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MYKIBANMA

XIX acp xax,0H afgabnétnga poMaHTM3M MaKTabu Kanamkalunapu mkoan
anox,uga ypuH asrannaign. AHravaga Yunam bneiik, Camioan Konpmpx,
Tomac Myp, Wennn, XXoH Kwute, OnmoHunaga Hosanuc, XeHpu ¢oH
KneiicT, AfensbepT dhoH Lllamuceo, Mosud doH diixnaopd, XeHpex
XeitHe, ®paHguaga AHgpe e LeHite, AnbthoHe ge JlamapTuH, Anbdpes
Je BuHbu, BukTop toro, XXepep ge Hepsanb, Andpes ge Miocce AKOlaa
Panbth OmepcoH, XeHpu JToHrdunno, 3arap Mo kabu wonpnap pomaHTU3M
LWEebPUATUHUHT aTOKAW HaMOsiHA4anapu agunap.

1789 -1792 Whunnapparn 6ylK (gpaHuy3 mHUMIO6M ranabacumpaH
NNXPMNAHraH poMaHTuioTap YHUHr "Osognuk, TuHunuk, bupopapnuk!”
LIMOPU OCTUAA LWaxe IPKUHAUTUHN MMMOS K;UAnb Ymkaunap, AyHEHN KyNInK
Ba WYKCUNNNK UCKaHXacWAaH Xanoc aTMoK, 6ynn6, y3 op3y - UCTaKNapuHu
IOKCaK pOMaHTUK 0bpasnapfa magx ataunap. VIHCOH apKUHAUTUHY TapaHHYM
3TapKaH, ynap XaTro LapK;oHa MaB3y Ba OX.aHrnapra Mypoxaart 3aTu6, uxoau
faBoMuia LWapk, MyMTo3 afabuéTu aHbaHanapura sprawunwan. byHu 6m3
aliHnkpa baiipoH, BukTop lMoro, 3arap Mo wxoanga AKA0N Kypamus. Y3
HaB6aTunza rapdb poMaHTM3M LUEBPUATM Y36EK LLOMPAAPU MXOAUTa XAM TabCup
KypcaTamn.Y36eKnCToH Xank,woupun Abgynna Opunos: "MeHra MywkuH 6up
XaxpHy, MeHra baiipoH 6upxaxpH..."MucpanapuHn utraHuaa aiiHaH LWyHu
abTMbOpra onraH Gynca Kepak.

YrraH acp gasomupa Xamug OnumxoH, Makpyg Lalix3soga, Ack;an
MyxTop, XXymaHnés Xa66opos, Myxammag Anu, Payd Mapcpu, Abaynna
LWep, CagpugavH Canumos, LapodaTt boTuposa kKabu kanamkalinap
POMaHTM3M LLOMPIapU MXOAMUTa MypoXKaaT Kunnb6, ynap WwebpusTuaaH y3oek
TUAUTA TapXMUMa KUAnLWAN.

XIX acp Fap6 poMaHTU3M LIebpuATK Ba Oy MakTabra maHcy6 agnbnap
Xoan pecny61MKaMm3 0/iMil YKyB IOPTAaPUHUHT (DMN0N0TNs hakynbTeTnapu
YKYB JaCTypUAaH X,aMm Y[3uH onraHaup. Ywoey KkynnaHma myanaudgnapu onmi
YKYB tOpTnapuga UHrnu3 Tnam Ba agabnétuaax gape 6epuwagn. Ynap "Murnus
afabunétn Tapuxu" aHupgaH fgapcavMkK Ba Maxmya (xpectomatus)nap
TaK,YnnanrvHK Xjicobra onraH xonga "VIHFInM3 pomaHTuK webpuatn® "English
romantic poetry)" yKyB KynfiaHMacuHUW Ty3uLlIraH. YHAa UHTIM3 pOMaHTU3M
WEbPUATUHUHT ANPUK BakKnnnapu caHanmuw Yunbam bneink (W.Blake),
Yuneam BopgacsopT (W.Wordsworth), BanbTep CkoTT (W.Scott), Camioan
Konpugx (S.Colridge), Pobept Caytn (R.Southey), Tomac Myp (T.Moore),
Xopx BaiipoH (G.Byron), Mepcu buwu Wennn, (P.B.Shelly),XXoH Kute
(J.Keats) wxoanpaH Hamywanap kentupunraH. KynnaHma cyHruga 6epunrat
nnmuii Ba 6agmuini maH6anap 6ubnuorpaduacu \am Tanabanapra WMHrAn3
poOMaHTU3M afabuéTn 6unaH YyKyppoK,TaHULWWLWKUAA SK,MHAaH épaam Gepaau.
Xynnac, yw6y " MHrAn3 poMaHTUK WwebpuaTh " yKyB KynnaHmacu Tanabanap



YUYH WHIU3 TUAMEa Nhojanm yKULW X,aMaa Webpuil MaTHNapHW Tatnnn Ba
TapXXuma Kanwuyua gorigann maHba 6ynagu, aeb yinnainmaH.

My”~ammamxkoH XOJIBEKOB,
thunonorusa aHnapym JoKTopwU,
npodeccop.

ENGLISH ROMANTIC POETRY

Nineteenth century English Uterature is remarkable both for high artistic
achievement and for variety. The greatest literary movement of its earlier
period was that of romanticism. It was bom in the atmosphere of the violent
economic and political turmoil that marked the last decades of the 18th and
the first decades ofthe 19th century. The outburst of political activity brought
on by the great French Revolution of 1789, the bitter wars with Napoleon's
France that ravaged Europe for almost 25 years were the dominant political
forces at work.The hardships of the industrial and agrarian revolution whose
joint effect was a gradual change of all aspects of social Ufe in England made
the situation rife with class hatred.

The first English poet to be fully aware of the dilemmas of the age of
great bourgeois revolution was Wilham Blake Blake's violent revulsion from
rationalism, his repeatedly proclaimed belief in intuition and inspiration as
idealistic as the only path to true wisdom, his idealistic and mystic conceptions
of humanity and its mysterious way were then quite original. Similar ideas
were later taken up by many poets who did not know of his work, as in his
own life-time he published but one of his books of poetry. The rest of his
numerous lyrics and epics never reached the public of his days. In his portrayal
of a gigantic world in the Prophetic Lays Blake precedes the Byron of Cain
and Heaven and Earth, the shelly of Prometheus Unbound.

Though bitter disappointed in the downfall of the French Revolution,
for reasons that were personal as well as public, Blake never warred in his
devotion to the cause of freedom, in his hatred of oppression and inequality.
In this he differed from his younger contemporaries William Words worth
and Samuel Taylor Coleridge. Both began as warm admirers ofthe Revolution,
so much so that words worth even traveled to French to witness the great
liberation of mankind.

Both poets resolved to withdraw from the evils of big industrial cities
and beauty in the quite of country - life, in the grandeur and purity of nature.
They dreamed of creating art that would be true to the best that is in man and
help to bring it out by sheer force of poetry. Living in the lake country of



Northern England they were known as the Lakes.

Together they composed and published a small volume of poems entitled
Lyrical Ballads to which Coleridge contributed the gruesome tale of the
Ancient Mariner and four more lyrics. The bulk of the volume was supplied
by Wards worth. He called his ballads lyrical, because their interest did not
lie in subject-matter and plot but in mood and treatment, in making one
feeling and all the persons and events described.

In their later years, after the bulk of their work was done, both poets
became increasingly conservative in their religious and political views and
more rigid in their moral attitudes.

The greatest romantic poet of the elder generation was Walter Scott.
Though personally friendly to the Lakists, he never quite shared their literary
tastes and affinities. The author of a number of stylized imitations of old
English and Scottish ballads and original epic poems dealing with the feudal
past of his native Scotland, it is as a novelist and discoverer of a new province
of writing that Walter Scott won his world renown. His claim to a high rank
among the romantics mainly depends on his profound since of history. He
was one ofthe first to realize the dialectical nature of the relationship between
individual and public life.

Among the romantic poets of the younger generation Scott preferred
Byron. Like Scott, Byron had a destined feeling of the movement of History,
of unceasing development, of huge forces shaping human lives. Unlike Scott,
however, who shared the Lake poets distrust of political reorganization of
society and their disapproval of revolutionary methods, Byron, though
sometimes skeptical about the results of a future revolution, entertained no
doubt whatever both about the inevitability of revolution and the moral and
political necessity for any man to fight for it to the best of his abilities.

Lake all the romantics, Byron was very versatile in his literary work. In
poetry he tried every possible genre, most unclassically destroying the proper
divisions and barriers between them. He created lyric and epic poems, dramas,
both classical and romantic, political satires, verse tales and in prose specimens
of flaming oratory and journals.

Another great rebel among the romantic was Byron's friend Shelly.
With him hatred of the abominations of a cruel and selfish class society
readies its climax Like the other romantics, he was fully aware of the tragedy
of the French Revolution, but like Byron, he devoted his life and poetry to
the revolution of the future that would not. repeat the errors of 1789, and
would culminate in a triumph of universal gladness and lave.

Shelley was the only romantic to realize that liberty could not be won
without the enthusiasm of the working men of England, and he called upon
them to rise against their oppressors.

Shelly was romantic in his resolute break with literary tradition new



imagery and rhythms, in drawing the inner world of man as part of the
infinity ofthe Universe. His poets style is highly metaphorical, often symbolical,
in an effort and great visions of great victories, ofa glorious future for mankind.
The complexity and novelty of his imagery were so much head of his time
that he was understood by very few readers. In this he was akin to his younger
contemporary John Keats, whose poetry was a powerful embodiment of the
romantic idea of freedom, live and beauty.

Like Shelly, Keats lived in a poetic world of his own imagination, but
though he hated tyranny and oppression, both of Church and Government,
seldom let his politics interfere with his poetry. His ambition was to influence
men solely by the power of beauty, not by a direct appeal to their views.

Shelly and Keats were not recognized in their own times. They were
considered inferior not only to Byron and Scott but also to a far lesser poet,
Thomas Moore, the author of the musical and intensely emotional Irish
Melodies bearing upon the national misfortunes of apprised Ireland. In his
romantic poems the East, in his satirical Fables Moore took up some of the
most popular topics of his day. The easy flow of his verse, his pleasing
sentimentality and the vividness of the coloring he threw an all he described
and particularly his musicality charmed the general reader and won him
many admirers.

YUNbAM BNENK (WILLIAM BLAKE)
(1757- 1827)

Yunbam Bneik WHrAU3 pPOMaHTU3M
LIEebPUATUHUHT UK BaKUAU xucobnaHagw.
Y 1757 iivn oAumMia COTyBYM ounacmaa ayHéra
Kenagu. YHUHr 6onanurm cepdapsaHg
ovnaja ofhp TYpMyWw Ba HOYOPAUK
nckawxacupga ytau. OTa-oHa 6onagaru
paccoMuYnanKKa O6ynraH WWTUEK.UHU
X,Mmcobra onmb, yHM gactnab caHbart ycracu
cap baiizap maktabura yk,uwra 6epagunnap.
Ew Bneiik 6yepfanoTuHua rpastopa
CaHbaTUHU YyK,yp  ypraHagum Ba
BecTMuHUCTEp a66aTnurngarm YepKoBaapHu
6e3alw 6unaH mawryn 6ynagu. FoTuK
TacBupuii caHbaT ycTanapu [iopep Ba
MuKenaHxeno ycnyo6uHu ysnawtupraH Ywunbam bneitk 6anorat éwuga
MnotoH, Beprunuii, Osuamnii, LWekcnup, MunbTOH acapnapuMHuM MyTonaa
K.mnvwra 6epunagu. Y KAavMru lOHOH Ba NOTWMH TUANapHKU ypraHau. by aca
KeMMHYaNUK yHra 6ykxk LaHTeHuWHr "Mno\nii komegusa'cura pacmnap



ynsnwnaa Karra épgam 6epraH agu.

1777 Wun Bneik Y3MHUHT BGUPUHYM Webpuii Tynnamu "Lebpuii
mawkgap" (Poetical Sketchts ) kutobuHu é3mb Tyratagu. Kntob 1783 iimn
Hawp KasuHagu. Wownp webpnapuaa bnbnus MoTuBnapun eTakun ypuH rytumo,
myannud 6y ypuHaa y3 BataHgowu XXoH MUbTOH aHbaHanapuHu LaBoM
aTrupraH agu.

1788-1789-nnnap bnelik wxoamnaa hpaHuy3 Oypxya UHKATOBUHWHT
TabCUPKM KaTTa BynraHAUrMHK Kysatamus. by iunnapga y Yunneam of4BuH,
M3apu YonctoHkpadT, Tomac MNeitH Kabu mabpugatnapeap agubnap unax
AKAHAAH TaHuwagun. LonpHuHr "bonanuk Kywukgapmu™ (Songs of Innonce)
Ba "Kekcanuk kywmkaapu" (Songs of Experience, 1794) webpuit kutobnapu
Hawp KASMHaaK.

BupuHun knTobra KupraH liebpnapuga woup 60naiuKHUHT 6ery6op
OHNapuHW, 6eTawBuWLWI WUNMapuUHW 3aBK, - LWABK 6GuaaH TacBupnangu.
WHCOHHUHT 60nanukaarn opsynapu, yHW amanra owuvpull iynuparm
YCMUPWMHAUK Annnapyu 6agunii KyTapuHKUANK GunaH TapaHHYM 3TUnagu.

Tynnamaarun "bonanuk - kyBoH4" (Infant Joy)," TyHru kywuk,", (Evening
Song) "Mykaggac naiwan6a” (A Holy Thursday) wewpnapn 6onanap
Karuatura Moc 6UTUNTAHUHU Kypamus.

"Kekcanuk KyLluK,napn'ga aca x,aéT TallBuLINapK, NYKPUNAUK Ba KyNInK
n3Tupobnapu catpnapra onuHagu. VDKTUMOMI xaéTgarn HOTMHYAMK Ba
Tabakgnapra 6ynMHM6 Awall ogam3of X,aéTUHM 3a”ap/ioBUn atoH 3KaHWHU
woup Tynaamgaru webpnapua aduHULL 6unaH K.anamra onagu.

MacanaH wowup "EsBoiiu ryn kywurn” (The Song of Wild Flower) ga
YPMOHZA ycraH éBBOWiM ryn TOHT nannacy Xaérra xasac 6unaH ryH4yaouvagu-to
aMMO Y Y30K, Allamaligmn, 6anku ogaMm Ba X,aliBOHMap TOMOHMAAH TONTanné
yMpW Xa3oH bynagu.

Xynnac bnelik 6y UKKM KATO6MAA 04aM304 YMPUHUHI Gonanurn Ba
Kekcanuru 6up - émpura Bobacta XyLUHYAIMKAA YTULLW YUYH OLUA Ba TEHT/INK
acocmfa KypunaraH XamusaTHU, TYKUH - COYMH X,aéTHW 0p3y KAnagw.

Yunbam bneik vixKOGUHWHT tOKcanraH Aaspsaa y3VHUHT "Malikambapnuk
Kutobu" (Prophetic Books) HoMAu wWwebpnap Ba Noamanap TYPKYMUHW ApaTau.
KutobaaH ypuH onraH "OcMOH Ba fiy3ax Hukoxa!” (The Marriage of Heaven
and Hell ), "Tanb kuto6K™ (The Book of Thel), "®paHuy3 nukanobu" (The
French Revolution), "EBpona"(Evrope: a Propheey), "Kyaayc" (Jerusalem)
Ba "MunbTOH" No3Manapuaa Woup Y3UHUHT NUPUK KaikdusaTtu, dancadui
MyLLO”afanapy Ba MKTUMOWIA - CMECWiA KapalunapuHu 6aéH aTagu. bneik
MXOAW y3upan KEWNHIN POMAHTUKNAP VXKOAUHUHT LWatowaHuwmaa My~ um
ax,aMmusT Kach aTau.

Llonp webpnapu XaxpH Tuanapuraxymnagad pyc tunura K.4.6anbMoHT
Ba C.Mapluak TOMOHMAAH Max,0paT 6unaH yrupunraH. ¥36eK webpxoHaapu
Bnelik mwxoanaaH 6a>thamang 6ynt'aHnapumya inyk,.



Collection poems:
"Poetical sketches", 1783; "Songs of Innocence”, 1789; "Songs of

Experience", 1794.

The poems: "The book of Thel”, 1789; "The Marriage of Heaven and
Hell", 1790; "The French Revolution”,1791; "Visions of the Daughters of
Albion", 1793; "The First Book of Uri zen", 1794; "Europe a Prophecy",
1794; "Jerusalem", 1804; "Milton", 1804

FROM POETICAL SKETCHESES" SONG

How sweet | roam'd from field to field,
And tasted all the summer's pride,
"Tell 1 the prince of love beheld,

Who in the sunny beams did glide!

He show'd me lilies for my hair,
And blushing roses for my brow;
He led me through his gardens fair
Where all his golden pleasures grow

With sweet May dews my wings were wet,
And Phoebus fir'd my vocal rage;

He caught me in his silken net,

And shut me in his golden cage.

He love's to sit and hear me sing,

Then, laughing, sports and plays with me,
Then stretches out my golden wing,

And mocks my loss of liberty.

From "Songs of Innocence and of experience Showing
the Two Contrary states of The Human Soul
Infant joy

"l have no name

I am but two days old
What shall I call thee?
"I happy am,

Joy is my name"

Sweet joys befall thee!



Pretty joy!

Sweet joy but two days old,
Sweet joy | call thee,

Thou dost smile,

I sing the while -

Sweet joys befall thee.

The Lamb

Little Lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?
Grave thee life, and bid thee mead;
Grave thee clothing of delight
Softest clothing, woolly, bright,
Grave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?
Little Lamb, who made thee?
Dost you know who made thee?
Little Lamb, 1 tell thee,

Little Lamb, 1 tell thee;

He is called by thy name,

For He calls Himself a Lamb

He is meek, and he is mild;

He became a little child.

We are called by his name.

Little Lamb, 1bless thee!

Little Lamb, | bless thee!

Holy Thursday

Twas a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,

The children walking two and two, in red and blue and green,
Gray - headed beadles walked before, with wands as white as snow
Till into the high dome of Paul's they like Thames' waters flow
O what a multitude they seemed, these flowers of London town!
Seated in companies they sit with radiance all their own

The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,
Thousands of boys and girls raising their innocent hands

Now a might wind they raise to Heaven the voice of song .

Or like harmonious hindering the seat of Heaven among.
Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor;
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.



Infant Sorrow

My mother groan'd, my father wept,
Into the dangerous world | leapt;
Helpless, naked, piping loud,

Like a fled hid in cloud.

Struggling in my father's hands
Striving against my s wadding - bands
Bound and wear, | thought best

To sulk upon my mothers breast

The Tyger

Tyger! Tyger! Burning bright

In the forest of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distand deeps or skies

Burnet the fire of they eyes

On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand dare seite the fire?

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

In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? What dread grasp

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

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

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
Tyger! Tyger! Burning bright

In the forest of the night

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame the fearful summitry?



Holy Thursday

Is this a holly thing to see?

In a rich and fruitful land,

Bales reduced to misery,

Fed with cold and usurious hand?
Is that trembling cry a song?

Can is le a song of joy?

And so many children poor?

It is a land of poverty!

And their sun does never shine,
And their fields are bleak and bare,
And their ways are filling'd with thorns:
It is eternal winter there.

For where're the rain does fall,
Babe can never hunger there,
Nor poverty the mind appall.

The Fly
Little fly
Thy summers play
My thoughtless hand
Has brushed away.

Am not |

A fly like thou

Or art not thou

A man like me?

For I dance

And drink and sing,
Till some blind hand
Shall brush my wing;

If thought is life

And strength and breath
And the want

Of thought is death;
Then am 1

A happy fly

If I Uve,

Or if die



A Memorable Fancy
For ""The Marriage of Heaven and Hell"

As i was walking among the fires of Hell, delighted with the enjoyments
of Genius, which to angels look like torment and insanity 1collected some of
their Proverbs, thinking that as the sayings used in a nation mark its character,
so the Proverbs of hell show the nature of internal wisdom better than any
description of buildings or garments.When | came home, on the abyss of the
five senses, where a flat - sited steep frowns over the present world, | saw a
might Devil folded in black clouds, hovering on the sides of the rock: with
corroding fires he wrote the following sentence now perceived by the mind of
men, and read by them on earth:

HOW DO YOU KNOW BUT EVERY BIAD THAT CUTS THE AIRY,
IS AN IMMENSE WORLD OF DELIGHT, COLSD BY YOUR SENSES

FIVE?
Proverbs of Hell

Drive your cart and your plough over the bones of the dead.

Prudence is a rich, ugly old maid courted by Incapacity.

He who desires but acts not, breeds pestilence.

He whose face gives no light, shall never become a star

The most sublime act is to set another before you.

In the fool would persist I his folly he would became wise

Shame is Pride's cloak.

What is now proved was once only imagined

One thought fills immensity

Prisoners are built with stones of low, brothels with bricks of religion.

Expect poison from the standing water.

The tigers of wrath are wiser than the horses of instruction

Exuberance is Beauty.

Improvement makes straight road, but the crooked roads without
improvement are roads of Genius

From "The Resettle Manuscript"

He who binds to himselfa joy
Does the winged life destroy?

But he who kisses the joy as it flies
Lives in eternity's sunrise



YWbAAM BOPJCBOPT (WILLIAM WORDSWORTH)
(1770-1850)

Yunesm BopgceopTt "Kyn maktabum"
POMaHTVK LLIOMpPapu rypyxara MaHcy6,
y y3 mwkoaunaa dpaHuys woupu XaH
Xak Pycco tancaguii K apawinapuHu
Tapbunb aTan. Y xam PobepT BEpHC Kabu
OAAWIA WHCOH K,anbuparum coppa
XuccméTnap Ba TypMyLL YPUHULLIAPUHY
y3 LebpuATUAa TacBupalira xapakart
KUnau.

BopacsopT 1770 iinn 7 anpenga
KambepnaHpg rpanurunga wpuct
ounacuga gyHéra kengu. 1779 iinn yHu
rpammatuka MakTabura yk.umura
6epagnnap. MakTabHu 6GuTMpray
Kembpux yHuBepcuTeTUra ykgura
Kupagn. YHuBepcuTeTAa YKAO topraH

Ke3napuga y Uik wwebpnapuHu ésagun. Yubnam BopacsopT (William
Keiimnuanuk y Konpupx, Caytw, Wordsworth)
Y. F'ogsuH 6unaH gyctnawmbé TaMmoMmna (1770- 1850)

WXXOJ, K,uauwra ytaau.

1798 Wnn woupHuHr "Ninpuk 6annaganap” (Lyrical Ballads) Tynnamu
(Konpuax 6mnaH XxamKOpAnKAa) Hawp K,UanHagu.

TynnamMHWHT MKKWHYM Halipura BopAcBOPTHMHI €3raH cy3 6oluucu
POMaHTM3M LEebPUATUHUHT MaHudecTa BasudacuHu yTaam. YHAa
Tabpudnawmya, WEbPUATHUHT BOK.€UTU OAAWA ~MLINOK, XaéTuaaH
ONUHMOTY &KW ofAaniA oAaMNapHUHT coffa Ba KaMCyk“ym TypmyLl
KeuynHmanapuHu Tacsupnamora no3um agu. Cababu TabuataH 0n1mxKaHo6UK
Ba LLIABK, - 3aBK”a TY/IMK, 3XTUpOCNap 0AAuniA ofamnap K,anburaMoHaHg 6ynaau.
By ogamnapHMHI Hy WK Ba hancadmii AyHECKU XaM POMaHTUK WWEBPUAT pyXxjira
mocamp. Ly 6ouc "Mupuk 6annafanap” TYPKYMUHUHT K,axpamMoHNapn AHMns
K,MWnoKaapuaa awaétraH oganii ogamnap - AeXKpH Ba Kocubnap 6ynm6,
ynap ncuMxonornacu Woup aiTraH MakpagHu y3uaa aHuk, udoga atagu.

1800 nunnap BopAacBopT mxoauaa 6up kauap TYLWKYHAWK faspu 6ynau.
LWownp y3nHuHr "bypura 6arnwnaHrad oga" (Ode to duty, 1805-1807)cuga
TYWKYHAUK Kanpuatn Ba ocolmwTa XaéT Keumpuwra 6ynrad
XalpuXOXUTMHKU TacBupnangn. by KauaT wWoupHUHT "O3041UKKa
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ANNHUHT ceHTabupupaa JloHgoHpa ésumnraH (Written in London,
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BopAcBOPT MXKOAMHUHT CyHITK gaBpuaa “"Caiip" ( The Excurtion,1814),
"Cap”™ncob éxya womnp kamonotu uykaucu" (The Prelude or Growth of a
Poet's Mind, 1850) noamanapuHun é3agn. LUyHuHrgek y “Hapsew" (The
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Yunbsm BopAcBopT webpnapu y36ek Tuanra TapxXuma KAAMHMaraH.

Collection poems: "Lyrical Ballads", 1798; "Lucy poems", 1799.

Sonnets: Sonnets Dedicated to Liberty", 1802 - 1807; "Written in London,
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The poems: Guilt and Sorrow, or Incidents upon Salisbury plain®,
1794; "The Excursion", 1814; "The Prelude, or Growth of a Poet's Mind”,
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A Night - Piece

- The sky is overcast

With a continues cloud of texture close,

Heavy and wan, all whitened by the Moon

Which through that veil is indistinctly seen?

A dull, contracted circle, yielding light

So feebly spread, that not a shadow falls,
Checkering the ground, from rock, planet, tree, or trower,
At length a pleasant instantaneous gleam

Startles the pensive traveler while he treads

His lonesome path, with unobserving eye

Bent earthwards; he looks up, - the clouds are split
Asunder, - and above his head he sees

The clear Moon and the glory of the heaven
There, in a black - blue vault she sails along,
Fallowed by multitudes of stars, that, small,

And sharp and bright, along the dark abyss

Drive as the drives: how fast they wheel away,



Yet vanish not! - The wind is in the tree,

But they are silent; - still they roll along
Immeasurable distant; and the vault,

Built round by those white clouds, enormous clouds
Still deepens is unfathomably depth.

At length the Vision closes; and the mind,

Not undisturbed by the delight it feels,

Which slowly settles into peaceful calm?

Is left to muse upon the solemn scene

Lucy
Strange fits of passion have | know:
And | will dare to tell,
But in the Lover's ear alone,
What once to me befell?

When she | Love'd looked every day
Fresh as a rose in June

| to her cottage bent my way,
Beneath an evening - moon

Upon the moon | fixed my eye,
All over the wide leg;

With quickening pace dear to me
Those paths so dear to me

1

And now we reached the orchard plot;
And, as we climbed the hill,

The sinking moon to Lucy's cot
Came near and nearer still

In one of those sweet dreams | slept,
Kind Nature's gentlest boon!

And, all the while my eyes | kept
On the descending moon.

My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
He raised and never stopped:

When down behind the cottage roof,
At once, the bright moon dropped
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What fond and wayward thoughts will slide
Into a Lover's head!

"O Mercy!" to myself | cried,

"If Lucy should be dead"

2

She dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the spring of Dove,

A Maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love

A violet by mossy stone

Half hidden from the eye!
Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky!

She lived unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceased to be;

But she is in her grave, and, oh,

The difference to me

3

| travelled among unknown men,

In lands beyond the sea;

Nor, England! Did I know till then?
What love | bore to thee

"Tis past, that melancholy dream!
Nor will 1 quit thy shore

A second time; for still | seem

To love thee more and more

Among thy mountains did | feel?

The joy of my desire;

And she | cherished turned her wheel
Beside an English fire

The mornings showed, thy nights concealed,
The bowers where Lucy played;

And thane too the last green field

That Lucy's eyes surveyed



4

Three years she grew in sun and shower.
Then Nature said, "A lovelier flower"
On earth was never sown;

This child I to myself will take;

She shall be mine, and I will make

A Lady of many own.

"I will to my darling be"

Both law and impulse: and with me

The Girl, in rock and plain,

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,
Shall feel an overseeing power

To kindle or restrain

"She shall be sportive as the fawn"
That wild with glee across the lawn
Or up the mountain spring;

And hers shall be the breathing balm,
And hers the silence and the calm
Of mute insensate things

"The floating clouds their state shall lend"
To her; for her the willow bends;

Nor shall she fail to see

Even in the motions of storm

Grace that shall mould the Maiden's form
By silent sympathy

"The stars of midnight shall be dear

To her; and she shall lean her ear

In many secret place

Where rivulets dance their wayward round
And beauty bom of murmuring sound
Shall pass into her face

"And vital feelings of delight
Shall rear her form to stately height,
Her virgin bosom swell;
Such thoughts to Lucy | will give
While she and 1 together live
Here in this happy dell".
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Thus Nature space - the work was done -
How soon my Lucy's race was run!

She died, and left to me

This heath, this calm and quit scene,
The memory memory of what has been,
And never more will be.

5

A slumber did my spirit seal,

| had no human fears;

She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force
She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth's diurnal course
With rocks and stones and trees!

To the Cuckoo

0 blithe new - comer! | have heard,
1 hear thee and rejoice.

0 Cuckoo! Shall I call thee Bird?
Or but a wondering Voice?

While | am lying on the grass
Thy twofold shout | hear,

From hill to hill it seems to pass,
At once far off, and near

Though babbling only to the vale

Of sunshine and of flowers,

1 wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high ore 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.



Continues 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 1at a glace,
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 ajocund company:

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

For oft, when on my couch I lie

I 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 daffodils

*kk

Nuns fret not at their convent's narrow room;
And hermits are contented with their cells;
And students with their pensive citadels;
Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his loom

Sit blithe and happy; bees that soar for bloom,
High as the highest peak of Furness - falls,
Will murmur by the hour in foxglove belles:

In truth the prison, unto which we doom
Ourselves, no prison is: and hence for me,

In sundry moods, Taws pastime to be bound
Within the Sonnet's scanty plot of ground:
Pleased if some souls (for such there needs must be)
Who have felt the weight of too much liberty?
Should find brief solace there, as | have found



Where lays the Land to which yon ship must go?
Fresh as a lark mounting at break of day,

Festively she puts forth in trim array;

It she for tropic suns, or polar snow

What boots the enquiry? Neither friend nor foe
She cares for, let her travel where she may,

She finds familiar names, a beaten way

Ever before her, and a wind to blow

Yet still | ask what heaven is her mark?

And, almost as it was when ships were rare,
(From time to time, like Pilgrims, here and there
Crossing the waters) doubt, and something dark,
Ofthe old sea some reverential fear,

Is with me at thy farewell, joyous Bark!

*k*k

The world is too much with us, late or soon,
Gritting and spending, we lay waste our Prowers:
Little we see in Nature that in ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This sea that bores her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up - gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune;

It moves us not - great god! I'd rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on that pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus raising the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his weathered harm.

ToE

Let other bards of angels sing,
Bright suns without a spot;

But thou art no such perfect thing!
Rejoice that thou art not!



Head not tho none should call thee fair;
So, Mary, let it be

If naught in loveliness compare

With what thou art to me.

True beauty dwells in deep retreats,
Whose veil is unremoved

Till heart with heart in concord beats,
And the lover is beloved.

POBEPT CAYTW (ROBERT SOUTHEY)
(1774-1843)

PobepT CayTu WHIAW3 POMaHTU3M
webvpuatn "Kyn makTabu" woupnapu
rypyxura maHcy6 6ynm6, YHWHI WXOAU
Ma3MyHaH Ba MoX,uataH BopacsopT Ba
Konpumx wxogura akagHanp. Y 1774 AWNHUHT
12 aBryctupga casforap ouniacupga AyHéra
Kenagu. Okcdopa yHusepcutetuga Konpugx
6unaH 6upra TabauM onagu.

1790 Annnap y ysl
pyefarv UnK poMaHTUK ApamanapuHu é3aau.
AQnGHUHT "YoT Talinep" (Wat Tylor,a
Dramatic Poem, )794) ppamacuga e kpHnap
K,y3ronoHun Bo”eacu, "Pob6ecnbepHUHT
kKynawwn" (The Fall of Robespierre, 1795)

Apamacumfa aca ppaHuy3 MHKAN06u pa™6apnapmgaH 6ynraH Po6ecnbepHUHT
thoxunaBuin Takaupu TaceupnaHagu. Llowpparum mHkgnobuii xapakatnap
ranabacHra 6ynraH MWOHYHUHT CYHULIN YHUHT WKOANAA KECKUH 6ypuanL
fcangun. Y noasusa xaHpura Kyn ypu6, y3vHUHT 6annaga Ba nosManapuHu
Apatagn. by Mnnnapaa womup y3nMHUHr “Tanaba - 6y3ryHum” (Thalaba the
Destroyer, 1801), "Megok" (Madoc, 1805), "KexamaHuHr K,apruwm™ (The
Curse of Kehama, 1810) noamanapuHu &3agu. by noamanapmga Caytu
NHKANOOWIA KaiduaTaaH BO3 KeyraH Xpnga, BOK,eanap MasMyHUra gUHWIA-
MUCTUK PYXUATHU CUHTAUPraH agu. Acapnap MasmyHuga wiox™ii Kyunap
LIapK,0Ha ofatnap 6unaH oMmyxTa Kenub, XaéT ycTuaaH XyKMPOHINK K,UuL,
ofamnapra’kaHHaTMaKoH y3ra AyHEHW op3y KAMLW 60L ros KALW 6 onvHagu.

1795-1796 nunnapga Caytu McnaHuara caéxar K,unaaum Ba ucnaH Xanku
MafaHusaTK, afabneTnHm YyKyp ypraHagu. icnaHnsgaH KaiTrady, WonpTaHx,o
AlWanan, WKoAniA TYLIKYHAWKKA Tywaaun. by iiunnapaa yHuHr ongura LWennu



Ba baiipoH Kenagu. Ew pomaHumMnap yHOarn MHKAA06WIA XKYLLK,MHAMK Ba
ANPUK Mywo\aganapHUHIr cyHM6 6GopaéTraHnHW cesuwray, yHAaH
y3oKgallaaunap.

1813 iinn Pobept CayTura "LUowup-naypeat" yHBOHW Gepunagn. by
nunnapga y sHa fpaMa XaHpura K,atagu Ba 6up KATOp Tapuxuii gpamanap
é3aaun. Ammo 6y apamanap MyBadhak,uaT Kp3oHMaan. 1824 iinnga WoupHUHT
CyHrrn acapu "Cyg 6awopatun” (Avision of Judgement) nosmacu 3baoH
KanvHagu. MNoama croxXeTnia WOUPHUHT 6UP K,aTop peakunoH AyHEK,apaLin
Y3 aKCUHUW TONraH 3au.

Caytn noamanapuHm pyc tuanra A. C. MNyLWKUHHWUHT 3aMOHAOLUN LWIOoMp
- TapXuMOH B. A. )XXyKOBCKWMiA MaiopaT 6unaH Tapxuma kangu. Lowp
acapnapu y36ek TMaura yrupunaraH amac.

Drams: "What Taylor, a Dramatic Poem", 1794; "The Fall of Robespierre",
1795

Poems: "Thalaba the Destroyer", 1801; "Madoc", 1805; "The Curse of
Kehama", 1810; "AVision ofjudgment”, 1821

From ""Madoc"

Fair blows the wind, - the vessel drives along,
Het streamers fluttering at their length, her sails
All full, - she drives along, and round her prow
Scatters the ocean spray, what feelings then
Filled every bosom, when the mariners,

After the peril of that weary way,

Beheld their own dear country here stands one
Stretching his sight toward the distand shore,
And as to well - known forms his busy joy
Shapes the dim outline, eagerly he points

The fancied headland and the cope and bay,
Till his eyes ache overstraining. This man shakes
His comrade's hand, and bids him welcome home,
And blesses God, and then he weeps aloud
Here stands another, who in secret prayer

Calls on the Virgin and his patron Saint,
Renewing his old vows of gifts and alms

And pilgrimage, so he way fined all well

Silent and thoughtful and apart from all

Stood Madoc; now his noble enterprise

Proudly remembering, now in dreams of hope,
Anon of bodings full and doubt and fear,



Fair smile the evening, and the favoring gale
Sung in the shrouds, and swift the steady bark
Rushed roaring though the waves

The sun goes down.

Donica

High on a rock where castled shade
Darkened the lake below,

In ancient strength majestic stood

The towers of Arlinkow

The fisher in the lake below

Durst never cast his net,

Nor ever swallow in its waves

Her passing wing would wet

The cattle from its ominous banks

In wild alarm would run,

Though parched with thirst, and faint beneath
The summer's so searching sun;-

For sometimes, when no passing breeze
The long, lank sedges waved,

All white with foam, and heaving high,
Its deafening billows raved; -

And when the tempest from its base
The rooted pine would shake,

The powerless storm unruffling swept
Across the calm dead lake;-

And ever, then, when death drew near
The house of Arlinkow,

Its dark, unfathomed waters sent
Strange music from below

The Lord of Arlinkow was old;

One only child had he;

Donica was the Maidens name,

As fair as air might be

A bloom as bright as opening morn
Suffused her clear, white cheek;

The music of her voice was mild,

Her full, dark eyes were meek.

Far was her beauty known, for none?
So fair could Finland beast;

Her parents loved the Maiden much



Young Eberchard loved her most
Together did they hope to tread
The pleasant path of life

For now the day drew near to make
Donica Eberhard's wife

The eve was fair, and mild the air;
Along the lake they stray;

The eastern hill reflected bright

The tints of fading day.

And brihtly aer the water streamed
The liquid radiance wide;

Donicais little dog ran on,

And gamboll'd at her side.

Young, health, and love bloomd on her cheek;
Her full, dark eyes express,

In many a glance, to Eberhard

Her souls meek tenderness

Nor sound was heard, nor passing gale
Sign through the long, lank sedge;
The air was hushed, no little wave
Dimpled the waters edge -

When suddenly the lake sent forth
Its music from beneath,

And slowly our the waters sailed

The solemn sounds of death.

As those deep sounds of death arose,
Donica's cheek grew pale

And in the arms of Eberhard

The lifeless Maidden fell.

Loudly the Youth in terror shriek o,
And loud he called for aid ,

And with a wild and eager look
Gazed on the lifeless Maid.

But soon again did better thoughts

In Eberhard arise;

And he with trembling hope beheld

The Maiden raise her eyes.

And, on his arms reclined, she moved
With feeble pace and slow,

And soon, with strength recovered reached



The towers of Arlinkow.

Yet never to Donica's checks

Returned their lively hue;

Her checks were deadly white and wan,
Her lips alived blue.

Her eyes so bright and blacked of yore,
Were now more black and bright,

And beamed strange lustre in her face,
So deadly wan and white.

The dog that gamboled by her sight,
And loved with her to stay,

Now at his altered mistress howled
And fled in fear away.

Yet did the faithful Eberhard

Not love the Maid the less;

He gazed with sorrow, but he gazed,
With deeper tenderness.

And when he found her health unharmed,
He would not brook delay,

But pressed the not unwilling Maid

To fix the bridal day.

And when at length it came, with joy
He hailed the bridal day,

And onward to the house of God

The went their willing way

But when they at the altar stood,
And heard the sacred rite,

The hollowed tapers dimly streamed
A pale sulphureous light.

And when theYouth, with holy warmth,
Her hand in his did hold,

Sudden he felt Donica’s hand

Grow deadly damp and cold.

But loudly then he shrieked, for lo!
A spirit met his view,

And Eberhard and the angels form
His own Donica knew

That instant from her earthly frame
A Demon howling fled,

And at the side of Eberhard

The lived corpse fell dead.



The well of st. Keyne

A well there is in the west country,
And a clearer one never was seen;
There is not a wife in the west country
But has heard ofthe Well of St. Keyne;
An oak and an elm-tree stand beside,
And behind doth an ash-tree grow,
And a willow form the bank above
Droops to the water below.

A traveller came to the well of St. Keyne;
Joyfully he drew nigh ,

For from the cock-crow he had been travelling,
And there was not a cloud in the sky.

A drank of the water so cool and clear,
For thirsty and hot was he,

And he sat down upon the bank

Under the willow-tree.

There came a man from the house hard by
At the Well to fill his pail;

On the Well-side he rested it;

And he bade the stranger hait.

"Now art thou a bachelor, Stranger?" quoth he,
"For an if thou hast a wife,

The happiest draught thou hast drank this day
That ever didst in thy life.

"Or has thy good woman, if one thou hast,
Ever here in Cornwall been?

For an if she has I'll venture my life

She has drank ofthe Well St. Keyne"

"l have a good woman who never was here "

The stranger he made reply,

"But that my draught should be the better for that",
| pray you answer me why?

"St. Keyne," quoth Cornish-man,” many a time
Drank of this crystal Well,

And before the Angel summon’d her,

She laide on the water a spell.



"Ifthe Husband of this gifted Well"
Shall drink before his Wife,

A happy man thenceforth is he,

For he shall be Master for life

But it the Wife Should drink of it first,-

God help the Husband then!"

The Stranger stoopt to the Well of St.Keyne,
And drank of the water again.

"You drank ofthe Well | warrant betimes?"

He to the Cornish-man said:

But the Cornish-man smiled as the Stranger spake,
And sheepishly shook his head

"l hasten'd as soon as the wedding was done,
And left my Wife in the porch;

But I'faith she had been wiser than me,

For she took a bottle to church."”

CAMIO3/1 TEWN/I0P KOJTIPN XK
(SAMUEL TAYLOR COLRIDGE)
(1772- 1834)

Konpupx [AeBoHWwuWp rpadaurura

Kapawnu OTrepu wwax,apyacuia pyxoHui

ounacuga ayHéra kengu. bonanurnpaH

oTacum YyHM Xxaénuih aHTacTuk

TaacCypoTnap Ba 3pTakniap onamufja

Tapbusanalign. OTacu BadoT 3Trad

Konpugx JloHgoHgarn "Xygo yiu" ne6

aTanyBuu Konnexaa ykangu. LWy eppay

y3 [LaBPUHWHI [ap TOMOH/ama

6MNUMAOH Kuwucu, nyb6numuymucr,

poMaHTUK woup Yapnb3 JSlem 6unaH

TaHMWaan. Y Konnexga ykano toprad

Ke3napuga lMnatoH, BonbTep, Mpokn,

MnoTuH tancagacnHn ypraHagu. 1789 ilun paHLy3 6ypxya UHK,unobugaH
nnxpmnaaHrad éw KonpuaxX y3suHWHI "BacTUNUAHUHT ONIMHULWIN®™ HOMAKU
UK WwebpuHy 83agn. 1791 iinn y Kembpuak yHMBepcmTeTMra yKLLLTa KUpagu.



By epaa éw wounp PobepT CayTn 6unaH gyctnawagu. 1800 iimn Konpuax
BopacsopT 6unaH AKMHAaWKMG, YHUHT XOoHagoHuga Awanan. 1800-1806
nunnap Caytu, BopacsopT Ba Konpuax 6upranvkga "Kyn maktabu" nHrans
POMaHTM3M LUEebPUATMAA LWoMpnap MakTabura acoc conagmnap.

Konpungx 1790 iinn 3bnoH KAnraH "UaTTepTOHHWHI ynumura é3unrax
maHogms" (Monody on the Death of Chatterton, 1790) webpu 6unaH
Loupnap faBpacuga TaHunraH 6ynca, 1797 nmnga abfoH K,unuHraH “"KapFa"
(The Raven) webpu yHW woup cugatuga maw™yp Kunagu. LLyHaaH cyHr
YHUHT "MapnameHtgarn nkkunanmwnap"” (Parliamentary Oscillators, 1798),
"OnoB, o4nuk Ba ithpfhh" (Fire, Famine and Slaughter, 1798) cuécnii
MaB3yfaaru webpnapy 6ocunné umk,agu.

1798-1799- iinnnap Konpuax MepmaHusara cadap kgnagu, y epga Kaut,
duxte, WennnHr cdancadanapuHn ypraHagu. YnapHuHr gancaguii
Kapawnapy wounp mxogura Katra TabCUp KypcaTagum Ba POMaHTUK
AYHEK,apawmnia KeckuH ysrapui fcagn. KOoNpuaXKHUHT 3CTeTUK
[yHEK,apalumia oaaunin TabmaTt ry3aniuru WonpoHa KyTapuHKUANKAA, WOX,Wii
Kyu-KyAapatra ara Tap3fa TabpudnaHagun. by aasp vxxoau yuyH "Kekca maTpoc
x,akuga noama" (The Prime of the Ancient Mariner, 1798) pomaHTuK
Hannagacu Myx,MM ax,aMmusTra MoAMKaup. Acapia Woup AyHEK.apallMHUHT
acoCu, MHCOH PYLWATUHUHT Ky4Y-KyapaTUHU U0 MMANAWTUPULL, AKKA LIaxe
XBETUAa YHUHT y3ura 6ynraH WWOHYM WNO\MIA KygpaTra ara 3KaHUHW
ndoganawfaH nbopatanp feraH TyLyH4Ya YCTyH Typaau.

WMHrNn3 pomaHTU3sM webpuatnga KonpugxHuHr "Kpucrtabenb"
(Christabel, 1797-1800) noamacu \am MyLIM YpUH TyTaguw.

Odes and sonnets: "Monody on the Death of Chatterton"(1790);

"Pantisockracy"(1794); "To William Godwin"(1795); "Fire, Famine and
Slaughter”(1798) "The Raven"(1797): "Ode to Tranquillity"(1801);
"Dejection"(1802)

Poems: "The Rime ofthe Ancient Mariner"(1798); "Cristabel"(1797-1800);
poetry is fragmentary: "Kubla Khan"(1798);

"The Ballad of the Dark Ladie"; "The Three Graves"

Life

As late | journey o'er the extensive plain

Where native Otter sports his scanty stream,
Musing in torpid woe a Sister pain,

The glorious prospect woke me from the dream.
At every step it widen'd to my sight-

Wood, Meadow, verdant Hill, and dreary Steep,
Following in quick succession of delight,-

Till all - at once - did my eye ravish'd sweep!



May this (I cried) my ceurse through Life portray!
New scenes of Wisdom may each step display,

And knowledge open as my days advance!

Till what time Death shall pour the undarken'd ray,
My eye shall dart thro' infinite expanse,

And thought suspended lie in Rapture's blissful trance.

An Invocation

Sweet Muse! Companion of my every hour!
Voice of my Joy! Sure soother of the sigh!

Now plume thy pinions, now exert each power,
And fly to him who owns the candid eye.

And if a smile of Praise thy labour hail

(Well shall thy labours then my mind employ)
Fly fleetly back, sweet Muse! And with the tale
O'erspread my Features with a flush of Joy!

From "The Rime of the Ancient mariner
Part 111

There passed a weary time. Each liroat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.
A weary time! A weary time!
1) The ancient Mariner

How glazed each weary time!

2) Beholdeth a sign
When looking Westward, | beheld
In the element ofar off

3) In the element afar off
A something in the sky
At first it seemed a little speck.
And then it seemed a mist;
It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, | wist.
A speck, a mist a shape, | wist!
And still it dodged a water sprite,
It plunged and tacked and veered.



Art its nearer approach,
It seemed himto be aship;
With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
And at a dear ransom he freeth
We could nor laugh nor wail;
His speech from the bonds of thirst.
Through utter drought all dumb we stood?
I bit my arm, | sucked the blood,
And cried, A sail! A sail!

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
Adape they heard me call:
A flash of joy;
Gramercy! They for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in,
As they wee drinking all
And horror follows. For can it
See! See! (I cried) she tacks no more!
be aship that comes
Hither a breeze, without a tide,
onward without wind or tide!
She steadies with upright keel!
The western wave was all a-flame
The day was well nigh done!
Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad bright sun;
When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the sun.
It seemed him but
And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
The skeleton of aship.
(Heaven's Mother send us grace!)
As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face.
And its ribs are seen as bars Alas!
(Thought 1, and my heart beat loud)
On the face setting sun.
How fast she nears and nears!
Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossamers?
The spectre- Woman and her
Are those her through which the Sun



Death- mate, and no other Did peer, as through a grate?
And is that Woman all her crew?
Is that a death? And are they two?
Is DEATH that woman's mate?
Like vessel, like crew!
Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold:
Her skin was as white as leprosy,
The night -mare LIFE-IN-Death was she,
Who thicks man's blood with cold.

Death and Life-in-Death
The naked hulk alongside came,
Have diced for the ship's crew,
And the twain were casting dice;
And she (the latter) winneth
"The game is done! I've won! I've Won!"
The ancient Mariner.
Quoth she, and whistles thrice

A Thought Suggested by a View
of Saddleback in Cumberland

On stern Blencartha's perilous height

The winds are tyrannous and strong;

And flashing forth unsteady light

From stern Blencartha's skiey height,

As loud the torrents throng!

Beneath the moon, in gentle weather,

They bind the earth and sky together.

But oh! The sky and all its forms, how quite!

The things that seek the earth, how full of noise and riot!

Inscription For a Fountain on a Heath

This Sycamore, oft musical with bees,-

Such tents the Patriarchs loved! O long unharmed
May all its aged boughs o'er- canopy

The small round basin, which this jutting stone
Keeps pure from falling leaves! Long may the Spring,
Quietly as a sleeping infant's breath,

Send up cold waters to the traveler

With soft and even pulse! Nor ever cease

Yon tiny cone of sand its soundless dance,



Which at the bottom, like a Fairy's Page,

As merry and no taller, dances still,

Nor wrinkles the smooth surface of the Fount.
Here Twilight is and Coolness: here is moss,

A soft seat, and a deep and ample chade.

Thou may'st toil far and fin no second tree.
Drink, Pilgrim, here; Here rest! And if thy heart
Be innocent, here too shalt thou refresh

Thy spirit, listening to some gentle sound,

Or passing gale or hum of murmuring bees!

Psyche

The butterfly the ancient Grecians made

The soul's fair emblem, and its only name-

But of the soul, escaped the slavish trade

Of mortal life - for in this earthly frame

Ours is the reptile's lot, much toil, much blame,
Manifold motions making little speed,

And to deform and kill the things whereon we feed

Song,
on hearing a Song in Praise of a Lady's Beauty

"Tis not the lily-brow | prize,

Nor roseate cheeks, nor sunny eyes,
Enough of lilies and of roses!

A thousand-fold more dear to me
The gentle look that Love
discloses,-

The look that Love alone can see!

YXOPX TOPAOH BANPOH
(GEORGE GORDON BYRON)
(1788- 1824)

XIX acp MHrIn3 poMaHTU3M LWEBPUATUHUHT
Anosbapgopu Jlopg >Xopx BaipoH 1788
ANAHWHT AHBapuia ABOPSH ounacuia TaBannyg
Tongu. Mawxyp Kembpugx yHWBEpCUTETUHU



Tamomnarady, UKkum imn Wtanusa Ba peuma 6yinab caé”at kungn. 1812
AWNHWUHT 27 (eBpanupa Jlopanap nanatacufga Y3wMHWHI kKambaran -
K3WLWOKAAPHUHT \aK,-XYKYKAapuHU \MMOS K;unyBUA MALIYp HYLMHK
cy3nagn. KeilnHuyanuk xam baiipoH Jlopgnap nanatacuja vpnaHg Xanku
030441rW Ba NYAANTNAP X,MMOsACUra 6arulinaHrad HyTcaTapy 6unaH Y ambl
KWIOA BalipOHHUHI XyKymaTra K,apwuy O4MBAaH-OYMK; MCEHKOPOHA
YMKALWNapu nanatagarunapHuUHr rasabuHu Kysratagu. bypxya matéyotu
YHUHT aTpogua hfbo apanall BOK,eanapHu Tabpudnalira Tywagn. XaTto 6y
Malimallanap WOMPHUHT TypMyLllura xam canbuii Tabcup Kypcatagu,
OMNAaCUHUHT By3unuwnra onné kenagn. Cypg balipoHHU OTaNnK XYKYK,uaaH
Maxpym 3aTagu. Ba HuxpsT, balipoH 1816 /inn BataHu AHMAUAHU TamoMuKna
Tawnab umknmb Ketuwra maxoyp 6ynagu. Y pactnab LUBeAuapusHUHT
noitaxTu >eHeBaja, KelinHuyanuk Wtanuapa awangu. Wowup Kaepga
AWamMacuH epn XankgapHUHT 0304/1MK X,apakatura xaipxox; 6ynaau, ynapra
y3 xucobugaH mogauii épaam Kypcatagu. 1823 iun bailpoH y3 xucobupgaH
XaHraBsop Kema acatunb, 'peuymns xanku 0304uK \apakatura épgam 6epui
YUYH feHrus 6yinnab iynra umkgun. AMMO MaH3uara eTonmaii, nynga 6esrak
Kacanura my6tano 6ynu6, 1824 iinnHuHr 19 anpenuga BadoT 3Tagn. YHM
peuus XanK,u K,axpamMoHu cuatmnia TaHTaHa 6runaH gadH (LLoup oparmHun)
K.mnagunap. LWounp xacagm AHrnamsagarvn otamepoc Hioctes KyproHura gaH
aTunaauw.

balipoH éwnurugaH afabuéTt Ba caHbaTra Mexp-my”~a66ar una
TapbuanaHan. Y Uik WebpnapuHn yKYBUUWK Ba Tanabanuk ivnnapuga ésagu.
LLoMpHUHT UNK webpnapy "Mam onuw Bak™mpaa" HoMmu GunaH 6ocunmb
ynkauu. 1812 iinn y mawxyp "Yalineg XopangHuHr 3uépatn™ (Chaild Horald's
Pilgrimage) AOCTOHUHUHT GUPUHYN, UKKUHYU KYLUMIUHW 3BAOH KAnagu.
[ocToH 1818 iun akyHnaHraH xonuaa Hawp atungu. 1813-1816 innnap
opacuga baiipoH ysumHuHr “LlapkpHa noamanap" (The Oriental tale)
(ypkymura kmpran "Tayp", "Kgpokgu", "A6ugocnuk kenuH","Mapu3nHa"
HOM/M JOCTOHNAPUHM 3BJIOH KANaaM.

BaiipoH y3nHuHr mauwwyp "MaHgppes” (1817), "Kann"(1821), "[doH XyaH"
(1818-1823), "benHo" (1818) kabu maLixyp fpamarvuk JOCTOHNAPUHK é3aau.

Ly 6unaH 6upra WOWPHUHI t03ra AK,UM UK, - Myxab6aT Ba 0304/1MK
MaB3ycura 6arviunaHraH LwebpnapufaH noéopar AMpPUK Tynnamu 3boH
KASUHaAN.

BalipoH acapnapn K3xpamMmoHNapy Xa/k,i Ba BaTaHWHU CEBYBYM, YIAPHUHT
0304/ IMTMHU UCTOBYM KypallyaH KAWUNapanp. Y napHUHT Kynunnurn xaétaa
AWab yTraH, xank, opacupa HOM UYMKAPraH KAxpamoHnap. XaTto majuyp
acapnapu K,axpamoHnapu LoH XXyaH Ba MaHppes adpcoHaBuin K,uédanap
6yncanap-ga, ynap kanéuga afonart Ba 0304JIMK XWCCUETNApW BaTaHra Ba
Xansfa AXWWANK TyiArynapu myxaccamnawraH. LUYyHUHrgeK, WOUPHUHT
NMPUK LaxpaMoHnapy Xam ULLK,- MyxabbaT 606uaa y3auHu Kyp6oH Kanysumn



K,anby KeHT Ba TO3a MNCOHNAPAMP.

BalipoH acapnapu "anv y faéT Bak,TUAaék; EBpona xankgapu tunnapura
TapXuma UMnuHraHgM. MacanaH, yHra samoHgow 6ynraH pyc Lioupnapu
AC MywkunH, B.A. XXykosckuii, M.KO.JlepmoHTOB, I". LLIeHrenn Ba 6owikanap
woup mxoaura “ypmar 6unaH K,apagunap, pyc Tuaura Tapxuma
KABAUnap.YTraH acppa baiipoH acapnapy y36ek TMaura TapXXumma KUIMHAN.
1974 Ann womp acapnapuHUHT 6up xxungank "CainaHma'cu ysbek Tmnmaa
60cMnnG vnkam.

Tynnamra KnpraH webp Ba noamanapuHn  OnuwvkoH, M. LLalix3oaa,
XK. XKab6opos, M. Anu, P. Mapu cnHrapn TaHUKAM Wwoupnap ysbek Tuanra
yrupuwiraH. 1988 inn A. LLep Ba C. Pa\MOH MaLxyp «JloH XyaH» OCTOHUHM
WHIAU3 Ba pycyajaH TUAMMU3ra yrupaunap.

Collection poems: Fugitive Pieces, 1806; Poems on Various Occasions, 1807;
Hours of Idleness, 1807; English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, 1809.
Poems Orientals: The Griaour, 1813; The Bride of Abydos, 1813;

The Corsair, 1814; Lara, 1814; The Siege of Corinth, 1816; Parisina, 1816.
Poems: Manfred, 1817; The Prisoner of Chillon, 1816; Sonnet of Chillon,
1816; Prometheus, 1816; Childe Harold's Pilgrimage,

1809-1817; Cain, 1812; Don Juan, 1818-1823.

To E
Let folly smile, to view the names
Of thee and me in friendship twined;
Yet virtue will have greater claims
To love, than rank with vice combined.

And though unequal is thy fate,
Since title deck'd my higher birth:
Yet envy not this gaudy state;
Thine is the pride of modest worth.

Our souls at least congenial meet,
Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace;
Our intercourse is not less sweet,
Since worth of rank supplies the place.

Remembrance

‘Tis done!-1 saw it in my dreams;

No more with Hope the future beams
My days of happiness are few;

Chilled by misfortune's wintry blast,



My dawn of lifes is overcast;
Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu!
Would | could add Remembrance too?

To a Lady,
on Being Asked My Reason for Quitting England in the
Spring

When Man, expell'd from Eden's bowers,
A moment linger'd near the gate,

Each scene recall'd the vanished hours,
And bade him curse his future fate.

But, wandering on through distant climes,
He learnt to bear his load of grief;

Just gave a sigh to other times

And found in busier scenes relief.

Thus, lady! Will it be with me,

And | must view thy charms no more;
For, while | linger near thee,

1sigh for all 1 knew before.

In flight | shall be surely wise,
Escaping from temptations snare;
I cannot view my paradise
Without a wish of dwelling there.

The spell is broke, the charm is flown!
Thus is it with life's fitful fever!

We madly smile when we should groan
Delirium is our best deceiver.

Each lucid interval of thought

Recalls the woes of Natures charter;
And he that acts as wise men ought,
But lives, as saints have died, a martyr.



Ode To Napoleon Bonaparte

This done- but yesterday a king!
And armed with Kings to strive-
And now thou art a nameless thing;

So object- yet alive!

Is this the man of thousand thrones,

Who strewed our earth, with hostile bones,
And can he thus survive?

Since he, miscalled the Morning Star,

Nor man nor fiend hath fallen so far.

2

111 - minded man! Why scourge thy kind
Who bowed so low the knee?

By gazing on thyself grown blind

Thou taugt'st the rest to see

With might unquestioned, - power to save,-
Thine only gift hath been the grave,

To those that worshiped thee;

Nor till thy fall could mortals guesse
Ambitions less than littleness!

3

Thanks for that lesson - It will teach
To after-warriors more,
Than high philosophy can preach,
And vainly preached before.

That spell upon the minds of men
Breaks never to unite again,
That led them to adore
Those Pagod things of sabre sway
With fronts of brass, and feet of clay.



4

The triumph and the vanity,

The rapture of the strife-

The earthquake voice of Victory,

To thee the breath of life;

The sword, the sceptre, and that sway
Which man seem’d made but obey,
Where with renown was rife-

And quell'd!- Dark Spirit! What must be
The madness of thy memory!

5

The Desolater desolate!

The Victor overthrown!

The Arbitor of other’s fate

A Suppliant for his own!

Is it some yet imperial hope

That with such change can calmly cope?
Or dread of death alone?

To die a prince-or live a slave-

Thy choice is most ignobly brave!

6

He who of old would rend the oak,
Dreamed not of the rebound:

Chained by the trunk he vainly broke-
Alone-how looked he round?

Thou, in the sternness of thy strength,
An equal deed, hast done at length,
And darker fate, hast found:

He fell, the forest prowlers' prey;
But thou must eat thy heart away!

7

The Roman, when his burning heart
Was slaked with blood of Rome,
Threw down the dagger-dared depart,
In savage grandeur, home-



He dared depart in utter scorn

Of man that such a yoke had borne,
Yet let him such a doom!

His only glory was that hour

Of self-upheld abandoned power.

8

The Spaniard, when the lust of sway
Had lost its quickening spell,

Cast crowns for rosaries away,

An empire for a cell;

A strict accountant of his beads,

A subtle disputant on creeds,

His dotage trifled well:

Yet better had he neither known

A bigot's, shrine nor despot's throne.

9

But thou-from thy reluctant hand

The thunderbolt is wrung-

Too late thou leav'st the high command
To which thy weakness clung:

All Evil Spirit as thou art,

It is enough to grieve the heart

To see shine own unstrung;

To think that God's fair world hath been
The footstool of a thing so mean;

10

And Earth hath split her blood for him,
Who thus can hoard his own!

And Monarchs bow'd the trembling limb,
And thank'd him for a throne!

Fair Freedom! We may hold thee dear,
When thus thy mightiest foes their fear
In humblest guise have shown.

Oh! Never may turant leave behind

A brighter name to lure mankind!



Thine evil deeds are writ in gore,
Nor written thus in vain-

Thy triumphs tell of fame no more,
Or deepen every stain:

If thou hardest died as honor dies,
Some new Napoleon might arise,

To shame the World again-

But who would soar the solar height,
To set in such a starless night?

12

Weighted in the balance, hero dust

Is vile as vulgar clay;

Thy scales, Mortality! Are just

To all that pass away:

But yet me thought the living great

Some higher sparks should animate,

To dazzle and dismay;

Nor deemed Contempt could thus make mirth
Of these, the Conquerors of the earth.

13

And she, proud Austria's mournful Flower,
Thy still imperial bride:

How bears her breast the torturing hour?
Still cling she toothy side?

Must the too bend, must she too share
Thy late repentance, long despair,

Thou throne less Homicide?

If still the loves thee, hoard the gem,-
Ties worth thy Vanished diadem!

14
hen haste thee to thy sullen Isle,
And gaze upon the sea;
That element may meet thy smile-
It never was ruled by thee!



Or trace with the shine all idle hand
In loitering mood upon the sand

That Corinth's pedagogue hath now
Transferred, his by - word to thy brow.

15

Thou Timour! In his captive's cage
What thoughts will there be shine
While brooding in thy poisoned rage?
But one -"The world was mine!'
Unless, like he of Babylon,

All sense is thy scepter gone,

Life will not long confine

That spirit poured so widely forth-
So long obeyed -so little worth!

16

Or like the thief of fire from heaven,
Wilt thou with stand the shock?

And share with him, the unforgiven,
His vulture and his rock?
Foredoomed by God-by man accurse,
And that last act, though not worst,
The very Friend's arch mock:

He in his fall preserved his pride,
And, if a mortal, had as proudly died!

17

There was a day-there was an hour,
While earth was Gaul's-Gaul thine-
When that immeasurable power
Unsalted to resign

Had been an act of purer fame

Than gathers round Marengo's name,
And gilded thy decline,

Through the long twilight of all time,
Despite some passing clouds of crime.



But thou forsooth must be a king,
And don the purple vest,

As if that foolish robe could wring
Remembrance from thy breast.
Where is that faded garment? Where
The gewgaws thou wert fond to wear,
The star, the string, the crest?

Vain forward child of empire! say,
Are all thy playthings snatched away?

19

Where may the wearied eye repose
When gazing on the Great;

Where neither guilty glory glows,
Nor despicable state?

Yes -one -the first-the last-the best
The Cincinnati’s of the West,

Whom envy dared not hate,
Bequeathed the name of Washington,
To make man blush there but one!

My soul is Dark
|

My soul is dark-Oh! Quickly string
The harp | yet can brook to hear;
And let thy gentle fingers fling
Its melting murmurs o'er mine ear.
If in this heart a hope be dear,
That sound shall charm it forth again:
If in these eyes there lurk a tear,
I will flow, and cease to burn my brain.



But bid the stain be wild and deep,
Nor let thy notes ofjoy be first:
| tell thee, minstrel, I must weep,
Or else this heavy heart will burst;
For it hath been by sorrow nursed:
And ached in sleepless silence long;
And now its doomed to know the worst,
And break at once-or yield to song.

Stanzas to Augusta
|

When all around grew drear and dark,
And reason half withheld her ray-
And hope but shed a dying spark
Which more misled my lonely way;

2

In that deep midnight of the mind,
And that internal strife of heart,

When dreading to be deemed too kind,
The weak despair-the cold depart;

3

When fortune changed-and love fled far,
And hatred's shafts flew thick and fast,
Thou wert the solitary star

Which rose and set not to the last.

4

Oh! Blest be shine unbroken light!
That watched me as a seraph's eye,
And stood between me and thenight,
For ever shining sweetly high.



5
And when the cloud upon us came.
Which strobe to blacken o'er thy ray-
Then purer spread its gentle flame,
And dashed the darkness all away.

6

Still may thy spirit dwell on mine,

And teach it what to brave or brook-
There's the more in one soft word of thine
Than in the world's defied rebuke.

7

Thou stood'st, as stands a lovely tree,
That still unbroken, though gently bent,
Still waves with fond fidelity

Its boughs above the monument

8

The winds might rend-the skies might pour
But there thou wert-and still would be
Devoted in the stormiest hour

To shed thy weeping leaves o'er me.

9

But thou and thine shall know no blight,
Whatever fate on me may fall;

For heaven in sunshine will requite
The kind-and thee the most of all

10

Then let the ties of baffled love

Be broken-thine will never break;

Thy heart can feel-but will not move;
Thy soul, thought soft, will never shake.



And these, When all was lost beside,
Were found and still are fixed in thee;-
And bearing still a breast so tried;

Earth is no desert-even to me.

Darkness

| had a dream, which was not all a dream.

The bright sun extinguished, and the stars

Did wander darkling in the eternal space,

Ray less, and pathless, and the icy earth

Suring blind and blackening in the moonless air;
Mom come and went-and came, and brought no day.

And man forgot their passions in the dread

Of this their desolation : and all hearts

Where chilled into the selfish prayer for light:
And they did live by watch fires- and the thrones,
The palaces of crowned kings-the huts,

The habitations of all things which dwell,

Were burnt for beacons: cities were consumed,
And man were gathered round their blazing homes
To look once more into each other’ face;

Happy were those who dwelt within the eye.

Of the volcano's, and their mountain-torch:

A fearful hope was all the World contained;

Forests were sit on fire-but hour by hour

They fell and faded-and the crackling trunks
Extinguished with a crash-and all was black.

The brows of men by the despairing light

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits

The flashed fell upon them: some lay down

And hid their eyes and wept; and some did rest
Their chins upon their clenched hands and smiled,
And others hurried to and fro, and fed,

Their funeral piles with fuel, and looked up

With mad disquietude on the dull sky,

The pall of a pass world: and then again

With curses cast them down upon the dust,

And gnashed their teeth and howled: the wild birds shrieked,

44



And, terrified, did flutter on the ground,

And flap then useless wings; the wildest brutes
Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawled
And twined themselves among the multitude,
Hissing, but sting lessthey were slain for food;
And War , Which for a moment was no more,
Did glut himself again:-a meal was bought

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart

Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left;

All each was but one thought-and that was Death,
Immediate and inglorious; and the pang

Of famine fed upon all entrails-men

Died, and their bones were tomb less as their flesh;
The meager by the meager were devoured,

Even dogs assailed their masters, all save one,
And he was faithful to a coarse, and kept

The birds and beasts and famished men at boy,
Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead
Lured their lank jaws; himself sought out no food,
But with a piteous and perpetual moan,

And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand

Which answered not with a caress-he died.

The crowd was famished by degrees; but two
Ofan enormous city did survive,

And their were enemies; they met beside

The dying embers of an altar-place

Where had been heaped a mass of hold things

For an unholy usage; they raked up,

And shivering scraped with their cold skeleton hands
The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath

Blew for a little life, and made a flame

Which was a meekery; then they lifted up

Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld

Each others aspects-saw, and shrieked, and died-
Even of their mutual hideousness they died,
Unknowing who he was upon whose brow
Famine had written Fiend. The world was void,
The populous and the powerful was a lump,
Seasonless, herbless, manless, lifeless-

A lump of death-a chaos of hard clay.

The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still,

And nothing stirred within their silent depths;



Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea,

And their masts fell down piecemeal: as they dropped
They slept on the abyss without a surge-

The waves were dead; the tides were in their grave,
The moon , their mistress, had expired before;

The winds were withered in the stagnant air,

And the clouds perished: Darkness had no need

Of aid from them-She was the Universe.

For 'Chiede Harold's Pilgrimage’
(Birinchi go'shigdan)

Whilome in Albion's isle there dwelt a youth,
Who ne in virtue's ways did take delight;

But spent his days in riot most uncouth,

And vexed with mirth the drowsy ear of night
Ah me! In south he was a shameless Wight,
Sore given to revel and ungodly glee;

Few earthly things found favour in his sight
Save concubines and carnal companie,

And flaunting wassailers of high and low degree

For "Don Juan™
(Birinchi go'shigdan)

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age,

Tall, handsome, slender, but well knit: he seemed
Active, though not so sprightly, as a page;

And everybody but his mother deemed

Him almost man: but she flew in a rage

And bit her lips (for else she might have screamed)
If any said so , for to be precocious

Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious.



MEPCU BULLW LUENN (PERCY
BISSHE SHELLEY)
(1792-1822)

Mepcn Buwun Wennu NHrAN3 poMaHTU3M
WebPUATUHUHT BaipoHaaH KeAuHru
AnMpuk Bakuanamp. Y 1792 iunga nHrau3
apucToKpaT oufnacupa TaBannyg TONAW.
AmMMO lOK,0pun Tabak,a Bakunnapu
TYPMYLIWHW, acn3ofannk X,aéTUHW Tapk
KANraHW yyyH y 6up ymp Tabk,ub octuga
Awagn. 1812 wun Okcopa
yHuBepcuTeTugaH xanpanraH LWennwu
factnab VipnaHgusra Ketagu.
Y epfa xam 03041UK X,apakatura haon
KaTHawagmn. Ywa epja y Y3WHUHT JacTnabku nyonuuucTuk acapnapuHu
é3aan. 1843 nn womnp 6MpUHYM padmk,acn TappuaTT YacTOypK Gunad
axpawwnb, nupuk talinacyd Ba agmé Yunam FOABMHHUHT Ku3n Mapura
yitnaHagu. Wownp ounacupaarn 6y y3srapuwnap 6ypxya maToyoTnja KaTTuk
KppanaHagu. Lennu 1818 iinn BaTaHU AHINAHW TapK 3TuLira Maxeéyp
bynagn Ba WTtanuara kenagu. by eppa y BailpoH 6unaH gycTtnawagw,
MCEHKOPOHA pyxAary noaManapuHu ésagu. 1822 nn wonp TywraH Koiuk,
fLeHrus TygoHunaa Yyknb, Lennm xaétaaH Ky3 oMagu.

LWennn kack,a ympu gasomuga "Kuponnya Ma6" (1813), "Mcnom
K,y3rononn" (1818), "Osog astunraH npoMeTeft"(Prometheus
unbound. 1820),YeHun"(Tbe Cenci.1819) HOMAM MalXyp NUPUK Apama Ba
(hoXmanapuHu apaTan. YHUHT  INPUK Tynnamu Xam Masxygaaup. LWennam
Y3NHUHT "LebpusTt xumosicn(1821) puconacuga NO3I3UAHUHT XaMUAT Ba
YHUHT Tapak,K,Métnaa ypHu xamga sasmdanapu xycycuga atpopamya pukp -
MY/IOXf3a opuTagmn.

LW ennu acapnapugarn acocuin MaB3y MHCOH Ba TabuaT ry3aiiuruHu
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Pamphlet and song: An address to the Irish People (1812), Declaration of
Rights(1812), Hymn to Intellectual Beauty(1816), Song to the Men of
England(1819) Ode to the West Wind(1819), The Cloud(1820).

Poems: Queen Mab(1813), The Revolt oflslam(1818),Prometheus Unbound,
a Lyrical Drama(1820), Adonais(1821)

Hymn to Intellectual Beauty

The awful shadow of some unseen power

Floats tho' unseen among us; visiting

This various world with an inconstant wing

As summer winds that creep flower;

Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,
It visits with inconstant glance

Each human heart and countenance;

Like hues and harmonies of evening,

Like clouds in starUght widely spread,

Like memory of music fled,

Like ought that for its grace may be

Dear and yet dearer for its mystery-

Spirit of BEAUTY, that dost consecrate

With thine own hues all thou gone?

Why dost thou pass away and leave our stte,

This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate
Ask why the sunlight not for ever

Weaves rainbows o'ver yon mountain river;

Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown;

Why fear and dream and death birth

Cast on the daylight of this earth

Such gloom, why man has such a scope

For love and hate, despondency and hope;

No voice from some sublimer world hath ever

To sage or poet these responses given;

Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven,

Remain the records of their vain endeavour;
Frail spells, whose uttered charm might not avail to sever,
From all we hear and all we see,
Doubt, chance, and mutability.
Thy light alone, like mist o'er mountains driven,
Or music by the night wind sent
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Through strings of some still instrument,

Or moonlight on a midnight stream,

Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream.

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart

And come, for some uncertain moment lent.

Man were immortal, and omnipotent,

Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art,

Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart

Thou messenger of sympathies

That wax and wane in lover's eyes;

Thou, that to human thought art nourishment,
Like darkness to a dying flame!

Depart not as thy shadow came:

Depart not, lest the grave should be,

Like life and fear, a dark reality.

While yea a boy | sought for ghosts, and sped
Thro' many a listening chamber, cave, and ruin,
And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing
Hopes of high talks with the departed dead.

| called on poisonous names with which our youth is fed:
I was not heard: | saw them not;

When musing deeply on the lot

Of life, at that sweet time when wind are wooing
All vital things that wake to bring

News of birds and blossoming,

Sudden, thy shadow fell on me:

| shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy!

I vowed that | would dedicate my powers

To thee and thine: have | not kept the vow?

With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now

I call the phantoms of a thousand hours

Each from its voiceless grave: they have in visioned bowers
Of studious zeal or love's delight

Outwatched with me the envious night:
They know that never joy illumed my brow,
Unlinked writh hope that thou would free
This world from its dark slavery,

That thou, O awful LOVELINESS,



Wouldst give whate'er these words cannot express.
The day becomes more solemn serene

When noon is past: there is a harmony

In autumn, and a luster in its sky,

Which thro' the summer is not heard or seen,
As if it could not be, as if it had not been!
Thus let thy power, which like the truth

Of nature on my passive youth

Descended, to my onward life supply

Its calm, to one who worships thee,

And every form containing thee,

Whom, SPIRIT fair, thy spells did bind

To fear himself, and love all humankind.

Ozimandias

I met a traveler from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which you survive, stamped on these lifeless things.
The hand that mocked them and the heart trhat fed,
And on the pedestal these words appear:

"My name is Ozimandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!"
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, bounless and bare,

The lone and level sands stretch far away.

Ode to West Wind
i

O Wild West wind, thou beath of Autumn's beinh,
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leves dead
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing.

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectie red,
Pestilence - stricken multitudes: O thou.
Who chariotest to their dark winty bed.
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The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like a corpse within its grave, until

Thine azure sister of the Spring Shall blow
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)
With living hues and odours plain and hill:
Wild spirit, Which art moving every where;
Desroyer and preserver; hear, oh hear!

2

Thou on whose streams, 'mid the steep sky's commotion
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed,
Shook from the tangled boughs Heaven and Ocean,

Angels pfrain and lightning: there are spread
On the blue surface of thine airy surge,
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head

Of some fierce Manad, even from the dim verge
Of the horizon to the zenith's height,
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night
Will be the dome of a vast sepulcher,
Vaulted with all thy congregated might

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: Oh hear!

3

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams,

Beside a pumise isle in Baia's bay,
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers
Quivering within the wave's intenser day,



All overgrown with azure moss and flowers
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below
The sea- blooms and the oozy woods which wear
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know

Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear,
And tremble and despoil themselves: Oh hear!

4

If | were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share
The impulse of the strength, only less free
Than thou, O uncomfortable! If even

I were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven,
As then, when to outstrip thy skyey speed
Scarce seemed a vision; | would ne'er have striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.
Oh! Lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!
| fall upon the thorns of life! | bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed
One too like thee; tameless, and swift, and proud

5

Make me thy lyre, even as the foest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own!
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep, utumnal tone,
Sweet though in sadness, Be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth;



And, by the incantation of this verse,
Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Be through my lips to unawakened earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O wind,

If winter comes, can spring be far behind?
Lines Written for Miss Sophia Stacey
Thou are fair, and few are fairer

Of the nymphs of earth and ocean.

They are robes that fit the wearer-

Those soft limbs of thine, whose motion
Ever falls and shifts and glances,

As the life within them dances.

Thy deep eyes, a double planet,

Gaze the wisest into madness

With soft clear fire. The winds that fan it
Are those thoughts of gentle gladness
Which, like zephyrs on the billow,
Make thy gentle soul their pillow.

If whatever face thou paintest

In those eyes grows pale with pleasure,
If the fainting soul is faintest

When it hears thy harp's wild measure,
Wonder not that, when thou speakest,
Ofthe weak my heart is weakest.

As dew beneath the wind of morning,
As the sea which whirlwinds waken,
As the birds at thunder's warning,

As aught mute but deeply shaken,

As one who feels an unseen spirit,

Is my heart when thine is near it.



The cloud
I

| bring fresh shower for the thirsting flowers,

From the seas and from the streams;

| bear light shades for the leaves when laid
In their noonday dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweet buds every one,

When rocked to rest on their mother's breast,
As she dances about the sun.

I wrild the flail of the lashing hail,
And whiten the green plains under,

And then again | dissolve it in rain,
And laugh as | pass in thunder.

2

| swift the snow on the mountains below,
And their great pines groan aghast;
And all the night 'tis my pillow white,
While I sleep in the arms of the blast.
Sublime on the towers of my skyey bowers,
Lightning my pilot sits,
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder,
It struggles and howls at fits;
Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,
This pilot is guiding me,
Lured by the love of the genii that move
In the depths ofthe purple sea;
Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills,
Over the lakes and the plains,
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream,
The Spirit he loves remains;
And | all the while bask in heaven's blue smile,
Whilst he is dissolving in rams.

3
The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes,
And his burning plumes outspread,
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack,
When the morning star shines dead.
As on the jag of a mountain crag,
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Which ail earthquake rocks and swings,
An eagle alit one moment may sit
In the light of its golden wings.
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath,
Its ardours of rest and of love,
And the crimson pall of eve may fall
From the depth of heaven above,
With wing folded | rest, on mine airy nest,
As still as a broading dove.
4
That orbed maiden, with white fire laden,
Whom mortals call the moon,
Glides shimmering o'er my fleece-like floor,
By the midnight breezes strewn
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,
Which only the angles hear,
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof,
The stars peep behind her and peer,
And | laugh to see them whirle and flee,
Like a swarm ofgolden bees,
When | widen the rent in my wind-built tent,
Till the calm rivers, lakes and seas,
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,
Are each paved with the moon and these.

5

I bind the sun's throne with a burning zone,
And the moon's with a girdle of pearl;
The voleanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim,
When the whirlwinds my banner unfuil???
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape,
Over a torrent sea,
Sunbeam-proof, | hang like a roof,
The mountains its columns be.

6

I am the daughter of earth and water,
And the nursling of the sky;
| pass through the pores of the ocean and shores;
| change, but 1cannot die,



For after the ram when with never a stain,
The pavilion of heaven is bare,

And the winds and sunbeams with then convex gleams,
Build up the blue dome of air,

1silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out ofthe caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,
| arise and unbuild it again.

Hymn of Pan

From the forests highlands

We come, we come;

From the river-girl islands

Where loud waves are dumb

Listening to my sweet pipings

The wind in the reeds and the bushes
The cicades above in the lime,

And the lizards below in the grass,
Were as silent as ever old Tmolus was
Listening to my sweet pipings

Liquid Peneus was flowing

And all dark Temple lay

In Pelion's shadow, outgrowing

The light of the dying day

Speeded with my sweet pipings

The Sileni, and Sylvans, and fauns

And the Nymphs of the woods and waves,
To the edge of the moist river lawns,
And the brink of dewy caves,

And all that did then attend and follow,
Were silent with love, as you know, Apollo,
With envy of my sweet pipings

I sang of the dancing stars,

| sang of the dedal Earth,

And of Heaven-and the giant wars,

And Love, and Death,and Birth,-

And then 1 changed my pipings,-
Singing how down the vale of Menalus
1surprised a maiden and clasped a reed;



Gods and men, we are all deluded thus!
It breaks in our bosom and then we bleed:
All wept, as | think both ye now would,
If envy or age had not frozen your blood,
At the sorrow of my sweet pi pings

Summer and Winter

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon,

Towards the end of the sunny month of June
When the north wind congregates in crowds

The floating mountains of the silver clouds

From the horizon-and the stainless sky

Opens beyond them like eternity

All things rejoiced beneath the sun, the weeds,
The river, and the cornfields, and the reeds;

The window leaves that glanced'in the light breeze,
And the firm foliage of the larger trees

It was a winter such as when birds die

In the deep forests; and the fishes lie
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes
Even, the mood and slime of the warm lakes
A wrinkled clod, as hard as brick, and when
Among their children, comfortable men
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold:
Alas, then for the homeless beggar old!

Time

Unfathomable Sea! Whose waves are years,
Ocean of Time, whose waters of deep woe

Are blackish with the salt of human tears!

Thou shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow
Claspet the limits of mortality!

And thick of prey, yet howling on for more,
Vomitest thy wreeks on its inhospitable shore;
Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm,
Who shall put forth on thee, Unfathomable Sea!



"Do you not hear the Aziola cry?

Methinks she must be high, "

Said Mary, as we sate

In dusks, ere the stars were lit, or candles brought
And | who thought

This Aziola was some tedious woman,

Asked, "Who is Aziola?"How elate

Felt to know that it was nothing human,

No mockery of myselfto fear or hate!

And Mary saw my soul,

And laughed and said , Disquiet yourself not,
Tis nothing but a little downy owl"

Sad Aziola! Many an eventide

Thy music | had heard

By wood and stream, and meadow and mountain side
And fields and marches wide.-

Such as nor voice, nor lute, nor wind, nor bird,
The soul ever stirred;

Unlike and far sweeter than they all:

Sad Aziola! from that moment |

Loved thee and thy sad cry.

Epitaph

These are two friends whose hves were undivided,;
So let their memoxy be, now they have glided
Under their grave; let not their bones be parted.
For their two hearts in life were single -hearted

The Poet

AL Morn, at Noon, at Eve, and Middle Night,

He passes forth into the charmed air,

With talisman to call up spirits rare

From plant, cave, rock, and fountain.- To his sight
The hush of natural objects opens quite

To the care: and every secret essence there.
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At Mom, at Noon, at Eve, and Middle Night,
He passes forth into the charmed air,

With talisman to call up spirits rare

From plant, cave, rock, and fountain-To his sight
The hush of natural objects opens quite

To the care: and every secret essence there
Reveals the elements of good find fair;

Making him see where learning hath no light.
Sometimes above the grass and palpable thing
Of this diurnal ball, his spirit flies

On awful wing; and with its destined skies
Holds premature and mystic communing:

Till such unearthly intercourses shed

Avisible halo round his mortal head

1816

On the Grasshopper and
Cricket!

The poetry of earth is never dead:

When all the birds are fount with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling tress, a voice will run
From hedge to above the new-mown mead;
That is the Grasshopper's-he takes the lead

In summer luxury,-he has never done

With his delights; for when tired out with fun
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never;

On a lone whiter evening, when the frost

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The Cricket's song in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one in drowsiness half last,

The Grasshopper's among some grassy.

Endymion

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever;

Its loveliness increases, it will never
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep
A bower quit for us, and a sheep



Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing?
A flowery band to bind us to the earth,

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days,

Of all the unhealthy and o'er -darkened ways
Made for our searching : yes, in spite of all,
Some shape of beauty moves away the pall
From our dark spirits. Such the sun , the moon,
Trees old, and young, sprouting a shady boon
For simple sheep; and such are daffodils

With the green world they live in; and clear rills
That for themselves a cooling covert make
Gains the hot season; the mid forest brake,

Rich with a sprinkling of fan musk-rose blooms:
And such too is the grandeur of the dooms

We have imagined for the mighty dead;

All lovely tales that we have heard or read:

And endless fountain of immortal drink,
Pouring into us from the heaven's brink

1817

Sonnet

When | have fears | may cease to be

Before my hand has gleaned my teeming brain,
Before high- piled books, in charactery,

Hold like rich gamers the full ripened grain;
When | behold, upon the night's starred face,
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance

And think that | may never to trace

Then shadows, with the magic hand of chance;
And when 1 feel, fair creature of an hour
That | shall never look upon thee more,

Never have relish in the fairy power

Of unreflecting love; - than on the shore

Of the wide world | stand alone, and think
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink



To the Nile

Son of the old moon-mountains African!
Chief of the Pyramid and Crocodile!

We call thee fruitful, and that very while,

A desert fills out seeing inward span;

Nurse of swart nations since the world began,
Art thou so fruitful or dost thou beguile

Such men to honour thee, who, worn with toil,
Rest for a space twixt Caire and Decan?

O may dark fancies err! They surely do;

Tis ignorance that makes a barren waste

Of all beyond itself, thou dost bedew

Green rushes like our rivers, dost taste

The pleasant sunrise, green isles hast thou too,
And to the sea as happily dost hasty

Ode to Fanny
i

Physician Nature let my spirit blood!

0 ease my heart of verse and let me rest;
Throw me upon thy Tripod, till the flood

Of stifling numbers ebbs from my full breast

A theme! A theme! Great nature! Give a theme;
Let me begin my dream.

1 come- | see thee, as thou stakndest there,
Beckon me out into the wintry air

% 2
Ah! Dearest love, sweet home of all my fears,
And hopes, and joys and panting miseries,
To-night, if 1 may guess, thy beauty wears
A smile of such delight.
As brilliant and as bright,
As when with ravished, aching, vassal eyes,
Lost in soft amaze,
I gaze! | gaze!



Who now, with greedy looks, eats, up my feast?
What stare outfaces now my silver moon!

Ah! Keep that hand unravished at the least;

Let, let, the amorous bum-

But, prey thee, do not turn

The currents of your heart from me so soon

O! save, in charity,

The quickest pulse for me.

4

Save it for me, sweet love! Though music breathe
Voluptuous visions into the warm air;

Though surmising through the dance's dangerous wreath,
Be like an April day,

Smiling and cold and gay,

A temperature lily, temperate as fair;

Then, Heaven! There will be

A warmer June for me

5

Why, this- you will say, my Fanny! Is not true;
Put your soft hand upon your snowy side,
Where the heart beats: confess- it is nothing new-
Must not a women be,

A feather on the sea,

Swayed to and fro by every wind and tide?

Ofas uncertain speed

As blow-ball from the mead?

6

I know it-and to know it is despair

To one who loves you as | love, sweet Fanny!
Whose heart goes fluttering for you every where,
Nor, when away you room,

Dare keep its wretches home,

Love, love alone, his severe and many;

Then, loveliest! Keep me free,

From torturing jealousy



Ah! If you prize my subdued soul above

The poor, the fading, brief, fried of an hour;
Let none profane my Holy See oflove,

Or with a rude hand break

The sacramental cake;

Let none else touch the just new-budded flower;
If not-may my eyes close,

Love! On their lost repose.

Ode to Psyche

0 Goddess! Hear these tuneless numbers, wrung
By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear,
And pardon that thy secrets should be sung
Even into thane own soft-cinched ear;

Surely | dreamt today, or did | see

The winged Psyche with awakened eyes?
1wandered in a forest thoughtlessly,

And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise,
Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side,

In deepest grass, beneath the whispered roof
Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran
A Brooklet, scarce espied:

Mid hushed, cool-rooted flowers fragrant-eyed,
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrant,

They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass;
Their arms embraced, and their pinions too;
Their lips touched not, but had not bade adieu,
As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber,

And ready still past kisses to outnumber

At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love:

The winged boy | knew;

But who waste thou, O happy, happy dove?
His Psyche true!

O latest born and loveliest vision far
Ofall Olympus faded hierarchy!
Fairer than Phoebes sapphire-regained star,
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky;
Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none,
Nor alter heaped with flowers;
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moon
64



Upon the midnight hours;

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet
From chain-swung censer teeming;

No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat

Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming.

0 brightest! Though too late for antique vows,
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre,

When holy were the haunted forest boughs,

Holy the air, the water, and the fire:

Yet even in these days so far retired

From happy pieties, thy lucent fans,

Fluttering among the faint Olympians,

1 see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired.

So let me by thy choir, and make a moon

Upon the midnight hours;

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet
From swinged censer teeming:

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat

Of pale- mouthed prophet dreaming,

Yes | will be thy priest, and build a fane

In some untrodden region of my mind ,

Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain,
Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind:

Far, far aroud shall those dark-clustered trees
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep;

And these by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees,
The moss-lain Dryads shall be lulled to sleep;
And in the midst of this wider quietness

With the wreathed trellis of a working brain

With buds, and bells, and stars without a name,
With all a gardener Faney e'er could feign,

Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same:
And there shall be for thee all soft delight

That shadowy thought can win,

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night,

To let the warm Love in!



Sonnet to Sleep

O soft embalmer of the still midnight,

Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,

Our gloom-pleased eyes, embowered from the light
Enshaded in forgetfulness divine:

Osoothest Sleep! If so it please thee, close

In midst of this thine hymn my willing eyes,

Or wait the "Amen", ere thy poppy throws
Around my bed its lulling charities,

Then save me, or the passed day will shine

Upon my pillow, breeding many woes,-

Save me from curious Conscience, that still lords
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like the mole:
Turn the key deftly in the oiled words,

And seal the hushed Casket of my Soul.

Sonnet on the Sonnet

If by dull rhymes our English must be chained,
And, like Andromeda, the Sonnet sweet
Fettred, in spite of pained loveliness,

Let us find out, if we must be constrained.
Sandals more interwoven and complete

To fit the naked foot of Poesy:

Let us inspect the Lyre, and weigh the stress
Of every chord, and see what may be gained
By ear industrious, and attention meet:

Misers of sound and syllable, no less

Than Midas of his coinage, let us be

Jealous of dead leaves in the bay wreath crown;
So, if we may not let the Muse be free,

She will be bound with garlands of her own.

Lines Supposed to Have Been
Addressed to Fanny Browne

This living hand, now warm and capable

Of earnest grasping, would, if it were cold

And in the icy silence of the tomb,

And haunt thy days and chill thy dreaming nights
That thou wouldst wish thine own heart dry of blood
So in my veins red life might stream again.

And thou be conscience-calmed-see here it is-

I hold it towards you.



BAJIbTEP CKOTT (WALTER SCOTT)
(1771-1832)
BanbTep CKOTT WMXOAW WHINU3
afgabmétnga pomaHTM3MgaH peanusmra
YTULW AaBPUHM y3ufa akc aTTupagu, y
Y3VHUHT Malgyp Tapuxuii pomaHnapu
6unaH 6upra BaTaHu LWoTnaHauns
MaB3ycuga AUPWUK Webpnap Ba
6annaganap gam é3am.
BanbTep CKOTT 1771 WunHuHr 15
asryctnga LUoTnaHgMAaHUHT D4MHOYpr
Wwagpmpa aABoKaT ounacupa AyHéra
Kenagn. BanbTepaa afabuétra Ba 6agunii
mxogra Meap YWrotraH oHacu 6ynaw,
yHra 6onanurnga xank, orsakum Woau
HamyHanapugaH puuapanK 4OCTOHNapu
Ba K,a4pamOH/INK KYLLUKAAPUHW Kylinab 6epap, kacaniMaHg 6onakaiHy gaétra
WHTMAMLW Ba fwawra ypratagn. BanbTep makTabga Ba AyKyK, Konnexuga
yK,MraH nnnnapu Kaco srannawira, KWTo6napHu Bapakjalira yH4ya gaBacmMaH,
6ynmacaga, LWotnaHgna 6yinnab kanraH caégatmgaH CyHr yHga 6aguuii
wXoAra Aaeac yihroHagu. AnHukpa, mawgyp woup PobepT BEpHC 6GunaH
TaHuwunwmn LoTnaHaMs Xank Or3aku WXoAM Ba TapuXMHMW ypraHuimaa
TYpPTKU 6ynaam.

OTacuHUHT BaoTuaaH cyHr BanbTep CKOTr afBoOKaTAuMK KacbupaH
TaMOMaH BO3 Keun6, 6aguunin wxog 6unad WyrynnaHagn. Ya 3aMOHHUHT
mMawayp é3yBumcu MoTblo ABBOCHUHT KyMaruga CKOTT Y3UHWHE WK
6annaganapuHu Ba MéTeaaH KanraH TapXXMMacuHy 3bfoH KaTaau. 1802-1803
Munnapga B.CKOTT Y3WHMWHI y4 xwunggaH ubopat "LoTnaHg gyayaum
Kywwytpu" (Minstrely of the Scottish Border) TypKyMWHUN 3bMIOH K,unaaw.
By TYpKyM MyannudHu woup cudatuga anra TaHutagun. LLyHAaH CYHT YHUHT
"CyHrru dverapa kywTytpu" (The Lay of the Last Minstrel, 1805),
"Mapmuon" (Marmion,1808 ), "Kyn rysanu" (The Lady of the Lake, 1810),
"Pok6un" (Rokeby,1813) noamanapu 6ocunné ymkagn. LLovpHWHT ywoby
nosmanapuga LLloTnaHana Tapuxmga yTraH BoK,ea Ba pUBOATAAP KYTapUHKMK
pOMaHTUK Tye Onagu Ba ynapHu TabwaT rysannuru 6unaH famofaHr
Tacsupnanau.

BanbTep CKOTT MXOAWHWHI OUPUHYM  JaBpPUHWM  y3upaa
My>KaccamaawTupyBum 6y noamanap YHUHI Kenrycuga mawgyp poMaHHaBuc
6ynn6 eTmwyBnaa MyauM oMun Kach atagu.

XIX aepHuHT 20-linnnapura Kenmé MHIAn3 Ba XKafoH agabuétn Tapmxmaa
BanbTep CKOTI Tapuxuii poMaH yctacu cudatufa TaH ONUHAW. YHUHT
"Yagepau Eéku ontmuw hinn 6ypyH" (Waverly, or Tis Sixty Years Since,



18M), "Tain MaHHepuHr" (Guy Mannering, or The Astrologer, 1815),
"AHTukBap" (The Antiquary, 1816), "lMpyTtaHnap" (Old Movtality, 1816),
"Po6 Poit" (Rob Roy, 1818), "AiiBeHro" (lvanhoe, A.Romance, 1820),
KeuHTuH [opeapsg " (Quentin Durward, 1823) pomaHnapu EBpona
pOMaHuUMANIN Tapakhaétna Myxum axamuaT kach atau. Agub 1832 iun
orvp KacannmkgaH BagoT aTAu.

BanbTep CKOTT WebpPUATK Ba TapuXuii pOMaHiapy >XaxoH Tuanapura
TapXuMa KANUHTaH. YHUHT "AABEHI0" poMaHu y36eK TUaMra yrupunraH.

Selection poems: "Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border", 1802;
Poems: The lady of the Last Minstrel, 1805; Marmion, 1808
Lady of the Lake, 2810; Rokeby, 1813.

The Maid of Neidpath

O lover's eyes are sharp to see,

And lovers' ears in hearing ,

And love , in life's extremity ,

Can lend an hour of cheering.

Disease had been in Mary's bower ,

And slow decay from mourning ,

Though now she sits on Neidepath's tower ,
To watch her love's returning .

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright ,

Her form decayed by pining ,

Till through her wasted hand , at night ,
You saw the taper shining ;

By fits , a sulty hectic hue

Across her cheek was flying;

By fits , so ashy pale she grew ,

Her maidens though her dying

Yet keenest powers to see and hear ,
Seemed in her frame residing ;

Before the watch - dog pricked his ear ,
She heard her lover's riding ;

Ere scarce a distant form was kenned ,
She knew and waved to greet him ;

And o'er the battlement did bend ,

As on the wing to meet him .

He came - he passed -and heedless gaze .
As over some stranger glancing ;

Her welcome , spoke in fattering phrase ,



Lost in his courser's prancing -

The castle arch , whose hollow tone
Returns each whisper spoken ,

Could scarcely catch the feeble moan ,
Which told her heart was broken .

The Violet

The violet in her green - wood bower ,
Where birchen boughs with hazles mingle ;
May boast itself the fairest flower

In glen , or copse , or forest dingle .
Though fair her gems of azure hue ,
Beneath the dew - drop’s weight reclining ;
I've seen an eye of lovelier blue ,

More sweet through wat'ry lustre shining .
The summer sun that dew shall dry ,

Eye yet the day be past its morrow ;

Nor longer in my false love's eye
Remained the tear of parting sorrow .

To a Lady
With flowers from a roman wall

Take these flowers which , purple waving ,
On the ruined rampart grew ,

Where , the sons of freedom braving ,
Rome's imperial standards flew .

Warrior's from the breach of danger

Pluck no longer laurels there :

They but yield the passing stranger

Wild - flower wreaths for Beauty's hair .

Nora’s Vow

Hear what Highland Nora said -
"The Earlie's son | will not wed ,
Should all the race of nature die ,
And none be left but he and I.

For all the gold, for all the gear,
And all the lands both far and near.
That ever valour lost or won,



I would not wed the Earlie's son. *
"Are lightly made and lightly broke;
The heather on the mountain's height
Begins to bloom in purple light;

The frost -wind soon shall sweep away
That lustre deep from glen and brae;
Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone,

May blithely wed the Earlie's son™

"The swan, "she said "the lake's clear breast
May barter for the eagle's nest;

The Awe's fieree stream may backward turn,
Ben - Cruaichan fall, and crush Kilchum;
Our kilted clans, when blood is high,
Before their foes may turn and fly;

But | , were all these marvel's done
Would never wed the Earlie's son."

Still in the water - lily's shade

Her wonted nest the wild -swan made;

Ben - Cruaichen stands as fast as ever,

Still downward foams the Awe's fierse river;
To shun the clash of foeman's steel

No Highland brogue has turn'd the heel;
But Nora's heart is lost and won,

-She wedded to the Earlie's son!

From ""Marmion™

O,young Lochinvar is come out of the west,
Through all the wide Border his steed was the best,
And save his good broadsword the weapons had none
He rode all unarm'd, and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love, and so dauntsless in war,

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar

He said not for brake, and he stopp'd not fot stone,
He swam the Eske river where ford there was none;
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate,

The bride had consented, the gallant came late:
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war,

Was to wed fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall,
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Among bride's -men, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all:
Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his sword,
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a sword,)

"O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,"

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?

"I long woo'd your daughter, my suit you denied;"-
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide-
And now am | come, with this lost love of mine,
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar."

The bride kissed the goblet ,: the knight took it up,

He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the cup.
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh,
With asmile on her lips, and atear in her eye.

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,-
"Now tread me a measure! said young Lochinvar.

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,

That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume;
And the bride-maidens whisper’d, "Twere better be far,
To have match'd our fair cousin with young Lochinvar"

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reach'd the hall door, and the charger stood hear;
So light to the croup the fair lady he swing,

So light to the saddle before her he sprung!

" She is won! We are gone, over ban, bush and scaur;
They'll have fleet steeds that follow," quoth young Lochinvar,

There was mounting' mong Grames of the Netherby clan;
Forsters, Fenvicks, and Masgraves, they fode and they ran;
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,

But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?



TOMAC MYP (THOMAS MOORE)
(1779-1852)

Tomac Myp WpnaHAUAHWHT noiTaxTu Ay6nunH liaxpuga caBgorap
ounacupa TaBannyg Tongu. Y oHacu Tabcupuga éwnurngaH agabuér Ba
caHbaTra mexp Kyigu. 1795 iimn Myp Ay6nvMH yHMBepcuTeTWra yuilra
Kupagu. 1799 limngaH y JIoHAOHAA XYKYK.LWYHOCAMK 6yliMya nekuusnap
YKMAgN, KaToONMK Masxabmpa OynraHu yuyyH afBOoKaT/IUK NnaBo3ummpaa
vwnawra nyn epuwmaingn. Myp KAAUM HOHOH Ba I0TUH TUAAPUHK SXLIN
6unraHn yuyH 6y linnnap AHaKpeoHT ofanapuvHu UHIAU3 TUAKUra TapXxuma
KATaw 6unaH mawryn 6ynagu. 1801 nn y3uHUHT "Tomac JIMTTAHMHT N03TUK
MaLlKAapy™ HOMAW TYNaMUHU 3bJIOH KAnagu. BUpuHumM Kutobu 6mnaHok,
Myp KUTO6XOH axfiura maH3yp OynraH agu.

1803 inn gycTu Ba Macnakaown ImMmeT MypHUHT cnécunii ainbnos 6unaH
K,atn aTunuwmn Tomac Myp pyxusatura kaTta Tabcup Kypcatagu. 1804 iimn
AK/[1 Ba KaHagaga 6ynagu. 1808 iinn WoupHUHT “MpnaHg Kyinapu" (lrish
Melodies) webpuit TYPKYMUHUHT BUPUHYN KATOOW Halip KArwHagn. 1808-
1835 iinnnapaa "VipnaHg Kyiinapu" HUHT YHTa KUTO6M 60CnInG unkaun. Tomac
Mypra WoH-wyxpaT KentTupraH 6y Typkymaa woup oHa- BataHu NpnaHgns
Ba UPMaHL, XaJIK,MHUHT Xaénu, op3y - yMUAIapu Kywuk”a convHaaun.

Kuto6 1811 iimn wowup >Kopx baiipoH TOMOHMAaH TaHK"4 3Tuarad,
Myp y 6unaH xaH>annawmnb kpnagn. bupok, Te3 opasa Maluxyp UKKu woup
6Mp-6MPUHN Keumpunb, KANMH AycT TyTuHagmnap. Ok,mbatga Tomac Myp
AycTn BaillpoHHUHT 6upuHYM 6Guorpacm Ba HoMmwpura alinaHagu. Tomac
Myp y3 wXoauga Lapk, Xankgapu (honbkKnopuaa ClXeT Ba BOK;eanapHu
KAanamra onuw 6unaH K;usuvkan. YHuHr 1817 iimn "Jlona Pyx" (Lalla Rookh)
TYPKYMUra KUPYBUM LLIAP»;0Ha MO3Manapy Hallp aTunagu. By TypKyMHU gyctu
wowup Xopx baiipoH tokppu H6axonaraH 3au.

1830 innnapga Tomac Myp orup kyndatnapHuM 6owwungaH Keumpagu.
YAuUM YHUHT 6ewwl Hadap ap3aHaMHW OUPUH -KETUH XaéThaH 0/iMb KeTaw.
LLloup YMPUHUHT OXUpPrK paBpuia poMaHTUK Kailduatgarn acapnap ésa
onMagm. TYLWKYHIUKKA TYLIraH Wwoup 6up K,atop Tapuxuii Ba JUHUIA MaB3yfa
nosmanap ApaTau.

Orup xacTanukka YanmHraH Tomac Myp 1852 ilinnga saot atagu. Tomac
Myp mxoan Ba yHra samoHgow 6ynraH A.C.MywknH, B.A. )XykoBckuii, .
Kasnos, M. BsasnHckuitnap Poccrsaga Tapbub Ba Tapacuma K,mngunap. Lownp
MKOAWN Y30eK TUNWUTa TapXXMMa KANUHraH amac.

Musical songs: Irish melodies (1807-1834)
Poems: Lalla Rookh (1817); Loves of the Angles (1823)
Prose: The veiled Prophet of Khorassan (1818); Paradise and
the Peri (1818)



From "'lIrish melodies"

Go where glory waits thee,
But while fame elates thee,
Oh! still remember me.
When the praise thou meetest
To thine ear is sweetest,

Oh, then remember me.
Other arms may press thee,
Dearer friends caress thee,
All the joys that bless thee,
Sweeter far may be;

But when friends are nearest,
And when joys are dearest,
Oh! then remember me.
When, at eve, thou rovest
By the star thou lovest,

Oh! then remember me.
Think, when home returning,
Bright, we've seen it burning,
Oh! thus remember me.

Oft as summer closes,

When thine eyes reposes

On its ling’ring roses,

Once so lov'd by thee,

Think of her who wove them,
Her, who made thee love them,
Oh! then remember me.
When around thee dying,
Autumn leaves are lying,

Oh! then remember me.
And, at night, when gazing
On the gay hearth blazing,
Oh! still remember me.

The should music, stealing
All the soul of feeling,

To the heart appealing,

Draw one tear from thee;
Then let the memory bring thee
Strains | us'd to sing thee, -
Oh! then remember me.



She is far from the land, where her young hero sleeps,
And lovers are around her, sighing;

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,

For her heart in his grave is lying!

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains,
Every note which he lov’d awakening-

Oh! little they think, who delights in her strains,
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking!

He had livid for his country be dried,

They were all that to life had entwin'd him,-
Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried,
Nor long will his love stay behind him.

Oh! make her a grave, where the sun-beams rest,

When they promise a glorious morrow;

They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the West,
From her own lov'd Island of sorrow!

The origin of the Harp

Tis believed that this Harp, which | wake now for thee,
Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea;

And who often, at eve, thro’the bright waters roved,

To meet, on the shore, a youth whom she loved.

But she loved him in vain, for he left her to weep,

And in tears, all the night, her gold tresses to steep;

Till heaven looked with pity on true-love so warm,

And changed to this soft Harp the sea-maiden's form.
Still her bosom rose fair-still her cheeks smiled the same
While her sea-beauties gracefully formed the light frame;
And her hair, as, let loose, o'er her white arm it fell,
Was changed to bright chords uttering melody's spell
Hence it came, that this soft Harp s6 long hath been known,
To mingle love's language with sorrow's sad tone;

Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay

To speak love when I'm near thee, and grief when away.



How Dear To me the Hour

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies,
And sunbeams melt along the silent sea,

For then sweet dreams of other days arise,
And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee.

And, as | watch the line of light, that plays
Along the smooth wave toward the burning west,
I long to tread that golden path of rays,

And think't would lead to some bright isle of rest.

The Minstrel-Boy

The Minstrel -Boy to the war is gone

In the ranks of death you'll find him;

His father's sword he has girded on,

And his wild harp slung behind him.-
"Land of song!" said the warrior-bard,
"Though all the world betrays thee,

" One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,
" One faithful harp shall praise thee!"

The Minstrel fell!- but the foeman's chain
Could not bring his proud soul under;

The harp he loved ne'er spoke again,

For he tore its chords asunder;

And said, "No chains shall sully thee,

Thou soul of love and bravery!

"Thy songs were made for the pure and free,
They shall never sound in slavery."

From " National airs.”
Air.-The Bells of St. Peterburg

Those evening bells! Those evening bells!
How many a tale their music tells,

Of youth, and home, and that sweet time,
When last | heard their soothing chime.



Those joyous hours are pass'd away;
And many a heart, that then was gay,
Within the tomb now darkly dwells,
And hears no more those evening bells.

And so't will be when | am gone;

That tuneful peal will still ring on,

While other bards shall walk these dells,

And sing you're your praise, sweet evening bells!

Bibliography:

WILLIAM BLAKE
The complete writings. - London: Monesuch press; New York.
Random House, 1957,- X1.936p
The illuminated Blake/ Annotated by D.V. Erdman. - London

Oxford press, 1975-416p
Davis M. William Blake: a new land of man. - London: Elek, 1977. -181

Gardner St. Blake.- London: Evans, 1976. -160p

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
Poetical Works. Th. Hutchinson (Ed.) Oxford Univer. Press, 1942
Poems: In 3vol/ Ed. With introd. By Ph. Wayne.- London: Dent, 1955.
Clarke C. Romantic paradox: An essay on the poetry of Wordsworth. -
London: Routledgea. K. Paul, 1962.-I01p
Drabble M. Wordsworth. -London: Evans< 1966.-159p

ROBERT SOOTHEY
The Poetical Works of Robert Southey. Collected by Himself. Vol. 1-10,
London, 1838
New Letres of Robert Southy. Vol. 1-2. New-York- London, 1965
The Critical Heritage. Ed Lionel! Madden, Londn-Boston, 1972
Haller W. The early Life ofRobert Soothe. 1774-1803. New York- London,
1917.

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE
The collected Works: In 6 vol/ Ed. By K. Cob6rn.- London: Routedge a.

K. Paul, 1960-1970
The ancient mariner. - Kubla Khan; Christabel.- London: Oxford Univ.

press, 1940.- XXIIl. 614p
Freeman N. Coleridge, the damaged archangel.- New York: Braziller,
1971.- XXIII. 607p
Watters R. Coleridge. - London: Evans, 1976 - 128p
76



GEORGE NOEL GORDON BYRON
The Works: In 17 vol. - London: Murray, 1836-1837
The poetical works. - London: Oxford univ. press, 1926. - X. 924p
Selections from Byron.- M: Progress Publishers, 1979-520p
Joseph M. K. Byron the poet.- London: Gollancz, 1964 - 352p
Zump J. D. Byron. - London: Routledge a. K. Paul, 1972.- XI11. 200p
Marchand L.D. Byron's poetry: A critical introduction,- Cambridge: Harvard
univ. press, 1968.- 261p

PERCY BISSHE SHELLEY
The complete poetical works: In 4 vol./ Ed. By Nevile Rodgers.- Oxfor<j:
Clarendon press, 1972.-1975.
The poetical works. - London: Oxford univ. press, 1939.- X. 924p
Cameron K. the young Shelly. - New York, Macmillan, 1950.- XII. 437
Holmes R. Shelly: The Pursuit. - London: Weldenfeld a Nicolson, 1974.
X111.829p
Mathews G. M. Shelly. - London: Longmans, Green< 1970.-44p

JOHN KEATS
Poetical works. - M: Progress, 1966.- 237
Allot M. John Keats. - London: Harlow, 1966.-159p
Talbot N. The major poems ofJ. Keats. - Sydney: Univ. press, 1968,- 108p
Walter Scott
Works: In 22 vol. - Philadelphia: Morris, n.d: Works: in 11 vol.- London.-
Nelson, 1901-1906.
Crawford T. Scott. - London: Edinburgh: Oliver, 1965.-119p
St Johnson E. Sir Walter Scott: The Great Unknown: In 2 vol.- London-
Hamilton, 1970,- 1397p.
Pope- Henessy U. Sir Walter Scott.- London: Home a. Van Thai.- 1948..
101p

THOMAS MOORE
Odes and Epistles. -London, 1809.
Irish Melodies. Ten parts. -London, 1807-1834.
Two-Penny post-Bag. -London, 1912.
Lalla Rookh. Poem. -London 1817.
The Lives of the Angels. Poem. -London 1819.
Thomas Moore // English romantic poets. -New York: Oxford univ. Press,
1960.



Kywmmya agabrétnap:

1 Lord Byron. The Works. Poetry, vols 1-7.H.E.Coleridge (Ed.). London-
New York, 1898-1903.

2. Lord Byron. The Works. Letters and Journals, vols 1-6. R. E. Prothero
(Ed.). London-New York, 1898-1901.

3. Coleridge S.T. Complete Works, vols 1-7, New York, 1854-1856.

4. Coleridge S.T. collected Letters, vols 1-4, E.L. Griggs (Ed).Oxford
Univers. Press, 1954-1956.

5. Keats J. Letters. M. B. Forman (Ed). London-New York, 1948.

6. Shelley. Poetical Works. Th. Hutchinson (Ed.). A New  Edition
corrected by G. M. Matthews. Oxford Uners. Press, 1970.

7. Wordsworth Poetical Works. Th. Hutchinson (Ed.). E. Selincourt (por.).
Oxford Univ. Press, 1942.

8 Southey R. The Poetical Works of Robert Southey. Collected by
Himself. 1-10, London, 1838.

9. The penguin book of English romantic verse/ed. Work an introduction
by D. Wright, -penguin books, 1968.

10. English romantic poets, Modern essays in criticism/Ed. by M. H.
Abrams. -New York: oxford univ. press, 1960-VI1I1. 384p.

11. The Penguin book of English romantic verse/Ed. With an
introduction by D. Wright. - Harmondsworth, Midd'x: Penguin books, 1968-
354p. '«



CONTENTS

ENGLISH ROMANTIC POETRY ..o 4
WILLIAM BLAKE......cci s 6
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH......cooiiiiiii s 13
ROBERT SOUTHEY ..o s 21
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE......coiiiiii i 27
GEORGE GORDON BYRON ... 32
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY ..o 47
JOHN KEATS e et e 59
WALTER SCOTT . 67
THOMAS MOORE.......cooii s 72

BIBLIOGRAPHY ..o 76



ALABUN-BAONAN HALLP
MN.A0YPBEOHOB 3.6.0K"EOEBA

VHI N3 POMAHTUK LLUEBPUATI
(""English romantic Poetry"")

MycTtakan yKuw yyyH KynnaHma

WHrnns Ba y3bek Tunnapunga

Myxappup: 3. OmoHoOBa.
TexHuk myxappup: Y.PaiioHOB.
Mycaxnua: 3. OMoHoOBa.

Baguuin 6esakun: Bb.TemMmpoB.

b 1166

Tepuwra 21.05.2008 iinnga 6epunan. Bocuwra 16.06.2008 nnngapyx-
cat atunaun. buunmu 60x84 V](, LWapTtnu 6ocma Taboru 4,65. Laprav
Oyék,- oTr. 4,78. Hawp 6ocma Taborn 4,86. 36-2008-LwapTHOMa.
35-6ytopTma. 300 Hycxafa. SPKUH Hapxa.

«Haca» Hawpuétn, 180118, Kapwwu waxpu, Myctakgnnmk wo”
Kyyacu, 22-yii.

K,awk,agapc BunoaT MaTbyoT Ba ax6opoT 60wkK,apmacu «Marbaa»
Lexuga von aTuagm.
K,apwu waxpyn, MycTakaW WK WoxX Ky4yacu, 22-yil.



