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JI.LH. KopaunabeBa(CaxHoBCcKas)
ZKNU3Hb U CMEPTH B TBOPUECTBE P. CAYTU

B Teopun pomaHTH3Ma MOHATUSA KU3HU M CMEPTH SBISIIOTCA KIIIOYEBBIMH, a UX
M3y4YeHHE JI0 HACTOSIIET0 BPEMEHU HE YTpauuBaeT CBoel akTyalibHOCTH. CunTtaercs,
YTO O3CTETUYECKas WHTEpHpeTanus >KU3HU POMAHTUKAMHU HAXOJUT OTrOJOCOK B
«3CTETUYECKOM  TOBOPOTE» COBPEMEHHOW  KYJIbTYpPhl, B  MPOBO3IJIAIICHUU
COBPEMEHHBIMU (HUITOCOPCKUMHU HAMPaABICHUSMU TOTAJIBHON 3CTETH3ALMU ObITHSA
(YO. Xabepmac, P. Poptu). Ilpucymias MHOTUM pOMaHTUKaM HHTEpIIpETAIUsl MUpa U
YeJIOBEYECKOM JKM3HM KaK HEKOero TeKCTa, pOMaHa akKTyalu3upyercs B
MOCTMOJIEPHUCTCKUX MHTEHIMSIX YCMOTPEHUs AUCKYPCHBHOIO XapakTepa ObITUs
(M. ®yko, P. bapt, XK. Jleppuna), a uaes nmodTUYECKOro crnocoda MOCTUKEHUS KU3HU
— B YTBEPXKIEHUU «modTUYECKoro 3HaHus» (M. Xaiimerrep) Kak JIOMHUHAHTBI
MOCTMOJIEPHUCTCKOTO MBIILJIEHUS € €r0 (PparMeHTapHOCTHIO U UPPALIMOHATILHOCTHIO.

Kpome Toro, mpuHITO CUMTATh, YTO BOMPEKU CBOEMY HIMPOKOMY MPUMEHEHUIO B
¢unocopckoM U KOHKPETHO HAyYHOM 3HAHHMM, KATETOPUS KU3HU COJEPKATEIHHO
HEJ0OCTaTOYHA OMpejeieHa, a oOpallleHue K LEHHOMY OINBITY POMaHTHYECKOU
pebnexkcun HaJal (EHOMEHOM >KM3HM CHOCOOCTBYeT ©Oojee TIyOOKOMY €ro
MOHUMAHUIO U ONPENEJICHUIO €ro COAEPKaHMS C MOMOIIbIO BBISICHEHUS 3HAUYCHMH,
KOTOPbIMU OHO 00JaJajio Ha 3Tale CBOETro CTAaHOBIEHUsA[ApxaHrenbckas, P. B.
http://planetadisser.com/see/dis 5547.html].

Pe3ynapTaThl MOJOOHBIX  HMCCIENOBAaHHUM, B  CBOIO  OYepedb, MPU3BAHbI
CIIOCOOCTBOBATH MPOSACHEHUIO CHIEU(UKHN U CYITHOCTH POMaHTHYECKON puiocodpumu.

B xone uzyuenus nostudeckux npousseaeHuil P. CayTu cTaHOBUTCS OYEBHIHBIM
TOT ()aKT, 4TO YK€ C IOHOLIECKHX JIET MOAT YAENSeT JOCTATOYHO MHOI'O BHUMAaHUS
OCMBICTIEHUIO (eHOMEHa OBITHS 4YeJOBeKa, KOTOpOe HMEEeT CBOE Hayalo u
JIOTUYECKUM KOHEIL:

Mortal! whilst fortune with benignant hand//Fills to the brim thy cup of
happiness,//Whilst her unclouded sun//Illumes thy summer day,//Canst thou rejoice,—
rejoice that time flies fast?//That night shall shadow soon thy summer sun?//That
swift the stream of years//Rolls to eternity? [Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;376]

(Stanzas Written On The First Of January, 1794)

I pour the lay to thee, though haply doom'd//In solitary woe to waste my
years,;//Though doom'd perchance to die//Unlov'd and unbewail'd[Southey. Joan of
Arc, Ballads...;154].

(To Hymen)

MosxHO, KoHEe4YHO, Bciien 3a ['. HoBaiwmcoM ycMaTpuBaTh B 3TOM CTPEMIICHHE JIFOOOTO
YeJloBeKa «IoMoi», K bory u sxu3nu BeuHout (Blest be the everlasting Night,//And blest the
endless slumber!//We are heated with the day too bright,// And withered up with cumber!//
We're weary of that life abroad: Come, we will now go home to God!) [Novalis, G. Hymns
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to the Night]. B Hayunoli mmreparype mo ¢uiocopur ecTh aaxe paboThl, TIJie
MPOITUTHPOBAHHBIE HaMHK cJioBa HoBaymca Ha3bIBarOTCS BOTLIOIIEHUEM CAMOM COKPOBEHHOM
WJIE POMaHTH3Ma, T. K. J)KU3Hb JIIS T103Ta — «4Y)KOMHA», B KOTOPOM MOCTUTAIOTCS JIUIIH
OTJIENBHBIC YePThl HHOOBITHS — MOAIMHHON POIAMHBI K&KIOT0 CMEPTHOro[ MOHACTBIPCKAst
N. A. http//www.anthropology.ru/ru/texts/monast/ethics 37.html]. MokHO  TaKKke
OOBSCHATh JaHHYIO OTJIMYUTEIBHYI0O OCOOCHHOCTH cTHXOB P.Cayrn, onepupys
UCKITFOUMTEITBHO ~ OCTCTUYSCKUMHM ~ KaTeTOPWsIMH,  NPUCYIMMH  POMAHTHYCCKOMY
HAIPaBJICHUIO B JIMTEpaType U HcKyccTBe. OTHAKO MpaBJIbHES, HA HAIl B3IJISII, TTOIXOANUTh
K M3YUCHHUIO 3TOW NPOOJIEMbI KOMIUICKCHO, OOBEINHSS TOCTIKCHHS YUEHBIX B Pa3IMUHbBIX
chepax, T. K. HE TOIbKO (praocodbl, TUTEPaTYpPOBEAbl WM KYJIBTYpOJIOIHM MOTYT JaTh
OJTHO3HAYHBI M HMCYCPIBIBAIONINN OTBET Ha BOIPOC, IMOYEMY IMOJOOHBIC PA3MBIIIIICHHS
CTaJTM HEOTHEMJIEMOM YaCThEO BCETO MOATHUECKOTro TBopuecTa P. Cayrtu.

[lcuxomnor, K mpUMeEpy, CKOpee CBSHKET 3TO C HHAWBHIYAJIBHBIMH OCOOCHHOCTSMH
MICUXUKH TI09Ta, CKIOHHOTO K peQUIeKCHH, a TaKKe ero MPHUHAUICKHOCTBIO K
OTIPENICNIEHHOMY TICMIXOTHITY. ACTpPOJIOT, PYKOBOJICTBYSCH JIaTOM, MECTOM U BPEMEHEM
POKICHUS, CHENTacT CBOM BBIBOIBI B JIAHHOM BOIIPOCE, HO YK€ OCHOBBIBASCh Ha
TEOpETUIeCKOM 0aze ONMM3KOM eMy HayYHOM JUCHUIUIMHBL ACTPOJIOTHIO, KCTaTH CKa3aTh,
P. Caytn He mpu3HaBai, IS Y€ro JOCTATOYHO BCIIOMHHTh KOMMEHTApHH K CTpoke «OH
yuman no 36€30amy ("He read the stars") B ero «TamaGe»:

1t is well known how much the Orientalists are addicted to this pretended science.
There is a curious instance of public folly in Sir John Chardin's Travels<...>_“Their
addiction to astrology is such, that they carefully conceal the moments of their
princes' birth, to prevent the casting their nativities, where they might meet perhaps
with something which they should be unwilling to know" [Southey 10 Vol in
One;311].

(Thalaba the Destroyer)

OpHako OT MOJO0HOW MHIWBHIYAIBbHOW OIEHKH acTPOJIOTHS HHKAaK HE MepecTaéT
OBITh HAYKOMW, OTNpPEACIEHHBIC TOCTHKCHUS KOTOPOH JOCTYITHBI CAaMOMY IIUPOKOMY
KpYT'y YUTaTEeJICH.

Tak, HanpuMep, MHOTHM HM3BECTHO, YTO JPYHJIBI, )KUBIIWE B bputanum 10 H. 3. U
BBIJICIISIBIIIMECS. KaK TOCIOACTBYIONIUH KJIAcC CPEeIHM KEJIbTOB, BCET/a IMPUCTAITBHO
orciexxuBanu mnonokenne ComHna orHocuTensbHO 3emiu. Ha  ocHoBe mX
HaAOJTFOICHUM OBLT COCTaBJICH CTOJIb MOMYJISPHBIN HBIHE TaK Ha3bIBaeMbI ['OopockoI
HpyunoB. B HEéM mon pacTUTENbHBIM CUMBOJIOM «ToOmMonb» OO0BEAEHEHBI JIIO/H,
poxnéHnbie ¢ 4 o 8 ¢eBpans u ¢ 5 aBrycra o 13 yucno toro xe mecsina (P. Caytu
poawiicst 12 aBrycra).

O mpeacTaBUTENAX JaHHOM IPYIIBI TaM TOBOPUTCS Clieayroliee: «JlekopaTHBHOCTB,
CTPOHHOCTH M KpacoTa Hmpucymy Tomomto oT panHei Mmonogoctu. C rogamMu, 0JTHAKO,
Tomons cam co3maer cebe mpoOiaembl. OUeHb YYBCTBUTEICH K TCUCHHUIO BPEMCHH,
CIIMIIKOM pPaHO HayWHAeT OO0SAThCA CTApOCTH, OT JTOr0 CTpaxa eme OoJbIie
crapee™[JIuku cynpon1 1995;95].
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OroT mnpuMmep emé€ pa3 AoKa3zbiBaeT TOT (HaKT, YTO pa3jIUYHbIE IO CBOEMY
00pa30BaHUIO JIIOJM, ONEPHUPYS CaMbIMU Pa3HOOOpa3HbBIMU IO CBOEH MpHUpojEe
dakramu,  omnpenenéHHO  MPEACTaBAT  COOCTBEHHOE  BHMJIGHHE  NPUYUH
MHIUBUYabHON pediiekcuu Hax (EHOMEHOM >KU3HH U CMEPTH, U BBIICIUTH M3
Pa3HBIX TEOPUM OJJHY €UHCTBEHHO BEPHYIO, MOXKAITYH, HEBO3MOXKHO.

CrnenyeT OTMETHTB, YTO TOJBKO Ha MEPBBIN B3I oTHoHEeHUE P. CayTu K Ku3HU
U CMEPTH, 3aKPEIUIEHHOE B €r0 MO33UH, MOXKET ITOKA3aThCsl BIOJIHE TPUBHAIBHBIM.
JIEHCTBUTENIBHO, 110 CTPYKTYPE KU3Hb TPAJAUIIMOHHO JEJIUTCS TIO3TOM HAa IPUBBIYHBIC
BCEM JIETCTBO, FOHOCTh, 3PEJIOCTh, CTAPOCTh, Ja U KOHTEKCTYaJIbHO HUKAKUX HOBBIX
3HAYEHUN HU KU3Hb, HU CMEPTh HE MPUOOPETAIOT.

He BbI3BIBaE€T yOUBIEHUS M TO, YTO B XOJE€ OCMBICIEHHUS KU3HU U CMEPTH IMOAT
TPaJAMLIMOHHO i ce0s MPOBOAUT MHOTOYMCIEHHBIE Napajljieid MEXI1y MHUPOM
JIOEW W OKpYyXKarolWel WX MPUPOAOH, MEXAYy NPEAMETOM OAYLIEBIEHHBIM U
HEOAYLIEBIEHHBIM, KOTOPBIM YAaCTO M HATAJKUBAET €r0 HA Pa3ayMbsi:

My friendly fire, thou blazest clear and bright,//Nor smoke nor ashes soil thy
grateful flame;//<...> //And I would wish, like thee, to shine serene,/Like thee,
within mine influence, all to cheer;//And wish at last, in life's declining scene,//As 1
had beam'd as bright, to fade as clear://So might my children ponder o'er my
shrine,//And o'er my ashes muse, as I will muse o'er thine[Southey. Joan of Arc,
Ballads...; 162].

(To the Fire)

Nnn:

As slow and solemn yonder deepening knell//Tolls through the sullen evening's
shadowy gloom,//Alone and pensive, in my silent room,//On man and on mortality 1
dwell.//And as the harbinger of death I hear,//Frequent and full, much do I love to
muse//On life's distemper'd scenes of hope and fear;//And passion varying her
chameleon hues,/And man persuing pleasure's empty shade,//'Till death dissolves
the vision. So the child//In youth's gay morn with wondering pleasure smil'd,//As
with the shining ice well-pleas'd he play'd;//Nor, as he grasps the crystal in his
play,//Heeds how the faithless bauble melts away[Southey. Joan of Arc,
Ballads...; 161].

(Sonnets, VI)

Kpome Toro, cToyib MpUBBIYHOE YEepEAOBaHUE THS W HOYM, CICAYIONIUX APYT 3a
JIpyroM yTpa, o0eqa u Beuepa, a TaKkKe CMEHa pa3IMYHbIX BPEMEH roja, HallId CBOE
MOATUYECKOE BhIpakeHne y P. CayTu B ero pa3MbIIIICHUAX O MPOIILJIOM, HaCTOAIIEM,
OyaylieM, 0 CMEPTH U 3arpoOHOM KU3HU:

Do I regret the past ?//Would I again live o'er//The morning hours of life?//Nay,
William, nay, not so!/In the warm joyaunce of the summer sun//I do not wish
again//The changeful April day.// <...>To me the past presents//No object for
regret;//To me the present gives//All cause for full content ;,—//The future,—it is now
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the cheerful noon,//And on the sunny-smiling fields I gaze/With eyes alive to
joy;//When the dark night descends,/My weary lids I willingly shall close,//Again to
wake in light[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;365-366].

(To A Friend,Inquiring If I Would Live Over My Youth Again)

OpnHako mpu O¥DKaKWIIeM pacCMOTPEHUHM CTAHET TIOHATHO, YTO U B PACCYKICHUIX
HAa TEMy JKM3HHM, M B pa3MbIIUICHHSIX o cMmeptd P. CayTm He momén Bciex 3a
OOJIBIIIMHCTBOM, TIPOTHUBOIIOCTABIISII CBOIO TOYKY 3pCHHS W CBOW ONIYIICHUS
MHUPOOITYIIEHUIO IPYTHX.

[ToaT mpexae Bcero He OCTaBUJ 0€3 BHUMaHUS MPUCYITYIO0 OOJIBITUHCTBY JHOJCH
OCOOCHHOCTh BOCTIPUATHS JKH3HH, KOTOpas COCTOMT B TOM, 4YTO YEJIOBEKY
CBOMCTBEHHO HCIBITBIBATH HEJIOBOJBCTBO JHEM CETOMHSIIIHUM, a BIOCIEACTBUH, KaK
’TO HHU MapaJoKcalbHO, WCAIM3UpPOBaTh CBOE mponwioe. JlaHHas IuBHas
Meramopdo3a, B pe3ysbTaTe KOTOPOHW MO MPOIISCTBUH BPEMEHU BCE TPYAHOCTH H
TOPECTH MEPECTAIOT BOCIIPUHUMATHCS KaK TaKOBBIC, OCTABJISAS MECTO JIUIIb CBETIBIM
BOCIIOMHHAHUSAM, HUTJC HEe OblIa packpsiTa P. CayTu CTOIB e MOJIHO W JIeTalIbHO,
HEXEMU B CHUXOTBOpeHUU «Bocnomunanue» (Remembrance), oOlee cojaepkaHHe
KOTOPOT'0 HAWTY4IIUM 00pa3oM MepeaaroT CISAYIONINE CTPOKH.

Man hath a weary pilgrimage//As through the world he wends;//On every stage
from youth to age//Still discontent attends,//With heaviness he casts his eye//Upon the
road before,//And still remembers with a sigh//The days that are no more[Southey.
Joan of Arc, Ballads...;367].

(Remembrance)

[TomoOHBIC HAOTIOACHUS COIEPKATCS U B APYTHX €r0 MIPOU3BEICHUSAX:

Why loves the soul on earlier years to dwell,//When memory spreads around her
saddening spell,//When discontent, with sullen gloom o'ercast,//Turns from the
present and prefers the past?[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...; 143]

(The Retrospect)

O Contemplation! when to memory's eyes//The visions of the long-past days
arise,//Thy holy power imparts the best relief,//And the calmed spirit loves the joy of
grief[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;385].

(To Contemplation)

[Tpu 3TOM caM TOAT JIMIIIL U3PEAKa MPEACTAET Ha CTPAHUIIAX CBOUX MPOU3BEACHUI
KaK dYelloBeK, Haeann3upyomuil cobctBeHHoe mnpomwioe. Ckopee, OH TPOCTO
KOHCTaTUPYET, YTO B TOM IEPUOJIC HET HUUETO TAKOTO, Yero Obl OH CTBIIUJICS WU O
4yEéM OBl COXKaJIen:

Meantime, all hoping and expecting all//In patient faith, to you, domestic gods!//l
come, studious of other lore than song.//Of my past years the solace and support:Yet
shall my heart remember the past years//With honest pride, trusting that not in
vain//Lives the pure song of liberty and truth.
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(Hymn to the Penates)

VCKITIOUNTENbHYI0 BaXKHOCTh TPHOOPETACT TO, YTO TOAT HEU3MEHHO ITBITACTCS

JOHECTH JI0 YHUTaTensi CBOE rmy0okoe yOeKICHHE O HEIOMYCTUMOCTH

3aIMKJICHHOCTH Ha OBLJIOM, O HEOOXOJWMOCTH JKHTh IIOJTHOKPOBHO, >KHTh JTHEM
CETOHSAIITHUM U, yrioBas Ha bora, ¢ Bepoii cMoTpeTh B OyyIiee:

Enough! it boots not on the past to dwell,//Fair scene of other years a long
farewell.//Rouse up, my soul! it boots not to repine.//Rouse up! for worthier feelings
should be thine.//Thy path is plain and straight—that light is given—//Onward in faith—
and leave the rest to heaven[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...; 145].

(The Retrospect)

[Tpu 3TOM, BCelnsAs B JIFOACH ONTHMMH3M M 3aCTaBissd WX IMO-HOMY B3TJISHYTH Ha
MIPUBBIYHBIC BEIIM, MTOAT THIATEIBHO MOJAOHUPACT caMble HY)KHBIC M TOIXOSAIIUE JIJIs
3TOrO CJIOBA, KOTOPBIC OH MOJYac HAXOJIUT B MOATHYCCKUX MPOU3BEACHHUAX JPYTHX
aBTOPOB:

Wilt thou float careless down the stream of time,//In sadness borne to dull
oblivion's shore,//Or shake off grief, and " build the lofty rhyme,""//And live 'till Time
himself shall be no more ?[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...; 165].

(To Lycon)

Kak BuaHO M3 mpuBeAEHHOTO BbINIE OTphiBKA, P. CayTH, WCIOJIB3ys KaBBIYKH,
nutupyet Jbx. Munwsrona (Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew//Himself to
sing, and build the lofty rhyme.) [Milton, John. Lycidas]uto, 6e3ycnoBHO,
MIPUBJICKAET JOMOTHUTEIIBHOE YUTATEIIBCKOC BHUMAHUE K €r0 CJIOBaM.

HeonHokpatHo oOHapyxuBas ceOs XopomuMm TmicuxojoroMm, P. Caytm B cBoei
033U BEPHO MOJAMETHII U TO, YTO YEJIOBEKY OUCHb CBOHCTBEHHO OOSTHCSI CMEPTH

Death! Where the magic in that empty name//That chills my inmost heart? Why at
the thought//Starts the cold dew of fear on every limb?//There are no terrors to
surround the grave,//When the calm mind, collected in itself,//Surveys that narrow
house: the ghastly train//That haunt the midnight of delirious guilt//Then vanish. In
that home of endless rest//All sorrows cease.—Would I might slumber there!//Why,
then, this panting of the fearful heart?//This miser love of life, that dreads to lose//Its
cherish'd torment ? [Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;220]

(The Convicts of New South Wales: Frederic)

Ho m B maHHOM BOIIpOCE IMOAT MPSMO IMPOTHBOMOCTABHI CeOsI aOCOIIOTHOMY
OOJBIIMHCTBY JIIOJICH, IMOBCEMECTHO YTBEpXKIast, UYTO CaMOTO €ro CMEpTh He
CTpAIIINT:

Oh my friend!//That thy faith were as mine! that thou couldst see//Death still
producing life, and evil still//Working its own destruction, couldst behold//The strifes
and tumults of this troubled world//With the strong eye that sees the promised
day//Dawn through this night of tempest! all things then//Would minister to joy,then
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should thine heart//Be healed and harmonized, and thou shouldst feel//God, always,
everywhere, and all in all[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;372-373].
(Autumn)

D70, Ha HaIl B3I, JOBOJIBHO CIIOPHBIC 3asIBICHUS, AXKe IS YeIoBeKa TITy00KO
Bepyrolmiero. Beip 10CTaTOYHO BCIIOMHHUTH, YTO Jaxke cam Mucyc Xpucrtoc, 3Has o
CBOEM TpsiaymIeM KoHile, Motwiics B ['edhcumanckom caay u npocuia OTiia OTBECTH OT
HETO CHIO YaIlly, TeM CaMbIM JOKa3bIBas, 4TO €r0 YEJIOBEUECKOE €CTECTBO BHYTPCHHE
MPUHATH CMEPTh B 0€3PONIOTHO CMUPHUTHCS C HEIO HE MOTJIO.

Tem He menee, B TBopuecTBe P. CayTH HENpUATHE CMEPTH COIPSIKEHO TOJIBKO
JUIIb C CUTYAllUsSIMHM, KOT/Ia Ta 3a0MpaeT JIF0JACH MOJIOABIX, KOTOPBIC OBl €IIé J0JITHE
T'OJIbI MOTJIH JKUTh, TBOPUTH U PAJIOBATh CBOMX OJIM3KHUX:

Well, well ! my friend—///Tis what we all must come to, soon or late.//But when a
young man dies, in the prime of life,//One born so well, who might have blest us all//
Many long years '—//JAMES.//And then the family,//Extinguish'd in him, and the
good old name//Only to be remember'd on a tomb-stone![Southey. Joan of Arc,
Ballads...; 244]
(The last of the Family)

B nenom xe, P. Caytu HEe IpOTUBONIOCTABIISAET KU3HL U CMEPTh, 4 BOCIIPUHUMAET
MOCJICAHIO, KaK HEOThEMJIEMYIO, OPraHWYHYI 4YacTh caMoOW >KU3HH. Takum
o0pa3oM, B €ro NMOHMMAaHWUU M KU3HEHHOW (QuiocoPuu >XU3Hb U CMEPTh — ITO
OTHIOJIb HE OWHApHAsI OTIO3UITHS.

OtcytcTBHE OOSI3HM CMEPTH, CTOJNb YacTo Jekinapupyemoe P. Caytu, 3mxaercs B
€ro ciaydae Ha YeThIpEX OCHOBHBIX COCTAaBISIOLIUX, CPEAM KOTOPBIX OCOOEHHO
BBIJICJISIIOTCST HECOKpYyITMMasi Bepa modTta B bora um oco3HaHWe TOro, 4TO KHU3HBb
MpPOXKUTa UM MpaBwibHO. [loaToMy, HeciywaiiHO, OyJab TO OT NEPBOTO JHUIA WIU
ycTaMu cBoux repoeB, P. Caytu cToip yacTto moauépkuBal HEOOXOIUMOCTb JKUTh
TaK, 4YTOOBI TOTOM HE 0OSThCS TPSIYIIETO CyAa:

Thus may we live, till death's keen spear,//Unwish'd, unfear'd, shall come;//Then
sink, without one guilty fear,//To slumber in the tomb[Southey. Joan of Arc,
Ballads...;151].

(To Urban)

Wnn:

You are old, Father William, the young man cried,//And life must be hastening
away,//You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death!//Now tell me the reason, |
pray.//l am cheerful, young man, Father William replied;//Let the cause thy attention
engage,//In the days of my youth I remember'd my God!//And he hath not forgotten
my age[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;338].

(The Old Man's Comforts,And How He Gained Them)
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JIByMsi IpyTMMH YCJIOBHUSIMH, MO3BOJISIOIIMMU, 10 MHEeHHIO P. CayTH, JOCTOWHO
BCTPETUTh CTapOCTh U TPSAYLIYIO CMEPThb, SBIAIOTCA JKU3Hb B CEMbE, CPEAU
TOOSUIUX JTIOACH, a TAKXKE NMPUCYTCTBUE B JKU3HU UY€JIOBEKA MOJIMHHBIX IPYKECKUX
OTHOIICHUH, KOTOpbIE, KaK OTMEYAeT MO3T, MPU3BaHbl ObITh YTEUICHUEM U B JTHU
CTapOCTH, KOTJa cliadeeT miaams JIIoOBU U yracaeT IlaMsi CaMOM JKU3HMU:

And chasten'd Friendship comes, whose mildest sway//Shall cheer the hour of age,
when fainter beam//The fading flame of love,//The fading flame of life[Southey. Joan
of Arc, Ballads...; 155].

(To Hymen)

B aToi#l CBA3M cieayeT MOAYEPKHYTh, YTO BOCIPHUSATHE ITO3TOM JPYXKOBI Kak
HAWBBICIICH IIEHHOCTH HHUCKOJIBKO HE MEHSIOCh OT Toro, uro cam P. Caytu
HEOJHOKPATHO OBIBaJ MpeJaH M OCTaBJICH MHOTMMH CBOMMH JIPY3bSIMH, O YEM
M3BECTHO KaK W3 ero Ouorpaduu, Tak ¥ CO CTPAHUII OTACIBHBIX €T0 TPOU3BEICHHN:

Of the friends//Who once so dearly prized this miniature,//And loved it for its
likeness, some are gone//To their last home; and some, estranged in
heart,//Beholding me, with quick-averted glance//Pass on the other side[Southey.
Joan of Arc, Ballads...;378-379].

(On My Own Miniature Picture, Taken At Two Years Of Age)

SBnsAACH MpoOnaraHJUCTOM CEMEWHBIX LieHHocTed, P. CayTu Takke HEH3MEHHO
MIPOBOJIMII YETKOE PAa3rpPaHUYCHUE MEXKAY BCEM IMOJJIUHHBIM B OTHOLIEHHSX MEKIY
JIOJIBMHU M HAHOCHBIM WJIM NOKa3HbIM. [103T npu3HaETCs, 4TO HE MeUTal MPU KU3ZHU
O INIYMUXE U CyeTe€ BOKPYI COOCTBEHHOH MEPCOHbI, MPEANOYUTAas CUACTIMBYIO
0€3BECTHOCTh B KPYT'y CEMbH, a 3aT€M U TUXUi, O€3 BCAKOW MOMIIBI, IEPEXO] B MUP
uHol. OH He XoTed, YTOObl €ro YyXOJ U3 JKU3HM O3HAMEHOBAJCA TPOMKOMU
3ayNOKONHOM Meccoid, 4TOObI 3a JIEHbI'M €ro AYyIy OTIEBaJ CBSIIEHHHUK WM YTOOBI
KOPBICTHBIMI MOTHJIBIIUK MPUTOTOBWI [JIs HErO NOCIEIHEE MNpUcTaHuUle. byayun
I00pBIM CEMbSIHUHOM, OH U TIOCJIE CMEPTH >KeJasl OBbITh MOOJUKE K CBOUM JIETSM,
KOTOpbI€ ObI €ro U MPOBOAMIIN B MOCIEIHUM My Th:

Then, when the inexorable hour shall come//To tell my death, let no deep requiem
toll.//No hireling sexton dig the venal tomb,//Nor priest be paid to hymn my parted
soul;//But let my children, near their little cot,//Lay my old bones beneath the turfy
spot://So let me live unknown, so let me die forgot[Southey. Joan of Arc,
Ballads...; 167].

(To Lycon)

OIIHaKO npu 3TOM CTOHUT CH_Ié pa3 HINOOYCPKHYTb, 4YTO CMCPTh B IIOHHMMAHUUN
P. CaYTI/I KOHIIOM KaK TaKOBBIM HHUKOI'Ja HC 61:»1.]]3, SIBJISSACH JIUIIb TOYKOM OTCUETa
’KU3HU HOBOM. HOBTOMY B TBOPYCCTBC P. CaYTI/I CTOJIb 9aCTO BCTPCHUALOTCA IIPUMCPHI,
Korga Imo3T TOBOPHUT O 32[I‘p06H0fI KU3HHN MK XKC OIIMCBIBACT IIOIMaJaHUC CBOCIO
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JUTEPATyPHOIO Teposi B paid, Kak (akT y>Ke CBEPIIMBILUNICS, YKa3bIBasi MPU 3TOM, 3a
KaKhe UMEHHO JTOOpOJIETENN YEIOBEK ObLI 3TOT0 YAOCTOEH:

In every joy of life the hours had fled,//Whilst time on downy pinions hurried
by,///Till age with silver hairs had grac'd thy head,//Wean'd from the world, and
taught thee how to die.//And, as thy liberal hand had shower'd around//The ample
wealth by lavish fortune given,//Thy parted spirit had that justice found//And angels
hymn'd the rich man's soul to heaven[Southey. Joan of Arc, Ballads...;154].

(The Miser's Mansion)

Brought up in darkness, and the child of sin,//Yet, as the meed of spotless
innocence,//Just Heaven permitted her by omne good deed//To work her own
redemption after death,// So, till the judgment day,// She might abide in bliss,//Green
warbler of the Bowers of Paradise[Southey 10 Vol in One;313].

(Thalaba the Destroyer)

Takum oOpazom, usyuas autepaTypHoe Hacieaue P. CayTu B JaHHOM acIeKTe,
MOJKHO €Il€ pa3 yOoeauThCsl B aOCOJIIOTHOM HENPaBOMEPHOCTH BBIBOJOB O MPAayHOM
xapaktepe ero cruxoB. [loasusa P. Caytm B odepenHON pa3 IOKa3bpIBACT, YTO OHA
IIPOHUKHYTA ONITUMU3MOM U MMO3UTUBHBIM OTHOUIEHUEM K JKM3HH, KOTOPYIO KaK «aap
HalpacHbIM, Jap CIOy4YailHbli» MO3T HUKOrga He BocnpuHuMaer. Cruenyet
MOAYEPKHYTh, YTO B OCHOBE ONTUMHUCTUYECKOTO BOCIIpUATHS ku3HU P. CayTu Bceraa
BBIICISIIOTCSL  YEThIpE OCHOBHBIE COCTaBIIsAIOLIME: He3plOnemas Bepa B bora,
MIOMOTaroIasl MPEOAOJIETh BCE TPYAHOCTH, OCO3HAHHUE TOIO, YTO JKU3Hb IPOKHUTA
MPaBUWIBHO, a TAK)KE HAJIMYUE HACTOSIIEH APY>KObl M KPENKON CEeMbH, SBIISIOMIMXCS
YTEIIEHUEM U B THU CTapOCTH.

Kaknx-To HOBBIX 3HAUEHUN MOAT B MOHATHUSA KU3HU U CMEPTU HE BKJIAIBIBACT, HE
JEJINT )KU3Hb HA «J10» U II0CJE», IPeAIoYnTasi OOIIEPUHIATOE AEIEHUE HA IEPHObI
OT paHHero aercrBa 10 crapoctu. OpHako P. Caytu uaér HaBcTpedy TOJIIE B TOM,
YTO HE HAcANM3UpPYET Mpoluioe U He GouTcs camoi cmepTtu. CMepTh, UIMEHHO Kak
CTOpOHA JKM3HHU, €€ JIOTUYECKUM (QUHAT M TOuYKa OTCUYETAa KU3HH HOBOWM,
npejacTaBiieHa BoO MHOrux npousseaeHusx P. Caytu. OOpamiaer Ha ceOs BHUMaHUE
TOT ()aKT, 4YTO YMO3PUTEIbHBIE PA3MBIIIJICHUS 1103Ta O CMEPTH BCETJa BBIEPIKAHbI B
Ma)KOPHOM KJIIOYE, 3a UCKJIIOUEHUEM TEX CIIydaeB, KOI1a CMEPTh 3a0MpPaeT MOJIOIbIX.

[loaToMy, momoOHO TOMY, Kak B CBOE Bpems B Poccuu Ha3BaHUE OIEpbI
M. W. I'nuaku  «Cmepth 3a uapsi» (pabodee Ha3BaHue omnepsl Obuio «VBan
CycaHuH») U3MEHWIN Ha Oojee xKU3HeyTBepxkaaromee «Ku3Hp 3a naps», T. K. ObUIO
pPELIEHO, YTO 3a LApsl HY>KHO BCE K€ KUTh, TAK U B PACKPBITHUM JTaHHOW TEMbI OUECHBb
BaXXHO COOJIIOJaTh BEpPHYIO TOHAIBHOCTh, KOTOpas Obl Hambojee TOYHO
COOTBETCTBOBAJIA MPUIOJHATOMY, BO3BBIIIEHHOMY W OYE€Hb ONTHMUCTUYECKOMY
BOCIpUATHIO kU3HU P. CayTtu.
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AHoOTaNiA

VY TpiyMBipaTi aHINIIHCHKUX MOETIB-JIEUKICTIB came TBopUicTh P. CayTi TpaguuiiHo
XapaKTepU3y€eThbCsl, K HaWOLIbII MPOCSIKHYTa MECUMICTUYHUMHM HACTPOSIMU Ta
BIIMIY€HA BEJMKOIO KUIBKICTIO THITIOUMX KapTuH. Mibk Tum, moesis P. Cayri
CBITYHUTH MPO 30BCIM MPOTHIICKHE, @ CaM IMOET MOBCIKYAC MPEJCTAE K JIFOJAUHA, 10
3aBXK]IM HAMaraerbCs cupuiiMatu CBIT mo3utuBHO. Po3nymu P. Cayti npo XuTTs Ta
CMEPTh, 110 € HEBIJ €EMHOIO CKJIAJOBOIO BCi€i MOro JiTEpaTypHOI CHAAIIUHU, TAKOXK
MaTepianizyBallCh Y CIIOBHEHY ONTUMI3MY JITEPATYpHY TPAKTOBKY KaTeTropii KUTTA
Ta i1 CKIaJ0BOT — CMEpPTI, SIKa BIHYAE JKUTTEBUU NUIAX KOXKHOI JIOJUHHU. Y CTaTTI
JOCIIJDKYIOTBCSL 3acayd MOJIOHOrO ONTHMI3MY, IIO TICHO TOB s3aHI 3 HE3JaMHOIO
BIpOIO Yy BIYHE JKMUTTA JUisl OJaro4ecTMBUX Ta BIACYTHICTIO OOSI3HI CMepTi 3a
HasSIBHOCTI ICTUHHO1 BipHu B bora, Ipy>KHbO1 MIATPUMKHU Ta TAPHOI CIM 1.

Kio4oBi ciioBa: KUTTS, CMEPTH, Bipa, CIM s, IPyk0a, ONTUMI3M.

AHHOTAIIUA

B TpuymBHpaTe aHrIUMHUCKUX MOATOB-JIEMKUCTOB MMEHHO TBOopuecTBO P. Cayrtu
MPUHATO XapaKTEepU30BaTh, KaKk Haumbojiee NPOHUKHYTOE TECCUMUCTHUYECKUMU
HACTPOCHUSMH M M300MIYIOIIlee MpayHbIMU KapTuHamMu. Mex TeM noasus P. Caytu
B MOJIABJIAIOLIEM OOJIBIIMHCTBE CIy4yacB JIOKa3bIBAET COBEPIIEHHO
MPOTHUBOIIOJIOKHOE, & CaM MO3T HEU3MEHHO MPEACTAET YEITOBEKOM, KOTOPBIM BO BCEM
cTapaeTcsi HaXOAUTh MOJOKUTENbHBIE CTOPOHBI. Pazmbinuienus: P. Caytu o XKu3HU U
CMepTH, OyAy4rd HEOTHEMJIEMOM YacThIO BCEro €ro TBOPYECTBA, TAKXKE BHUIMIIKHCH B
HANOJIHEHHYIO  ONTUMHUCTUYECKUMHU HACTPOCHUSIMHU JIMTEPATYPHYIO TPAKTOBKY
TEUYECHUS] BPEMEHM M CaMOM CMEPTH, BEHYAIOWIEHM XHU3HEHHBIM NYTh KaXKIOTO
4eyoBeKka. B ctathe MCCIeNyIOTCS OCHOBBI MOJI00OHOTO ONTHUMHU3MA, COMPSHKEHHOTO C
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HEe3bI0JIEMON Bepoil B BEYHOE OJIAKEHCTBO JJIS MPaBEIHBIX U OTCYTCTBUEM OOSI3HU
CMEpPTU IPU HAJIMYUM MCTUHHON Bepbl B bora, IpyKeCKOW MOANEPKKU M KPEIMKOM
CEMBH.

KuaroueBble cjioBa: )X13Hb, CMEPTh, BEPA, CEMbsI, IpYy>K0a, ONTUMHU3M.

Summary

R. Southey has been traditionally regarded as the gloomiest among the English
lake poets. Meanwhile his poetry reveals quite the opposite, and the poet turns to be a
very warm personality who always looks at the bright side of things. R. Southey's
speculations about life and death, being part and parcel of all his work, also result in a
quite optimistic literary characteristic of the course of life and its very end. The
article centres on the sourses of poet’'s optimism and the basis of his firm belief in
eternal bliss and death still producing life.

Key words: life, death, faith, family, friendship, optimism.
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