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“CEPEBPAHASI TPYBA” AHTJIMHCKOTO BO3POXKJIEHUSA

TananTtnuBeiiuiemMy moaTy aHrauiickoro Bospoxzaenusi — damynay CrieHce-
py (1552-1599 rT.) B KAKOM-TO CMBIC/IE HE TIOBE3JI0, U060 PSIZIOM MMOCTOSTHHO HAXO/1-
Jlach KoJsioccasnbHas ¢purypa ero 6osee Moo0ro (Ha 14 jieT) COBpeMeHHHKa — Bu-
nbsima lllexcrniupa. Ho oToiifiss oT 060MX Ha AUCTAHLIMIO B 400 JIET, MbIl MOXXEM, He
OCJIeTUISISACh, TaK CKa3aTh, OMACHOM 0M30CThI0 3THUX MACTepPOB, BO3AATH O/DKHOE
nupuvyeckoMmy obasHuo JamyHzaa CreHcepa. Brnpouem, oGasitiue CrieHcepa aH-
IIMHACKYe YUTATeNd BCe Ke OIIYLIAMUA JOCTaTOYHO XOPOIIO, HECMOTPS Ha MOJAB-
nsoiiee BausiHue llexkcnupa. [Tpou3sonio 370 MOTOMY, YTO OHU O4YeHb pa3HbIe
no3Tel. J. CrieHcep — Ype3BbIYaiiHO YTOHYEHHBIN MacTep, BHECUINI B aHIJTUHCKYIO
JIUPUKY HECJIbIXaHHYIO [0TOJIe MY3BIKA/JIbHOCTh M TIACTHKY. CreHcepa moOwIn
MODThI CAMbIX HECOMOCTABUMBIX TBOPYECKUX WHAUBUAYATHBHOCTEN U MOYEPKOB, OH
ObLI yuuTe/leM W HPAaBCTBEHHBIM HAaCTaBHUKOM MHOTHX MOKOJIEHHH — OT MO3TOB
Bo3poxxJeHusi 0 KIaCCUKOB, CEHTUMEHTATMCTOB U POMAHTHUKOB. bonee Toro, ¢
TeYeHueM BPeMEeHH 3TO BIUSHHE YCHUIUBAIOCh, U U3 CTUXUHWHOTO U CaMO COOO
pa3yMemlierocsi mpeBpallajioch B OCO3HAHHOE, COMPOBOXJAaeMOe ropsiueil MpH-
3HATE/NbHOCThIO U BOCTOPXX€HHBIM HM3yMyieHHeM. JJ0CTaTOYHO CKa3aTh, YTO MEepPBOe
W3 IOUIeAIIINX 0 HAC CTUXOTBOPEHMI MO3Ta-poMaHTHKa Havana XIX Beka /xoHa
Kutca Ha3piBaetcs “Tlogpakanue CrieHcepy”, a B CBOEM OAWY€CKOM MTAHTEOHE JTI0-
6umbIx moaToB Kutc Hapsaay ¢ [I. MunbsronoMm, T. Tacco u B. lllekcnimpom 6maro-
rOBeHHO yoMUHaeT “cepebpsiHyto TpyOy  CrieHcepa.

KTo ke ObIJI 3TOT MOA3T U YTO OH YCIes CAeNaTh 3a 47 JIeT CBOe XU3HU?

[TpoucxoxaeHre mosTa ObUIO Gosiee YeM ‘CKPOMHBIM” — ChIH MOZEHIIMKA-
nopTHoro. HauanbHoe o6pa3oBaHue — B TOPrOBO-TIOPTHOBCKOM ILIKOJIE, XOTSI U MO,
PYKOBOZCTBOM “OJiecTsiiiero BocnuTaTtens . B Bo3pacTe 17 jieT — mepBbie OMBITHI
nepeBofoB u3 Mapo u [lio6ene. B atom xe Bo3pacte CrieHcep — CTYJ€HT CO “CTH-
nengveii” B KemOpumke. YMOPHBIA TPy[, MO OCBOEHUIO KIACCHUYECKOTO CTHUXO-
TBOPHOTO HacjieAus. Beixozel u3 HU30B O0LIECTBA SICHO OCO3HABAJ, YTO, TOTHKO
XOPOILEHHKO BbI€3AMB CBOIO JIOLIA/Ib, MOXXHO OpaTh mMpusbl... [locie ycreurHoro
okoH4YaHust KeMOpUmKCKOTO yHUBepcUTeTa — niepee3s, B JIoHAOH, ciy)x6a B Kade-
CTBE CeKpeTapsi y Pas/JIMYHBIX TUTYJOBAHHBIX 0COO (IMOYETHOE M MEPCIEKTUBHOE
3aHSITHE 110 TeM BpeMeHaM), Cepusi TI0JIE3HbIX 3HAKOMCTB B JIMTEPATYPHOM Mupe. B
KoHIle KOHIOB (1580 r.) CrieHcep okassiBaeTcst B Upnanguu; 3atem (1589 1.) — CHO-
Ba J/IoH0H; yepes ABa roga (1591 r.) — HOBbIM BU3UT B Mpnanauio; ganee (B 1594 T.)
— CYACT/IMBAs XeHUTbOA, CMEHA [NO/DKHOCTeH, MyOIMKaIUsi HOBBIX MOITHYECKHUX
paboT u... B Aekabpe 1598 roga TspKenas MpoCTyAqd, oT Koropoi CrieHcep He u3jie-
YUJICS. 13 THBAPS 1599 rOJIa €ro He CTaJIo.

Crnucok kpymHbix pa6or CreHcepa oTkpbiBaer “‘KaneHaapp mnacrtyxa”
(1579 r.), BKIOYarOIIui 12 3xj0r (1o Mecsam). Yke 3aech Boounio BugeH CrieH-



cep-MopaucT. [Ipu BceM TOM, YTO pacCy)XIeHHsI M03Ta HA TEMBI PeJTUTHH, TI0OBU
Yl TI0331H, MSTKO BBIPAXKasiCh, He JIMIIEHBl HAMBHOCTH, NMMOPA3UTEIBHO pa3HOOOpa-
3ue CTPOUKY M TEXHUYECKHX MPUEMOB, HEHUCTOIIMMasl JeKchiecKasi u3obpera-
TebHOCTh. COBEpUIMB CKAa4YOK K 3aBepliapueMmy nepuony >xusHu CrieHcepa
(1596 r.), MBI HalijeM TaKHe YacTO LIUTHPyeMble OIyChl, KaK YeThbIpe TMMHA, B TOM
yucse BAoxHOBeHHbIe ‘['MMH Kpacote” n “'MMH BO3BbIIIEHHOW KpacoTe”, B KOTO-
PBIX IJIATOHOBCKUM UI€ATM3M COYETAEeTCs C YUCTO PEHECCAHCHOM CUION 0OPa30B.

Mexzay 3TUMU TPyZaMH — OTpoMHasi sanmdeckas mosma “‘Koposesa deit” (B
IIeCTH KHUTAX), ONMyO/JIMKOBAaHHAS B 1590-1596 Tofax. B mosme nsobpakaercst paH-
TAaCTUYECKHUUA MUP CPEeJHEBEKOBOTO PBILIAPCTBA, MPUYEM CPeIU a/lJIETOPUYECKHX
00pa3oB MoaMbI — puUrypa aHIIHHCKOU KoposeBsl EnuzaBersr | B 06paze ['mopua-
HBI U IPyIH€e UCTOPHUYECKHe MEePCOHAXH (3aMeTHUM IMOMyTHO, YTO KOPOJIEeBa, Mpo-
YUTAB MO3MY, Ha3HA4YMJ/IA ABTOPy MEHCHI0 B 50 QyHTOB B rof). Eciu uucro da-
Oy/bHAsI CTOPOHA MO3MBI MOXXET yB/IeYb TEPIETHUBOTO YUTATENS] 3aHUMATe/TbHO-
CTBIO XYZOXKECTBEHHOT'O BBIMBIC/IA, TO JIJISI UCTOPUU JIUTEPATYPHI 3TA TO3MA UMeEET
ocoboe 3HavyeHHe, OO 37eCh Mbl HAXOJUM YHHUKAJIbHYIO 10 CBOUM JOCTOMHCTBAM
MOITHYECKYI0 CTPOody, KOTOpasi TaK M BOILJIIA B OOMXOJ, 10J, Ha3BaHHEM CIIeHCe-
poBckoil cTtpodsr’. O TOM, HACKOJBKO OHA BBIUTPBIIIHA /[JIsI Leel DITHKO-
POMaHTHUYECKOTO TIOBECTBOBAHUSI C KPYIMHBIMM IJIACTaMU PA3MBbILLIEHUH, CBH/IE-
TEJICTBYIOT TaKWe, HanpuMmep, GaKThl: “CrieHCePOBCKOM cTpodoil” HaNMCAHBI IMO3-
Ma [l. Kurca “Kanyn CB.ArHeccel’” m OalipoHOBcKass mosMa ‘[lasjoMHH4ecTBO
Yaitnpa-Taponbga”. MoxkHO cebGe mpeACcTaBUTh, C KAKUM 000CTPEHHBIM BHUMAHU-
eM o0a moaTa wTyAupoBanu nosmy CreHcepa.

['eHnabHOE HOBATOPCTBO MpOosiBrII CIieHcep U B IPYTOM JKaHpe M033UH — B CO-
Hetax. Lluxi ero coneroB “Amoretti” (“/Ir060BHBIE TIOCTaHKSA ) 3aHUMAET BUIHOE Me-
CTO CpeJy MO3TUYECKUX IIPOU3BEeHUI, 00eCCMEPTHBLINX Ye/IOBEYECKYIO TF000Bb.

YTo HaM AOMOAJIMHHO M3BECTHO 00 3TOM IIMKJIE M TeX OOCTOSITeNbCTBAX, B
KOTOPBIX OH ObLI co3paH? [Ipexxze Bcero, To, 4TO LUK/ B €r0 COBOKYITHOCTH IIO-
csinien Dnusaber boiin (Elizabeth Boyle), meByuike, 3a koTopoit CrieHcep yxaxu-
Basl OoJblile TOAA M KOTOpasi 11 MIOHS 1594 I'. CTaja >KeHOH moaTta. B 1593 rogy
CnieHcep, xuBsl Ha 1ore MpiaHauu, MO3HAKOMMJICS C JI€BYLIKOW PeAKOCTHOM Kpa-
cotbl. O muyHOCTH J. BOiiM MBI, K COXKaJIeHWIO, 3HaeM O4YeHb Masio. V3BecTHO, 4TO
OHa TPOMCXOAWIA W3 “Xopolleii ceMbu , ObLIA POJCTBeHHHUIleH capa Puuappa
Boitna, BnocneactBun craBurero nepBbiM rpadom Kopka (Cork). Ee mom Gbin B
Kunkopane, Boszne mopckoro mobepexbst HOrama (Youghal) Ha rore Wpnanaum.
dakTeI, cBsI3aHHBIE CO 3HAaKOMCTBOM CrieHcepa ¢ J. boitn, HaM Hen3BeCTHBI.

3a mecsiupl yxakuBaHus CrieHcep co3zaan 88 coHeTOB, 00beIMHEHHBIX UM B
UK. LIUK siB/sieTcst, Mo CyIlecTBy, MCUXOJOTUYECKON UCTOPHEM 3TOTO YXaXKH-
BaHMs. HazBaHMe IIUK/Ia UTaIBsIHCKOE, M OOHUM YXe 3TuM CrieHcep Kak Obl MOJ-
YepKHUBaJI CBOIO JYXOBHYIO CBSI3b C BeTMKUM [leTpapKoii U ero mocieoBaTesiIMU.



Ho CnieHcep He cTas MpUMEHSITh, BOCIIE€Basl TIOOUMYIO YKEHIIMHY, TeTPapKOBCKUMA
COHETHBIM KaHOH, KaK 3To jAenanu apyruve. OH BBeJ CBOM KaHOH, KOTOPBIH MOJTY-
YW Ha3BaHMe “crieHcepoBcKuil . Ero 0cOO€HHOCTY MBI OTMETHUM HIDKE.

Cnenmyet, 0OJHAKO, OTMETHUTD, YTO B LUKI ‘Amoretti”, HAMTMCAHHBINA B OCHOB-
HOM MIMEHHO B IEPUO[, 1593-1594 TOZOB, aBTOPOM BKJIIOUYEHBI OT/I€/IbHbIE COHETHI,
CO3JlaHHBbIEe HECKOJIBKMMHM T'OJIaMH paHee U HaBessHHbIe He Ju3abet boiin. Takux
COHETOB HECKOJIbKO, B YaCTHOCTH — COHET 8, HaITMCaHHBIN MO “IIEKCITHUPOBCKOMY
KaHOHY, U cOHeT 80, — 00a, MO-BUAMMOMY, CO3JAHBI B IOHJOHCKUI EPUOJ, YXU3HHU
Criercepa (He mosgHee 1501 T.). bruorpadsr CreHcepa ynmoMHUHAIOT TaKWe MMEHA,
kak nexu Kepeii (Carey) u PozannHpa, a Takoke Mpenoiaraior eiie 6ojiee paHHUE
cep/ieyHble MPUBSI3aHHOCTH, TIOB/IMSIBLIME HA COCTAaB IJUKJIA.

Ho 1jukJ1, KaK OH BBILIE/ U3 PYK €ro TBOPILA, UMEET CTOJIb Pa3UTeNbHYIO Jy-
WesHYI0 YeabHOCMb U dmuyeckoe eduHCmMaB0, YTO caM PaKT BKIIOYEHUS B LUK 60-
Jlee paHHMX OITyCOB JO/DKEH BOCIIPUHUMATHCSI HAaMU Kak )xenaHnue CrieHcepa “cym-
MHUPOBATh’ BCIO 3THYECKYI0O WCTOPHIO CBOEU JXU3HM — B TOM BCEINOTIJIOIIAIOIEM
YYBCTBe, KOTOPOE OH WCIIBITAN B 1593-1594 IT. K CBoeil Oyaymieii xeHe. C TOYKH
3peHusl TICUXOJIOTUM JTI00BU MOJ0O0HOe ‘énnasnieHue” ObUIBIX MPUBSI3AaHHOCTEN B
MPUBSI3aHHOCTh PEIIAIOIIYI0 — BIOJIHE OmNpaBAaHo. OHO TOBOPHUT O TOM, KaKoe
3HaveHMe npugaBan CrieHcep TOMy YyBCTBY, KOTOPO€e 3aXBaTHJ/IO €ro BCEILEsIO U JI0
koHua. Cam noat B cBoeM “Good Morrow” pacKpsUT HaM CYILIHOCTb 3TOTO “TIOTYH-
HEHMsT CTapOro YyBCTBA HOBOMY M BOOOIIle BCEIO MEPEXUTOTO — MEPEXUBAEMOMY:

“But this; all pleasures fancies be:
If any beauty I did see,
Which I desired and got, twas but a dream of thee”

“Tonvko mak; éce HacaaxicdeHus Cymb npedgocxuweHus:
Ecnu s 8uden kakyio-mo kpacomy,
Komopyto acenan u dobusancs, amo 6vL10 auws meumoti o mebe”.

“Amoretti” TOSIBWINCh B Me4YaTH B 1596 T., 3a TPU rojja 4O CMepPTH TMO3Ta,
BMecTe ¢ npyrum iukaom Crencepa - “Epithalamion” (“CBazse6Hbie mecHu”), B KO-
TOPOM TIO3T C YIOUTENbHON CTPACTHOCTBIO BOCIIE/I CBOe OpakocoveTaHUe C DJH-
3a6eT boiis, CBOIO Be/TMYAMIIYIO PAaJIOCTh, IOJTHOE TOPXKECTBO CBOEH TI0OBHU...

Yem mpuBieKaTesnieH /s HAC UMK “/I;000OBHBIE TTOC/IAHUS U B Y€M €ro Jiu-
puyeckoe obasiHUe, He TMOTYyCKHeBIlee 3a Te 6ojiee 400 /ieT, KOTOpPbie MPOILIA CO
BpeMeHU ero HarucaHusi?

Yurarenb, O-BUJUMOMY, CMOXKET CaM OTBETHUTh HA TOT BOMPOC, BXXUBIIKUCH
B OTOT yAWBUTEIbHBI MHUpP LEeIOMYyJAPUS, OZYyXOTBOPEHHOCTHU U HMCKPEHHOCTH.
LMK/ 10 BCeM CTaThsIM YAUBUTEIEH. Y IUBUTE/IEH HEMOCPeJCTBEHHOCTHIO SMOLIUH,
BBUIMBAIOIINXCSI, OZHAKO, B 3aKOHYeHHbIe, Oe3yKopru3HeHHble GOpPMbI. YIUBUTE-
JIeH TIPSIMO TaKU BeCEeHHEeU CBEXEeCThI0 T0JI0Ca, He3aBUCHMO OT KOHKPETHOW TeMa-



TUKM M HACTPOEHUsI COHETOB. 88 COHETOB LKA — 3TO KOJEHONPEKIOHEHHBIU
rumMH YKeHuIHe, MOTy4Hii cuie ee KpacoThbl. [MMH 3TOT “ckafpiBaeTcsi” U3 CaMbIX
Pa3HOOOPA3HBIX IMOLHI: OT COCPEOTOYEHHOM TPYCTH [0 TATETUYECKOr0 BOCTOP-
ra, OT 33/[yM4YMBOM 3/IETUHU A0 SMOLIMOHAFHOIO 3KCTa3a, OT MOJABIEHHON MOJIb-
ObI 10 3aXBATHIBAKOLIKX MO0 TUHAMU3MY MOPBIBOB. M mopasuTenbHO: Kakue Obl 4yB-
CTBa HU BBIPAXKAJ MO3T, BCIOAY Mbl OOHAPY)XHMBaeM KIACCHUYECKYIO SICHOCTH, MPO-
3pavyHYI0 FAaPMOHHUIO, CTPEMJ/IEHHE BbIBECTU M3 TI000M “AylieBHONH CUTyallMU He-
KyI0 HOTY YMUPOTBOPEHHOCTH U BEPhI BO BCe0OeIHOCTh YeI0BeYeCKO CTPAaCTH U
kpacoTtel. Co3eplaHue MOOUMOI U CaMH TIOPBIBBI K Hell HeCyT B cebe Ty YyTKYHO
MIPOCBET/IEHHOCTh, KOTOPasi CBOMCTBEHHA TOJIBKO MCTUHHOU M06BU. BoT mouemy
ot coHetoB CrieHcepa BeeT BeCeHHeil CBEXECThI0 — He TOJBKO OT TeX, Ife MO3T
MPsSIMO BOCIIEBAaeT I'0JI0CAa BECHBI M €e OYHMCTUTE/bHOE LIeCTBUE, HO MPAKTUYeCKHU
BCIOAy. JTAa TMOUCTHUHE BOJIIeOHAs CUIA CIIEHCEPOBCKOTO JMPU3Ma YyBCTBYETCS
JlaXKe B CAaMbIX MUHOPHBIX COHETaX, I'Ze, Ka3asoch Obl, HET HUYEro, KpoMe CyMpay-
HOTO 3JIeTW3Ma U OJIMHOKOM, 6e3bicxoaHOoM 60U, [IpoguKTOBaHHbBIE XUBBIM U He-
MCTPpeOUMBIM B CBO€M BHYTPEHHEM 1ieJIbHOCTHU YyBCTBOM, coHeThl CrieHcepa BOJI-
HYIOI[e TTPEKPACHBI, U0O0 MepeAaroT MpeKpacHoe BOTHEHUe Ye/l0OBeKa, BCeM CBOUM
CYLIeCTBOM yOeXIEeHHOTO B TOM, YTO €ro cepjiie He MOXeT OTHbIHe OWUThCS, He
BBICTYKHBAsi PUTMbI TFOOBH, YTO €ro ObITHE CIJIETEHO C TF0O0BBIO, YTO 3Ta JTIOOOBH
CTOJIb JKe BeJIMKa, KaK BeJIMKHW KpacoTa U AOCTOWHCTBA nro6uMoii. Takasi 11060Bb
HeceT B ce0e U LieZpoe 0OelIaHe CYACThs], U CTPACTHOE OXKHU/IAHUE ero.

“JIto60BHBIE TIOC/IAHUST — 3TO BOCXUTHUTENbHASI Jpy3a KPUCTA/IJIOB, BbIMaB-
IINX B MepPeNnoIHEHHOM [0 KpaeB cepaie. UuTass LUK/, Mbl MOXXEM MPOCIeAUTD
BCIO “KJIACCUYECKYI0~ TaMMy /HOOOBHBIX YYBCTB U BCIO MOJIHOTY €€ O4apOBaTe/lb-
HBIX MpoTHUBOpeunii. Tak, B 0JHOM coHeTe (5) MO3T BOCCTAeT HA TeX, KTO OPaHUT
ero J0OUMYIO 3a TOPAOCTh HPABa, B APYroM CoHeTe (27) MPU3bIBAeT CBOIO Mpe-
KPaCHYI0 BO3/1I00/IEHHYIO He TOPAUTHCS, OO BCsI C/IaBa MUPA — 3TO “HEYUCTHINA My-
cop” (dross unclean), 3aTem cHoBa (61) BocCleBaeT BBICOKYIO TOPAOCTh CBOEM JIiO-
O6MMOIi; TO MO3T GE€3YMHO BOCTOPTraeTCsi KpacoTo# CBoeil M3GpaHHUIIbI, PACTBOPSI-
SICh B HEM M C HEHACHITHOM )KaJIHOCThIO BIIUTHIBAsI €€ BJIACTHBIE 4Yapsl (3, 17, 25 U
IIp.), TO CEeTYyeT, YTO MPUPO/ia MOAAPH/Ia TAKYIO0 KPACOTY YKEHIIUHE, CTOJIb X€CTOKOM
cepieM (31); TO 3asIBJISIET, YTO CBOOOJHOMY CYILIECTBY HeJb3s1 OBITh B LIEMsIX, Oy/Ib
OHM J@Ke U3 30J10Ta (37), TO KISHETCSI B CBOEM FOTOBHOCTH OBITH MOXKU3HEHHBIM
pabom mr06uMOi (42). B KOHEYHOM CYeTe MOYXHO HAWTH FapMOHMIO U €MHCTBO B
5TOM BHeIlIHe MPOTHBOPEYMBOM BHXPE SMOLMI U MPeCTaBAeHUI, U MPeJOCTaBUM
YUTATENIO CYAUTh O TOM, KAKOBA MCTUHHAS AUAIeKTHUKA TAKUX KOHTPACTOB.

W ewe ecTh 0AHO KayeCcTBO y 3TUX COHETOB: TOHKUM, MOPOM YCKOJ/Ib3aIOIINMI
OT B30pa IOMOP, KOTOporo He 6bu10 y [leTpapku u y Bcex o CrieHcepa. OTaenbHbIe
COHEeTHI “MOAKpALIeHbl” SBCTBEHHBIM OTTEHKOM IOMOPA, TO TOPHKOTO, TO OTKPBITO
JIYKaBOTO, TO JIACKOBOTO. M 3TO MHOTOOOpasue OTTEHKOB (IOpPOi yCKOIh3AMUIUX



OT MOBEPXHOCTHOTO B3IJISIIa) CO34aeT 0CoObIi Yapymoinii 3¢pdeKT gaxke B Tex ch-
TyaLUsX, re, Ka3asoch Obl, HMOPOM MOXHO ObLIO ObI “npeHebOpeun’. U, moxanyi,
MMEHHO B 3THX COHETAaX MbI MOXXeM OCOOEHHO SICHO OCO3HATh U MOYyBCTBOBATH
ayiieBHOe 310poBhe CrieHcepa, B 4YeM-TO POAHSIIEe aHTTUUCKOTO MO3Ta C HALIUM
[TyIIKMHBIM, TYYHUCTYI0 03aPEHHOCTh U TPALHIO €0 JTUPbL. AHTIMACKUIN MTOST SIB-
JiseT HaM OJHO M3 3aMedvaTe/bHbIX CBOMCTB 3J0POBOTO Y€I0BEYECKOTO IyXa —
yMeHHe yIbIOHYThCs (flayke TIOPOi CKBO3b CJie3bl), IOCMOTPETH HA CeOst CO CTOPO-
HbI, 0OBITPATh CUTYAIHIO B JIETKOM (HO OTHIOZIb HE JIeTYaifineM!) CTU/Ie WU BHECTH
B Hee HEOXXUJAHHBIA MPOHUYECKHUU OTTEHOK. DTuM cBovcTBoM CrieHcep SIBHO
IPEBOCXOUT CBOET0 BeJTMKOro coBpemeHHuKa lllekcrupa.

['oBOpsST 0 Xy[O’KeCTBEHHBIX JOCTOMHCTBAX I[UK/IA B OPUTHHAJIE, HE/Ib3sI He
OTMETHUTH, TIPEXe Bcero, 6/ucTaTenbHOe, BUPTyo3HOe Bnagenune popmoii. Co3na-
T€/b CBOEro KAaHOHA, KOTOPHIM (3a eIMHCTBEHHBIM WCKIOYEHWEM - COHeT 8)
HAIMCAHbI COHETHI MKIIA, CrieHcep M3B/IeKAeT U3 ITOr0 KaHOHA BCE €ro MOTeHIU-
aJibHbie BO3MOXXHOCTH. KaHOH HeOoObIYaiHO 6/1aro3BydeH Mo pUPMEHHOU CTPYK-
Type (ababbcbcededee). O6patym BHMMaHuMe Ha TO, uTo pudMma “b” B mepBom uet-
BEPOCTHIINH HCIIOIb3YeTCsI KaK TmepBasi prudMa BTOPOro YeTBEPOCTHINHS, a prudMa
“c” aHa/MOrM4YHBIM 00pA30M TEPeXOAUT B TpeTuii KaTpeH. CO34al0TCs CBOero poza
IIPOYHBbIE AKYCTUYECKUE CBS3KH MEXIY BCEMH YacCTsIMU COHeTa. M vk B Havasie
Y Tepej MapHOUW KOHIIOBKOM COHETA BIIACTOBBIBAIOTCS [1Be MapHble pudpmbl “a-a”
u “d-d”. OtmenbHbIe COHETHI BbIIEPXKaHbI KaK Obl HA €IMHOM [bIXaHUHU U CO3JAI0T
YyAUBUTENbHBIN M1acTudeckuit apdexr. locTaToOuUHO 03HAKOMUTHCS C COHETAMH 7,
11, 24, 30, 61, 84, YTOGBI OILIYTUTH BHYTPEHHUN SMOI[MOHANBHBINA AUHAMU3M M Ca-
MO#1 GOpPMBI, ¥ YYBCTBA, OyXOTBOPSIOIILETO MOITA.

O6mpexkTrBHO “‘Amoretti”, yncreiiiiee “bel canto” m106BU, coxpaHseT HeMa-
Nylo “miefaroruyveckyio’ cuiy. B 3TOM mukie mposiBUIach OZHOBPEMEHHO U BO3-
BBIIIIEHHOCTh CIIEHCEPOBCKON 3THKH, ee ‘HebecHast TeMOpDOBKAa, M CTPACTHOE
CTpeMJieHue K 3eMHbIM, ‘ocsidaeMbiM’ 1eHHOCTsIM. Kpacorta gns CrieHcepa — 3TO
deHOMEH “O0XKeCTBEHHOTO COBEPIIEHCTBA U, OJHOBPEMEHHO, MIOTCKUM CyOCTaHT,
MOTPSICAMOIIAs IO CBOEMY BO3[E€UCTBUIO PEANbHOCTh, KOTOPOUl OH He yCTaeT BOC-
TOPTaThCs U KOTOPYIO KOJIEHOMIPEKJIOHEHHO BOCIIEBAET KAK BhICIIEe TPOU3BeIeHHE
[Tpupogpt (“TBopra”).

O606111asi, MOXXHO CKa3aTh, YTO COZEP)KaHUE I[UKJA CBOAUTCS K COZAEpPIKa-
TE/IbHOCTH BBICOKOM JTI0O0BHOM CTPACTH, Ha a/lTaphb KOTOPOU 4Yel0BEK HeCeT BCe
Jydliiee, YTO B HEM 3aJI0KEHO, U Yepe3 KOTOPYI yTBEPXKAAeT ceOsi KaK HOCUTEJIs
YKUBOTBOPHEMUIIIETO M TTPEKPACHEUIIETO U3 BCEX YE€TOBEYECKUX COCTOSTHUM.

[TpecTr)X TAaKOTO CaMOYTBEPXKIEHUSI He MOXXeT TMOMEPKHYTh W He MOXXET
OBITh 3aMEHEH HUYeM, TTOKa Ha 3eMJIe CYIIeCTBYIOT JTI0/H.

Anexkcangp Ilokuzos



THE "SILVER TRUMPET" OF THE ENGLISH RENAISSANCE

The outstanding poet of the English Renaissance - Edmund Spenser (1552 -
1599) - was in a certain sense unlucky because constantly shining nearby was the
colossal figure of his younger (by 14 years) contemporary - William Shakespeare.
But having now the distance of 400 years separating us from both, we can, without
dazzling ourselves by the dangerous proximity of these poets, do justice to the lyr-
ical glamour of Edmund Spenser. However, the glamour of Spenser was fairly well
felt by English readers, in spite of the overwhelming influence of Shakespeare. It
could happen so due to a striking difference between them. Edmund Spenser is an
exceptionally delicate and exquisite poet who has introduced the hitherto un-
heard-of melodiousness and plasticity into the English poetry. Poets of most in-
comparable creative individualities and manners loved Spenser, he was the teacher
and moral tutor of many generations - from the poets of the Renaissance to the
classics, sentimentalists and romanticists. Moreover, in the course of time this in-
fluence strengthened, from something spontaneous and self-understood turned
into something conscientious accompanied by ardent gratitude and enthusiastic
amazement. Suffice it to say that the first poetical work by the poet-romanticist of
the XIX-th century John Keats was called "Imitation of Spenser”, and in his eulo-
gistic pantheon of favourite poets, side by side with D. Milton and T. Tasso, he
reverently mentions "the silver trumpet" of Spenser.

Who was that poet and what has he done during the 47 years of his life?

The social origin of the poet was more than "modest” - he was the son of a
paid-by-the-day tailor. He received the primary education at the trading tailor
school, though under the guidance of a "brilliant tutor”. At the age of 17 he made
first attempts of translating Marot and Du Bellay. At the same age Spenser became
a student "with a grant" at Cambridge University. The young man was stubborn in
mastering the classical heritage in verse. Being from low strata of society by birth
Spenser clearly understood that only having trained one's horse one may take
prizes... On successful graduating from Cambridge, the poet went to London
where he served as secretary of different titled persons (an honourable and prom-
ising occupation in those times); he also made a number of useful acquaintances in
the literary world. Finally (in 1580), Spenser found himself in Ireland; then (1589)
he returned to London; in 1591 - a new visit to Ireland; then (1594) - a happy mar-
riage, new appointments and posts in succession, publication of new poetical
works, and ... in December of 1598 Spenser caught a serious form of chill of which
he failed to cure. On the 13th of January, 1599 he breathed his last.

The list of Spenser's major works is opened by the "Shepherd's Calendar”
which includes 12 eclogues (by months). Already here Spenser is clearly seen as a
moralist. While his reasonings on the subjects of religion, love and poetry are (to



put it mildly) not devoid of naiveté, we find a striking diversity of stanzas and
technical methods, an inexhaustible lexical inventiveness. If we make a rapid leap
to the final period of Spenser's life (1556), we will find such often quoted opuses as
four hymns, including the inspired "Hymn in Honour of Beauty" and "Hymn of
Heavenly Beauty" in which the platonic idealism is combined with a power of im-
ages typical of Renaissance.

Between these works we find the huge epic poem "The Faery Queene" (in six
books), published in 1590-1596. The poem depicts the fantastic world of medieval
knighthood, but among the allegorical images of the poem we see the figure of the
English queen Elizabeth the First in the image of Gloriana, and other historical
personages (let us note by the way that after reading the poem, the queen granted
the author a pension of 50 pounds a year). While the story itself may entice and
captivate a patient reader by the artistic intrigue, this poem has a special signifi-
cance for the history of literature because here we find a stanza unique for its poet-
ical merits and which has become known as the "spenserian stanza". The degree of
its effectiveness when used for epico-romantic narration with sizable fragments of
reflections may be illustrated by the following facts: John Keats wrote his poem
"St. Agnes' Eve" with the "spenserian stanza", and Byron did the same in his poem
"Childe Harold's Pilgrimage". It may only be imagined with what keen attention
both poets were studying Spenser's poem.

A great innovation was introduced by Spenser also in another genre of poet-
ry - in sonnets.

The cycle of sonnets "Amoretti" ("Love Messages") occupies a prominent
place among the poetical works, which immortalized human love.

What do we know for certain about this cycle and the circumstances in
which it was created?

First of all, the cycle in total was dedicated to Elizabeth Boyle — the girl
whom Spenser had been courting for over a year and who became the poet's wife
on the uth June 1594. In 1593, while staying in Ireland, Spenser got acquainted with
a girl of exceptional beauty. Unfortunately, we know but little about E. Boyle as a
person. It is known that she descended from a "good family", that she was a rela-
tive of Sir Richard Boyle, who subsequently became the first earl of Cork. Her
house was in Kilcoran, on the seashore of Yougal (in the south of Ireland). We pos-
sess no facts about the acquaintance of Spenser with E. Boyle.

During the months of courtship, Spenser created 88 sonnets, which were
united into a cycle by the author himself. The cycle is, in essence, a psychological
story of this courtship. The name of the cycle is Italian, and by this alone Spenser
actually stressed his spiritual link with the great Petrarch and with his followers.
But, while glorifying the beloved woman, Spenser did not make use of the "petrar-
chan" sonnet canon as others did it. He introduced his own canon, which later was



named "spenserian” (we will specify its features below).

It should be noted, however, that the cycle "Amoretti" written on the whole
within the period of 1593-94, also includes some sonnets created several years be-
fore that period and inspired not by Elizabeth Boyle. There are several such son-
nets, in particular sonnet N° 8 written according to the "shakespearean" canon, and
sonnet N2 80, — both were created during the London period of Spenser's life (not
later than1591). Spenser's biographers mention such names as lady Garey and
Rosalind, and also suppose some earlier infatuations, which influenced the compo-
sition of the cycle.

But the cycle as it came out of the hands of its creator possesses such a mi-
raculous mental integrity and ethical unity that the very fact of inclusion into the
cycle of some earlier opuses must be regarded as Spenser's desire to "sum up" the
whole ethical story of his life in the all-absorbing feeling which he experienced in
1593-94 to his future wife. From the standpoint of love psychology, such "fusing” of
former infatuations into the decisive one is quite justified. It tells us about what
importance was attached by Spenser to the feeling, which captivated him wholly
and completely. The poet himself, in his "Good Morrow", explained to us the es-
sence of this "subjection” of an old feeling to a new one and, in general, the "sub-
jection" of everything which has been lived through to what is being experienced:

"But this; all pleasured fancies be:
If any beauty I did see,
Which I desired and got, twas but a dream of thee".

The cycle "Amoretti" was published in 1596, three years before the poet's
death, together with another Spenser's cycle — "Epithalamion" ("Wedding Songs")
in which the poet glorified with ravishing passion his marriage with Elizabeth
Boyle, his greatest joy, the full triumph of his love...

In what lies for us the attractiveness of the "Love Messages" and to what is
attributable their lyrical charm, which has not faded during the 400 years since the
time of their creation?

The reader can probably answer this question himself after having dwelt
within this marvellous realm of chastity, spirituality and candour. The cycle is
wonderful in all respects. Wonderful for the ingenuousness of emotions which,
however, are expressed in polished and immaculate forms. Wonderful for the real-
ly vernal freshness of the voice, irrespective of the particular subject and the
"mood" of a sonnet.

The 88-sonnet cycle is a genuflectory hymn to Woman, to the enormous
power of her beauty. This hymn is "formed up" of most diverse emotions: from
concentrated sadness to pathetic delight, from pensive elegy to emotional ecstasy,
from depressed entreaty to impulses which grip by their dynamism. And it is real-
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ly amazing: no matter what feeling the poet expresses, everywhere we see the clas-
sical clarity, the subtle harmony, the poet's striving to evoke from any "mental"
state a certain note of conciliation and faith in the all-conquering might of human
passion and beauty. The contemplation of the beloved woman and the amorous
impulses are imbued with that sensitive lucidity which is peculiar only to genuine
love. That is why a really vernal freshness is wafted by Spenser's sonnets - not only
by the sonnets in which the poet glorifies the voices of spring and its all-purifying
march, but practically everywhere. This magic power of Spenser's lyricism is felt
even in the most melancholic sonnets where there is seemingly nothing but
gloomy notes of elegy and solitary mental anguish. Prompted by a buoyant feeling,
ineradicable in its integrity, the sonnets of Spenser are thrillingly beautiful because
they convey the beautiful thrill of a man who is fully convinced that his heart can
no longer throb without tapping out the rhythms of love, that his whole being is
interwoven with love, that this love is as great as the beauty and merits of the
woman he adores. Such love implies both a generous promise of happiness, and a
passionate expectation of it.

The cycle "Love Messages" is an admirable druse of crystals, which have tak-
en shape in the full-to-the-brim heart. Reading the cycle we can trace all the "clas-
sical” gamut of amorous feelings, and the whole range of its charming contradic-
tions. So, in one of the sonnets (5) the poet strongly opposes those who scolded his
beloved woman for "her too portly pride", in another sonnet (27) he urges his
sweetheart not to be proud "since all world's glory is but dross unclean”, then
again (61) he glorifies the lofty pride of his lady-love; now the poet goes into rap-
tures before the beauty of his beloved maiden, penetrating into its charms and av-
idly absorbing them (3, 17, 25 etc.), now he laments that nature has given "gifts of
beauty's grace" to a woman with "so hard a heart" (51); at one moment he declares
that a free creature should not be in chains even if they are made of gold (37), at
another moment he swears he is ready "her thrall for ever to remain" (42). In the
long run, one may find harmony and unity in this contradictory vortex of emotions
and ideas, but let the readers judge themselves what is the true dialectics of such
contrasts.

And these sonnets have one more quality: subtle humour which sometimes
escapes our glance and which neither Petrarch nor anyone before Spenser ever
had. Some sonnets are "tinctured" with distinct nuances of humour — now bitter,
now openly provoking, now tender and endearing. And this diversity of shades
(sometimes unseen to superficial look) creates a particularly charming effect even
in those situations where humour might be "neglected". And maybe precisely in
these sonnets we may clearly feel the mental health of Spenser which makes the
English poet similar to our Pushkin, the radiant light and the grace of his lyre. The
English poet shows us one of the most remarkable traits of a healthy human spirit
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— the ability to smile (sometimes even through tears), to take a look at oneself
from without, to play up a situation in a light (but not in the lightest!) style or in-
sert into it an unexpected ironical nuance. In this ability Spenser manifestly excels
his great contemporary Shakespeare.

Speaking about the artistic merits of the cycle in the original, we must note,
first of all, the brilliant and masterly command of the form. Being the creator of his
own canon in which (with the only exception — N¢ 8) the sonnets of the cycle are
written, Spenser extracts from this canon all its potentialities. The canon is exceed-
ingly harmonious by its rhyme structure (ababbcbccdcdee). Let us note that the
rhyme "b" of the first quatrain is used as the first rhyme of the second quatrain,
and the rhyme "c" is likewise used for the third quatrain. In this way, some sort of
firm acoustic links between all the parts of the sonnet are created. And only at the
beginning and before the final pair of the sonnet we see two separate rhymes "a-a"
and "d-d". Certain sonnets are maintained as if on a single breath and create a mi-
raculous plastic effect. It is enough to look through the sonnets 7, 11, 24, 50, 61, 84
in order to sense the internal emotional dynamism both of the form itself and of
the feeling which inspires the poet.

Objectively, the cycle "Amoretti", the purest "bel canto" of love, preserves a
considerable "pedagogical” worth. The cycle demonstrates both the loftiness of
Spenserian ethics, its "heavenly" timbres, and at the same time a passionate striv-
ing for earthly, "tangible" values. For Spenser, beauty is a phenomenon of "divine
perfection" and, simultaneously, a carnal reality which produces a staggering im-
pact and which the poet constantly admires and glorifies as the brightest work of
Nature ("Creator").

Summing up the above, we may say that the content of the cycle comes to
the richness of content of a lofty love passion, to the altar of which a man brings
everything best in him and through which he affirms himself as a bearer of the
most vivifying and beautiful of all human feelings.

The prestige of such self-affirmation cannot fade and cannot be substituted
by anything as long as human beings exist upon the Earth.

Alexander Pokidov



Sonnet1

7‘[appy ye leaves when as those lily hands

Which hold my life in their dead doing might,
Shall handle you and hold in love’s soft bands,
Like captives trembling at the Victor’s sight.
And happy lines, on which with starry light,
Those lamping eyes will deign sometimes to look
And read the sorrows of my dying spright,
Written with tears in heart's close bleeding book.
And happy rhymes bath’d in the sacred brook
Of Helicon whence she derived is,

When ye behold that Angel’s blessed look,
My soul's long lacked food, my heaven's bliss.
Leaves, lines, and rhymes seek her to please alone,
Whom, if you please, I care for other none.

Sonnet 2

‘Unquiet thought, whom at the first I bred

Of th’'inward bale of my love pined heart

And sithens have with sighs and sorrows fed,
Till greater than my womb thou woxen art,
Break forth at length out of the inner part,

In which thou lurkest like to viper's brood:
And seek some succour both to ease my smart
And also to sustain thyself with food.

But if in presence of that fairest proud

Thou chance to come, fall lowly at her feet:
And with meek humbleness and afflicted mood,
Pardon for thee, and grace for me entreat.
Which if she grant, then live, and my love cherish,
If not, die soon, and I with thee will perish.
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Conem 1

C‘-IaCTJII/IBIJ,I)I BbI, 3aB€THbIE€ JIMCTKU,

Korpa B TMnIN BeyepHel, y KaMHHa,
JpoxxuTe BbI Ha JleNleCcTKe PyKH,

Kak nnenHuKM npu Bue BacTe/INHa.
bnaxxeHHa Tbl, cepAe4HbIX CTPOK JIaBUHA,
JloBst Iy4m 3Be3/10MOA00HBIX I'J1a3,

WM rosops, 4TO cMepTHast KPpy4nHa
Mens Tep3ana B OIMHOKMH 4ac.

M pudwm anmassel, HET cyacTIMBeil Bac,
OMBITHIX Ha CBsILIeHHOM ['enuKkoHe, -
Benp aHresn K BaM HaKJIOHUTCSI He Pas,
HMia ycraap! B BalieM nepesBoHe.
IloHpasbmecs eti, u ecau moavko e,
JTio6su s 601bwe He Xouy HuYbell.

CoHnem 2

JIlpeBoXxHbBIH AyX, B3palleHHbIH MHOM BHavate

B Tomenusix 6e3pasoCcTHOM MI06BU

W BCcKOpMJIEHHBIH JTUILIB B3J,0XaMU MeYay, -
Tenepp TeMHUIy TECHYIO IPOPBH!

Cebst U3 CyMpayHBIX ITyOUH SIBH,

['me TBI TanIbCs, KaK 3ME@UHBIN POJ,
M36aBp MeHsI OT ropeyy B KPOBH,

Ce0s crlacu OT YXXKABI M HEB3TO/I.

A ecnu c ropJo¥ ciy4dali Bac cBefeT,
CxuioHHMCB IpeJ Hell CMUPEHHO JI0 3eMJIH,
Monu ee Bce HO4M HampoeT,

O MHIOCTH KO MHe ee MOJIN.

MHe c Heto 6bImb Ha HCU3HEHHOM NUpY,

A ecau Hem — ympu, U s ympy.



Sonnet 3

The sovereign beauty which I do admire,

Witness the world how worthy to be prized:
The light whereof hath kindled heavenly fire
In my frail spirit by her from baseness raised.
That being now with her huge brightness dazed,
Base things I can no more endure to view:
But looking still on her I stand amazed,

At wondrous sight of so celestial hue.

So when my tongue would speak her praises due,
It stopped is with thoughts’ astonishment:
And when my pen would write her titles true,
It ravish'd is with fancies’ wonderment:

Yet in my heart I then both speak and write
The wonder that my wit cannot indite.

Sonnet 4

New year forth looking out of lanus gate,

Doth seem to promise hope of new delight:
And bidding th'old adieu, his passed date
Bids all old thoughts to die in dumpish spright.
And calling forth out of sad Winter's night,
Fresh love, that long hath slept in cheerless bower,
Wills him awake, and soon about him dight
His wanton wings and darts of deadly power.
For lusty spring now in his timely hour,

Is ready to come forth him to receive:

And warns the Earth with diverse coloured flower,
To deck herself, and her fair mantle weave.
Then you, fair flower, in whom fresh youth doth reign,
Prepare yourself new love to entertain.
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Conem 3

(Bupetesb MHpP: JOCTOMHA TOXBAJIBI
Ta xpacoTa, KOTOpPOH 5 IJIeHeH;

Ee apIxaHbeM LLIApPCTBEHHBIM U3 MTJIBI
Moii xunbIii gyx 10 HeGa BO3HECEH.
Teneps, Korga s €10 OCJIerJieH,

Bce HU3MeHHOe B30p He TepPIUT MO,
Ho, cTost nepep Hel, s moTpsiceH,

Kak HabGO>XHBIIT TP BeCTH HE3EeMHOM.
SI3BIK 11 UICTOMUTCS IOXBAJIOH,
Hewmeer oH, r1arosbl UCTOLIUB;

Ilepo b HaYHeT rOHATHCS 32 MEUTOH,
IIpen 4y0M HUKHET BeChb €ro NOPbIB.
Ho 6 cepdue 5 cnosa Hatidy scemy,
Ymo He nod cuny 8blpasume ymy.

Comner 4

(BopoTa pacTBOPHII ABYTUKUiA STHYC,

U BOT c y/bIOKO# CMOTPUT U3 BOPOT,
['mymra 6sutyto Aymy v 604pst Hac,
Hage>xapr mectoBaTens — HoBeiit roz.
JT}060Bb M3 HOYH 3UMHE OH 30BeT:
IIpocHuCh, OCTaBb CBOM TEPEMOK IMOCTBLIBIN
M ycTpeMuch B THUKYIOIIMI MTOJIET,
[Tapst mogoOHO MTHLIE IETKOKPBUIOWH;
3eMJie BeJIUT: UCIIOTHUCh HOBOU CUJIOH,
Pacceine 11BeTOB )X1Bble OTOHBKY,
CHMMM TOKPOB JpeMOTHBIN U YHBUIBIH,
W3 TpaB gylIKCTBIX MAHTUIO COTKHU.

H mw1, ysemok moti, cepdye npu2omoss
PadywHno ecmpemums Hogyto 110608b.



Sonnet 5

Rudely thou wrongest my dear heart's desire,
In finding fault with her too portly pride:
The thing which I do most in her admire,

Is of the world unworthy most envied.

For in those lofty looks is close implied

Scorn of base things, and sdeigne of foul dishonour:
Threatening rash eyes which gaze on her so wide
That loosely they ne dare to look upon her.
Such pride is praise; such portliness is honour,
That boldned innocence bears in her eyes;
And her fair countenance like a goodly banner
Spreads in defiance of all enemies,

Was never in this world ought worthy tried,
Without some spark of such self-pleasing pride.

Sonnet 6

Be nought dismayed that her unmoved mind

Doth still persist in her rebellious pride:

Such love not like to lusts of baser kind,

The harder won, the firmer will abide.

The dureful Oak, whose sap is not yet dried,
Is long ere it conceive the kindling fire:

But when it once doth burn, it doth divide
Great heat, and makes his flames to heaven aspire.
So hard it is to kindle new desire,

In gentle breast that shall endure for ever:
Deep is the wound that dints the parts entire
With chaste affects, that naught but death can sever.
Then think not long in taking little pain

To knit the knot, that ever shall remain.
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Coner 5

[ToHOCH1IB rPyOO THI MOIO MEUTY,
BpaHs mo6uMylo 3a roploCTh HPAaBa;
To, uto s 6osee Bcero B Heil UTy,
KneliMuT HUYTOXXHEHIIMX MOBEC OpaBa.
B Takoit moBajKe — paccygu-Ka 3paBo -
[Tpe3peHbe K rpsi3u, K ay MOLUTBIX OJ1ar;
U He mocmeeT 1ep3HOCTHO U GpaBoO

Ha peBy risitHyTs HU3MEHHBIN NIPOCTAK.
Takast ropmocTs — 671aropofCcTBa 3HaAK,
B Takoii ocaHKe 4ecThb e€ Ha CTpaxe.

W nuk npexkpacHbIi, CJIOBHO aJIbli CTAT,
PasBepHYT Bonpeku yrpose BpaXkbeil.
Bcemy Ha ceeme - 6umbtii epow yera,

B uém uckpa copdocmu He 3axcoceHa.

CoHem 6

O, He ckop6H, YTO XOJIOLHO KpyTa

OHa B MAT@XHON ropA0CTH CBOeH;

Ee n11060Bb — He HU3MEHHBIM YeTa:
TpyZnHel 706BITH, 3aTO CTOKPAT MPOYHEN.
Moryuwnii ny6 noj, BeepoMm BeTBei
Yacamu MoXXeT I1aMst OTTOPTraTh,

Ho, ecnu BcnibIxHeT, 3apeBO OrHen

C HebeCHOI1 BBICHIO IPUMETCS UTPATh.
Tak TpyAHO B He)XHOM cep/lie BbIILIABIAT
JI106BM CBSITOI He3bIOIEMYIO TBEPb,

U rny6oka jomkHa ObITh Ta MeYarh,
KoTopyto coTper oagHa nulIb CMEpPTh.

Tax coenacucb npuHAMb Hacmuyy 31a
Cnaemas Humu 6e4Ho20 y3.a.



Sonnet 7

Fair eyes, the mirror of my mazed heart,

What wondrous virtue is contained in you,
The which both life and death forth from you dart
Into the object of your mighty view?

For when ye mildly look with lovely hue,
Then is my soul with life and love inspired,
But when you lowre, or look on me askew,
Then do I die, as one with lightning fired.
But since that life is more than death desired,
Look ever lovely, as becomes you best,

That your bright beams of my weak eyes admired,
May kindle living fire within my breast.

Such life should be the honour of your light,
Such death the sad example of your might.

Sonnet 8

More than most fair, full of the living fire,

Kindled above unto the maker near:
No eyes but joys, in which all powers conspire,
That to the world naught else be counted dear.
Through your bright beams doth not

the blinded guest,
Shoot out his darts to base affections wound:
But Angels come to lead frail minds to rest
In chaste desires on heavenly beauty bound.
You frame my thoughts and fashion me within,
You stop my tongue, and teach my heart to speak,
You calm the storm that passion did begin,
Strong through your cause, but by your virtue weak.
Dark is the world, where your light shined never,
Well is he born, that may behold you ever.
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Conem7y

X(I/IBBIQ CBETOYM INPEKPACHBIX I'/Ia3,

Jyum Moel cMATeHHOM 3epKaJa, -

M BcemoryuecTBo, 1 4apsl B Bac,

W Xu3Hb, U CMepTh, U Cop A00pa U 371a.
JIM1Ib 3aMCKPUTCS B BaC CTPYs TeIlIa,

51 >xy3HU U 1I0GBU BIIMBAIO 3HOM,

Ho ecnu Bac omoneBaer Mriia,

Sl rubHy, c1oBHO B Oype rpO30BOIA.

Ho >xv3HBb yxeslaHHEeH CTY)XH rpoGOBOW,
W s1 Mmostro — BCcerjga Kak Mau I, -
[IycTp ApKMii /Iyd, NbsIHA PacCy[0K MO,
JKuBoi1 oroHb posuT B MO€eH rpygu.

/la pa3ee jce He HCU3Hb, a cMepMb HYHCHA,
Ymob6 dokazams, HACKOLKO Mbl cuabHa!

CoHem 8

?{e O4YH, HET — >)KXMBbI€ OI'OHbKH,

3ajxoKeHHbIe OT anTaps TBopla,
He oumu, a BOCTOPros pogHUKH,
boapsiniye u crapiia, U IOHIA.
CKBO3b CHOM JTYYHUCTBIH —

He ocsienuuii 6ec
[Tyckaer cTpesnbl u3 6€COBCKOM THMBI,
Ho anrens! k rapmonuu Hebec
YBOAAT CMepPTHBIX XPYTIKHE YMBI.
HacTaBHMKU BCcex ITOMBIC/IOB MOUX,
Kaxk Baira cuna geBCcTBeHHO MsTKa!
WM saTuxaer ryn crpacreil 3eMHBIX,
U ceppue roBoput 6e3 si3bIKaA.
Yeptomo mam, 2de 8ac, npeKpacHwlx, Hem,
U mam eecHa, 20e sudeH ecem saw ceem.



Sonnet g

Long-while I sought to what I might compare
Those powerful eyes, which lighten my dark spright,
Yet find I nought on earth to which I dare
Resemble th'image of their goodly light.

Not to the Sun: for they do shine by night;
Nor to the Moon: for they are changed never;
Nor to the stars: for they have purer sight;
Nor to the fire: for they consume not ever;
Nor to the lightning: for they still persever;
Nor to the diamond: for they are more tender;
Nor to the crystal: for nought may them sever;
Nor unto glass: such baseness mought offend her;
Then to the Maker self they likest be

Whose light doth lighten all that here we see.

Sonnet 10

Unrighteous Lord of love, what law is this

That me thou makest thus tormented be:
The whiles she lordeth in licentious bliss

Of her freewill, scorning both thee and me.
See how the Tyraness doth joy to see

The huge massacres which her eyes do make:
And humbled hearts brings captives unto thee,

That thou of them mayst mighty vengeance take.

But her proud heart do thou a little shake

And that high look with which she doth comptroll

All this world’s pride, bow to a baser make,
And all her faults in thy black book enroll.
That I may laugh at her in equal sort,

Conem g

UYemy >xe yroJ06UTh Ha 3eMIe

BcecunbHBINM CBeT e€ KUBBIX OUYe,
Tak 6/1ar0CTHO CHSIIOIMIX BO MIJIe
Hap rynkoit nponacteio gymu Mmoei!
He conH1ly — HOUBIO HeT ero ny4ey;
He mecsany - ero usmeH4uB /HK;

He 3Bé3gam — ouu sipue u cBeTiey;
He nnameHwu - XecToK ero si3blK;

He monHuu - oHa cBepKaeT Mur;

He xpycTanio - oH X0/10HO 0/1eCTHT;
He 6punnuanty - 671efeH rpaHeii 6/1HK;
W He cTexy — TaKOe OCKOPOUT.

/a, monvko ceemy camozo Teopya
ITodo6eH ceem ntobumozo auya.

CoHem 10

CypoBblii 60T MTHI0OBH, CKOKHU, K YEMY

TeI gylry MHe Tep3aHbeM UCCYIINI

W pan eé xanpusHoMy ymy

[Tpe3pets Teb6st 1 MO¥i OeCCOHHBIN MbIT!?

CMmoTpH, KaK LAQPCTBEHHON TUPaHKe MUJI
KpoBaBblii mup €€ )xecToKux rias,

Kak B mieH k TebOe Bef€T cepaua 6e3 cvin!
[Ipoury cMMpeHHO — OTOMCTH 3a Hac,

3a ropplii AyX BCTPSIXHU €€ XOTb pas,

YT06 He Mora ¢ HaAMEHHOCTBIO I'/IA4€Th.

A 4TOOBI CIIECHIO 37101 He YBIIEK/IaCh,
TbI B YEpPHOM CIIHUCKe BCe I'PeXU TOMETb.
3a mo, umo 6oab Mo — 8eHey e€ ymex,

As she doth laugh at me and makes my pain her sport. Ha cmex eé nycmb om3ogemcs cmex.
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Sonnet 11

Daily when I do seek and sue for peace,

And hostages do offer for my truth:

The cruel warrior doth her self address

To battle, and the weary war renew’th.

Ne will be moved with reason or with rewth,
To grant small respite to my restless toil

But greedily her fell intent pursueth,

Of my poor life to make unpitied spoil.

Yet my poor life, all sorrows to assoyle

[ would her yield, her wrath to pacify:

But then she seeks with torment and turmoil
To force me live, and will not let me die.

All pain hath end and every war hath peace,
But mine no price nor prayer may surcease.

Sonnet 12

One day I sought with her heart-thrilling eyes

To make a truce, and terms to entertain:

All fearless then of so false enemies,

Which sought me to entrap in treason’s train.
So as I then desarmed did remain,

A wicked ambush which lay hidden long

In the close covert of her guileful eyen,

Thence breaking forth did thick about me throng.

Too feeble I t'abide the brunt so strong,
Was forced to yield myself into their hands:

Who me captiving straight with rigorous wrong,

Have ever since me kept in cruel bands.
So, Lady, now to you I do complain,
Against your eyes that justice I may gain.
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CoHem 11

‘Korpa st MUpa KaXKablii JeHb ULy

W 1utio 3a710)KHUKOB CMUPEHHBIX K Heid,
BouTenpHMIIa BHOBB OepéT mpary,

W cHOBa 6011 — 6BLJIOrO MOCTPALIHENA.
Hu >xano6oii, H1 MBUTKOCTHIO peveit
MHe mMura nepezapIIKi HE JOCTHUYD,
Benp xouercst 6e3yMHO MOCKOpei

Bcto XM3HB MOIO OCBeXXeBaTh, KaK JUYb.
Ho, cyplia cMepTy 61aroaTHbIN KInY,
Be3 cuin cparock s1, 4TOObI THEB CMUPUTSH,
Torza oHa, BHOBB oIycKasi 61y,

Y cMepTHOI IrpaHU 3aCcTaBIIsIeT YKUTh.
Bce 60au, ece caupenvie 6ou

KoHey umerom — mosavko He MOU.

CoHem 12

OpHaXzbI 1y T/1a3 €€ KPaCUBBIX

I1brTancsa nepeMupust IpOCUTS,
He ycrpamrack Takux Bparos ¢aabLUInBbIX,
YTo U1k MOI/IM B JIOBYUIKY 3aMaHUTh.
Kaxk mor 51, 6e30py)XHbIi, OTPa3nTh
HMx BbUIa3KU U3 MOTaHOM 3acaabl?

Kaxk Mor st HaTUCK IUBHBIX I'71a3 OTOUTb,
MeHs1 ome1oMISBIIMX 6€3 MOLAAbI?
51 6611 Tak c1ab, a HeJPYTH TaK pazpbl,
Yrto 6e3 conpoTHUBIIEHbS CAACS 5,
W c Toi1 nopsl, He 3Hast AHS OTPajbl,
B >xecTOKMX myTax GbeTcs YKU3Hb MOSI.
Ho xcanoby mebe Hecém moti cmux,
Cydu - 5 nocmpadan om 21a3 meoux.



Sonnet 13

18

Conem 13

In that proud port which her so goodly graceth, @B eé ocanxke, B3sToi1 y Hapu,

Whilst her fair face she rears up to the sky:
And to the ground her eyelids low embaseth
Most goodly temperature ye may descry,
Mild humbleness mixt with awful majesty,

For looking on the earth whence she was borne

Her mind remembereth her mortality,
What so is fairest shall to earth return,

But that same lofty countenance seems to scorn
Base thing, and think how she to heaven may climb:

Treading down earth as lothsome and forlorn,

That hinders heavenly thoughts with drossy slime,

Yet lowly still vouchsafe to look on me,
Such lowliness shall make you lofty be.

Sonnet 14

Return again, my forces, late dismay’d,
Unto the siege by you abandon’d quite,
Great shame it is to leave like one afraid,
So fair a piece for one repulse so light

Gainst such strong castles needeth greater might
Than those small forts which ye were wont belay:

Such haughty minds enur'd to hardy fight,
Disdain to yield unto the first assay.

Bring therefore all the forces that ye may
And lay incessant battery to her heart,

Plaints, prayers, vows, ruth, sorrow, and dismay,

Those engines can the proudest love convert.
And if those fail, fall down and die before her,
So dying live, and living do adore her.

Korga nuiio eé - cama HaAIMEHHOCTbD

W cniyuieHa nuuis 6aXxpoMa pecHMI,
[1neHsier 1ByX Ha4a COeIMHEHHOCTD:
Benuuue 1 KpOTKasi CMUPEHHOCTb;
Benp semiro-maTh 3aMeTHB y KOJIEH,
OHa cBOI NMpUNIOMUHAET OPEHHOCTH,
YTo KpacoTy noacTeperaer TIEH.

Ho TeM nu1jom BO3BbILIEHHBIM ITpe3peH
Bech HMBKMIT MUP B €ro 06/IM4YbU XUJIOM,
M nonpaHa 3emMis1 KaK JyLIHbBIN IJIEH,
KoTopslii eit, HeGeCHOI, He IO CHUJIaM.
Bce xc cHusotidu ko mHe cusiHbem 2nas,
Ymo6, cHucxods, cama mul 603HECAAC.

CoHnem 14

(BepHuCh, MOS HATyTaHHAs PaTh,

Tyna, roe ThI cTOSIIA A0 CUX TIOP, —
BeuKuii CTHIZ, - MAHUYECKU O€XaTh,

OpuH muub NErkuii NOJy4UB OTIIOP.
Crosb AVBHBINM 3aMOK He BO3bMelllb B YTIOP,
31ech 1 mokpemye 6bI pa3doUINCh IObI;
HapgmeHHBIN yM, NPUBBIKUINI 3peTh pa3gop,
He cromurtcst oT mepBoii yxe manbOobl.

Tak cobepu Bce cuiibl it 60pbOBHI,

Be3 ycranu B TBepAbIHIO cepaLa Oeid,

Jla GyayT KJISTBBI, POTIOT X MOJTBOBI

Eé cnecuBoli ropoCTU CUIBHE.

A ecnau Hem -y HO2 e€ ympu

H cmepmuio eumH socmopiceHHbIl meopu.



Sonnet 15

Ye tradeful merchants that with weary toil

Do seek most precious things to make your gain,

And both the Indias of their treasures spoil,
What needeth you to seek so far in vain?
For lo my love doth in her self contain

All the world's riches that may far be found.
If sapphires, lo her eyes be sapphires plain,
If rubies, lo her lips be rubies sound,

If pearls, her teeth be pearls both pure and round,
If ivory, her forehead ivory ween,

If gold, her locks are finest gold on ground,
If silver, her fair hands are silver sheen.

But that which fairest is but, few behold,
Her mind adorned with virtues manifold.

Sonnet 16

One day as I unwarily did gaze

On those fair eyes my love's immortal light.
The whiles my stonished heart stood in amaze,
Through sweet illusion of her look's delight,
I mote perceive how in her glancing sight,
Legions of loves with little wings did fly:
Darting their deadly arrows' fury bright,

At every rash beholder passing by.

One of those archers closely I did spy,
Aiming his arrow at my very heart:

When suddenly, with twinkle of her eye,
The Damsel broke his misintended dart.
Had she not so done, sure I had been slain,
Yet as it was, I hardly scap'd with pain.

CoHnem 15

Yro 3a Hyxza, Kymisi? M uTo 3a cTpacTs,

B noroHe 3a 106bI4elt JparoueHHOH,
O6eux MHauii oCcTOSIHBE KPACTh

W rHatp ¢pperarsl Mo CTUXUU NEHHOM?
Bce nuBHBIE COKpOBHILIA BCEIEHHOU
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B moeit 1106MMOM — KUHBTE GerJiblid B3IJIsA;

B riazax eé ropur candup GecieHHBIH,
OBasbl ry6 pyOMHaMU TOPSIT,
MeX HUMU — nepJioB Ge3yNnpeyHsblil psij,

C/IOHOBOW KOCTH T/IaZKOCTh HaZl, OPOBSIMH,

W pyky He)XHBIM cepeGpoM 61eCTsIT,
M 30510TO pacceinanock Kygpsmu.
Ho He cpasHumcs kpacoma cama

C aamasom HenopoHHoz20 ymd.

CoHem 16

(B 6ecnieuHblii MUT, 6ECIIEYHO co3eplas

JTrobumeiiiiee U3 TIOOUMBIX JTHL,
Korpa u3 rnas e€, kak oT6ieck pas,
Crpyuscs cBeT 60)KeCTBEHHBIX 3aPHHUII,
Sl BUZeTh MOT, KaK MeX e€ pecHMUI]
AMYPYMKOB KPbUIAThIX PO /1eTel,

B nm1060r0, He CKJIOHUBILETOCS HUL,
[Iyckas Ty4u CME@pPTOHOCHBIX CTpeJl.
U opHoro s nydyHukKa yspen:

OH npsiMo B cepjlie LieTUICS MO€;
Ho BbICTpeMTh NPOKa3HUK He yCren:
Moprnys, oHa c10Masa oCcTpHe.
Cnacubo eti: He cOenatli mak oHda,

Bcs scustb Mo 6bLna 6b1 cpadxceHa.



Sonnet 17

The glorious portrait of that Angel's face

Made to amaze weak men's confused skill:

And this world's worthless glory to embase,
What pen, what pencil can express her fill?

For though he colours could devise at will,

And eke his learned hand at pleasure guide,
Least trembling it his workmanship should spill
Yet many wondrous things there are beside.
The sweet eye-glances that like arrows glide,

The charming smiles, that rob sense from the heart:

The lovely pleasance and the lofty pride,
Cannot expressed be by any art.

A greater craftsman's hand thereto doth need
That can express the life of things indeed.

Sonnet 18

The rolling wheel that runneth often round,

The hardest steel in tract of time doth tear;
And drizzling drops that often do redound,
The firmest flint doth in continuance wear.
Yet cannot I, with many a dropping tear,

And long entreaty, soften her hard heart:

That she will once vouchsafe my plaint to hear,
Or look with pity on my painful smart.

But when I plead, she bids me play my part,
And when [ weep, she says tears are but water:
And when I sigh, she says [ know the art,

And when [ wail, she turns her self to laughter.
So do I weep, and wail, and plead in vain,
Whiles she as steel and flint doth still remain.
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Conem 17

lux AHrena, poXIeHHbIH MOCPAMIISATH

Xy OXXHUKA KUYWINBYIO MEYTY

M mupa 61ecK rpoIOBBIi TPUHIKATH, -
Kaxkast kuctp Tebst oTmacT xoacry?
[IycTp 10BAT KpacKu 3a 4epTOH 4epTy,
ITycTs n3o1mpéHHa MacTepa pyka,
He3pumo apoxxs 3ary6uT Kpacory,

WM kak yygec yrpaTa Benuka!

3apHHUILIBI T71a3, O/IecTsIe C/Ierka,
YbIGKy — ceplia CBET/IOe OKHO,
JYKuBoi1 BocTopr, ApIxaHHe LBeTKA

He nepepacT nckyccTBo HU OZHO.

Pyka, 6bimb Modcem, 2eHUA HyJHCHA,
Ymob eeHutl kpacomwl npedcman cnoHa.

CoHem 18

/' xoneca oT GeleHOi e3/pl

CTasnpHOM — ¥ TOT COTPETCS 000K,

M xanim HHUcnagaoei BoIbl
Kpenuaiinimii kKaMeHb U3APOOSIT B MIECOK.
YBBI, HE MOYKET CJIE3 MOHX MOTOK,
Crekarouyii Ha KaMeHb IIOHeBOJIe,
IIporHats e€ cepze4Hblii XOIOL0K

Wb BBI3BATH YKAJIOCTh K HECTEPIIMMOU 60H;
Moo - gyma eé Kak Ha NpUKoOIIe,
3ariady — c1€3bl, TOBOPHT, BOJA,

B3goxHy - TBepAMT, UTO I UCKyCEeH B POJIH,
HcTopray cToH — 1 cibllly cMeX Bcerja.
Tak s monio u naawy neped Hetl,

OHa xce - cmanu u ckanwsl npoyHetl.



Sonnet 19

The merry cuckoo, messenger of spring,

His trumpet shrill hath thrice already sounded,

That warns all lovers wait upon their king,

Who now is coming forth with garland crowned.
With noise whereof the quire of birds resounded

Their anthems sweet, devised of love's praise,

And all the woods their echoes back rebounded,

As if they knew the meaning of their lays:

But mongst them all, which did Love's honour raise

No word was heard of her that most it ought,
But she his precept proudly disobeys,

And doth his idle message set at nought;
Therefore, o love, unless she turn to thee

Ere cuckoo end, let her a rebel be.

Sonnet 20

In vain I seek and sue to her for grace

And do mine humbled heart before her pour:
The whiles her foot she in my neck doth place
And tread my life down in the lowly flour.
And yet the Lion that is Lord of power

And reigneth over every beast in field

In his most pride disdaineth to devour

The silly lamb that to his might doth yield.
But she more cruel and more savage wild,
Than either Lion or the Lioness:

Shames not to be with guiltless blood defiled,
And taketh glory in her cruelness.

Fairer than fairest, let none ever say

That ye were blooded in a yielded prey.
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Conem 19

Yke KYKYILIKa, BeCTHULIQ BeCHBI,

Tpuxpatsl criesia TpyOHBIM rOIOCKOM,
Y0 XAATH Tenepp BIOOIEHHbIE [JODKHBI
Llapst 1r00BH, BEHYaHHOTO BEHKOM;

W ruMHBI ITUYBU JIBIOTCS HAM O TOM,
Yro nuiIb 11060BBIO BCSI 3eMJISI CBETIIA,

W poija 4MCTHIM LI€TIECTUT JTUCTOM,

Kak 6yzTo nx HameBbl MOHSIIA.

Ho B xope, Te 3BeHUT 100BY XBasa,
JIvire Ta MOTYUT, KOMY MOJTYATh I'PELIHo, —
Ei1 Bce paBHO, 4TO pola 3alBena,

M uTo mo€T KyKylIKa - BCé paBHO.

Ho 20pdo-6e3ywacmHyto k arobsu

Ts1, ceemabiil yaps, mamexcHuyeti 308u.

CoHnem 20

J/BbI, HAPACHO 5 TOHIOCh 3a Helo

M xpoTKo et Bcé cepjlie 0TAAlO,

CBoro cTOIy NOCTaBUB MHE Ha LIelo,
OHa Bo npaxe TOMYET YXHU3Hb MOIO.

Benp naxxe neB, KOpOJb BCeMY 3Bepblo,
KoMy nokopHbI U razesns, U NTULIQ,

He cmes roppocTs 3ansTHaTh CBOIO,
3aZpaTh CMUPEHHOTI'0 arHlia CThIAUTCS.
Ho xpoBoxxagHei, yeM U sieB, U JIbBUIIQ,
OHa 6e3 cogporaHbs U CThIIA

KpoBu HeBUHHOM aXKleT TULIb HAITUThCS
W nuiusb cBoel )XeCcTOKOCTBIO ropJa.
IIpenecmnuya, da He nolidém monga
Ymo mul ceupenocmuio 3ammunad 1bed.



Sonnet 21

Whs it the work of Nature or of Art,

Which tempered so the feature of her face,
That pride and meekness, mixt by equal part,
Do both appear t'adorn her beauty's grace?

For with mild pleasance, which doth pride displace,
She to her love doth lookers' eyes allure,

And with stern countnance back, again doth chase
Their looser looks, that stir up lusts impure.
With such strange terms her eyes she doth inure,
That with one look she doth my life dismay,
And with another doth it straight recure:

Her smile me draws, her frown me drives away.
Thus doth she train and teach me with her looks,
Such art of eyes I never read in books.

Sonnet 22

The holy season fit to fast and pray,

Men of devotion ought to be inclined:
Therefore, I likewise on the holy day

For my sweet Saint some service fit will find.
Her temple fair is built within my mind,

In which her glorious image placed is,

On which my thoughts do day and night attend
Like sacred priests that never think amiss.
There I to her as th'author of my bliss

Will build an altar to appease her ire:

And on the same my heart will sacrifice
Burning in flames of pure and chaste desire:
The which vouchsafe, o Goddess, to accept
Amongst thy dearest relics to be kept.
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CoHem 21

JIpupoap! 1, ICKYCCTBa I BTOPYKEHbe

Tak U30LIpUIO BCe TBOU YePTHI,

YT0 KpOTOCTH ¥ rOPAOCTH CILJIETEHbE

B xaHBe TBOel TyKaBOM KpPacOTBHL.
Korza o4amu TbI Japullb LBETHI,

Torza x ofHO¥ TF06BY MaHMILB IIBETAMH,
Ho ugepe3 mur cypoBo roHuIIb ThI
CMoTpsilLero ¢ HEYMCTHIMU CTPACTSIMM.
Oxo110BaB NCKYCHBIMU TJ/1a3aMH,

TpI XMypBIM B30POM MOPOXZJAeLlb af,

A HeXHBIM B30POM 3a)KUTaeulb Iiams,
OpHUM CIYyTHYB, APYTUM 30BELIb Ha3ag,
Tak u y4yce, Ha Muablil 21209 AUK,
Hckyccmeo 2nas He eblvumas us KHu2.

CoHem 22

JIleneps, B IOy MOIeGCTBHEA U TIOCTA,

Jlrog, HAOOXKHBIN CTPEMUTCS K HebecaMm;
Tak momonock — nHave, 6e3 KpecTa -
Moeii 60rviHe MUJIOH U 51 CaM.

[ymia Most — e€ 3aBeTHBIH Xpawm,

['me 06pas paiickuii B HUMOe 307I0TOM,
I'me, KaK )xpewpl, ¥ JHEM, U TIO HOYAM,
BenyTt Gecenmy MbIC/H C GOXKECTBOM.
brnaxxeHcTBa MOMHBIHN, Iepes, aaTapemM
Ee passmuii rHeB s 3aMoJIIo,

M Tam xe ceplie yxepTBEHHBIM OTHEM
YKenaHuilt HemOpOYHBIX ONaIO.
Xpanu, 602uHs, nenea Mol u cmux
Cpedu penukeutl camuix Jopo2ux.



Sonnet 23

Penelope for her Ulysses' sake

Devised a web her wooers to deceive:

In which the work that she all day did make
The same at night she did again unreave.
Such subtle craft my Damsel doth conceive
Th'importune suit of my desire to shonne:

For all that I in many days do weave

In one short hour I find by her undone.

So when I think to end that I begonne,

I must begin and never bring to end:

For with one look she spills that long I sponne

And with one word my whole year's work doth rend.

Such labour like the Spider's web I find,
Whose fruitless work is broken with least wind.

Sonnet 24

Then I behold that beauty's wonderment,

And rare perfection of each goodly part:

Of nature's skill the only complement,

I honour and admire the maker's art.

But when [ feel the bitter baleful smart,
Which her fair eyes unwares do work in me:
That death out of their shiny beams do dart,
I think that I a new Pandora see;

Whom all the Gods in counsel did agree
Into this sinful world from heaven to send:
That she to wicked men a scourge should be
For all their faults with which they did offend.
But since ye are my scourge I will entreat
That for my faults ye will me gently beat.
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Conem 23

Y106 06MaHYTh TTOCTBUIBIX YXEHUXOB,

Pewmvina TkaTh HeBecta Opucces,

Ho Bech UTOT THEBHBIX CBOUX TPYAOB
Houamu pacninerana, He »xanesl.

Y MUJIO# - Ta Ke XUTpas 3ares,

Y106 06e3BpeauTh MOl JOKYYIHBIH MbLT;
YTo HM CBepIly 3a CYTKH B MaeTe s,
Ypes yac pacruieTeHo, u st - 6e3 Cu;

U TO, 4TO G/TU3KUM K 3aBEPIIE€HBI0 MHUII,
C TsDKeNbIM Cep/ilieM HaYMHA0 CHOBA,
A B30p KPYLIHUT BCE TO, 4TO 51 TOOBLI,
Ycuibe roia pyumTcst OT CJI0Ba.

Taxkyio sce mwemy mpydos u MyK

IIpu eempe 3Haem pasge 4mo nayk.

Conem 24

‘Korpa TBOMO 51 BIDKY KpacorTy,

I'apMonuM pegyaiiiinii ujean,

Sl nx, Kak yyzeca mpupoJpl, UTy,

XBans TBopua, KOTOPBINA UX CO3JaI.
Korza >xe mpio 51 ropeun 60Kai,

Korga crpena, cBepkHyBIIasi BO B30pe,
[TpoH3UB MeHsI, CpaKaeT HaroBaJl, -
Torpa s meicio 0 BTOpou Ilangope,
Kotopasi, BceM rpenrHiukam Ha rope,

B nmopouHslii Mup c 6;1arux Hebec courna,
YT0O6BI XKUBYLIUX C 6/IarOCTHIO B pa3gope
Kapars, kak 614, 3a TeMHbIe ea.

Ho ecau 6uy mot das dypHuix atodetl,

Tot 3a epexu meHs He 601bHO betl.



Sonnet 25

How long shall this like dying life endure

And know no end of her own misery:

But waste and wear away in terms unsure,
Twixt fear and hope depending doubtfully.
Yet better were attonce to let me die,

And show the last example of your pride:
Than to torment me thus with cruelty,

To prove your power, which I too well have tried.
But yet if in your hardened breast ye hide

A close intent at last to show me grace:

Then all the woes and wrecks which I abide
As means of bliss I gladly will embrace.

And wish that more and greater they might be,
That greater meed at last may turn to me.

Sonnet 26

Sweet is the rose, but grows upon the brere;

Sweet is the juniper, but sharp his bough;
Sweet is the eglantine, but pricketh near;
Sweet is the firbloom, but his branches rough;
Sweet is the cypress, but his rind is tough;
Sweet is the nut, but bitter is his pill;

Sweet is the broom-flower, but yet sour enough;
And sweet is moly, but his root is ill:

So every sweet with sour is tempered still,
That maketh it be coveted the more;

For easy things, that may be got at will,

Most sorts of men do set but little store.

Why then should I account of little pain,

That endless pleasure shall unto me gain?
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Conem 25

JIIak cKOJIBKO Ke B ITOTOKE TSDKKUX AHeH

MHe xos101 CMEPTU 3KUBO TepIeThb

W pacrieTaTts, MOJist TIOOBU TBOEH,
Hagexxa u cTpaxoB IyTaHYIO ceTs!

O, nyuiie paspeln MHe yMepeTbh,

SIBu BceBmacThst CKOPOHBINM 0Opaser]
YeM Tak )KeCTOKO UCTSA3ATh U BIIPe/b,
3aMKHYBIINCh B TOpJe/IUBbIi CBOI ABOpeLl,.
Ho ecnu TbI pemnia HakoHel,
[locnate Harpaay cepauy MoeMy,

O, s Torga TepHOBBIN CBOIi BeHel],

Kaxk o6enianpe c4acThsi BOCIIPUMY.
Toeda 6onbHee myuati u nvimati -

Tem crawe 6ydem donconcdanHslll patl.

CoHnem 26

JlpexpacHa po3a, HO I[BETET B IIMIIAX,

[TpexpacHa opxuzesi, HO bSIHUT;
[IpexpacHa enb, HO UTJ/IBI Ha BETBSIX;
[TpexpaceH Kumapuc, HO MpayeH BUJ;
IIpexpaceH szpenbBelic, HO Kpy4eu CKpBbIT;
[TpexpaceH MaK, HO B HEM JypMaHBbI CHa;
MuHpane MpeKpaceH, HO Ha BKYC TOPYHT;
W, mycTpb Kpacusa, - ¢ 150M Oy3uHa.

Tak cimazocTs ¢ ropeubio 0OpydeHa

U teMm cTpacTHee Hac K cebe Bieyer, -
Benp y nmrosieit HeBenvKa LieHa

Bcemy TOMY, YTO B pyKU KM ILTBIBET.

Tak wmo xce MHe MOCKU YHbLAbIU UK,
Koeda nod Hum 6aaxcerncmea 66ém podHuk!



Sonnet 27

Fair proud, now tell me why should fair be proud

Sith all world's glory is but dross unclean
And in the shade of death itself shall shroud,
However now thereof ye little ween.

That goodly Idol now so gay be seen,

Shall doff her fleshes’ borrowed fair attire
And be forgot as it had never been

That many now much worship and admire.
Ne any then shall after it inquire,

Ne any mention shall thereof remain,

But what this verse, that never shall expire,
Shall to you purchase with her thankless pain.
Fair, be no longer proud of what shall perish,

But that which shall you make immortal, cherish.

Sonnet 28

The laurel leaf, which you this day do wear,

Gives me great hope of your relenting mind:
For since it is the badge which I do bear,

Ye, bearing it, do seem to me inclined:

The power thereof, which oft in me I find,
Let it likewise your gentle breast inspire
With sweet infusion, and put you in mind

Of that proud maid whom now those leaves attire:

Proud Daphne scorning Phoebus' loving fire,
On the Thessalian shore from him did fly:
For which the Gods in their revengeful ire
Did her transform into a laurel tree.

Then fly no more, fair love, from Phoebus' chase,

But in your breast his leaf and love embrace.
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Conem 27

‘K uemy, npekpacHasi, Te6e ropauThCs?
Mupckas cnaBa - rpsi3b M €epyH/a,

M Bcé Ha cBeTe - Tasast BOAUIIA,

[IycTb 5TUM JyMaMm ThI MOKA YYXKJaA.
TBoit O6pas, NCKPOMETHBIH, KaK 3Be3/a,
OTpuHeT AUBHOM IJIOTH O0J/IaYeHbe,
3abynercs, KaK eciv 6 HUKOTga

3a HUM He LIUIU BOCTOPT ¥ BOCXUIeHbe.
A 4appb1? /I71s1 MHOTO TTOKOJIeHbSI

Hu rpana He ocTaHeTcst OT HUX, —

JIviib TO OHO, YTO COepeXeT OT TIeHbsT
Bor aTOT MOI1 HEeU3r/IaAUMBbIHM CTHX.

Tem He 2opduch, 8 UéM cMepmMb 3amaeHa,
Jluwb mo nenetl, wem 6ydew mul 8e4Ha.

CoHem 28

lucrovex naBpa Ha PpeCTOHE MIATHS
TBoe cMsryeHbe MHe Cy/IUT, IbsIHSA, —
Beznp ecit TOT JXe CUMBOJI cMeJT U30paTh S,
To ¢ HUM Kak 6yATO MOGUIIB ThI MEHSI.
Jla 1b€T OH B rpyAb Tebe KacKas OTHS,
Kak B cepalie MHe rapMOHMIO HalleBa,
W 1a HarlOMHUT, KaK, 1I000Bb KIISIHS,
Or cTpacTtHoro, neutaouiero Peda
Ymuanacs [ladpHa, HegoTpora zesa,

B ®eccanuro, rae mienieTcst BOJIHA,

3a yTo 60ramu, OYHHBIMU OT I'HEBa,

B naBpoBBIit KycT GbLIa IIPEBpaLIeHa.
Tak He nemu om ¢he606b1X NO2OHD,

B epydu neneti cesmoti e2o 02oHb.



Sonnet 29

See how the stubborn damsel doth deprave

My simple meaning with disdainful scorn:

And by the bay which I unto her gave
Accumpts myself her captive quite forlorn.
The bay (quoth she) is of the victors borne,
Yielded them by the vanquished as their meeds,
And they therewith do poets' heads adorn,

To sing the glory of their famous deeds.

But sith she will the conquest challenge needs,
Let her accept me as her faithful thrall,

That her great triumph which my skill exceeds,
I may in trump of fame blaze over all.

Then would I deck her head with glorious bays,
And fill the world with her victorious praise.

Sonnet 30

My love is like to ice, and I to fire:

How comes it then that this her cold so great
Is not dissolv’d through my so hot desire,
But harder grows the more I her entreat?

Or how comes it that my exceeding heat

Is not delayed by her heart-frozen cold,

But that I burn much more in boiling sweat,
And feel my flames augmented manifold?
What more miraculous thing may be told,

That fire, which all things melts, should harden ice,

And ice, which is congeal'd with senseless cold,
Should kindle fire by wonderful device?

Such is the power of love in gentle mind,

That it can alter all the course of kind.
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Conem 29

CmoTpHuTe, KaK ynpsiMULQ TOPOYUT
HeBuHHely1o 13 Moux 3aTe,

W B naBpe, eil npenogHeCEHHOM, XO4eT
YBUAETh 3HaK MJIEHEHHOCTU MOEM.
Mon, naBp - ajist nobenureneii Tpodeit
W ubeii-To MOGeXAEHHOCTH TPUMETA,
A 4TOOBI C/1aBa cAenanack MpoYHeid,
WM ykpamaroT rojsoBy noara.

Ho eciu et Muia MOKOPHOCTS 3Ta,
[TycTh 4yTUT MeHs1 3a BepHOTO pabda, -

S no6exxéH — HO OyZb OHA BOCIIETa,

W nycTthb 3BeHUT nobegHast Tpyoa.
Omnpa3dHyto u 1aspom, u xeanoti

Eé mpuym¢ senukuti Hado mHotl.

Conem 30

A xax orous, mobuMas — Kak e,

Tak moyeMy ke 1€J, XO/IOAHBINA B HE
ITop >xapoMm cTpacTH B/Iaroi He Te4eéT,
A nuuib TBepzeeT OT MOIBOBI MO€ii!

N noueMy oross, Kak 4apogei,
CypoBoii cTy)Xe TOI He yCTYIIUB,

JInib pasropaeTcsi CTOKpAT CU/IbHeH
N nopoxzpaer niamenHel nNopsois!

WM passe TO He TUBHOE U3 UB,

Korza orons 6eccrieH npeso 1baoM,
A népn, 6e3yIIHBII X010/ BOTJIOTHB,
TBOpPUT OrOHB KAaKUM-TO BOJIIIEOCTBOM!
/110608b HACMOILKO 81ACMHA U CUNbHA,
Ymo ece cnocobHa usmeHuUmMb OHA.



Sonnet 31

Ah! why hath nature to so hard a heart

Given so goodly gifts of beauty's grace,
Whose pride depraves each other better part
And all those precious ornaments deface?
Sith to all other beasts of bloody race,

A dreadful countenance she given hath

That with their terror all the rest may chase,
And warn to shun the danger of their wrath.
But my proud one doth work the greater scath,
Through sweet allurement of her lovely hue:
That she the better may in bloody bath

Of such poor thralls her cruel hands embrew.
But did she know how ill these two accord,
Such cruelty she would have soon abhorr'd.

Sonnet 32

The painful smith with force of fervent heat

The hardest iron soon doth mollify:

That with his heavy sledge he can it beat,
And fashion to what he it list apply.

Yet cannot all these flames in which I fry,
Her heart more hard than iron soft awhit;
Ne all the plaints and prayers with which I
Do beat on th'anduyle of her stubborn wit,
But still the more she fervent sees my fit
The more she freezeth in her wilful pride:
And harder grows the harder she is smit,
With all the plaints which to her be applied.
What then remains but I to ashes burn,
And she to stones at length all frozen turn?
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Conem 31

Ax, ans 4ero npupoa nojapuia
Taxkyro Kkpacory cryxaHke 371a!
['opapiHs B Heli Bce Yapbl U3BPATHIIA

W mpesecTs Ha 3aKjIaHbe OOpeKIIA.

Benp ThI, IpUpOAQ, XHUILTHUKAM JAJIA
Y>kacHBIN BUJ, 0€3)KaJIOCTHBIE TTACTH,
Y106 TBaph nobast yoexxaTb MOIIa,
[Toka eé He pa3oOpBYT HA YaCTH.

A OT TOpAsTYKY — MOCTPALIHel HaMacTH:
B nmpuMaHKy o6paTuia 4y10-CTaTh,
Y1065 y400HEH, Telach CUIOU B/IACTH,
B KpoBU HEBUHHOM PyKH 00arpsTh.
Ko2da 6 eti 3Hamb, kak 6 3mom cés3u Mao,
OHa 6 ceoto Hecmokocms npe3upand.

Conem 32

‘KysHer, pykoii HaTpy)XeHHO#1 CBOei

B orHe >xene3o TBépOe MATYUT,

YTOO6BI TSHKETBIM MOJIOTOM CKOpeit
[TpugaTe emy 11060¥ yrogHbIN BUZ,;

Ho ToT xocTép, rie Becb MO IyX TOPMUT,
He nnaBuUT cTans, U ¢ HUM He peXxe TbMa,
M HemouiHO M0TBOA MOSI 3BEHUT

Ha nakoBanbHe ropzoro yma;

Yewm xapue s, TeM 3/1eif eé€ 3UMa,

W 4em s xperue B €1 CTYAEHBIN ObIO,
TeM Kpemye Ka)xeTcst OHa caMa,

JpIa MOpo3oM Ha MOJIBOY MOIO.

Ymo n ocmaémca? ScHozo acHetl:

MHe - nennom cmamb u mep3avim kamHetl — etl.



Sonnet 33

Great wrong I do, I can it not deny,

To that most sacred Empress my dear dread,
Not finishing her Queen of faery,

That mote enlarge her living praises dead.
But lodwick, this of grace to me aread:

Do you not think th'accomplishment of it,
Sufficient work for one man's simple head,
All were it as the rest but rudely writ.

How then should I without another wit,
Think ever to endure so tedious toil,

Since that this one is toss'd with troublous fit
Of a proud love, that doth my spirit spoil.
Cease then, till she vouchsafe to grant me rest,
Or lend you me another living breast.

Sonnet 34

Like to a ship, that through the ocean wide

By conduct of some star doth make her way,

Whenas a storm hath dimm'd her trusty guide,

Out of her course doth wander far astray;

So I, whose star, that wont with her bright ray
Me to direct, with clouds is overcast,

Do wander now in darkness and dismay,
Through hidden perils round about me plast.
Yet hope I well, that when this storm is past,
My Helice, the lodestar of my life,

Will shine again, and look on me at last,
With lovely light to clear my cloudy grief.
Till then I wander careful comfortless,

In secret sorrow and sad pensiveness.
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Conem 33

(Benukast BUHA B Jylie Moei

[Ipen koposieBOIO MOei CBSILeHHOM,
Yro st He KoHuma “Koponeny Peit”,
XBaJsy eil He BO3/iaJ1 MPY )KU3HU OPEHHOM.
Ho B cunax n1u 1 1TMporo cMUpeHHOU
3aKOHUYUTD TPy 0OBEMUCTHIN TAKOM,
Korpa s1 ro1oBoi 0OBIKHOBEHHOM
Bnazmero — v 0HOIO TOJIOBOW;

U kaxk mory 51, 6e3 elLié 0gHOM,

Tpyan goBecTu 10 BOXZAE/IEHHOU ey,
Korga ot cTpactu K aeBe neasiHOM

Mos oaHa - KaK B afiIcKOU Kapycenu!
ITycmb dacm ntobumas mHe 0mooxXHymo
Hnw dacm ewé odHy sncugyro epyob.

Conem 34

‘Kax BceM CTUXHSIM OTIAHHBIN ¢pperar

CkBO3b CH3BIi MpaK U XMYPBIX BOJTH BPOXKIY
[TnpiBeT 6€3 MyTEBOAHOM HayTa,

WM Kypc TepsieT B BOASIHOM afy, -
Tak 51 CBOIO 3aBETHYIO 3Be3/y

He naxops 3a pu3oit ILITOpMOBOH,

B 6e310HHOI TEMe OT4YasiHHO Openy,
['me BCé HeBe1OMOI TPO3UT GeOiA.
Ho Bepro s - yruxHeT mTopma Boy,
['enuka BepHasi cyap06bI Moeit

BHOBB 3acusieT HeXXHO HaJl0 MHOH,
CroHsist cyMpak ¥ TyMaH CKopOeii.
/lo moti nopwt — 6poxcy 8 mymate s,
YHbinble pazdymus mas.



Sonnet 35

My hungry eyes through greedy covetize

Still to behold the object of their pain,

With no contentment can themselves suffize
But having pine and having not complain.

For lacking it they cannot life sustain,

And having it they gaze on it the more:

In their amazement like Narcissus vain

Whose eyes him starved: so plenty makes me poor.
Yet are mine eyes so filled with the store

Of that fair sight, that nothing else they brook,
But lothe the things which they did like before,
And can no more endure on them to look.

All this world's glory seemeth vain to me,

And all their shows but shadows, saving she.

Sonnet 36

Tell me when shall these weary woes have end,

Or shall their ruthless torment never cease:
But all my days in pining languor spend,
Without hope of aswagement or release.

Is there no means for me to purchase peace

Or make agreement with her thrilling eyes:

But that their cruelty doth still increase

And daily more augment my miseries.

But when ye have shewed all extremities,

Then think how little glory ye have gained:

By slaying him, whose life though ye despise,
Mote have your life in honour long maintained.
But by ‘his death which some perhaps will moan,
Ye shall condemned be of many a one.
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CoHnem 35

7masza Mou, B rOJIOTHOM BOXK/I€/I€HbE

Bcerpa rossisicy uiib 3a Hell OJHOM,

He 3Ha10oT HU CceKyH/bI HAChILIEeHbS,

Jlo 60111 YKXKAYT CIUTHCS C KPAaCOTOM.
Beznp 6e3 Heé MM XU3Hb — MUPaXX yCTOH,
A mepep Heli OHY B TOPHMJIE TBITOK;

U, xax Hapuucc, cHefjaeMblil TOCKOH,

5l BeyHO HUIL, Mest TPen30ObITOK.

Ho Tak s b0 €€ KpacoT HalnTOK,

Yro Ge3yyacTeH K MpeiecTsiM UHBIM, -
®anpLINB U TYCKJI UX MPeXJe IPKUN CJIUTOK,
W mHe Tenepp UX BUJ, HEBBIHOCHM.

Bce 8 s3mom mupe mepkHem neped Hetl,

H 6neck e2o — 00Ha uepa meneti.

CoHnem 36

(kaxw, rze sToM ropecty npezgen?
Wb HUKOTJa He KOHYUTCSI My4YeHbe

W pHu BnayuTh B yHBIHBE — MOH yJI€eI,
W HeT Hasie)Xipl MHe Ha M30aBIeHbe?
Yem mup kynuth? Kak BeIpBaTh COrjlallleHbe
C riazamu - 3716IMHU GesiMU HEeB3rog,?
Beznp 1x )xecToKOCTH ycyrybieHbe
OpHuX Tep3aHUl yMHOXaeT CYeT.

Ho ecnu 3710 1o kpaitHOCTH JOHJET,
Torga noiimensb, Kak o6pesia Tl MaJo,
Y6uB Ty nyury, 4To Tebe moYeT

Y pPeBHOCTHBIX TOTOMKOB JOObIBaaA.
3a amy cmepmpy, ko2da npudém oHa,
Tt 6ydew s MHO2UMU OCydHCOeHa.



Sonnet 37

That guile is this, that those her golden tresses,

She doth attire under a net of gold:

And with sly skill so cunningly them dresses
That which is gold or hair, may scarce be told?
[s it that men's frail eyes, which gaze too bold,
She may entangle in that golden snare:

And being caught may craftily enfold

Their weaker hearts, which are not well aware?
Take heed therefore, mine eyes, how ye do stare
Henceforth too rashly on that guileful net,

In which if ever ye entrapped are,

Out of her bands ye by no means shall get.
Fondness it were for any being free,

To covet fetters, though they golden be.

Sonnet 38

Arion, when through tempests’ cruel wrack,

He forth was thrown into the greedy seas:
Through the sweet music which his harp did make
Allured a Dolphin him from death to ease.

But my rude music, which was wont to please
Some dainty ears, cannot with any skill

The dreadful tempest of her wrath appease,
Nor move the Dolphin from her stubborn will.
But in her pride she doth persever still,

All careless how my life for her decays:

Yet with one word she can it save or spill,

To spill were pity, but to save were praise,
Choose rather to be praised for doing good,
Than to be blam'd for spilling guiltless blood.
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Conem 37

Hy He KOBapCTBO? — B 30/10TYIO CETh
O61e4b YepBOHHBIX IOKOHOB U3BUBBI
WM Taxk XUTpO KX 3a1/IeCcTu CyMeTh,

YTo UX MPUHSATH 3a 30/I0TO O MOT/IH BbI!
He pns Toro v, 4TO6BI B30pP UTPUBBII
3amnyTasics B JIOBYLIKe 30/I0TOH,

WM kapoi1 cTan 3a gJep3Kue NOpbIBbI
CepieuHblii 1JIeH y JieBbl MOIOA0M?
Tak gaifTe )xe, rjasa, 3apOK IPOCTOM:
O6MaH4YMBOI1 OCTEperaTbCs CETH, -

B Hee nomnas, no3HaeTech ¢ 6enoi,
3abyzeTe 0 BoJie U O CBeTe.

Bedw 6e3paccydcmeo dns mcuswix arodetl
Hckamb - xoms 6 u 3o10muix — yenetl.

Conem 38

‘Korza B MOPCKYIO JKaZHYIO ITy4HHY,
CrnieB, 6pocuicst BOIeOHUK APHOH,
Jlub 3a4apoBaHHOMY ObUI e TbGUHY
CBouM crlaceHrieM 00sI3aH OH.

Moeii yxe TupBI TpyOOBATHIN TOH
Beccuien 6b11, GeccuieH U IOHbIHE,

W, rHeBHBIX BOJIH BaJlaMH OKPYXX€EH,
HampacHo s meuTar o gensdune.

OHa B cBOeli YIOPCTBYeT TOPAbIHE,

W Bou 37106H0#1 MPUXOTE He CUeCTs,
3auyeM jxe ThI KaK POK B MOeli cyAbOrHe?
Y6uTh - nMo30p, CracTu — 106PO U YeCTh.
Tax umu xeany 3a dobpsie dena,

A He 20pduch, YUMo Kpo8b Mmbl NPOAUAA.



Sonnet 39

Sweet smile, the daughter of the Queen of love,

Expressing all thy mother's powerful art:
With which she wonts to temper angry Jove

When all the gods he threats with thundering dart.

Sweet is thy virtue as thy self sweet art,

For when on me thou shinest late in sadness,
A melting pleasance ran through every part,
And me revived with heart-robbing gladness.

Whylest rapt with joy resembling heavenly madness,

My soul was ravish’d quite as in a trance:

And feeling thence no more her sorrows' sadness,

Fed on the fullness of that cheerful glance,
More sweet than Nectar or Ambrosial meat,
Seem'd every bit, which thenceforth I did eat.

Sonnet 40

Mark when she smiles with amiable cheer,

And tell me whereto can I liken it:
When on each eyelid sweetly do appear
An hundred Graces as in shade to sit.
Likest it seemeth in my simple wit

Unto the fair sunshine in summer's day:
That, when a dreadful storm away is flit,

Through the broad world doth spread his goodly ray:

At sight thereof each bird that sits on spray,
And every beast that to his den was fled,
Comes forth afresh out of their late dismay,
And to the light lift up their drooping head.
So my storm-beaten heart likewise is cheer'd,
With that sunshine when cloudy looks are cleard.
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Conem 39

JIleGe, ynvibka, AppoauTa MaTh

[ana mo6BU cepedHO apOMaTHI,

Yro moryT ['poMoBepKLIa yCMUPSTD,
Korza 6oram rpossit ero packarsl.

W cnapgok cBeT TBOH, KaK caMa C/ajiKa Thl,
Benp, o3apsis Bcro nevanb Moo,

B myuie He ocTaBisina yroaka Thl,

['me s1 661 30pBKY He BJbIXaJI TBOIO.

Kak xepyBuma B rony6om paro,

MeHns nbsiHMIIA CBeT/Iast OTPaja,

Korpa B BocTopre s BiivBas CTpyto

W3 nonHo# yamm 1acKoBOro B3IIsiJa.
Bvin crawe mHe, yem 6oxcecmeam Hekmap,
Teoeti yabl6Ku HuB0mMEOpHbIU 0ap.

Conem 40

ﬂOBH MOMEHT — 1 C BOJIIIEOCTBOM Ipupoabl

E€ ynpiOKy 1o6pyIo cpaBHH,

Korpa cto I'panyii BogsST XOopoBOAbI

B eé pecHul, Mepuamlleii TeHU.
[Topoto neTHero GBIBAIOT THU -

Hac ornyuraror HeGeca rpomMamy;

Ho Bor, ynipIOKe feBUYbeil CpOAHH,
Bcro 3eMuti0 COIHIIE O3apUT JTy4aMH, —
N nTuna Kaxzaas B3MaxHeT KpbUIaMH,
W xaxap1i 3Bepb, YKPBIBIIUICS B HOPE,
BeixoauT cHOBa 60 pBIMU IIaramMu

W papyercst 6narocTHo nope.

Bom maxk u cepdye nocae 2po3 u 6ypw
Bcmpeuaem ana3 HebecHyto 1a3ypb.



Sonnet 41

Is it her nature or is it her will

To be so cruel to an humbled foe?

If nature, then she may it mend with skill,

If will, then she at will may will forgo.

But if her nature and her will be so,

That she will plague the man that loves her most,
And take delight t'increase a wretch's woe,
Then all her nature's goodly gifts are lost.
And that same glorious beauty's idle boast

Is but a bait such wretches to beguile:

As being long in her love's tempest tossed,
She means at last to make her piteous spoyle.
o fairest fair, let never it be named,

That so fair beauty was so fouly shamed.

Sonnet 42

The love which me so cruelly tormenteth,

So pleasing is in my extremest pain:

That all the more my sorrow it augmenteth,
The more I love and do embrace my bane.

Ne do I wish (for wishing were but vain)

To be acquit from my continual smart:

But joy her thrall for ever to remain,

And yield for pledge my poor captived heart;
The which that it from her may never start,

Let her, if please her, bind with adamant chain:
And from all wandering loves which mote pervart,
His safe assurance strongly it restrain.

Only let her abstain from cruelty,

And do me not before my time to die.
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CoHnem 41

JIpupoaa umy BOJIA B Hell )KeCcToKa?

[Tpupoga ecny — MacTepCcTBOM OHa
CeOst ©136aBUTH MOXKET OT MOPOKAQ,

A Bost10 — BOJISI TOGEAUTH BOJIBHA.

Ho eciu y o6enx uenp ogHa:

Y106 3penuileM MOUX CePAEeYHbIX Oes
JloBosieH ObLT TyKaBbIil CaTaHa,

To Bce gapsl mpUPOABI — THIIB BO Bpes;
Benp KpacoTsl 6/1aroCc/I0BEHHBII CBET
B npumanKy obOpamarth — eé 06bI4ail:
Wrpyuika 6ypb 11000BHBIX MHOTO JI€T,
Bennsira cTaHeT )Ka/IKOIO AOOBIYET.

O dusHas, da He NoXHCHEW b YKOP,

Ymo kpacome makot — makou no3op.

Conem 42

M060Bb, MeHs1 U3MasiBLIas B MpaXx,

M B nbITKe CylIel 151 MeHsI CBSTA, —
Yem GoJibllle TOPeYH B MOMX CJI€3aX,
Tem MHe T106BM MHJIee MaeTa.

U He xo4y (B Xe/aHbe — CyeTa)
MeuTaTh 0 BoJIE y TIOGUMBIX HOT,

Ho pan pabom TBoMM OBITH JIeT [0 CTa
U cepaue 6egHoe caaro B 3aJ10T.

A 9TOGBI YHAUTHCS I HE MOT,
AJIMa3HOM 1IeTIbIO cep/lie MHe CBSDKH,-
[TycTh He MaHSAT 3a 3TOT BOT IOPOT
KampusHoro Amypa pyoexu.

O0Ho xouy: He 6ydb cecmokoll enpedsb
H mHe He dali do cpoka ymepemb.



Sonnet 43

Shall I then silent be or shall I speak?

And if [ speak, her wrath renew I shall;

And if I silent be, my heart will break,

Or choked be with overflowing gall.

What tyranny is this both my heart to thrall,

And eke my tongue with proud restraint to tie?

That neither I may speak nor think at all,
But like a stupid stock in silence die.
Yet I my heart with silence secretly

Will teach to speak, and my just cause to plead:

And eke mine eyes with meek humility,
Love learned letters to her eyes to read.

Which her deep wit, that true heart's thoughts can spell,

Will soon conceive, and learn to construe well.

Sonnet 44

Then those renoumed noble Peres of Greece

Through stubborn pride amongst themselves did jar

Forgetful of the famous golden fleece

Then Orpheus with his harp their strife did bar.

But this continual cruel civil war
The which my self against my self do make:

Whilst my weak powers of passions warreid are

No skill can stint nor reason can aslake.

But when in hand my tuneless harp I take,
Then do I more augment my foes despight:
And grief renew, and passions do awake

To bataille, fresh against my self to fight.
Mongst whom the more I seek to settle peace,
The more I find their malice to increase.
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Conem 43

MongaTh 11, TOBOPUTH U OCTAETCSA?

3aroBopIo — e€ y3Halo Hpas,

A ecsu HeT - TO cepzlie pa3opPBETCS
WMnp ncreyer ropyanileii U3 oTpas.
Yro 3a TupancTBo! Cepaie oTo6pas,
MeHs1 TUILIUTD U sI3bIKA )XHUBOTO, —
U peun BecTH s He UMeIO NPaB,

W rubHy, c7I0BHO r1ymnasi KOpoBa.
Ho cepaue o6y4y s1, Kak 6e3 cioBa
Moe cBsiTOE Ae/I0 3alUIIATh

W peusto rias, MoJst TeIa U KPOBa,
Eé rmazam cjoBa 0OBU YUTATh.
Ymom enybokum pazbepém ona
CmupeHHetiwezo cepdua nucbmeHa.

CoHnem 44

‘Korpa Ha rpeka OIOTYHIICS TPEK,

3a0BbIB O CJIABHOM 30JI0TOM PYHE,

Wx paciipu apdoro Opdodeii mpecek,
Crech ¥ rOpABIHIO TOAYUHUB CTPYHE.
Ho B 31011 N3HYpHUTENBHOI BOIiHe,
['me s1 cpakaroch LB ¢ cCaMUM CO00it
U rpe cTpacreit ocazja TsHKKa MHe,

He BrKy 51 paspsiiKu HUKaKOM;

Beznp apdy B3siB craberoleii pyKoii,

5l noGaBsiio B CBOI KOCTEp OTHS,

W cHOBa cKOpOBb, M CTpacTH PBYTCS B 6O,
Y106 HOBOI1 MBITKOI UCTS3aTh MEHSI.
Cmpacmsam moum 661 Mup, Ho Ha 6edy
A ceto mup, a wcHy 00Hy epaxcay.



Sonnet 45

Leave, lady, in your glass of crystal clean,

Your goodly self for evermore to view:
And in my self, my inward self I mean,
Most lively-like behold your semblant true.
Within my heart, though hardly it can shew
Thing so divine to view of earthly eye,
The fair Idea of your celestial hue,
And every part remains immortally:
And were it not that through your cruelty,
With sorrow dimmed and deform'd it were:
The goodly image of your visnomy,
Clearer than crystal would therein appear.
But if your self'in me ye plain will see,
Remove the cause by which your fair

beams darken'd be.

Sonnet 46

Then my abode's prefixed time is spent,
My cruel fair straight bids me wend my way;

But then from heaven most hideous storms are sent,

As willing me against her will to stay.
Whom then shall I, or heaven or her, obey?

The heavens know best what is the best for me;

But as she will, whose will my life doth sway,
My lower heaven, so it perforce must be.

But ye, high heavens, that all this sorrow see,
Sith all your tempests cannot me hold back,
Asswage your storms, or else both you and she
Will both together me too sorely wrack.
Enough it is for one man to sustain

The storms, which she alone on me doth rain.
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CoHnem 45

O, mosiHo, Ieu, TEUIUTD 3epKaa,

Nuia cebst B cBepKalollleM KPUCTAJIIE;
B MeHs risiauch — s MOXKUBeH CTEKIa,
XoTh ¥ He 3pst ero oTHUTUOBaIH.

B riiy6uHax cep/iiia MOero eiBa iu
3eMHOe OKO pa3/IMYUT YepPThI,

3aTO XpaHUTCSI B YUCTOM Hieasie
beccmeprHas Mges kpacoTsl.

U ecin 6 He ObLIA YXECTOKOM ThI,

W ecnu 6 JIMKY He HEC/TU TevaJiu,
Bo MHe, Kak fap HeGeCHO YUCTOTHI,
TBoi1 UK cusi ObI YHllle, YeM B KPUCTAJLIIE.
Ho ecau sepuwb mMHe, a He cmeky,

To paseoHu Mewarwyro mauy.

CoHnem 46

‘Korpa munyer yac, 4o €lo 1aH,

YiiTu BenuT €€ JXxeCcTOKUU B30p;

Ho Bapyr ¢ Hebec cBUpenbIii yparaHn
BenuT ocraTtbes — el HaepeKop.

Eé nb, HeGec 1 ciyuiaTh IPUTOBOP?
Yro nmy4ire MHe, N3BeCTHO HebecaMm,

Ho ¢ Husuum HeGoM Oecriosie3eH Crop -
[TokopeH s1 BTaCTUTE/TBHBIM T/Ia3aM.

O He60 Bsicuiee! Buemiu monb6am:
Konb oz, T060i1 MHe Bce paBHO LIAraTh,
Cmupu cBOIi rHEB, UHaYe BMeCTe BaM
MeHst He TpyAHO OyZeT JOKOHATH.
ZJocmamouto 0as 00HO20 mex 2po3,
Ymo om Heé 00HOl 2 nepeHéC.



Sonnet 47

Trust not the treason of those smiling looks,
Until ye have their guileful traynes well tried:

For they are like but unto golden hooks,
That from the foolish fish their baits do hide:

So she with flattering smiles weak hearts doth guide

Unto her love, and tempt to their decay,
Whom being caught she kills with cruel pride,
And feeds at pleasure on the wretched prey:
Yet even whilst her bloody hands them slay,
Her eyes look lovely and upon them smile
That they take pleasure in her cruel play,

And dying do them selves of pain beguile.

O mighty charm which makes men love their bane,
And think they die with pleasure, live with pain.

Sonnet 48

Innocent paper, whom too cruel hand

Did make the matter to avenge her ire:

And ere she could thy cause well understand,
Did sacrifice unto the greedy fire.

Well worthy thou to have found better hyre
Than so bad end, for heretics ordain'd:

Yet heresy nor treason didst conspire,

But plead thy maister's cause unjustly payned.
Whom she all careless of her grief constrained
To utter forth the anguish of her heart:

And would not hear, when he to her complained
The piteous passion of her dying smart.

Yet live for ever, though against her will,

And speak for good, though she requite it ill.

CoHnem 47

JHe Bepb TaKMM y/IHIGUMBBLIM T/la3aM,

KoBapcTBo nx He UCIBITAB CIOJIHA;
OHM 1O06HBI 30/I0THIM KPIOYKaM,

B KOTOpBIX UL HAKUBKA U BUJHA.

Y 1BIGKOM JIBCTUBO#1 3aMaHUT OHA
CepJe4Ko-pbIOKY B TEMHBIH OMYT CBOM,
W >xepTBa xankast ob6peyeHa

B pykax eé KpoBaBbIX Ha YOOW.

Ho paxe B mur y6uiicTBa pOKOBOM

E€ riasa c y/npIOKoM0 IIsiAsiT:

Mo, Hac/I1aguCh XXeCTOKOU celi Urpoi
W 6e3 Tep3aHMil omycKaiics B az,.

O, umo 3a yap mozy4ux Kpy2oeepmsy,
Koeda c yavibkoro ecmpevarom cmepmo.

Conem 48

_ﬂI/ICTOK HeBHHHbIﬁ, JKepTBa 3/ia Y THEBAQ,

YBbI, TeOs KeCTOKast pyKa

Cpenp s13BbIKOB MbLIAOILETO YpeBa

B cepauax crannia, KaK epeTHka.

He epecs, Het! B TebGe 6bL1a TOCK],
OrcTanBaHbe NpaBeHOro Jea

Toro, KTO ¢ KpOBBIO, ObIOILEl Y BHUCKA,
XoTesn cka3aTh, KaK B cepAle Haboeno;
Ho, He noHsB nevyanbHOTO yaena,
JInib MBIC/IS cepAlQ UCTIOBeb ITpeceys,
Ona Torga u ciplIaTh He XOTeNa
Be3ymHOI1 cTpacTH yKaoOHYIO peyb.

H sce xce, 2cHesHoOll o1 BONpeku,
JKueu, monwvba nopyaanHoli cmpokxu.
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Sonnet 49

Fair cruel, why are ye so fierce and cruel?

[s it because your eyes have power to kill?
Then know, that mercy is the mightiest jewel,
And greater glory think to save than spill.
But if it be your pleasure and proud will,

To shew the power of your imperious eyes:
Then not on him that never thought you ill,
But bend your force against your enemies.
Let them feel th'utmost of your cruelties,
And kill with looks, as Cockatrices do,

But him that at your footstool humbled lies,
With merciful regard, give mercy too.

Such mercy shall you make admired to be,
So shall you live by giving life to me.

Sonnet 50

Long languishing in double malady,

Of my heart's wound and of my body's grief,
There came to me a leach that would apply
Fit medicines for my body's best relief.

Vain man (quod I) that hast but little priefe
In deep discovery of the mind's desease,

Is not the heart of all the body's chief?

And rules the members as it self doth please.
Then with some cordials seek first to appease
The inward languor of my wounded heart,
And then my body shall have shortly ease:
But such sweet cordials pass physician's art,
Then my life's Leach do you your skill reveal,
And with one salve both heart and body heal.
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Conem 49

}[Q MMOTOMY J/IX TaK JX€CTOKa ThbI,

Yto cmepTu cuta y TBOUX O4ei?

Tak 3Haii: BonuieOHbIN KaMeHb J06POTHI
Bcero Ha cBeTe Kpallle U CUIbHEN.

Ho eciu npuxoTs ropoctu TBOE
BepunTh riaszamMu BaacTHBIN CaMOCY[,
To gpyra uctTuHHOTO He yOeii;

[lyckaii, BepHell Mac/JeHOB U LIUKYT,
TBoux BparoB TBOM ryiasa yObIOT, -
ToMy X, KTO OT 3apu U 10 3apU

Tax pag y HOr TBOMX UCKATh NPUIOT,
['masamu Munocepgue gapu.

ITnodu eocmopeu, a He ad atobesu,

H monvko mak — dasas mcu3Hb — HusU.

CoHnem 50

(B BOHOM HeJyre JHU CBOM BJIayYa,

U ceppua paH, ¥ IJIOTCKO# XBOPU 3PUTETb,
5l Ha mopore moBcTpeyan Bpaya, —
TenecHoro, Mo, 3e/Ibsi HE XOTUTE JIb?

O, KaK Xe Thl HEOIIbITEH, LIEJTUTEIb,

B 6one3Hsix, rae ayuie Bcero 60IbHENH;

He ceppaue nmu TenecHbIx cdep BIACTUTEITD,
Bpaiasa ux no npuxotu cBoeit!

CHayvasia B cepfiie MHe 06ab3aM MpoJiek,
YMepb ero TomieHbe U MBITAPCTBO,

Torga u Teso cTaHeT 340pOBeN, —

Ho rpe Bpayam Takoe B3sSITh JIEKAapCTBO?
Moti munwiti maz, moeti gceti wcusHu Bpadu,
MHe cnadobve cepdedHoe Ha3HAYb.



Sonnet 51

Do I not see that fairest images

Of hardest marble are of purpose made?

For that they should endure through many ages,

Ne let their famous monument to fade.
Why then do I, untrained in lover's trade,

Her hardness blame which I should more commend?

Sith never ought was excellent assayed,

Which was not hard t'achieve and bring to end.

Ne ought so hard, but he that would attend,
Mote soften it and to his will allure:

So do I hope her stubborn heart to bend,
And that it then more steadfast will endure.
Only my pains will be the more to get her,
But having her, my joy will be the greater.

Sonnet 52

So oft as homeward I from her depart,

I go like one that having lost the field,
As prisoner led away with heavy heart

Despoiled of warlike arms and knowen shield.

So do I now my self a prisoner yield

To sorrow and to solitary pain

From presence of my dearest dear exiled
Longwhile alone in laguor to remain.

There let no thought of joy or pleasure vain
Dare to approach, that may my solace breed:
But sudden dumps and dreary sad disdain

Of all world's gladness more my torment feed.

So I her absence will my penance make,
That of her presence I my meed may take.
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Conem 51

JHe mMpamop 11, He TBEP/bIiA T IPAHUT,

C KOTOpBIM 6MIACh CKYJIBIITOPA PYKQ,
[TpekpacHeiilivie 06pa3bl XpaHUT
Hesbi61emMble gorvie Beka!

Tax 4To e 51, B 106BU MpodaH MOoKa,
Kop1o eé 3a TBepgocts? S He npas:

Benp BCé, B KOHIIe JOCTOMHOE BeHKa,
SIBnsinoce, He OHY TBEPJbIHIO B3B!

M Bce cMAr4mMMo - caMblid TBEpPbIX CILIAB
YcepaHblil MacTep BoJie TOKOPUT, —

Tak 51 c;ioMIII0 €€ ynpsiMbIli HPaB,

Y106 OH HaAE)KHOCTHIO 3aTMMJI IPAHUT.
ITycmwb obeccunio no dopoee k Hetl,

Ho c Heto padocmb 6ydem mem cunbHetl.

Conem 52

Kak yacTo, mokuzgas JOMUK MUJIOH,

He ¢ Tem 1 cX0X 51, KTO B 6010 pa3ouT

W nneHHUKOM OGpeféT B TOCKE YHBIIOM,
Jocnexu 6pocuB, 6pocHB BepHBIH LUT! —
Tak mycThb, Kak IUIeH, MHe Aylly JIeJ€HUT
[ledyanp 0 TOM, 4YTO HBIHE B OTAAJ/IeHbE
OT peBylIKU IJIeHUTeIbHe Xapur,

51 06peuéH Ha #BOITOE TOMIIEHBE;

[TycTp Jake MbIC/Ib O GPEHHOM HaC/TKAEHbE
He cmeet nckycol mientars ymy,

M mycTb K oTpaze MpayHoOe Npe3peHbe
HanonHuur cepana Moero TIopemy.

Aleu, paznyka, ceoll KpoMewHbll ao, -
CeudaHve 6ydem nyquweti u3 Haepad.



Sonnet 53

The panther knowing that his spotted hide

Doth please all beasts, but that his looks them fray,
Within a bush his dreadful head doth hide
To let them gaze whilst he on them may prey.
Right so my cruel fair with me doth play,

For with the goodly semblant of her hue

She doth allure me to mine own decay,

And then no mercy will unto me shew.

Great shame it is, thing so divine in view,
Made for to be the world's most ornament,
To make the bait her gazers to embrew,

Good shames to be to ill an instrument.

But mercy doth with beauty best agree,

As in their maker ye them best may see.

Sonnet 54

Of this world's theatre in which we stay,

My love, like the spectator, idle sits,
Beholding me, that all the pageants play,
Disguising diversely my troubled wits.
Sometimes I joy when glad occasion fits,
And mask in mirth like to a comedy;

Soon after, when my joy to sorrow flits,

I wail, and make my woes a tragedy:

Yet she beholding me with constant eye,
Delights not in my mirth, nor rues my smart;
But when I laugh she mocks; and when I cry
She laughs, and hardens evermore her heart;
What then can move her? if nor mirth nor moan,
She is no woman, but a senseless stone.
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Conem 53

JlanTepa, 3Has, 9TO Ha IIKype TATHA

[IpusTHBI BceM, HO B3IJIsJ, BCesieT CTPax,
TauT oT 3Bepsi TO, UTO HENPHUSITHO,

Y106 Yepe3 MUT JIep>KaTh €ro B KOT'TSX.
Ot MuIOl MHe TaKo¥ Xe OyJeT Kpax:

[laB ybenuThCs1, 4YTO OHA KPacHBa,

BneuyeT MeHs Ha XyJlIyI0 U3 IJ1aX,

W munocepabe KaTUTCst ¢ 0OpbIBA.

O, cThig Kakoi! boxxecTBeHHOE IUBO,

YTo MaTh 3emMJIs1 Ha paJlOCTh CO3/aa,
HaxuBkoi caenaTh 4151 UTPHI CllecCUBOM! —
Jo6po cThIANTCS OBITh UTPYLIKOM 371a.
Jluwb munocepdve kpacome K auyy;

Huwa npumepsi, o6pamucs k meopuy.

Conem 54

(B packpaluieHHOM TeaTpe ObITHS

Jlub 3puTeneM a0O6MMast CUAUT

WM npasgHo cMOTPHUT, KaK 060Bb MOST
B TpeBorax nuueneicTs MeHsieT BUJ,
[Topoii cmeroch 51, ec/iv YTO CMelINT,
KomepuanTa Hanarato rpum;

Ho nérxum cHOM BecénocTb y/lIeTUT —
W Tparux s, 1 60bIO S TOMUM.

Crneps 3a HacCTpoeHHEM MOUM,

To oTmyrHéT oTpagHbIil MO MOPBIB,
To c1é3b1 cMEXOM OCKOPOHUT MYCTHIM,
CBoe xe cep/ilie 3/10M 0XXeCTOUYHUB.
Koeda u cmoHom mpoHymb He daHo,
Ymo sceHwuHa, 4¥mo KameHb — 8ce 00HO.



Sonnet 55

So oft, when I her beauty do behold

And therewith do her cruelty compare,

I marvel of what substance was the mould
The which her made attonce so cruel fair.
Not earth; for her high thoughts more heavenly are;
Not water; for her love doth burn like fire;
Not air; for she is not so light or rare;

Not fire; for she doth freeze with faint desire.
Then needs another Element inquire
Whereof she mote be made; that is the sky,
For to the heaven her haughty looks aspire:
And eke her mind is pure immortal high.
Then sith to heaven ye likened are the best,

Be like in mercy as in all the rest.

Sonnet 56

Fair ye be sure, but cruel and unkind,

As is a tiger that with greediness

Hunts after blood, when he by chance doth find
A feeble beast, doth felly him oppress.

Fair be you sure, but proud and pitiless,

As is a storm, that all things doth prostrate:
Finding a tree alone all comfortless,

Beats on it strongly it to ruinate.

Fair be ye sure, but hard and obstinate

As is a rock amidst the raging floods:

Gainst which a ship of succour desolate,
Doth suffer wreck both of her self and goods.
That ship, that tree, and that same beast am I,
Whom ye do wreck, do ruin, and destroy.
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Conem 55

(Bce 4apbl BUJS TUKA TBOETO

M nx cpaBHUB € TOBaKOIO XECTOKOW,
Jlaroce 51 1UBy, YTO 3a BeleCTBO

Cruteno Te6st, MOM I€CIIOT CHHEOKHIA!

He npax - oH MBIC/IBIO HE COTPET BBICOKOI;
He Biara — Beib 0Ha OTHEM He XOKET;

He Bo3ayx — G/ieseH OH JJ/1s1 aJIOLEKO;
W He orons - HO pacTonu Ol €],

Eé cTuxus — BeyHbIil HEGOCBO/,

Typna HeceTcst B3Op €€ HaZJMEeHHbIH,

M nyx e€ 3eMHbIe ITyThI PBET,

YT0ObI pa3/IUTHCS B YUCTOTE HET/IEHHOM.
Ho ecnu Heby mul 60 8cém cpodHu,
HebecHyto u mMunocms coxpaHu.

Conem 56

JITe1 9yzo KpacoThl, — HO GecromaiHa,

Kak Turp, KoTopslii, TEN/10i KPOBBIO MbSIH,
Tep3aaet GbrowIerocst 3Beps XKaHO

W obarpsiet BbicOoX1IMii OypbsIH;

Tb1 4yn0, - HO rpo3Ha, KaK yparas,

Yo pBET C KOPHSAMU JepeBo 1 CHOBA
I'ynsier cmepyem cpeab Harux MoJsiH

N xaxger gepeBa o4epesHoOro;

TsI uyzso, - HO 6€3)KaJI0CTHO CYPOBa,

Kak Ta ckasia KoBapHas co JHa,

Yro 6béT afbI0 Cpesb GellleHCTBA MOPCKOTO
W, coxpymus, Bce TaroKe XOJI0JHa.
Oco3Hnasams Hegeceno, 4mo s —

Tom 38epb, mo depeso u ma nadws.



Sonnet 57

Sweet warrior, when shall I have peace with you?

High time it is this war now ended were,
Which I no longer can endure to sue,
Ne your incessant battry more to bear:

So weak my powers, so sore my wounds appear,

That wonder is how I should live a jot,

Seeing my heart through launched every where
With thousand arrows which your eyes have shot:

Yet shoot ye sharply still, and spare me not,
But glory think to make these cruel stoures.
Ye cruel one, what glory can be got

In slaying him that would live gladly yours?

Make peace therefore, and grant me timely grace,

That all my wounds will heal in little space.

Sonnet 58
By her that is most assured to her self

Weak is th'assurance that weak flesh reposeth
In her own power, and scorneth others' aid:
That soonest falls when as she most supposeth
Her self assured, and is of nought afraid.

All flesh is frail, and all her strength unstaid,
Like a vain bubble blown up with air:

Devouring time and changeful chance have preyed

Her glory's pride that none may it repair.

Ne none so rich or wise, so strong or fair,

But faileth trusting on his own assurance:

And he that standeth on the highest stair

Falls lowest: for on earth nought hath endurance.
Why then do ye, proud fair, misdeem so far,
That to your self'ye most assured are.
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Conem 57

O MuJIBIf BOMH, MUPOM He mopa u

3aKOHYHMTH 3TOT O€CKOHEYHBIN OO0,
['me ceewrb THI pyUHBI U MTEYAITH,

A MHe IpeTUT BOMHCTBEHHBIN Pas30oii.
5l Tak u3paHeH u U36UT TOOOH,

YTo 1MBO MHE, KaK sl OCTaJICA LT, —
Benp aTH ouw, ropapie co60i,
[TpoH3uIU cepALie ThICSYaMU CTPeL.
U Bce MeHst Gepélib ThI Ha MPULE/T
W cnaBy MHULIB B 6aTaninu 06peCTb;
Ho 4To 3a craBa y KpoBaBbIX Jient

W BepHOro Ka3HUTH KaKasl 4eCTh?
He medau — mup co mMHoM0 3aKatouu
H munocepdoHo paHwl 3anequ.

Conem 58
JTloi1, koTOpas Tak yBepeHa B cebe

Cnaba yBepeHHOCTb, I'Zie TUIOTh O/IHA
Jluwb Ha cebst HageeTcst OecrievyHo, —
TuepyurHee Bcero Kak pa3 oHa,

B cebGe yBepeHHast 6eCKOHEYHO.

[la, 6peHHa IJIOTH, ¥ CWJIA B HEW HEBeYHa, —
[IysbIpb IyCcTOM, HayTBIM € IIOI4YACA;
JI106y10 C1aBy ynpa3gHsT HaBEYHO
Kanpwus cyap0b1 1 BpeMeHHU Koca;
BorarcTBO, MyApoOCTS, CHIa U Kpaca

B xoHe4YHOM cuéTe He Ha/le)KHEH ABIMA,
U Tor, xTO 3aneTuT nog, Hebeca,

[Tapét Bcex HIDKe: 6O BCE CpasUMO.
Tax umo xce mwl, Hanepekop cydvbe,
Tak uckperHo ysepeHa 6 cebe!



Sonnet 59

Thrice happy she, that is so well assured

Unto her self and settled so in heart:

That neither will for better be allured,

Ne fear’d with worse to any chance to start:
But like a steady ship doth strongly part
The raging waves and keeps her course aright:
Ne ought for tempest doth from it depart
Ne ought for fairer weather’s false delight.
Such self-assurance need not fear the spite
Of grudging foes, ne favour seek of friends:
But in the stay of her own steadfast might,
Neither to one her self nor other bends.
Most happy she that most assured doth rest,
But he most happy who such one loves best.

Sonnet 60

They that in course of heavenly spheres are skilled,

To every planet point his sundry year:
In which her circle's voyage is fulfil'd,

As Mars in three score years doth run his sphere.

So since the winged God his planet clear
Began in me to move, one year is spent:

The which doth longer unto me appear,

Than all those forty which my life outwent.
Then by that count, which lovers' looks invent,
The sphere of Cupid forty years contains:
Which I have wasted in long languishment,
That seem'd the longer for my greater pains.
But let my love's fair Planet short her ways

This year ensuing, or else short my days.
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CoHnem 59

C‘-IaCT]'II/IBI/IIJ,a, U rjae >xe Tbl CyMeJia

YBepeHHOCTb TaKyIO NOYEePIHYTH,

Yrto HM [0 ny4lIero Tebe HeT fena,

Hu cTpax npep XyAlInM He CKUMaeT Ipyab?
Tax npo4HbIi GPUT CBOI POBHO JEPXKUT IYTh,
['poMazpl MeHHBIX BOJIH B3pe3asi BJIaCTHO, -
Ero c npsimoro Kypca He CBEpPHYTb,

W yparaH cBupencTByeT HalpacHo.
YBepeHHOCTbH TaKasi 6e3y4acTHa

W K 371y Bparos, U K MHUJIOCTH ApYy3eu;

U TBI rasavib, COOKOMHA U IIPeKpacHa,

He cnomnena npep Boiero HUYbe.

Tvt cuacmausa. Ho auws meba 1065

H moxncHo 6bimb cuacmausee mebs.

Conem 60

Tsepasar Ham cdep HeGeCHBIX 3HATOKH:
JTr060i1 TIaHeTe CPOK OTpeesnéH, —
Tak uepTuT Mapc TpéxysieTHUe BUTKY,
barogsa emy npeanvcaHHbIN 3aKOH.

U c Toi1 nopsl, kak BepTuT Kynugon
Bo MHe cBo I1aHeTy, Le/Ibli rog,
Yike mpoién, — JIUHHEeH Kasacs OH,
YeMm copoka MOUX KPyrOBOPOT.

Ho B30p B/106/IEHHBIX TIOJITPAB/ISIET CYET:
B op6ure KynuzaoHa st Haiigy

Bcex copoka TomieHe U THET.

[lazgst MeHs1, B O4epeHOM TOfy,
/Tro6su naavema, cokpawati nymu

Hne dHu mou 3emHble cokpamu.



Sonnet 61

The glorious image of the maker's beauty,

My sovereign saint, the Idol of my thought,
Dare not henceforth above the bounds of duty
T'accuse of pride, or rashly blame for ought.
For being as she is divinely wrought,

And of the brood of Angels heavenly borne:
And with the crew of blessed Saints upbrought,
Each of which did her with their gifts adorn;
The bud of joy, the blossom of the morn,

The beam of light, whom mortal eyes admire:
What reason is it then but she should scorn
Base things, that to her love too bold aspire?
Such heavenly foJms ought rather worship'd be,
Than dare be lov'd by men of mean degree.

Sonnet 62

The weary year his race now having run,

The new begins his compast course anew:
With shew of morning mild he hath begun,
Betokening peace and plenty to ensew.

So let us, with this change of weather view,
Change eke our minds and formed lives amend,
The old years' sins forepast let us eschew,

And fly the faults with which we did offend.
Then shall the new year's joy forth freshly send
Into the glooming world his gladsome ray:

And all these storms which now his beauty blend,
Shall turn to calms and timely clear away.

So likewise love cheer you your heavy spright,
And change old year’s annoy to new delight.

CoHem 61

O nuBHBIN 00pa3 BEYHOM 6/1aroCThIHY,

Mos cBaras, Ugon gym mounx!

He cmeeTt xpacoTy TBOIO OTHBIHE

Kopurts 3a ropocts 6e3paccyAHbIN CTHX
Kaxk eii, 60)xecTBeHHO! CpeJy 3eMHBIX,
PoxxpeHnHoi Bce61aruMu HeGecaMy,
BocnuTtanHO# Koroproto CBATBIX,
YKpalleHHOH UX YHUCTBIMU JJapaMH,
Jlydy 3apu npeJi CMEpPTHBIMU TJ1a3aMHy,
Byrony pagoctu, nogpyre ¢eii,
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He nIpe3npaTh NOrpA3linx B HU3KOM XJjlaMe,

Ho pep3ocTHO B3apIxaronjyux no Heu?
Ham Ha konenu 6b1 nped Hero nacme,
Yem ybnaxmcams c80t0 3eMHYI0 CMpacm.

CoHem 62

(menwB roguny ckop6u, HoBbrii rog,

Y)Ke CTOUT C YIBIOKOH y pyJIs.
[Ioro>xum yTpoMm HavaJl OH MOXOJ,
[Tokoii 1 61aroeHCTBHE CYJIs.

Tak mycTh ¥ MBI, KaK IUIEHHHULIA 3€MJIs,
beuibIX TpEBOr paccenBast bIM,

Bcro BeTo1Ib NperpenieHni nemneis,

W yxu3Hb, ¥ AyLIM HalIM OGHOBHM.
OTkuHeT pajocCTh, CBeT/IbIN XepyBUM,
JlOKy4IHBIN THET OllerieHe/I0l ThbMBI,

W caumeT KpacoTa yHBUIBIN IPUM,
HaBestHHBII GypaHamMu 3UMBI.
/Tro6oeb! BHumas mpenemy 3emau,
Ceoli dyx 80CIMOP20M HOBbIM NPOCEEML.



Sonnet 63

Alfter long storms and tempests sad assay,
Which hardly I endured heretofore,

In dread of death and dangerous dismay,
With which my silly bark was tossed sore,
I do at length descry the happy shore,

In which I hope ere long for to arrive;

Fair soil it seems from far, and fraught with store

Of all that dear and dainty is alive.

Most happy he that can at last achieve

The joyous safety of so sweet a rest,

Whose least delight sufficeth to deprive
Remembrance of all pains which him opprest.
All pains are nothing in respect of this,

All sorrows short that gain eternal bliss.

Sonnet 64

(Coming to kiss her lips (such grace I found),

Me seemed I smelt a garden of sweet flowers:
That dainty odours from them threw around
For damsels fit to deck their lovers' bowers.
Her lips did smell like unto Gilliflowers,

Her ruddy cheeks like unto Roses red,

Her snowy brows like budded Bellamoures,
Her lovely eyes like Pinks but newly spread,
Her goodly bosom like a strawberry bed,

Her neck like to a bunch of Cullambynes:
Her breast like Lilies, ere their leaves be shed,
Her nipples like young blossom'd Jessamines.
Such fragrant flowers do give most odorous smell,
But her sweet odour did them all excel.
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CoHnem 63

HsBenas HaTHCK Gypb U HEMOTO,

KoTopsIx paBHbIX He IPUNIOMHIO CaM,

B cmepTenbHOM cTpaxe, B cMepye BCeX HeB3TO[,
YcTaB HeCcTHUCH O GellleHbIM BajiaM, —
Crienry Temepsb st K TUXUM Oeperawm,

I'me 6yxta PagocTs XAET MeHs JABHO;
[IpexpacHbIif MUp IIpeJCTal MOUM TJ1a3aM,
B KoTOpOM CBeTOM BC€ HallOeHO.
CyacTuBel, TOT, KOMy BOT TaK JJQHO
Joctuybs 06eTOBaHHBIX pyOexeii,

['ne pagocTu Manenen Cy)XxieHo
Pa3BesiTh mpax mevasneii u ckopoeii.

Kaxk ece newanu npaxom He Hazeamy,
Koeda nod Humu - pati u 6aazodams!

CoHnem 64

_A'nenosan (ZaHa MHe MHJIOCTb 3Ta),

M mHe Kazanock - 51 B caly BeCHOMU

Wb b0 HEBOJIBHO 3amaxu OyKeTa,
Boiigs K B06/IeHHOM [IeByILIKe B TOKOM.
O 60xxe! ['yOKM maxyik Kak JI€BKOMH,

A pO3BblI LeK OBl PO30H TUKOH,

J106 GeoCHEeXHBIN — C/IaIKOM pe3eoH,
['1asa — eaBa packphIBLIEHCSI TBO3AUKOM,
OBaJtbl 1/1€4 — MyHII0BOKO KITyOHUKOM,
M3rubsr uien — CJIOBHO PO3MapHH,
BosHa rpyau — nvneeii 61e JHOTMKOM,
CoCKHM — KaK CBEeXXHH, MOJIOAOM YKaCMHH.
Ho scex cados u scex opaHicepeti

Eé 6nazoyxanue HexcHell.



Sonnet 65

The doubt which ye misdeem, fair love, is vain,

That fondly fear to lose your liberty,
When losing one, two liberties ye gain,

And make him bond that bondage earst did fly.
Sweet be the bonds, the which true love doth tie,

Without constraint or dread of any ill:
The gentle bird feels no captivity
Within her cage, but sings and feeds her fill.

There pride dare not approach, nor discord spill
The league twixt them, that loyal love hath bound:

But simple truth and mutual good will,

Seeks with sweet peace to salve each other's wound:

There faith doth fearless dwell in brasen tower,
And spotless pleasure builds her sacred bower.

Sonnet 66

To all those happy blessings which you have
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CoHnem 65

%6?1 COMHEHNE TOMUT ITYCTOE€,

CB06Oy MOTEPSITh TEP3AET CTPAX...

OpfHy yTpaTh — MOTy4HIlb OOJIbLIE BIBOE
U nineH courenrs 3a 671aro, a He Kpax.

Kaxk c1agocTHO B 11060BHBIX OBITH LIETIAX,
be3 npunyxgenusi, 6e3 6ex 1 60/1u.

U xreTka He TIOpbMa [I/Is1 HE)XXHBIX IITAX, —
[loroT OHU, He YYBCTBYSI HEBOJIU.

W ecTp 1 4TO-HUOYIb 3aBHUHEN OTH,
Yem y3bI AylI, KOTOPBIM Yy>XX/, pasiaz,
Jlvurs MpaBaa ¥ B3aUMHOCTH TOOPO¥i BOH
O n1aMmeHHO# TF0OBU X TOBOPSIT.
BbaaxceHcmeo uucmoe Hac ozapsiem manm,
I'de sepa cmpoum ceoti c85AWeHHbIU XPaM.

Conem 66

_ABuB 3emie Bcro He6a 671aroaTh,

With plenteous hand by heaven upon you thrown, TauT u3bsiH 60)XeCTBEHHOCTD TBOSI:

This one disparagement they to you gave,
That ye your love lent to so mean a one.
Ye whose high worths surpassing paragon,

Could not on earth have found one fit for mate,

Ne but in heaven matchable to none,

Why did you stoop unto so lowly state?
But you thereby much greater glory gate,
Than had you sorted with a prince's pere:
For now your light doth more itself dilate,
And in my darkness greater doth appear.
Yet since your light hath once illumined me,
With my reflex yours shall increased be.

Bezp T cMoOT 1A TI060BB CBOIO OTAATH
TaxkoMmy 3aypsiiHOMY, KaK Sl

3aueM jxe ThI, IAPUILA OBITHS,

KoMy Mex cMepTHBIX paBHOU He HalTH,
KoTtopoii 60oru uIib TOgHBI B MY>XKbS,
Tak cornacuiach HU3KO CHU30UTHU?

Ho 161 cymeerus 60sbie o6pecty,

Yem o6pesa O6bl, MPUHILY CTaB )KeHOM;
Tenepb B MOI AyX KakK ¢paKesIOM CBeTH,
CBoi1 6/1eCK YMHOXB, C MOEIO CITOPSI TBMOM.
Beob, ecnu ceem meotli ompaxicéH 80 MHe,
Tvt om meHs 3aceemuiubes 80801 He.



Sonnet 67

Like to a huntsman after weary chace

Seeing the game from him escaped away,

Sits down to rest him in some shady place,
With panting hounds beguiled of their prey:
So after long pursuit and vain assay,

When I all weary had the chase forsook,

The gentle deer return'd the self-same way,
Thinking to quench her thirst at the next brook.
There she beholding me with milder look,
Sought not to fly, but fearless still did bide:
Till I in hand her yet half trembling took,
And with her own goodwill her firmly tied.
Strange thing me seemed to see a beast so wild
So goodly won with her own will bequiled.

Sonnet 68

Most glorious Lord of Life, that on this day

Didst make thy triumph over death and sin,
And, having harrowed hell, didst bring away
Captivity thence captive us to win:

This joyous day, dear Lord, with joy begin,
And grant that we for whom thou diddest die
Being with thy dear blood clean wash'd from sin,
May live for ever in felicity.

And that thy love we weighing worthily,

May likewise love thee for the same again:
And for thy sake that all like dear didst buy,
With love may one another entertain.

So let us love, dear love, like as we ought,

Love is the lesson which the Lord us taught.
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CoHnem 67

‘Kax mocie ©3HypUTEIBHOM MOTOHU

OXOTHUK, BUJS JUYb B KYCTaX I'yCTHIX,
CapuTcs OTAOXHYTh HA MILIMCTOM JIOHE

W riaagut 3anpixaBuInxcst 6op3bix, —

Tak nmoce 6era v NOroHb MyCTHIX,

Korza st 4yBCTB nozasieH GbU1 pa3iaiom,
BepHyiack 1aHb cTe3eii TOrOHb MOUX,
Y106 13 pyubsi HATUTHCS TYT JKE, PSIAOM;
W, ofapyB MeHsI CMUPEHHBIM B3IJISIZIOM,
Be3 Tpemnera xJana MeHs y CKaJ,

A 51 eé K cebe, TOBOJIBHBIN J1aJJOM,

Ee >xe mo6poii Boseit mprBsi3al.

Ho cmpanHo mHe, wmo amom dukuti 36epb
ITo dobpoti sone cman pyuHbIM menepb.

Conem 68

O >XusHu cBeTnbli Bor, BOT B 3TOT JieHb,

Korpga T mobeaun u cMepTh, U Ipex,

W, ap npe3pes, OTPUHYB 3/TYI0 TE€Hb
[TnenénHoCcTH, OCBOGOIMI HAC BCEX,
[lyckaii B ceil jeHb 3B€HUT Becesibsl CMeX. —
3a Hac TbI yMep, YTOObI BO3POAUTHCS,

ThI KPOBBIO CMBUT Halll IEPBOPOJHBIN I'pex,
Tak fait HaM BeYHBIM CYACTbeM 03apUThCs!
TBoeil T10OBY AOHKHBI MBI BCe YUUTHCS,

K TeGe n11060Bb MUTask BHOBb Y BHOBBD,

Ho, momHs o0 Tebe, 1O/DKHBI CTPEMUTHCS
Jpyr apyry B Jap HeCTH OHYy TIOOOBb.

Tak 6ydem xce ntobums 8 cMupeHbe CMpPo20M:
/Tro606b — ypok, npenodarHwlli Ham Hozom.



Sonnet 69

The famous warriors of the antique world

Used trophies to erect in stately wize

In which they would the records have enrolled
Of their great deeds and valorous emprise.
What trophy then shall I most fit devise,

In which [ may record the memory

Of my love's conquest, peerless beauty's prize
Adorn'd with honour, love and chastity.

Even this verse vow'd to eternity,

Shall be thereof immortal monument:

And tell her praise to all posterity,

That may admire such world’s rare wonderment.

The happy purchase of my glorious spoil,
Gotten at last with labour and long toil.

Sonnet 70

TFresh spring, the herald of love's mighty king,

In whose coat-armour richly are displayed

All sorts of flowers the which on earth do spring
In goodly colours gloriously arrayed,

Go to my love, where she is careless laid,

Yet in her winter's bower not well awake:

Tell her the joyous time will not be staid
Unless she do him by the forelock take.

Bid her therefore her self soon ready make

To wait on love amongst his lovely crew:
Where every one that misseth then her make
Shall be by him amearst with penance dew.
Make haste therefore, sweet love, whilst it is prime,
For none can call again the passed time.
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CoHnem 69

JIpocnaBieHHbIe BOUHBI GbLIOTO

Mornu xonMbl TpodeeB BO3JBUTATh,

YT06 CTa/mo 0YeBUAHO IS 1I000r0,

Yero jobunack 1061ecTHast paTh.

Kakum >xe MHe TpodeeM mpociaBsiTh
Moeii n106BU ob6eny, 6e3ynpevyHOCTb

Bcex uap eé, nJileHUTe/IbHYIO CTaTh,

JTt06BU €€ apeMaBLIyIO CepAeYHOCTh?

BoT aTOT cTHMX MOI, 0OpALIEHHBIN B BEYHOCTH
[1O0CTOMHBIM MOHYMEHTOM CTaHET el

W, no6exjas )KM3HU CKOPOTEYHOCTH,
Bcenut BocTOpr B cepALa Apyrux nojei, —
Bocmope nped moti, komopyto do6bin
Cesambim mpydomM 80CMOPHCEHHBIL MOU NbL.

CoHem 70

O, BecTHua Haps 068U — BecHa!

CHSAB ¢ MUpa CHETOBYIO BIaCSHULLY

W pa36pocaB y KaXJ0ro OKHa
[Ip11aronyro KpackaMu LBETHUILY,
Crymnaii K 1106MMO¥ B 3UMHIOIO CBET/IHLLY,
['me ciut oHa GecrieyHO JO CUX TIOP,
CKaxu, 4TO CHaCTbsI MUT He TIOKOPUTCH,
IIoka ero He cxBaTHIIb 3a BUXOP;

[Tpocu eé roToBUTH CBOI yOOP

M »xpaTh naps ¢ ero npeieCTHOM CBUTOM,
HMnaue - fga cBeplIUTCS NPUTOBOP:

BbITh UM HaKa3aHHOU U MO3a0BITOM.
INoka secHa, cnewu, mMos 110608b,

Bedb dHeli ywedwux He gopomuub 8HOBb.



Sonnet 71 Conem 71

T'joy to see how in your drawen work A pazyiock, Ha TBO# PUCYHOK TIsIAS,

Your self unto the Bee you do compare, I'5ie postb muesibl — TeGe, MHe — MayKa,

And me unto the Spider that doth lurk Y70 MpUTAMJICS B CYMPaYHOii 3acae,

In close await to catch her unaware. YT0GBI IT9e/Ty CXBaTUTh MCIIOATHUIIKA.

Right so your self were caught in cunning snare  To - npasga: B myTax XuTporo cuixa

Of a dear foe, and thralled to his love: Te6st IPUHYANI MIIBIIA BPar CMUPHThCS,

In whose straight bands ye now captived are Y uemnb cTpacreii Mmo6GOBHBIX TaK KPeTIKa,

So firmly that you never may remove. YT0 He HAUAEIb ThI CHJI OCBOOOAMTHCSL.

But as your work is woven all above, Ho, KaK anbGoMa KpacoyHa CTPaHHIIQ,

With woodbine flowers and fragrant eglantine  BmecTus gyumcTsix srnanTepuii psg,

So sweet your prison you in time shall prove, Tak cTaHeT c/1afloCTHOMN TBOSI TEMHMIIA,

With many dear delights bedecked fine. Korza eé BOCTOPru MoceTsr.

And all thenceforth eternal peace shall see, H 6ydym mup, coenacve u nokoti

Between the Spider and the gentle Bee. Medt naykom u HexcHoIo nyeotl.
Sonnet 72 CoHem 72

Oft when my Splrlt doth Spread her bolder Wings, KOF,U,& MO JyX Ha Iep30CTHBIX KPbLIAX,

In mind to mount up to the purest sky: Bcrapus, IpoH3aer He6a YHCTOTY,

It down is weighed with thought of earthly things  Ero zemmnoit orsiromaer mpax,

And clogg'd with burden of mortality; U GpeHHOCTH PyGUT KPBUIbS Ha JIETY.
Where when that sovereign beauty it doth spy,  Ho, cosepujas uymo-xpacory,
Resembling heaven's glory in her light: TIpHMaHKO# yIIOEHHUS BIIEKOM,

Drawn with sweet pleasure’s bait, it back doth fly,  Owu cHoBa B He6Geca 30BeT MeuTy

And unto heaven forgets her former flight. Y Tam 0 HeGe He IPyCTUT GBUIOM.
There my frail fancy fed with full delight, 3aueM B/TI0GIEHHOMY IPYCTHUTb O HEM,
Doth bath in bliss and mantleth most at ease: Korza B KyIe/u TpeleTHbIX OTPaf

Ne thinks of other heaven, but how it might O He6e He MeYTaeT OH MHOM,

Her heart's desire with most contentment please. Yem cBeToM HamonHATH THOGUMOI B3TJISL.
Heart need not with none other happiness, Bedwb ecmb 0dHa Ha ceeme 61a200amb:

But here on earth to have SUCh heaven's inSS. Baaxcencmaso He6a Ha 3emiie no3Hamu!



Sonnet 73

Being my self captived here in care,

My heart, whom none with servile bands can tie,

But the fair tresses of your golden hair,
Breaking his prison forth to you doth fly.
Like as a bird that in one's hand doth spy
Desired food, to it doth make his flight:
Even so my heart, that wont on your fair eye
To feed his fill, flies back unto your sight.
Do you him take, and in your bosom bright
Gently encage, that it may be your thrall:
Perhaps he there may learn with rare delight,
To sing your name and praises over all.

That it hereafter may you not repent,

Him lodging in your bosom to have lent.

Sonnet 74

Most happy letters fram'd by skilful trade,

With which that happy name was first design'd,
The which three times thrice happy hath me made,

With gifts of body, fortune, and of mind.
The first my being to me gave by kind,

From mother's womb deriv'd by due descent;
The second is my sovereign Queen most kind,
That honour and large riches to me lent;

The third my love, my life's last ornament,
By whom my spirit out of dust was rais'd:

To speak her praise and glory excellent,

Of all alive most worthy to be prais'd.

Ye three Elizabeths! for ever live,

That three such graces did unto me give.
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Conem 73

Her, He nyist cep/lia TUIEH MOMX cTpacTei!

OHo, He MOKOPSISICh HUYEMY,

JInub myTam 30/I0ThIX TBOUX KyApeu,

K TebGe neTuTt, mMpopBaB CBOIO TIOPHMY.
Kak ntaxa MeTUT Ha pyKy K TOMY,

KTo KOpM >Xe/laHHBII Ha MepcTax HeCceT,
Tak cepale MUMTCS K B3OPY TBOEMY,
Y106 mUTh ero 6/1aroyxaHHbIN MEJ.

Tak mycTb OHO B IPyAY TBOEM XUBET,

B Hexxneiliueil KeTke fai eMy XUJIbE,
beITh MOXeT, B Hell OHO CKOpel TOMMET,
Kak caBUTBE MM cBeT/I0€ TBOE.
Ilosepb, mbl He packaewbcs, 4Mo mym,
B ceoeti epydu, dana emy nputom.

Conem 74

bna>keHHbI OYKBbI-3BE3IOYKHU CO [HS,

Korga cmornu cBsATOE MMS CILIECTbD,
YTo TPHKIBI OCYACTIUBUIIO MEHS,

Bce naB, 4TO MOXXHO Ha 3eMJie 0OPeCTb.
OpHoi1 06513aH TeM s, 4TO 51 — eCTh,
Yo U3 eé s nosiBUICS YpeBa;

Jpyrast MHe COKpOBHILIA U YeCThb

Jlama KaK MCTHHHAs1 KOPOJIEBa;

A TpeTbs — cBeTOY MOi1 TIOOOBHBINH, I€Ba,
Yro pymry MHe U3 mpaxa NoAHsIIa,
YT0OBI Ha KPBUIBSIX CTPACTHOTO HAIeBa
Hecnack Hag Mupom BedHas xBaja.

Ja coxpanum cydvba Ha MHO20 nem
Japbl u wcusHb mpoux Enusasem!



Sonnet 75

One day I wrote her name upon the strand,

But came the waves and washed it away.
Again I wrote it with a second hand,

But came the tide, and made my pains his prey.
Vain man, said she, that does in vain assay,

A mortal thing so to immortalize,

For I myself shall like to this decay,

And eke my name be wiped likewise.
Not so (quod I), let baser things devise
To die in dust, but you shall live by fame.
My verse your virtues rare shall eternize,

And in the heaven write your glorious name.
Where whenas death shall all the world subdue,

Our love shall live, and later life renew.

Sonnet 76

Fair bosom fraught with virtues' richest treasure,

The nest of love, the lodging of delight:

The bower of bliss, the paradise of pleasure,
The sacred harbour of that heavenly spright.

How was I ravished with your lovely sight,

And my frail thoughts too rashly led astray?
Whiles diving deep through amorous insight
On the sweet spoil of beauty they did prey.

And twixt her paps like early fruit in May,

Whose harvest seemed to hasten now apace:
They loosely did their wanton wings display
And there to rest themselves did boldly place.

Sweet thoughts I envy your so happy rest,
Which oft I wished, yet never was so blest.

Conem 75

A 310 MM HanMcan y Mops,

Ho cMbLI10 M TEHUCTON BOJTHOM;

W cHoBa Hanucasn ero s BCKope, —

W BHOBB pa3mbLi1 MOU TPYAbBI IPUOOIA.
“Tiec/1aBHBIN TIATCS OPEHHOIO PYKO
Tak o6eccMepTHUTh CMEPTHOE CO3JAHbE, —
Omna ckasana, - 51 )xe Ipax 3eMHOH,

W ums obpatuTcs vib B IpejaHbe”. —
“O HeT, UIIb HU3MEHHOMY YBSIIAHbE, —
Ckasan s1, — cJ1aBOM ThI OTTOPIHEUIb Ipax,
Moii cTux Tebe mapyeT 3B€3[, O6/1MCTaHbe
W ums HauyepTaer B Hebecax . —

ITyckati sexa npekpacHetiuum u3 dug
JKueem nt0608b, Hcusywux nepexcus.

Conem 76

Orpyap, Tasimas GecuieHHbIN K1af,

['He370 MO6GBY, MPUIOT BOCTOPIOB pas,
O6uTesnp cYacThsi, CBET/ION HETH Ca,
Jyurm Heb6ecHOM raBaHb roxyb6as!

Kaxk noompsin 51, Ha Te6s B3upas,
JI1060BHBIX IPE3 IMKYIOIWWNA pa3dpoy,
Korpa Hecnach ux OemleHas crast

K mo6br4e c1a[0CTHOM TBOMX KPacoT,

I'me aBa cocka, KaK paHHMM MaliCKUX /IO,
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C apyrum naozom noB3AOpUBLIMHI Ha /103e,

CBepuIaloT CBOM Kanpu3HeHUIIN pa3niéT
W nouynsaror B ropgenmBoi nose.
3asudeH MHe cuacmaussili meoti Nokou,
Ho mue ne sudems 61a2ocmu makoti.



Sonnet 77

TWhas it a dream, or did I see it plain,

A goodly table of pure ivory:

All spread with juncats, fit to entertain

The greatest Prince with pompous royalty.
Mongst which there in a silver dish did lie
Two golden apples of unvalued price:

Far passing those which Hercules came by,
Or those which Atalanta did entice.
Exceeding sweet, yet void of sinful vice,
That many sought yet none could ever taste,
Sweet fruit of pleasure brought from paradise,
By love himself, and in his golden plaste.
Her breast that table was so richly spread,

My thoughts the guests, which would thereon have fed.

Sonnet 78

Lacking my love, I go from place to place
Like a young fawn that late hath lost the hind,

And seek each where, where last I saw her face,

Whose image yet I carry fresh in mind.

I seek the fields with her late footing signed,
I seek her bower with her late presence deckt,
Yet nor in field nor bower I her can find;
Yet field and bower are full of her aspect.
But when mine eyes I thereunto direct,
They idly back return to me again,

And when I hope to see their true object,

I find my self but fed with fancies vain.
Cease then, mine eyes, to seek her self to see
And let my thoughts behold her selfin me.
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Couem 77

@OCKOIHHI)IIZ CTOJI, B€Cb U3 CJIOHOBOM KOCTH,

51 Buzmen1 BBSIBB UIIb B IPE3ax romyosbIx, —
3a HUM MorIM 6 U JAaPCTBEHHbIE TOCTU
[lo-mapcku sICTB OTBeAATh HE3€MHBIX;
[IBa s16710Ka j1€3Kaiu 30710ThIX

Ha cepeGpe, siByisist ropAplil BUZ,
[TpekpacHeit s16/10K, 4YTO B pyKax CBOMX
I'epaxs yHéc u3 caga 'eciepug,.
[IopouHbIli He BKylIas U HE BKYCHT,

Me>x MoMBIC/IOB IPeXOBHBIX U3HBIBAS,
Crafyaiiivii 104, KOTOPbIi ObLT LOOBIT
Camoii 11060BbIO B CBETJIBIX KyIL]aX past. —
Taxum cmonom aro6umoti epyds bbLaa,
Ho auwb meumst cudeau y cmoana.

CoHem 78

o6umoii Her... Kak Mo10101i 0/1€Hb,
[Tozpyry norepsiBiunii, s1 6GPOXY,

I'me nuka MUJIOTO BUTAeT TeHb,

U 3TOT UK 51 B NaMSATH JEpPXKy;

1o ero XxO)XeHbIM JIyTaM XOXYy,

Cwxy B OeceliKe, Iie MbI C Hell CHIeNH, —
VYBBI, HUTJle €€ He HAaXO0XY,

O, CKOJIBKO TATOCTH B OJHOM HegeJie!
Moii B30p, HalpaB/IeHHbBIA K 3aBEeTHOH LieJIH,
beccunbHOo Bo3Bpaaercs Haszag,

W B aTOI1 GECKOHEYHO! Kapycean

['1a3a Mo TOMATCA U GOJIAT.

I'naza, ocmasbme noucku 8ogHe;

Meuma mos, uwu eé 8o mHe!



Sonnet 79

Men call you fair, and you do credit it,

For that your self ye daily such do see:

But the true fair, that is the gentle wit,

And virtuous mind, is much more praised of me.
For all the rest, however fair it be,

Shall turn to nought and lose that glorious hue:
But only that is permanent and free

From frail corruption, that doth flesh ensue
That is true beauty: that doth argue you

To be divine and born of heavenly seed:

Derived from that fair Spirit, from whom all true
And perfect beauty did at first proceed.

He only fair, and what he fair hath made,

All other fair like flowers untimely fade.

Sonnet 8o

Alfter so long a race as I have run

Through Fairy-Land, which those Six Books compile,
Give leave to rest me, being half foredun,

And gather to my self new breath awhile,

Then as a steed refreshed after toil,

Out of my prison I will break anew,

And stoutly will that second work assoil,

With strong endeavour and attention due.

Till then give leave to me in pleasant mew

To sport my Muse, and sing my love's sweet praise,
The contemplation of whose heavenly hue

My spirit to an higher pitch will raise;

But let her praises yet be low and mean,

Fit for the hand-maid of the Faery Queene.

Conem 79

JIle6s KpacHBOil Ha3BIBAIOT BCe,

TbI BepHILIb UM — TBOE He CJIENO OKO;
Ho yecTs oTAaM st MICTUHHOM Kpace:
[Tonéry gym u cepauy 6e3 ynpéxa;
Bcé mpoyee KpacuBO JULIB 10 CPOKA,
To - 6;1ecTKH TUI0TH, OOJIbIIE HUYETO,
W TONMBKO TO, YTO BOJIBHO U BBICOKO,
Yemy He T/1eTh, Yb€ BEUHO TOP)KECTBO,
Ectp Kpacora - cBuzeTenscTBO TOTO,
Yro [lyXx, HepBOMCTOYHUK COBEPIIEHCTBA,
Teb6s co3man, 3eMHOe 60XKeCTBO,

W1 napoBan HeGecHOe GIXKEHCTBO.

B e2o auwb wadax — ucmuna kpacom,
Bcé ocmanvHoe ysemom omysemem.

CoHem 8o

Mue, munurpumy CKka3o4HO#M CTpaHbI,
Cosparemo Bot aTux KHUTI HIECTH,
Jl03BOIb TOOBITH HA JIOHE THULINHBI

W B Hell IpIXxaHMe IepeBeCcTH.

Kak xoHb, B360/IpeHHBII OTJBIXOM B ITyTH,
W3 3aTO4ueHbs1 BEIPBYCh 5 OISTH,

Y106 cHOBa MOT BOJIILIEOHBI MUP LIBECTH,
A 51 ero NpUIeXHO BOCIIeBaTh.

o Toii nopsl gai Myse nourpars,
Jl03BOJIb XBaJIO# J1aCKaTh TIOOUMOH CITyX
W cozepuarp cBATYIO 6/1arosaTs,

Yro n0 HeGec MOIT BO3BBIILIAET JyX.

Ho ckpomeH 6ydb moti 2umH x8anebHbwlll e,
ITod cmamw caymcarke Koponeswt Petl.
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Sonnet 81 Conem 81

Fair is my love, when her fair golden hairs Oha npexpacHa B 3010Te BOJIOC,
With the loose wind ye waving chance to mark, ‘1apyHbs aouiekas Mosi,

Fair when the rose in her red cheek appears, Korga 3apzaeercsi pymsineii pos,
Or in her eyes the fire of love doth spark. B ouax oroHs n1060BHEI He Tast;
Fair when her breast, like a rich laden bark Korpa ynbi6xu sipkast cTpys

With precious merchandize, she forth doth lay; CMmbIBaeT TEMHOM rOpJOCTH HAJET,
Fair when that cloud of pride, which oft doth dark ¥ rpy/ip €€, Kak rosiHas nazbst

Her goodly light, with smiles she drives away. C TOoBapoM AparoueHHeN MM, TIbIBET.
But fairest she, when so she doth display M Bce X mpeKpacHeid, ec/ii OTOMKHeT
The gate with pearls and rubies richly dight, Bpara, rae nepsios vt pyOrHOB psig, —
Through which her words so wise do make their way, ¥ MyapEIX C/I0B TeCHUTCSI XOPOBOJ.
To bear the message of her gentle spright. B xoropom syxu cepalia roBopsr.
The rest be works of Nature's wonderment, ITycmy 6cé unoe - uydo Ecmecmsa,
But this the work of hearts' astonishment. Ezo sammsam uydecHvie crosa.

Sonnet 82 Conem 82
Joy of my life, full oft for loving you Orpaza AHeit MOMX, KaK 4acTo s
I bless my lot that was so lucky placed: Brarocnossiio moii coios ¢ To60#,
But then the more your own mishap I rue Ho tem nmpuckopGHeit fosis Mue TBOS,
That are so much by so mean love embased. YHIKEHHas CTPACTbIO CTO/b 3eMHOIO.
For had the equal heavens so much you graced ~ Koraa 6 HebecHoit Borei BceG1aroo
In this as in the rest, ye mote invent Omapena u B 3TOM T5I Gbira,
Some heavenly wit, whose verse could have enchased YHbPIM CTHXOM, OTPaHEHHBIM He MHOIO,
Your glorious name in golden monument. Tbl, MOXKET GBITH, IPOCIABUTHCS 6 CMOTJIA
But since ye deigned so goodly to relent Ho ecu MHe Tbl cepaue oTAana,
In me your thrall, in whom is little worth, Bcero cebs, X0Tb 51 1 3HA4Y Mo,
That little that [ am, shall all be spent Otzam, 4T06bI M06OBHAs XBasTa
In setting your immortal praises forth. M nocsie Hac B cepALax oAel 3By4aa;
Whose lofty argument uplifting me, U, so3sviwasn dyx 3geHawuli motl,

Shall lift you up unto an high degree. Ona gossvicum u me6s co mHot.



Sonnet 83

Let not one spark of filthy lustful fire

Break out, that may her sacred peace molest:
Ne one light glance of sensual desire
Attempt to work her gentle mind's unrest,
But pure affections bred in spotless breast,
And modest thoughts breathed

from well tempered sprites
Go visit her in her chaste bower of rest,
Accompanied with angelic delights.

There fill your self with those most joyous sights,

The which my self could never yet attain:
But speak no word to her of these bad plights

Which her too constant stiffness doth constrain.

Only behold her rare perfection
And bless your fortune's fair election.

Sonnet 84

The world that cannot deem of worthy things,

When I do praise her, say I do but flatter:

So does the cuckoo when the mauis sings,
Begin his witless note apace to clatter.

But they that skill not of so heavenly matter,
All that they know not, envy or admire,
Rather than envy let them wonder at her,
But not to deem of her desert aspire.

Deep in the closet of my parts entire,

Her worth is written with a golden quill:
That me with heavenly fury doth inspire,

And my glad mouth with her sweet praises fill.
Which when as fame in her shrill trump shall thunder

Let the world choose to envy or to wonder.
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Conem 83

Hu Tpo61ecKOM HEYMCTBIX BOXKIeIeHU

CasilleHHBIN MUD e€ He Gepey,

Hwu B3r/1s110M, IO/THBIM YyBCTBEHHBIX
CTpeMJIeHUH,

B HexHeilleM cepate cMyTy He Oyau, —

W nuuib ¢ 11060BBI0 YUCTOIO B IPYIH,

C BOCTOProM fiyM, a He C IyKaBbIM B3Z0POM,

B oGuTenp nenoMypust UaH,

BezsoMblii aHT€/10B CMHUPEHHBIX XOPOM.

W Tam BrimBail CBOMM CYaCT/IMBBIM B30POM

Bce To, 4ero ThI caM LOCTUYH HE MOT,

Ho HuKOrza He rOBOpHU C YKOPOM,

Kax ropek gHei HeJlaCKOBBIX MTOTOK;

JTuwb cozepyaii — u 3a 020Hb 068U

Cmoxpam ceoto cydvby b6aazocnosu.

Conem 84

‘Korza Hecercs K Heli XBajia MOS,

TBepasaT HeBeXJbI, YTO S TOJIBKO JIbCTUB;
Bor Tak »xe 1po3z, ycbllaB COI0BbS,
ByOGHUT He B TaKT 6€CCMBICTIEeHHBI MOTHB.
Tort, KTO B ie/1ax BO3BBILIEHHBIX JICHUB,

Hx 9TUT BOCTOProM MIM JyIIUT 3/I0M, —
[IycTp nMydie YTUT UX, 3aBUCTh 3aTAUB,

Ho BpoBeHB cTaTh He MBICTUT C GOXXECTBOM.
B cxkpmxassx cepAla 30J10THIM TepoM

Eé nocTouHcTBa s1 HauepTas, —

Bce cTpoKM XT'yT MeHS CBSITBIM OTHEM,
Bnaras B peuu cinaAxuii Magpurail.

Ho ecau cnasa cymcdena xeane,

ITyckati pewam - 8 gocmopee 6bIMb UL 8 31€.



Sonnet 85
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CoHnem 85

Tenomous tongue, tipp'd with vile adder's sting _43bIK 3MeH ¢ TIOTaHBIM OCTPUEM,

Of that self kind with which the Furies fell
Their snaky heads do combe, from which a spring
Of poison'd words and spiteful speeches well.
Let all the plagues and horrid pains of hell
Upon thee fall for thine accursed hire:

That with false forged lies, which thou didst tell,
In my true love did stir up coils of ire,

The sparkles thereof let kindle thine own fire,
And catching hold on thine own wicked head
Consume thee quite, that didst with guile conspire
In my sweet peace such breaches to have bred.
Shame be thy meed, and mischief thy reward,
Due to thy self that it for me prepared.

Sonnet 86

Since I did leave the presence of my love,

Many long weary days I have outworn:

And many nights, that slowly seemed to move
Their sad protract from evening until morn.
For when as day the heaven doth adorn,

[ wish that night the noyous day would end:
And when as night hath us of light forlorn,

I wish that day would shortly reascend.
Thus I the time with expectation spend,
And faine my grief with changes to beguile,
That further seems his term still to extend
And maketh every minute seem a mile.

So sorrow still doth seem too long to last,
But joyous hours do fly away too fast.

Kotopsim sipo dypun 3BT,

M31muB u3 nacty 6eLieHbIM PyYbeéM
HIunsimux ¢/10B ¥ 37100HOM pevu sif!
[TycTp Bce 614y 1 Bce, YeM CTpAILeH af,
Te6st Ka3HAT 3a Mep3CcKuUe Jena,

3a TO, YTO JIOXKBIO ThI Pa3AyTh OBLI paf,
B nro6umoii yrim spocTH M 371a.

[TycTh MCKPBI MX CHAJIAT TeOs1 JOTIA,
Tebst - ¢ TBoeii 6eccoBeCTHOM AyLIOH,
Te6s1, cymeBLIeTO M3-3a yria

[Tpo6uTh TaKoIO Opelbio MO TOKOH.
ITyckati meoeti Haepadoli 6ydem cpam, —
IMoxcHu 8cé Mo, YUMo MHe 20Mo8UN Cam.

CoHem 86

( Tex mop, KaK psAioM HeT M06BU MOeH,

[IycTpie AHYU BO MHE POXXJAIOT CTOH,

M Bepenu1ia TAroCTHBIX HOYEH
[IbrTaer gyury, moxuuias CoH;

EznBa muip JeHp yKpacuT HeOOCKIIOH,
5l Houb 30BY, KJISIHSI UCTOMY JHS,

Ho To1pKO HOUb BO3BMET MeHS B I1OJIOH,
Monro o0 AHe, TUXYI0 HOYb KJISTHSL.

Tak, BpeMs1 HEHaBUCTHOE I'OHS,

Ero mpITatock cMeHOH 0OMaHYyTb,

Ho Tem KoBapHeii cKOpOb TOMUT MeHS,
M mUuneil KaxeTcst MUHYTHBIU MY Tb.
Ilewans He ckopo ocmasasiem Hac,

Ho ckopo maem HacnaxcdeHbs yac.



Sonnet 87

Since I have lacked the comfort of that light,

The which was wont to lead my thoughts astray:

I wander as in darkness of the night,

Afraid of every danger's least dismay.

Ne ought I see, though in the clearest day,
When others gaze upon their shadows vain:
But th'only image of that heavenly ray,
Whereof some glance doth in mine eye remain.
Of which beholding the Idea plain

Through contemplation of my purest part:
With light thereof I do my self sustain,

And thereon feed my love-affamished heart.
But with such brightness whylest I fill my mind,
I starve my body and mine eyes do blind.

Sonnet 88

Like as the culver on the bared bough

Sits mourning for the absence of her mate
And in her songs sends many a wishful vow
For his return that seems to linger late,

So I alone now left disconsolate,

Mourn to my self the absence of my love:
And wandering here and there all desolate,

Seek with my plaints to match that mournful dove:

Ne joy of ought that under heaven doth hove
Can comfort me, but her own joyous sight:
Whose sweet aspect both God and man can move
In her unspotted pleasants to delight.

Dark is my day, while her fair light I miss,

And dead my life that wants such lively bliss.
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Conem 87

J/TpaTUB CcBeT, MHEe HECLINI HaCTKAEHbE,
Cyzab0y CBOIO 3/I0CYACTHYIO KIISTHS,

bpoxy 1, Kak HOUYHOe NIpUBH/IEHbE,

M cTpax Mmaneinii 1eeHUT MeHsI.

He BwKy s HUM 3111 cpeap Gesa gHs

B yHbIHMH, B )KECTOKOM AyM pasfope,
Jlub 06pa3sl HEGECHOTO OTHS —

E€ orus — B MO€M TpeneiyT B30pe;

EznBa 3aTMsTCsI, YTOOBI BCIIBIXHYTh BCKOPE,
B uncreiieii yactu gyxa BOCCUSTD, —

Sl cBeTOM TeM CMAT4aTh MBITAKOCH roOpe,
JTt06OBHBII TOJIOS CEPALIA YTOJATD.

Ho, spkocmbto npoH3ug dywesHblll ckaen,
A1 cHosa 20100eH u cHosa caien.

Conem 88

‘Kax Ha 6e3/11CTOM BeTKe royouna

Tockyet o m06UMOM rosyoke

W necneit ymossieT BO3BpaTUTHCS,
[Ipu3bIB AylLIx yC/IBILATE BAAIeKe, —
Tak 51 ofH, B YHBUIOM YTOJIKE
Cxop0J110 0 TO, KOTOPOM HET CO MHOIO,
U, ycrymnas riaoxyuieit Tocke,

CreHato ronyOuUlIiero IeCHOIO.

W Hu equiHOMN pajoCThIO 3€MHOIO

He yBnekych, — e€ nulIb HEXXHBIN BUJ,
Cusromuyii HeGeCHOM YMCTOTOIO,

U cmepTHOTO, 11 60ra BAOXHOBUT.

Ho meméH deHb, e€ nuweHHbIU ceema,
U 6e3 Heé — kak 8 cagaH ncu3zHb odema.
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INPUMEYAHUA

1 - 'eTMKOH - ropa, Ha KOTOPOI HAXOAWJICS CBSILEHHBIN NCTOYHUK Hnmo-
KpeHa, pOXXJeHHbIA yaapoM KonbliTa Ileraca. [1o nmoBepbsim gpeBHUX IPeKOB, BOAa
3TOro MCTOYHHMKA 00J1ajjajzla ClOCOOHOCThIO BIOXHOBIISATH MOJITOB, MOOYXAATh UX K
MIO3TUYECKOMY TBOPYECTBY.

2 - JlaHHbII COHEeT npezacTaBisieT cO60i 0COOBIN CUXOTOTUYECKUI HHTEpeC
TeM, YTO CTAaBUT 'BOJOPA3Je/a MeXIy ObUIBIMHU TIO0OBHBIMU YBIEUEHUSIMHU 03T
M TeM [TyOOKMM YyBCTBOM, KOTOpOe OH HCIbIThIBaeT ceivac. Ecam mo cux mop
M060BB MIPUHOCHJIA OJHU JIUIIb CTPAJaHus U oauHo4vecTBO (inward bale of my love
pined heart), 6yayun 6e30TBETHOM U TSDKKOM, TO TPsifylliee MOXKeT MpruHecTH 6ia-
roi MCXO[, X 3TO TMOAT MpeJYyBCTBYeT. Best cuiia yesoBedeckoro gyxa, Bce ero CBsi-
TOe 6eCrOKOMCTBO, BCSI CTPACTHOCTH JIFOOBU MPU3BIBAIOTCS K TOMY, YTOOBI B UTOTE
BO3HUKJIO CYACThe - MJIHM )Ke (B IPOTHBHOM CJIydae) Bce 0OepHY/IOCh TPAaru4ecKum
WTOTOM, TOJHBIM HMCY€3HOBEHHEM W [yXa, U CaMOro 4denoBeka. B aTom Geckom-
IMPOMHUCCHOM, "KPUTHUYEeCKOM' HACTPOEHHMH IMO3T BO3/IaraeT HaZeXJbl HA TO, YTO
033U, T. €. BhICLIee MPOsiBJieHHe OeCITOKOMHOTO JyXa Ye/I0Be4YeCKOro, MOXKET BbI-
CTYIIUTH CBOEro POJia MOMOIIHUKOM, '3aCTYTHUKOM' 4YeJIOBeKa, 'XoJaTaeM' Iepef,
JI0O6UMOI (CTPOKH 9-12) U, BMeCTe C TeM, CIlaceHueM oT 6ou (cTpoku 7-8), mpo-
SIBUBIIMMCSI, HAKOHeI], BO BCIO MOII[b KOHIJIOMEPATOM BCErO MPEeKPACHOT0 B YeJsIo-
Beke. [locenHee, KcTaTH, caMo 1O cebe BETMKOJIEITHO, M MCTUHHAS TI000Bb BBI-
CTyIaeT MOLIHBIM CTUMY/IITOPOM M F€HEepPaTOPOM KpacoThl. Bech 3TOT cOHeT ecTh
CBOe0Opa3HbIii MPHU3BIB K MMOTHOMY CAMOBbIPANCEHUIO 8 N033UU, K OCBOOOXKAEHUIO
BCEro BHYTPEHHEro MHpA Iepej JULOM MOAJIUHHOU /MTIOOBU U OJHOBPEMEHHO -
cmpacmHblll npu3sbié K atobumoti... [lokazaTtenpHO U KpaiiHe Ba)KHO TO, YTO UMEH-
HO 3TOT COHET CTOUT (PAaKTHUYEeCKH HA CTapTe Bcero uukia "J/I1060BHbIE MOCTAHUS"
(mepBBIi COHET MOXXHO BOCIPHUHHUMATHh KaK IPOCTOe IOCBSIeHHe TI00UMOIt).
Hazo ckasatp, 4TO IpH BCeX MEPUIIETHSIX IIMK/IA JAaHHbBII COHET OKa3aJsiCs MPOpo-
YeCKWM B MXODHOM CMbIc/ie, K60 B )XU3HHU camoro CrieHcepa HaCTYIHJ/IO MOJTHOE
cyactbe 068U, 1 Dnu3aber Boiin crana skeHoi mosTa (3T0 MPOU30LLIO MPUMEPHO
CIyCTst 18 MecsiieB Moc/ie 3HaKOMCTBA).

28 - ®eb (rpeu. "6nucrarouumii') = Amonnoun (6or Conuua). adua (rpeu.
"uumda") - goup Peccanuiickoro peunoro 6ora Ilenes. [Ipecnenyemas Br0GIeH-
HbiM AmoitoHoM, ladHa B3mMomiack o momouiu K 6oram u Oblia peBpalieHa B
naBp (mo-rpevecku "madHa" - 1aBp - CBsilIeHHOE AepeBo AMOJUIOHA...).

33 - “KoponeBa ¢eii” - kpymHas mosma J. CrieHcepa (U3 1IeCTU KHHUT), B KO-
TOPOi1 M300pakaeTcst paHTACTUUECKUI MUP CpeHeBeKOBOro phitjapcrea. Kopoesa
EnusaBera | BoiBeZieHa B 9TOM MO3Me B a/UTErOpUdecKom oopase I'mopuaHsbl.
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O6paiaer Ha ce6s1 TOHKUII IOMOp TO3TQ, 'MPOCBEYUBAIOLINI" Yepe3 Temy
BIIOJIHE CEPbE3HYIO.

34 - T'enuka - B gpeBHerpeveckov MupOIOTUN aPKAASHKA, A04Yb J/IMKaoHa,
BO3/MI00IeHHas: 3eBca, mpeBpalleHHass peBHHUBOU I'epoit B MeaBeauily. 3eBC mome-
ctun l'enuky Ha He6o B Buje co3Be3nusi bonbinoit MeaBeauupl. OnHa U3 3BE3[,
atoro Co3Be3gus - [lonsipHast 3Be3za - Bcerga yKasblBaeT Ha ceBep U MOTOMY, [0
M300peTeHHsT KOMIIaca, CIy)KuUjla MOPSIKaM OPUEHTUPOM [I/Isi OTipeJie/IeHUsT Kypca.

38 - ApuoH - rpeveckwuii moaT u My3siKaHT (VII - VI Bek no Hatueit 3psi), ¢
KOTOPBIM CBsI3aHa C/IeyIoLIasi JIeTeH/a: BO BpeMsl MyTellecTBUss ApHOHA Ha KO-
pabyie MOPSIKK 3aZiyMajid YOUTb U OrpabUTh ero. ApHoH Ipocu y yOuiil, paspe-
IIeHUSI CTIETh B MOC/IEIHUI pa3 U, crieB, OpOCHICss B MOpe. 3a4yapOBaHHbIN TEHHEM
ApuoHa zmenbduH BhiHEC ero Ha Geper (BapuaHT: AenbdUHA MOCTAT /ST CIIACEHUS
HeBLA AITOJUIOH WK caM AIOJUTOH IPUHSUT BUJ, AenbduHa). JlereHaa BZOXHOBHIIA
MHOTHX TIO3TOB U XyJOXXHUKOB (B ToM unciie [TymkuHa - ctuxorBopenue "AproH").

48 - DTOT COHeT sIBJIsIeTCsI peakiueil mo3Ta Ha $aKT COMOKEHHUs KaKOro-TO
Ipyroro coHera (BeposiTHee BCEro, MpeJbIAYIIero 47), KOTOPbIH BbI3BAa/I B JTIOOU-
Mot CnieHcepa addeKT HeroZoBaHUS WIM NPOCTO HeJoBOJIbCTBO. CIieHcep, OfiHa-
KO, COXPaHMJI KOIIHIO 47 COHeTa Y BKJIIOYMJI ero B IJUKIL

50 - O6paTI/IM BHHMMAaHHE Ha Y,H,PIBPITeJIbeIfI ITOBOPOT OTUYEeCKOU U IOITU-
4YeCKOM MBIC/IH B nocjiaegHux ABYyX CTPOKaX COHETA.

74 - Korga anrnutickas koposeBa EnuszaBera | mpounTana nmosmy J. Cren-
cepa “KoponeBa ¢deit”, oHa HA3HAYMIIA ABTOPY MEHCHIO B 50 GYHTOB B T'O.

77 - OpuH u3 noaBuroB ['epaka, Korja OH HAXOIUJICS HAa CIY)XXO€e Y MUKeH-
ckoro uapst EBpucoest - 1o6sr4a 3010ThIX s16/710K U3 cajga ['ecmepug. I'eciepusr -
Jodepu ATIIQHTA, XUBYIIME B CKa30YHOM Cafy, Tle pocia si6/IoHs, TPUHOCHUBIIAS
sonoThie 1ioabl (mogapok l'em 3eBcy u I'epe B seHb ux cBaabObl). [loxuinenue
s16710K u3 caga ['ecnepu ObUIO TPYIHBIM MOJBUTOM, UOO Caji OXPAHSICS CTOTJIA-
BBIM JIPAaKOHOM.

80 - CoHeT azmpecoBaH aHrauiickoi koposnese Enuzasere I. YcraB ot ropos-
CKOM )XM3HU M PA304YaPOBABILIMCH B HEM, MOIT MPOCUT OTITYCTUTh €r0 B CEIBCKOE
yenuHeHue K ero Bo3mo6ieHHON. COHET HamMcaH MPHUMEPHO B 1590-91 IT. —
Crpoka 1: "Ckazounas crpana” ("Faery Land"). [leiicTBre GonbuiOi 3mMAYeCKOM
noambl J. CrieHcepa “KoponeBa ¢eii” mpoucxoguT B ereHAapHO# cTpaHe deit, u
COCTOUT JTa MO3Ma U3 6 KHUT. B mosme omuckiBaeTcst paHTACTUYECKUI MUD Cpe/l-
HEBEKOBOTO phIllapcTBa. B Hell, kcTaTH, KoposieBa Env3aBera BbiBeZieHa B asijiero-
pudeckoMm obpase ['mopuanst. [IpsiMoe ykasaHue Ha 3TO Mbl HAXOJUM B MOC/IEIHUX
2-X CTPOKAaXx JAHHOTO COHeTa.
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85 - CmeHcep B 3TOM COHeTe BBIPa3W CBOEe KpaiiHee IMpe3peHHE K HeH3-
BECTHOMY HaM 4eJI0BEKY, KOTOPBIH JIOXKbIO M KJIEBETOU MPOOYAu/ B TIOOUMO¥ MO-
3Ta SMOLMU THEBAa, YTO BHI3BAJI0 BPEMEHHYIO Pa3MOJIBKY U PA3NYKYy THOOSIINX.
JTOT COHET, a TaKKe TPU AAJTbHEUIINX COHETA, 3aBepIIAIUX UUKI ‘Amoretti”,
HaMMCaHbl B BEChMAa MHUHOPHOM Kitode. B HUX roCrmofcTByeT efiBa Cclep>XhBaeMast
HOTA OTHYASsIHUS U AylieBHOU pacTepstHHOCTH. M muurs uuki "Epithalamion” ("Cga-
neOHble TMeCHU") CMBIBA€T 3TO OllelIeHEeHHWe WHTOHAIMSIMH BBICIIETO TOPXKECTBa,
O6eCKOHEYHOU PaIoCTU BOCTOP)KECTBOBABILIEH TIOOBU.

ANNOTATIONS

1 - Mount Helicon, upon which there was the sacred brook Hippocrene at-
tributed to the stamp of the horse Pegasus. The ancient Greeks believed that the
water of this brook had a miraculous power to inspire poets, to induce them to po-
etic work.

2 — This sonnet presents a special psychological interest because it marks a
"watershed" between the former infatuations of the poet and the profound feeling,
which he experiences at present. While up to now love brought but sufferings and
loneliness ("inward bale of my love pined heart") being unrequited and distressing,
the future may bring a favourable outcome, and the poet has a presentiment that
this will happen. All the power of human spirit, all its sacred unquiet, all the ar-
dour of love are called to help in the final triumph of happiness, or (in the opposite
case) everything would turn to a tragic end with full disappearance of both the
spirit and man himself. In this uncompromising, "critical" mood, the poet sets his
hopes on poetry which, being a supreme manifestation of the unquiet human spir-
it, may come forward as a sort of assistant, "intercessor” of man, his solicitor before
the woman he loves (lines 9-12), and at the same time salvation from pain (lines 7-
8), the mightiest conglomeration (at last becoming manifest) of everything beauti-
ful in man. The latter, by the way, is splendid in itself, and the genuine love be-
comes a powerful stimulator and generator of beauty. The sonnet as a whole is
some sort of call for the complete self-expression in poetry, for the liberation of all
the inner world of the loving man, and, simultaneously, a passionate appeal to
woman... It is significant and extremely important that precisely this sonnet is
placed factually at the start of the whole cycle of the "Love Messages" (the first
sonnet may be regarded as a simple dedication to the beloved woman). It should
be said that, for all the peripetia of the cycle, this sonnet proved to be prophetic in
the positive sense because full happiness of love triumphed in the life of Spenser
himself, and Elizabeth Boyle became the poet's wife (it happened approximately 18
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months after their acquaintance).

28 - Phoebus ("bright one") = Apollo (a sun god). Daphne was the daugh-
ter of the river god Peneius in Thessaly. Pursued by Apollo who fell in love with
her, Daphne prayed fervently to the river-god to save her, and was at once rooted
to the spot and changed to a laurel tree (in the Greek language "daphne" means
"laurel”, the sacred tree of Apollo).

33 - The Faery Queene", a large poem by E. Spenser (in six books) in which
the fantastic world of medieval knighthood is depicted. The queen Elizabeth I ap-
pears here in the allegorical image of Gloriana.

34 — Helice, in the Greek mythology Callisto (a nymph), a daughter of the
Arcadian king Lycaon; she was one of Zeus’ infatuations and was turned into a
she-bear by the jealous Hera. Zeus placed Helice into the sky as the Great Bear
Constellation (Ursa Major). One of the stars of this constellation - the North Star
(Pole Star) - always points to the North and, before the invention of the compass
served as an orientation for sailors to determine the course.

38 - Arion, the Greek poet and musician (VII-VI centuries B.C.) with whom
the following legend is connected: once, during Arion’s voyage on board a ship, the
sailors got the intention to kill and rob him. Arion asked, as a final favour, to sing
for the last time. Having sung a hymn to Apollo, he threw himself into the sea
whereupon a dolphin, enchanted with his playing, carried him to the shore (ac-
cording to another version, the dolphin was sent by Apollo to rescue the singer, or
Apollo himself assumed the image of a dolphin). The legend inspired many poets
and artists (including A. Pushkin in his poem "Arion").

48 - The sonnet is the poet's reaction to the fact of burning of another son-
net (most probably of the previous one - N° 47) which evoked a fit of indignation
or simply displeasure in Spenser's beloved woman. However, Spenser preserved a
copy of the sonnet N° 47 and included it into the cycle.

59 — It is interesting to note a wonderful turn of ethical and poetical thought
in the last two lines of the sonnet.

74 - When the English queen Elizabeth I read Spenser's poem, she granted
to the author a pension of 50 pounds a year.

=7 — One of the Twelve Labours of Heracles when he was at the service of Eu-
rystheus (king of Mycenae) is the getting of the Golden Apples of the Hesperides.
The Hesperides were the daughters of Atlas and lived in a fairy garden with an apple-
tree which bore golden fruit (a present by Gaia to Hera and Zeus on the day of their
wedding). The stealing of the apples from the garden of the Hesperides was a difficult
labour because the serpent Ladon (said to have a hundred heads) guarded them.
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80 - The sonnet is addressed to the English queen Elizabeth the First. Being
tired of his life in the city and being disappointed with it, the poet implores the
queen to let him retire to the countryside and live with his beloved girl. The son-
net was written in 1590 or 1591. — Line 1: "The Faery Queene". The events of the
large Spenser’s poem with this name are taking place in a legendary country of
fairies, and the poem consists of six books. The poem represents the fantastic
world of medieval knighthood. In that poem, as it was mentioned above, the
queen is portrayed in the allegorical image of Gloriana. A direct allusion to it we
find in the last two lines of this sonnet.

85 - In this sonnet Spenser expressed his extreme contempt for an unknown
man who by lies and slander evoked emotions of wrath in the poet's beloved what
caused a temporary disagreement and separation of them. This sonnet and also the
further three sonnets which complete the cycle, are written in rather a melancholy
timbre. A note of despair and mental confusion reigning in them is restrained with
great difficulty. And only the cycle "Epithalamion” ("Wedding Songs") washes
away this stupor by intonations of supreme exultation and boundless joy of trium-
phant love.

HEKOTOPBIE TEPMHHDBI U3 CIIEHCEPOBCKOTO C/IOBAPA
SOME TERM FROM SPENSERIAN VOCABULARY

Sonnet 2 Sithens since

Sonnet 5 Sdeigne disdain

Sonnet 7 Lowre lour

Sonnet 11 Fell cruel

Sonnet 27, 29 Sith since

Sonnet 31 Scath harm, damage, injury, loss
Embrew plunge, stain

Sonnet 32 Anduyle anvil

Sonnet 33 Dread object of reverence, attention
Aread advise, direct, decide
Mote might

Sonnet 36 Shewed showed

Sonnet 37 Fondness folly

Sonnet 42 Acquit free
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Sonnet 43 Eke also
Sonnet 45 Shew sing, trace
Visnomy visage, countenance
Sonnet 47 Traynes allurements
Sonnet 48 Payned punished
Requite pay back, revenge,
salute in return
Sonnet 50 Leach doctor
Priefe experience, test, trial, proof,
proved or tested power
Salve remedy, save
Sonnet 53 Hue form, shape
Embrew plunge, stain with blood
Sonnet 56 Felly cruelly, fiercely
Sonnet 57 Stoures tumult, disturbance, conflict, peril,
crisis, paroxism
Sonnet 58 Unstaid unsteady
Sonnet 62 Compast round, circular
Eke also
Forepast past, former, bygone
Sonnet 70 Staid constant, fixed
Make company, mate
Amearst punished, amerced
Dew due
Sonnet 76 Spright spirit
Fraught filled
Apace copiously
Sonnet 77 Juncats sweetments, delicacies
Sonnet 79 Ensue follow, pursue, result from
Argue state, prove, testify
Sonnet 84 Mauis thrush
Sonnet 86 Noyous troublesome, harmful, noxious
Faine imagine wrongly,
fain, pretend, mistake
Sonnet 88 Culver dove
Hove rise
Pleasants courtesy, joy,

pleasing behavior,
pleasure, enjoyment,
delightful things



Ob ABTOPE IIEPEBO/Z1I0B

ﬂ.ﬂexcaﬂap Bs4yecnaBoBuu IlokugoB

OBJIaJieJ1 AHIJIMHACKUM $3bIKOM KaK BTOPbIM
POJIHBIM SI3BIKOM YK€ B Bo3pacTe 4-X JieT 6J1aro-
Jlapss ceMeWHbIM TpaaunusM. CrnocobcTBOBaJ
3TOMYy TOT QaAKT, YTO CeMbsl IPOUCXOJUT U3 XO-
polillo 06pa30BaHHBIX MOJILCKUX JBOPSH, Aemop-
TUPOBAaHHbIX B Poccuio mocjie pa3rpoMa MoJib-
CKOro HallMOHAJIbHO-0CBOOOAUTE/Nb-HOTO BOC-
ctanua 1830 roaa. OcTpbiv UHTeEpeEC K KyJAbType
AHTJIMMCKOr0 Hapo/Jia ObL TaKXKe BaKHbIM (ak-
TOPOM B pPa3BUTUU CKJIOHHOCTHM K U3YYEHUIO
TBOpPYECTBA BbIJAIOIIMXCS AHIVIMHCKUX IO3TOB
XVI-XIX cToneTum.

Euié Bo BpeMsi moJsiyyeHUs1 BbICLIETO T'yMa-
HUTAPHOTO Y JIMHTBUCTUYECKOTO 06pa30BaHUs B
MI'Y um. M.B. JlomoHocoBa Ha $UJI0JI0TUYECKOM
dakysbTeTe (3amaZiHoe OT/leJIeHHE) Y aBTOPA HAMETHUJIMCh [IBAa NMPENOYTUTENbHbIX
HalpaBJIeHHUS B lepeBOA4YeCKOM J1eATe/IbHOCTH:

- aHIJIMKCKasa no33ud oT 3amyHza CneHcepa U APYrUx MO3TOB-eJM3aBETUHIEB
Jo [IxxoHa KyuTca u ero COBpeMeHHUKOB;

- pycckasi poMmaHTHUueckas no33us XIX Beka ot @. U. TrotyeBa 70 A. A. Dera.

Cepbé3Hyl0 poJib B 3TOM /JieJie ChbITpajio 3HAKOMCTBO C TpyJamMu Biaaumupa
HabokoBa, pekoMeHJalMd W MOMOIb TaKUX 3aMeydyaTesJibHbIX YHHUBEPCHUTETCKUX
nenaroros, kak P. M. CamapuH, B. B. UBamiéna, 3. M. MegHukoBa u Jip. CTOUT 0c060
BbIZIEJIUTh BJAUSIHUE JIMYHOCTU U MEPEBOJYECKOTO UCKYCCTBA BEJMKOro MacTtepa XX
Beka — Muxaumsa JleoHugoBru4a JIO3MHCKOTO, KOTOPbIM MOMOraJl CTAaHOBJIEHHIO
A. Tlokui0Ba KaK Mo3Ta U lepeBOAYHKA.

[To okoHuanuu MI'Y c o106peHus U NOIEP)KKU CBOMX YHUBEPCUTETCKUX MeJa-
roroB A. [Toku10B BcTa/ Ha cTe310 NpodecCHOHANbHOr0 M03Ta-lepeBoAYHMKa, Ha4yaB
c nepeBo/i0oB U3 baripona u Kurtca.

[lepeBoueckas AesATeJbHOCTb, HAYaBIIUCh CO IIKOJbHOM CKaMbM, MPOA0JIKA-
eTCsl 110 HacCTosilee BpeMsl.

MHoro4ucieHHble MOAO0PKHU NepeBoioB A. [lokHMa0Ba CTa/IU MOSABJSTHCS B Ie-
pUOAMYECKOU NTeYaTH € KOHIa 60-X roJioB.

B 70-e roanl 66171 caesaH nepeBo/j, 88 coHeTOB IMKJa “Amoretti” esM3aBeTHHIIA
dnmyHga CrneHcepa (1552-1599), on 6611 ony6sukoBaH (bi-lingua) B 2001 roay. B
2003 roay k 200-sneTuto co aHsa poxaeHus @. U. TroTyeBa BoilLIa KHUTa «Bocemb/e-
CST 3BE3/] U3 TaJIaKTUKU TrHOTYeBa».

B 2005 roay uspatenbctBo “JleTHUH caja’ omy6JMKOBaIO B MapaJiiesbHbIX

4’;.
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TeKCTax NepBbli TOM nepeBoioB TBopeHUM /xxoHa Kutca (1795-1821), kyna Bouiu
BCE COHETHI ¥ MOYTH BCE O/l ITOT0 BJUCTATEJBHOIO MO3TA.

B 2006 rony yBugenu cBeT nepeBoJbl 159 TBopeHHI BeJMKOr0 UPJIaHJICKOTO
6apaa Tomaca Mypa (1779-1852).

Bce aTu M37aHus cHabGXKeHbl aBTOPCKUMHU QyH/IaMEHTAIbHbIMU UCCJIE[0BAHU-
M WU NPUMeYaHUSIMU, KOTOpPble BO MHOTUX CJAy4dasx JalOT NPUHLUIHAJBHO HOBYIO
MHTepIpeTayul0 TBOPYECTBA MO3TOB U HOBYK OLEHKY WX 3HA4€HUS B HUCTOPUU
MUPOBOM JYXOBHOU KYJIBTYPBbI.

JK3eMIJISIPbl BCEX BBILIEANIMX TOMOB MOJIYyYUJU OUOJHOTEKU KPYIMHBIX YHHU-
BepcuteToB Poccuu, Aurauy, CIIA, UHaum.

B 2008 roay 26 nepeBojioB A. [lokugoBa 6bUIM ONy6JMKOBAaHbI B 3-TOMHHUKE,
KOTOPbIN BKJIIOYAET NepeBobl cTuxoTBopeHui @. U. TroTueBa Ha MHOTHE eBpoOIei-
CKHeE fA3BIKH.

[IpekpacHbIM aKKOMIAHEMEHTOM K 3THUM NyOJIMKaLUsIM MOCIY>KUJIa CEpUsl pa-
nvo- u TB-nepegau. Tak, B aekabpe 2003 roga Ha Paguo Poccuu JI. B. Bopssik, Beay-
mas nporpamMbl «/[Majord o KyJbType», MpoBeJsia Mepesadyy B CBSI3U C BBIXOJIOM
ToMa nepeBoioB @. U. TroTueBa. 20 anpensa 2004 roja Ha 3TOM Ke KaHaJsie B IPSIMOM
sdupe cocrosisiach TNepejlaya IO MOBOAY BbIXOJA TOMa IMEPEBOJIOB COHETOB
3. CneHcepa. 18 utonsa 2005 roga Ha «Paguo Codusi» 6blia opraHM3oBaHa BCTpeyda C
C. lOpoBbIM, NOBOOM [J11 KOTOPOM MOCJIYXKUJI BbIX0/, ToMa nepeBooB Jx. Kutca u
rJie B TeueHue 4yaca B NpsAMOM 3dupe 06CyKJanuch NpodJieMbl IO3THUUYECKOTO Nepe-
Boza. B utuie 2008 roga paguoctanyuda «l'osoc Poccuu» npuraacunaa A. [lokuaosa
Ha nepejadyy no NOBOAY €ro TBOPYECKOU [eATEeJbHOCTH, B YaCTHOCTH, O IlepeBoJax
JIETCKHUX CKa30K U cTUx0B B. MasikoBckoro, A. bapTt6, C. MuxaJsikoBa, T. BokoBoi.

B urosie 2009 roza Ha TesekaHasne «KyabTypa» cocrodiack nepepada «Xyzco-
BeT», MOCBSAIIEHHAs NepeBoiuecKou paboTe A. [lokugoBa.

B 2006 roay aBTOp 3apy4yuJics 6JIarOCKJIOHHBIM BHHMaHHUEM ObIBIIErO MocJja
Besinko6puTanuu B Poccruu capa JHTOHU BpeHTOHa, KOTOPbIN BbIlles C MHUIMATH-
BOM HamucaTh [ OyAyUMX M3JaHUU BCTYNUTEJNbHYI CTaTbl C aTTecTaldei
3HA4YEHHUS U XapaKTepa ero nepeBo/[4eCKoi paboThlL.

B 2007 roay nosioKUTeNbHYIO OLLeHKY cBoero Tpyza A. [lokuaos noay4yui ot Eé
BesinuectBa KoposieBbl Besinko6puTanuu EnnzaseTs! I, KOTopoi KO IHIO pOXK/EeHUs
6611 0TOC/IaH ToM nepeBojioB U3 ®. U. TroTuena.

B 2012 ropy Havasack TecHas paboTta ¢ PonzoM «Pycckuii Mmup», Bo3ryiasJsie-
MbIM BadeciaBoM HukoHoBbIM. Ha UHTepHeT-paguo «Pycckuii Mmup» B cepuu «JIu-
puyeckas Poccusa» nogaBifoTcAa nepefadyd, B KOTOPBIX aBTOp Ay3ToM ¢ MpuHOM
CymkoBOM paccKa3blBaeT O IEPCOHAXKaxX CEPUU U UYUTAET NIepeBO/bl.

TenedoH a1 KOHTAaKTa B MOCKBe: 8 (495) 954-20-97
Aapec 3/IeKTPOHHOM NOYThI: sushkova08@rambler.ru
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR OF TRANSLATIONS

Alexander Vyacheslavovich Pokidov, due to family traditions, mastered English
besides Russian (when he reached the age of 4, English become his second home
tongue). Contributing to it was the fact that the family took its origin from highly
educated Polish gentry, deported to Russia after the defeat of the Polish insurrection
of 1830. The acute interest in the culture of the English people was also an important
factor for the development of a strong propensity of studying the prominent English
poets-romanticists of the 16-19th centuries.

A. Pokidov received higher education at the Philological Faculty (Western De-
partment) of Moscow University, and during this time two preferable lines of transla-
tion were marked:

- the English poetry from Edmund Spenser and other poets-Elizabethans (16t
century) to John Keats and his contemporaries;

- the Russian romantic poetry of the 19t century (from F.I. Tyutchev to
A.AFet).

A serious role in this respect has been played by the acquaintance with the work
of Vladimir Nabokov, the aid of such remarkable University teachers as R. M. Samarin,
V. V. Ivashova, E. M. Mednikova etc., as well as the personality and the practical aid of
the outstanding translator Mikhail Leonidovich Lozinsky.

Poetic translations began at school, and this work was continued all through the
University course and never stopped up to now.

Numerous selections of Pokidov’s translations appeared in periodicals starting
from the end of the 60ies.

In 2001, the publishing house “Grail” did a fine work of issuing the book of
translations of the 88-sonnet cycle "Amoretti" (1596) by Edmund Spenser (bi-lingua),
and in two years, in 2003, the same publishing house issued a book of 80 poems by
F. 1. Tyutchev ("80 Stars from Tyutchev’s Galaxy") in parallel texts.

In 2005, the Publishing House “Letny Sad” in Moscow issued the 1st volume of
John Keats (translations of all his sonnets and odes).

In 2006, a new volume appeared containing 159 translations from the Irish bard
Thomas Moore (“The Irish Bard of Love and Freedom”).

All the mentioned books are supplied with fundamental introductory articles
and notes, which in many cases give a basically new approach to the creative activity
of the poets and new appreciation of them in the history of world spiritual culture.

Copies of all these volumes were received by the libraries of major universities
of Russia, England, USA and India.

In 2008, 26 translations by A. Pokidov from F. I. Tyutchev were published in the
3-volume edition of Tyutchev’s poems translated into many European languages.

A splendid accompaniment to these publications has been served by a series of
radio broadcasts and telecasts. So, in December of 2003 L. V. Borzyak, the leading
figure of the program “Dialogues about Culture”, conducted a broadcast on “Radio
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Russia” in connection with the publication of a volume of translations from
Tyutchev’s poetry into English. On the 20t of April, 2004, the same channel realized
over the open ether a broadcast on the issuance of a volume of translations of
E. Spenser’s sonnets. On the 18t June of 2005, through the channel of “Radio Sophia”
a meeting with S. Yurov was organized prompted by the issuance of a volume of
translations from John Keats, during which for more than an hour were discussed the
problems of poetic translations. In June of 2008, the radio station “The Voice of
Russia” invited A. Pokidov to the broadcast concerning his activity in the sphere of
translations, in particular about his translations of fairy tales and verses by
V. Mayakovsky, A. Barté, S. Mikhalkov, T. Bokova.

In June of 2009, through the TV-channel “Culture” there was realized a broad-
cast “Khudsovet” dedicated to A. Pokidov’s activity in the translations sphere.

In 2006, the author enlisted the support and the benevolent attention of the
former Ambassador of Great Britain in Russia sir Anthony Brenton who uttered a
wish to write an introductory article to the future publications with the attestation of
the importance and character of his work as a translator.

In 2007, A. Pokidov received a positive appreciation of his work from Her Majes-
ty The Queen of Britain Elizabeth II to whom the volume of translations from
F. 1. Tyutchev had been sent.

In 2012, close work began with the Fund “Russian World”, headed by
Vyacheslav Nikonov. Appearing on the Internet-radio “Russian World” in the series
“Lyric Russia” broadcasts are given during which the author relates in a duet with
Irina Sushkova, about the personages from series, and read aloud the translations
(with the originals).

Contact in Moscow: + 7 (495) 954-20-97  Irina Sushkova
E-mail: sushkova08@rambler.ru
Oraasiaenue

Berymnenue. «Cepebpsinast Tpy0a aHTJIMHCKOTO BO3POKICHHS.
Berynienue Ha aHTIIMACKOM SI3BIKE.

Comnetsl ¢ 1-ro 1o 88-i1 Ha pyCCKOM U aHIJIMICKOM s3BIKaX.
IIpuMeuaHus Ha PyCCKOM SI3BIKE.

IIpuMeuaHus Ha aHIJIMICKOM SI3BIKE.

HekoTopsie TEpMUHBI U3 CIIEHCEPOBCKOT'O CIIOBApSL.

HexoTtopbie TepMuHBI (Ha aHTIIMICKOM SI3BIKE).

06 aBTtope.

0N U A LN
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	And happy rhymes bath’d in the sacred brook
	Of th’inward bale of my love pined heart
	Wills him awake, and soon about him dight
	His wanton wings and darts of deadly power.
	For lusty spring now in his timely hour,
	But her proud heart do thou a little shake
	Паря подобно птице легкокрылой;
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