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СТИХОТВОРЕНИЯ ДЛЯ ТВОРЧЕСКОГО ПЕРЕВОДА 
REMEMBER


By Christina Rossetti (1830 - 1894)


Remember me when I am gone away,


Gone far away into the silent land;


When you can no more hold me by the hand,


Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay.


Remember me when no more day by day


You tell me of our future that you planned;


Only remember me; you understand


It will be late to counsel then or pray.


Yet if you should forget me for a while


And afterwards remember, do not grieve;


For if the darkness and corruption leave


A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,


Better by far you should forget and smile


Than that you should remember and be sad.


SONNET 130

By William Shakespeare

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red then her lips' red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

But not such roses see I in her cheeks;

And in some perfume is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw my goddess go;

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground;

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.

dun - грязно-коричневый цвет

damask'd - сорт роз

reeks - пахнет
hath-has (16 век)

grant - допускать, сознаваться

belied - не оправдать ожиданий

compare - сравнение (16 век)

A RED ROSE


By Robert Burns


O my Love's like a red, red rose,


That newly sprung in June;


O my Love's like a melody


That sweetly played in tune. -


As fair are you, my bonie lass,


So deep in love am I;


And I will love you still my Dear,


Till all the seas gang dry. -


Till all the seas gang dry, my Dear,


And the rocks melt with the sun;


I will love you still, my Dear,


While the sands of life shall run. -


And fair you weel, my only Love!


And fair you weel, a while!


And I will come again, my Love,


Though it were ten thousand mile! 

ТО YOU

By Blanche DeGood Lofton

If I could do what'er I want to do,

To make complete your gladsome Christmas Day,

I would not bring a single thing to you,

But I would come and take some things away:

I'd take away your trouble from your heart;

Each pain and sorrow I would have relieved;

And every word that caused a single smart,

And every hour through which you sadly grieved.

I'd have them all be gone - forever gone -

Forgotten, like the things that cannot be;

And then each hour would be a joyful one,

For only good things would be left, you see.

Now that is what I'd really like to do -

If I could do the things I wish for you.

