[[IBBIpHYIM UX B KOCTEP,

A cepaiie MEIbHUK MEXK KaMHE#
besxkanocTtHO pacrep.

Byuiyer KpoBb €ro B KOTJIE,
[Tox o6pyuem OypauT,
Bckumaer B Kpy’KKax Ha CTOJIE
N nymm Becenur.

Henapom Obu1 mokoiinbiit J>koH
IIpu xxu3Hu mosonen, —

OTBary noJibIMaeT OH

Co 1Ha JIIOACKHUX Cepliell.

OH TOHHT BOH M3 T'OJIOBBI
JloKky4HBIH poit 3a00T.

3a Kpy>KKOMU cepJilie Yy BIOBBI
Ot pagoctu NoET...

Tak mycTb ke 10 KOHIIa BpEMEH
He BrIcEIXaeT qHO
B Gouonke, rae kinokodeT JKOH
Sumennoe 3epHo!

FOFTOIR
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To A Mouse,
On Turning Her Up In Her Nest
With The Plough (1785)

Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie,
O, what a panic's in thy breastie!
Thou need na start awa sae hasty,

Wi' bickering brattle!

I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee,
Wi' murd'ring pattle!

I'm truly sorry man's dominion,
Has broken nature's social union,
An' justifies that ill opinion,
Which makes thee startle

At me, thy poor, earth — born companion,

An' fellow-mortal!

I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve;

What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!

A daimen icker in a thrave
'S a sma' request;

I'll get a blessin wi' the lave,
An' never miss't!

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin!
It's silly wa's the win's are strewin!

An' naething, now, to big a new ane,
O' foggage green!

An' bleak December's winds ensuin,
Baith snell an' keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste,
An' weary winter comin fast,

An' cozie here, beneath the blast,

Thou thought to dwell —

Till crash! the cruel coulter past

Out thro' thy cell.

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble,
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble!
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble,
But house or hald,

To thole the winter's sleety dribble,

An' cranreuch cauld!

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may be vain;

The best-laid schemes o' mice an 'men
Gang aft agley,

An'lea'e us nought but grief an' pain,
For promis'd joy!

ITosieBOM MBIIIH,

rHe3/10 KOTOPOii pa3opeHo MOMM IIyToM

Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

3BepeK MPOBOPHBIH, IOPKUH, TTIATKHIM,
Kyna 6exuib Te1 6€3 OrIsIIKH,
3aueM APOKUIIb, KaK B JIUXOPAIKE,
3a )KU3Hb CBOIO?

He tpych — Tebst cBOECH JIoNaTKOMA

S He yOblo.

51 moHnMmaro u He cropro,

UTO yenoBeK ¢ MPUPOIOH B CCOpE,
U BceM KHBBIM HECET OH TOpe,
Bnymaer ctpax,

XOTb BCE MBI CMCPTHBIC U BCKOPC
Bepnemcs B mpax.

[IyCTh TOBOPSAT: ThI XKHELIb, HE CESl.
Ho s Bunuts T€0s HE cMel0.

Benb Hano xuth!.. U TBI ckpoMHee,
YewMm Bce, KpaJeib.

A s HU4yTh HE 00eTHEeI0 —

bria 661 poxs!

Tebst ocTaBui 51 6€3 KpoBa
[Topoii HeHacTHOM U CypOBOH,
Korna yx He U3 yero cHoBa
IToctpouts oM,

YrtoObl OT BeTpa JIEJSTHOTO
VYKpBITECS B HEM....

Bce rosno, Bce MEpTBO BOKPYT.
IIycThIHHO 11OJIE, CKOLLEH JIYT.
U TB1 yOEXKHIIIE OT BHIOT
Haiitu meurain,

Korga BioMuiics TSKKHUHM TUTYT
K tebe B mogBan.

TpaBbl, TUCTBBI YBSIAIICH KOM —
Bort ueM oH cTan, TBOI TEIJIBIM A0M,
To6o# MOCTPOEHHBIN C TPYIOM.

A THU UAOYT...

['ie ThI B MOJISAX, MOKPBITHIX JbAOM,
Haiinewms mputor?

AX, MUJIBI{, Thl HE OAMHOK:

W nac oOMaHBIBaeT pOK,

N pymurces ckBo3b IOTOJIOK
Ha nac nyxna.

MBeI cyacTbs KAEM, a HA TOPOT
Bamnur Gena...
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Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me Ho Tb1, 1pykO0K, cuacTauBel Hac...

The present only toucheth thee: ThI BUIUILIB TO, YTO ECTh CEeHUac.
But, Och! I backward cast my ¢'e. A MBI HE CBOJAMM CKOPOHBIX Tj1a3
On prospects drear! C OBUIBIX HEB3TrOA
An' forward, tho' I canna see, U B TaliHOM CTpaxe KaKIbIil pa3
I guess an' fear! ['nsiium Boiepen.

FEETOXR
A Red, Red Rose A Red, Red Rose
(Scottish) (English)
O my Luve's like a red, red rose O, my love is like a red, red rose,
That’s newly sprung in June; That is newly sprung in June.
O my Luve's like the melodie O, my love is like the melody,
That’s sweetly play'd in tune. That is sweetly played in tune.
As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, As fair are you, my lovely lass,
So deep in luve am I: So deep in love am I,
And I will luve thee still, my dear, And I will love you still, my Dear,
Till a' the seas gang dry: Till all the seas go dry.
Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, Till all the seas go dry, my Dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun: And the rocks melt with the sun!
I will luve thee still, my dear, O I will love you still, my Dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run. While the sands of life shall run.
And fare thee well, my only Luve And fare you well, my only Love,
And fare thee well, a while! And fare you well a while!
And I will come again, my Luve, And I will come again, my Love,
Tho' it were ten thousand mile. Although it were ten thousand mile!
JIro00Bb
Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaxa
JIt060Bb, Kak po3a, po3a KpacHas, @

[{BeTeT B MOEM cajy.
JIt1000BB MOS — KaK ITeCEHKa,
C KOTOpOIi B yTh UILY.

CunbHEe KpacoThl TBOEH
Mos 1r1000BBb O1HA.

OHna ¢ T000M, moka Mopst
He BBICOXHYT 110 JHA.

He BBICOXHYT MOpsI, MOW YT,
He pymmrcs rpanur,

He octanoBuTCS IIECOK,

A OH, KaK >KH3Hb, OCXKHT. ..

Bbyaw cuactiiBa, Most TIOOOBB,
[Ipomiaii u He rpycTH.

BepHych k Te0e, XOTb 1IeNbIii CBET
[Tpuntock 661 MHE TPOUTH!
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%) William Blake &R

William Blake (28 November 1757 — 12 August 1827)
was an English poet, painter and printmaker. Largely unrecog-
nized during his lifetime, Blake is now considered a seminal
figure in the history of the poetry and visual arts of
the Romantic Age. In fact, he was not linked to the Romantic
movement and started writing about 15 years before the Lake
Poets. Quite unlike a typical Romantic poet, he was a lower
middle — class man, poorly educated and had never travelled;
he lived a peaceful family life in London and earned his living
by engraving book illustrations. Now, Blake is famous for his
illustrations for Milton’s “Paradise Lost” and other classical
works of literature.

Blake’s poems were never published formally in his life-
time, he only produced handmade copies using his engraving
tools. His prophetic poetry has been said to form “what is in
proportion to its merits the least read body of poetry in the English language”. His visual artistry led one
contemporary art critic to proclaim him “far and away the greatest artist Britain has ever produced”. In
2002, Blake was placed at number 38 in the BBC's poll of the 100 Greatest Britons.

FOFTIR

The Tyger

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the Fire?

And what shoulder, and what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? and what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And water'd heaven with their tears,
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

Turp
Ilepesoo K. Banomonma (1921)

Turp, Turp, Kry4uit cTpax,

TrI ropuillb B HOYHBIX JIECAX.
Yeii GeccMepTHBIN B30P, JTHO0S,
Co3znan crpamHoro Teos?

B HeGecax wib cpenb 3b10€i
Bcenbixnyn Geck TBOUX o4eit?
Kak nep3an on Tak maputh?
KTt0 mocmen oronb cXBaTuth?

KTo ckpyTun u niisg uero
Hepssl cepania TBOETO?
Usero cTpaniHoo pyKkou
ThI ObLT BEIKOBaH — TaKOM ?

UYeii ObUT MOJIOT, LICIIH YbH,

UT00 cKkpenuTh MEeUThI TBOU?

KTo B3MeTHY TBOM OBICTPHIi B3MaX,
YXBaTui cMepTenbHbIN cTpax?

B ToT Benmukwmii yac, korma

Bo33Bana k 3Be3/1¢ 3Be3/4a,

B ugac, kak He0O BCe 3aXKIIOCH
BnaxkabpiM 0JIeCKOM 3BE3IHBIX ClIE3, —

OH, co3nmanue 104,

VY npiOHyncs b Ha TeOs?
Tort ke 16 0H TeOd co3nal,
Kto poxnenbe arany nan?

FOFTIR
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Twurp
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaxa (1965)

Turp, o TMrp, CBETIIO rOpsAIUT
B riyOuHe moiHo4HOM yamiy,
Kewm 3axyman orueBon
CopazmepHslii 00pa3 TBOI?

B Hebecax wnu rimybunax
Tnen oroHp ouei 3BEpUHBIX?
I'ne Tanncs oH Beka?

Usbs Hanwia ero pyka?

Urto 3a MacTep, MOJTHBIN CUJTBI,
CBuJI TBOM TyTHE KUJIBI

W nouyBCcTBOBAJI MEXK PYK
Cepnua nepBbli TSHDKKUM 3BYK?

Love's Secret

Never seek to tell thy love,
Love that never told can be;
For the gentle wind does move
Silently, invisibly.

I told my love, I told my love,

I told her all my heart;
Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears,
Ah! she did depart!

Soon as she was gone from me,
A traveler came by,

Silently, invisibly

He took her with a sigh.

FIOFTOR

Uro 3a ropH npej HUM IbL1an?
Uro 3a mimat TeOs koBas?

KTo BriepBble cxan Kiemamu
I'HeBHBINM MO3T, METABIIUH IIaMs?

A KOrz1a BECh KyNoJI 3BE€3AHbII
Opocwuics Biaroi cie3Hou, —
Y IBIOHYIICS JTb HAKOHETI

Jleny pyk cBoux TBOpen?

Heyxenu ta xe cuna,
Ta >xe MoIIHas 1ag0Hb
U srnenka coTBopuia,
U 1e6s1, HOUYHOI OTOHB?

Turp, o Turp, CBETIIO TOPALIUI
B riny6une nmonHo4uHo#t yarim!
Uneit 6eccMEPTHOIO pyKOH
Co3pmaH rpo3Hblit 00pa3 TBOI?

FIOFTOR

Cekpert J1100BH
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaxa

CroBOM BBICKA3aTh HEIb3S
Bcro m1000Bb K TH00MMOM.
Berep aBuxkercs, CKonb3s,
Tuxuil 1 HE3pUMBIN.

A ckazain, 1 Bce ckasall,
Yro B ny1ie Taniocs.

Ax, m000Bb MO B cie3ax,
B crpaxe ynanmiace.

A MTHOBEHHE CITYCTS
[IyTHHK, e MUMO,
Tuxo, BKpaquuBo, MIyTs
3aBiagen TIr00MMO.

FOFTOIR

53



London

I wander thro' each charter'd street,

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow,
And mark in every face I meet

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every Man,
In every Infant's cry of fear,
In every voice, in every ban,

The mind-forg'd manacles I hear.

How the chimney-sweeper's cry
Every black'ning church appals;
And the hapless soldiers sigh
Runs in blood down palace walls.

But most thro' midnight streets I hear
How the youthful harlot's curse
Blasts the new-born infant's tear,
And blights with plagues the marria

A Poison Tree

I was angry with my friend:

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I watered it in fears,

Night and morning with my tears;
And I sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright.
And my foe beheld it shine.
And he knew that it was mine,

And into my garden stole

When the night had veiled the pole;
In the morning glad I see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.

e hearse.

FOFROR

Jlonaon
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaxa

[To BOIBHBIM ynHUIIaM OPOKY,
VY BOJIBHOM M3[1aBHA PEKH.
Ha Bcex s nuuax Haxoxy
Ileuats OeccHiIbS U TOCKH.

Myxckasi OpaHb, M )KEHCKHUI CTOH,
W mutay ucnyraHHbIX AeTen

B moux ymiax 3By4ar, Kak 3BOH
3aKOHOM CO3/IaHHBIX IICTICH.

31ech TpyOOUHCTOB IOHBIX KPUKH
[Tyratot cympaunslii codop,

U xpoBb congaTa — rOpeMbIKU
TedeT HA KOPONEBCKHI 1BOP.

A OT IPOKJIATHIA U yTPO3
JIeBYOHKH B 3aKOYJIKaX MPA4YHbIX
YepHEIoT KaIuii JeTCKUX clie3

U xatadaiku HOBOOpaYHbBIX.

FOFTOIR

SAnoBuToe nepeBo
Ilepesoo I1. [lonzonenko

S neprxan Ha apyra 3710:
Pacckazan — u 310 npo1uio.
Ha Bpara xomnmi s 3110:
3nuincs Moi4a, 3710 pocio.

S cTtpapan, Houel He crail,
3710 cie3aMHu HOJIMBAII,
brino mHe He XKanb IJ14 3714
JInuemepHoro rerua.

Pazpocnock Ha uensblii can,
S16110KM HA HEM BHCHT,
CnenbIM COKOM HaJIUJINCh,
¥V Bpara ria3za 3aXriuch.

Hous HacTana — oH, Kak BOp,
[Tepenes uepes 3a00p.
YTpom — o, oTpaHbIil Bua! —
Bpar nox nepeBom JIeKNUT.

FIOFTOR
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90 The Lake Poets R

For any English person, true Romanticism is embodied in the three figures of the Lake Po-
ets — Samuel Taylor Coleridge, William Wordsworth and Robert Southey. The three were thus
named after the Lake District in the north of England where the three had lived. Its landscape of
lakes and mountains had a great influence upon the romantic idea of nature.

Another key factor that affected their worldview was the French Revolution of 1789, which
they saw when young. All of the three, more or less, expressed their radical left views at an earlier
stage of their career. However, later their views diverged.

Though each of them had written much throughout his life, in the general English view of literary
history Wordsworth and Coleridge are still recognized as the authors of “Lyrical Ballads” — the 1798
collection of poems (Southey’s early work, “Joan of Arc”, was published separately in the same year).

%) William Wordsworth &

William Wordsworth (7 April 1770 — 23 April 1850) was a
major English Romantic poet who, with Samuel Taylor Coleridge,
helped to launch the Romantic Age in English literature with the
1798 joint publication “Lyrical Ballads™.

“We are Seven” is a poem written by Wordsworth and published
in his “Lyrical Ballads”. It describes a discussion between an adult po-
etic speaker and a “little cottage girl” about the number of brothers and
sisters who dwell with her. The poem is written in ballad form. In his
Preface to “Lyrical Ballads”, Wordsworth wrote that the poems ex-
pressed “the perplexity and obscurity which in childhood attend our
notion of death, or rather our utter inability to admit that notion”. The
little girl in the poem is unable to realise that she is separated from her
dead siblings (brothers or sisters).

FOFTIR

We Are Seven Hac cemepo

Ilepesoo U.U. Koznosa
A Simple Child,

That lightly draws its breath,

And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death?

Jlerko panymsoe quts
[IpuBbIKIIEE IBIIATE,
310pOBBEM, )KU3HUIO LIBETS,
Kak moxeT cMepTh NOHATH?

I met a little cottage Girl:

She was eight years old, she said,
Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered round her head.

HascTpeuy neBouka MHe ma:
JleT BoceMb OBLIIO €1

Ee ronosky obuerna

Crpys rycThIX Kyapen.

She had a rustic, woodland air, Y mux GHLT BH €€ CTEIIHOi

N nuk mpocToit Haps,
N papoBast MeHs1 kpacou
MaaroTKn MUIIBINA B3I,

And she was wildly clad:
Her eyes were fair, and very fair;
— Her beauty made me glad.

“Sisters and brothers, little Maid,
How many may you be?”’

“How many? Seven in all”, she said
And wondering looked at me.

«Bcex ckoiIpKO Bac, — €l MOJIBHI 5, —
U 6patweB, u cectep?»

— Bcero? Hac cemb! — 1, Ha MeHS
JuBsch, 6pocaet B30p.

“And where are they? I pray you tell”.
She answered, “Seven are we;

And two of us at Conway dwell,

And two are gone to sea”.

«A t1e xx onu?» — Hac cemb Bcero, —
B oTtBeT mamtoTka MHE. —

Hac nBoe XHATh IOIIIN B CEJI0

W nBa Ha xopaOue.




“Two of us in the church-yard lie,
My sister and my brother;

And, in the church-yard cottage, I
Dwell near them with my mother”.

“You say that two at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven! — I pray you tell,
Sweet Maid, how this may be”.

Then did the little Maid reply,
“Seven boys and girls are we;
Two of us in the church-yard lie,
Beneath the church-yard tree”.

“You run about, my little Maid,
Your limbs they are alive;

If two are in the church-yard laid,
Then ye are only five”.

“Their graves are green, they may be seen”,
The little Maid replied,

“Twelve steps or more from my mother's door,
And they are side by side”.

“My stockings there I often knit,
My kerchief there I hem;

And there upon the ground I sit,
And sing a song to them”.

“And often after sunset, Sir,
When it is light and fair,

I take my little porringer,
And eat my supper there”.

“The first that died was sister Jane;
In bed she moaning lay,

Till God released her of her pain;
And then she went away”.

“So in the church-yard she was laid;
And, when the grass was dry,
Together round her grave we played,
My brother John and I”.

“And when the ground was white with snow,
And I could run and slide,

My brother John was forced to go,

And he lies by her side”.

“How many are you, then”, said I,
“If they two are in heaven?”
Quick was the little Maid's reply,
“O Master! we are seven”.
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W na xknmag6uiie Opat ¢ cectpoit
Jlexat u3 ceMephIx,

A 3a KITaAOuUIIeM s ¢ POTHOM:
JKuBeM MbI ITOJUJIE HUX.

«Kak? JIBoe )XHUTb B CEJI0 IOILIH,
[TycTunucey 1BOE IIIBITH,

A Bac Bce ceMb! [IpyKOK, CKaxH,
Kaxk aTo MoxeT ObITh?»

— Hac cemb, Hac cemb! — OHa TOTHacC
OnAarte cka3ana MHE.

— 31ech Ha KIag0HILe BOE HAC
Ilon mBoOIO B 3eMiI€E.

«Tsl OGeraenrb BOKpYT Hee,
Tsl BUAHO, UTO KUBA;

Ho Bac numb nsith, 1UTs Moe,
Korna non uBoit 18ay.

— Ha ux rpo0ax 3emuis B LIBETax,
U necsarn maros

Her ot nBepeit poaHoi Mmoen

Jlo MUIIBIX HaM TPOOOB.

S 4acTo 371ech YyJIKU BSKY,
[TnaTox mMoii 31€eCch pyoIIO,
N noane ux MOrui cuxy,
W necHu nm noro.

N ecnun nosgHero nmopou

Caetyio TOpUT 3ap4,

To, B3siB MO CBIp 1 XJ1e0 ¢ COOO0H,
371ech YKUHALO .

Mamtorka J[>KeHHH AEHb U HOYb
Tomunacs, 60JbHA;
Ho Bor eii He 320601 HOMOYEL —
W crpsitanace oHa.

Korna x ee MbI morpe6au

U pacusena zemns —

K Heil Ha MOTHIJIKY MBI IPUIILIH
PesBurncs, JIkoH U 1.

Ho Tonbko moxxaanack 3UMOM
KoHbKOB 5 1 caHeH,

VYmen u [Ixon, OpaTuiika Moi,
W ner oH psiaom ¢ HeR.

«Tak ckobKo 3 Bac? — ObLII MOM OTBET. —
Ha nebe nBoe, Beps!

Bac tonpko msaTe». — O, 6apuH, HeT!
Coutu — Hac cemMb TENepb.




“But they are dead; those two are dead!
Their spirits are in heaven!”

Twas throwing words away; for still
The little Maid would have her will,
And said, “Nay, we are seven!”

«Jla HEeT yk IByX: OHHU B 3€MJIE,
A nymu B HeGecax!»

Ho 611 11 TpoK B MOMX clioBax?
Bce neBouka TBepauia MHe:

— O HeT, HaC ceMb, HAC CEMb!

FOFTOIR

“I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud” (known as “The Daffodils”) is an 1804 poem by William
Wordsworth. It was inspired by an April 15, 1802 event in which Wordsworth and his sister, Doro-
thy, came across a “long belt” of daffodils. The poem is written in iambic tetrameter.

The Daffodils

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Out — did the sparkling leaves in glee;

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company!

I gazed — and gazed — but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

FIOFTOR

Hapuuccot
Ilepesoo U. Jluxauesa

[TedanbHBIM pesit s TYyMaHOM
Cpenu 10JWH Y TOp CENbIX,

Kak Bapyr ounyJicst mepe CTaHOM,
Tonmoit HapIUCCOB 30JI0THIX:
[ITaTan v THYJ UX BETEPOK,

W xaxnaplil TpeneTan NBETOK.

becuncneHnHbl B CBOEM MepLaHbe,
Kak 3Be31561 B MIIEUHOCTH HOYHOM,
OHU BUITUCH 110 OYEPTAHBIO
W3nyunnel OeperoBoii —

CTOo cCOTeH OXBaTHJI Ha TJ1a3
[IycTuBmIMXCs B BECEIbIN IUISAC.

IInscana u BonHa; pe3see,
OnHako, ObLT LIBETOB 33]10p,
Tocky nosra BMUr passesi

NX 0KuBIIEHHBIN pa3roBop,

Ho cepany 6bu10 HEBIOTAN,
Kaxoli MHE B HUX OTKpBUICS KJIaJ.

Benrn HBIHE B CIIAIKUH Yac IOKOS
Wb 1yMbl OAMHOKHI Yac

Brpyr o3apsAT oHH BECHOIO,
[Iper 0OKOM MBICIIEHHBIM SIBSICh,
U cepnuem s msicatb roToB,
JIuKys pagoCcThiO IIBETOB.

FOFTOIR
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“Composed upon Westminster Bridge, September 3, 1802” is a sonnet by William
Wordsworth describing London, viewed from one of the bridges over the Thames, in the early

morning.

FIOFTOR

Upon Westminster Bridge

Earth has not anything to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!

The river glideth at his own sweet will:

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;

And all that mighty heart is lying still!

Ha BectMuHCTEpCKOM MOCTY
(asmop nepegoda Heuzgecmen)

Bunenus npekpacHeit He ObIBalIO,
be3pagocTeH 1ymoil M CKy4YeH TOT,
KTo Mumo 4yna 3Toro npoizer:
Caepkaroliero yrpa noKpbIBajio

Ha xpamsi, 6aminu, kopabnu ymnano,
Wx BcTpeya ¢ HEOOM U MOJISAMHU JKIET,
[Tpo3pauen Bo3ayx, Oemier HEOOCBO,
Bcé 3amepno B MOTYaHbBE BETUYABOM.
WM ThmmHa rocioACTBYET Kpyrom,

WU connia nepBo3aaHHON KpacoTon
Hamoens! ckana, 1oauHa, X0iM,
CusiHuE pa3nIuTo HaJl PEKOH,

O, munoctuBbid bor! CriuT KaxIpId J0M,
Benukuii 'opon norpy:xeH B nokoii!

LOOFTOR

London, 1802

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour;
England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
Have forfeited their ancient English dower
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;
Oh! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart;
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,

So didst thou travel on life's common way,

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart

The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

K MUJIBTOHY <JIOH/JIOH, 1802>
Ilepesoo K./]. Banemonma (Onyon. 1893)

MunbToH? 3aueM TeOs MEXK HaMH HET?
Bputanuu Thl Hy€H B IHH NaJcHbs!
Besne 3aBeToB mponuioro 3a0BeHbE,
[Torubmna yecTh, MOMEPKHYJ TPABIbI CBET.
Poaumerii kpaif Mo THETOM TSDKKHUX Oet,
B okoBax KW, TOCKH, 0’KECTOUYCHBSI.

O, nmpoOyau B HAC YECTHBIE CTPEMIICHBS,
CTpsiXHM MOTHJIBHBIN COH, BOCCTaHb, IMOAT!
TBost my1ia ObLIa 3BE3/101 OyecTsIIeH,
TBoii rosoc ObLT KaK CBETIIBIA BaJl MOPCKOM —
Moryuuii, 1 CBOOOTHBIN, U 3BEHSIINI;

ThI TBEPIO 1IEJT JKUTEHCKOIO TPOTIOH.

Bynb BHOBB [1J1s1 HAC 3aper0 BOCXOISIIEH,
bynp dhakenom Hag CMyTHOO TOTION!

FIOZTOIR
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> Samuel Taylor Coleridge &R

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (21 October 1772 — 25 July
1834) was an English poet, literary critic and philosopher
who, with his friend William Wordsworth, was a founder of
the Romantic Movement in England and a member of
the Lake Poets.

Coleridge is probably best known for his long narrative po-

ms, “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner” and “Christabel”. Even
those who have never read the Rime have come under its influ-
ence: its words have given the English language the metaphor of
an albatross around one's neck, the quotation of ““water, water eve-
rywhere, nor any drop to drink” (almost always rendered as “but
not a drop to drink’), and the phrase “a sadder and a wiser man”
(again, usually rendered as “a sadder but wiser man”).

The particular trait of Coleridge’s poetry is its fantastic
and exotic air, and its style is rich in metaphor. Imagination
played a major part in Coleridge’s literary theory, and he had
even developed a series of lectures on it. :

“Christabel” is known for its musical rhythm, language, and its Gothic tale. The story of
“Christabel” concerns a central female character of the same name and her encounter with a
stranger called Geraldine. Christabel goes into the woods to pray by the large oak tree, where she
hears a strange noise. Upon looking behind the tree, she finds Geraldine who says that she had been
abducted from her home by men on horseback. Christabel pities her and takes her home with her.
They spend the night together. Her father, Sir Leoline, becomes enchanted with Geraldine, ordering
a grand procession to announce her rescue. The unfinished poem ends here.

FOFTIR

From Christabel

The lovely lady, Christabel,

Whom her father loves so well,

What makes her in the wood so late,

A furlong from the castle gate?

She had dreams all yesternight

Of her own betrothed knight;

And she in the midnight wood will pray
For the weal of her lover that's far away.

She stole along, she nothing spoke,

The sighs she heaved were soft and low,
And naught was green upon the oak,
But moss and rarest mistletoe:

She kneels beneath the huge oak tree,
And in silence prayeth she.

The lady sprang up suddenly,

The lovely lady, Christabel!

It moaned as near, as near can be,

But what it is she cannot tell. —

On the other side it seems to be,

Of the huge, broad — breasted, old oak tree.

H3 Kpucmaoens
Ilepesoo I'.B. Hseanosa

Kto neau Kpucrabens muneit?

Ee orer Tak HexeH ¢ Heli!

Kyna e oHa Tak Mo31HO UAET
Bnanu ot 3aMKOBBIX BOPOT?

Bcro HOub BUepa cpenib rpe3 HOUHbBIX
E¥i cHuics peluaps, ee JKeHHX,

U xouer oHa B JieCy HOUHOM,

B pasnyke ¢ HUM, TOMOJIUTHCS O HEM.

bpena B 6e3mosiBuM OHa,

U OBl ee 4yTh CIBIIICH B3I0X,
Ha royiom xy0e Obuia 3eneHa
OpnHa omena, 1a peAKHid MOX.
CraB Ha KOJICHU B JIECHOM TJIy1H,
Ona MonmIack OT BCei TymIu.

Ho noansinace TpeBOXKHO BAPYT
[Ipexpacnas nenu Kpucrabdens —
Omna ycrplilana CTpaHHBIH 3BYK,
He capIxanHabIi €10 HATAE TOCEINb,
Kak OyATO CTOHBI OJIU3KO CIIBIITHBI
3a crapbIM IyOOM, C TOH CTOPOHBI.




The night is chill; the forest bare;

Is it the wind that moaneth bleak?

There is not wind enough in the air

To move away the ringlet curl

From the lovely lady's cheek —

There is not wind enough to twirl

The one red leaf, the last of its clan,

That dances as often as dance it can,
Hanging so light, and hanging so high,

On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky.

Hush, beating heart of Christabel!
Jesu, Maria, shield her well!

She folded her arms beneath her cloak,
And stole to the other side of the oak.
What sees she there?

There she sees a damsel bright,

Dressed in a silken robe of white,

That shadowy in the moonlight shone:
The neck that made that white robe wan,
Her stately neck, and arms were bare;
Her blue — veined feet unsandaled were;
And wildly glittered here and there

The gems entangled in her hair.

I guess, 't was frightful there to see

A lady so richly clad as she —

Beautiful exceedingly!

“Mary mother, save me now!”
Said Christabel, “and who art thou?”

The lady strange made answer meet,

And her voice was faint and sweet:

— “Have pity on my sore distress,

I scarce can speak for weariness:

Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear!”
Said Christabel, “How camest thou here?”

Hour xommoaHa, jJec 0OHa)KeH:
MosxeT OBITh, 3TO BeTpa CTOH?

Her, naxe nerkuii BeTepok

He moBeer ceroHs cpeau pakur,

He cnyHer mokoHa ¢ MUJIBIX TIEK,
He menoxuer, He 3aKpyKUT
[Tocnenuuii KpacHbIN JTUCT, BCETIa
['oToBBII IUISICATH Ty, CIOIA,

Tax cj1a00 MoaBENIeHHBIH, TaK JErKO
Ha BepxHel BeTke, TaM, BBICOKO.

Yy! 6bercs cepale y Heil B rpyiu —
Cssrad neBa, ee mmomamnmn!

Pyxu ¢ Monb00i#1 C0KHB 1OJT TUIAIIOM,
O6xoauT 1y0 OHA KPyTroM,

UYro xe BUIUT oHA?

IOnas neBa npenectHa Ha BUJT

B 6enoM 1IENKOBOM IIJIaThEe CHJIMT.
[Tnatbe GyecTUT B JTydax JyHBI,

Ee mes u mneyn oOHaKEHBI,

OT HUX €€ IUIaThe elle OneaHei.
Omna cuauT Ha 3emiie, 0oca,

N nuxue 3Be31bI HBETHBHIX KAMHEHN
brectsT, 3amyTaHsl B ee Bojoca.
KoneuHno, cTpamniHo Junom K JuILy
bbu1o AeBylIKE BCTPETUTH B HOYHOM JIECY
Takyto cTpalHyro Kpacy.

«ITomoru, 6oromaTepb, MHE C BBICOTHI
(I'oBoput Kpucrabens), HO KTO &e ThI?»

Ckazana el Jama TaKue CJIoBa,

U ronoc ee 3Byuan exsa:

«O, mycTh TEOS TPOHET MO Cy/Ib0a,

51 ¢ Tpynom roBopio, 5 Tak cia0a,
[IpoTtstHu MHE pyKYy, HE OOKCS, O HET. ..
Kpucrabens cripocuiia, OTKy1a OHa, ...

FIOFTOR
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> Robert Southey R

Robert Southey (12 August 1774 — 21 March 1843) was
an English poet of the Romantic school, one of the so-called
“Lake Poets”, and Poet Laureate for 30 years from 1813 to his
death in 1843. Although his fame has been long eclipsed by that
of his contemporaries and friends William Wordsworth and
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Southey's verse still enjoys some

popularity.

Southey was also a prolific letter writer, literary
scholar, essay writer, historian and biographer. His biog-
raphies include the life and works of John Bunyan, John
Wesley, William Cowper, Oliver Cromwell and Horatio
Nelson. He was also a renowned scholar of Portuguese and
Spanish literature and history, translating a number of
works from those two languages into English and writing a {7 et
“History of Brazil” and a “History of the Peninsular War”. Perhaps his most enduring contribu-

s

tion to literary history is the children's classic “The Story of the Three Bears”, the original
Goldilocks story, first published in Southey's prose collection “The Doctor”.

Southey’s ideas had shifted from radical socialism to ultra — right monarchism, and his poems
became didactic. His ballad “God's Judgment on a Wicked Bishop” was chosen for translation by
his great Russian contemporary Vasily Zhukovsky.

FOOFTIR

God's Judgment on a Wicked Bishop

The summer and autumn had been so wet,
That in winter the corn was growing yet,
"Twas a piteous sight to see all around
The grain lie rotting on the ground.

Every day the starving poor

Crowded around Bishop Hatto's door,
For he had a plentiful last-year's store,
And all the neighbourhood could tell
His granaries were furnish'd well.

At last Bishop Hatto appointed a day

To quiet the poor without delay;

He bade them to his great Barn repair,

And they should have food for the winter there.

Rejoiced such tidings good to hear,

The poor folk flock'd from far and near;
The great barn was full as it could hold

Of women and children, and young and old.

Then when he saw it could hold no more,
Bishop Hatto he made fast the door;

And while for mercy on Christ they call,
He set fire to the Barn and burnt them all.
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Cyn bo:xuii Ha/1 enUCKONOM
Ilepesoo B.A. JKyxoeckoeo

b 1 neTo 1 0OCeHb MO KIJIUBEI,
bruin moTomieHn! IIa’KUTH, HUBBI,
X1e6 Ha mOoJsAX HE CO3pEeT U MPOoTal;
Crnenascs TON0/; HApOI yMUpAJL.

Ho y enuckona munocteio Heba
[ToaBI aMbapsl OTPOMHBIE XJ1€04;
Kuto cOeper npouioroiHee oH:
bbbt ocToposken enuckon ['aTToH.

PByTCS TONMOM ¥ TOJOAHBIA U HUIIUH
B nBepu enuckona, Tpedys nuIiy;
CKyn ¥ 5)kecTOK ObLT enuckor ["aTToH:
OO6meit 61010 HE TPOHYJICS OH.

Crnymath uX BOIUIM €My HaJI0€J0;

Bort oH pemuics Ha cTpanrHoe 1emo:
benHpIx u3 OMIMKHUX U TaIbHUX CTOPOH,
CapllIHO, CKIUKAET enuckon I'aTToH.

«/J10’kHIM MBI 10 HEKTAHHOTO Yy 1a:
BriHyn enuckon 106po u3 — noJ Cyaa;
bennbix k cebe Ha MUPYIIKY 30BET», —
Tak roBOpUII U3yMJIEHHBIN HAPOJ.




“I'faith 'tis an excellent bonfire!” quoth he,
“And the country is greatly obliged to me,
For ridding it in these times forlorn

Of Rats that only consume the corn”.

So then to his palace returned he,

And he sat down to supper merrily,

And he slept that night like an innocent man;
But Bishop Hatto never slept again.

In the morning as he enter'd the hall
Where his picture hung against the wall,
A sweat like death all over him came,
For the Rats had eaten it out of the frame.

As he look'd there came a man from his farm —
He had a countenance white with alarm;

“My Lord, I open'd your granaries this morn,
And the Rats had eaten all your corn”.

Another came running presently,

And he was pale as pale could be,

“Fly! my Lord Bishop, fly”, quoth he,
“Ten thousand Rats are coming this way, ...
The Lord forgive you for yesterday!”

“I'll go to my tower on the Rhine”, replied he,
“Tis the safest place in Germany;

The walls are high and the shores are steep,
And the stream is strong and the water deep”.

Bishop Hatto fearfully hasten'd away,

And he crost the Rhine without delay,

And reach'd his tower, and barr'd with care

All the windows, doors, and loop — holes there.

He laid him down and closed his eyes;...

But soon a scream made him arise,

He started and saw two eyes of flame

On his pillow from whence the screaming came.

He listen'd and look'd;... it was only the Cat;
And the Bishop he grew more fearful for that,
For she sat screaming, mad with fear

At the Army of Rats that were drawing near.

For they have swum over the river so deep,
And they have climb'd the shores so steep,
And up the Tower their way is bent,

To do the work for which they were sent.

They are not to be told by the dozen or score,
By thousands they come, and by myriads and more,

K cpoky coOpamnucs 3BaHble TOCTH,
bnennsle, yaxiible, Koxka J1a KOCTH;
Crapblii, OTpOMHBII capail OTBOPEH:
B Hem yroctut ux enuckorn I'arToHs.

Bort yx cTonnunuce o KpoBiei capast
Bce mpuniens! U3 OKpyKHOTO Kpas. ..
Kak >xe ux npunsu enuckon I'atTon?
bbu1 M capail ¥ ¢ TOCTSMU COXOKEH.

I'sias enyckon Ha TMemnesn MoKapHbIi,
Hymaet: «byayT MHe Bce 6JaroiapHsl;
Pazom n36aBuI s Iy TKOM MOEi

Kpaii Ha1il rosIoAHBIN OT KaJHBIX MBIIIEI.

B 3amok emuckor k cebe BO3BpaTHIICs,
YXuHAThH cejl, MUPOoBal, BECEIUICs,
Crmaj, Kak HeBUHHBIN, 1 CHOB HE BHUJIAIL. ..
[IpaBna! HO GoJie ¢ TEX MOpP OH HE craj.

YTpoM OH BXOAUT B MOKOM, IJ1€ BUCETH
[IpenkoB mopTpeTsl, U BUAUT, YTO CHEIU
Mpl1u €ro JKMBOIUCHBINA MOPTPET,

TaK, YTO XOJCTUHBI N HpI/I3HaKa HCT.

OHn obomJien; OH OT CTpaxa YyTh JBILIUT. ..
Brpyr oH 4yecHy!0 BEIOMOCTD CIIBIIINT:

«Hama okpyra mMsllaMu IoJiHa,

B xuTHUIIaX CheqeH Bech XJ1e0 /10 3epHay.

Bor u gpyroe B ymax 3arpemelo:

«bor Ha Te0s 3a BueparniHee 1eo!
Kpenkuit TBOM 3aMOK, enrckon ['aTToH,
MpI1u co BCEX 0CaXIat0T CTOPOHY.

Xox 0b11 10 Peiina ot 3aMKa moa3eMHBIH;
B crpaxe enuckon 1opororw TEMHON

K Gepery BbIiTH U3 3aMKa CITCIITUT:

«B Peiinckoii 6amrHe cracych, — TOBOPUT.

bamuHs U3 peiHCKUX BOJ NOABIMAIIACK;
N3panu ocTpbIM yTeCOM Ka3zanach,
['p0o3HO U3 NEeHBI TOpYAIINM, OHA;
CteHbl KpyroMm orpakzalia BOJIHA.

B nerkyto noiKy enuckon caguTcs;

K 6amne nmpuyanui, ABEph 3amnep U MUUTCS
BBepx 1o rpaHUTHBIM KPYTHIM CTYIEHSIM;
B cTpaxe onuH 3aTBOpHIICS OH TaM.

CreHbl U3 cTaau Ka3alaucs CIUTHI,
Bbutn pemeTkaMu OKHa 3a0UTHI,




Such numbers had never been heard of before,
Such a judgment had never been witness'd of yore.

Down on his knees the Bishop fell,

And faster and faster his beads did he tell,
As louder and louder drawing near

The gnawing of their teeth he could hear.

And in at the windows and in at the door,

And through the walls helter — skelter they pour,
And down from the ceiling and up through the
floor,

From the right and the left, from behind and be-
fore,

From within and without, from above and below,
And all at once to the Bishop they go.

They have whetted their teeth against the stones,
And now they pick the Bishop's bones:

They gnaw'd the flesh from every limb,

For they were sent to do judgment on him!

CtaBHM UyryHHBIE, KAMEHHBIN CBO/I,
JIBEpBIO KEIE3HOIO 3aNEPTHIN BXOJ.

VY3HUK HE 3HAET, Ky1a IPUIOTUTHCS,

Ha non, 3axMypuB i1asa, OH JIOKHTCH. . .
Bapyr oH ucnyran CTeHaHbEM Iy XUM:
BenbixHynu SIpKo 1Ba I1a3a HaJ HUM.

CMOTpHUT OH... KOILIKA CUJUT U MSYyUHT;
lNosoc TOT rpelHrKa 1aBUT U MYUUT;
MeudeTcs KOIKa; HEBECEIIO €ii:

UyeT oHa MpUOIMKEHbE MBILICH.

[Tan Ha KONEHU €MUCKOI U KPUKOM
bora 30BeT B HCCTYTIJICHUH JTUKOM.
Boer npecTynHUK... a MBIIIHU TUIBIBYT. ..
brvxe u 6mvke. .. JOTUIBUTH. .. TION3YT.

Bot yx emy B paccTostHUM OJIM3KOM

CapIlIHO, KaK JIE3yT C PONTaHbEM U MHCKOM;

CrpllIHO, KaK CTEHY MX JIAIKH CKpeOyT;
CHpIlTHO, KaK KAMEHb MX 3yOBbI TPBI3YT.

Brpyr BopBasuch HeM30eXKHbBIE 3BEPU;
ChIuTIOTCS IPaIoM CKBO3b OKHA, CKBO3b JIBE-
py,

Cnepenu, c3aau, ¢ OOKOB, C BBICOTHI. ...
Yro TyT, €ENMCKOII, IOYYBCTBOBAJ ThI?

3y0ObI 00 KAMHU OHU HaBOCTPUIIH,
['pentHuKy B KOCTH HUX YKa/THO BITYCTHJIH,
Bech 1o cycraBam paznepHyT ObLT OH. ..
Tax ObL1 Haka3aH enuckoll ['aTToH.

FOFTIR
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When we two parted

When we two parted

In silence and tears,

Half broken — hearted

To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy kiss;

Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to this!

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on my brow —
It felt like the warning
Of what I feel now.

Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame:

I hear thy name spoken,
And share in its shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o’er me —
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not I knew thee
Who knew thee too well:
long, long shall I rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met —

In silence I grieve,

That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.

If I should meet thee

After ling year,

How should I greet thee?
With silence and tears.

5> George Gordon Byron &R

George Gordon Byron, 6th Baron Byron, (22 Janu-
ary 1788 — 19 April 1824), commonly known simply
as Lord Byron, was an English poet and a leading figure in
the Romantic movement. Among Byron's best-known works
are the lengthy narrative poems “Don Juan” and ‘“Childe
Harold's Pilgrimage” and the short lyric “She Walks in
Beauty”. He is regarded as one of the greatest British poets
and remains widely read and influential.

He travelled to fight against the Ottoman Empire in
the Greek War of Independence, for which Greeks revere
him as a national hero. He died at age 36 from a fever con-
tracted while in Missolonghi in Greece.

FOFTIR

MpbI paccTanuch B ciae3ax
Ilepesoo A. @envomana

MBI paccranuce B ciesax,

Tr1 ObLTa XONIO/IHA

W 6nenna, v ry0bI Kak nej.

W s moHsn, 4To £ 3amaady CrojaHa
3a 3TOT HECIAAKUI MeI,.

W xamum pocsl XoI01ui OpoBb,
W K1ATB 3aCTBHIBAN CYpryd.

W s momymai, 4To 3Ty JII000Bb
3amnepeTpb, ¥ BEIOPOCHUTH KITIOY.

A Teneps TBOS cJlaBa U3 YCT B yCTa
CroTbikaeTcs, a OeXKHT.

U s He xoTen ObI TEOE MENIaTh,

U rpycTHO MHE C 3TUM KUTb.

W ums TBOE, Kak CTEKJISIHHBIN 1Iap,

3BEHUT y MEHS B ylLIax.
U xots MHE TeOs NeliCTBUTENIHHO Kallb,
51 He Oyny Tebe MerarTh.




She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow'd to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired the nameless grace

Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o'er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express

How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!

Stanzas for Music

THERE be none of Beauty's daughters
With a magic like thee;

And like music on the waters

Is thy sweet voice to me:

When, as if its sound were causing
The charmed ocean's pausing,

The waves lie still and gleaming,

And the lull'd winds seem dreaming.

And the midnight moon is weaving
Her bright chain o'er the deep,
Whose breast is gently heaving

As an infant's asleep:

So the sprit bows before thee;
With a full but soft emotion,

Like the swell of Summer's ocean.

Omna uger BO Bceili Kpace
Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

OHa uger Bo Bcelt kpace —
Cgertna, Kak HOYb €€ CTPaHBbI.
Bces rnyOp HeGec 1 3Be3/1bI BCe
B ee ouax 3akirodeHsl,

Kak cosHile B yTpeHHel poce,

Ho To1bKO MpakoM CMSTYEHBI.
[IpuGaBuTh Tyd Wb TEHb OTHSTH —
N Gynet yx coBceM He Ta

Bousoc araroBas npsiap,

He Te ria3a, He e ycra

W 1100, rae moMbICIIOB Ne4aTh

Tak Ge3ynpeuHa, Tak 4uCTa.

A 3TOT B3IJISI/L, U LIBET JIAHUT,

U nerkuii cMex, Kak BCIUIECK MOPCKOI,
Bcé€ B HEN 0 MHUpe TOBOPHUT.

OHa B Ayllle XpaHUT MOKOM

N ecnu cyactbe nogapur,

To camoii meaporo pykoit!

FIOFTOR

Crancel 1151 My3bIkH (28 mapma [1816])
Ilepesoo K.J[. banbmonma (1903)

KT0 cpaBHHUTCA B BBICIIEM CIIOPE
Kpacoroii ¢ To60i1?

To4HO My3bIKa Ha MOpE

HexxHb1#1 ronoc TBOM.

To4HO My3bIKa B TyMaHe

Ha nanexom okeane,

B yac, kak BeTpsl, B CIaAKNUX CHAX,
UyTs TpemnenyT Ha BOJIHAX.

B nonHoYb MecsI1l 9y Th KOJBIIIET
Bongb! B rmyouse;

JIoHO MOpS €M ABIIINUT,

Kak nuts Bo cHe.

Tax gymia, moiHa MEYTOIO,
UyTKO IBIMINUT KPACOTOXO;
HexHo B Helt pacTeT npuboii,
3ayapoBaHHBIN TOOOH.

FOFTIR
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“Childe Harold's Pilgrimage” is a lengthy narrative poem in four parts written by Lord By-
ron. It was published between 1812 and 1818 and is dedicated to “lanthe”. The poem describes the
travels and reflections of a world — weary young man who, disillusioned with a life of pleasure and
revelry, looks for distraction in foreign lands. In a wider sense, it is an expression of the melancholy
and disillusionment felt by a generation weary of the wars of the post-Revolutionary and Napoleon-
ic eras. The title comes from the term childe, a medieval title for a young man who was a candidate

for knighthood.

FIOFTOR

Canto the First (fragment)

L.

Oh, thou, in Hellas deemed of heavenly birth,
Muse, formed or fabled at the minstrel’s will!
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth,
Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill:
Yet there I’ve wandered by thy vaunted rill;
Yes! sighed o’er Delphi’s long-deserted shrine
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is still;
Nor mote my shell awake the weary Nine

To grace so plain a tale — this lowly lay of mine.

11.

Whilome in Albion’s isle there dwelt a youth,
Who ne in virtue’s ways did take delight;
But spent his days in riot most uncouth,

And vexed with mirth the drowsy ear of Night.
Ah, me! in sooth he was a shameless wight,
Sore given to revel and ungodly glee;

Few earthly things found favour in his sight
Save concubines and carnal companie,

And flaunting wassailers of high and low de-
gree.

1.

Childe Harold was he hight: — but whence his
name

And lineage long, it suits me not to say;
Suffice it, that perchance they were of fame,
And had been glorious in another day:

But one sad losel soils a name for aye,
However mighty in the olden time;

Nor all that heralds rake from coffined clay,
Nor florid prose, nor honeyed lines of rhyme,
Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime.

IIECHbBb ITIEPBAS

Ilepesoo B. Jlesuxa
1.
He 161 716 cibl1a HEOECHOM B APEBHEM MUDE,
O Mys3a, nous [1033un 3eMHOM,
U ne 1ebs b OecuecTunn Ha Jupe
Bce pudmaun npectymHOO pyKOii!
Jla He mocMero TBOM CMYTHUTh MOKOM!
Xotb ObL1 4 B [lenbdax, ciyial, Kak B IyCTbIHE
TBoI1 KIIFOY 3BEHUT cepeOPsIHON BOJIHOIA,
[Ipocroii paccka3 MOl HAUMHAs HBIHE,
51 He ep3HY B3bIBaTh O MOMOIIU K OOTHHE.
2.
XKun B Ans6uone roHoma. CBoit Bek
OH nocBsIaN JUIlb Pa3BICUYECHbSIM MIPa3IHbIM,
B Ge3ymHoI xax e pagocTel U HeT
PacnyTcTBOM HE THyIIasch 6€300pa3HbIM,
Jly1ioro npeaaH HU3MEHHbBIM coOJa3HaM,
Ho uy>xJ paBHO ¥ 4YECTH U CTHIY,
OH B Mupe BO3/1100MJI MHOT00Opa3HOM,
VBbI! UMb KPATKUX CBSI3EH uepemsy
Jla coOyTHUIBHUKOB BECEIIYIO OpJy.

3.

Omn 3Bascs Yaitnba-Iaponsa. He Bce paBHO .
Kakum oH Ben GnecTsmum npenkam cuer!
XOTb U B IpaKAaHCTBE, U HAa OpaHHOM I0JIe
OHM CHUCKAJIU CIIaBYy U MOYET,

Ho ocpamur n camMblii Tyqimmii pox

OnuH Oe3/1eNbHUK, pa3BpallleHHbIH JICHbIO,
TyT HE TOMOKET BOPOX JIBCTUBBIX O],

W ne npupamp, XBanick GaMHIbHON CEHbIO,
[lopoky — uMcTOTY, HEBUHHOCTb — IIPECTYTLIEHBIO.

FOFTIR
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FIOFTOR

IV.

Childe Harold basked him in the noontide sun,
Disporting there like any other fly,

Nor deemed before his little day was done
One blast might chill him into misery.

But long ere scarce a third of his passed by,
Worse than adversity the Childe befell;

He felt the fulness of satiety:

Then loathed he in his native land to dwell,
Which seemed to him more lone than eremite’s
sad cell.

V.

For he through Sin’s long labyrinth had run,
Nor made atonement when he did amiss,

Had sighed to many, though he loved but one,
And that loved one, alas, could ne’er be his.
Ah, happy she! to ‘scape from him whose kiss

Had been pollution unto aught so chaste;

Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss,
And spoiled her goodly lands to gild his waste,
Nor calm domestic peace had ever deigned to
taste.

VL.

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart,
And from his fellow bacchanals would flee;
’Tis said, at times the sullen tear would start,
But pride congealed the drop within his e’e:
Apart he stalked in joyless reverie,

And from his native land resolved to go,

And visit scorching climes beyond the sea;
With pleasure drugged, he almost longed for
woe,

And e’en for change of scene would seek the
shades below.

4.

Bcerynas B neBATHaAATHIN CBOW IO/,

Kak moTbUIeK, pe3Buiics oH, mopxasd,

He nompIuisan o ToM, 4TO A€HB TPOUIET —
U xomogoMm moBeeT ThMa HOUHAS.

Ho Bapyr, B pacuBeTe ;KM3HEHHOTO Mas,
3aroBOpMIIO MPECHIIIEHBE B HEM,

bone3ns yma u cepaia pokosas,

M nokasanoch MEP3KHUM BCE KPYTOM:
TropbMOIO — pOIMHA, MOTWIION — OTYHM JIOM.

5.

OH coBecTH HE 3HaJI YKOPOB CTPOTUX

W cieno men 10pororo CTpacTen.

JIroOun oHy — mpesnbInai JJI000BbI0 MHO-
THUX,

JIroOun — 1 He Ha3Ball €€ CBOEH.

U 6naro yckonb3HYBIIEH OT ceTeit
PasBpaTHuKa, 4TO, OJIN3 KEHBI CKyJas,
Bbesxan Obl BHOBb Ha OYyHHBIN TP Apy3eid
W, Bce, uTo B3I IPUAAHBIM, pacToyas,
Yysxnancs 6 pagocTeil cynpyKeckoro pas.
6.

Ho B cepaue Yaiinsa rimyxyro 00ib yHeC,
W nacnaxxaeHNH Kakaa B HEM OCThIIA,

U yacTo O1eck ero BHE3amHbIX ClIe3
JInmb ropAocTh BO3MYILIEHHAs racuia.
Mex TeM TOCKH SI3BUTENbHAS CUjla

3BaJla NOKUHYTh Kpai, Iie BBIPOC OH, —
Yy>xux Hebec NpUBETCTBOBATh CBETUIIA;
OH 3Baj nevaib, BECEIbEM MPECHILIEH,
['oToB ObL1 B a1 6exaTh, HO OPOCUTH Allb-
OMOH.

FOFTOIR

The poem contains elements thought to be autobiographical, as Byron generated some of the
storyline from experience gained during his travels through Portugal, the Mediterranean
and Aegean Sea between 1809 and 1811. The “lanthe” of the dedication was the term of endear-
ment he used for Lady Charlotte Harley. Throughout the poem Byron, in character of Childe Har-
old, regretted his wasted early youth, hence re — evaluating his life choices and re — designing him-
self through going on the pilgrimage, during which he lamented on various historical events includ-
ing the Iberian Peninsular War among others.

Despite Byron's initial hesitation at having the first two cantos of the poem published be-
cause he felt it revealed too much of himself, it was published, at the urging of friends, by John
Murray in 1812, and brought both the poem and its author to immediate and unexpected public at-
tention. Byron later wrote, “I awoke one morning and found myself famous”.

FOFTOIR
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Byron and Lermontov.
Personality. Creativity. Destiny
FOFTOIR

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion’s full herd?
Why crouch to her leaders, or cringe to her rules?
Why bend to the proud, or applaud the absurd?
Why search for delight in the friendship of fools?
G.G. Byron

I’'m young; but in my heart swell forceful sound,
And aim the chords of Byron I to strike;
We share one soul between us, and endure the same wounds,
O, if our destinies were also alike!..
M.Y. Lermontov

Diversity unites people and works for a better world. Awareness of this helps England and
Russia to both appreciate their national achievements and develop further, to enhance their virtues
and reduce or eliminate their weak points, if any.

Be that as it may, Great Britain and Russia have had many clashes over the centuries of their
coexistence as European states. The inability of politicians to find acceptable solutions for upcom-
ing problems frequently led us to fighting each other, as if wars can give conciliation. At all times,
however, there remains something that is not determined by the current political context. This part
of our life and culture cannot exist without freedom, as exemplified by literature, a world of its own
where any talented person has the authority to express his feelings and convey ideas without re-
strictions.

Even though considered illegal from time to time, the “freedom of speech” in literature has
never ceased to exist, thanks to people who were brave enough to express their opinion. Most of
them were not motivated by earning money or fame; rather, they worked for the sake of the society
and their efforts always evoked response in the public, uniting people in different countries.

Byron and Lermontov (15.10.1814 — 15.07.1841) are outstanding poets, leading figures in
the literary history of their countries, and great contributors to world culture. Both poets became
known during periods of political reaction to crises (England’s war with France, which lasted for
more 20 years) or social disorders (the Decembrist’s uprising in Russia), which were associated
with political, ideological, and economic repressions, as well as restrictions on human rights. On the
other hand, the situation in both countries freed the people from illusions and prompted them to crit-
ically analyze errors that were made and examine the reality. In this sense, the reaction prepared the
onset of a new epoch, marked by revolutionary and democratic transformations in the social devel-
opment of our countries. It is, in this sense as well, that we may view Byron and Lermontov as con-
temporaries, even though they belonged to different generations.

Curiously enough, the biographies of our heroes have many common features, even in their
childhood, a period that determines the character in subsequent life of any person.

Byron’s grandfather committed suicide in 1779. His mother Catherine had to sell her land
and title to pay her husband’s debts.

Lermontov’s mother, Mariya Arsenieva, died when he was three years old. The poet’s father
was in a conflict with Yelizaveta Alekseyevna (Mariya’s mother), who devoted all her love to her
grandson and took the trouble of bringing him up. As a result of pampering or continuing tension in
the family, Lermontov as a child developed a strange and arrogant temper.

Both men were very talented. In addition to being poets, both were gifted as artist. Of course,
the both received very good education, which improved their innate poetic skills.

They also fell in love at a very young age. When Lermontov was ten, he fell sick. And
Yelizaveta Alekseyevna took him to the Caucasus, where the climate was better. There, young
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Lermontov fell in love for the first time. Byron’s first love included Mary Duff, Margaret Parker
and Mary Chaworth.

It was always obvious that both poets were very noble, and this was never darkened by their
notoriously difficult characters. Both were rebellious from childhood and to the gravem hence con-
flicts with the society and continual attempts to oppose themselves to “mob” and the whole world,
in which the viewed themselves as aliens.

Lermontov was a true successor and, in a sense, a pupil of Byron. In 1829, Lermontov, ob-
viously inspired by Byron, started learning English. In 1830, He mastered the language well enough
to read Byron’s verse in the original. This made it possible to adopt certain techniques of composi-
tion; as a consequence, the influence of Byron on Lermontov became even more pronounced.

Moreover, Lermontov was one of the best translators of Byron. His early translations were
rather liberal, but Byron’s verse was translated very carefully. In 1830, Lermontov composed a po-
em “To ***” in which he compares himself with Byron:

I’'m young; but in my heart swell forceful sound,

And aim the chords of Byron I to strike;

We share one soul between us, and endure the same wounds;
O, if our destinies were also alike!..

I'’ve too sought freedom and escape in roaming...

For both poets, their art was much like a confession. In most cases, they served as prototypes
of their characters. However, Byron wrote most of his poems as a story of his own, describing one
person, whereas Lermontov described the whole generation to which he belonged.

Lermontov knew that Byron inspired him to become a poet, but he did not remain an imita-
tor of his master and gradually developed into a bearer of a national mission. His last poems have
little, if anything, in common with Byron’s art. The style, poetics, and characteristic, philosophical
discourse create a fingerprint that allows unmistakable identification. Nevertheless, it is Byron who
gave birth to Lermontov as a poet, and the spiritual association between the two persists even where
no influence can be traced.

The theme of continuation and incarnation of the personality, creativity and destiny of one
great poet in the personality, creativity and destiny of another great poet is voluminous in content
and emotionally intense. The destiny of a true poet is always determined by the personality itself of
the poet, his personal secret of creativity, the mystery of his predestination and also by the time,
where he belongs.

The two poets who expressed the pain, desperation, problems, ideas, passion, and love of
their time are Byron in England and Lermontov in Russia. And that is why we have the right to term
them heroes of their time, heroes of their epoch.

No, I'm not Byron: I am yet.
Another choice for the sacred dole,
Like him — a persecuted soul,
But only for the Russian set.
(Translated by Yevgeny Bonver)
FIOFTOIOR
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R%) Percy Bysshe Shelley R

Percy Bysshe Shelley (4 August 1792 — 8 July 1822) was
one of the major English Romantic poets and is regarded by crit-
ics as among the finest lyric poets in the English language. A
radical in his poetry as well as his political and social views,
Shelley did not achieve fame during his lifetime, but recognition
for his poetry grew steadily following his death. Shelley was a
key member of a close circle of visionary poets and writers that
included Lord Byron; Leigh Hunt; Thomas Love Peacock; and
his own second wife, Mary Shelley, the author of “Frankenstein”.

Shelley is perhaps best known for such classic poems as
“Ozymandias”, “Ode to the West Wind”, “To a Skylark”,
“Music”, “When Soft Voices Die”, “The Cloud” and “The
Masque of Anarchy”.

FIOFTOR

To Wordsworth Bopacsopry

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaxa

Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know [Toat [Tpupobl, Thl TOPIOELIL BHOBD

That things depart which never may return:
Childhood and youth, friendship and love's first glow,
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to mourn.

These common woes I feel. One loss is mine
Which thou too feel'st, yet I alone deplore.
Thou wert as a lone star, whose light did shine
On some frail bark in winter's midnight roar:

Thou hast like to a rock-built refuge stood
Above the blind and battling multitude:
In honored poverty thy voice did weave

Songs consecrate to truth and liberty, —
Deserting these, thou leavest me to grieve,
Thus having been, that thou shouldst cease to be.

O TOM, 4TO MUHYJIO U HE BEpHETCSI.
JHu neTcTBa, I0OHOCTH, ApYyk0a U JTHOO0BB —
OO0 3TUX CHax rpyCTUThH JIUIIH OCTACTCS.

S 3nar0 31y rpycts. Ho HUKOra

ThI HE AeIM CO MHOM APYTroil MeYau...
Thl, CIIOBHO OOMHOKAsS 3BE3/14,

Mepuan Hajx mIXyHOU B OypHOM, 3UMHEM
LIKBaJIE.

ThI HEPUCTYITHOW BBICUIICS CKAJIOU
Han ocnennenHoi, SpoCTHOW TOIMOM. .
B nouetHoit 6enHOCTH BCeraa cTpeMuiics

K CBobone, x [IpaBne TBOIi 3BEHSIINIA CTHX...
TakoB TbI ObLJI, TETIEPh Thl U3MEHUJICS, —
O, Kak MHE aJib, YTO THI 3a0bL1 0 HUX!

FOFTOIR
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Stanzas Written In Dejection Near Naples

The sun is warm, the sky is clear,

The waves are dancing fast and bright,

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear

The purple noon's transparent might,

The breath of the moist air is light,

Around its unexpanded buds;

Like many a voice of one delight,

The winds', the birds', the ocean floods',
The City's voice itself, is soft like Solitude's.

I see the Deep's untrampled floor

With green and purple seaweeds strown;

I see the waves upon the shore,

Like light dissolved in star — showers, thrown:
I sit upon the sands alone, —

The lightning of the noontide ocean

[s flashing round me, and a tone

Arises from its measured motion,

How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion.

Alas! I have nor hope nor health,
or peace within nor calm around,
or that content surpassing wealth

The sage in meditation found,
And walked with inward glory crowned —
or fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure.
Others [ see whom these surround —
Smiling they live, and call life pleasure;
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.

Some might lament that I were cold,

As I, when this sweet day is done,

'Which my lost heart, too soon grown old,
Insults with this untimely moan;

They might lament — for I am one

'Whom men love not, — and yet regret,

Unlike this day which, when the sun

Shall on its stainless glory set,

Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory yet.
Yet now despair itself is mild,

Even as the winds and waters are;

I could lie down like a tired child,

And weep away the life of care

'Which I have borne and yet must bear,

Till death like sleep might steal on me,

And I might feel in the warm air

My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea
Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony.
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Crancel, HanucanHble 0,113 Heamoust
B YacC YHbIHUS
Ilepesoo K. barbmonma

Cuset HeOO COJIHIIEM SICHEIM,

Urpaer ObIcTpas BoJHA,

[Ipo3payHbIM NOJIIHEM, HEXKHO — KPaCHBIM,
Ilenb CHEXXHBIX TOp O3apeHa:

3emiisl, CTPSIXHYB OKOBBI CHa,
braxxeHCTBOM IOYEK JBIIIUT CHOBA,

B BeTpax u B eHbE NTHUIL — BECHA,

W B 3ByKax pokoTa MOPCKOTO.

311ech HEKEH JaXKe I'yJl CMSITEHbs TOPOJICKOTO.
W3 rnyOuHbI, ¢ MOPCKOTO JHA,

['naaaT nogBOIHBIE pacTEHbS,

WX 3e5eHb ¢ KpacHBIM CIUIETEHA;

B BoIHE — BCEX CBETOB OTPAKEHBE,

Kak 3Be31HBII 10K1b — €€ ABHKEHBE.
OnuH BCTpEvaroch s ¢ BECHOM,

W okean, Tas BOJIHEHbE,

[Toet pa3mepHOIO BOJIHOM, —

O, ecnu 651 Tenepb ObUT KTO-HUOYAb CO MHOM!
VBol! S uyxn HageX I, ydacTbs,

BuyTpu — pazzop, HET Mupa — BHe,

S 4y ¥ HApCTBEHHOTO CYACThSI,

UYto 3HaeT MyApbIN B TUILMHE,

JKuBs cosHaHbeM, Kak BO CHE,

YBEeHUYaH BHYTPEHHEIO CIIaBOU;

Hu nack, H1 CHOB, HU BJIaCTH MHE.
Jpyrue xu3Hb 30BYyT 3a0aBOM, —

HNuas yama MHe, ¢ XOJIOTHOKO OTPaBOM.

Ho 3xeck, rae BeTepok, myTs,

BoznymiHo BeeT Ha mpocTope,

S, xak ycranoe auTs,

XoTen Obl BBIIJIAKAThH BCE TOPE,

3aechk CKOpOb HEXKHA, KaK TPYCTh BO B30PE;
S 3gech xoten Obl, B cBETE AHS,

YCHYTB, OCTBITh H XaTh, YTO MOPE,
Heymonkaemo 3BeHs,

CBoii THIMH MHE TIPOTIOET, OartOKast MEHS.
BBITh MOXET, KTO U MOXKaJIeeT,

UYro st 3a0BIJICSI BEUHBIM CHOM.

Kaxk s, moHsB, 4To eHb ciabeer,

Ckop0Ou1t0 10 BpEMEHH O HEM;

Ha, 1 onuH U3 TeX, 0 KOM

KanerT — mycTh UM HET MIPU3HAHbS;

Ho st HecpoieH ¢ 3TuM aHEM.

OH cBeTHT, a YMPET CUSIHbE,

OH Oy et uThb erle, Kak OJIeCK BOCIOMHHAHBSI.




FIOFTOR

To The Men Of England (1819)

Men of England, wherefore plough
For the lords who lay ye low?
Wherefore weave with toil and care
The rich robes your tyrants wear?

Wherefore feed and clothe and save,
From the cradle to the grave,

Those ungrateful drones who would
Drain your sweat — nay, drink your blood?

Wherefore, Bees of England, forge
Many a weapon, chain, and scourge,
That these stingless drones may spoil
The forced produce of your toil?

Have ye leisure, comfort, calm,
Shelter, food, love's gentle balm?
Or what is it ye buy so dear

With your pain and with your fear?

The seed ye sow another reaps;
The wealth ye find another keeps;
The robes ye weave another wears;
The arms ye forge another bears.

Sow seed, — but let no tyrant reap;

Find wealth, — let no imposter heap;
Weave robes, — let not the idle wear;
Forge arms, in your defence to bear.

Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells;

In halls ye deck another dwells.

Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see
The steel ye tempered glance on ye.

With plough and spade and hoe and loom,
Trace your grave, and build your tomb,
And weave your winding-sheet, till fair
England be your sepulchre!

My:xkam AHr1UM
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka

AHrIIM4aHe, moueMy
[Toxopunuch Bbl spMy?
OTuero mpocToit Hapo.
Tker u nmamet Ha rocnon?

Jlnsg yero BaM oJieBaTh

B menk u 6apxat Bairy 3HaTh,
OTtnaBath el KpOBb U MO3T,
JloObIBaTh €l M ¥ BOCK?

[Tuensl AHIIIMM, 3aUeM
Co3znaBaTh OpYKbe TEM,
Kto octraBui BaM Tpyibl,
A cebe Oepert TuToBI?

I'me y Bac moko#, 1ocyr,
Mup, 11060Bb, CEMEIHBIN KPYT,
X7neb HACYIIHBIN, TeTUTBIN 10M,
3apaboTaHHBIN TpyIOM?

Kto He ceer — xatBe pan,
KTo0 He nmer — nenur Knam,
W Meuom rpo3ut He TOT,
KTo B orue ero kyer.

JKuunre x11e6 cebe Ha cTO,
TkuTe TKaHb 1718 TEX, KTO rojl
Kyiite Monorom meramn,
YroObl Bac OH 3aIuIial.

BEI, mogBanbHBIC JKUIBIEI,
Jlopaam cTpoute ABOPIIHI,
W Bamm nenu coTHeil ri1a3
I'magsar ¢ HacMemkoro Ha Bac.

Morwuity poer 3eMIIeKoIl,

Y cepaHblii MIOTHUK JaIUT TPo0,
U Genblil caBaH IIBET MIBES
Tebe, bpuranus most!

FIOFTOR
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Ozymandias

I met a traveller from an antique land

'Who said: “Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed.

And on the pedestal these words appear —

“My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”
othing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away”.

O3uMmanansa
Ilepesoo K. bBanemonma

S BcTpeTwIl IyTHUKA, OH LLEN U3 CTPaH JaJIeKUX
W MHe ckazan: Baiau, riae BEYHOCTh CTOPOXKUT
[TycTbIiHU TUIIUHY, CPEIU TIECKOB ITyOOKHX
OO6JIOMOK CcTaTyu pacHaBIINICS JICKHUT.

W3 nomycTepThIX 4epT CKBO3UT HaIMEHHbBIN
IUIAMEHb —

Xenanbe 3acTaBNsATH BECh MUP ceO€ CIY>KUTh;
Basitens OnbITHBIN BIOXKWIT B O€3TyIITHBII KaMEHb
Te cTpacTu, YTO CMOIJIM CTOJIEThS IEPEKUTb.
U coxpanun cioBa 00JIOMOK W3BasHbS:

«51 — O3uManus, 1 — MOILHBIN Laph Lapen!
BarissHuTe Ha MOM BEIIMKHE ACSIHBS,

Brnanpiku Bcex BpeMeH, BCEX CTpaH U BCEX MOpeii!»
Kpyrom Het Huuero... I'myGokoe Mom4yaHse. ..
ITycTeiasa mepTBas... 1 HeOeca Haa HEH. ..

FOGFTIR

Summer and Winter
Published 1829

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon,

Towards the end of the sunny month of June,
When the north wind congregates in crowds
The floating mountains of the silver clouds
From the horizon — and the stainless sky

Opens beyond them like eternity.

All things rejoiced beneath the sun; the weeds,
The river, and the cornfields, and the reeds;

The willow leaves that glanced in the light breeze,

And the firm foliage of the larger trees.
sokok

It was a winter such as when birds die

In the deep forests; and the fishes lie
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes
Even the mud and slime of the warm lakes
A wrinkled clod as hard as brick; and when,
Among their children, comfortable men
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold:
Alas, then, for the homeless beggar old!

JleTo u 3uma
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka

BELI ocnenuTenbHBIN HIOHBCKUM JCHb.

TpeBoXUTH BOLy BETPY OBLIO JICHD.

Ha ropuzonTte rpoMOo31MINCh Ky4un

[TnaBy4ux rop — cepeOpsiHbIC Ty4H.

W HEOOCKIOH CHUSI HAJl TOJIOBOM

be3monH010, KaKk BEYHOCTh, CUHEBOIA.

Bce panoBanocs: jiec, peka U HUBBIL.

[ToGeckuBamu B POIIE JIUCThS UBBI.

W menecrena B TUIIMHE eaBa

Jly60B CcTONIETHHX TIJIOTHAS JIUCTBA. ..
sekok

brina 3uMa — Takas, 94To ¢ BeTBEH

KomMoukoMm OebIM maan Bopooeii.

3aKOBaHHEIC B JICJSTHBIC TJIbIOBL,

B peunbIx riyOMHAxX 3abIXaJIUCh PHIOBI.

N 1o cux nop He 3aMep3aBIINMA WIT

B o3epax Termnpix, CMOPIIUBIIUCH, 3aCThLIL.

B takyto HOUb B Me€4ax MbUIAJIO IJIaMs,

XO035IMH C IOMOYa/IlIaMH, C JPY3bsIMU

Cuzen u ciyman, Kak TPeIuT MOpPO3...

Ho rope 65110 TEM, KTO T0 1 60C!

FOFTIR
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50 Alfred Tennyson R

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 1st Baron Tennyson (6 Au-
gust 1809 — 6 October 1892) was Poet Laureate of Great Brit-
ain and Ireland during much of Queen Victoria's reign and re-
mains one of the most popular British poets.

Much of his verse was based on classical mythological
themes, such as Ulysses, although “In Memoriam A.H.H.” was
written to commemorate his best friend Arthur Hallam, a fellow
poet and fellow student at Trinity College, Cambridge, who was
engaged to Tennyson's sister, but died from a brain haemorrhage
before they could marry. Tennyson also wrote some notable blank
verse including “Idylls of the King”, “Ulysses”, and “Tithonus”.

A number of phrases from Tennyson's work have be-
come commonplaces of the English language, including
“Nature, red in tooth and claw”, “Tis better to have loved and
lost / Than never to have loved at all”, “Theirs not to reason
why, / Theirs but to do and die”, “My strength is as the strength
of ten, / Because my heart is pure”, “To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield”, “Knowledge comes,
but Wisdom lingers”, and “The old order changes, yielding place to new”. He is second most frequently
quoted writer in “The Oxford Dictionary of Quotations™ after Shakespeare.

“The Lady of Shalott” is a Victorian ballad. Like Tennyson’s other early poems — “Sir Lancelot
and Queen Guinevere” and “Galahad” — the poem recasts Arthurian subject matter loosely based on
medieval sources. The poem was particularly popular amongst artists of the Pre-Raphaelite movement,
who shared Tennyson's interest in Arthuriana; several of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood made paint-
ings based on episodes from the poem. John William Waterhouse painted three episodes. In 1888, he
painted the Lady setting out for Camelot in her boat; this work is now in the Tate Gallery.

FIOFTOR

The Lady of Shalott Jlean HlajgoTtT
Ilepesoo C. Jluxauesoti

Part I

On either side the river lie Yacmo [

Long fields of barley and of rye, [To Geperam peku Jerau

That clothe the wold and meet the sky; IToJis BO3AEIaHHOM 3eMIIH,

And through the field the road runs by Yto ¢ HEOOM CXOIATCS BAAIH,
To many-towered Camelot; A depe3 JIyT — TporIa B IMBUTH

And up and down the people go, YBoauT k 3amMKky Kamernor.

Gazing where the lilies blow [TpoxoasT moam yepeaou,

Round an island there below, [nsnsaT Tyaa, Tie Haa Bogon

The island of Shalott. Kagaet mummn npuboit

Willows whiten, aspens quiver, Bxpyr octposa Illanorr.

Little breezes dusk and shiver HpemiroT OyKu, HUKHYT UBBI,

Through the wave that runs for ever BeTrepok KoJbIIIET HUBBI,

By the island in the river Bomnbl BeuHOTO MpunBa
Flowing down to Camelot. MumMo ocTpoBa JICHUBO

Four gray walls, and four gray towers, Karsr k 3amkxy Kamernor.

Overlook a space of flowers, bamien yetsipex rpoMabt

And the silent isle embowers [TomHMMAaIOTCS HAJ CaJIOM
The Lady of Shalott. To — 6e3moBHas orpaja

By the margin, willow veiled Bonme6onunst Hlanorr.

Slide the heavy barges trailed Konu noj 3eneHoit cenpto

By slow horses; and unhailed TsHYT OapKH 110 TEUEHBIO,

The shallop flitteth silken-sailed IToxopssich TYHOBEHLIO,
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Skimming down to Camelot: YemHOKH KPBIJIaTOW TEHBIO
But who hath seen her wave her hand? Muarcs k 3amky Kamenor.
Or at the casement seen her stand? Ho xTo B Kakue BpemeHa
Or is she known in all the land, Ee npumeTni y okHa?
The Lady of Shalott? N3BecTHa 11h B TEX Kpasx OHA
Only reapers, reaping early Bonme6nwua [lamort?
In among the bearded barley, Jlums censiHe, 4TO ¢ paccBETOM
Hear a song that echoes cheerly JKaTtb oBec BEIXOISIT JIETOM,
From the river winding clearly, CrpIat mecHb: MpHU 3BYKE ITOM
Down to towered Camelot: OX0 paJOCTHBIM OTBETOM
And by the moon the reaper weary, Bynut 3amok Kamenor.
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, PoBHO cHOM K CHOIY JIOJKUTCH,
Listening, whispers “Tis the fairy U, ycrano BHeMIIs, KHUITBI
Lady of Shalott™. [HenmuyT: «2TO — YapOBHUIIA,
I'ocnoxa lanorT».

Part I ) Yacmo I
There she weaves by night and day Yacami IONTHMH TP

A magic web with colours gay. OHa BOMIIEGHBII TKET HAPSI.

She has heard a whisper say, [IpOKJIATBIO COBITHCS, TOBOPST,
A curse is on her if she stay Konb Tpy mpepBeT oHa, 4To6 B3I

To look down to Camelot. CxkJ1oHUTH Ha 3aMOK Kameror.
She knows not what the curse may be, Eif CyTh IPOKISTHS HE SCHA
o

And so she weaveth steadily, Ho TKeT ¢ ycep/ieM oHa
And little other care hath she, K MHBIM 3260TaM xonon};a

The Lady of Shalott. Bonme6Huma aorr.
And moving through a mirror clear OHa ClIeTuT urpy TeHeii

That hangs before her all the year, B npo3patHOM 3epKajie; mpej Heil

Shadows of the world appear. B M3BeuHOM CMEHe JeT H IHeH
There she sees the highway near TTpoXoHT Yepesa ogeit

Winding down to Camelot: To nopore B Kameor.

There the river eddy whirls, KTioun Ha mepeKatax GbIoT;

And there the curly village-churls, VTpIOMBIil lepeBeHcKHii o
And the red cloaks of market girls, W 5KeHbI ¢ SPMApKH GpeIyT

Pass onward from Shalott. Or octposa I11anorT.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, Upe/ia IPHABOPHBIX KaBaIbKaL
An abbot on an ambling pad, Ha cMEpHOM MepHHe — aGoar,
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, TTopoif NacTyx, TOHs TEIsT

Or long-haired page in crimson clad, b IOHbIH na>;< B TLIALIE Ilz) ST

Goes by to towered Camelqt; TpoxomaT K 3amKy Kamernor.
And sometimes through the mirror blue Tlopoii B 3epKATBHO MIIe FTy6HH

The knights come riding two and two: BO3HUKHET KOHHBIH TTANaIHH,
She hath no loyal knight and true, He oTj1a71 cepyIiia Hu OJTHH
The Lady of Shalott. Bomme6uuue HIanorr.
But in her web she still delights Ho mo6o eif cruteTath B y30p
To weave the mirror's magic sights, BHJIeHUS, YTO IPA3HAT B3OP;
For often through the silent nights TTopoii, TOPHKeECTBEHHO — HecKop,

A funeral, Wlth plumes and lights JIpOT MOTPEGATBHBIX CKOPGHBIIT XOp
And music, went to Camelot: VBomuT K 3aMKy Kamernor:

Or when the moon was overhead, Pa3 BOE B 3apeBe JIyHbI

Came two young lovers lately wed; I111H, MOJIOJBI ¥ BIFOGICHEL
“I am half sick of shadows”, said U momeHna: «He B pasiocTb — CHBI
. 2

The Lady of Shalott. Bonme6uuma Iaorr.
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Part 111
A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
He rode between the barley-sheaves,
The sun came dazzling through the leaves,
And flamed upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot.
A red-cross knight for ever kneeled
To a lady in his shield,
That sparkled on the yellow field,
Beside remote Shalott.
The gemmy bridle glittered free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang merrily
As he rode down to Camelot:
And from his blazoned baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,
Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewelled shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burned like one burning flame together,
As he rode down to Camelot.

As often through the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
Moves over still Shalott.
His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
On burnished hooves his war-horse trode;
From underneath his helmet flowed
His coal-black curls as on he rode,
As he rode down to Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He flashed into the crystal mirror,
“Tirra lira”, by the river
Sang Sir Lancelot.
She left the web, she left the loom,
She made three paces through the room,
She saw the water-lily bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,
She looked down to Camelot.
Out flew the web and floated wide;
The mirror cracked from side to side;
“The curse is come upon me”, cried
The Lady of Shalott.

Part IV

In the stormy east-wind straining,

The pale yellow woods were waning,

The broad stream in his banks complaining,
Heavily the low sky raining

Yacmy 111

JIyd conHLa B KpOHax 3acusli,
3aKkercsi CBETOM JIaT MEeTaJlI:
To, KpenocTHOW MUHYS Ball,

ITo coxaTeIM HEBaAM MpOE3KaI
OTtBaxkHbIl JIaHIIENOT.

I'ep0 Ha muTE: MPET TOCTIOKOM
Konena npexnoHwu repoi;
Jlyuuncst oTOaecK 30710TON
bmms octposa Illanorr.
IToBoaws ykpaman arar,

Kak 3Be311 KpucTaLibl, 4TO TOPAT
B xopoHe 3010ThIX Mes;
3BEHEIU KOJIOKOJIBLIBI B JIa]1
[oporoii k 3amky Kamenor.
CBepkaiia nepeBsi3b ¢ repoom,
U por myuuncs cepedpom;

3BOH J1aT OyIWJI MOJISI, KaK TPOM,
bmm3 octposa Illanorr.
ITorosxue cuHenu nanu:
Kamenns Ha ceqie cusiim,
[{BeTHBIE IEPHS 1IJIEM BEHYAIIH,
U cnoBHO mnaMs nosibIxanii,
Hoporoii k 3amMKky Kamenor.
Tak, 3aTmeBast 38311 y30D,

B nypnypHo# HOUM MeTeop
[IponocuTcs, Iy4ucT U CKOp,
Han octposom Illanorr.

B3op npsim u cMen, aymia sicHa,
Jlo cambIX 1uied, Kak CMOJIb YEPHa,
Crnajasna JOKOHOB BOJIHA

Toro, KTo MOCTyIb CKaKyHa
Hanpasun k 3amxy Kamenor.
I'magp 3epKaIbHO — KOJITOBCKAst
3amepuana, oTpaxas:
«Tuppa-nupay», — mpoesxas,
ITen cap Jlanuenor.

OHa, 3a0bIB O IIOJIOTHE

U npsnke, BcTana, 4Tod B OKHE
V¥3peTh KyBILIMHKHM Ha BOJIHE,

M managuna Ha KOHE,
BarsinyTh Ha 3amok Kamenor.
Tkanb Mpovb YHECEHA OblIa,

W packononace riiajap CTEKIa;
«COBLIOCH POKIIATHEY, — BO33BaJa
Bonme6numna lanorr.

Yacmo IV

ITopeiBam BeTpa ycTynas,
Jlec oceimancs, NoHUKas;
3110 IEHUJIach BOJIHA pEYHasl;
W nuBHsI eneHa CIIomHas




Over towered Camelot;
Down she came and found a boat
Beneath a willow left afloat,
And round about the prow she wrote
The Lady of Shalott.
And down the river's dim expanse
Like some bold seer in a trance,
Seeing all his own mischance —
With a glassy countenance
Did she look to Camelot.
And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott.
Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right —
The leaves upon her falling light —
Through the noises of the night
She floated down to Camelot:
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott.
Heard a carol, mournful, holy,
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blood was frozen slowly,
And her eyes were darkened wholly,
Turned to towered Camelot.
For ere she reached upon the tide
The first house by the water — side,
Singing in her song she died,
The Lady of Shalott.
Under tower and balcony,
By garden-wall and gallery,
A gleaming shape she floated by,
Dead-pale between the houses high,
Silent into Camelot.
Out upon the wharfs they came,
Knight and burgher, lord and dame,
And round the prow they read her name,
The Lady of Shalott.
Who is this? and what is here?
And in the lighted palace near
Died the sound of royal cheer;
And they crossed themselves for fear,
All the knights at Camelot:
But Lancelot mused a little space;
He said, “She has a lovely face;
God in his mercy lend her grace,
The Lady of Shalott”.

3acnonmna Kamenor.

Bnu3 couuta oHa, kK npuyaiy,
I'me BoHA magpio Kayaa,

U Brons Gopta HauepTana:
«Bommeo6nuna [lamoTT.

Kaxk xpert, ¢ cyap00# BCTynUBIIUN B CIIOD,
CBoil mpo3peBaeT NPUTOBOP,
CKBO3b JBIMKY, 32 PEUHOU MPOCTOP
OHa OCTEKJICHEeBIINHN B30p
Bnepuna Bnane, Ha Kamenor.

A B mpea3akaTHOM TUILIUHE
Ilenb oTBsA3aa, U B YeIHE

Bnanb 3ackoab3uiia Bcje BOJIHE
BommeOnwnma Ilanorr.

[Ton nyHOBEHBEM BETEpKA
Hpoxxanu Oernble menka,
Krnonunuces BeTBH UBHSIKA,
CKBO3b HOYB J1aJIbI0 BJIEKJIA pEKa
K Boporam 3amka Kamenor.
Jlagpsi, OTOKY MOKOPSCH,

Bnosb B3ropses u nosiei Hecnace,
W necHp mocieaHss IMIach
Bommeonuner lanorr.

3By4asia MecHb, CBATA, IPYCTHA,
To 3BOHKO, TO €/IBa sICHA;

KpoBb ocThiBana, nenexa
3acTiana B30p, OKa OHA
['napemna Boanb, Ha Kamenor.

U Tonbko peuka JoHecna

Jlagwro 1o mepBoro cena,

Hanes npepBancs: ymepia
Bommeonura Hlanorr.

Bnoas ranepeu, nog MocTom,
Munys GaliHio, cag U J0M,
Ckounb3un Mepraromuii pantom,
IToToKOM B THUIIIMHE BIECKOM

B ropnpriit 3amok Kamenor.

Jlrox coOpascs Ha mpuyaie:
Jlopasl, naMbl, CeHelanu,

U Brosp 60pTa mpoyuTaIu:
«Bomme6nuna [lamoTT.

Kro npex namu? Yro cimyunnocs?
B Oamne, rie OKHO CBETHIIOCH,
Oxuanbe BOLAPUIOCh.

Opo0eB, mepekpecTuiiach
Crpaxa 3amka Kamenor.

Ho Jlanmenort, noMeIIuB MUT,
Ckazan: «Ee npekpaceH JuK;
I'ocnonp, BO 0J1arOCTH BEIHK,
Bynp munoctus k lamorT».

FOFTIR
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%) Robert Louis Stevenson &R

Stevenson, Robert Louis Balfour (1850-1894) was
a Scottish novelist, essayist, and poet, who contributed several
classics to the world of children's literature.

Stevenson was born on Nov. 13, 1850, in Edinburgh, the
son of an engineer, and studied engineering and then law at the
University of Edinburgh. Since childhood, however, Stevenson's
natural inclination had been toward Literature; eventually he took
up letters seriously, soon making his way into the first rank of
contemporaneous writers by the excellence of his style.

Stevenson suffered from tuberculosis and often traveled
abroad in search of more healthful climates. His earliest works
are descriptions of his journeys: “An Inland Voyage” (1878),
and “Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes” (1879). In 1880
he married Frances Osbourne and travelled to Samoa (1889),
where he and his wife settled in a final effort to restore his
health. He died in Samoa on Dec. 3, 1894, and was buried on a mountaintop behind Vailima, his
Samoan home.

Stevenson's popularity is based primarily on the exciting subject matter of his adventure nov-
els and stories of the fantastic: “Treasure Island” (1883), and the horror story “The Strange Case of
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” (1886).

A versatile writer, Stevenson was capable of skillfully handling a variety of genres. “A Child's
Garden of Verses” (1885), containing some of Stevenson's best-known poems, is still regarded as
one of the finest collections of poetry for children. His other verse collections include
“Underwoods” (1887) and “Ballads” (1890) one of them is a Galloway legend “Heather Ale”.

Heather Ale: a Galloway Legend

From the bonny bells of heather
They brewed a drink long-syne,
Was sweeter far than honey,
Was stronger far than wine.

They brewed it and they drank it,
And lay in a blessed swound

For days and days together

In their dwellings underground.

There rose a king in Scotland,
A fell man to his foes,

He smote the Picts in battle,
He hunted them like roes.

Over miles of the red mountain
He hunted as they fled,

And strewed the dwarfish bodies
Of the dying and the dead.

Summer came in the country,
Red was the heather bell;

FDOFTIR

Bepeckosbliii Mmen: llloTaanackas 6annaga
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaxa (1941)

W3 Bepecka HANUTOK
3a0bIT JaBHBIM-JABHO.
A OBLI OH cHaIe Mena,
[IesHCE, YeM BHHO.

B xotnax ero Bapuin
W i Bcer cembeit
MantoTku-mMe10Bapbl
B nemepax nox 3emien.

[Tpumien Koposb MOTIAHACKHH,
be3xanocTHbIN K Bparawm,
[Tornan oH OeHBIX TUKTOB

K ckanuctsim Geperam.

Ha BepeckoBom mosie,

Ha mone 6oeBom

Jlexan xuBOW HA MEPTBOM
N mepTBBIil — HAa )KUBOM.

JleTo B cTpaHe HacTano,
Bepeck omsth nBeTer,
Ho Hexomy rotoButh
BepeckoBrlil Mef.




But the manner of the brewing
Was none alive to tell.

In graves that were like children’s
On many a mountain head,

The Brewsters of the Heather
Lay numbered with the dead.

The king in the red moorland
Rode on a summer’s day;

And the bees hummed, and the curlews

Cried beside the way.

The king rode, and was angry;
Black was his brow and pale,
To rule in a land of heather
And lack the Heather Ale.

It fortuned that his vassals,
Riding free on the heath,

Came on a stone that was fallen
And vermin hid beneath.

Rudely plucked from their hiding,
Never a word they spoke:

A son and his aged father —

Last of the dwarfish folk.

The king sat high on his charger,

He looked on the little men;

And the dwarfish and swarthy couple
Looked at the king again.

Down by the shore he had them;
And there on the giddy brink —
“I will give you life, ye vermin,
For the secret of the drink”.

There stood the son and father
And they looked high and low;
The heather was red around them,
The sea rumbled below.

And up and spoke the father,
Shrill was his voice to hear:

“I have a word in private,
A word for the royal ear”.

“Life is dear to the aged,

And honor a little thing;

I would gladly sell the secret”,
Quoth the Pict to the King.

B cBoMX MOrmiikax T€CHBIX,
B ropax poaHou 3eminu
ManoTku — Me10Baphbl
[Tputot cebGe Hamuw.

Koposs 1o ckiony eaer
Hanx mopem Ha koHe,

A psaoM peroT Yarku

C noporoii HapaBHE.

Kopoub rsiaut yrpromo:
«OnATh B Kparo MOeM
LlBeTeT MeABAHBIN BEPECK,
A Mena MBI He TIheM!»

Ho BoT ero Baccaisl
[Ipumernnu gBOMX
ITocnemHuXx MemOBapoOB,
OcTaBHINXCS B KUBBIX.

BrInumm oHu U3 — 0T KaMHS,
Iypsics Ha OebIH CBET, —
Crapplii ropOaThIii Kapiauk
N Manpuuk MaTHAALIATH JIET.

K 6epery mops kpyTomy
Hx mpuBenu Ha g01Ipoc,

Ho HuM 01uH U3 MIeHHBIX
CrnoBa He TIpOu3HEC.

Cupgen Kopollb MOTIaHICKUM,
He meBenscs, B cemie.

A ManeHbKue JTI00u

Crosin Ha 3eMIIe.

['HeBHO KOPOJIb TPOMOJIBHIT:
«ITpITKA 00OUX XKIET,

Ecnu He ckaxere, 4yepTH,
Kak BBI roTOBMIN Men!»

ChbIH U OTell MOJTYaJIH,
Cros y Kpasi CKaJIbl.
Bepeck 3BeHe HaJl HUMH,
B Mope kaTunmuch Babl.

N Bapyr rojiocok pazaancs:
«Crnymai, moTIaHICKUA KOPOJIb,
[ToroBopuTh ¢ TO60IO

C rna3y Ha a3 no3BoJb!

CrapocTb OOHUTCS CMEPTH.
JKu3Hb 9 U3MEHOU KYILIIO,
Brigam 3aBeTHYIO TaliHy!» —
Kapnuk ckazan koposto.




His voice was small as a sparrow’s,
And shrill and wonderful clear:

“I would gladly sell my secret,
Only my son I fear”.

“For life is a little matter,

And death is nought to the young;
And I dare not sell my honor
Under the eye of my son.

Take him, O king, and bind him,
And cast him far in the deep;
And it’s I will tell the secret
That I have sworn to keep”.

They took the son and bound him,
Neck and heels in a thong,

And a lad took him and swung him,
And flung him far and strong,

And the sea swallowed his body,

Like that of a child of ten; —

And there on the cliff stood the father,
Last of the dwarfish men.

“True was the word I told you:
Only my son I feared;

For I doubt the sapling courage
That goes without the beard.

But now in vain is the torture,
Fire shall never avail:

Here dies in my bosom

The secret of Heather Ale”.

I"omoc ero BOpoOBHMHBIHM
Pe3ko u geTko 3BydJai:
«Taitny naBHO OBI 5 BBIIA,
Ecnu ObI chIH HE Memmai!

MaipurKy KM3HH HE 5KaJIKO,
['ubenb eMy HUTIOUEM. ..

MHe npojiaBaTh CBOKO COBECTh
CoBecTHO OyzIeT Ipu HEM.

[Tyckaii ero Kpenko CBSKYT
U 6pocst B my4nHy BOJ —

A g Hay4dy HIOTJIAH/ILIEB
I'oToBUTH cTapuHHBIN Men!..»

CHILHBIN HMIOTIAHACKUNA BOUH
Marnpunka Kpernko cBsizal

U 6pocuit B OTKpBITOE MOpe

C npuOpeXHBIX OTBECHBIX CKaJl.

BonHbl Hal HUM COMKHYJIHC.
3amep nociaeaHui KpukK...

U 5xom eMy oTBETHII

C oOpsiBa oTel — CTapHK:

«IIpaBay ckaszan s, HIOTJIAH/LIBI,
Ot chIHA o XKmajl Oebl.
He Bepuit 51 B CTOMKOCTD IOHBIX,
He 6perorux 60posI.

A MHE KOCTep HE CTpallICH.
[Tyckaii co MHO# yMpeT
Mos cBdTas TaiiHa —

U moii BepeckoBblid Me!»

FIOFTOR
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5> Rudyard Kipling &R

Joseph Rudyard Kipling (30 December 1865 — 18 January
1936) was an English short-story writer, poet, and novelist. He is
chiefly remembered for his tales and poems of British soldiers in
India and his tales for children. He was born in Bombay, in the
Bombay Presidency of British India, and was taken by his family
to England when he was five years old. Kipling is best known for
his works of fiction, including “The Jungle Book”, “Just So
Stories”; and his poems, including “Mandalay” (1890), “The
White Man's Burden” (1899), and “If” (1910). He is regarded as a
major “innovator in the art of the short story”; his children's books
are enduring classics of children's literature; and his best works are
said to exhibit ““a versatile and luminous narrative gift”.

FHOFOIR
IF

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being lied about, don't deal in lies,
Or being hated, don't give way to hating,
And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise.

If you can dream — and not make dreams your master;
If you can think — and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two impostors just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build'em up with worn out tools.

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings,
And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on!”

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings — nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,

And — which is more — you'll be a Man, my son!
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Kipling was one of the most popular writers in England, in both prose and verse, in the late
19th and early 20th centuries. Henry James said: “Kipling strikes me personally as the most com-
plete man of genius (as distinct from fine intelligence) that I have ever known”. In 1907, he was
awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature, making him the first English-language writer to receive the
prize, and to date he remains its youngest recipient.

FOFTOIR

3anoBenp
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaxa

O, ecnu THI CLIOKOEH, HE pacTepsiH,

Korna TepsioT rosioBsl BOKpYT,

U ecnu ThI cebe ocTancs BEpeH,

Korpaa B T€06st HE BEpHT TydIIuid APYT,

U ecnu xnath ymeenb 6e3 BOJIHEHbS,

He cranemrs 10bi0 OTBEYaTh HA JIOKB,

He Oynems 3mo0eH, cTaB sl BCEX MUIICHBIO,
Ho u cBaThIM ce0s He Ha30Belllb, —

U ecnu TBI cBOEH BiIageenIb CTPACThIO,

A He To00I0 BIAaCTBYET OHA,

U Gynems TBepA B yadue ¥ B HECUACTHE,
KoropbiM B cyniHoCTH LIeHA O/HA,

W ecau TBI TOTOB K TOMY, YTO CJIOBO

TBoe B JIOBYIIKY MpeBpallaeT miyT,

U, moteprieB KpyiieHbe, MOXKEIIIb CHOBA —

be3 mpexxHuX CuIl — BO30OHOBIISATH CBOU TPYI.

U ecnu T CIOCOOEH BCE, UTO CTAJIO
Tebe mpUBBIYHBIM, BBUTOKUTH Ha CTOI,
Bce npourpats 1 BHOBb HauaTh CHayasa,
He mo>xainieB Toro, 4to npuobpern,

N eciiu Moxkelb, cepale, HEPBBI, JKUIIbI
Taxk 3aBecTu, 4TOOBI BIiepe]] HECTHUCH,
Korz[a C roaaMy U3MCEHAIOT CHUJIbI

U tonpko BoJist roBOpUT: «[lepxuch!» —

U ecau Moskenis OBITE B TOIIIE COOOXO,
[Tpu kopoIie ¢ HAPOIOM CBSI3b XPAHUTH
U, yBaxas MHeHUE H000€,

['maBbI Iepe; MOJIBOIO HE KJIOHUT,

N ecnum Oynemnbs MEpUTh pacCTOSTHBE
CekyHaamu, ITyCKasCh B JanbHUi Oer, —
3emisa — TBOE, MOM MaJIbUHK, TOCTOSHEE,
U Gonee TOrO, THI — YEIOBEK!

3anoBenp
Ilepesoo M. Jlozunckozco

Brnageit coboit cpeay TONIBI CMATEHHOH,
Tebs kIsHyIIeH 3a CMATEHbE BCEX,

Beps cam B ce0s1, HaniepeKop BCEEHHOM,
W ManoBepHBIM OTIIYCTH UX IPEX;

[Tycth yac He mpoOWIIL, K11, HE yCTaBasl,
[IycTp nryT JIKenpl, He CHUCXOAM 10 HUX;
YMel npoars U He KaXKUCh, po1as,
Benukonyminei u Mmyapei qpyrux.

YMeii MeuTaTh, HE CTaB pabOM MEUTaHBS,
W MBICIIUTH, MBICIIH HE 000KECTBUB;
PaBHO BcTpeuail ycnex u nopyrasne,

He 3a0pbIBast, 4TO UX TOJ0OC JKUB;
OcTaHbCcs THX, KOTJa TBOE K€ CIIOBO
Kaneunt mtyT, 4To0 yIOBIATH TIIYHIIOB,
Korpa Bcst ’Ku3Hb pa3pyIieHa, 1 CHOBa
ThI JOMKEH Bce BOCCO3/1aBaTh C OCHOB.

YMel OCTaBUTh, B PaJOCTHOU HAZEKIE,

Ha kapty Bce, 4TO HAaKOMUII C TPYAOM,

Bce npourpath, 1 HULIIUM CTaTh, KaK MPEXe,
N HuKorma He MOXKaJIETh O TOM,

YMel IpuHyAuTh Cepale, HEPBBI, TENO

Tebe citykuTh, KOTJIa B TBOEH TPyIu

Ve 1aBHO BCe MyCTO, BCE Cropeno,

U Tonbko Bosst roBoput: «Uau!»

Octanbcs pocT, Oecemys ¢ Hapsmu,
OcraHbCsl UeCTEH, TOBOPS C TOJIIOM;

Bynp npsim u TBEp.T ¢ Bparamu U APY3bsIMH,
[Tyctb Bce, B CBOII yac, CUUTAIOTCS C TOOOM;
Harmoau cMBICIOM KaXg0€ MTHOBEHBE,
YacoB u 1HEW HEYMOJIUMBIH Oer,

Torma Becb MUp ThI IPUMEIIIb BO BJIAJCHbE,
Tormaa, Moii cbIH, ThI Oynents Yenosek!

FOFTIR
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The White Man's Burden

The United States and the Philippine Islands

Take up the White man's burden —
Send forth the best ye breed —

Go bind your sons to exile

To serve your captives' need;

To wait in heavy harness

On fluttered folk and wild —

Your new-caught, sullen peoples,
Half devil and half child.

Take up the White Man's burden —
In patience to abide,

To veil the threat of terror

And check the show of pride;

By open speech and simple,

An hundred times mad plain.

To seek another's profit,

And work another's gain.

Take up the White Man's burden —
The savage wars of peace —

Fill full the mouth of Famine

And bid the sickness cease;

And when your goal is nearest
The end for others sought,

Watch Sloth and heathen Folly
Bring all your hope to nought.

Take up the White Man's burden —
No tawdry rule of kings,

But toil of serf and sweeper —

The tale of common things.

The ports ye shall not enter,

The roads ye shall not tread,

Go make them with your living,
And mark them with your dead!

Take up the White man's burden —
And reap his old reward:

The blame of those ye better,

The hate of those ye guard —

The cry of hosts ye humour

(Ah, slowly!) toward the light: —
“Why brought ye us from bondage,
Our loved Egyptian night?”

Take up the White Man's burden —
Ye dare not stoop to less —

Nor call too loud on freedom

To cloak your weariness;

Bpems 0esioro yesioBeka
Ilepesoo A. Cepeeesa

Hecu sTo ropnoe bpems —
PonHbpIx crIHOBEH NOLLIH

Ha ciryx0y TeGe moaBiIacTHEIM
Haponam Ha kpait 3emim —

Ha karopry paau yrpromsIx
MsTymmxcst AMKapeu,
HanonoBuny 6ecos,
Hanonosuny nroaei.

Hecwu st0 ropnoe bpems —
Bynb poBeH U 1eN0BHUT,

He nonnaBaricsa crpaxam

U He cuwnraii ooum;

IIpocToe sicHOE c10BO

B corslit pa3 nosropsii —

Ceii, 4TOOBI TBOM MOAONCYHBIH
[lenpr1ii CHsIT ypOXKau.

Hecu sTo ropnoe bpems —
Boroii 3a uyxoi Mokou —
3actaBb bone3Hb oTcTynuThCA
U TNonoy pot 3akpoit;

Ho 4em ThI k ycnexy Ommxe,
Tewm nyuyrie pacno3Haeb
SI3prueckyro Hepagusocts,
[Ipenarenbckyro JIOKb.

Hecwu st0 ropnoe bpems

He xax HagMeHHBIN KOPOJIb —
K tspxenoit uepHoit padote,
Kak pa0, ce0st mprHEBOIIb;
[Tpu >xu3Hu TeOe HE BUICTH
[TopTel, mocce, MOCTHI —

Tak cTpoii ux, ocTaBisis
Moruiel TakuX, KaK ThI!

Hecwu 3t0 ropnoe bpems —

Tw1 Oyaenb Bo3HArpaXxaeH
IIpuaupkaMu KOMaHIUPOB

N kpukamu qUKUX MIEMEH:
«Yero Thl X04yelb, MPOKIATHIN,
3aueM cMyIIaellb yMbl?

He BbIBOAM Hac Kk cBETY

W3 munoii Erunerckoii TeMEI!»

Hecwu 3t0 ropnoe bpems —
He6naronapHslii Tpy 1, —
AX, CITUIIKOM IPOMKHE PeUn
YcTanocTs TBOXO BbIIAIOT!




By all ye cry or whisper,

By all ye leave or do,

The silent, sullen peoples

Shall weigh your Gods and you.

Take up the White Man's burden —
Have done with childish days —

The lightly proffered laurel,

The easy, ungrudged praise.

Comes now, to search your manhood
Through all the thankless years,
Cold-edged with dear-bought wisdom,
The judgment of your peers!

Tewm, 4TO THI YK€ crenan

U caenaTh eliie roTos,
Monyamnuii Hapoa U3MEPUT
Te0s 1 TBoux boros.

Hecu sTo ropnoe bpems —
OT 10HOCTH BIaJIEKE
3alypemns o JeTKOH cliaBe,
JlemeBoM JIaBpOBOM BEHKE —
Tenepp TBOIO BO3MY’KajaOCTh
N venokopHOCTH cy1n0€
OueHuT ropbKHUil ¥ TPE3BBIN
Cyn paBHbBIX TeOe!

FOFTOIR

“The White Man's Burden”

It was originally published in the popular magazine “McClure's” in 1899, with the subtitle
“The United States and the Philippine Islands™. The poem was originally written for Queen Victo-
ria's Diamond Jubilee, but exchanged for “Recessional”; Kipling changed the text of “Burden” to
reflect the subject of American colonization of the Philippines, recently won from Spain in the
Spanish-American War. The poem consists of seven stanzas, following a regular rhyme scheme. At
face value it appears to be a rhetorical command to white men to colonise and rule other nations for
the benefit of those people.

Imperialists within the United States Of America understood the phrase “white man's burden”
as a characterization for imperialism that justified the policy as a noble enterprise. Because of its
theme and title, it has become emblematic both of Eurocentric racism and of Western aspirations to
dominate the developing world.
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%) William Davies R

William Henry Davies or W.H. Davies (3 July 1871 — 26 Sep-
tember 1940) was a Welsh poet and writer. Davies spent a significant
part of his life as a tramp or hobo, in the United Kingdom and United
States, but became one of the most popular poets of his time. The
principal themes in his work are observations about life's hardships,
the ways in which the human condition is reflected in nature, his own
tramping adventures and the various characters he met.

Money

When I had money, money, O!

I knew no joy till I went poor;

For many a false man as a friend
Came knocking all day at my door.

Then felt I like a child that holds

A trumpet that he must not blow
Because a man is dead; I dared

Not speak to let this false world know.

Much have I thought of life, and seen
How poor men’s hearts are ever light;
And how their wives do hum like bees
About their work from morn till night.

So, when I hear these poor ones laugh,
And see the rich ones coldly frown —
Poor men, think I, need not go up

So much as rich men should come down.

When I had money, money, O!

My many friends proved all untrue;
But now I have no money, O!

My friends are real, though very few.

FOFTOIR

Jdenbru
Ilepesoo B. Kopmana

Korma 6 uMen st MHOTO JIEHET,

a He ObLT OelIeH, KaK Teneph,

Torja O — Ha rope MHE — YaCTCHEK

CTaJl XaJHbIN CTYK JIpy3€i MHE B JIBEPb.

A 6 cran cTpanath, Kak MaJb4HK C AYIKOMU:
BJIPYT KTO-TO TIOMEP, TYTh — 3aMpeET...
BoraTcTBo OyaeT CKBEpHOI Iy TKOM,
KOTJ1a BOKPYT (DajIbIIUBBINA CBET.

Ckaxy B OTBET Ha KPUBOTOJIKHU:
HaM, 6emHbIM, Jerde! Her 3a0o0T,
XOTb JKEHBI M JKYXKaT, KaK IMYEITKH,
YTO MyYaT UX MYXeH, KaK CKOT.

I'msoky: OeHsAK ropasj cMesThes,
a Oorady HEBIIPOK XapyH.

He ny>xHO GeiHsIKaM OoraTcTBa.
Her! IlycTh xyaeroT Goraum.

Korna 6 s 6611 6orat 6€3 Mephl,

B IPY3bsl 10JIe3 OBl BCSKUI COPOI.
A K HBIHEIIIHUM sI TTOJIOH BEPHI,
XOTsI OHH HaIepeyer.

FOFTOIR
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Leisure

What is this life, if full of care,

We have no time to stand and stare?
No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to see in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.
No time to turn at Beauty’s glance,

And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began,
A poor life this is, if full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

Hocyr
Ilepesoo B. Kopmana

Bces xu3sb B 3a00Tax. Hemocyr
CIIOKOMHO MOCMOTPETH BOKPYT.
Hert BpemeHnu, 4To0 1o BeTBIMHU
0€3yMHO TEUIUTHCS [IBETAMHU.

Hocyra Het, 4T00 MoyTpy

clenuTh 3a OemkaMu B 60py.

Her Bpemenu Ha nepeesnie

B BOJIC BCMOTPETHCS B OJIECK CO3BE3IHH.

Hert BpemeHu, 3aMeTUB CTaTh
KpPACOTKH, BBIICIIICH IJISICaTh,
JOKIATHCSI, YTOO IIETTHYIN TYOBI
HaM Tapy CJIOB, YTO CEPJILY JIFOOBI.
HecuacTtHa xu3Hb, r1e HEI0CYT
CIIOKOMHO MOCMOTPETH BOKPYT.

FOFTOIR

Joy and Pleasure

Now, joy is born of parents poor,

And pleasure of our richer kind;
Though pleasure's free, she cannot sing
As sweet a song as joy confined.

Pleasure's a Moth, that sleeps by day
And dances by false glare at night;
But Joy's a Butterfly, that loves

To spread its wings in Nature's light.

Joy's like a Bee that gently sucks
Away on blossoms its sweet hour;

But pleasure's like a greedy Wasp,
That plums and cherries would devour.

Joy's like a Lark that lives alone,

Whose ties are very strong, though few;
But Pleasure like a Cuckoo roams,

Makes much acquaintance, no friends true.

Joy from her heart doth sing at home,
With little care if others hear;

But pleasure then is cold and dumb,

And sings and laughs with strangers near.

Panocts 1 JloBOIBCTBO
Ilepesoo B. Kopmana

Hom Pagoctu — nopoit j1auyra,
a qom JIoBOJIBCTBA — OCOOHSIK,
HO HE CIIOIOT B HEM JPYT JUIS Ipyra
TaK 3BOHKO, KaK CITIOeT OeTHSK.

JloBOIBCTBO, OyITO MOJIb HOYHAS,
BeZIeT OaJeThl pH CBevax,

a Pagocts — 60abouka nHEeBHaAs —
TAHILyeT B COJTHEUHBIX JTyYax.

JIOBOJILCTBO BHIIHHU UJIN CIIMBEIL,
Kak jkajHast 0ca, COCeT,

a Paocth mbeT HETOPOIUIMBO,

KakK ITJeNKa, CBOI IIBETOUYHBIA MEJI.

Jl0oBOIBCTBO, HApABHE C KYKYIIKOH,
C K€M HU TOJPYKHT, TeM — OeJia.

A PanocTs cXoauTes ¢ TOAPYKKOH,
KaK ’KaBOPOHOK, — HABCET/1a.

J10BOIBCTBO, XBacTast HCKYCCTBOM,
CIIOET B KOMIIAHUH YYKOH,

a PanocTs HCKpEHHE U C UyBCTBOM
IIOET Y HE KPUBUT JyLIOM.
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Wilfred Edward Salter Owen (18 March 1893 — 4 Novem-
ber 1918) was an English poet and soldier, one of the leading poets
of the First World War. His shocking, realistic war poetry on the
horrors of trenches and gas warfare was heavily influenced by his
friend and mentor Siegfried Sassoon, and stood in stark contrast
both to the public perception of war at the time and to the confident-
ly patriotic verse written by earlier war poets such as Rupert
Brooke. Among his best-known works — most of which were pub-
lished posthumously — are “Dulce et Decorum Est”, “Insensibility”,
“Anthem for Doomed Youth”, “Futility” and “Strange Meeting”.

In 1916, Owen became shell-shocked and was sent home
to recover. He voluntarily returned to the army in 1918 and was
killed a week before the end of the war.

FIOZTOR
Dulce Et Decorum Est

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock — kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed
through sludge,

Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind.
Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! — An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime...

Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues, —
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.

Dulce et Decorum est
Ilepesoo E. Jlykuna

CoOrHyBIIHCH, KaK OPOJIATH ITO]T MEIIIKaMH,
MbI i Bpa3Opo MyCThIMH OOJIbIIIaKaMH,
HanpsiBHO kanuisst HanepeOoid,

W crivHbl 03apsit nbUIaBIINN OOH.

[IImm oTchIMaThCs — O HAJIC)KHBINH KPOB,
[Inm 6e3 camor, cOMBasi HOTH B KPOBB,
[Ilnu B monycHe, cTynas HayTaf,

He crpimia B3ppIBOB ra30BBIX rpaHarT.

«T"a3! T'a3! Ckopeii, pedsta! K uepry xackwu!
Hansnusait pe3anHOBBIE MacKu!»

U k1O — TO, 4yTh 3aMEIIKaB B CTOPOHE,
Vike kpyuyan u Ouics, Kak B OTHE.

S1 BUACT CKBO3B 3€JIEHOE CTEKIIO,

Kax B MapeBe TOHYJ OH TSDKEIO.

W 1o cux mop B MOMX KOIIMAapHBIX CHAaX
OH B eIKHX 3a/IBIXACTCs BOJIHAX.

O, eciu OBI IIaral Tel 32 GypProHoOM,

I'ne oH nexan — IPUTUXIINM, U3HYPEHHBIM,
W Bunen O6b1 B MEpIIaHWUU 3apHHUIIL,

Kak Bbut€3atoT 6enpMa U3 ri1a3Hull,

W caprman Obl Yepe3 KOJIECHBIM CKPHIIL,
Kak pBeTcst 3 ropTaHu CMEPTHBIN XPHII,
CMmepasaniuii 1yX, TopyYalimi, Kak OypbsH,
OT Mep3KUX S13B, KPOBOTOYAIIIMX PaH —
Moii apyr, ThI HE CKa3asl Obl HUKOTIa
Tem, KTO 0X0Y 10 paTHOIO TPyJa,
MBICTHUIIIKY TPUBHATIBHYIO OJTHY:

Kaxk cMepTh npekpacHa 3a cBOIO cTpaHny!

FOFTOIR
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The Parable Of The Old Men And The
Young

So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went,
And took the fire with him, and a knife.

And as they sojourned both of them together,
Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father,
Behold the preparations, fire and iron,

But where the lamb for this burnt-offering?
Then Abram bound the youth with belts and
straps,

And builded parapets and trenches there,
And stretched forth the knife to slay his son.
When lo! an Angel called him out of heaven,
Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,
Neither do anything to him. Behold!

A ram caught in a thicket by its horns;

Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him.

But the old man would not so, but slew his son,
And half the seed of Europe, one by one.

IIpuTua 0 cTapue u 0OTpoOKe
Ilepesoo E. Jlyxuna

[Tonnsncs ABpaam, coOpall B OKpyre XBOpOCT,
Pa3Beir 0OIBIION OTOHB M, HATOYMB KEJIE30,
[Tomen x yOexwiity, riae 0OpeTancs ¢ ChIHOM.

N Ucaak cnpocun ero: «5 Buxy, Otue,

Kax TbI 5)xene30 u oroHs rOTOBUUIb K A€y,

A T71€ K€ arHely i TAKOTO BCECOXIKEHbSI 7

Ho momua ABpaaM cBsi3aj peMHSIMU ChIHA,
BozaBur npectost u BEIpHUT KPOBOTOK TITyOOKHIA,
U BOT y)k HOX 3aHec, 4TOO OTpOKa 3ape3aTh,
Kak BApyYT ero OKJIIMKHYJ aHTeJI C TIOTHEOEChS:
«OxkcTtHch, okctucs! He Bo3noxku Ha yano pyky!
Packpoii raza u mocMoTpu nepen codoro:

BoH B 3apocisix OBeH 3amyTayicsi pOraMH —

Ero v mpuHecu ThI B )K€PTBY, a HE ChIHAY.

He BHsu1 cioBaM — mp ot poJIHYIO KPOBb CTa-
PHK...

Hy a 3aTem nio Bceit EBpone — BKUK, BXKUK,
BXKHK.

FOFTOIR

Anthem For Doomed Youth

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
Only the monstrous anger of the guns.

Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.

No mockeries for them; no prayers nor bells,
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, —
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall;
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.

IIcanom odpeveHHOT IDHOCTH
Ilepesoo E. Jlyxuna

['ne 3BOH MO MaBIIMM HA MOJISX CPAKEHUN?
JInib peB apTHILIEPUIICKUX KaHOHAT

Jla 3anKaromuicsa Tpeck pyKeHHbIN

Hanx ammu «OTye Ham» mporoBOpsT.

Hu nanuxup, HU TpaypHBIX 0OPSAOB,

Hu mitava, Hu MosUTB y anraps. ..
Boxkpyr peBet 6e3yMHBIN XOp CHApsI0B
U ropx 30BeT B eyaibHbIE Kpasl.

Nx ckopOHBII IyTh CBEYA HE 03apUT —
JInib 3acusieT B Ayliax Ha KpOBU
CBsITOI OTOHB MPOLIAHBS U TIOOBU.

Hx caBaH — OJICAHOCTh ACBUYBLUX JIAHMUT,
A TpoOOBOI IIBETOK — MEYaIbHBIA B30D.
N kaxxp1il Beyep — MOpOX YEPHBIX IITOP.

FOFTIR
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%> Dylan Thomas R

Dylan Marlais Thomas (27 October 1914 — 9 November
1953) was a Welsh poet and writer whose works include the poems
“Do not go gentle into that good night” and “And death shall have no
dominion”, the “play for voices”, Under Milk Wood, and stories and
radio broadcasts such as “A Child's Christmas in Wales” and “Por-
trait of the Artist as a Young Dog”. He became popular in his lifetime
and remained so after his premature death in New York.

FOFTOIOR

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on that sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

He yxoau noxkopHo B MpaKk HOYHOMI
Ilepesoo B. bemaku

He yxoam nokopHO B Mpak HOUYHOM,
[TycTs sipoii OyaeT cTapocTh MO/ 3aKaT:
I'HeBUCH, THEBUCH, UTO TaCHET CBET 3€MHOM.

[Iycth Mynpenbl CTPOKOIO OTHEBOM

Hebec TeMHeromumx He 03apsT —

He yxoau nokopHO B MpaKk HOUYHOM.

IlycTe IpaBEeAHUKH, CMBITBIE BOJTHOU

C yTeca, 0 HEIIPOKUTOM CKOPOSIT —
I'HeBUCH, THEBUCH, YTO T'ACHET CBET 3€MHOM.

[Tycts xpalpernpl, uaymue Ha 60i

C cyap00ii, KppuaT HEJIeTo 1 He B Jaja —

He yxoau nokopHO B Mpak HOYHOM.
[Tyckaii XaHKu O] CMEPTHOM MEJICHOMN
Ce0s uUrporo B MPSITKU BECEIST —

['HeBUCH, THEBUCH, YTO TACHET CBET 3€MHOM.

Orelr, ¢ TOM BEICOTEI, TAC XJaJ] U 3HOH,
[1nayp, npokaMHaK — 30BM HA TOMOILLb af! —
He yxoay nokopHO B Mpak HOYHOM.
['HeBUCH, THEBUCH, UTO FaCHET CBET 3€MHOM.

FKIOFTTOR
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In The Beginning

In the beginning was the three-pointed star,

One smile of light across the empty face,

One bough of bone across the rooting air,

The substance forked that marrowed the first sun,
And, burning ciphers on the round of space,
Heaven and hell mixed as they spun.

In the beginning was the pale signature,
Three-syllabled and starry as the smile,

And after came the imprints on the water,

Stamp of the minted face upon the moon;

The blood that touched the crosstree and the grail
Touched the first cloud and left a sign.

In the beginning was the mounting fire
That set alight the weathers from a spark,

A three-eyed, red-eyed spark, blunt as a flower,
Life rose and spouted from the rolling seas,

Burst in the roots, pumped from the earth and rock
The secret oils that drive the grass.

In the beginning was the word, the word
That from the solid bases of the light
Abstracted all the letters of the void;

And from the cloudy bases of the breath
The word flowed up, translating to the heart
First characters of birth and death.

BuauaJie — Tpu Jiy4a 0aHO# 3Be3bl
Ilepesoo B. bemaku

Bravane — tpu ny4a 0THOM 3BE€31bl,
VYi1pI0Ka cBETa Ha JIULIE ITyCTOM,
YKOpEeHEHbE BO3/1yXa; @ B HEM —
Bertssmieiicsa maTepuu criupais,

U nepBoconHa Kpyriblii nudeponat
Bpaman vepasaenenno Paii nAn.

Brauane — 61ennoe pakcummie

B Tpu cnora, kak HesicHast yibIOKa,
Kak oTTHCK Ha MOBEPXHOCTH BOJBI,
W oTuexaHuBasCs JIUK JTyHBI;
Kposs, 110 kpecty crekaBmas B ['paans,
OctaBuia Ha o0J1auyKe CIe/Ibl.

Baauasne mnamst sspkoe B3BHJIO

W3 uckp — Bce Oypu, Tpo3bl U ITOPMA,
Tpexriia3on, anou BCIBIIIKON PAaCLBEIO
Han cTpyssMu KpyTAIIUXCS MOPEH;
Hacocel-kopHu rHanu B cTebu TpaB
Macna TauHCTBEHHBIE U3 KAMHEHN.

Buauane 610 Coso. beuto CioBo.
OHO CKBO3b TJIOTHOCTH CBETOBBIX JTyuei
JprxaHueMm TymMaHa U JOXKs
Bce cMBICTIBI ¢10B U3 O€3HBI U3BIIEKIIO,
U pacuseno camo, nepeBoas

s cepaua cyTh poKACHUN U CMEPTEM.

In the beginning was the secret brain.

The brain was celled and soldered in the thought
Before the pitch was forking to a sun;

Before the veins were shaking in their sieve,
Blood shot and scattered to the winds of light
The ribbed original of love.

Bnauane Ob11 HE3pUMBIA, TAHBIN pa3yM,
OTAUBIIUICS B MBICIUTEBHBIN MTPOIIECC,
Ho no Toro, 1o pa3BeTBiieHUi CONHIIA,
/10 1poKH BEH CIUIETEHHBIX — 0 BCETO
KpoBb pa3zHecna 1o BceM oToKaM CBeTa
KopsiBbie mpooOpassl 1100BH.

FOFTOIR
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Especially When The October Wind

Especially when the October wind

With frosty fingers punishes my hair,

Caught by the crabbing sun I walk on fire
And cast a shadow crab upon the land,

By the sea's side, hearing the noise of birds,
Hearing the raven cough in winter sticks,

My busy heart who shudders as she talks
Sheds the syllabic blood and drains her words.

Shut, too, in a tower of words, I mark

On the horizon walking like the trees

The wordy shapes of women, and the rows

Of the star-gestured children in the park.

Some let me make you of the vowelled beeches,
Some of the oaken voices, from the roots

Of many a thorny shire tell you notes,

Some let me make you of the water's speeches.

Behind a post of ferns the wagging clock

Tells me the hour's word, the neural meaning
Flies on the shafted disk, declaims the morning
And tells the windy weather in the cock.

Some let me make you of the meadow's signs;
The signal grass that tells me all I know
Breaks with the wormy winter through the eye.
Some let me tell you of the raven's sins.

Especially when the October wind

(Some let me make you of autumnal spells,
The spider-tongued, and the loud hill of Wales)
With fists of turnips punishes the land,

Some let me make of you the heartless words.
The heart is drained that, spelling in the scurry
Of chemic blood, warned of the coming fury.
By the sea's side hear the dark-vowelled birds.

Oco0enHo, Korga OKTAOPLCKUI BeTep
Ilepe6oo B. bemaxu

...OcobeHHo, KorJa OKTAOPECKUI BeTep
MHe nanbiaMy MOPO3HBIMU B3BEPOIIUT
Komnny Bonoc, u noiiMaH XUIIHBIM COJTHLIEM,
[Tox mruumii kpuk s 6eperom Openy,

A TeHb MOs1, IOXOKas Ha Kpaoda,

BopoHuii kaienpb CAbIIIUT B CYYbIX COHHBIX,
WU B3apOrHyB, NEPENONTHEHHOE CEPALIE

Bcto kpoBb CTUXOB pacIiienieT Ha XO4y —

51 3aTO4EH B CIIOBECHYIO TIOPbMY,
Kornaa Ha ropu3oHTe, Kak 1epeBbs,
BpenyT GontnuBeie GUTYpHI )KESHIIHH,
A B mapke — 3Be3/IHasi BO3HS JICTEH. ..
W s TBOpIO CTHXU M3 OYKOB 3BOHKHX,
W3 nyba 6acoBuTOrO0, U3 KOPHS
TepHOBHUKA, HITH U3 STHX JIPEBHHUX
ConeHbIX BOJIH — U3 TEMHBIX MX peUeH.

W nanopoTHUK MasiTHUKOM ObeTCsl:
Packpoii MHE 3TOT HEpBHBIN CMBICII BPEMEH,
CMBICIT IUCKa, BCIIBIXMBAIOLIETO PACCBETOM,
Cwmbica arorepa, 9TO CTOHET OT BETPOB, —
W 51 onATh CTUXH TBOPIO U3 NIEHBA

Jlyxaek, OpOXOB TPABbl OCEHHEN,

W3 rosopsiero B pecHUILIAX BETpa,

Jla 13 BOPOHBUX KPHUKOB U I'PEXOB.

Oco06eHHo, Kor/1a OKTSIOpbCKUI BETED. ..

U s TBOPIO CTUXM W3 3aKJIMHAHUI

OceHHUX TTay4KOB, XOJIMOB Y3Juica,

I'e pemsbl sxenThIE epoIaT 3eMIIio,

N3 GeccepeuHbIX CI0B, MYCTHIX CTPAHULL —
B xumudeckoi KpoBH BCILTBIBAET SPOCTb,
S 6eperom MOPCKHUM M1y U CJIBITITY

OnsTh HEBHATHOE TalleHbE IITHII.

FOFTOIR
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5> Seamus Heaney R

Seamus Justin Heaney (13 April 1939 — 30 August 2013)
was an Irish poet, playwright, translator and lecturer. He was
born in Northern Ireland and was the first of nine children, his
father was a farmer. In 1957, Heaney began to study English
Language and Literature at Queen’s University of Belfast.

In 1966, he published his first major volume, called
“Death of a Naturalist”. This collection was met with much
critical acclaim and went on to win several awards. Also in
1966, he was appointed as a lecturer in Modern English Liter-
ature at Queen's University of Belfast. That same year, Hea-
ney took part in a reading tour called “Room to Rhyme”,
which led to much exposure for the poet's work. In 1969, his
second major volume, “Door into the Dark”, was published.

Heaney was a professor at Harvard from 1981 to 1997 and
its Poet in Residence from 1988 to 2006. From 1989 to 1994 he
was also the Professor of Poetry at Oxford. Other awards that he received include the Geoffrey Faber
Memorial Prize (1968), the PEN Translation Prize (1985), the Golden Wreath of Poetry (2001), T.S. Eliot
Prize (2006) and others. In 2012, he was awarded the Lifetime Recognition Award from the Griffin Trust
For Excellence In Poetry. His literary papers are held by the National Library of Ireland.

Heaney's first translation was of the Irish lyric poem. His prize — winning translation of
“Beowulf” was considered ground-breaking in its use of modern language melded with the original
Anglo-Saxon “music”. Heaney was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1995 for what the No-
bel committee described as “works of lyrical beauty and ethical depth, which exalt everyday mira-
cles and the living past”. In 2003, the Seamus Heaney Centre for poetry was opened at Queen’s
University of Belfast. Robert Lowell described him as “the most important Irish poet since Yeats”.
He lived in Sandymount, Dublin, from 1976 until his death. Upon his death in 2013, “The Inde-
pendent” described him as “probably the best-known poet in the world”.

FIOFOIOR

Ienn yenoBeyeckas
Tepency bpayny

Human Chain
for Terence Brown

Ilepesoo I'. Kpyoickosa

41 BUzen B TEIEXPOHUKE MOMEHT
Pa3nayn npoaoBOILCTBUSA TOTOHBIM:

Seeing the bags of meal passed hand to hand
In close-up by the aid workers, and soldiers

Firing over the mob, I was braced again
With a grip on two sack corners,

Two packed wads of grain I'd worked to lugs
To give me purchase, ready for the heave —

The eye-to-eye, one-two, one-two upswing

On to the trailer, then the stoop and drag and drain

Of the next lift. Nothing surpassed

That quick unburdening, backbreak's truest payback,
A letting go which will not come again.

Or it will, once. And for all.

Conpaat, CTpensomuX MoBepX TOJIIBI,

W — kpynHO — OeJble MENIKH C TIICHUIIEH,
IlepenaBaemMpble MO 1IETTOYKE
Cotpyanukamu Kpacnoro Kpecra;

W pyku BCIOMHHIIA BHE3AITHO TSKECTh
Memka, korya ero Oeperib, HarHyBIIUCH,
3a /1Ba yIJia U 10 CUTHAJTY TJia3
Bpocaenb, packauHyBIIUCH, HA TIPUIICTI
Yxnagauky. O, MUT OCBOOOKICHBS

W nerkocTH B JonaTKax nepea HOBbIM

Haxmnonowm u peiBkom! Takoro 6osmbIie
TeOe He ucnbITaTh. Mo, OBITH MOXKET,
B nocnennuii TobKO pa3 — U HaBcerjaa.

FIOFTOR
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I returned to a long strand,

the hammered curve of a bay,

and found only the secular
powers of the Atlantic thundering.
I faced the unmagical

invitations of Iceland,

the pathetic colonies

of Greenland, and suddenly

those fabulous raiders,

those lying in Orkney and Dublin
measured against

their long swords rusting,

those in the solid

belly of stone ships,

those hacked and glinting

in the gravel of thawed streams

were ocean — deafened voices
warning me, lifted again

in violence and epiphany.

The longship’s swimming tongue

was buoyant with hindsight —

it said Thor’s hammer swung

to geography and trade,

thick — witted couplings and revenges,

the hatreds and behind — backs

of the althing, lies and women,
exhaustions nominated peace,
memory incubating the spilled blood.
It said, “Lie down

in the word — hoard, burrow

the coil and gleam

of your furrowed brain.

Compose in darkness.

Expect aurora borealis

in the long foray

but no cascade of light.

Keep your eye clear

as the bleb of the icicle,

trust the feel of what nubbed treasure
our hands have known”.

FIOFTOR

Cesep
Ilepesoo I'. Kpyaickosa

S BepHynca Tya,

/i€ B OJKOBY 3aJIMBa,

ObeT ATJIaHTUKU Ball —
MEpHO U TEPIEIUBO.

S rsiaen B 3Ty nanb,

II€ CKPBIBAJICS. UCIAHACKHI
CKy4HBI Oeper... U Bapyr
U3 TITyOUH OKEaHCKHUX

TC CBI/IpeHI:Ie BOHHBI,

4yTO 1o aroHamu JlyOamHa
CIIAT B J1adbsX HOFp€6aJIBHBIX —
WJIb, BparamMu u3pyOsIeHbI,
yHOKOI/IJII/ICI:, pHI[OM

¢ 00JIOMKOM Meua, —

SIPBIM B30POM CBEpKast

B TAJIOW BJIare py4dbs,

9TH BUKUHTHU MEPTBBIE,
B 3aM03/1aJI0N nevanu

13 TyMaHa BO33BaJId KO MHE
Y BEILAJIH:

«Mounot rpo3noro Topa —

0 CTBIL, 0 OecuecThe! —
OTKauHYJICA K TOPTOBIIE,
Oy I0JeCTBY U MECTH,

K JIMIIEMEPBIO B COBETE,
3apocCIIeMy KUPOM,

K Mepe/bIlIKaM pe3HH,
BEJIMYAEMON MUPOM. ..

Tak 3apoiics, nesew,

B CBOIO HOPKY, CBEPHUCH TaM,
MO3TOBHUTHIM KIIyOKOM,
TOPHOCTAEM ITYIIHCTHIM.

CounHSH B TEMHOTE,

I'Zl€ KUBYT TOJBKO TEHH.
OT noNsIpHBIX CUSHUN

HE JI1 03apECHUM.

3peHbe HE OCKBEPHU
CBETOM SIPKHUM U JKEIITBIM,
JOBEPSIICS TOMY,

YTO Ha OUTYIb HAIIE] ThI».

FOFTIR
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Audenesque

Joseph, yes, you know the beat.
Wystan Auden’s metric feet

Marched to it, unstressed and stressed,
Laying William Yeats to rest.

Therefore, Joseph, on this day,

Yeats’s anniversary,

(Double-crossed and death-marched date,
January twenty-eight),

Its measured ways I tread again
Quatrain by constrained quatrain,
Meting grief and reason out

As you said a poem ought.

Trochee, trochee, falling: thus
Grief and metre order us.
Repetition is the rule,

Spins on lines we learnt at school.

Repetition, too, of cold

In the poet and the world,
Dublin Airport locked in frost,
Rigor mortis in your breast.

Ice no axe or book will break,
No Horatian ode unlock,

No poetic foot imprint,
Quatrain shift or couplet dint,

Ice of Archangelic strength,

Ice of this hard two-faced month,
Ice like Dante’s in deep hell
Makes your heart a frozen well.

Pepper vodka you produced
Once in Western Massachusetts
With the reading due to start
Warmed my spirits and my heart

But no vodka, cold or hot,

Aquavit or uisquebaugh,

Brings the blood back to your cheeks
Or the colour to your jokes,

Politically incorrect

Jokes involving sex and sect,
Everything against the grain,
Drinking, smoking like a train.

FIOFTOR

Pa3zmepom Oxena
ITamstu Mocuda bpockoro
Ilepesoo I'. Kpyockosa

JIxo3ed, MOMHHIIB ATOT pUTM?
OneH, TBOH JIFOOMMBINA OPUTT,
bpein nmopx ryn Takux ke cTot,
Iposoxas Heiirca B Tpo6.

Atn-u-nBa! Ilox >ToT cuer

B 3TOT pacnpoksaThIil 101,

B nenp TBOM, ABaXKIBI POKOBOM,
SuBaps nBaauaTh BOCBMOM,

S mararo BaM BOCJIE],
3axxuMmasi 00JIb B KYTLIET,
Mepst UM — TBOU CJIOBA —
CkopOb 1 pa3ym — aTb-u-1pa!

Hwu danTaszuii, Hu Xumep —
Cxop0Ou CKOBaHHBIN pa3Mep;
[Ilar 3a maromM y4ur OH:
[ToBTOpEHHE — 3aKOH.

[ToBTOpUTCS 6€3 KOHIIA —
Cryxa, BbIOTa, CMEPThH TIEBIIA.
Kak xopabiib, BO JpAax 3aTepT
JlyOIMHCKUI a3poriopr.

OTOT KECTKHM, TBEPABIH JIC
He otnycTuTt, HE IpOMAET:
Jlen xmagOMIIEHCKUX IIaroB,
Jlen apxaHTeNnbCKUX CHETOB.

B Hewm He cnenaenib npoJioM
Hu nepom, Hu TOIOpOM;
AJickoii 6e3/1HBI TITyOrHA
IIpomoporxena 1o 1Ha.

3aMOpO’KEH, KaK JICTHUK,
Cep/iiia TBOETO POJTHUK.
VK ero He mpomuoeT
Hwu Ookain, HM aHEKIOT.

[ToMHuUIIBL, KaK THI MHE B OOKas
Boaxky ¢ nepiiem HanmuBai

B maccauycerckoi riymm —
st corpeBa, s gymu?

Kax 1100wt ThI Iy TKH 3BOH —
bpbich, MOTUTKOPPEKTHEIN TOH!
I"'magui Tl HE MO MWEPCTH

C BEYHBIM K3MEJIOM B TOPCTH.



In a train in Finland we [TomHMIIE GUHCKHN HAIII BOSIK,
Talked last summer happily, Tper coBMECTHBIHN, cMeX U 0J1aXKb,
Swapping manuscripts and quips, CxJecT HaCMEIIeK W caThup —

Both of us like cracking whips [TepekpenieHHbIX panup?

Sharpened up and making free, B Tammnepe nexain Hai myTh:
Heading west for Tampere TwI HE MOT HE TIOMSIHYTh:
(West that meant for you, of course, JleckaTb, MBI ¢ TOOOM HUACM
Lenin’s train-trip in reverse). BepHbIM, JICHUHCKUM ITyTEM.

Nevermore that wild speed-read, He BepHyTbh HU CMEX, HH TTBLT —
Nevermore your tilted head Kax ctuxu Tl BayKHO BBLI!
Like a deck where mind took off Kax ¢ aBuanocIia BBBICh

With a mind-flash and a laugh. [IIyTk¥ ¢ rpOXOTOM HECITUCH!

Nevermore that rush to pun He BepHYTh TBOMX 4y IHBIX
Or to hurry through all yon KamamOypoB 3aBOAHBIX,
Jammed enjambements piling up PBymuiicst CTUXOB TIOTOK

As you went above the top, CxB03b aH)XKeMOEMaHBI CTPOK!

Nose in air, foot to the floor, Kak TbI O€ellieHo TBUTHIT
Revving English like a car Ha anrnmiickom! Kak moGun
Hijacked when you robbed its bank ['HaTh HA HEM a)K MUJIb TIOJI CTO,
(Russian was your reserve tank). Kak Ha yrHaHHOM aBTO!

Worshipped language can’t undo Jlumb 361K GOTOTBOPA,
Damage time has done to you: Bepuu B ¢10BO THI. A 3p4L.
Even your peremptory trust Kombl BpemeHnu, o3sch,
In words alone here bites the dust. Jluxaya BIaBUIU B TPS3b.

Dust-cakes, still — see Gilgamesh — Tak cmupuch, kak ['ninpramer,
Feed the dead. So be their guest. W nenemku npaxa esb,

Do again what Auden said ITomus Onena 3aBer:

Good poets do: bite, break their bread. ToNBKO 3TUM CHIT TOIT.

FOFTIR

Heaney and Brodsky, though their friendship really came in-
to its own in the U.S., first met at the 1972 Poetry International in
London, they devoted some poems to each other.

Joseph Brodsky admired the poetic gift of Seamus Heaney and
devoted this poem (1990) to his friend:
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FIOFTOR

Ileitmacy XuHu

Hocugh bBpoockui

S npocHyzcs OT Kpuka yaek B [lyOmnune.
Ha paccBere ux rosoca 3Bydain
KaK JyIId, KOTOpbIE Tak 3aryOJeHsbl,

YTO HE WCIIBITHIBAIOT MTCYAIIH.
O6unaka UM HaJ MOPEM B YeThIpE sIpyca,
TOYHO T€aTp HaBCTPEUy JApame,
HaOupas OpaiaeM MOCTCKPUIITYM SIPOCTH
1 6ECIIOMOIITHOCTH B OCTEKIICHEBIIIEH pame.
B MepTBOM mapke MasuuiIu U3BasHUS.

U g B3apornyn: s — 1ymMa, BEpHEE — BO3JIE.
’Ku3Hb Ha TpU YETBEPTH — y3HABAHUE
ceOst B HEWICHOPA3IeTbHOM BOILIE
WM — B TIOJTHOW OKaMEHEJIOCTH.

41 ObL1 B TOpOJIE, TAC, HE CYMEB POJIUTHCS,
s e111e MOT Obl, HAOpaBIIUCh CMEJIOCTH,
yMEpPEeTh, HO HE 320y AUTHCS.

Kpukn nyonmuackux yaek! KoHer rpaMmMmartukw,
MpUMEUYaHue 3ByKa K MOMBITKAM CIIPABUTHCS
C BO3yXOM, C IPUMECKIO YYBCTB IIpamaTepH,
0oOHapyKUBAIOIIEH U3MEHY MpaoTIa —
pazaupainyu KIIBaMU CIIyX, KaK 3aHaBec,
TpeOyst OMyCTUTh JTHHHOTHI,

OYKBBI BOOOIIIE, 1 HAYaTh MOHOJIOT CBOM 3aHOBO
C YHCTOM OECUYEeTOBEUYHOIN HOTHI.

FOFTIR

FOFTOIR
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Blackberry-picking

Late August, given heavy rain and sun

For a full week, the blackberries would ripen.

At first, just one, a glossy purple clot

Among others, red, green, hard as a knot.

You ate that first one and its flesh was sweet

Like thickened wine: summer's blood was in it
Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for
Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger
Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam — pots
Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our boots.
Round hayfields, cornfields and potato-drills

We trekked and picked until the cans were full
Until the tinkling bottom had been covered

With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned
Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered
With thorn pricks, our palms sticky as Bluebeard's.

We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre.

But when the bath was filled we found a fur,

A rat-grey fungus, glutting on our cache.

The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush

The fruit fermented, the sweet flesh would turn sour.
I always felt like crying. It wasn't fair

That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot.

Each year I hoped they'd keep, knew they would not.

FIOFTOR

Ml ekeBUKY COOMpPaIH
Ilepesoo A. [llaopuna

[To31HUM aBrycTOM COJTHIIE OOMIIBHO CBETUT U JA0XK/Ib MOJIMBAET,

Bcero 3a Hezento Toraa exXeBrKa B JIECy ITOCIIEBAET,

CrniepBa JM1Ib OJJHA HAJIMBAETCSI COKOM ITypITypHBIM,

Torga xak apyrue eme u TBEpAbl U HE3PEJIbl.

MBI aHO CheNaIN Ty SITOAY, CAMYIO IIEPBYIO,

Omna ObLTa CITagKO-TIbSHSIICH, KaK BUHA CTOJIETHUE,

Bynro kpoBb, B Hel Urpaiy, NEpeanuBasich, BCE COKH JIETHHE.

Bce a3biku Halm OblUTN OKpaleHbl Iy pPIypOM,

U emre GombIlie XOTEIOCh HAM 3THX SITO,

W noenanu Mbl, 1ake HECIENbIe KPacHbIE,

Bynro Measenu, 4To OTHEAAIOTCS OCEHBIO BIEPE] HA O,

MBI BBIXOIWIIN C KYBUIMHAMU, KPBIHKAMHU, OaHKaMH U3-T10]1 JKEMa,
[Inu MBI Tyna, rie KyCTapHUK TakK O0JIBHO KOJIOJICH,

[Inu no syraM, 1o mossiM KyKypy3HBIM 1 MUMO KapTO(eNbHBIX IPSJIOK,
SAroas! Ml coOMpaT U HAMOIHSAIA MU COCYbI OT IOHBIIIKA U 10 MAKYILIKH —
Sronel ceinble, TEMHBIE, HATUTBIE TOPKOM JIEXKAIM B COCyAaxX

W1 B Hammx nagoHsaX OaecTent,

COBHO YHCTEHINNE KAIlJIM BECCHHCH Kareu,

XOTb ¥ B KPOBH OBIIIM HAIIX PYKU OT OCTPBIX YKOJIOB.




[ToMHUIIB, KaK NPATAIN ATOJBI 3TH B capae,

Ho ne mornu coxpaHuTh UX, OHU CTHUBAJIH,

MBI X TOKPBITBIMU IIJIECEHBIO HAXOIWIIH,
[Lnnecenpro cepoii, 31I0BOHHOM, KaK IIKypa KpbICHHAS,
U cox ux crnagkuii Oyp/10ii CTAaHOBUIICS TOPHKOIO.

S ka1l pa3 yyTh HE TIIaKall, YTO SATOJbI CIAJIKUE
HeymonnuMo CTHUBAIOT, 1€ X TYT CIPaBEIJIMBOCTH? !
M xoTs Kaxabli o7 Mbl UX COXPAHUTH CTAPAJIUCh,
Kaxaplii pa3 HaXOAWJIN MBI TOJBKO THWIb U CBIPOCTb.

FOOFTIR



O nepeBoae mo33um
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has published widely on modern German literature, especially
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«ITepeBoa — 3TO MpeanpusTHe, TPedyIOIIEe
M3PSATHON CKPOMHOCTH ¥ CMEJIOCTHY

W3 unrepsoio ¢ Kapen Jluaep (BenukoOpuranus), npodeccopom OKCHOpPACKOro YHHBEPCUTETA,
NEPEBOYMKOM, aBTOPOM MHOT'OUYMCIICHHBIX ITyOJIMKALINi, OCBSILIEHHBIX HEMELIKOSI3bIUHOM JINTEpaType.

— He morum 061 Bl BkpaTe pacckasats 0 Bamux aBropax u npousBeleHUsIX, KOTOPbIe
Bb1 nepesoanin?

— 5] mepeBena MHOTO IO33MH, HO U MEPEBOAOM IIPO3bI TOKE 3aHUMaJack. S mepeBoauia mo-
33110 bpexra, HO OCHOBHOE€ BHHMaHHE yJelssla COBpEMEHHBIM aBTopaMm. Hampumep, s mepeseina
aBcTpuiickoro nosta Payns llporra («Ilycteias JIo6 Hop»), n3BecTHBIX aBCTpUiCKUX moaTecc MH-
rebopr baxmann u OBenun [nar, Muxasns Kprorepa, pomanucTa, mo3Ta M peJlakropa u3/1aTeabCT-
Ba «XaH3ep», OJHOT0O U3 Jyuymux B ['epmanun. B Moem mepeBoje myOIMKOBAINUCH NMO3TUYECKHE
AHTOJIOTUH — CTUXU ABAALIATU WIHA TPUILATH MOJIOJBIX IIOJTOB.

— Kak Bbl nymaere, Ha/10 nepeBOAUTH TAK, YTOObI YUTATE/b 320bLJ1, YTO OH YUTAET HE
OPUTHHAJIbHBIN, a IePeBOAHOM TEKCT, HJIN TaK, YTOObI OH BCe BpeMsi IOMHMJI, YTO NepeJ HUM
nepesoja’?

— DTO OTYACTH 3aBUCUT OT TOTO, YTO BbI epeBoANUTE. ECTh 3HAaUMTENbHAS pasHULA MEXKIY,
CKa)k€M, JIBaJILIaThIM IEPEBOIOM M3BECTHOI'O aBTOpPA MJIM M3BECTHOTO CTUXOTBOPEHMSI HA AHIJIMM-
CKHUH SI3bIK U CaMbIM IIEpBbIM IepeBoaoM. Co3aTens ABAAATOrO MepeBoja MOXKET O3BOJIUTh cede
ropaszo 0ojble cBOOOIBI, MOXKET MPOSIBUTH BCE CBOM TBOpUYECKUE criocoOHOCTH. Bbl mepeBouTe,
IIOMHS O TOM, YTO BBl IIEPEBOJUTE U KAKOBA Bama ayauTopus. Eiie nMeer 3HaueHHE, IIEPEBOAUTE
JH BBl JUIA ABYS3BIYHOTO WJIM OJHOS3BIYHOTO M3JaHUs. ['aBHOE, YTOOBI MOMTYYHIIOCH CTUXOTBOpE-
HUE Ha S3bIKe NIEPEBO/A, MHAaYe MEePeBOL OyeT HealeKBaTeH.

S He gyMaro, 4TO MEPEBOAUYMKY HAJ0 MPOCTO OCTABATHCS HEBUJIUMBIM, HAIIPOTUB, OH JOJDKEH
pa3bupaTbcs B TEKCTE OPUTMHANA U HAXOAMUTh IyTH €ro BOCCO3/1aHUS Ha s3bIKE NEpPEeBOAA, ObIBAET,
9TO MeHsieTcsl (hopMa WM CTHIIb TEKCTa, OBIBACT, YTO OPUTHHAI U3MEHSETCS KapJUHAJIBHO, U Tepe-
BOAYMK IIPU3BAaH HAWTH Ty )K€ MHTOHALHUIO, TAKYIO K€ DHEPTHIO B COBPEMEHHOM aHIVIMKACKOM. [ly-
Maro, yMECTHEE TOBOPUTH O COUYETAHUU JIBYX YIIOMSIHYTBIX BaMU IIOJIXO/IOB.

— OaMH U3 IIaBHBIX BONPOCOB, HA KOTOPbIN CTPEMHUTCH OTBETHTH NEPEBOAYHK: YTO Ie-
peBoauth? Kak 0b1 Bbl oTBeTH/IM HA Hero?

— MHe Kkaxercsi, 4T0 OOJIBLIIMHCTBO MEPEBOJIOB — 3TO JeN0 ciay4dasd. [lepeBoauuk npocTo oka-
3BIBACTCS B HY’KHOM MECTE B HY)KHOE BpeMs U MOJIydaeT 3afanue. Tak, Harpumep, MOU IepBbIU 3a-
Ka3 Ha IEpPEeBOJ XYJOXKECTBEHHOTO IPOU3BEACHHA s IOJIyYMsa CIy4allHO, Pa3srOBOPHBIIUCH 32
ykuHOM ¢ m3znareneM Kpuctopepom Maxknxoy3zom. OH ckaszai, 4To paboThl ero apyra Muxasis
Kprorepa Hukorjga He nepeBOAWINCH HA aHTJIMMCKUM. Sl yuTana ero CTUxu, U cpasy xe Makixoys
IIPEIOKUIT BBIIIOJIHUTH EPEBOJ. Sl corjacuiacs.

— Kak BbI cTaqm nepesogunkom?

— Oryactu MHE B 3TOM noMorja Most pabora. O0iacTh MOMX HCCIEIOBAaHUNA — COBPEMEHHAs
HeMellKas 10331, U HA OJMH M3 [I03TOB, O KOTOPBIX s MHcala, He ObLI EpeBEICH Ha aHTIIMHCKUN
A3bIK. MHE XOTeNoCh, YTOOBl y AHTJIOSA3BIYHBIX YUTaTeNel Obljla BO3MOXHOCTH MO3HAKOMHTBHCS C
STHMH 3aMe4aTeIbHbBIMU aBTOPaMH, TO3TOMY 51 M Hayasla NEepPEeBOIUTh — Ul ce0sl U YTOOBI OTKPBITh
HUX I YATaTene.

— CkoJbKo BpeMeHH y Bac yxoaur Ha nepeBoabI?

— IlepeBo1 M0331N U TPO3BI — JIBE a0COTIOTHO pasHble Beul. HeKoTopbie CTUXOTBOPEHHUS T1e-
pEBONATCA HAa aHIVIMNCKUAN MOYTH cpasy. MHOrna MHe I 3TOro Hy»KEH Mecsl, a MHOTIa U IOJITo-
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na. 3a 3TO BpeMs s MOTY U3MEHUTh B CBOEH paboTe mapy CTpOK MIJIM OJTHO CJI0BO. JlaXke eciu CTUXo-
TBOPEHUE COBCEM KOPOTEHBKOE, IEPEBO MOKET 3aHUMATh Y MEHS LIEJIble MECSIIBI.

— Korna Bel nepeBoaute no33uio, Bel coxpansiere pasmep u pugmy opuruHaga?

— 51 OblIa 4WJIEHOM JKIOpU KOHKypca nepeBoja umeHu CtuBeHa CrieHJepa U Bcerja cHavana
yuTansa aHrIMHCKUN mepeBo. S MouTH Bcerza Morija cka3aTh HaBepHsKa, Oblia M pudma B opH-
THUHAJIC WM HET, TaXe eCJIM caM MepeBo He ObuT pudMoBaHHBIM. Eciii B opurnnane Obiia pudma,
PUTM MJIH ollpeJiesieHHast (opMa, a B IEPEeBOIe OHU OTCYTCTBYIOT, TO NIEPEBOA HE 3BYUHUT, UTO-TO B
HEM HEHCNPaBHO. JTO HE 3HAYMT, YTO AJEKCAHAPUNUCKUNA CTHX WJIM XOKKY Ha aHIVIMHCKUH S3BIK
JIOJKHBI OBITH MEpeBe/IeHbl aIeKCAaHAPUICKUM CTUXOM MM XOKKY. DTO 3HAUMT, YTO B OpUTHHANE
MMEETCsl ONPEJICIICHHOE HAPSKEHNE UM PaBHOBECHE, CO3/IaHHOE 3BYYaHUEM, U €CJIU MEPEBOIUUK
HE MOXKET pealn30BaTh 3TO KAKUM-TO 00pa3oM, TO MepeBOI OyET HETOIHBIM.

— Bbl ynomsinyiu nepepogveckuii koHkypc nmenn Ctuena Cniengepa, Ha KoTopoM Bbl
ObL1H YieHOM Kopu. Kpome Toro, Bol cocTosiiin B komuTeTe KOHKypca «Mnriaum [lew» u B pen-
KOJUIerHH sKypHaJia «CoBpeMeHHasi 1033usl B epeBoie». KakoBbl KpuTepHu OLICHKH nepeBofa?

— Kpurepun Beszne passbie. IHOrna cyipu MCXOAST U3 TOTO, HACKOJIBKO aKTyaJIbHBIM SIBJISCT-
Csl IEpPEeBOJI TOTO WJIM MHOTO NMPOU3BEACHUS Ha aHTJIMICKUH fA3bIK. [ JIaBHBIM € KpUTEpUEM BCEX
KOHKYPCOB SIBJIIETCSI OPraHUYHOCTD IIEPEBO/Ia HA aHTJIIMICKOM si3bIKe. [lepeBon TomkeH «coiTh» 3a
aHrnuiickoe npousBeaeHue. OpUruHalI MOXKET UyTOUKY «pacTITUBAThY» SI3bIK MEPEBOAA, U 3TO MO-
KET yIUBIATH unTaTensd. Ho ecinu nepeBol Bac 3axXBaThIBAECT, U3MEHAET U €CIIU Bbl HE UyBCTBYETE,
YTO NEPEBOJ — 3TO TEKCT, KOTOPBIN €l1e HE «IPUObLD B aHTJIMICKUH SI3bIK, 3HAUUT 3TO XOPOIIMM
IIPU3HAK.

— Ecaum 061 Bam npunuiocs npenogaBartsb nepeBoj B yHUBepcuTeTe, Kak 0b1 Bbl 310 nesa-
Ju? KakuM nepeBoyeckuM TOHKOCTAM Bbl Ob1 00y4asiu CBOMX CTYyA€HTOB B NEPBYI0 o4epenn?

— OnHO U3 3a7aHMii, KOTOpPOE s IpeIarar BHIIOJHUTh BTOPOKYPCHUKAM, COCTOUT B COIOC-
TaBUTEJIBHOM aHAJIN3€e OIyOJIMKOBAaHHBIX NEpPeBOOB paccka3zoB Kadku nim nsatu nepeBoaoB Puib-
K€, a 3aTeM s MPOIly UX MOJYyMaTh O KPUTEPHUSIX XOPOLIET0 NEPEBOia, BApHaHTaxX MepeBOa.

— TeopeTuku nepesosa 4acTo roBOpfT, YTO TEKCT MepeBoAa N0JKeH ObITh IKBHBAJICH-
TeH TeKCTy opuruHaia. UYro rakoe 3xBuBajieHTHOCTh? Kak Bbl ee nonnmaere?

— B kakoM-TO cMbICIIE ThI AEHCTBYEIIb HA YPOBHE MHCTHHKTA. IlepeBon — 310 mpennpustue,
TpeOytomiee U3psIIHONM CKPOMHOCTH M CMEJIOCTH: C OJHOM CTOPOHBI, MEPEBOAUUK OCTAETCs 3a Ka-
IPOM, CTPEMSCH JOCTUTHYTh SKBUBAJIEHTHOCTH MEXAY TEKCTaMH, HO, C APYTrOll CTOPOHBI, UMEHHO
MEPEBOTUMK PEIIAET, YTO SABJSETCS HaubOosiee BaXXKHBIM M Kak 3TO Jydile nepenats. Kak poctuub
9KBHBAJIEHTHOCTH, €CJIH, CKa)KeM, TeKCT ObUT HAIIMCAH JIBECTHU JIET Ha3al, HAWTH HOBBINA CIIOCOO BbI-
pakeHHUs.

— Yro0 Takoe nepesoa, Ha Bam B3rasia?

— MoXHO TpoIUTHPOBaTh HeMenKoro modta ['énprepuna: «llepeBoa — 3T0 KOT/Aa THI Oepemnb
YTO-HUOY/Ib U3 OJTHOTO S3bIKA M HAXOJUILb AJISl ’TOT0 MHOCTPAHHbIM M aHANOTUYHbIN 10M. Thl uMme-
eIlIb JIEJIO C ABYMs Pa3IMYHBIMU U B TO K€ BpeMsl OAMHAKOBbIMU Bemamu. Ho B Moux nepeBonax s
00BIYHO OoJIee TAKOHUYHA, YEM B OpUTHHAJIE.

— YeM OTIMYAIOTCS CTPATerHH MEPEeBOJA XY/A0KeCTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB OT CTpaTerun pado-
ThI € aKaJeMHUYeCKMMH TeKcTaMu?

— B o0nacTu Xym0o>kecTBEHHOTO TIepeBo/ia ropasio 0obiie cBo0Oo Ik, MHE KaxeTcs. [lepeBo-
YUK CO3/1a€T CBOM TBOPYECKHUI OTBET, KOTOPBIN JOJKEH JKUTh HA SI3bIKE IIEPEBOJIA, B TO BPEMs Kak
HAY4YHBIH TEKCT JOJDKEH OBITh MPEXJE BCEr0 TOYHBIM, MMOITOMY IEPEBOIUYHUKY HE OCTACTCS MECTa
U1 BOCCO3/aHus A deKTa opuruHaia. A B Xy/10’)KECTBEHHOM NEPEBOJIE UyTh JIM HE KaX/10€ CIOBO
MO>KET OTIIMYATHCS OT OpUTHHAJIA.

— KakoBbl Bamiu nouckoBblie cTpaTernuu, ecjim Bol He 3HaeTe 3Ha4YeHHUsI CJIOBA MJIH KOT/Aa
Bam u3BecTHO 3HaUeHHe, HO Bbl He MoOkeTe mepeaaTh ero Ha AHTJIMHCKUIA?

— S paboTtato B OCHOBHOM C COBPEMEHHOW JINTEPATypOH, MMOITOMY €CJIM 51 HE 3HAI0 KaKOTro-
au0o cioBa wiu ¢Gpasbl, 3TO 3HAYHUT, YTO OHH IMOSIBIIIUCH B SI3bIKE HEAABHO JIMOO 3TO OKKAa3HOHa-
nu3M. S unry 3HaueHue B IHTepHETE, a MHOTIa CIpalllMBalo y aBTopa. A €Clid y MEHS BO3HUKAIOT
poOIEMBI C TIEPEBOJIOM CIICHTOBBIX BBIPAXKEHUH, KOTOPbIE YHOTPEOISIET MOJIO0€ MTOKOJICHUE, TO 5
WIIY SKBUBAJICHT B CJICHI€ aHIITMHCKON MOJIOJIEKU TOM YK€ BO3PACTHOM TPYIIIBI.
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—Yro BhI ges1aere, Korjaa nepeBoj «He uaer»?

— OtkiagpiBato paboTy HaJ HUM Ha HEKOTOPOE BPEMsi, a B TOJIOBE MPOAOKAETCs padoTa.

— Ecau 6b1 BaM npunnioch coCTaB/ISITh ITHYECKHI KOJEKC NMePeBOIYUKA, KaKkue Obl
NYHKTHI Bbl B Hero BHecsun?

— KoneuHo, nepeBoa MOKHO OTHECTU K TOMY POIY ACSITENbHOCTH, KOTOPBIA 3WKIETCS HA He-
KOTOpI)IX OTUYCCKUX HpI/IHHI/IHaX. y MCHS HUKOT'a HC BO3HHUKAJIO np06neM C UCITIOJIB30BAHHUCM 110~
CTpOYHHKA NIJIsl CO3/IaHHsl COOCTBEHHBIX MepeBooB. Ho MHe KaxeTcsl BHOJHE MOMYCTUMBIM HC-
MOJIH30BaTh MOACTPOYHUKU JIPYTUX aBTOPOB KaK IMepexo]l K 0ojee MOITUYHOMY TEKCTY MEepeBO/a,
MIPU 3TOM Ba)KHO CChUIATHCSI HA UICTOYHUKH.

HUnumepswvio noocomoeneno /I.T. [llamanogvim, nepesoo E.FO. Xapunoti u /I.T. [llamanosa.
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Ha BTopoii ctpanutie o6moxku — /[>xon B. Yorepxayc. Jlenu uz llanor.

Penakrop u xoppexrop B.B. Manvyesa

[Tognucano B nevats 27.01.16. dopmat 60x90/8.
Ven. neu. 1. 13,0. Tupax 100 k3. 3akaz Ne 4/2016.

N3parenscTBO
[IepMCKOro HallMOHATBHOI'O UCCIIE0BATEIBCKOTO
MOJINTEXHUYECKOTO YHUBEPCUTETA.
Anpec: 614990, r. ITlepmb, Komcomonbckuii mp. 29, k. 113.
Ten. (342) 219-80-33.



