BRITISH POETS

Compiled by L.D. Tulupova
School 263

2014




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

- Sonnet 18 William Shakespeare

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate.

|Rough winds do shake the darling buds of

May,

ékn}cll summer's lease hath all too short a
ate.

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimmed,;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance, or nature's changing course,
untrimmed;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,
Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his
shade,

When in eternal lines to Time thou grow'st.
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.




Camyun Mapuwak
LLlekcnup. CoHeT 18

CpaBHI JIM C JIETHMM JIHEM TBOM UYEPTHI?
Ho TBI MMIIEV, YMEPEeHHEW UM Kpalle.
JlomaeT Oypd Mamckue LBETH,

/I Tak HeOOJI'OBEYUHO JIeTO Haile!

To HaMm cJjlenuT 1Jialsa HeOecCcHHU I1J1as,
To CBeTJIEIM JIMK CKPHBaeT HEeNOoT'onIa.
JlackaeT, HeXuT U Tep3aeT Hac

CBOeN CJIydyalHOW IPUXOThI NpMpola.

A y T1eba He yOBBaeT IIE€Hb,

He yBamaeT COJIHEUHOE JIEeTO.

I cMepTHad TebOda He CKpPpOeT TeHb, -—
Tel OyOellb BEUHO XUTh B CTPOKAxX I103Ta.
Cpenon XMBHIX TB OyIellb OO TexX I10p,
JlokoJie OeIUT I'PyOb M BUIUT B30P.



ROBERT BURNS

A Red, Red Rose

My love is like a red, red rose
That’s newly sprung in June

My love is like the melody
That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in love am I

And I will love thee still, my dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun
And I will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.
And fare thee weel, my only love,

And fare thee weel a while !
And I will come again, my love,
Thou’ it were ten thousand mile.




PobepT bepHc
JIro60Bb, Kak po3a, po3a KpacHas

JTob0oBb, Kak po3a, po3a KpacHasl,
LiBeTeT B MOEM capy.

J1to60Bb MOSI - KaK MeceHkKa,

C KoTopoW B NyTb nay.

CunbHee KpacoTbl TBOEN
Mos ntoboBb oaHa.

OHa c Toboi, Noka Mops
He BbICOXHYT 4O AHa.

He BbICOXHYT MOps, MOW Apyr,
He pywmTcsa rpanHuT,

He ocTaHOBUTCA Necok,

A OH, KaK XWU3Hb, 6EXMUT...

Byab cyactnmnBa, Mosi Nt060Bb,
Mpowian n He rpycTu.

BepHycb Kk Tebe, XOTb LENbIA CBET
Mpuwnock 661 MHE NponTwH!
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John Anderson, My Jo

1789

John Anderson, my jo, John,
When we were first acquent;
Your locks were like the raven,
Your bonie_ brow was brent;

But now your brow is beld, John,
Your locks are like the snaw;

But blessings on your frosty pow,
John Anderson, my jo.

John Anderson, my jo, John,

We clamb the hill thegither;

And mony a cantie day, John,
We've had wi ane anither:

Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand in hand we'll go,

And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson, my jo.



I’'koH AHJEPCOH, MOM CTapmM APYT,
[logyMmar-xa, OABHO JIb

T'ycToM, KPYTOM TBOM JIOKOH

Brul1 uepeH, TOYHO CMOJb.

Tenepkr TH CHeroMm ybeneH, -

Tel BHaAJN HEeMaJlo BBIOT.

Ho 6yne TH CYACTIMB, JBHCEM JXOH,
IxoH AHJepcoH, Mom Apyr!

I’'koH AHJEPCOH, MOM CTapmM APYT,
M1 mnm ¢ TO6OK B IOPY,

M cTonmpkxO pamocTM BOKPYT

M BMOgesim B TY IIOPY.

Tenepr Msl HOI TOpy OpememMm,
He pasHmMMast pyk,

N B BeM0 JNsIXKeM Mbl BIOBOEM,
IxOH AHJEpPCOH, MOM OpyI'
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" You are old, Father William™ ,the young man said,
"And your hair has become very white;

And yet you incessantly stand on your head--

Do you think, at your age, it is right?"

"In my youth," Father William replied to his son,
"I feared it might injure the brain;

But, now that I'm perfectly sure I have none,
Why, I do it again and again."

"You are old," said the youth, "as I mentioned before,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door--
Pray, what is the reason of that?"

"In my youth," said the sage, as he shook his gray locks,
"I kept all my limbs very supple

By the use of this ointment -- one shilling the box --
Allow me to sell you a couple?"



"You are old," said the youth, "and your jaws are too weak
For anything tougher than suet;

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak--
Pray, how did you manage to do it?"

"In my youth," said his father, "I took to the law,
And argued each case with my wife;

And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw
Has lasted the rest of my life."

"You are old," said the youth, "one would hardly suppose
That your eye was as steady as ever;

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose--

What made you so awfully clever?"

"I have answered three questions, and that is enough,"
Said his father; "don't give yourself airs!

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?

Be off, or I'll kick you down-stairs!"



— ITama BusnbsM, — ckasaJt Jil000IbITHBIN
MaJIbIII, —

I'o;toBa TBOg O€JIOTO IBETA.

Meskty TEM ThI Bcersia BBEpX HOTaMU
CTOUIIIb.

Kak TblI 1ymMaeliib, IIpaBUIbHO 3TO?

— B panHel 10HOCTH, — cTapel, IPOMOJIBHUI
B OTBET, —

A 6oscs pacCKUHYTh MO3TaMU,

Ho, y3HaB, YTO MO3Tr0B B I'OJIOBE MOEU HET,
A CTIOKOMHO CTOI0 BBEPX HOTAMU.

— TbI cTapuK, — IPOJOJIKAJ JIIOOOIBITHBIN
IOHEIl, —

ATOT (haAKT A OTMETUJI BHAYAJIE.

IToueMy 3K ThI TaK JIOBKO IIpOJiesias, OTell,
TpoekpaTHoe cayibTo-MopTaie?

— B paHHel 10HOCTH, — CBIHY OTBETHJI
cTapuk, — Hatupascs s Ma3bio 0cobo1i.
Ha aBa mmminnHra 6aHka — ofuH
30JIOTHUK,

Bot, He KynuIb ju 6aHKY Ha IIpo0y?



— Th1 HEMOJIOJI, — CKa3aJl
JTII0003HATEJILHBIN CBIH, —

CoTHIO JIeT Thl €3 MaJIOTO ITPOXKHUI.
Mexxay TeM ABYX I'yceli 3a 00e10M OUH
ThI OT KJTIIOBA 10 JIANl YHUUTOMKHII.

— B paHHel 10HOCTHU MBIIIITHI CBOUX
YeJIICTeN

A pazBu usyyeHueM Ipasa,

M Tak 4acTo 51 CIIOPUJI C KEHOIO CBOEH,
YTo keBaTh HAy4YWJICSA HA CIaBy!

— Moti oTell, Thl OPOCTHUIID JIN MEHS,
HECMOTPS

Ha HeJIOBKOCTh TaKOTr0 BOIIpoca:

Kaxk cymen yzep»kaTh Thl JKUBOTO YTPs

B paBHOBeche Ha KOHUUKE HOCca?

— Hert, 10BOJIbHO! — cKa3aJ1 BO3MYILIEHHbBIN
oTerl. —

EcTh rpaHuIlbl 11000My TEPIIEHBIO.

Ecsiu IATHIN BOIIPOC ThI 33/1al1llb, HAKOHET],
CocuuTaelb CTyIIeHb 3a CTYIIEHBIO!






TeTiger_w

TIGER, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

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

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

And what shoulder and what art

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

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






Co3gan crpamrHoro Tebs?

B nHebecax wib cpenp 3b10€i
BcenbixHyn 0jieck TBOUX Oueii?

Kak nep3an oH Tak mapurh?

KTo mocMmes oroup cxBaTUTH?

KTo ckpyTui u i yero

Hepgsl cepana tBoero?

Ubero CTpaIIHOK PYKOU

TrI ObLT BEIKOBAH - TAKOU ?

Yeii ObLI MOJIOT, IIEIIH YbH,

Y100 CKpPEIUTh MEUTHI TBOU?

KTo B3METHYI TBOI OBICTPHIN B3MaXx,
YXBaTWJI CMEPTEIBHBIN CTpax?

B ToT Benukui yac, xormua

Bo33Bana k 3Be3/e 3Be3/a,

B uac, kak He0O0 Bce 3aKIIOCh
BnaxapiM OJIECKOM 3BE3IHBIX CJIE3, -
Ou, co3ganue Jroo4,

VYne10naysCs b HA TEOS?

Tot e 16 OH Te0s co3/1all,

K10 MO TATL A AT IITTY T7a 1757



Wordsworth

William




Daffodils

| wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw | at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

| gazed--and gazed--but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch | lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
William Wordsworth



Hapmuccol

Kak Tyuyu 0JiInHOKOU TEHb,
bpozawn s, cympaueH u Tux,

M BCTpeTHI B TOT CYACTJIMBBIN JI€Hb
Tosimy HapIUCCOB 30JI0THIX.

B TeHU BeTBEN y CUHUX BOJ

OHU BOAUIIA XOPOBO/I.

[Too6HO 3BE3AHOMY HIATPY,
LIBeThI CTPYHUJIN 3bIOKUU CBET

U, kosbIxasgch Ha BETPY,

MHe nochljiayid CBOM IIPUBET.
VX OBLIIN THICSYH BOKPYT,

W xaxkIpIi MHE KUBaJI, KakK APYT.
brina ux misicka Becesia,

U Bupen 4, BocTopra moJiH,

YTo ¢ HEU cpaBHUTHCA HE MOTIJIa
MepjyiuresbHaA MIISACKA BOJIH.
Torna He 3HAJ I BCeU IIEHEBI
7KviBOMy 30J10Ty BECHHBI.

Ho c Toi1 Topsl, KOr/ja BIIOTbMax
A TwetHo KAy npuxoaa CHa,

A BcnoMuHAaI O I1BeTax,

U, pagocTbio oceHeHa,

Ha Tom secuictom bepery

Jy1ia TaHIyeT B UX KPyTy.
Ilepesod A. Hbopazumosa






WILLIAM
WORDSWORDTH

To a Butterfly

STAY near me--do not take thy flight!
A little longer stay in sight!

Much converse do I find in thee,
Historian of my infancy!

Float near me; do not yet depart!

Dead times revive in thee:

Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art!
A solemn image to my heart,

My father's family!

Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,
The time, when, in our childish plays,
My sister Emmeline and I

Together chased the butterfly!

A very hunter did I rush

Upon the prey:--with leaps and springs
I followed on from brake to bush;

But she, God love her, feared to brush
The dust from off its wings.






MoTbUIbKY

Mobyab B6AM3K, NnpepBn noner!
MycTb B30p MO Ha Tebe 3ampeT!
Tobon BoCCco3a4aH Kaxabll MUT
MepBOHa4anbHbIX AHEN MOUX!
N Bpemsi, UTO AaBHO MepTBO,
oXusneHo Tobown,
Mopxatollee CywecTBo:
OTua g BMXY CBOEro
CO BCEN MOEeWn CeMben.
O, cnagocCTb, CNaaoCTb AETCKUX NleT,
Koraa 3a MOTbIJIbKOM BOCe[
Be>xkanu Mbl C MOen cecTpom,
PasropsiueHHble NUrpon.
51, KaK OXOTHUK, noacreper
[06bl4y - HO HanpaceH 6bu
Mow 6er, oT4YasiHHbIN MPbIKOK:
Ob6eperan peBHMBO bor
NblNbLy NpPenecTHbIX Kpbil.

NMepeBoa - N.N. Menamepa



OSCAR WILDE




Oscar Wilde : Impressions

I Les Silhouettes

The sea is flecked with bars of grey,
The dull dead wind is out of tune,

And like a withered leaf

the moonls blown

across the stormy bay.

Etched clear upon the pallid sand

Lies the black boat: a sailor boy
Clambers aboard in careless joy

With laughing face and gleaming hand.
And overhead the curlews” cry,

Where through the dusky upland grass
The young brown-throated reapers pass,
Like silhouettes against the sky.






Les silhouettes?

Mopckas 3bIbb B MOfI0OCKax cepbix. -
YHbISbI BUXPb HE B PUTME C HEW.
JlyHa, KaK fINCT OCEHHUX OHEN,
JleTnT no BeTpy B BYPHLIX LLXepax.

Ha cdpoHe GnegHoro necka
[MpnBpeXHbIN YerlH HarpaBMpoOBaH,

B HeM toHra - Becen, 4epHOBpPOB OH, -
CmeeTca poT, briecTuT pyka.

Ha cepbix 1 poCcUCTbIX OlOHaX,
Ha cpoHe TOHKMX obnakos,
Kak cunyaTbl, psg »XHeLoB
NoeT oOBETPEHHDLIX U IOHbIX.

[MepeBoa: I1. 1. [NoTemknHa




