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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING

MOUNTAINEER AND POET

"‘VX he simple goatherd between Alp and sky,
W’ Seeing his shadow in that awful tryst
Ljﬁ Dilated to a giant’s on the mist,

Esteems not his own stature larger by

The apparent image, but more patiently

Strikes his staff down beneath his clenching fist,
While the snow-mountains lift their amethyst
And sapphire crowns of splendor, far and nigh.
Into the air around him. Learn from hence

Meek morals, all ye poets that pursue

Your way still onward up to eminence:

Ye are not great because creation drew

Large revelations round your earliest sense,

Nor bright because God’s glory shines for you.
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OJINBABET BAPPET BPAYHUHTI

I'OPELL 1 1TOOT

,,0»,? JIy4aeTcsi MOPOM: MacTyX MpOCTOR
) Mex AnbliaMu ¥ HEOOM cpelb TyMaHa,
LRI VBHIEB T€Hb CBOIO HAJl BBICOTOM,
IToxoxyro Ha 0Opa3 BelMKaHa,

He Bosropasich u uyxna camooOMaHa,
Elne cuibHel CKMMaeT mocox CBOH,
Mex TeM Kak BBICH TJIABOIO CHETOBOW,
CandupoBoit KOpoHO# OCHsIHHA,
B3gbimMaercs npex HuM. ThI, K BBICOTE
CrpeMsiumiicst MO3T, MO3HAH CMUPEHHO:
He 11 Bestuk — mMup 60Hil, MOCTENEHHO
Bo Bceit ero Moryueii kpacore
OTkpbiBIImiics TeOe IUIsI MOCTHXKEHDS,

U 1b1 — ero ke ci1aBbl OTpaKeHbE.
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F'LIZABFTH BARRETT BROWNING

THE PROSPECT

?’,\Y\gﬁ ethinks we do as fretful children do,
y|

Leaning their faces on the window-pane
L To sigh the glass dim with their own breath’s stain,
And shut the sky and landscape from their view;
And thus, alas! since God the maker drew
A mystic separation ’twixt those twain,—
The life beyond us and our souls in pain,-
We miss the prospect which we are called unto
By grief we are fools to use. Be still and strong,
O man, my brother! hold thy sobbing breath,
And keep thy soul’s large window pure from wrong.
That so, as life’s appointment issueth,
Thy vision may be clear to watch along
The sunset consummation-lights of death.

THE PRISONER

NJ%‘: count the dismal time by months and years

IS’ Since last I felt the greensward under foot,
$»wo And the great breath of all things summer-mute

Met mine upon my lips. Now earth appears

As strange to me as dreams of distant spheres,

Or thoughts of heaven we weep at. Nature’s lute

Sounds on, behind this door so closely shut,

A strange, wild music to the prisoner’s ears

Dilated by the distance, till the brain

Grows dim with fancies which it feels too fine,

While ever, with a visionary pain,

Past the precluded senses, sweep and shine

Streams, forests, glades, and many a golden train

Of sunlit hills transfigured to divine.
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DJINBABET BAPPET bPAYHUWUHI

JAAJIb

“—’(Wi’“j ongo0Obe MBI JeTeid, KOra OHH, B3IbIXas,
ﬁ KanpusHo JI60M NPHIBHYT K MOBEPXHOCTH CTEKJIA,
¢ TyMmaHAT rjaagp ero, KOTopasi CBETJIa,
Jlanp HeOa W moJei oT B3opa 3aKpbIBasl...

C Tex nop, kak IIpoMbicioM pasiyueHa Obuia

C npymoro ckopOHOO 3a rpoOOM XHU3HBL Apyras,-
Mex Hell U B3opamu, Mperpany BO3ABUTas,
MemaeT BAajgb CMOTPETh MEYaJld Hallled MrIJia.
O Opat! O yenoBek! Coepxu CBOU pblAaHbS,
Byab MyxecTBeH, MOJTud. Iyl TBOEH CTEKJIO
IlycTs myHOBEHHEM HE OTYMaHHT 3JI0,

Y100 B30pPOM SICHBIM Thl B KOHIIE CYILIECTBOBAHbBS
Mor BHIETh W3[aJH, KOraa OJIECHYT OHH:
[MpencMepTHBIX (pakesoB CBSILEHHbIE OrHH.

Y3HUK

/"b’\g 4eT BPEMEHHU Bely roJlaMH s C TexX Mop,
C Kak Bugen s TpaBbl 3€JICHOW KOJIbIXaHbE

. M Ha ycTax MOMX NpUpPOAbl BCEH IbIXaHbE
C mMoum cimBajiocs. Tenepb 3eMJIM IPOCTOP
MHe cTpaHHBIM KaXXeTcs, KaKk JaJbHUX cep CHUsHbE,
Kak Mbicib 0 HeOecax, TymaHsILas B30p.
W3-3a nBepeil TIOpbMBI, 3aKPHITHIX HA 3a1op,
[Mpupoabl My3bIka 3BYYHT Ha PACCTOSIHBH —
BesymHa u nuka, U CliyXxoBoil obMaH
B Mo3ry poxpaaet rpe3 HECOBITOYHBIX TyMaH.
[MToMuMo uyBCTB, MeuTe — 10 OOJIM HANPSHKEHHOH -
Pucyrorcs: peka u jiec 3aBOpOXEHHbIH,
W niuvHHBINA psii XOJMOB, YTO COJIHLEM OCHSH,
BoxecTBeHHO# Kpacoil mpeoOpaxeHHbIN.
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I LIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING

SONNETS FROM THE PORTUGUESE

1
Y% thought once how Theocritus had sung
Of the sweet years, the dear and wished-for years,
&S»w> Who each one in a gracious hand appears
To bear a gift for morals, old or young:
And, as | mused it in his antique tongue,
I saw in gradual vision, through my tears,
The sweet, sad years, the melancholy years,
Those of my own life, who by turns had flung
A shadow across me. Straightway I was 'ware,
So weeping, how a mystic shape did move
Behind me, and drew me backward by the hair;
And a voice said in mastery, while I strove,
“Guess now who holds thee?’-—*Death,” I said. But there
The silver answer rang, ““Not Death, but Love.”

?’ 1V nlike are we, unlike, O princely Heart!
RL}E Unlike our uses and our destinies.

AA+f<A Our ministering two angels look surprise.
On one another as they strike athwart

Their wings in passing. Thou, bethink thee, art
A guest for queens to social pagean-tries,

With gages from a hundred brighter eyes

Than tears even can make mine, to play thy part
Of chief musician. What hast thou to do

With looking from the lattice-lights at me,

A poor, tired, wandering singer, singing through
The dark, and leaning up a cypress-tree?

The chrism is on thine head; on mine the dew:
And Death must dig the level where these agree.
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DJNBABET BAPPET bPAVHNLI

COHETBI C IIOPTYT'AJIBCKOI'O

O Herax JeT, XeJJaHHBIX, CJIaJKUX JIeT,
UTo napsaT 6JarocTbiHU SICHBIA CBET
MnanbiM B CTapbiM IIEOPO H OTKPBITO.

%"’ v BocxMimanach necHpio deokputa
G}l

T4 R\

AT

s p€4b BHUMAJIA APEBHETO MNMHUMUTA,

N scHumuch, CKBO3b ABIMKY CJI€3 Nmpolien,
Bce CKOp6H JICT, MNCYAJIbHBIX, CJIAJKHX JICT,
Yto Ha MeHs ynaJjiia, CJIOBHO IJIMTHI,

N npunasunu. Ilnaya, pasnuunna
S 3a cnuHOM BuueHbe (CThLIa KPOBbB) -
JlnaHp 3a BJIaChl MEHSI Ha3aJl TalluJa.

M BnacTHbid rojsoc pek: «He mpekocyioBs!
Kto 1, otBeTh!» «Thl  CMeEpTH», - s MPOpPOHUIA.
Cpebpom 3Benen oreT: «He CmepTb - JI1060Bb».

»% €pPOBHS MbI, BO3JIIOOJICHHBIH Mo# Gpat!
CTOJib MHOTHM CYXIEHO HaM pa3jM4yaThCs - -

e b [lpencTaBp, Kak HAIK aHTENbl AWYATCS
Jpyr npyra, u KpbUlaM#u ObIOT HE B Jaj.
Thl — rocTh XeJaHHBIA HAPCTBEHHBIX MaJaT,
I'ne mecHb TBOIO BCTpEYaeT IJIECK OBALMH
WM Gaeck oueit, ¢ KAKUMYU HE CPaBHATHCA
Mowum, koraa B HHX cJie3bl 3a0JIeCTHT...
Tebe 1 U3 OKHA CJIEOUTH 32 MHOIO,
Bpoasixkoii 6eaHOM, YTO B MOJHOYHBIN Yac
INoet npo mMup, 0OBATHIA MIJIOH HOYHORO,
K HO4YHOMY Kumapucy npHciaoHsCh?
JIo6 TBO# mMOMa3aH MHPOM, MOM —- pOCOIO,
N cmepTh oaHa JuIIb MOpaBHSET HAC.
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I LIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING

6

Eﬁ'“'\'( Q o from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand

g g. Henceforward in thy shadow. Nevermore
=3 Alone upon the threshold of my door

Of individual life, I shall command

The uses of my soul, nor lift my hand

Serenely in the sunshine as before,

Without the sense of that which I forbore,-—

Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land

Doom takes to part us leaves thy heart in mine

With pulses that beat double. What I do

And what I dream include thee, as the wine

Must taste of its own grapes. And, when I sue

God for myself, he hears that name of thine.

And sees within my eyes the tears of two.

14

f thou must love me, let it be for nought
’i Except for love’s sake only. Do not say
&n@ “I love her for her smile, her look, her way
Of speaking gently, for a trick of thought
[That falls in well with mine, and certes brought
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day;”
For these things in themselves, beloved, may
Be changed, or change for thee: and love so wrought
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for
Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry:
A creature might forget to weep, who bore
Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby.
But love me for love’s sake, that every more
Thou mayst love on through love’s eternity.
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JIN3ABET BAPPET BPAYHUHI

Wan. XoTh MOHAMAIO: MHE — CTOSITh

B TBoeil TeHH OTHbIHE. MUHYJ CPOK,

Korpa gena morja s Ha mopor
CBoeit OTIENILHOM XHU3HU CO3bIBATh

Cama, kKorga mMorJja s noabiMaThb
Hasctpeuy connny pyku 6e3 TpeBor,
be3 omymeHuit Tex, YTO MPEBO3MOT
Moii nyx,— TBoed pyku kacaHui. I'nanb

BeckpaiiHsig Hac OeJUT, HO OOHO,
OnHo cepauebuenbe. M B aenax,
M B cHax MOMX €CTb Thl, KaK BKYC BHHO

Xpanut o1 rpo3au. O cebe B Moibbax
IMpomy s Nocnona OH Bce paBHO
3puT [U1a4 ¥ TBOM M MOU B MOMX IJia3ax.

14

é’ v‘;;f OJIb BIpaBHy JIIOOUIIL Thl - JIIOOUM BO HMs
> ‘5‘{ Camoii mobsu. He rosopu: «5 B Heit
$C53% JTro6mo yasGKy, IUIABHBIH 3BYK PEdei,
Croko#HbIi B30p U MBICIIU, YTO C MOUMH
TexyT B coryiacbe - — Bce HEBO3MYTUMEH

WM Bce corsacHee ¢ TEYEHbEM JHEH».

JIt060Bb, OT CHX M3MEHYUBBIX BeEIICH
3aBucsmas, IepXUTCS JIHIIbL UMH

U pymmtcs nerko... JIroOuMerid Moid!

JIrobu He palu XaJlOCTU CEpAEYHOM:

He 1o, 0OpeTm pagocTts M MOKOH,

TBoro 11000BL yTpauy sl HABEYHO.

JIro6m nuine U3 JoOBH, JIIOOBH OJHOH —
Bue3anHo#, OecipUYUHHON, OECKOHEUHOIA.
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FLIZABFTH BARRETT BROWNING

26

Instead of men and women, years ago

S»w And found them gentle mates, nor thought to know
A sweeter music than they played to me.
But you soon their trailing purple was not free
Of this world’s dust, their lutes did silent grew,
And I myself grew faint and blind below
Their vanishing eyes. Then THOU didst come - to be,
Beloved, what they seemed Their shining fronts,
Their songs, their splendours (better, yet the same,
As river-water hallowed into fonts),
Met in thee, and from out thee overcame
My soul with satisfaction of all wants:
Because God’s gifts put man’s best dreams to shame.

AI 5 lived with visions for my company

41
#3735 thank all who have loved me in their hearts,
li’ﬁ With thanks and love from mine. Deep thanks to all
%@w Who paused a little near the prison wall
To hear my music in its louder parts
Ere they went onward, each one to the mart’s
Or temple’s occupation, beyond call.
But thou, who, in my voice’s sink and fall
When the sob took it, thy divinest Art’s
Own instrument didst drop down at thy foot
To hearken what I said between my tears...
Instruct me how to thank thee! Oh, to shoot
My soul’s full meaning into future years,
That they should lend it utterance, and salute
Love that endures, from Life that disappears!
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___ DJMBABLT bAPPLT bPAVHUHI

26

Zg“‘@ 100KMMBIE BUACHBS C MaJIOJIETCTBA
Q MHe 3aMeHsUH OpaTheB U CecTep,

24 W, BCITymIMBasiCh B MX CO3BYYHBIH XOp,
HHoro s He MBICJIAJIA COCECTBA.
Ho Bpems 11110; BeTILAJIM TE€HHW JETCTBA!
Tokpbuics MBUIbIO MBIIIHBIA HX y6OD,
N motHH cMoikiy... OnycTeBIIUH B30D
Jla oToponb OCTaJIMCh MHE B HACJIEACTBO.
Ho Twul npumien! B Tebe, Most 1000Bb,
Bce mpu3paku, MHE Npexae IOporue,
XKu3Hb 00penu — He MPOCTO IUIOTh U KPOBbB:
Tak BJIaxkHasi CTAHOBHUTCS CTUXHS
CasaToit Bonoi... Jlyma mos! Tak BHOBb
Jap 60xuii nocpaMmJl MEYTbI JIFOACKHE.

41

g’éfg nacubo BceM, KTO 000 MHE C TpeBOr oM
»

XoTb pa3 mogymal, -BCeM, KTO ObLT MHE ApYT:
KTO y TIOpEMHBIX CTE€H, 3acjblllia 3BYK
Moeii yHBLIOH NECHH, XOTb HEMHOIO
3aMemun mar, uas CBoed JOporow
Ha Ttopr uib B Xpam, Ha ceBep Wib Ha IOT...
Ho T1bI, 4TO JIUPY BHIMYCTHI U3 pyK
WU cayman, craB y Moero nopora,
Kak s moro u BMecTe ciie3bl Jblo, -
Ckaxu: Kakoro Mepod paBHOIEHHOM
Bo3nam tebe 3a mobpoty TBOMO?
B rpsnaymem nu cbiiny, Ha kpail BeenenHoi
Ilymycb,— HO THMH, 4YTO 51 Tebe Crolo,
XKusnp, yxons, noet JIro6BU HeTieHHOM!
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111/ABI TH BARRI TT BROWNING N -

43

éow do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
W My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of everyday’s

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints - -1 love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life! — and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.



YTU3ABI T BAPPE T BPAVHUHI

43

¥ YASN L CTIpallMBaeilb, Kak Tebs mobmo g?
W Bce#d riryOuHO# myiim, BCeid BBICOTOH,
> ‘)ﬁ Korpa Han moBcegHeBHOM cyeTol

B MeuTax oHa BO3HOCHUTCS, JIMKYS;
JIro6ur0 BCceyacHO: pagysch, TOCKYS,

U npu cBevax, U B MOJIIEHb IOJyOOii;
JIrobuo cBob6ogHO, cMmeno! —- Tak Ha Goit
Unyt 3a [NpaBay, cnaBbl He B3BICKYS.
JIroburo Bceit maMsThbIO KUTEUCKUX Ipam,
BceMm omnbiTOM, BCell I€TCKOM CTpPACThIO K YY1y,
Vxe, ka3ajochb Obl, HEHY>)XHOU HaM, -

U B cuacTbe, U B cie3ax, Bcerga W BCIOIY,
JIro06m0 Bcel XU3HBIO, 10 KOHIA, - a TaM,
Bor nacr, eme cunbHe# 100UTH 9 Oyny!



HTPUJTOXEHUE

OJINBABET BPAYHUHTI

COHETHI C MOPTYT'AJIbBCKOI'O

; %ecxoxm Mbl, HECXOXH, IyX BEJIbMOXHBIH!
Hecxoxu Hamm cyapObl U gena.

sk beP> J[Ba HAIIMX aHreja, pacKphIB KpbLia,

B noseTe BcTpeyHOM I'pPYCTHO M TPEBOXHO
B3uparot apyr Ha apyra. Tsl — pOCKOIIHBIN
TocTh KOpoJIeB Ha Oanax 6e3 uucia,

I'me coTHs B30pOB B IUIeH TeOs O B3sina
(CseTeit, 4eM MOH B cje3ax), re ObUI0 6 MOXHO

Tebe my3bikoit paauTh. Kak xe TBOMH

B3rysin Ha MeHsl CTpEMHTCS B JIMBHSIX CBETa,

Ycranyro, 4bMX MeceH TeMeEH CTPOW,

UpuM IJ1a4eM KHUIAPHUCHI JIUIIb BOCHETHI?
Ja, MEpOM Thl OMa3aH, s — POCOWA.
CpaBHsIET CMEpTb HAM POCT M 3TH METHI.

Ilepeeoo A. Ilapuna

g ‘rré oJIb s TOOOW JIroOuMa, mycTh Obl pamu
> I\F Camoii mo6su. Ilycts ryObl HE TBEPOAT:
a3 «B ee yJIbIOKE — B3IJISIAE — BeCh MOH KJjan -
B MaHepe peuu HEXXHOW —- B THOKOM CKJiaze
¥YMma, 4T0, MOEMY B BBICOKOM JiaJie
OTBeTCTBYS, JAPAT MUJILOH YCJIAID».
TakuM BemaM MPeBpPaTHOCTH T'PO3AT
Cpenb xm3au. K mepeMeHe kak K mperpaje
INMpuns, moboBb yracHer. He nobu
MeHs 3a TO, YTO Thl YTep MHE LICKH, —
WccsixkHeT miad, 9TO YyBCTBA XTI TBOW,—
M cam co6oil HCCAKHET Xap BBHICOKHH.
Panu mo6bBu mobu — Ttakoit JroO6BH
N 11010l BEYHOCTH HE CTpaIIHbI CPOKH.

Ilepesoo A. Ilapuna
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IJIN3ABET BAPPET BPAYHUHI (ypoxa. Moyarton) (Eliza-
beth Barrett Browning, 1806-1861) mnodsTecca, nuTepaTypHBIH
KpUTHK, XeHa modTa Pobepra bpaynunra (1812-—1889). Ponu-
Jlace Hepajeko oT JlapeMa, 1o4b BECT-MH/ICKOTO IUIAaHTATOPA, MO-
JIyynjia mpeKpacHoe aoMalllHee oOpa3oBaHue, BKJIIOYABIIEE 3HA-
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43 1362



KOMMEHTAPUU

HHE KJIACCHYECKUX SI3BIKOB M juTepatypsl. [lepBoe mpou3sBene-
Hue — noama The Battle of Maraphon (1820) — 6b110 HamucaHo,
Korga ed ucnosHwiIoch 14 ner. TpaBma mo3BoHouHWKa (1821)
U riybokasi [1paMa, MepexuTas B CBS3H CO CMEPTBHIO JIFOOMMOTro
O6paTta, Ha mOJTHE TOObl MpUKOBaNHd . BpayHWMHr x mocresw.
B 1844 r. BbIIes1 AByXTOMHBIN COOPHHK €€ CTUXOB, YTBEPAMBIIIHMA
€e MO3THYECKYIO PeMyTanuio; B HEr0 BOIILIO CTaBIllee XpecToMa-
TUHHBIM cTuXoTBOpeHue Cry of the Children, HeomTHOKpATHO niepe-
BOJMBILIEECS HA PYCCKHA SA3bIK M MOCIYXHBILIEE OCHOBOM IS O~
HonmMeHHoro ctuxoTBopenusi H. A. Hekpacosa.

[Tocne BbIxOga cOOpHMKA HAYMHAETCS Mepemucka Dym3abet
bapper Moynton ¢ Pobeprom Bpaynunrom (1845), u B 1846 1.
nocie 3amyxectBa J. BpayHuHr ye3dxaer ¢ MyxeM Bo PiopeH-
10, I'Ie OHA MpoBeJa nocjiensue 15 ner xusHu. McTuHHYyIO Mo-
NYJISIPHOCTb MPHHEC MOITECCEe LUK JIFOOOBHBIX COHETOB Sonnets
from the Portugese; ony0Jy. Bo BTopoM u3ganuu Poems (1850).
B nosmaem TBopuectBe . bpaynunr — B nosmax Casa Guidi Win-
dows (1851) u Poems before Congress (1860) — oTpakeHbl Brie4yaT-
JieHus: D. bpayHUHT OT HTajbsIHCKOM peBomonud 1848 r. Poman
B ctuxax Awrora Leigh (1857) mocBsimeH TeMe paBHOMpPAaBHS
JKEHLIIVH.

MOUNTAINEER AND POET - 53toT M aBa cieayromux
coHeTa ObUIM omyOiuKoBaHbl B cOopHUuke Poems (1844).

Sonnets from the Portugese

Hamnucans mexnay 1846- 1849 rr.; omy6a. B 1850 r. B mukie
44 coneTta, ONUCBHIBAIOLIUX APAMATHYECKYIO JIBOJIOLHUIO YYBCTBA
HEMOJIONOH yXke U OOJIbHOM JXEHIIUHBI K OJIECTAIIEMY MOITY MO-
JIoXe ee Ha 6 JIeT; UKJI BbIAEPXKaH B JIYYIINX TPaTUIMSIX MeTpap-
KOBCKOT O JIFOOOBHOTI'O COHETA. B CBSI3M CO CJIMIIKOM JIMYHBIM, UH-
TUMHBIM XapaKTepOM IHMKJIa COHEThI ObLIH U3/IaHBI KaK «IEepeBO-
IbI» (C HOPTYTaJIbCKOro), NEPEKINKAsACh C OTHUM U3 PAaHHHUX CTH-
xoB noateccol Catarina to Camoens.

I: I THOUGHT ONCE HOW THEOCRITUS HAD
SUNG... — 1-2. how Theocritus had sung/Of the sweet years
BEPOSITHO, HAMEK HA NecHIO AoHuca B 15-i uausuiun Peokputa
(xonent IV — 1-g nonoBuna II B. mo H.93.).

3: UNLIKE ARE WE, UNLIKE, O PRINCELY
HEART...— 13. the dew — 30. KamM cMepPTHOro MoTa.

6: GO FROM ME. YET I FEEL THAT 1 SHALL
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STAND...— ny4inuM KOMMEHTapHeM KO MHOTHM COHETaM LH-
KJIa sBistoTCH nucbMa . Bpaynunr x P. Bpaynunry (cp.: “this
proof of this regard, all this that you are to me in fact ... my won-
der is greater than your wonder... I who sate here alone yesterday
so weary of my own being”) (Love Letters of Elizabeth and Robert
Browning, 1, p. 264).

14: IF THOU LOVE ME, LET IT BE FOR NOUGHT...
TeEMa COHETa mepekiukaercs ¢ coneroM 116 llexcnupa.

26: 1 LIVED WITH VISIONS FOR MY COMPANY... -cp.
“I grew up in the country, had no social opportunities, had my
heart in books and poetry and my experience in reveries... Books
and dreams were what I lived in... Afterwards when my illness
came... then I turned with some bitterness (on my past) realizing
that I had seen no Human Nature” (Letters).

41: 1 THANK ALL WHO HAVE LOVED ME IN THEIR
HEARTS... - 5. mart = market.
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