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AHHOTaAMA
Hanmeemcsi, 9TO 3TOT BEJMKOJENHBbIA, HA CETOAHS JyUIIUN U3
CIENaHHBIX HAa PYCCKUH 3bIK mepeBon ctuxoB JlxoHa [loHHa,
NpUAETCA MO AyIe YUTATeIsAM M TIOMOXET UM pas3IisiieTh HOBBIE
IpaHd TaJlaHTa OJIHOTO U3 CAMBbIX 3HAYUTESBHBIX M OPUTHHABHBIX
MOSTOB AHTJIMKACKOM JuTeparyphl. [103T K ynTaTemo He oOparaercs,
€ro Kak Obl HET. DTO CIOCOOCTBYET HEBUIAHHOMY Y €IM3aBETUHIICB
JupuyeckoMy Hakaimy ero cruxoB. Lukin "CpsimieHHbIE COHETHI'"
MIPOHUKHYT OIIyIIIEHUEM AYIIEBHOIO KOH(IMKTA, CTpaxa, COMHEHUSI
n O6omu. CTHXM TeHUs aHIIMACKOTO BO3pokJieHWs M OIHOro W3
BEIWYalIIMX IO3TOB B MHPOBOM HCTOPUH, TMPHU €ro KU3HU HE
MyOJIMKOBAJIMCh, HO OBUIM INUPOKO HW3BECTHBl B PYKOMNMCAX, a
HEKOTOPBIE CTAJIN MOMYJISIPHBIMM TIeCHIMU. [lepBbiii COOPHUK CTHXOB

Ixona [lonHa Bhien B ceet B 1633 romy.



Ort nepeBogYHKA.

«Cpsi1eHHbIe COHEThI» [I;koHa JloHHa mopasuiu MeHs MO-
IIBIO0 CTpacTel, HAKAJIOM JTIOOBH, CTPaJaHWid, ITyOMHAMH OTYa-
sIHbsI M pacKasiHbsl. HazBaHMe KakJ0ro coHera ornpenessieT ero
coziepxkaHue.

Holy Sonnet I.

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.

Co3p1aB MeHsl, MO3BOJHUII CTHUTH padoTe?
Jait MyxecTBa, Be/ib CKOPO CMEPTh ITOUTHT;
4l X He# iedy, OHAa HABCTPEUy MYMT,

Buepa ocranmchk HacIaxeHbs IJIOTH.

41 Ha TebOs 0010Ch MOJHATH CBOU B3IVIS:
OTuasiHbio ¥ 00K HET Tpejiena,

Crapest, CHIBI IOTEPSLIIO TEJO,

['pexu, Kak rvpH, TAHYT IyIIy B a1,

Thl BBICOKO, KOTJIa XBaTAJIO CUJ

S BBEpX cMOTpe U KIal B MOJIEPKKY TJIaca;
Korna nykaBeli COrpelnTs MaHu,

Ilopoii He MOT 4 yCTOATh U Yaca.

Byab MUJIOCTUB, MarHUTOM CTaHb MOUM,
Yro06 OBLI 51, KaK aJiMa3, HECOKPYIITUM.



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'ocrionu, — TBOpEHUE TBOE,
[ToaTomy s1 TBOW IyIIOW U TJIOTHIO;
Koraa HackBO3b TPOrHUII $1, KK JIOXMOTBbSI,
To1 kKpoBbI0 ChiHa BHIKYnII CBOE.
Og1ia TBOsI, TeOs 51 CABIIIO BCAYX,
Th1 Haniepén 3a cimyk0y pacriaTuics,
Korna Bo mHe TBo#t 06pa3 BOIIOTHIICS,
4 — Xpam B KOTOpOM 1apcTByeT TBOU qyX.
Bpar B rien 6epét, KTo mpaBo jiai emy?
Kak oH mocmen Ha rpabesxu co B3IOMOM ?
OcTaHOBH €ro BCECUJIbHBIM CIIOBOM.
Hla, He oTyalch s, Korjga nouMy:

JIio6s1 mofieit, He BBIACIMIID U3 BCEX,

A 1psIBOJI, HEHaBU/Is, BBOJIUT B I'PEX.

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 XU3Hb



O, BopoTUTh OB MHE B TJIa3a U IPyJib
HctpauenHsle B mpa3qHON CKOPOU B3/I0XH,
[Iponany, Kak LIBETHI, B YEPTOIIOJIOXE -
JL71s1 IOJIb3bI M CJIE3UHKU HE BEPHYTh;
Tep3zasa cepaue, UaosamM Ciyxul,

W3 rna3 notokom cnéssl nposmBas!
Crpananbsamu 51 3a Ipexu IJIaTuiI,
Crpanaio BHOBb, CTPaJaHbsl BCTIOMHUHAS;
KneBeTHuKH, Mponou1pl, TaTh HOYHOM,
3asamielii 61ya0/1eM, Top/el] ONacHbIH,
CMAryaoT rope pagocTbio ObUIOH,

Mue o0neryenbs Her, 00JIb €KedacHa.
CBoeil 6e3MEepHOCTHIO OHA OTPOMHEN BCEX —
B Heii cieacTBue, mpuynMHa, Ka3Hb U TPeX.

Holy Sonnet 4

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. Qyma
O, u€pnas nyma! TeOs1 B cMsTEHbE
[Tosepr Heayr — cTapyXy CMEpTh FOHEll.
ThI, Kak OTYM3HY OpOCUBIIHUI Oeriell,

BuHO# 3aKpbIBIINIA Ty Th 7151 BO3BPAILIEHBSI.
ThI, Kak TPECTYITHUK, TPOKJIMHABIIUN TIEH,



[Toka cynpsi Cpok Ka3HU HEe HA3HAUWII,

Koraa Ha3Bas, Ha BCE B3IVISIHYB MHAueE,

He xoueT nokuaarh TIOPEMHBIX CTEH.

Packasanpe u Omaromath OJIM3KY,

bBe3 GnaropaTil HET U MOKasIHbBS;

O, Oyap e YEPHOU OT CBATOM TOCKH,

KpacHa cTh110M OPOYHOTO KeJIaHbsl;

A HeT: B KpoBU XpHUCTa OMOMCSI CMEO,

Yrto0 U3 Kynenau ajoil — BHIUTH OEJIOu.

Holy Sonnet 5

I am a little world made cunningly

Of elements and an angelic sprite,

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 it, 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

A — manbiii mup; Bo MHe Hanuim omior -
XUTPO CIIETACh CTUXUU U AyX Boxwuii;

Ho u€pHbIl rpex, CTpemsACh BCE YHUUTOXKMUTD,
JIB€ 9TM YacTH CMEPTU MPEIAET.

Te, KTO OTKpBUIH, 3aITIAHYB B 3up,

Wuble cepbl, HOBbIE TPOCTOPBL,

3asierite MHe BIJIa3a: MOps, 03€pa,

YT00 s MOTOKOM CJIE3 OIUIaKaI MUP.

Ho, He noton noryour, a oroHs -

CKuraior 3aBUCTb, ATYHOCTD, CI1AJOCTPACTHE;
Mup cran rps3Hee, OTpaBUjIa BOHb,



Pa3Beii e€ cBOeil BCeCHJILHOM BJIACTEHIO.
Coxru meHs1, Kap TBOEro OrHs -
OunCcTUB AyIily, UCIIETTUT 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;

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'panb
[Mocneanuii akT, MPOKUTON MHOIO TPAMBI,
Kowneri myTtu, 10 ¢puHUIIIA — BEPIIOK;
BeclienbHa ckauka, BUKY, BOT OH — CaMblii
[locnenHuiA MUT, €1IE OAUH MPBIKOK
W BBIpBET CMEPTH U3 TUIOTU MOIO JIYIITY,
[Toracut BeuHbli1 COH MPEJCMEPTHBINA KPUK,
A Opsimas ayma yBUAUT JIHK,
[lepen KOTOPBIM 51 CETOAHS TPYIIY.
[Torom OHa B3/1ETUT B HEOECHBINA JOM,
3emuist 3eMHOMY Tety OyJIeT paja;
B reenny, yBiekaembliil rpexoM,
Kosb HEe ciacénib, MOry 10CTaThCA afy.
Jait mpaBeJHOCTh, YTOO 3JI0 CMOT TOOOPOTH,
OctaBuB 3eMIII0, IbSIBOJIA Y TJIOTh.

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,
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 Iapa,

O, anrensl, TpyOUTE HA yIJax;

[Tycts ymm MEPTBBIX, COPOCKUB CMEPTH Yaphl,

BHOBB 0051€KyT ceOs1 B TeIeCHbII Mpax.

Koro younu BiacTh, 3aKOH BHEMJIHTE,

Koro ckocuim rosnoa, Mop, BOWHa,

Iloromn, noxap noxy4yure CrojHa -

Bawm cmeptu Het, Bce ['ocriona y3pure.

[Tponnu um, boxe, COH, MHE CJIE3bI KCTATH -

Ha MHe rpexoB mo6oJblie, YeM Ha HUX.

MosnuTbesl MO3IHO MHE O OylarojaTu

[Ipomty, ['ocnionp, 1ail MHE MOJIMTB MHBIX,

Korna nokaroch, noiay4uB NpoILeHbe,

[lycTb, Kak mevyarb, 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?
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. OrelL.
Konb npaBeaHoil nynie oTLa Harpazia,
BrITh paBHOW aHrenam, JaHa,
Torna BaBOIHE OJTaKEHCTBYET OHa,
VYBuzeB, Kak napo HaJl acThio aja.
Ho, MmoxeT ObITh HE BCE JAHO CBATHIM,

He MoryT npoHuKarth B ceprell IiryOrHbI,
JlOCTYITHBI TOJIBKO BHELTHUE KAPTHHBI,



[TOHSTh YKCTBI JIU HE IO CUJIaM UM.

WM BuzHO: papuceit TBOPUT KyMHPa,

I[To nnony BIOOIEHHBIN CE3BI JILET,

A GOroxyabHHUK, OOMaHYB TIOJI — MHPA,
TBopia cebe B cBUAETENN OEPET.

Ckopb6u, [lyma, bor Bugut ckopOs TBOIO,
Benp cam Biiokun e€ OH B rpy/ib 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
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

[0z ¢ nepeBa, KOTOPBIA MbI €JUM,

3Mel UCKYCUTEb, IEB JIUIIABIIUN YECTH,
Ko3én OmynMBbIi, 511, CITyKHUBIIWANA MECTH,
Beccynnbl ipex To60it. 3a uto cynum ?
Moii ym U1 BOJIS CAEIAM YYKUM,

AJ1aMOB rpex, BO3BBICUB HaJl APYrUMu?
[TpocnaBieHHbIN IesTHbSIMH OJIarMH,
[Touro, ['ocionp, ctai rpo3eH Tsl coO MHON?
Ho, k10 $1, 4T00BI CIIOp HAYaTh C TOOOM ?
Benp B KpoBb TBOIO, CBOM BJIMBAsI CIIE3bI,
Xore, 9ToObl OHHU, KaK JIMBHU B TPO3bI,
CMbIBaJIM TAMSITh O MOUX I'pPexax.



WHble HE cMyIIAIOTCS HUYYTh
Momutb: «['pex nomuu!» $1 nporry: —« 3a0yap!»

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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