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JI. H. KopuunbseBa (CaxHOBCKast)

Mup npupoasi riazamu P. Cayru

B mo?3umn P. Caytu HalaéTcs HE TaK MHOTO TeM, KOTOPBIE OBLIM ObI PaCKPBITHI
CTOJIb K€ TIOJJHO M MHOTOTPaHHO, Kak Tema Ipupoabl. OJHAKO W B 3TOM acIeKTe
TBOPYECTBO II03Ta H3Y4YCHO KpaiiHe HepaBHOMEpHO. HemsMmeHHOW ocTaBayiach
TEHJCHITUS TTPOBOJIUTH YETKOE pasrpaHUUYCHUE MEXKTY 3HAKOBBIMH MPOU3BEICHUSIMHU
P. Caytu n Majnou3BeCTHBIMH, U3y4as UX MO OTACIBHOCTH W HE MBITasICh UCKATh TC
oOmue 4YepThl, KOTOpble OOBEOUHSAIOT BCE JIMTEpaTypHOE HAcJeaue I103Ta H
OTKPBIBAIOT HAM €T0 KaK IICJIOCTHBIH OPraHU3M.

PesynpTaToM MOAOOHOTO MOAXOJA CTAjJO TO, YTO JaKe CamMble aBTOPUTETHHIC
MCCJICIOBATEIN XU3HK M TBopuecTBa P. CayTu mpuIuiMd K BBIBOJAM, KOTOpPHIE HE
MOATBEPKAAIOTCS B XOJ€ aHAIKM3a MMO3THYECKOro TekcTa. Tak, k mpuMepy, B «CayTu»
3. JlayneHa JOCIOBHO CKa3aHO CIEAYIOIIee:

“Southey's attachment to his mountain town and its lakes was of no sudden
growth. He came to them as one not born under their influence; that power of hills to
which Wordsworth owed fealty, had not brooded upon Southey during boyhood; the
rich southern meadows, the wooded cliffs of Avon, the breezy downs had nurtured his
imagination, and to these he was still bound by pieties of the heart. In the churchyard
at Ashton, where lay his father and his kinsfolk the beneficent cloud of mingled love
and sorrow most overshadowed his spirit. His imagination did not soar as did
Wordsworth's, in naked solitudes; he did not commune with a Presence immanent in
external nature; the world, as he viewed it, was an admirable habitation for mankind
— a habitation with a history. Even after he had grown a mountaineer he loved a
humanized landscape, one in which the gains of man's courage, toil, and endurance
are apparent [ 1,;84].

HeiictButenbHo, npuBbiuHble P. Caytu u Y. YopacBopTy u Ji00MMBIE UMHU C
JETCTBA TEW3aKM CYIIECTBEHHO PA3HATCS — 3TO JIAHHOCTh, C KOTOPOH HENb3sl HE
corimacuThcs. OJHAKO HENb3s YTBEPXKIaTh, YTO 4YEPIaTh BJIOXHOBCHHE B XOJIC
OOIIIeHHS ¢ TUKOU MPUPOJION U YyeAUHATHCS Ha €€ JIOHE, ObLIO CTOJb HECBOMCTBEHHO
Caytu. Ctpoku u3 «['mumHa IleHatamy», T/ie MOAT Kak pa3 M OMHCAI MECTHOCTb, B
KOTOPOI OH B3pOCIIEN, YOSKJAI0T HAC B OOPaTHOM:

<..> As I grew
In years and knowledge, and the course of time
Developed the young feelings of my heart,
When most I loved in solitude to rove
Amid the woodland gloom, or where the rocks
Darkened old Avon's stream, in the ivied cave
Recluse, to sit and brood the future song,—
Yet not the less, Penates, loved I then
Your altars, [3;394]

(Hymn to the Penates)
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B npowusBeneHusx mo3Ta Mbl TakKe HE HalWIéM CBUIETENbCTB Toro, 4ro Cayrtu
OTJaBall MPEANOYTEHUE MPUPOJIE, HECYLIEeH Ha ceOe OTIeYaTKH JKU3HEACSITEIbHOCTH
yesoBeka. BoT vk OAUH U3 TaKUX TPUMEPOB:

<...>The stream is pure
In solitude, and many a healthful herb
Bends o'er its course and drinks the vital wave:
But passing on amid the haunts of man,
It finds pollution there, and rolls from thence
A tainted tide. Seek'st thou for happiness?
Go, stranger, sojourn in the woodland cot
Of innocence, and thou shalt find her there[3,;441].

(For a Tablet on the Banks of a Stream)

Kpome toro, co3ganHblii B HayuHbIX paborax o6pa3 P. Caytu He mpenmosaraet
OUYEHb HEKHOT'O M TPOraTeJIbHOIO OTHOILIEHHUS M03Ta K PACTUTEIBHOMY MUPY U MUDPY
KUBOTHBIX. B 3T0#l cBsi3u uame BcnomuuHanu Konpumxka, Tommncona, Koynepa,
bépuca, kak sTo caenan, k mpumepy, A. TE€pHOymn1 B KOMMEHTapusx K pabdore
C. T. Konpumxka “Biographia Epistolaris”[2].

Mex TeM, yBakeHHE U OepekHOE OTHOILIEHHE K CYIECTBY HU3IIETO, B CPABHEHUU
C 4YeJOBEKOM, IMOopsjaKa, Oyab TO pAcTEHUWE WM >KUBOTHOE, SBJISETCS OYEHb
XapakTepHbIM 11 TBopuecTBa P. CayTu.

[loaTOMy mOMNBITKA BOCHOJHUTH YHYIIEHUS, MOJOOHBIE BBILICYTIOMSHYTHIM, U
OyJeT 1eJiblo JTaHHOU MyOJIUKaI1H.

[Ipexxne Bcero cieayer OTMETHTb, YTO XapaKTEPHOW OCOOEHHOCTBHIO OMUCaHUM
npupoasl y P. Caytu siBisieTcs MHOTOKPAaTHO MOJYEPKHYTasl MOATOM MYAPOCTh
TBopua, co3nasuiero Bcé cymiee. Tak, kK mpumepy, B CTUXoTBopeHun « Omausey» (The
Ebb Tide) mosT moka3bIBaeT, 4YTo OMPEACIEHHBIN CMBICI 3aKIIOUCH JIa)ke B TOM, KaK
MOJHUMAETCs] W MajaeT YpoBeHb BOJbI B peke DilBoH. Boja npuObiBaeT oueHb
MEJJIEHHO, YTO €J1Ba 3aMETHO TJ1a3y, 3aTo craj €€ oueHb pe30kK. CXoHbIM 00pa3oM U
YeJIOBEYECKHE PAJIOCTH MEJJICHHO YIPOUYMBAIOTCS, @ COWTH Ha HET, MOTYT Pa30M.
[loxoxas cynbOa, kak numer P. CayTu, u y KOpPOJEBCTB C JIpEBHEH HCTOPUEH,
KOTOpble HAOMpaIu CUIIy U YIIPOUUBAIHUCH BO BJIACTU MOCTENIEHHO, a MPEBPAILATIUCH B
pyuHy B ogHouacke. [1oAT mogqu€pkuBaer, 4To Tak ke MEJICHHO, KaK MOXKET CHauyaja
MOKa3aThCsl, UAET U TEUCHUE KU3HU s yenoBeka. [lotoM, ogHaKo, roabl MpoJIeTaloT
OY€Hb OBICTPO:

Avon ! I gaze and know
The wisdom emblemed in thy varying way,
It speaks of human joys that rise so slow,
So rapidly decay.

Kingdoms that long have stood
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And slow to strength and power attain’d at last,
Thus from the summit of high fortune’s flood
Ebb to their ruin fast.

So tardily appears
The course of time to manhood’s envied stage,
Alas ! how hurryingly the ebbing years
Then hasten to old age![3,;340]
(The Ebb Tide)

B kauecTBe emé oAHOrO mpHMepa MOYKHO NMPUBECTH CTPOKH M3 CTUXOTBOPEHUS
«Ocmponucmy(The Holly Tree), Tiie OTYETIUBO MPOCIEKUBACTCSA, KaK BIYMUYUBOE
CO3epllaHUe OKPYJKAIOIIero MHpa 3acTaBisieT modTa (uimocodcTBOBAaTH O
B3aUMOCBS3U Bellleil B pupoje u €€ myapom ycrporctse. s P. Caytu — HocuTens
aHTJIMICKOTO SI3bIKA W TPEACTABUTENS 3amagHOW KYJIbTYPBI, 3TO pacTeHHE OBLIO
CTOJb OMU3KO M 3HAKOMO, T. K. OHO M3J[aBHA yKpamiajao coOO0i 3MMHHE Mpa3THUKH,
TPaIUIMOHHO SBISACH CHUMBOJIOM PoknmecTtBa. AHIIIMYaHaMH OBUIO  TaKkKe
MOJAMEYEHO, YTO CaMO CIIOBO «ocmonucmy (holly) TOXOIUT HA CIIOBO «CEAUEHHbII»
(holy), a ocTpus €ro JHMCTOYKOB U SPKO-KpPACHBIE SITOJbl HATIOMUHAIOT TEPHOBBIN
BEHEI[ W Kallau KpoBU Ha J0y XpHUCTa, 4TO JeJacT BEHOYKH W3 OCTPOJUCTA CTOJb
CUMBOJIMYHBIMHU.

[TosT mpeskae Bcero odpamiaeT BHUMAaHUE Ha I[BET €T0 JIMCTBBI, KOTOpas KaKETCs
HE TaKOH SPKO-3€JIEHOH B CpPaBHEHHWHU C COYHBIMH KpacKaMu JPYTHX pacTCHHMH,
OyHCTBYIOIIMX B BECEHHE-NETHWH mnepuoa. OMHAKO TaKUMH BECENBIMH TOJTY
KaXyTCsS BETBU ITOTO BEYHO3EIEHOTO PACTCHHUs 3UMOM, KOTJa JHCThS Ha IPYTHX
JepeBbiAX HaBHO omnand. llogoOHYI0 MBICTE MO3T BBIPA3WI M B IPOU3BEACHUU
«Cmancwl, Hanucanuvle [0exabps 17932.» (Stanzas Written On The First Of
December, 1793), rae oxapaKTepu30BalI JHCTBY OCTPOJIMCTA HIMEHHO KaK «8eCényion
(holly's gay green leaves) [3;375]. B pesynwrate, P. Caytu npoBoIUT mapayieib
MEXIy 3THM (EHOMEHOM M BOCHPHUATHEM €ro CaMOT0 OKPYXKAIONIMMH JIIOJIbMHU.
Cepb€3HOCTH B MOJIOJIBIE TONBI Jieiajia ero Ooljiee TedYalbHBIM Cpelu OecredHOin
TOJITIBI BECENON MOJOAEKH, OJHAKO C TOAAMH IMO3T YMOBaNX Ha OONBIIYIO KUBOCTH
CBOETO XapaKTepa, HAMOMHUHAIOIIYIO «3€1EHYI0 3UMY» OCTPOIIUCTA:

So serious should my youth appear among
The thoughtless throng,
So would I seem amid the young and gay
More grave than they,
That in my age as cheerful I might be
As the green winter of the holly tree [3;345].
(The Holly Tree)
[Tpu paccMOTpeHNHU MPOU3PACTAIONIETO OCTPOJIMCTA OT B3TJISAA [M03TAa HE YKPBUICS U
TOT ()aKT, YTO HWKHUE BETBU PACTEHUS OTIUYAIOTCS OT BEPXHHUX TEM, YTO JIUCThS HA
HUX OYCHb OCTPbIE M C HEPOBHOH ITOBEPXHOCTHIO, B OTJIIMYUE OT TJIAAKUX H
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MPaKTUYEeCKH 0€3 3a0CTPEHUM BEpPXHUX. ITO BHUIUTCS €My KakK MpOyMaHHas
MIPUPOJION €CTeCTBEHHAS 3al[UTa PACTEHUS OT BO3MOXKHBIX CEPbE3HBIX MOBPEKICHHM,
KOTOpbIE MOTJIM OBl OBITh, €Cu Obl MACYIIUNUCS CKOT MOT MOJ00paThCsi K CTBOJY
noommwke. I TyT moaT obOpaiaercss K TeMe BO3pacTa 4YeJIOBEeKa, jKeljiasl, YTOObI CO
BPEMEHEM BCE KOJIKOCTH U IIEPOXOBATOCTH €ro Xapakrepa B MOJIOJOCTH,
HAIIOMUHAIOIIME OCTPHS Ha JTUCTHSIX HIDKHUX BETBEM OCTPOIMCTA, U3MEHUIIUCH OBI CO
BPEMEHEM B CTOPOHY OOJIbIIICH MOKJIAJIUCTOCTH XapaKTepa, KOTOPBIM 3aTeM CTall Obl
HaIIOMHUHATH BEPXYIIKY 3TOT'0 PACTCHHUS.

Kpome Toro, P. Caytu B »3To#l cBsizum nenaer emié OAWH BBIBOJ O cebe, BEpHO
mojMeyasi, 4To JoMa, B KpYry Apy3eH, OH MSTOK, KaK BEpXHHUE JIUCThsI OCTPOJIUCTA, a
BHE JOMaIlTHel 00CTaHOBKH, OH MOJKET MOKa3aThCsl PE3KUM U CYPOBBIM. TeM caMbIM
MOAT TMOJICITYJHO YKa3bIBaeT Ha TO, YTO BO BHEIIHEM MHUpE y 4eJOBeKa TOXKE €CTh
HEOOXOJUMOCTh JUCTAHIIUPOBATHCS OT JPYTUX W 3alIMIIATBCA OT BO3MOXKHBIX
nocsraTeabCcTB u3BHE. [l000OHYI0 MBICIL OH BBICK&KET W B JPYyroM CBOEM
MPOU3BEICHUHU, a UMEHHO B «Mempuueckom nucvme, nanucanuom uz Jlonoounay
(Metrical Letter. Written from London):

...In a narrow sphere,
The little circle of domestic life,
I would be known and loved ; the world beyond
Is not for me [3;354].

OTMeTuM, 4YTO B CBOMX PACCYXICHUAX O NPHUPOJE BEIIeH W HMX B3aUMOCBSI3U
P. Cayru ynuButenbHo mocienoBareneH. HaOmrogas 3a mpupojoil oH HEM3MEHHO
W3BJICKACT JJIsI ce0s HEKUM ypOK W uepriaeT TeMbI JUIsl CBOMX MPOU3BEICHUM, O YEM B
TOM e « Ocmponucmey, K IpUMEPY, OH TOBOPUT CIEAYIOLIEE:

I love to view these things with curious eyes,
And moralize;
And in the wisdom of the holly tree
Can emblems see
Wherewith perchance to make a pleasant rhyme,
Such as may profit in the after-time[3,;344].
(The Holly Tree)
Takum 00pa3oM, MOIT BOCHPHUHHUMAET MYIPOCTh, KOTOPOW HajelieHa MpUpOJa,
Oyab TO Ha TMpPHUMEPE OCTPOJIMCTA WIIM KE TMOJHAIINXCA M 3aTeM PE3KO MIYIIUX Ha
crnaja BoJ DiBOHA, YIIOMSIHYTHIX HAMU paHee. Be3ze B onmucaHUsIX MOSBISETCS CIOBO
“wisdom”. T1lo muenuto P. Caytu, nogoOHble A0Ka3aTeabCTBA MYAPOTO YCTPOHCTBA
npupo ikl BoroMm MOryT J1a)e OmpoBEPTHYTH TOBOJIBI ATEUCTA:

O READER ! hast thou ever stood to see
The holly tree ?
The eye that contemplates it well perceives
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Its glossy leaves
Ordered by an intelligence so wise
As might confound the atheist's sophistries [3;344].
(The Holly Tree)
Oty xe Mbicap P. Caytu Bnoxun B ycra JKanubl [I' Apk B OIHOMMEHHOUN NO3ME.
JleByIlKka MBIIKO JOKa3biBaja, YTO BOCIPUHHUMASI KPACOTY OKPYXKAIOUICH MPUPOIBI
HEBO3MOXKHO COMHEBAaThCS B MYApPOCTH bora, KOTOpbBIii €€ COTBOpWI, a TaKxke
HEIOMyCTUMO YCOMHHTBHCS B €r0 OJIarOBOJICHHH
" Doubt !" the maid exclaim'd;
“It were as easy, when I gaze around
On all this fair variety of things,
Green fields and tufted woods, and the blue depth
Of heaven, and yonder glorious sun, to doubt
Creating wisdom ! when in the evening gale
I breathe the mingled odours of the spring,
And hear the wild wood melody, and hear
The populous air vocal with insect life,

To doubt God's goodness ![3,3]
(Joan of Arc)

[TpuctanibHoe BHUMaHue P. CayTm K MHUpPY 3BYKOB SIBIISICTCS OTIUYHTCIBHON
4epTOl BCEW €ro TOI3MU M, KaK CIEJACTBHE, C OCOOOW CHIIOW MpPOSBISETCS B
MEeH3KHBIX 3apucoBKaX. [loguépkuBas WUCKIIOYMUTEIBHYI0 Ba)XKHOCTh 3BYKOB B
mpoIriecce TIO3HAHUSA OKpykaromieil ero mpuponsl, P. Cayru wuHoOrma maxke
ynoTpeOsieT CI0BOCOUECTAHUE «3adyMuusoe yxoy (the musing ear):

THOUGH now no more the musing ear
Delights to listen to the breeze,
That lingers o'er the green wood shade,

I love thee, winter ! well[3;374]
(Stanzas Written On The First Of December, 1793.)

I/IHTepeCHO OTMCTUTb, 4YTO MJIX1I 1I03TAa XAPAKTCPHbBI IIApadOKChI, KOIr'aa
HCOCKBCpHéHHaH I'POMKUMHN W TIPOH3UTCIBHBIMU 3BYKAMHU IIPpHUPOAA HOpOﬁ
BOCIIPUHUMACTCA MM KaK JIHUKasd, 663YI[CP}KH3H Mooy, a JKypdYaHUC HEOOIBIION
PCKH, K IPUMCPY, HACTOJIBKO CIIOCOOHO YCIIOKOUTHh CKJIOHHOTO K CO3CPIAaHHIO
YCJIOBCKA, YTO CTAHOBUTCS OJIA €T0 AYIIH TUIINUHOM

When the low gales of evening moan along,
I love with thee to feel the calm cool breeze,

And roam the pathless forest wilds among
Listening the mellow murmur of the trees

Full-foliaged, as they lift their arms on high
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And wave their shadowy heads in wildest melody [3;384].
(To Contemplation)
<...> or laid me down
Beside the rivulet, whose murmuring
Was silence to my soul, ...[3,;33].
(Joan of Arc)
[Topoii «orcasicoywee yxo cmpanHuxay MOMXKET YTOJIUTH IIYM HEBUIUMBIX TJa3y
BEIIIHUX BOJ], KOTOPbIE BOCTIPUHUMAIOTCSI YEJIOBEKOM JIaKe KaK HEUTO OOJIbIIee, YeM
MIPOCTO MEJIOIHS:

Nor void of beauties now the spring,
Whose waters hid from summer sun
Have soothed the thirsty pilgrim's ear
With more than melody [3;375].
(Stanzas Written On The First Of December, 1793)

[lo MHeHHIO TO3Ta, MpoLiecCy OOpeTeHUs BHYTPEHHEH CBOOOJBI MpH OOIIEHUU C
MHUpPOM TIPUPOJBl HE TNOMEMIAIOT JIMIIb YroaHble Tuwune 3BYKH  — 3BYK
IPOJIETAIOLIETO BETPA U TUXOE OOPMOTAHUE BOJ:

" Lonely the forest spring: a rocky hill //Rises beside it, and an aged yew//Bursts
from the rifted crag that overbrows//The waters, cavern'd there, unseen and
slow//And silently they well. The adder's tongue,//Rich with the wrinkless of its glossy
glen,//Hangs down its long lank leaves, whose wavy dip//Just breaks the tranquil
surface. Ancient woods//Bosom the quiet beauties of the place,//Nor ever sound
profanes it, save such sounds//As Silence loves to hear, the passing wind,//Or the
low murmuring of the scarce-heard stream.//" A blessed spot ! oh, how my soul
enjoy’'d //Its holy quietness, with what delight,//Escaping humankind, I hastened
there//To solitude and freedom ! [3;13-14]

(Joan of Arc)

B 1Ol cBSI3M clieyeT OTMETUTh, YTO KAPTHUHBI MPUPOJBI, HECYLIUE OMACHOCTD,
P. Caytu co3naét KoMOMHUPYS TPOMKHUH 3BYK, KOTOPBII 4acTO XapaKTepu3yeTcs, Kak
BOH, C OTCYTCTBHEM CBETa U MPEO00IalaHUEM ThMBbI:

When the blast moans along the darksome aisle,
And clattering patters all around
The midnight shower with dreary sound [3,;385].

(To Contemplation)

WNnn xe:
On some old sepulchre's moss-cankered seat
Beneath the abbey's ivied wall
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That trembles o'er its shade,
Where wrapt in midnight gloom, alone,
Thou lovest to lie and hear
The roar of waters near,
And listen to the deep dull groan
Of some perturbed sprite
Borne fitful on the heavy gales of night. [3;386]
(To Horror)

TakuMm 00pa3om, BBIIIETPUBEICHHBIC IPUMEPHI TOATBEPIKIAAIOT TOT (GaKT, 4TO MUP
npupossl s P. CayTu 3T0 HEe TOTBKO COBOKYITHOCTH JKHUBOITUCHBIX MEH3aKeH, HO U
MHOTOOOpa3HBIi MHpP 3BYKOB, KOTOPBHIM IO BaXHOCTH HHKOTJa HE YCTyIMaeT
BU3YaIbHO  BOCIPHUHUMAaeMbIM oOpa3amM. MCTOYHWMKH 3BYKOB IO CBOEMY
MPOUCXOXKICHUIO OYEHb PAa3HOOOpa3HBI, YTO MOXKHO HAOIIOAATh Jake Ha MPUMEpe
OJTHOTO, OTAENBHO B35ATOrO0 mMpom3BelcHHs. Tak, K TpuUMepy, B CTHXOTBOPEHUU
«Bozepawenue nymewecmeennuxay (The Traveller's Return) mod3T BbIACISIET HEJIbINA
P BOJTHYIONIUX TYIIY MYTEIIECTBEHHHWKA 3BYKOB, MOAHUMAs TP 3TOM Ha 0COOYIO
BBICOTY JIMIIb I'0JIOC JIFOOBHU:

SWEET to the morning traveler And when the evening light decays

The sky-lark's early song. And all is calm around,

<..> There is sweet music to his ear

And when beneath the unclouded sun In the distant sheep-bells' sound.

Full wearily toil he,
The flowing water makes to him But oh ! of all delightful sounds

A pleasant melody [3;371]. Of evening or of morn,

(The Traveller's Return) The sweetest is the voice of love,

That welcomes his return [3;372].
(The Traveller's Return)

Kpome Toro, ananu3 npousBenenuii P. CayTu 1a€r oCHOBaHHS TOBOPUTH O TOM,
YTO 3BYKM IPUPOABI, KaK M €€ KpacoTa, I[PU3BaHbl BbI3bIBATH Y YEJIOBEKA
OsiaroroBeiHbIN TpeneT. BoT kak 06 3ToM roBopUT Nod3T ycramu OpiieaHCKON JEeBbI:

<..>Trueitis
That for long time I have not heard the sound
Of mass high-chanted, nor with trembling lips
Partook the mystic wafer: yet the bird
That to the matin ray prelusive pour'd
His joyous song, methought did warble forth
Sweeter thanksgiving to religion's ear
In his wild melody of happiness,
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Than ever rung along the high-arched roofs
Of man[3;34-35].
(Joan of Arc)

PazBuBas B «Kanne Jl‘apK» TEMY BaXHOCTH MHpPa 3BYKOB IIpUPOALI JIA
HpI/I6JII/I)KeHI/IH K BOFy 1 OCMBICIICHUA €TI0 BOJIH, P. CayTI/I MMpUBOOUT IIPUMECP TOTO,
4TO MOKHO JaXC YCJIbIIIATH BOJIXO BceBbimnero B I'po3c:

Before the walls of Chartres quell'd the pride//Of the third Edward, when the
heavy hail//Smote down his soldiers, and the conqueror heard//God in the tempest,
and remembered him//Of the widows he had made, and, in the name//Of blessed
Mary, vowed the vow of peace [3;72].

(Joan of Arc)

Taxkum oGpazoM, He OyneT mpeyBeIMdYeHHUEeM ckaszaTh, uTo P. CayTu IOBOJBHO
yacTto, Tak e, kKak, k npumepy, C. T. Koabpumx BuAea B caMOW NPUPOJIE
BOIUIONICHUE OOXecTBeHHOTo Hadana. Emé oaHUM TOATBEPKIEHHEM TOr0, YTO B
MIPUPOJE YEIOBEK MOKET HAWTH CBOIO PEJIUTHIO, CIIYXKaT clieyronme cioBa JKaHHbI

1" Apk:

Methinks it is not strange, then, that I fled//The house of prayer, and made the
lonely grove/My temple, at the foot of some old oak//Watching the little tribes that
had their world//Within its mossy bark; or laid me down//Beside the rivulet, whose
murmuring//Was silence to my soul, and mark'd the swarm//Whose light-edged
shadows on the bedded sand//Mirror'd their mazy sports, the insect hum,//The flow of
waters, and the song of birds//Making most holy music to mine ear://Oh! Was it
strange, if for such things as these,//Such deep devoutness, such intense delight//Of
quiet adoration, I forsook// The house of worship?[3;33]

(Joan of Arc)

W, xak Obl mpenBOCXUINAsl BO3PAXKEHHsI MOTEHLUUAIbHBIX ONMOHEHTOB MOJ00HOMN
Teopuu cpeau uurarteneil, P. CayTu BkIaJbIBaeT B ycTa CBAIICHHUKA U BO3MOIKHBIE
KOHTPapryMEHTBI, JEUTMOTUBOM KOTOPBIX €CTh TO, YTO PEJIUTHUU HE MOXKET HAYUYUTh
npupona. Ognako JKaHHa ocTaércss mpu CBOEM MHEHHWM, CTaBi 3HAK PABEHCTBA
MEXIy TaKUMM TMOHATHAMH, KaK «npupooda» u «01azogonenuey, «1odo6by,
«Kpacomay:

... Ye have told me, sirs,//That Nature only teaches man to sin!//<...> No, fathers!
no,//It is not Nature that can teach to sin://Nature is all benevolence, all love,//All
beauty ![3,35]

(Joan of Arc)
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N3yyeHue MO3THYECKUX MPOM3BEICHHUIA IMO3Ta TAKXKE IMMO3BOJISCT CJejaTh BHIBOJ O
TOM, YTO YEJWHEHWE Ha JIOHE MPHUPOILI TPAAUIIMOHHO BocnpuHHMaeTcs P. Caytw,
KaK HauWBbICIIEE Onaro Ijs Jr000ro 4yemoBeka. Pe3ynbraTomM mogoOHOTO OOIIEHUs ¢
MHPOM TPHPOABI TO3T HEU3MEHHO BHUIUT OOpETEHHE MYIIICBHOTO PAaBHOBECHS H
YCIIOKOCHHS:
<...> [ have laid me down
Beside yon valley stream, that up the ascent
Scarce sends the sound of waters now, and watch'd
The tide roll glittering to the noon-tide sun,
And listened to its ceaseless murmuring,
Till all was hush'd and tranquil in my soul,
<..>
Here in solitude
My soul was nurs 't amid the loveliest scenes
Of unpolluted nature [3,;6-7].
(Joan Of Arc)

Nnu xe:

And sleeps along the dale the silent breeze.
Calm contemplation, 'tis thy favourite hour !
Come tranquillizing power ! [3;384]
(To Contemplation)

B cBoeii mupuke P. Caytu moguépkuBaeT HENPABOMEPHOCTh TOTO, YTO YEIOBEK
MIOPOW OTHAJISAETCS OT MPUPOIBI UIH K€, TOTO XYK€, HAHOCUT ei BpeA. JINUHOCTBh, 1O
MHEHMIO T103Ta, MPEICTABIIET UHTEPEC TOJIBKO TOI/A, KOI/a YEJIOBEK TECHO CBSI3aH
MMEHHO C MPUPOAOH, a HE ¢ TopoAoM, kKoTopoMy P. CayTu naér naneko He JECTHYIO
OLIEHKY B KOHTPACTE C CENBCKOM MECTHOCTBIO U HUKOT1a CBATOCTBIO HE HAJEISET:

RICHARD, the lot which fate to thee has given,//Almost excites my envy. This
green field//Sweet solace to the wearied mind must yield;//And yonder wide
circumference of heaven,//At morn or when the day-star rides on high,//Or when the
calm and mellowed light of even//Softens the glory of the western sky,//Spreads only
varied beauties to thine eye.//<...>//Richard, the lot which fate to thee has given,//I
not unenvying shall recall to mind,//In that foul town, by other fate confined,//Where
never running brook, nor verdant field,//Nor yonder wide -circumference of
heaven,//Sweet solace to the wearied soul can yield[3,;360].

(To A Friend Settled In The Country).

HpI/I 9TOM CJICAYCT 0co00 MMOAYCPKHYTh, UTO JIA P. CaYTI/I XapaKTECpHO HC CTOJILKO
OTTOPIKCHUEC TOPOACKOIO nem3axa Kak TaKOBOI'O, CKOJIBKO a0COJIIOTHOE HCIIPHUATHC
MECT OOJIBIIOTO CKOILJICHUS J'IIOI[CIZ:
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<...>, and the rapt soul
From the foul haunts of herded human-kind
Flies far away with spirit speed, and tastes
The untainted air, that with the lively hue
Of health and happiness illumes the cheek
Of mountain liberty [3;381].
(On A Landscape Of Gaspar Poussin)

N3yuenne nupuku P. Caytm [naé€r OCHOBaHHS YCOMHHUTBCS B TIPABUIBHOCTHU
pacTUpPaXUPOBAHHOIO INPEACTABIEHUA O IMO3TE, Kak O IIEBLIE MpPAyHOro,
HECIIOKOMHOTO Mel3a)ka. YMHUPOTBOPSAIOIIME  YEJIOBEKA IEH3aXKHBIE 3apUCOBKHU
ABJISIIOTCSL. HEOTHEMJIEMOM YacThI0 OIPOMHOTO KOJIMYECTBA IMPOMU3BEACHUN W3 €ro
JUTEpaTypHOro Hacieaus. B kadecTBe mpumepa MOXKHO NPHBECTH OTPBIBOK H3
ctuxotBopenust «K cozepyanuroy  (To Contemplation), Tie mnepen MBICICHHBIM
B30pPOM YHUTATENs MPEACTaET cepeOPUCThI M3BUIUCTBHIM pyde€K, MPOTEKAIOIUN 10
TUXOW JOJUHE, CIBIIIHO, KaK B3JIbIXaeT BeTep Ha (uaakoBoM Oepery, U MATKHE,
MPUTIIYIIEHHBIE 3BYKHM 3aCTaBISIOT CaMOro IMod3Ta AyMaTh M BeaymuBaTbea. OT ero
BHUMAaHMSI HE YKPBIBAETCS 3BYK MOJETa HECKOJIBKO COHHOrO KyKa, cepeOpsiiasics
JyHHasl TOPO’KKa, KOTOPYIO OCTAaBJIAET MOJI3yIasl YJIUTKA U CBET CHUJIAIIETO B TPAaBE
KYKa-CBETJISIYKA, CTOJIb XOPOILIO 3AMETHBIN HOYBIO:

Or lead me where amid the tranquil vale
The broken stream flows on in silver light,
And I will linger where the gale
O'er the bank of violets sighs.
Listening to hear its softened sounds arise;
And hearken the dull beetle's drowsy flight:
And watch the horn-eyed snail
Creep o'er his long moon-glittering trail.
And mark where, radiant through the night,
Moves in the grass-green hedge the glow-worm's living light[3;384].
(To Contemplation)
Kak BUIHO yXe W3 3TOr0 OTpPBIBKA, UCTOYHHUKH cBeTa B mod3um P. CayTm OdYeHB
MHOTO0Opa3Hbl, OJHAKO IIEHTPAJIbHBIM, BCE e, SIBIAETCS MOTHB COJIHIIA, T. K.
UMEHHO OHO Ja€T CBET, KU3HEHHO HEOOXOAMMBIA BCEMY JKHBOMY. YCTaMHU CBOHMX
repoeB P. Caytu OykBajabHO CO3/1a€T TUMHBI 3TOM THEBHOMU 3BE3JIE:

Oh Thou, who mountest so triumphantly
In yonder heaven, beginning thy career
Of glory, Oh thou blessed Sun ![3;210]
(The Contvicts Of New South Wales)
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[ToaT yka3pIBaeT Ha TO, YTO JHOOOM mei3ax, OyJab TO paBHUHHbBIN, TOPUCTHIA WU
MOPCKOM, BBIIVISIAUT ropa3lo Kpale v Jydllle B Jydax COJIHIA:

<...> These fading leaves Fair spreads the vale below : I see the stream
That with their rich variety of hues Stream radiant on beneath the noontide sky.
Make yonder forest in the slanting sun A passing cloud darkens the bordering steep,
So beautiful, ...[3,372] Where the town-spires behind the castle towers
(Autumn) Rise graceful ; brown the mountain in its shade,
Whose circling grandeur, part by mists
The green moss shines with icy glare; concealed,
The long grass bends its spear-like form; Part with white rocks resplendent in the sun, ...
And lovely is the silvery scene [3,382]
When faint the sun-beams smile (On A Landscape Of Gaspar Poussin)
[3:375].

(Stanzas Written On The First Of
December, 1793)

How the sea
Far distant glitters as the sun-beams smile

And gaily wanton o'er its heaving breast!
[3:401]

(Sappho)

IIo MEpC YCHUIICHUA HHTCHCUBHOCTH CBCTA, HOI[‘IépKI/IBaeTCH BCcE OoubIIas pPagoCTb
OT BOCIIPUATHUA OKPYKAOIICTO MHpPA, T. K. COJHIC YaCTO «IIPOABILACT O6’BCKTBI,
paHCC HCPA3IINIUMBIC, ABJISSA B30PY HOBBIC KPACOTBI:

But seest thou, William, where the mists
Sweep o'er the southern sky.
The dim effulgence of the sun
That lights them as they fly ?
<...>
Then shall we see across the vale
The village spire so white,
And the grey wood and meadow green
Shall live again in light[3,;389].
(The Morning Mist)
B 31Ol CBsI3M clienyeT Takke OTMETHTh, YTO B OTPOMHOM IO3THYECKOM HACIICIHH
P. Caytn equHUYHBI CiTy4au, KOTJIa COJHIIC HE TMOJyYaeT OJHO3HAYHO MO3UTHBHYIO
omeHKy. Tak, K mpuMmepy, ObIBacT HACTOJBKO XOJIOJHO, YTO Ja)Ke 3axoisiiee 3a
oOJiaka 0JIeTHOE CBETHJIO BBITJISIAUT XOJOHBIM:

<..> The evening wind already
Makes one's teeth chatter, and the very sun,
Setting so pale behind those thin white clouds,
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Looks cold. 'Twill be a bitter night![3;232]
(The Sailor's Mother)
WNuorna nwuHas Tpareamss HE TIO3BOJIICT 4YEIOBEKY YBHJIECTH IPUBETINBOC
COJIHBIIIIKO UIMEHHO TaKOBBIM U TIOPAJ0BAThHCS MTOTOXEMY JTHIO:

" Lorraine was call'd to arms, and with her youth

Went Arnaud to the war. The morn was fair,

Bright shone the sun, the birds sung cheerily,
And all the fields look'd lovely in the spring;

But to Domremi wretched was that day,

For there was lamentation, and the voice

Of anguish, and the deeper agony

That spake not [3;7].

(Joan of Arc)

Emié pexe mosT onmuchIBaeT MasIsIee COJIHIIE, KOTOPOE 00XKHUTAET KOXKY, M TOrAa, Kak
B «Cmuxomeopenusx o pabomopeosne» (Poems On The Slave Trade), ouo
XapakTepusyeTcs UM Kak «aomoey (He groans not, though awaked by that fierce
sun,//New torturers live to drink their parent blood!)[3;204].

B orHomenun connua P. Caytu 4yacTto ucnosib3yeT BblpaxkeHue orb of day,
00s13aTeNIbHO yKa3bIBasgs Ha MEJJICHHBIM, HETOPOIUIMBBIA XapaKTep €ro BOCXO/a U
3axo0/a, a TAaK)Ke aKIEHTUPYS BHUMaHWE Ha BEJIMYUH 3TOTO HEOECHOTO CBETHIIA:

AND now, beneath tlie horizon_westering slow, Soon shall that glorious orb of day
Had sunk the orb of day :[3;15]. In all his strength arise,
(Joan of Arc) And roll along his azure way,
Through  clear  and  cloudless
Anon, slow-rising, comes the orb of day, skies[3,;389].
Slow fade the shadowy mists and roll away, (The Morning Mist)
The prospect opens on the traveller's sight,
And hills, and vales, and woods reflect the living RASH painter ! canst thou give the orb of
light[3,;141]. day
( The Retrospect) In all his noontide glory? [3;447].
(To A Painter Attempting Delia's

Why art thou silent ? Wherefore sleeps thy lay Portrait)
For faintly fades the sinking orb of day,

And yet thy music charms no more the grove For hopeless sorrow hails the lapse of
[3:162]. time,

( To the Nightingale) Rejoicing when the fading orb of day
Is sunk again in night,
That one day more is gone[3;377].
(Stanzas Writ Ten On The First Of
January, 1794)
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[Ipu »sTOM cnexyer oco0o mnoauepkHyTh, 4to i P. CayTtu xapakTepHO
m000BaHWE HE TOJBKO JHEBHBIM, HO W BEUEPHUM IieH3akeM, HaOJI0IaéMbIM Ha
3aKaTe COJIHIIA, YTO, OJAHAKO, HE JIeNaeT MPUPOJY MpadHee, a HaoOopoT, COOOIIaeT
YeJIOBEKY MEJaHXO0IUYECKOE OUTYIIEHNE KPACOThI:

And yonder wide circumference of heaven,
At morn or when the day-star rides on high,
Or when the calm and mellowed light of even
Softens the glory of the western sky,
Spreads only varied beauties to thine eye[3,;360].
(To A Friend Settled In The Country)
WNnn xe:

Delightful sure it is at early morning
To see the sun-beam shine on scenes so fair,
And when the eve the mountain heights adorning
Sinks slow, empurpling the luxurious air[3;363-364].
(To A Friend Expressing A Wish To Travel)

Tak ke, Kak M CBET COJHIA, KOTOpbIM YyKpamaer nenszax aHéM, P. Cayrtu
BOCXHILIAET U JIyHHBIN CBET, AEIAIOIIUN Kpalle Mei3ax HOUHOMU:

For lo! the moon with softer radiance gleams,
And lovelier heave the billows in her beams|[3;384].
(To Contemplation)
[To ananoruu ¢ «auckoM OHEBHbIM» P. CayTu B CBOMX MPOHU3BEIACHUSX MOPOU
YIIOMHUHAET U «IUCK HOUYHON», MSATKO POHSIOIINMA CBET HA HOYHBIC KAPTUHBI:

Or on the half-demolished tomb,
Whose warning texts anticipate my doom,
Mark the clear orb of night
Cast through the storying glass a faintly-varied light[3,385].
(To Contemplation)
HodHble MpOTryJIKU JETOM, TPU HESIPKOM CBETE JIYHBI, BOCIPUHUMAIOTCS MTO3TOM,
KaK POMAaHTHYHBIE WM HE TMpeaBemiaronme omnacHoctd. CHOBa MOTYEPKUBACTCS
HEO0OXOIMMOCTh OSXKATh MPOYb OT CKOIUICHUS JIFOJCH M HAWTH CYACThEe B YEIUHCHUH:

But sweeter 'tis to wander wild

By melancholy dreams beguiled,
While the summer moon's pale ray
Faintly guides me on my way

To the lone romantic glen

Far from all the haunts of men,
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Where no noise of uproar rude
Breaks the calm of solitude[3,385 ].
(To Contemplation)
XapakTepHOil 0COOEHHOCTBIO Mei3axHbIX 3apucoBok P. CayTu siBisieTcs TO, 4TO
OH He OOWTCS TMepuoja, Korja MPHUpPOAa HAXOIUTCS B 3UMHEH CISTUYKe— «3UMHel
Mo2uiey, BCeT/Ia BUJIS B 9TOM MPEIBECTUE BECHBI U MPOOYKICHHUE:

Reflection, too, may love the hour

When nature, hid in winter's grave,

No more expands the bursting bud,
Or bids the flowret bloom.

For nature soon in spring's best charms
Shall rise revived from winter's grave,
Again expand the bursting bud,
And bid the flowret bloom[3;375].
(Stanzas Written On The First Of December, 1793.)

[To coOCTBEeHHOMY TIPU3HAHHWIO TI09Ta, TAKOE OTHONIEHWE K MPHUPOAL
chopMHpPOBAIOCh Y HETO eIIé ¢ aeTcTBa. bymyunm peOEHKOM, OH BHIEHT B OCEHHEH
mope ¢ e majaroniei ¢ JepeBbEB JIMCTBOW NPHATHBIA 3HAK MPHOIUKAIOIIETOCS
Poxnecrtsa:

<...>I call to mind

The school-boy days, when in the falling leaves

I saw with eager hope the pleasant sign

Of coming Christmas, ... [3;372]

(Autumn)

Xots npu 3toM P. Caytu npusHaET, 4To MO I00HOE BOCIIPUATUE BOBCE HE SIBIISCTCS
XapaKTepHBIM JIS OOJIBIITMHCTBA JIIOJICH, KOTOpPBIC CKJIOHHBI yCMaTpuBaTh B
KpacoTaXx OCEHU YBSJIaHWE M Tpsayllee 3a0BEHHWE 3UMBI, MOJ00HOE 3a0BEHUIO,
BECHYAIOIIEMY JKH3HEHHBIN MMyTh Ka)KI0TO YeJIOBEKa:

To you the beauties of the autumnal year
Make mournful emblems, and you think of man
Doom'd to the grave's long winter, spirit-broke,
Bending beneath the burthen of his years,
Sense-dull’d and fretful, " full of aches and pains "[3,;372].
(Autumn)

Cpenu npyrux ocobeHHocred omucanuii npuponasl y P. Caytu ciemyer Ha3BaTh
yacToe oOpallleHHe Mod3Ta K JanuAapHbIM H300paKE€HUSIM, KOTOpbIE HAMIYYIIUM
00pa3oM NMoAUEPKUBAIOT CYTh U300paKaeMoro:
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<..> On the sunny brow
Of a fair hill, wood-circled, stood his home;
A pleasant dwelling, whence the ample ken
Gazed o'er subjected distance, and surveyed
Streams, hills, and forests, fair variety! [3;98]
(Joan of Arc)

Hnu orce:
Trees, mountains, castles, ships, sun, moon, and stars—
Splendid confusion! [3,30].
(Joan of Arc)

Vxe B cBoux paHHuX mnpousBeneHusx P. Caytu oOpaiaercs M K NPUPOIHBIM
o0pa3zaM-CHMBOJIaM, KOTOpbIE BIIOCJIEICTBUM MPOYHO 3aKPENSTCA B €r0 TBOPUYECTBE.
Cpenn HUX ¥ TOBOPJIMBBIN PydEEK, KOTOPBIM YAaCTO BOCHPUHUMAETCS TOJBKO JIMIIb
MOCPEJICTBOM ClIyXa, B OTCYTCTBHE BHU3yaJlbHOW KapTUHKU; W o0Opa3 1ay0a,
Pa3HOIUIAHOBO PACCMOTPEHHBI B JIMPUKE T03Ta; OECHIYMHO TEKYIIHE BO/JIbI,
KOTOpbIE HE MPEACTABISAIOT OMACHOCTU [JJIs YEJOBEKa; TOpbl, JOJIMHBI U JIeca, KaKk
OpraHWYHBIE COCTABJISAIOIIME MPHUBBIYHOIO MOATY Nel3axa U T. A. OCTaHOBUMCH, K
npuMmepy, Ha oOpaze ayba, K KOTOPOMY HacTo MOAT oOpaiaics Aake B paMKax
onHoro mnpousBenenus. Tak, B «Kanne J['Apk» MoAOOHBIX NPUMEPOB Cpazy
HECKOJIBKO:

With most delightful wonder I have heard//Tales of the Elfin tribe that on its
banks//Hold midnight revelry. An ancient oak,//The goodliest of the forest, grows
beside;//Alone it stands, upon a green grass plat,//By the woods bounded like some
little isle.//It ever hath been deem'd their favourite tree;//They love to lie and rock
upon its leaves.//And bask them in the moonshine [3;13].

Methinks it is not strange, then, that I fled//The house of prayer, and made the
lonely grove//My temple, at the foot of some old oak/[3;33].

As o'er some flowery field the busy bees//Pour their deep music, pleasant melody
To the tired traveller, under some old oak//Stretch'd in the chequer'd shade ;
[3:39]

Then he would sit//Beneath the coetaneous oak, whilst round,//Sons, grandsons,
and their offspring join'd to form//The blameless merriment, and learnt of him[3,;86].

Kaxk BHUJAHO H3 BBI]J.ICHpI/IBCI[éHHBIX OTPBIBKOB, IIOJ3T HOI[‘IépKI/IBaCT ocoboe
YAOBOJILCTBUC, KOTOPOC HUCIBITHIBACT YCIIOBCK, CUAA ITO0J MacCCHUBHOU KpOHOﬁ I[Y6a u
BCCraa 06pa1uaeT BHUMMAaHME 4YMTATEJIslI Ha IIOYTCHHBIU BO3pacT OONBIIOTO W
KpaCHuBOIro JC€pcBa, 110 JICTCHAC CTOJIb JIFOOMMOT0 C-)J'IB(i)aMI/I. I{J’IH 3TOI'o0 OH
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UCIIONb3yeT MO0 mpuiaratelbHbie “old” u “ancient”, nubo0, Kak B IOCIEIHEM
npuMepe, HM300pakaeT  IMOXHWJIOTO  YeJIOBEKa, CHAAIICTO B OKPY)KEHUH
MHOTOYHCIICHHBIX ITOTOMKOB IIOJ] CTOJb JKE€ CTapbIM, Kak W OH caM, ayoom. I
P. Caytm Taxke XapakTepHO BOCXMIICHHE BBIHOCIUBOCTBIO W MOIIBIO 3TOTO
pacTeHus1, KOTOPOE HE CIIOCOOHBI CIIOMUTH JaXKe CHIIBHBIN BeTep U OypH, 4TO, B CBOIO
o4yepeib, MOXKET CTaTh MPUMEPOM CTOMKOCTH U JJIS YEIOBEKa!

And what, my friend, is life ?//What but the many-weather'd April day!//Now
darkly dimm'd by clouds of strife,//Now glowing in propitious fortune's ray,//Let the
reed yielding bend its weakly form,//For, firm in rooted strength, the oak defies the
storm[3;165].

(To Lycon)

HmeHHO 3TO, B CBOIO oOuepelb, W OOYCIOBIMBAaEeT aBTOPCKUE OOpalieHus K
JTAHHOMY pacTUTEIBLHOMY OO0pa3y-CHMBOJY B CPaBHEHHUSX JIMYHOCTHBIX KadyeCTB
OTJENIBHBIX JIFOICH C CHIION OOJBIIIOT0, XOPOIIO YKOPEHUBIIIETOCS 1y0a:

With Talbot's giant force//The daring herald urged unequal fight,//For like some
oak that firm with deep-fix'd roots//Mocks at the storm, the undaunted earl
endur'd//His rude assault.[3,;90].

(Joan of Arc)

The chieftain stood// Like the strong oak, amid the tempest's rage,//That stands
unharm'd, and while the forest falls,//Uprooted round, lifts its high head aloft,//And
nods majestic to the warring wind[3,128].

(Joan of Arc)

NHorma 5TOT mpoCTOM M MOHATHBIA YWTATENI0 00pa3 HUCMOJIb3YeTCS MOITOM JJIs
TOTO, YTOOBI OOBSICHUTHh KaKyHO-HHOYJb MCTHHY, KaK, K MPUMEPY, TO, YTO Jaxe K
MPOIIECCY CO3EPIaHMsl CIEAYyeT OTHOCHUTHCS KpaiHE BIYMYHBO. B CcTHXOTBOpeHUHU
«/lyo nawux npeokos» (The Oak of Our Fathers) P. Caytu yka3pIBaeT Ha TO, YTO
3en€HOe pacTeHre, KOTOPOe BHUIHO M3Aalieka W pagyeT IJia3 MyTeleCTBEeHHUKA, 3TO
HE TOT CTaphlid 1y0, KOTOPBIN COCTABIISUI CJIaBy U TOPAOCTH Jieca, a IJIIOMI, KOTOPBIA U
YHUUYTOXXHJI HEKOT/1a OYEHBb KPACUBOE M MOIIHOE JICPEBO:

What the travellers at distance green-flourishing see,
Are the leaves of the ivy that ruined the tree.

Alas for the oak of our fathers that stood
In its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood! [3,;367]
(The Oak of Our Fathers)
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P. Caytu co3man ob6pa3 ay0a, TECHO OOBHUTOIO IUIFOIIOM, U B CTHUXOTBOPEHUH
«Cmancol, Hanucaunvie 1 Oexabps 1793 eo.» (Stanzas Written On The First Of
December, 1793):

And mark the clustered berries bright
Amid the holly's gay green leaves,
The ivy round the leafless oak

That clasps its foliage close[3;375].

B sToM npousBeneHun JepeBo emé He OTJalI0 BCE CBOM COKHM PACTEHHUIO-TIApas3uTy,
KaK 9TO OMHCHIBaeTCs B «JlyOe Hammx OTIOBY», a MPUYMHON OTCYTCTBHS JINCTHEB Ha
HEM SIBIISIETCS 3UMHUM TIepro]l BpeMeHr. OTHAKO YMTATENI0, TEM HE MEHee, TOHATCH
IpAAyIIni ucxoa momobHoro coceactsa. [lostomy pobkast mobponerens, KOTopas
noj00HO IUTIOIY Ha Ay0e ueruisieTcs 3a 0ojee MPOYHBIA OCTOB PEJIMTUM U Tak
MIEPEKUBALT TSHKETTBIE BPEMEHA, KOHTEKCTYalIbHO HE TOy4aeT MO3UTUBHYIO OIICHKY:

So virtue diffident of strength
Clings to religion's firmer aid,
And by religion's aid upheld
Endures calamity [3;375].
(Stanzas Written On The First Of December, 1793.)

Crnenyer TakkKe OTMETHTh, YTO CHIIbHOE TiaroteHue P. CayTw K €CTECTBEHHOM,
HUYEM HE TMPUYKPAIICHHOW M HE B3JICJICSHHON YEIIOBEUSCKHM TPYIOM Cpele
OOWTaHUs HAaXOJIUT CBOE BHIPAKCHHE B MHOTOYMCICHHBIX KPACOYHBIX CPABHCHHSX,
nepconnukanuiax, Merapopax W JIPYyruX  CTWIMCTHYCCKMX  NpHEMax
XYJ0’)KECTBEHHOTO0 OmMucaHus. Tak, K mpuMepy, TEMHOE M HHM3KO IpOJIETAIoIIee 10
HeOy obnako P. Caytu B «JKanne JI" Apk» Ha3bIBaeT «Heapa/I0HO Oypb»(the womb of
tempests). Jiogu, BCTpeTHBIIMECS Ha Toje OpaHM CpPaBHUBAIOTCA C «IBYMS
MPOTHBOOOPCTBYIONIMMH O0OJlakaMu, HECYyIIMMH B CBOEM upeBe Tpo3y»(Like two
conflicting clouds,//Pregnant with thunder, rushed the hostile hosts). Obnaka y P.
CayTu crocoOHBI TaK)Ke MUTH OJIarofaTHBIN y4 coHIa(Morning came: dim through
the shade//The first rays glimmer; soon the brightening clouds// Drink the rich beam,
and o’er the landscape spread//The dewy light). B ogHOM U3 CBOUX MOCBSIIECHUM
MO3T PACCKa3bIBACT YUTATEIIO O TOM, YTO KOTJa CEpJeM OH ObUI OJMHOK M TPYJICH
OBUT ero MyTh, OH yTEHIAJICS TEM, UTO CPBIBAN «QUKOpACYWUe U He3AMbICI08AMble
usemot [loa3uuy:

Lonely my heart, and rugged was my way,
Yet often plucked I, as I passed along,
The wild and simple flowers of Poesy;
(Dedicatory Sonnet To His Wife)
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B cBoém ctuxotBOpeHUu «Bs3ensio 6 npoutnoey(The Retrospect) mod3T TOBOPUT O
«oonune nemy(MPEKIOHHOM BO3PaCTe) U «mMyuax YMCMEEHHOU MeMHOMbLY

As on I journey through the vale of years,
By hopes enlivened or deprest by fears,
Allow me, Memory, in thy treasured store
To view the days that will return no more.
And yes ! before thine intellectual ray,
The clouds of mental darkness melt away![3;141]
(The Retrospect)

«llomox nemy (stream of years) nosmusercs B «Kanne [['Apk» a Takxke B
«Cmancax, nanucannolx 1 aueaps 17942.»:

Calm flow'd the unruffled stream of years <..>
along, That swift the stream of years
Till o'er the peaceful rustic's head, grew grey Rolls to eternity ? [3,376]
The hairs in full of time [3,;86]. (Stanzas Written
(Joan of Arc) On The First Of January, 1794)

Paccyxnas B mosme «Kaunna /[ apx» o cune Binacth, P. Caytu Ha3bIBaeT €€
HEIUIOJJOHOCSIIUM JI€PEBOM, KOTOPOE MCTOYAET CMEPTOHOCHYIO POCY, YOMBAIOIIYIO
BCE pa3HOTPABKE 1O/ CBOUMU SIOBUTHIMH CYUbSIMU:

Does Power, a barren, death-dew-dropping tree.
Blast ev'ry herb beneath its baleful boughs![3,;52]
(Joan of Arc)
B ctuxorBopenun «Hanucannom uz Jlonoona» P. CayTu ynoTpeOJsieT 3muTeT
«2pubHble» TI0 OTHOIICHHUIO K YYBCTBAaM, YKa3bIBas Ha OTCYTCTBHE BCIKOW OCHOBBHI B
WX MOSIBJICHUN U Pa3BUTHH:
Mine are no mushroom feelings which spring up
At once without a seed and take no root,
Wiseliest distrusted [3;354].
(Written from London)

B nos3uu P. Caytu J0BOJIBHO paclpOCTPAHEHHBIM SIBJIAETCA U MPUEM CPABHEHUA.
B «Kanne J['Apx», X TpuUMEpYy, AaHIJIMMUCKUI KOpPOJb CpPAaBHUBAETCA C
OIyCTOIIaloIIeH Oypei:

<..> In battle bold,
Savage in conquest, their victorious king
Swept like the desolating tempest round [3,19].

(Joan of Arc)
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B «lloxoponax condoama» (The Soldier’s Funeral) P. CayTu cpaBHHMBaeT yXo.
OJTHOTO OE3BECTHOTO YEIIOBEKA C CYXHM JUCTKOM, KOTOPBI COBEPIICHHO HE3aMETHO
OBIBAaET CMETEH C JiepeBa JIETOM:

<...>, he is gone,
Dropt from existence, like the withered leaf
That from the summer tree is swept away.
Its loss unseen [3;358].
(The Soldier's Funeral)

Cné3bl MOJIOABIX JIFOJEH TTOAT YIOJ00JISIET allPEIbCKUM JIMBHSAM, KOTOPHIE BHE3AITHO
HAYMHAIOTCA U CTOJIb )K€ BHE3aITHO 3aKaHUYUBAIOTCH

Like April showers the tears of youth descend,
Sudden they fall, and suddenly they end;[3,;142]
(The Retrospect)
PaccmarpuBas MHHHMATIOPDY C COOCTBEHHBIM H300pakeHHEM, KOTopas Oblia
HalmucaHa, Korja OyayuiemMy modsTy ObUIo TOoibKO ABa roja, P. Caytu cpaBHUBaet
CBOM OpOBH C IIaJbl0 03€pa, KOTOPYIO HE TPEBOKUT JaKe CaMbli JIETKUI BETEPOK:

And I was once like this ! that glowing cheek
Was mine, those pleasure-sparkling eyes ; that brow
Smooth as the level lake, when not a breeze
Dies o'er the sleeping surface ![3,378]
(On My Own Miniature Picture, Taken At Two Tears Of Age)

CJICI[yeT TaKXKXC€ OTMCTHTBL, 4YTO P. CaYTI/I CBOMCTBEHHO IMPOBOJAUTL IIapaJlICIn
MCIKAY KU3HbIO HpeI[CTaBI/ITCJICﬁ MHDPA JKUBOTHBIX U YCJIOBCKA!:

For spider, thou art like the poet poor,
Whom thou hast help'd in song.
Both busily our needful food to win,
We work, as nature taught, with ceaseless pains,
Thy bowels thou dost spin,
I spin my brains[3,;357].
(To a Spider)
C pa3HBIX TO3UIMH paccMaTpuBas TOYKH HMX CONPUKOCHOBEHHMS, IS I103Ta
XapaKTepHO pacCyKJIaTh Ha OJHY M Ty e TeMy Cpa3y B HECKOJBKHX CBOMX
MIPOU3BEACHUSAX, BBIOUpPAsl CXOMHBIC XYI0KECTBCHHBIC CPEACTBA IS BOIUIOMICHUS
CBOETO 3aMBbICIIA.
B ctuxorBopenun «Ceunvsiy (The Pig. A Colloquial Poem), HanucaHHOM B
pasroBOpHON MaHepe, MO3T OCTPOYMHO M HMPOHHYHO JIOKA3bIBa€T CBOEMY
co0eceTHUKY TI0 TTyHKTaM, B 4€éM 3aKJIF0YacTCs OYapOBaHWE CBHHBHM M yKa3bIBacT Ha
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HEJIOMYyCTUMOCTh TIPE3PUTEIIBHOTO OTHOILICHUS K OSTOMY JKHBOTHOMY. Tak, K
npumepy, P. CayTu Bo3pakaeT MpOTHB TOTO, YTO CBHHBS ykacHa. ETo aprymeHTHI
3aKIJIIOYAIOTCS B TOM, YTO 00 3TOM >KMBOTHOM, Kak M O >KEHIIMHE, HECTPaBEJINBO
CYIUTh, KOT/Ia Ta HE O/eTa. A eclii BOOOPa3UTh CBHHBIO B HApsJE, C HAHECEHHBIMU
pyMsiHamu, BnedaTienue Oyaer Apyrum. [lo muenuto P. CayTtu, ¢ cuMmaTHaHBIMU
3aBUTKaMH, TOXOSIIMMH Ha XBOCT JTOTO JKHBOTHOTO, B MHpPE JIOJCH pacimyTHas
BeTpeHHIIa oOpeTaeT cebe B CYNpyrd TrOCyAapCTBEHHOro Myxa M T. 1. B «Ome
cBunbe...» (Ode To A Pig While His Nose Was Being Bored) mod3T HE COBETYET
KUBOTHOMY TIPOTHUBHUTHLCS KOJBILYy B HOCY, T. K., 10 €r0 MHEHHUIO, HE HaWAETCS HU
eIMHOM JIeu Ha BCell 3eMIie, KoTopasi Okl He MPOKOJIoja cebe Yy U He BcTaBujia Obl
Tyna cepbru. ColMann3upoBaHHAs CBHHbBs, Kak mnumer P. Caytu, mo Oaprepy
OOMEHUBAET CBOM IMpaBa Ha TMPEIECTH CBUHAPHHKA, 3€PHO U YXOM, KOTOPHIE MOXKET
JaTh JUIIb YeJoBeK. ECIi 3aKOHBI, M0 KOTOPBIM KUBYT CBUHBHU TOJT 3aIIUTON JIFOACH,
YeM-TO HE yCTPaMBAIOT ATUX )KMUBOTHBIX, MOKHO TOTIBITATh Y/Ia4l B TUKOW MPHUPOJE,
B JIeCy, IJIE €XEYacHO IIOJCTEPEraloT pPa3IMyHble OMACHOCTH: HEIOCTATOK EIIbI,
npecie0BaHusl OXOTHUKOB, JIOBYIITKH, CTapblii OOPOB, KOTOPBIA MOEAAeT MOJOIHSIK
TOTO K€ BUJIA.

[TosTOMYy, KOT/Ia CBHHBSI YyBCTBYET B CBOEM TOpJIie JIe3BHE HOXKA, CIUHCTBEHHOE,
YTO OHAa JOJDKHA HCIBITHIBATH — TaK 3TO OJaroJapHOCTh U MPEJaHHOCTH CBOEMY
XO035IMHY, KOTOPbIX CYEll, 4TO €€ yac mpoOuII:

And when, at last, the closing hour of life
Arrives (for pigs must die as well as man),

When in your throat you feel the long sharp knife,
And the blood trickles to the pudding pan,

And, when at last, the death wound yawning wide,
Fainter and fainter grows the expiring cry,

Is there no grateful joy, no loyal pride,
To think that for your master's good you die? [3;343]

OpmHaKko, HECMOTPSI Ha JOCTYIMHOCTh M3JI0KEHHUS, CTPOHHOCTh «apryMEHTAII» U
MPaBIMBBI XapakTep HW3IaraeMbiX (akToB, aBTOP TOJBOAUT YHTATENS K TOMY,
9TOOBI TOT CaM JIeall BBIBOABI 00 Hiee ITOro MPOU3BEICHUS, OCTaBasiCh HACAMHE CO
CBOMMH COOCTBEHHBIMH Pa3MBIIUICHUSIMHA O HECIPABEIAJIUBOCTH OOIIECTBEHHOTO
yCTPOWCTBA, B3aMMOOTHOIIICHHUSX )KUBOTHOTO M YEJIOBEKa B MPUPOJE H T. 1.

OdeHp ONMM3KUM JTOMY MPOU3BEACHUIO IO TeMe, WJAEe U MaHepe H3JI0KCHHUS
SABJISIETCS  CTUXOTBOpeHue «Tanyyrowuti medseos...» (The Dancing Bear.
Recommended To The Advocates For The Slave Trade), B KOTOpPOM MOAT 3aTparuBaeT
BCE Te e BOJIHYIOIINE €T0 MPOoOJIeMbl, TOTIEPKUBAst HETOMYCTUMOCTh BCAKOTO poJia
NPUHYXJIEHUS, CTOJIh YaCTO MHOTUMHU 0J100pSEMOTO0:
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<...>And politicians say,//(Wise men who in the scale of reason give//No foolish
feelings weight,) that thou art here//Far happier than thy brother bears who
roam//O'er trackless snows for food ; that being born//Inferior to thy leader, unto
him//Rightly belongs dominion ; that the compact//Was made between ye, when thy
clumsy feet//First fell into the snare, and he gave up//His right to kill, conditioning
thy life//Should thenceforth be his property :—besides,//'Tis wholesome for thy
morals to be brought//From savage climes into a civilized state,//Into the decencies of
Christendom [3;392].

(The Dancing Bear. Recommended To The Advocates For The Slave Trade)

CruxorBopenue P. Cayru «/lewuna» HauMHAaeTCs C NPOCHOBI, aAPECOBAHHON
no3ToM HekoeMy Hukomacy, 4ToObl TOT He CpbIBaj OpexX MO TOM MpHUYMHE, YTO TaM
COJIEPKUTCS IMYMHKAa HACEKOMOTO, JIJI1 KOTOPOI'O CKOPJIyIa SIBISETCS COOCTBEHHBIM
nomoM, Kkpernocthio. IloaTomy, mo mHenuto P. CayTu, He cTOMT coBepHIiaTh 3Ty
«Kpadicy co eznomomy» u «youuicmeoy. llpeacraButensm @uopsl U (payHbl MOIT
TPaJMIIMOHHO TPUIIKUCHIBAET JYXOBHYIO JKHU3Hb, CBOMCTBEHHYIO YEJIOBEKY, YTO
OTIMYaeT MHOrue ero mnpousBeAeHus. CpaBHMM, K MpPUMEPY, Hayaiao 3TOro
CTUXOTBOPEHMSI, C IEPBBIMU CTPOKAMU €ro «Po3b»:

NAY gather not that filbert, Nicholas, NAY EDITH! spare the rose ;—it lives, it lives,
There is a maggot there,—it is his house— 1t feels the noon-tide sun, and drinks refresh'd
His castle—Oh commit not burglary ! The dews of night ; let not thy gentle hand
Strip him not naked, 'tis his clothes, his shell, Tear its life-strings asunder, and destroy

His bones, the very armour of his life. The sense of being —Why that infidel smile ?
And thou shalt do no murder, Nicholas! Come, I will bribe thee to be merciful,

[3,348] And thou shalt have a tale of other times,

For I am skill'd in legendary lore,
So thou wilt let it live [3;369].

Cronp TpemeTrHoOe OTHOIIEHWE K NpUpoJe o4yeHb xapakrepHo s P. Cayrwu.
[loka3aTenbHbl, K IPUMEPY, €r0 CI0Ba, OOpalIéHHbIE K 00KbEl KOPOBKE U YBSIIIEMY
COPBaHHOMY IIBETKY, U3 OJTHOUMEHHBIX CTUXOTBOPEHHUIA:

My watchful look thy loitering saunter guards,// My ready hand thy footstep shall
protect[3;390].
(To The Burnie Bee)

UNGREATEFUL he who plucked thee from thy stalk,//Poor faded flow'ret[3;162]
(The Faded Flower)
B «Jlemuue» P. Caytm Takke KacaeTcsl 3aKOHOB TPUPOIBI, JaKe €CIU OHHU
KacaloTCsl BCETO JIUIIb YePBAUKA, PACCYKIAACT O €CTECTBEHHBIX Bparax, KOTOPHIMHU Ta
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Cro HazacJIniia. HpI/I 9TOM HCU3MCHHO, B ATOM XK€ CBsA3H, BO3HUKACT IIapaJlICIb C
YeJIOBEKOM U CIIOCOOOM €ro CymicCTBOBAHUA:

Man also hath his dangers and his foes,//As this poor maggot hath, and when [
muse//Upon the aches, anxieties, and tears,//The maggot knows not, Nicholas,
methinks//It were a happy metamorphosis//To be enkernelled thus : never to hear//Of
wars, and of invasions, and of plots,//Kings, Jacobines, and tax-commissioners,//To
feel no motion but the wind that shook//The filbert tree, and rocked me to my
rest;//And in the middle of such exquisite food//To live luxurious ! the perfection
this//Of snugness ! it were to unite at once//Hermit retirement, aldermanic bliss,//And
stoic independence of mankind/[3;348].

Kak BuUAHO U3 BbIIIE MPUBEAEHHOTO OTPBIBKA, PAa3MBILUICHUS O NpUpojAe U €&
YCTPOKCTBE CHOBA HAaBEBAIOT MOATY Pa3MBILLJICHHS O BEIIAX COBCEM MHOTO MOpPSJIKA.
KpoBaBbie pacnpaBel SIKOOMHLIEB, KOTOopble YyxxacHynau Epony, P. Cayrtu
MepevrcisieT B KOHTEKCTe TOro, 4Yero eMy Jyulie Obl He 3HaTh U HE CIbIIaTh. Jaxe
B NIEPHO/] IOHOIIECKOT0 pajuKain3Ma Mod3T JAaJIeKO HE BCErja BHYTpPEHHE Of00psi U
MPUHUMAJI COOBITHS, CBS3aHHbIE C TepuoAoM mociie DpaHIy3cKod OypKya3HOU
peBosmoiui. OHU OCTaBUJIM TIIYOOKHH OTHEYATOK B €ro Aylle U He ObUIM MpeJaHbI
3a0BeHMIO BHOCHEACTBUU. [lOATOMY €ro Tak Ha3bIBAEMOE «OTCTYIIHHUYECTBO» U
OOBHMHEHHMSI B TOM, YTO OH OBLI MO CYTH CBOEH «pEHEraT» U «nepedekynKk», HUKaK He
OCHOBBIBAIOTCSI HA W3YyYEHHM OBOJIOIUU TMOJUTHYECKUX BO33PEHHUM I103Ta, a
ABIIAIOTCS] CKOPEE CUIOMUHYTHBIMH.

3aroBopbl, BOWHBI W 3aBOeBaHUs, MO cBuAeTenbcTBy P. Caytu B TOM ke
«JlemuHe», TakkKe OTPABISIIOT JKU3Hb YEJIIOBEKA, YTO YKa3blBAET HA €ro
KOHCEPBAaTUBHOE CTPEMIICHHE K CTAOMIBHOCTU U OTCYTCTBUIO KaKUX-IHOO NEPEMEH B
rOCYJapCTBEHHOM YCTPOMCTBE.

W uMeHHO Ba)KHOCTb U CEPbE3HOCTH 3aTparuBaeMbIX MPOOJIEM B TPOU3BEACHUSIX C
JOBOJILHO OTBJICUEHHBIMU Ha3BaHUAMHM, TUNA «JlemnHay, SABIAIOTCS XapaKTepHbIMU
st tBopuectBa P. Caytu. Tak, B crtuxorBopenun «K nuene» (To A Bee) moot
U3BJIEKAET YPOK M3 OMBITa 3TOr0 TPYAOJOOMBOrO HACEKOMOTO, KOTOpOE BCErja ¢
OTPOMHBIM PBEHHEM TPYIUTCSA, 3aroTaBIUBAeT MEJ, HO HUKOI/A HE IOJb3YyeTcCs
3UMOM TUIOJJaMH CBOETO TPYyAa:

Thou art a miser, thou busy busy bee!
Late and early at employ;
Still on thy golden stores intent,
Thy summer in heaping and hoarding is spent.
What thy winter will never enjoy;
Wise lesson this for me, thou busy busy bee!

Little dost thou think, thou busy busy bee!
What is the end of thy toil.
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When the latest flowers of the ivy are gone
And all thy work for the year is done,
Thy master comes for the spoil.

Woe then for thee, thou busy busy bee![3;353]

DTUM 03T KaK OBl 3aHOBO HAIIOMHUHAET YEJIOBEKY, YTO OH HE JIOJDKCH YPE3MEpPHO
3aJIyMBIBaThCSl O JHE TPSAAYIIEM W 3aroTaBJIMBaTh Oojiee, YeM HY)KHO Ha OJUH JICHb.
bubnelickas ucTuHa ri1acut, uto bor 3HaeT 0 MOTPEOHOCTAX U HYXKJaX YesIOBEKa Tak
e, KaK OH 3HaeT O HEOOXOAMMOCTH B €/¢ JaKe IJIs1 MajeHbKON nmTudku. Hemapom
K€ U3BECTHOE U3PEUCHHE TTACUT: « bydem Oenv, Oyoem u nuway.

B ctuxorBoperun «K nayxyy» P. Cayru oOpamiaeT BHUMaHHE YUTATENSI HA TO, YTO
HE CTOMT HAHOCHUTH BpeJa JaKe HACEKOMOMY, YTO TEPEKIMKAETCS C HIeeH ero
«Jlewyunory. CHOBa OH TIPOBOJUT Mapajuieh MEXIY YEJIOBEKOM M CYIIECTBOM Ooiiee
HU3KOTO TOPSIJIKa, JIeJias BBIBOJ O TOM, YTO €CJIU Thl IPHYMHHUIIE 3JI0 OoJiee cliabomy
n 0e33alMUTHOMY bB0XXbeMy CO3MIaHHIO, OJHAXABI MOXKET HAWTHCh HEKTO, KTO
HaBpeAuT TeOe. M 3To B paBHOW CTENMEHM KacaeTcs IaykKa, KOTOPBIH €CT MYX, H
YeJI0BEKa, KOTOPBIA MOXKET JIETKO CIIPABUTHCS C TTAYKOM:

SPIDER! thou need'st not run in fear about
To shun my curious eyes,
I wont humanely crush thy bowels out.
Lest thou should'st eat the flies,—
Nor will I roast thee with a damn'd delight
Thy strange instinctive fortitude to see,

For there is one who might
One day roast me[3;356].

[Tayk, KOTOpBIN TUIETET JIOBYIIKH I MyX, cpaBHHBaceTcs P. CayTu ¢ TeM, Kak
3aHMMACTCS CBOMM HEYHMCTHIM IpoMbiciioM CaTtaHa. JIr0OONBITHO, YTO yKa3bIiBas Ha
Carany (Satan, sire of lies), 03T TIONIB3yETCA TEM KE XYHA0KECTBEHHBIM MPUEMOM,
KOTOPBIN OH u30pan onHax bl B XKanne J[' Apk, xapakrepusys bora(7The Sire of All).
Oto emé pa3 MOATBEPXKIAACT, YTO B IJIaHE BBHIOOpA TEM JUIsI CBOMX MPOM3BEICHUN U
3aTeM B MOAOOpEe CPEeACTB XyAoxkecTBeHHOro omucanws, P. Caytu yacTo uepmaer
UJICU U3 YK€ CO3JITaHHBIX COOCTBEHHBIX TBOPCHHUIA.

Takum oOpa3oM, MOJBITOXKHUBAS PE3YJIBTATHl MCCIICIOBAHUS, CICIYET OTMETHTH,
gyro mig P. CayTk XapakTepHO BIYMYHBO CO3€pIlaTh OKPYXKAIOMUKA MHP M HCKATh
o0Ire 3aKOHBI MPUPOJIBI, KOTOPhIC OOBEAUHSIIOT YEIOBEKA, PACTCHUS U JKUBOTHBIX,
MyCTh JJaXK€ CaMOr0 HU3KOTO mopsaka. HeTpoHyTyro pyko# desoBeka MpUpOAy MO3T
HaJIeNseT 0co00i CBITOCTBIO, BUAS B HEW MyIpocTh camoro TBopma. OrpomHoe
BHUMAaHHE B OIHMCAHUAX MPHUPOABI TPATUIIMOHHO YACNSCTCS 3BYKY, KOTOPBIH HE
MEHEE Ba)KCH, 4YeM BH3yajbHas KapTuHka. Y P. CayTu, NpuU3HAHHOTO MacTepa
TOTHYCCKUX KapTUH, MOXXHO HAWTH BEIMKOC MHOXKECTBO CO3JaHHBIX UM
YMHPOTBOPSIIOIINX, 3aJUTHIX CBETOM M HE BCKIIOKOYCHHBIX OYypsIMU TEH3axei, 4To
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OTKpPBIBAET €r0 C COBEPIICHHO HOBOW CTOPOHBI. YEIWHEHHUE W IOKOW Ha JIOHE
NPUPOJBI HE NPEIACTABISIOTCA II03TY YEM-TO VYKACHBIM, A€ €CJIM OH OJHWH
CO3EpUACT MEN3aXX B HOUYHOE BpeMs. HampoTuB, 10 €ro MHEHHWIO, TUIIWHA U MOKON
HAIOJIHAIOT YEJIOBEKa HACHaXICHUEM, M[OAJECPKUBAIOT IYLIEBHOE pPaBHOBECHE.
P. Caytu Bblzenser B U300pakeHMsSIX Teii3axka HauOoyiee 3HAKOBbIE OOpa3bl-
CUMBOJIbI, KOTOPBIE 3aTe€M, KaK, K IpUMepy, 00pa3 1yda, pa3HOILUIAHOBO TPAKTYIOTCS
B Pa3JIMYHBIX €ro mpou3BeaeHUsAX. Onucannue BOJHOW CTUXUU MOAITOM MOAYUHSACTCS
OJIHOMY OCHOBHOMY TMpaBWIIYy: €CJIM HCTOYHHUK BOJbI Oe30maceH Uisi 4YejloBeKa U
BBI3BIBACT y HEr0 TOJILKO MPHUSATHBIE SMOIIMH, OH JIMOO HE BUJEH COBCEM WIIU K€
MPOCMATPUBAECTCA JHUIIb B OTJAJICHWHM, HO BCEraa OTIMYACTCSA MNPUITYIIEHHBIM
3BYKOM JKypuaiiei BojAbl. JlamuaapHOCTh H300paKEHHH W MHOTOYMCIICHHBIC
CTWJIMCTUYECKUE MPUEMBI XYJI0)KECTBEHHOTO OINMUCAHUA, CBA3AHHBIE C MPUPOIHBIMU
SIBJICHUSIMU, SIBJIAIOTCS OTJIMYUTENbHON yepToi no33uu P. CayTu, HaUMHas ¢ paHHETO
IIEpHUOJIa €TO TBOPUYECTBA.
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AHHOTALIMSA

JlanHas paboTa TOCBSIIEHA M3YYEHUI0 MUpPA TPUPOJAbI, KAKUM OH MPEACTaET B
mupuke P. Caytu. Ocoboe BHUMaHUE ynensieTcs (uiocoCKUM pa3MbIIUICHUSIM
[I03Ta O B3aMMOCBA3M BCEro cymero Ha 3ewse U npozopiauBoctd Tsopma. C
MaKCHUMaJIbHO JJOCTYIHOM MOJIHOTOM OBLIO MOKa3aHo, YTO JIAMUAApHbIE N300paXKeHus
nen3axen, OTeNbHbIE 00Pa3bl-CUMBOJIBI JUKON MPUPOABI, & TAKKE MHOTOYUCIICHHBIE
CTWJIUCTUYECKHE NMPUEMBI, OCHOBAHHbIE HA MPUPOAHBIX (EHOMEHaX, OOBEAMHSIOT
paHHME U O0Jiee MO3JHUE NPOU3BEACHHUS M10ATA.

B pabGore mnpuBoasTCS TMNpUMEpPHl TOr0, 4YTO YEJIWHEHHWE U MOJYaIUBOE
HaOJI0ICHUE 3a TMPUPOJHBIMU SIBICHUSIMHU MPEJCTABISIOTCS MOATY TEMHU ILENISAMH, K
KOTOpPBIM YEJIOBEKY JIOJDKHO CTPEMUTHCS Il OOpEeTeHHs] BHYTPEHHEIro IOKOS U
IYLIEBHOTO paBHOBecHs. MHOro BHUMaHUs YAEJICHO TAaKKE M3YYEHHUIO CIIOKOMHOIO
neizaxxka B TBopuectBe P. CayTu, ero omeITy UIpbl CO CBETOM NpPHU H300pa’KeHUU
JTHEBHBIX W HOYHBIX KapTUH. B cTaThbe NpUBOASATCS NpPHUMEPHI TOTO, YTO OCOOOM
CBAITOCTBIO TIO3T HAJEJSAET TOJbKO HETPOHYTYIO PYKOM uenoBeKa IpUpoay, u3deras
TOpPOJCKOM MECTHOCTH M3-3a OOJIBIIOrO cKoIieHus jroael. Llenbro nqaHHON padoTh
OBLJIO TaKXe MOKa3aTh, YTO 3BYKOBOE O(OPMIICHUE OTAENIbHBIX CLEH B JUPUKE 03T
HECET HE MEHBIIYIO CMBICIOBYIO Harpy3Ky, YeM BU3yalbHbIe 00pas3bl.

KitoueBble cioBa: npupojna, penurusi, bor, 3Byk, Bu3yasjabHblil 00pa3, yequHEHueE,
CIIOKOMCTBHUE.
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AHOTALA

Jlana poOoTa mpucBsY€Ha BUBUEHHIO CBITY IMPHUPOJAH, SKUM BiH MOCTa€ B JIPHILL
P. Cayti. OcobnuBa yBara mpuauiierbcs ¢GuiocohCbKUM MIPKYBAHHSIM IOETa MPO
B3a€MO3B'SI30K YChOT'O CYIIOTO Ha 3emili i mpo3opiuBocTi TBopis. 3 MakCUMaiIbHO
JIOCTYITHOIO TTOBHOTOIO OYJI0 TTOKa3aHo, 1110 JIamiapHi 300pakeHHs Mei3axiB, OKpeMi
00pa3u-CUMBOJIU JUKOI MPUPOAH, @ TAKOK YHCICHHI CTHIIICTUYHI IPUHOMHU, CTBOPEHI
Ha MOPIBHSAHHI 3 TPUPOAHUMHU (PEHOMEHAMHU, NMOEAHYIOTh PaHH1 i OUIBII Mi3H1 TBOPH
MoeTa.

VY po6oTi NpUBOAATHCS MPUKIAIN TOTO, IO CaMOTa ¥ MOBYAa3HE CIIOCTEPEKEHHS
3a MPUPOJHUMU SABHUILAMH MPECTABISAIOTHCS TOETOB1 TUMH IUISIMH, 10 SIKMX JIIOJIMHA
Ma€e MparHyTH 3aJJs TOro, 00 3HAWTM BHYTPINIHIN cmokiil 1 piBHOBary. barato
yBaru NpuUIeHO TAKOXK BUBUEHHIO CIIOKIHHOTO nen3axy y TBopuocTi P. Cayri, iforo
JOCBINY TpHU 31 CBITJIOM TpH 300pa)K€HHI JEHHUX 1 HIYHUX KapTUH. Y CTaTTi
MPUBOJATHCS MPUKIAIA TOTO, IO OCOOJMBOIO CBSTICTIO MMOET HAAUIAE TUIBKU
HEJOTOPKaHy NPUPOAY, YHUKAIOUM MICHKOi MICIIEBOCTI 4epe3 BEJIMKE CKYIMUYEHHS
moaer. Metoro maHoi poboTH Oyno TakoX MOKa3aTd, U0 3BYKOBE OGOpPMIICHHS
OKpPEeMHX CLIEH Yy JIpHUIll MOoeTa Hece HE MEHIIE 3HAYEHHEBE HABAHTAXKECHHS, HIXK
Bi3yalibH1 00pa3i.

KirouoBi cioBa: mpupoja, peniris, bor, 3Byk, Bi3yanbHHil 00pa3, camoTa, CIIOKIH.

Summary

The present work is dedicated to the investigation of the world of Nature as it
appears in R. Southey's poetry. Close attention is given to the poet's philosophical
reflections about the interdependence of everything existing on the Earth and wisdom
of the Creator. Setting a goal to analyse R. Southey's verse with great fullness it is
shown that lapidary descriptions of the landscape, symbolic images of wild life as
well as numerous stylistic devices, based on the comparison with natural phenomena
are found in all his poetry making it an integrated whole.

Numerous examples are provided in order to show that according to R. Southey
calm contemplation, solitude and life in nature are the purposes that every human
being must aim at in order to achieve inner harmony. Close attention is given to the
tranquil landscape in R. Southey's works as well as to the role of light in his
descriptions of day and night scenery. The emphasis is made on the fact that only
unpolluted nature devoid of any human intrusion is sanctified by the poet, who tends
to escape any possible haunts of man. The aim of the publication is also to show that
sound in Southey's poetical works is of no lesser importance compared with the
visual image.

Key words: nature, religion, the God, sound, visual image, solitude, quietness.
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