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HaneeMmcsl, 4TO 3TOT BEJIMKOJIENHBIN, HA CETOHS JIyUIlIMi U3 CIEJIAaHHbIX Ha
PYCCKUI S13bIK MepeBoj] CTUXOB JI:koHa JJoHHA, PUAETCS NO QyIIe YATATENsSIM U
MTOMOXKET UM PA3ITIAIETh HOBBIE TPAHU TaJIAHTA OJTHOTO U3 CAMBIX 3HAYUTENBHBIX U
OPUTMHAJILHBIX TIOTOB aHIIMHCKON uTepatyphl. [103T Kk ynTaresnmo He oOparaercs,
€ro Kak Obl HET. DTO CIIOCOOCTBYET HEBUIAHHOMY Y €JIM3aBETUHIIEB TUPUIECKOMY
Hakary ero ctuxoB. Lluki "CesAeHHbIE COHETHI' POHUKHYT OIIYIIIEHUEM
AyIIeBHOTO KOH(IMKTA, CTpaxa, COMHeHUs ¥ 0. CTUXY FeHUs] aHTJIMICKOTO
Bo3poxkieHrs 1 OIHOTO U3 BEIMYAKIINX [T0O9TOB B MUPOBOW UCTOPUH, TIPU €TO
’KU3HU HEe MYOJIMKOBAIUCH, HO OBLTH IIMPOKO U3BECTHHI B PYKOMKCSX, & HEKOTOPBIE
CTaJIM NMonyJsipHbIMU niecHsMU. [lepBbiii cOopHuk ctuxoB IxoHa JIoHHa BbIIen B
cBeT B 1633 roxy.
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Ot nepeBogYMKa.

«CpsiieHHble coHeTh» JkoHa JIoHHA MOpa3wiii MEHsI MOIIIBIO CTPACTel, HAaKaJIOM JIIOOBH,
CTpaJlaHuil, IyOMHAMK OTYasiHbsI M pacKasiHbsl. HazBaHMe KaXkJOro CoOHeTa onpeessieT ero couep-
KaHUE.

Holy Sonnet 1.

Tho has made me, and shall thy work decay?

Repair me now, for now mine end doth haste;

I run to death, and death meets me as fast,

And all my pleasures are like yesterday.

I dare not move my dim eyes any way,

Despair behind, and death before doth cast

Such terror, and my feeble flesh doth waste

By sin in it, which it towards hell doth weigh.

Only thou art above, and when towards thee

By thy leave I can look, I rise again;

But our old subtle foe so tempteth me

That not one hour myself I can sustain.

Thy grace may wing me to prevent his art,

And thou like adamant draw mine iron heart.
1 bor.

Co3maB MeHs, MO3BOJIMIIL CTHUTH padoTe?

Jlait MyxecTBa, BeJlb CKOPO CMEPTh TOUTHUT;

41 x Hell leuy, OHa HABCTpeUy MYMT,

Buepa ocraimich HaciaxIeHbs IUIOTH.

41 Ha Tebs 6orOCh MOTHATH CBOW B3TJISA:

OtuasiHbI0 ¥ 00T HET Tpesena,

Crapest, CHJIBI IOTEPSLIIO TEJIO,

['pexu, Kak TupH, TAHYT AYIIY B .

ThI BEICOKO, KOT]a XBaTaJIO CHJI

S BBepX cMoTpen U KJasl B IOAIACPKKY I71aca;

Korpa mykaBbiii COrpenuTh MaHWJ,

[Topoii He Mor 5 yCcTOATh U Yaca.
BYIH: MMJIOCTUB, MArHUTOM CTaHb MOUM,
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Uro0 ObLT 51, KaK aiMa3, HECOKPYIIHM.
Holy Sonnet 2.
As due by many titles I resign
My self to Thee, O God; first I was made
By Thee, and for Thee, and when I was decayed
Thy blood bought that, the which before was Thine;
I am Thy son, made with Thy Self to shine,
Thy servant, whose pains Thou hast still repaid,
Thy sheep, thine image, and, till I betrayed
My self, a temple of Thy Spirit divine;
Why doth the devil then usurp on me?
Why doth he steal, nay ravish that's thy right?
Except thou rise and for thine own work fight,
Oh I shall soon despair, when I do see
That thou lov'st mankind well, yet wilt not choose me,
And Satan hates me, yet is loth to lose me.
2 Ilnen
A, T'ocnogu, — TBOpeHUE TBOE,
[TosToMYy 51 TBOW AYIIOW U IJIOTHIO;
Korga HacKBO3b MPOTHUI 1, KK JIOXMOTbSI,
Tol kpoBblo CbiHa BBIKYIMIT CBOE.
Og1ia TBOSI, TeOs I CIABIIO BCIYX,
Thl Hartepéy 3a Ty R0y pacruIaTuiICcs,
Korga Bo mHe TBo#1 00pa3 BOIIOTHIICS,
9 — Xxpam B KOTOpOM 11apcTBYyeT TBOM JIyX.
Bpar B rien 6epét, KTo mpaBo gaji emy?
Kaxk on mocmen Ha rpaGexu co B3ioMoM?
OcTaHOBM €ro BCeCUJILHBIM CIIOBOM.
Ha, He oTYaloCh s, Korja nomumy:

JI004 monel, He BBIIENIID U3 BCEX,
A I1psIBOJI, HEHABU/[IS1, BBOIIUT B I'PEX.
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Holy Sonnet 3
O might those sighs and tears return again
Into my breast and eyes, which I have spent,
That I might in this holy discontent
Mourn with some fruit, as I have mourned in vain;
In mine Idolatry what showers of rain
Mine eyes did waste! what griefs my heart did rent!
That sufferance was my sin; now I repent;
'Cause I did suffer I must suffer pain.
Th' hydropic drunkard, and night-scouting thief,
The itchy lecher, and self-tickling proud
Have the remembrance of past joys for relief
Of comming ills. To (poor) me is allowed
No ease; for long, yet vehement grief hath been
Th' effect and cause, the punishment and sin.

3 XKU3Hb
O, BOopoTUTH OBl MHE B I71a3a U IPy/b
VcrpaueHHbIe B MPa3IHON CKOPOU B3JIOXH,
[Tponayv, Kak BETHI, B YEPTOIOJIOXE -
J1J1s1 IONB3BI U CJIC3UHKY He BEPHYTh;
Tepsas cepaiie, Uaoaam CIIyKu,
M3 a3 noTokoM ciié3bl nposvBast!
CTpagaHbsMU 5 33 TPeXy TUIATUI,
Crpanaio BHOBb, CTpa/iaHbsi BCIIOMUHAS;
KneBeTHUKM, MPOMOMIIBI, TAaTh HOUHOM,
3asaambIii Oyao/iel, ropael OnacHbIi,
CMSArJaior rope pajiocTbio ObUIOMH,
MHe o0JieryeHps HeT, 00JIb eKeYacHa.
CBoeii 6e3MEepHOCTBIO OHA OTPOMHEN BCeX —

B Heii cinencrBue, npuunHa, Ka3Hb U rpex.

Holy Sonnet 4
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Oh my black soul! Now art thou summoned
By sickness, death's herald, and champion;
Thou art like a pilgrim, which abroad hath done
Treason, and durst not turn to whence he is fled;
Or like a thief, which till death's doom be read,
Wisheth himself delivered from prison,

But damned and haled to execution,
Wisheth that still he might be imprisoned.
Yet grace, if thou repent, thou canst not lack;
But who shall give thee that grace to begin?
Oh make thy self with holy mourning black,
And red with blushing, as thou art with sin;
Or wash thee in Christ's blood, which hath this might
That being red, it dyes red souls to white.

4. Oyma
O, uépnas ayma! Tebs B cMsATEHBE
[oBepr HeAyT — CTapyXu CMEPTh TOHEIL.
Thl, Kak OTUM3HY OpOCUBIIMI OerJel,
BuHO# 3aKpbIBIINI ITyTh /17151 BO3BPAILEHbS.
ThI, KaKk MPECTYIMHUK, MPOKJIMHABIIUH IJIECH,
[oka cyapsi CpOK Ka3HU He Ha3HAYMI,
Korga Ha3Bas, Ha BCE B3IJISIHYB MHAYE,
He xodeT moKuaaTh TIOPEMHBIX CTEH.
Packasnbe u Oimaromars ONM3KH,
Be3 Giaromaty HET U MMOKASIHBA,
O, Oynp ke YEPHOH OT CBATOM TOCKH,
KpacHa cTBIIOM OPOYHOTO KeIaHbs;
A HeT: B KpoBU XpucTa OMOKCS CMEo,
Yto0 13 KyIeau ajnoi — BEIATH Oeson.
Holy Sonnet 5

I am a little world made cunningly

Of elements and an angelic sprite,
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But black sin hath betray'd to endless night

My world's both parts, and oh both parts must die.
You which beyond that heaven which was most high
Have found new spheres, and of new lands can write,
Pour new seas in mine eyes, that so I might

Drown my world with my weeping earnestly,

Or wash 1it, if it must be drown'd no more.

But oh it must be burnt; alas the fire

Of lust and envy have burnt it heretofore,

And made it fouler; let their flames retire,

And burn me O Lord, with a fiery zeal

Of thee and thy house, which doth in eating heal.

5. Mup
S — manblit Mup; Bo MHe Harum oruior -
XUTPO CIUVIETACh CTUXUU U 1yX boxkuii;
Ho u€pHblii rpex, crpeMsch BCE YHUUTOXKUTD,
JIBE 9TH YacTU CMEPTH MPEHAET.
Te, KTO OTKpPBUIH, 3aJISIHYB B 3¢up,
Nubie cdepbl, HOBbIE TPOCTOPHI,
3asieiiTe MHe BIJ1a3a: MOpsi, 03€pa,
Uro06 5 OTOKOM CJIE3 OITaKal MUD.
Ho, He motom noryowur, a oroHs -
CKUraioT 3aBUCTb, ATYHOCTD, CJIAI0OCTPACTHE;
Mup crai rpsi3Hee, OTpaBujia BOHb,
Pa3Beii e€ cBOel BCeCUIILHOU BIIACTHIO.
Coxru MeHsl, JKap TBOETO OTHS -
OuuctuB ayIny, UCHEIUT MEHS.
Holy Sonnet 6

This is my play's last scene; here heavens appoint
My pilgrimage's last mile; and my race,

Idly, yet quickly run, hath this last pace,

My span's last inch, my minute's latest point;
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And gluttonous death will instantly unjoint
My body and my soul, and I shall sleep a space;
But my'ever-waking part shall see that face
Whose fear already shakes my every joint.
Then, as my soul to'heaven, her first seat, takes flight,
And earth-born body in the earth shall dwell,
So fall my sins, that all may have their right,
To where they'are bred, and would press me, to hell.
Impute me righteous, thus purg'd of evil,
For thus I leave the world, the flesh, the devil.
6. I'panp

[TocnenHuit akT, MPOKUTON MHOIO JIPAMBI,

Kower mytu, 10 (pUHMIIA — BEPITIOK;

bBecuienbHa ckauka, BUKY, BOT OH — CAMBbIii

[Tocnenuuii Mur, eie ouH MPbIKOK

U BBIpBET CMEPTH U3 TUIOTU MOIO AYIITY,

[Toracut Be4yHbI COH NMPEICMEPTHBIN KPUK,

A Onsmmas qymia yBUIMT JIVK,

[epen KOTOPBIM 51 CETOMHS TPYIITY.

[ToTtoM oHa B3JIETUT B HEOSCHBIN JIOM,

3emuist 3eMHOMY Tenty OyzeT paja;

B reenny, yBiekaeMblii Tpexom,

Konb He criac€niib, MOry 10CTaTbCs ay.

Jlait mpaBeTHOCTb, YTOO 3JI0 CMOT MOOOPOTH,

OctaBuB 3eMJTI0, TbSIBOJIA U TIOTh.
Holy Sonnet 7
At the round earth's imagined corners, blow
Your trumpets, Angels, and arise, arise
From death, you numberless infinities
Of souls, and to your scattered bodies go,

All whom the flood did, and fire shall o'erthrow,

All whom war, dearth, age, agues, tyrannies,
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Despair, law, chance, hath slain, and you whose eyes,
Shall behold God, and never taste death's woe.
But let them sleep, Lord, and me mourn a space,
For, if above all these, my sins abound,
"Tis late to ask abundance of thy grace,
When we are there; here on this lowly ground,
Teach me how to repent; for that's as good
As if thou hadst seal'd my pardon, with thy blood.
7. Cyn
Boo0Opa3uB yribl 3eMHOTO T11apa,
O, aHresbl, TpyOUTE HA yIJIaxX;
[TycTth aymm MEPTBBIX, COPOCUB CMEPTH Yaphl,
BHOBB 0051eKyT ceOs1 B TEJIECHBIH TTpax.
Koro younu BiacTh, 3aKOH BHEMJIUTE,
Koro ckocuiu ronoa, Mop, BOiHa,
[Morom, moxap moyyuTe CrojHa -
Bam cmeptu Her, Bce ['ocnioga y3pure.
[Tponym um, Boxe, COH, MHE CIE3bl KCTaTH -
Ha mHe rpexoB no0Ooribiiie, 4eM Ha HUX.
Mouthcs MO3AHO MHE O OJlarogaTu
[Tpomy, ['ocnonp, fait MHE MOJIMTB UHBIX,
Korna mokaroch, OIy4rB POIICHbE,
[TycTth, Kak mieyaTh, KPOBb YTBEPIUT PEIlICHbE.
Holy Sonnet 8
If faithful souls be alike glorified
As angels, then my father's soul doth see,
And adds this even to full felicity,
That valiantly I hell's wide mouth o'erstride:
But if our minds to these souls be descried
By circumstances, and by signs that be

Apparent in us, not immediately,

How shall my mind's white truth by them be tried?
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They see idolatrous lovers weep and mourn,
And vile blasphemous conjurers to call
On Jesus name, and Pharisaical
Dissemblers feigne devotion. Then turn,
O pensive soul, to God, for he knows best
Thy true grief, for he put it in my breast.

8. Orerr.
Kosns npaBeqHo ayiie otiia Harpaja,
BoITh paBHO# aHrenam, 1aHa,
Torma BABOIHE OJIaKEHCTBYET OHa,
VBuUIEB, Kak Napio HaJl MACThIO aja.
Ho, MoxeT ObITh He BCE JIAaHO CBSITHIM,
He mMoryT npoHUKaTh B cepjiel] ITyOuHbI,
JIOCTYITHBI TOJIFKO BHEIITHUE KApPTUHBI,
[TOHATH YUCTHI JIU HE TIO CUJIAM WM.
WM BuaHO: (bapuceii TBOPUT KyMHPa,
[To umomny BMOOIEHHBIN CIIE3BI JILET,
A 60roxynpHUK, OOMaHyB TIOJI — MUPA,
TBopia cede B cBUAETENN OEPET.
Ckop0wu, lymia, Bor BuauT ckopOb TBOIO,
Beapb cam Binoxus e€ OH B rpyib MOIO.
Holy Sonnet 9
If poisonous minerals, and if that tree
Whose fruit threw death on else immortal us,
If lecherous goats, if serpents envious
Cannot be damn'd, alas, why should I be?
Why should intent or reason, born in me,
Make sins, else equal, in me more heinous?
And mercy being easy, and glorious
To God, in his stern wrath why threatens he?

But who am I, that dare dispute with thee,

O God? Oh, of thine only worthy blood
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And my tears, make a heavenly Lethean flood,
And drown in it my sins' black memory.
That thou remember them, some claim as debt;
I think it mercy, if thou wilt forget.

9 I'pex
[Tnox ¢ nepeBa, KOTOPBIA MBI €J1M,
3Meil UCKyCUTeJb, IEB JIMIIABIIUI YeCTH,
Ko3€n 6mynmuBbIi, si1, CTyKUBIIANA MECTH,
Beccynnsl pen To60ii. 3a 4to cynum ?
Moii ym 1 BOJIA ClieNiaid 9yKUM,
A1aMOB rpex, BO3BBICUB HaJl APYTUMU ?
[TpocnaBieHHBIN IeTHBIMU OJIaTUMHU,
[Touto, 'ocnoap, cran rposed Thl co MHOW?
Ho, KTO 51, 4T00BI CIIOp HAYaTh ¢ TOOOM?
Benb B KpoBb TBOIO, CBOM BIIMBAsI CIIE3HI,
Xote, 4ToObl OHU, KaK JIMBHU B I'PO3HI,
CMbIBaJIM TAMSTH O MOMX T'peXax.
WHple He cMYIIAIOTCS HUYYTh
Momuth: «I'pex nomuu!» 4 nporry: —« 3adymub!»
Holy Sonnet 10
Death be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so,
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poor death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,
Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.
Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men,

And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well,
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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