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 Parte din Arhiva Margaretei Sterian, ´ncredinŤatń nouń de 

legatarul acesteia, Mircea Barzuca, traducerile pe care le publicńm 

acum în volumul intitulat Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea trec ´n revistń 

istoria poeziei engleze de la vremurile anglo -saxone p©nń la capńt 

de secol XX. Ele au fost publicat e prima oarń de Editura Dacia ´n 

anul 1977.  

 Am publicat ´n ultima vreme picturile, grafica ĺi opera 

decorativń ale Margaretei Sterian. Ele au delicateŤea, graŤia, 

discreŤia unei danteleño dantelń care ´mbracń m©na pictoriŤei. 

Acea m©nń, ´nsń, are degete de oŤel ĺi putere de ghilotinń.  

 FiinŤń ´ncercatń de viaŤń la toate v©rstele, o singurń armń a avut 

Margareta Sterian: creaŤia. A lucrat neostenit. Zi dupń zi. ċn zilele 

c©nd g©ndurile nu se ´nchegau, mai t©nńrul ei discipol se întreba 

de ce, iar rńspunsul ei era mereu acelaĺi: ăNu întotdeauna îngerul 

este ´n spatele meu.ó 

  The translations included in the volume A Thing of 

Beauty Is a Joy for Ever, which we are publishing today, are 

part of Margareta Sterianõs Archive, entrusted to us by 

Mircea Barzuca, her legal inheritor. They follow the history 

of English poetry from Anglo -Saxon times to the end of the 

20th century. It was first published in Rom anian in the year 

1977.  

 This book comes after Margareta Sterianõs paintings, 

graphic art and decorative works, which we have already 

published. All these works have the fragility, the grace, the 

shyness of a lace glove: underneath it, though, the painterõs 

hand has steel fingers and the force of a guillotine. 

 Life was not Margareta Sterianõs best friend. What kept 

her going was her art. She worked incessantly. On those 

days when creation was slow to visit her, her disciple often 



 

 

 

  

 

 Mń g©ndesc la studenŤii mei din 2017. C©Ťi oare recunosc ´n 

titlu l antologiei  versul lui John Keats, ăA thing of beauty is a joy for 

everó? C©Ťi citesc poezia lui D.H. Lawrence, ĺi c©Ťi au idee cń ĺi 

James Joyce a scris poeme ´n tinereŤe? 

 Interesul traducńtoarei pentru poezia prozatorilor ĺi pentru 

poeŤii cu mai puŤinń faimń, faptul cń redescoperń lumea ăin a grain 

of sandó, ne aratń un spirit generos. Traducerile uitń uneori de 

original, pentru a urma g©ndurile traducńtoarei, care ´ĺi creeazń o 

lume proprie, o lume pe care o poate vedea fńrń paĺaport, fńrń 

interdicŤii. Cum zicea Marc Chagall, care era cu numai zece ani mai 

mare decât ea: ăSeul est mien / Le pays qui se trouve dans mon âme / 

Jõy entre sans passeport /[...] Les habitants vagabondent dans lõair/[...] Ils 

habitent mon âme.ó Deĺi foarte diferiŤi unul de celńlalt, amândoi 

pictorii au purtat o istorie grea pe umerii lor.  

Ne aflńm ´n faŤa unui volum care nu ĺi-a pierdut actualitatea. 

ăDacń tinerele generaἪii, cńrora în primul r ând mń adresez, 

cercetând întâia datń sau reidentificând aceste cânturi Ἠi imagini, 

le-ar acorda prietenia lor, strńdania mea ar fi rńsplńtitń,ó ´ncheie 

autoarea cuvântul ei înainte.  

Nu facem dec©t sń dńm muncii ei o m©nń de ajutor. Readucem 

cartea la ´ndem©na acelora care vor sń cerceteze istoria literarń, 

precum ĺi istoria adevńratń din sufletul acestei traducńtoare 

discrete, dar cu o personalitate care nu s-a dat bńtutń at©ta vreme 

c©t a putut crea. Margareta Sterian a trńit cu ă´ngeruló creaŤiei pe 

umńrul drept. De-a st©nga ei, a ´nsoŤit-o un discipol credincios.  

wondered why, and she woul d always reply, òBecause the 

angel is not always with me.ó 

 I am not sure that now, in the year 2017, my students 

will recognize in the title of this anthology the line written 

by John Keats on beauty and joy. I have no idea if they still 

read poems by D.H. Lawrence, or even know that James 

Joyce wrote poetry in his youth.  

 This translator sees the world òin a grain of sandó: she 

often chooses poems written by fiction writers, or by 

obscure poets. Her translations build a world of her own, a 

world which she  can visit without a passport or a visa. Marc 

Chagall, ten years her senior, did the same: ăSeul est mien / 

Le pays qui se trouve dans mon ©me/Jõy entre sans passeport/[...] 

Les habitants vagabondent dans lõair/[...] Ils habitent mon ©me.ò 

Although very di fferent form each other, both these 

painters have experienced the tragedy of human history in 

their own lives.  

 This book is as much alive today as it was in 1977. òIf 

the young generationóñthe poet wrote in her prefaceñ

òcould befriend the texts and images I am here translating, 

I would not ask for more.ó 

 Contemporary Literature Press is now trying  to help 

younger, as well as no longer young readers, to discover, 

wrapped in literary history, the soul of a translator whose 

need to create was her way of not giving in. Margareta 



 

 

 

  

 

Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea este o m©nń ´ntinsń tuturor celor 

care vor sń i se alńture autoarei pe drumul spiritului, cńtre lumea 

sufletului ñfie ei generaŤia t©nńrń, ori mai puŤin t©nńrńñpentru ca 

´ngerul creaŤiei sń meargń mai departe. 

Sterian lived with the òangeló of creation on her right 

shoulder. A Thing of Beauty Is a Joy for Ever will make her 

readers realize that the angel of creation will always be 

there for each of usñprovided we can see it. 
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În  loc de prefaŤń 

 

 

 

 Un antologist francez contemporan considera ´ntocmirea unei antologii un adevńrat sacrilegiu. ăLaἨi deoparte nenumńrate 

capodopereó, argumenta el. Asta îmi aminteἨte cauza pentru care eu n-am mai vńzut Italia. Un prieten mi -a spus: ăDacń vrei sń vezi 

Italia, te iau cu maἨina pentru opt zile; at âta concediu am.ó Tulburat ń la gândul nenumńratelor splendori pe care, în opt zile, n-aἨ fi 

avut timp nici s ń le întrezńresc mńcar, am refuzat. N-am mai vńzut Italia; altń datń nu s-a mai ivit.  

 Fńrń sń vreau, ´nclin sń compar aceastń antologie cu o cńlńtorie, fie Ἠi de numai opt zile, prin împńrńἪia liricii britanice, o lucrare 

de contact care sń genereze dorinἪa unei mai largi cunoaἨteri . 

 Ca o compensaἪie pentru ceea ce am fost nevoitń sń las deoparte, sper sń tragń în balanἪń ceea ce m-am strńduit sń aduc: unele 

accente exaltate sau severe, altele narative, dramatice sau contestatoare ale vocilor engleze. Textului i-am alńturat o serie de imagini: 

dorim cu toἪii sń vedem cu ochii noἨtri, pe cât vrem sń dńm fr âu liber imaginaἪiei. 

 ἧi asupra modelului ´n care a fost realizatń aceastń antologie cred cń este valabilń aprecierea pe care reputatul critic Nicolae Balotń 

o fńcea ´n coloanele ăRomâniei literareó referitor la sora ei mai vârstnicń, Aud cântând America: rigoarea selecἪiei, concretizatń în 

reἪinerea cu prioritate a acelor piese lirice asupra cńrora se opresc îndeobἨte antologiile consacrate, este ´mbinatń cu expresia propriei 

mele receptivitńἪi pentru unul sau altul din numeroasele titluri considerate reprezentative. ἧi, din acest punct de vedere, titlul însuἨi 

dń nume acestui criteriu: Eternń bucuriei-i frumuseѿea... ἧi întru celebrarea ei, egalń satisfacἪie (dar Ἠi pńrere de rńu de-a nu mai putea 

reda mai mult) mi -au prilejuit nenum ńratele volume de autor consultate, sau numeroasele antologiiñde la J. H. Lobban, An Anthology 
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of English Verse, London 1911, Ἠi pânń la mai recentele Georges-Albert Astre, La Poésie anglaise (édition bilingue), Seghers, 1964, An 

Anthology of English and American Verse, Progress Publishers, Moscow, 1972 sau Dame Helen Gardner, New Oxford Book of English 

Verse, London 1970 (fiecare cu viziunea sa...)ñfńrń a mai vorbi de lucrńri specializate ca Anthology of Irish Poetry, Lyra Celtica sau Laïs 

Bretons a lui Jean-Pierre Callocõh, ori volumele colective ale ăἧcolii de la Liverpool ó sau ale poeἪilor din Hull.  

 Gratitudinea mea se ´ndreaptń spre Conducerea prestigioasei Edituri Dacia Ἠi spre valorosul redactor al acestei lucrńri, Virgil 

Bulat. 

Dacń tinerele generaἪii, cńrora în primul r ând mń adresez, cercetând întâia datń sau reidentificând aceste cânturi Ἠi imagini                 

le-ar acorda prietenia lor, strńdania mea ar fi rńsplńtitń. 

 

        M argareta Sterian 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

Margareta Sterian  

Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea. A Thing of Beauty Is a Joy for Ever  

Antologie de poezie britanicń. Anthology of English poetry 

12 

  
 

  

 

 

 

Cartea neagrń din  Camarthen 

 

ċnŤelepciune hibernalń 

 

Lungń e noaptea, Ἠesul pustiu, brunń-i colina, 

Ἢńrmul albastru, Ἢipń un pescńruἨ, 

cresc valuri, vine furtuna.  

 

Vânt aspru, drum umed, în vale -i vârtej, 

rece e iarba, slab este cerbul, 

râul în creĦtereñvremea se-ndreaptń. 

 

Furtunń ´n munĪi, zbucium pe ape, 

valul acoperń ogrńzile fermelor: 

lumea pare o mare ´ntinsń... 

 

Arcuindu -se, cerbul grńbeĦte spre-adńpostul v©lcelei,  

gheaĪa se sfarmń, ´Ħi pńrńseĦte regatul. 

Viteazul poate scńpa de tr©mbiĪa lupteiñ 
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O, sturz gńtit ´n pestriἪul pieptar,  

Sturzule cu pieptarul pestriἪ! 

Copita cerbului slab, cu fruntea lńsatń 

 

Pe Ἢńrm, mâlul fr ńmântń: 

rńsunńtor, rńsunńtor e vuietul vântului.  

afarń, de-abia poἪi rńmâne-n picioare. 
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William Collins ñGravurń dupń un basorelief al lui John Flaxman,  

din catedrala Chichester. 
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Thomas BewickñFermń ´n Anglia (gravurń ´n lemn) 
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The Border  Ballads  Baladele de la Fruntarii  

   

 Numele generic de The Border Ballads întruneἨte o serie de numeroase creaἪii populare din sec. XII -XIV, provenind în 

marea lor majoritate din regiunea de frontierń dintre Anglia Ἠi ScoἪia. Constituie o adevńratń frescń a vieἪii engleze medievale 

prin varietatea lor tematic ń, abordând evenimente istorice, fapte cavalereἨti, întâmplńri din via Ἢa de familie, cântece satirice 

Ἠi de lume etc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Familia  nebunń 

 

A fost odatń un nebun c-o nevastń nebunń, 

Ce-ntr -un oraἨ nebun trńiau 

ἧi trei copii deodatń-avurń 

Care, toἪi trei, nebuni erau. 

 

Tatńl nebun, mama nebunń, 

Copiii toĪiñde-asemenea nebuni; 

Pe-un cal nebun cu toĪi ´ncńlecarń 

¥i nebuneĦte pornirń la drum. 
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Noaptea cńlare, ziua cńlare 

Unul mńcar nu cńzu de pe cal; 

AĦa smintit mereu cńlńrirń, 

ċnc©t la poarta iadului se pomenirń. 

 

Bucurându-se foarte de-a lor nebunie, 

Bńtr©nul Satan la el i-a poftit;  

Dar curând l -întristń marea lor veselie 

ἧi-i lńsń sń plece de unde au venit. 
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Taliesin   Taliesin  

   

 Ilustru bard galic din sec. VI, al cńrui lirism este de o av©ntatń vehemenἪń Ἠi pe care legenda îl face sń se tragń din Druizi. 

În secolul XIII, texte care îi sunt atribuite au fost reunite sub titlul Cartea lui Taliesin. 

   

The First  Address of  Taliesin   Tainele  lumii  

   

A primitive and ingenious address, when thoroughly 

elucidated. 

Which was first, is it darkness, is it light?  

Or Adam, when he existed, on what day was he created? 

Or under the earthõs surface, what the foundation? 

 Iatń un c©nt despre natura dintr-nceput. 

Ce-a fost ´nt©i, fu ´ntuneric sau luminń? 

Unde sń afli temeliile pńm©ntului? 

Care e ziua când la viaἪń fu chemat Adam? 

   

He who is a legionary will receive no instruction.  

Est qui peccator in many things,  

Will lose the heavenly country, the community of priests.  

Whence come night and day? 

 Omul de rând nu va primi cunoa Ἠterea. 

Vinovat e-acela* care dupń fapta sa 

Pierdutu -Ἠi-a cereasca Ἢarń Ἠi marea prietenie. 

De unde noaptea se iveἨte, de unde ziua? 

                                                           
* În latineĦte, în original.  
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Whence will the eagle become gray? 

Whence is it that night is dark? 

Whence is it that the linnet is green? 

The ebullition of the sea, 

How is it not seen? 

De ce e vulturul ca de cenuἨń? 

De ce e noaptea întuneric?  

De ce e verde câneparul?  

De ce se frńm©ntń marea? 

De ce nu se Ἠtie de ce? 

   

There are three fountains 

In the mountain of roses, 

There is a Caer of defence 

Under the oceanõs wave. 

Illusive greeter,  

What is the porterõs name? 

 Sunt trei fântâni  

sub muntele darurilor.  

Sub valurile oceanului  

Se aflń o cetate. 

LeneĦule amńgitor, 

Spune-mi numele paznicului!  

   

Who was confessor 

To the gracious Son of Mary? 

What was the most beneficial measure 

Which Adam accomplished? 

Who will measure Uffern?  

How thick its veil?  

How wide its mouth?  

What the size of its stones? 

 Cine a fost duhovnic 

dulcelui prunc al Mariei?  

Care-i mai vrednica faptń a lui Adam? 

Cine va mńsura iadul? 

Cine sń spunń negurile-i cât sunt de reci? 

Cine gâtlejul cât îi e de-adânc? 

Cine preĪul lespezilor sale? 

De ce vârful copacilor  
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Or the tops of its whirling trees?  

Who bends them so crooked? 

Or what fumes may be 

About their stems? 

se pleacń Ħi se-ndoaie 

Ce tainń fumegń ´n jurul ństui trunchi? 

   

Is it Lleu and Gwydyon * 

That perform their arts?  

Or do they know books  

When they do? 

 Poate cń sunt Llen Ἠi Gwydyon  

care-Ἠi împlinesc vrńjile. 

Oare cunosc ei buchea cńrἪilor,  

Când îἨi practicń ἨtiinἪa? 

-------------------------  ------------------------------------------ 

I have been with skilful men,  

With Matheu and Govannon,  

With Eunydd and Elestron,  

In company with Achwyson,  

For a year in Caer Gofannon. 

 Am fost laolaltń cu cei ce taina o Ἠtiu,  

cu bńtr©nul Math* Ἠi cu fierarii,  

cu Ennydd Ἠi cu Elestron 

vreme de un an, la-ncercare  

în Cetatea Fierarilor. 

   

I am old. I am young. I am Gwy on, 

I am universal, I am possessed of penetrating wit. 

 Sunt bńtr©n, sunt t©nńr, sunt Gwyon**, 

Sunt universal, am ascuἪime de spirit.  

                                                           
* Fiul lui Mthonny, unul din pńrinĪii magiei.  
** ăċnĪelepciuneaó. Aluzie la legenda potrivit c ńreia Taliesin îl reîncarna pe Gwyon Bach care, printr-un filtru magic, ajunsese atotcunoscńtor. 
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Thou wilt remember thy old Brython I (And) the 

Gwyddyl, kiln distillers,  

Intoxicating the drunkards.  

I am a bard; I will not disclose secrets to slaves; 

I am a guide: I am expert in contests. 

If he would sow, he would plough; he would plough, he 

would not reap.  

------------------------- 

AminteἨte-Ἢi, bńtrâne Breton, 

de Gaëli, secaἪii meἨteri în rachiuri  

ameἪitorii beἪivilor.  

Sunt bard, nu dau secretele pe mâna robilor. 

Îndrum Ἠi judec. 

Dacń semeniñari, dacń ari, nu treieri. 

--------------------------------------------------- 

   

And before I become connected with wooden boards, 

May there be festivals to my soul! 

Book-learning scarcely tells me 

Of severe afflictions after death-bed; 

And  such as have heard my bardic books 

They shall obtain the region of heaven, the best of all 

abodes. 

 ἧi înainte de a-mi do ri sfârἨitul,  

înainte de a mi se ivi spuma pe buze, 

înainte de a fi strivit între scânduri,  

fie ca sufletul meu sń mai aibń parte de-o sńrbńtoare. 

CńrἪile de ἨtiinἪń nu spun nimic  

despre asprele-amńrńciuni de dupń moarte. 

Fie sń afle-adńpost ´n cereἨtile plaiuri  

cei care pńtrundere dat-au cńrἪilor mele de bard. 
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The Song of  the Horses  Focul 

   

It broke out with matchless fury.  

The rapid vehement fire.  

Him we praise above the earth, 

Fire, the fiery meteor of the dawn.  

Above the high gale, 

Higher than every cloud.  

Great his animal. 

He will not delay  

Nor the wedding -feast of Llyr.  

 Focul cel repede Ἠi nńpraznic 

izbucneἨte cu nemaiaflatń furie.  

Noi, pńm©ntenii, aducem laudń 

focului, crud meteor al zorilor,  

pe vijelie ´naltń, 

mai ´naltń dec©t norii, 

Puternic i -e suflul  

ce nu slńbi nicic©nd  

de la nunta lui Llyr încoace.  

   

His path is like a water -course, 

Thy rage in the chief streams. 

The dawn smiles, repelling gloom,  

At the dawn with violence,  

At every meet season, 

At the meet season of his turnings, 

At the four stages of his course, 

 Drumul sńu e un pârâu,  

care se-azvârle furios în torente,  

în surâsul aurorei, alung ând întunericul  

din zori cu strńἨnicie 

în fiecare anotimp prielnic  

vremii întoarcerilor sale  

Ἠi celor patru faze ale drumului sńu. 
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I will extol him that judges violence,  

Of the strong din, deep his wrath.  

Vreau sń preamńresc strńἨnicia 

tumultului Ἠi a mâniei sale profunde.  
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The Seafarer  Navigatorul  

   

 The Seafarer, celebru poem liric anglo -saxon numńr©nd 108 versuri, constituie una din cele mai remarcabile creaŤii 

anonime din perioada sec. VII-X. Exultń fascinaŤia asprń a mńrii ĺi dń expresie strńvechii ei chemńri pentru sufletul englez, 

´nfńŤiĺ©nd-o ca pe o aventurń a spiritului totodatń. 

   

Fragment 

Tradus din anglo -saxonń de Ezra Pound ´n anul 1911 

[Nota editorului]  

 
Fragment  

 

   

May I for my own self songõs truth reckon, 

Journeyõs jargon, how I in harsh days 

Hardship endured oft.  

Bitter breast-cares have I abided, 

Known on my keel many a careõs hold, 

And dire sea-surge, and there I oft spent 

Narrow nightwatch nigh the ship õs head 

While she tossed close to cliffs. Coldly afflicted,  

My feet were by frost benumbed.  

 Pot scrie despre mine un c©nt adevńrat  

Sń-mi povestesc cńlńtoriile ĺi cum, ´n zile grele  

De-atâtea ori am îndurat lungi chinuri  

Ĺi-amare griji strńfundul inimii mi-au încercat, 

Cum cercetat-am, cu-a mea navń, primejdioase locuri 

Ĺi groaznice nńvale de talazuri. Adesea 

La provń mń afla ´nfricoĺńtoarea veghe-a nopŤii 

C©nd, prinsń ´n pintenii frigului, nava se izbea de faleze. 

Picioarele, de ger, mi-erau nituite  
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Chill its chains are; chafing sighs 

Hew my heart round and hunger begot  

Mere-weary mood. Lest man know not  

That he on dry land loveliest liveth,  

List how I, care-wretched, on ice-cold sea, 

Weathered the winter, wr etched outcast 

Deprived of my kinsmen;  

Hung with hard ice -flakes, where hail-scur flew, 

There I heard naught save the harsh sea 

And ice-cold wave, at whiles the swan cries, 

Did for my games the gannetõs clamour, 

Sea-fowls, loudness was for me laughter, 

The mewsõ singing all my mead -drink.  

Storms, on the stone-cliffs beaten, fell on the stern 

In icy feathers; full oft the eagle screamed 

With spray on his pinion.  

Not any protector  

May make merry man faring needy.  

This he little believes, who aye in winsome li fe 

Abides ômid burghers some heavy business, 

Wealthy and wine -flushed, how I weary oft  

Cu lanŤuri de gheaŤń; ĺi grijile gemeau 

Împresurându -mi inima de -aproape, iar foamea sf©ĺia 

Strńfundul trupului prea ostenit de mare. Lucrurile -aceste 

Nu le ĺtie unul din cei ce pe uscat de fericire doar au parte 

Unul mńcar nu ĺtie cum, ´n griji ĺi jale, iernatic adńpost 

Mi -era doar marea ´ngheŤatń pe drumul de exil 

Lipsit de rudele -mi dragi,  

ċnveĺm©ntat ´n ŤurŤuri; izbea, pieziĺń, grindina. 

La bord nu auzeam dec©t rńsuflul mńrii, 

Recele drum de sloiuri. Ĺi, uneori, un c©nt de lebńdń, 

Mń ´ntńrea; mai dulce ca veselia oamenilor mi-era 

C©ntul lństunului ĺi-al goelanzilor Ťipńt 

Mai dulce ca hidromelul ʄc©ntecul pescńruĺului. 

Furtunile izbeau ´n st©nca malurilor; le rńspundea  

R©ndunica de mare cu aripa ca gerul; adesea da rńspuns  

O acvilń cu aripe muiate-n rouń. Grija niciunei rubedenii  

N-ar fi umplut de mângâiere sufletu -mi pustiu.  

Cńci ´mbńtatul de m©ndrie care cunoaĺte numai dulcea 

viaŤń  

Ĺi-n târgu-i, niciodatń primejdia n-a înfruntat  

Cum sń-ĺi ´nchipuie mńcar de câte ori  
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Must bide above brine. 

Neareth nightshade, snoweth from north,  

Frost froze the land, hail fell on earth then 

Corn of the coldest. Nathless there knocketh now 

The heartõs thought that I on high streams  

The salt-wavy tumult traverse alone.  

Moaneth alway my mind õs lust 

That I fare forth, that I afar hence 

Seek out a foreign fastness. 

For this thereõs no mood-lofty man over earthõs midst, 

Not though he be given his good, but will have in his 

youth greed; 

Nor his deed to the daring, nor his king to the faithful  

But shall have his sorrow for sea-fare 

Whatever his lord will.  

He hath not heart for harping, nor in ring -having  

Nor winsomeness to wife, nor world õs delight 

Nor any whi t else save the waveõs slash, 

Yet longing comes upon him to fare forth on the water.  

Bosque taketh blossom, cometh beauty of berries, 

Fields to fairness, land fares brisker, 

M-a dobor©t sf©rĺeala drumului sńrat! 

Bezne se-ngrńmńdeau, din miazń-noapte viscol nńpustind  

ċngheŤul ´mpietrea pńmântul; grindina deasń rńsfira  

Pe-ogoare cel mai rece grâu. Acuma ´nsń aceste g©nduri  

Inima -mi str©ng ĺi mń ´ndeamnń sń cercetez iar  

Naltele valuri, joacń sńratelor talazuri; 

Dorul mń-mpunge-n inimń ne´ncetat 

Sń mń tot duc ´n depńrtńri 

Spre cine ĺtie care Ťńri necunoscute. 

Ĺi totuĺi nu-i pe lume om cu suflet mândru  

Cu haruri darnic risipite, sau t©nńr ´ncń, 

Viteaz în tot ce-nfńptuieĺte ori ocrotit de-un bun stńp©n, 

A cńrui inimń sń nu t©njeascń doar g©ndind la mare  

Teribila întindere unde din voia Domnul ui cutreiera-va. 

La c©nt de harfń ori la avuŤie nu se-mbie 

Ĺi nu-n femeia lui gńseĺte bucurie: nńdejdea nu ´n lume-ĺi 

pune  

Ĺi nici ´n altcevañspre spumegândele talazuri,  

Într -una va t©nji cel ce doreĺte marea. 

Cu flori se-acoperń pńdurea, oraĺele ´mbracń strai de 

sńrbńtoare,  
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All this admonisheth man eager of mood,  

The heart turns to travel so that he then thinks  

On flood -ways to be far departing. 

Cuckoo calleth with gloomy crying,  

He singeth summerward, bodeth sorrow,  

The bitter heartõs blood. Burgher knows notñ 

He the prosperous manñwhat some perform  

Where wandering them widest draweth.  

So that but now my heart burst from my breast -lock, 

My mood ômid the mere-flood,  

Over the whaleõs acre, would wander wide.  

On earthõs shelter cometh oft to me, 

Eager and ready, the crying lone-flyer,  

Whets for the whale-path the heart irresistibly,  

Oõer tracks of ocean... 

Strńlucitor e ĺesul, lumea re´nvie: 

Ĺi toate, toate ´l ´ndeamnń pe cel cu suflet pregńtit,  

Îl îmboldesc sń plece cum voit-a  

Pe-ale oceanului depńrtate cńrńri. 

La asta-l face sń g©ndeascń tânguirea cucului,  

C©ntń paznicul verii, ĺi-amare griji prezice 

Cń se vor str©nge ´n a inimii comoarń. Ĺi nici un muritor 

prosper  

Nu ĺtie chinul ´ndurat ´n depńrtńri 

De cei plecaŤi pe cńile exilului. 

Dar inima mi se umflń acuma ´n piept 

În timp ce sufletu -mi, cu valurile -n larg, 

Departe se-av©ntń, ale balenelor ´mpńrńἪii strńbate 

ἧi-ale uscatului întinderi, apoi spre mine revine  

Mistuitor Ἠi lacom, asemenea singuraticei pńsńri strigń la 

nesfârἨit,  

La nesfârἨit îndemnându -mi inima pe drumul balenelor,  

Pe legńnatele, fńrń de capńt ´ntinderi... 
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Paginń a manuscrisului Landsdowne din The Canterbury Tales 

(British Museum)  
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William  HogarthñGravurń din seria ăStudiul frumuseἪiió 
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Poezie celticń 

   

Vision of a Fair  Woman  Viziunea  unei  femei  frumoase  

   

Tell us some of the charms of the stars!ñ 

 Close and well set were her ivory teeth; 

White as the canna upon the moor 

 Was her bosom the tartan bright beneath. 

 Sń vorbim despre farmecul stelelor... 

DinŤii de fildeĺ i-avea drepŤi ĺi frumos r©nduiŤi, 

Alb ca lumina ´n joacń pe mlaĺtiniñsânul ce din tartan 

colorat rńsńrea.  

Boltita ei frunte strńlucea netedń, dalbń ca zńpada pe 

munte; 

Cńtre pieptu-i ´n freamńt zburau inimile eroilor. 

Buzele-i erau mai roĺii ca trandafirul, 

Gingaĺń, melodioasń vocea ei; 

Albe ca spuma degetele-i subŤiri, cu graŤie rńsfirate, 

Netede ca puful ĺi-ntunecate spr©ncenele ei ´mi pńreau, 

Obrajii ademenitori ca fructele roĺii. 

Feritń de oriĺice rele ĺi bl©ndń era 

Ca pasńrea ce-n primńvarń frumuseŤea ´ĺi desfńĺoarń. 

CosiŤe avea ca aurul întunecat al colinelor  

  

Her well -rounded forehead shone 

 Soft and fair as the mountain-snow: 

Her two breasts were heaving full;  

 To them did the hearts of heroes flow. 

 

  

Her lips were ruddier than the rose;  

 Tender and tunefully sweet her tongue;  

White as the foam adown her side  

 Her delicate fingers extended hung. 
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Smooth as the dusky down of the elk, 

 Appeared her shady eyebrows to me; 

Lovely her cheeks were, like berries red. 

 From every guile she was wholly free.  

 Ĺi ochii ca raze rupte din soare. 

  

Her countenance looked like the gentle buds 

 Unfolding their beauty in early spring;  

Her yellow locks like the gold -browed hills;  

 And her eyes like the radiance the sunbeams bring. 
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Saint  Colomb   Saint  Colomb  

   

Delightful to me to be on an island hill, on the crest of a 

rock, that I might often watch the quiet sea;  

 Ce desfńtare-i pentru mine la Uchd Ailium sń mń aflu, pe 

creasta unei stânci,  

Sń pot vedea mereu oceanul, mereu sń am ônainte-mi 

chipul mńrii  

Ĺi pe ´ntinsul nesf©rĺit sń vńd zbuciumul valurilor 

ċn universala lor cursń, sń le aud c©nt©nd melodii 

cerescului lor pńrinte; 

Sń vńd Ťńrmul neted, sc©nteietor, ce-alungń ´ntristarea  

Ĺi s-ascult c©ntecul minunatelor pńsńri, izvor de bucurii! 

L©ngń bisericń tumultul apelor sń-l aud, 

Pe-oceanul lichid nobile stoluri de pńsńri sń vńd  

Ĺi monĺtri mariniñminunea cea mai de seamńñ 

Fluxul ĺi refluxu-n acŤiune. 

Numele meu mistic fie cel pe care-l rostesc acum: Culri 

Erin (întorc Irlandei spatele)  

Dar inima mea se strânge c©nd aievea o vńd... 

  

That I might watch the  heavy waves above the bright 

water, as they chant music to their Father everlastingly. 

 

  

That I might watch its smooth, bright -bordered shore, no 

gloomy pastime, that I might hear the cry of the strange 

birds, a pleasing sound; 

 

  

That I might hear the murmur of the long waves against 

the rocks, that I might hear the sound of the sea, like 

mourning beside a grave; 

 

  

That I might watch the splendid flocks of birds over the 

well -watered sea, that I might see its mighty whales, the 

greatest wonder.  
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  Sń-mi pot ´nfr©na pornirile rele, deĺi ar fi greu pe toate sń 

mi le ĺtiu, 

Sń-l binecuv©ntez pe Domnul care poartń grija a tot ce 

existń: 

Cerul ĺi cohortele-i luminoase, pńm©ntul, apele, Ťńrmurile 

mńrii. 

 

That I might watch its ebb and flood in their course, that 

my name should beñit is a secret that I tellñòhe who 

turned his back upon Irelandó; 

 

  

That I might have a contrite heart as I watch, that I might 

repent my many sins, hard to tell; 

 

  

That I might bless the Lord who rules all things, heaven 

with its splendid host, earth, ebb, and flood...  
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 Cântecul  lui  Ossian 

  

 Dulce e vocea Ťńrii de aur, 

Dar ĺi mai dulce melodia pńsńrilor ce se-av©ntń-n zbor  

C©nd se aude ´n c©mpie Ťipńtul eretelui  

Ĺi valuri se sparg uĺor la Bundatore. 

Pe murmurul brizei pluteĺte chemarea cucului din Cossahun,  

Mierla ciripeĺte-n copaci ĺi dulce-i sńrutul soarelui cald.  

ċmi place strigńtul vulturului din Assaroe  

C©nd rńsunń peste Ťinutul lui Mac Morne, 

Ĺi vaietul t©nguios al pńsńrii cobor©nd temńtoare ´n zbor  

Acolo unde valul ĺi v©ntul ĺi st©nca ´naltń se ´nt©lnesc. 

Finn Mac Cool ´mi e tatń; ĺapte cete de Femani se tem de el  

De-ĺi slobozeĺte c©inii ´n c©mp deschis. 

Falnic e strigńtul lor c©nd hńituie cerbul! 
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The Song of  Fionn   Cântecul  lui  Fionn  

   

May-Day, delightful time ! How beautiful the color ! 

The blackbirds sing their full lay. Would that Læg were 

here! 

The cuckoos sing in constant strains. How welcome is the 

noble 

Brilliance of the seasons ever! On the margin of the 

branching woods  

The summer swallows skim the stream: the swift horses 

seek the pool; 

The heather spreads out her long hair; the weak fair bow-

down grows.  

Sudden consternation attacks the signs; the planets, in 

their courses running, exert an influence: 

The sea is lulled to rest, flowers cover the earth. 

 

 Încântńtoare zi de mai! Ce frumoase culori! 

Mierla cântń cu focñde-ar fi ĺi Laeg aiciñ 

Corul cucilor se-avântń-n lanŤ ne´ntreruptñ 

Cât e de binevenitń, totdeauna, nobila strńlucire 

a anotimpurilor ! 

La marginea bogatelor pńduri rândunicile verii  

iau din zbor râ ul cu-aripa, 

Cai sprinteni se-ndreaptń spre eleĺteu. 

Ierburile ´ĺi desfńĺoarń lungile plete, se-nalŤń 

suav pńpńdia... 

Deodatń, totu-i cuprins de uimire : ´n fuga lor prin spaŤii 

planetele înrâuresc natura, 

Leagńnń marea p©nń o adorm. Ĺi flori acoperń pńm©ntul.  
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Liricń bretonń 

 

  

 Inima  mea e în  Bretania-de-Jos 

  

 Oriunde mi -ar fi trupul cu ostenite mńdulareñinima mea e în 

Bretania-de-Jos, 

ñZiua ĺi noaptea ´ntreagń strig: Inima mea e ´n Bretania-de-Jos, 

ñInima mea nu este aici. 

  

 Pe gunoaiele marelui oraĺ creĺte floarea spaimei,ñSpaima 

sńrmanului exilat ´mi roade sufletul, 

ñInima mea e-acolo, în pragul casei iubite, unde ´n tihnń visezi, 

dupń cinń. 

  

 Aici, peste suflete urlń v©ntul rece, 

ñFiecare trńieĺte pentru sine, nu se uitń nimeni la celńlalt, 

ñInima mea e ´n Ťara milei sfinte, 

ñInima mea e printre inimile calde ale prietenilor.  

  

 Aici, peste suflete urlń vântul rece, 
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ñFiecare trńieĺte pentru sine, nu se uitń nimeni la celńlalt, 

ñInima mea e ´n Ťara milei sfinte, 

ñInima mea e printre inimile calde ale prietenilor.  

  

 Aici e vizuina pńcatului, 

ñAud în juru -mi urletele de fiarń ale vocilor rele, 

ñInima mea e acolo, ´n bisericile pline de liniĺte unde 

´ngenuncheazń pios marinarii din Ťara mea. 

  

 Aici, pe bulevardele largi, te simŤi ´nghesuit, 

ñEu suspin dupń Ťńrmul ´nveĺm©ntat ´n ierburiñca o micń 

insulń cuprinsń de valuri, 

ñInima mea e acolo, în hńul dintre fńlcile mńrii. 

  

 Dacń te duci spre apus, dincolo de munἪi Ἠi plńcutele Ἢńrmuri, ñ 

O, poate vei vedea, fericite strńin, Ἢara unde m-am nńscut, Ἢara 

unde e inima mea. 

  

 O, insule ale Greciei, cu grńdini bogate unde soarele strńluceἨte 

neîntrerupt,  

ñInsule între toate vestite, harfele de aur a o mie de barzi din 
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´ntreaga lume vń slńvesc. 

  

 TotuἨi, eu n-am dorit vreodat ń sń viu cńtre voi,  

ñAcolo n-aἨ putea sń trńiesc, nici pentru aur, nici pentru argint, 

ñCńci inima mea e ´n sńrmanele arhipelaguri unde, printre 

st©nci, rńsunń sf©ntul grai al CelἪilor !  
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Geoffrey  Chaucer 

(1340-1400) 

   

 ăPńrintele poeziei englezeóñcum îl numea Dryden s-a nńscut la Londra. Deĺi fiu de negustor, t©nńrul ajunge paj la 

Curte, iar mai t©rziu un foarte preŤuit diplomat. Trimis ´n repetate r©nduri ´n strńinńtate, ia contact cu opera lui Dante, 

Petrarca ĺi Boccacio. Chaucer a ´nceput prin a scrie balade, rondeluri, alegorii ĺi romane cavalereĺti ´n versuri (Troilus ĺi 

Cresida)ñopere aparŤin©nd aĺa-ziselor perioade francezń ĺi italianń din creaŤia sa, pentru a ajunge la vestitul ciclu al 

Povestirilor de la Canterbury, capodopera sa, ´n care limba literarń englezń ´ĺi aflń pentru prima datń cristalizatń expresia 

proprie.  

   

The Parson  Preotul  cel sńrac 

   

A good man was ther of religioun,  

And was a povre  PERSOUN OF A TOUN, 

But riche he was of hooly thoght and werk.  

He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 

That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche; 

His parisshens devoutly wolde he teche. 

Benynge he was, and wonder diligent, 

 A fost odatń un om bun ĺi cucernic,  

preot sńrman al unui orńĺel era,  

´nsń-n simŤire, râvnń, ce bogat!  

ĺi meĺteĺugul scrisului ´l stńpânea,  

iar mintea-i ´nvńŤatń, scriptura pe de rost ĺtia  

ĺi-n parohie, drept, o predica: 

Curat era la suflet, harnic  
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And in adversitee ful pacient,  

And swich he was ypreved ofte sithes. 

Ful looth were hym to cursen for his tithes,  

But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute,  

Unto his povre parisshens aboute 

Of his offryng and eek of his substaunce. 

He koude in litel thyng have suffisaunce.  

Wyd was his parisshe, and houses fer asonder, 

But he ne lefte nat, for reyn ne thonder, 

In siknesse nor in meschief to visite 

The ferreste in his parisshe, muche and lite, 

Upon his feet, and in his hand a staf. 

This noble ensample to his sheep he yaf, 

That first he wroghte, and afterward he taughte.  

Out of the gosple he tho wordes caughte, 

And this figure he added eek therto,  

That if gold ruste, what shal iren do?  

For if a preest be foul, on whom we trust e, 

No wonder is a lewed man to ruste;  

And shame it is, if a prest take keep, 

A shiten shepherde and a clene sheep. 

ĺi faŤń de potrivnici rńbdńtor,  

iar toatń lumea mult ´l lńuda; 

Pe nime n-ar fi -afurisit pentru o zeciuial ń  

ba, mai degrabń, fńrń nici o ´ndoialń,  

din pungń ar fi dat creĺtinului mai strâmtorat,  

cńci mulŤumit cu ce al sńu era, puŤinu-i ajungea,  

´ntinsń parohie avea, peste coclauri resfiratń,  

dar ploi ĺi tunete nu l-ar fi -mpiedicat vreodatń 

la boalń sau necaz, sń-l caute pe cel mal depńrtat  

era mereu pe drum, cu voie bunń,  

cu pasul iute ĺi-un toiag în mânń. 

Ĺi numai pilde nobile el turmei arńta:  

întâi ´nfńptuia un bine, pe urmń-l propńvńduia. 

Slova scripturii -i era lege, 

dar ´i plńcea s-adauge ĺi de la el, cńci aurul 

de-ar rugini, de fier ce s-ar alege? 

Ĺi preotul ´n care te ´ncrezi, când drept nu ar cńlca,  

de la un enoriaĺ de r©nd, la ce te-ai aĺtepta? 

Asemeni unui sfânt era, plin de virtuŤi  

ĺi nu-mpietrit faŤń de-acela ce-a greĺit;  

deloc semeŤ sau aspru în vorbire,  
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Wel oghte a preest ensample for to yive, 

By his clennesse, how that his sheep sholde lyve. [...] 

But in his techyng discreet and benygne; 

To drawen folk to hevene by fairnesse, 

By good ensample, this was his bisynesse. 

But it were any persone obstinat, 

What so he were, of heigh or lough estat, 

Hym wolde he snybben sharply for the nonys.  

A bettre preest I trowe, that nowher noon ys.  

He waited af ter no pompe and reverence, 

Ne maked him a spiced conscience, 

But Cristes loore, and Hise apostles twelve 

He taughte, but first he folwed it hymselve . 

plin de blândeŤe ĺi ferealń-n sfńtuire. 

Prin puritate omul sń-ndrepte cńtre Cel de sus atâta urmńrea, 

cu pilde bune ĺi cu dreptatea se ´ndeletnicea, 

dar dacń prea-ndńrńtnic creĺtinul se-arńta 

nu alegea de era vorba de om de rând sau om ales, 

ĺtia sń fie aspru, odatõ ĺi bine, pe-nŤeles. 

Preot mai vrednic, n-am aflat nicicând:  

el n-aĺtepta onoruri, ploconealń;  

nu la asemeni bunńtńŤi râvnea, 

sń propovńduiascń pilda lui Christos ĺi-a ucenicilor, atât vroia.  

ĺi pentru-aceasta, cel dintâi, el o urma. 
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Gerald , Earl of  Desmond  

(1533-1583) 

   

 Unul dintre cei mai cunoscuἪi poeἪi irlandezi din secolele XV -XVI, ale cńrui versuri, str ńbńtute de un profund lirism, 

exceleazń ´n exaltarea contrapunctatń de discreŤie a pasiunii. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 Femeie, nu mń chinui  

  

 Femeie, nu mń chinui: spre-a numelui tńu cinste, nu mń urmńri;  

fie cń viaŤa-mi va dura sau iute s-o sf©rĺi, ´n grea vecie nu mń chinui. 

  

 Dulce obraz, pńr luminos, o rugńminte am: oriunde m-aĺ afla, sń nu mń 

chinuiŤi. 

  

 Nu s-a stins noapte, n-a trecut o ziñfie c-am zńbovit aici ´ndelungat  

sau doar ´n treacńtñdec©t alńturea de tineñcu pasul molcom ĺi cu cap plecat! 

  

 Obraji dogoritori, ´n vis aievea nu vń mai iviŤi; ´n somnu-mi nu mń cńuta;  

ĺi la trezire, m©ndra mea iubitń, cńtre plńceri nu mń-ndemna. 
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 Deĺi mi-e greu sń-Ťi spun, aĺ vrea sń nu mi te arńŤi, nimicniciei nu mń da;  

din faŤa morŤii cum nu am scńpare, ´ntre divinitate ĺi-al meu g©nd sń nu te 

interpui aĺ vrea. 

  

 Din tot ce-a fost creat, tu, singura-mi iubire, arbust gingaĺ fńcut de Dumnezeu,  

vai Ἢie care m-ai rńnit, deĺi nicicând pe cineva rńnit -am eu. 

  

 Din suferinŤa mea, falń nu-Ťi face, strńlucitoare rńmurea cu-ochi de cristal; ca 

mine ´ncrezńtoare de ai fi, eu astfel nu te-aĺ chinui. 

  

 Nu ĺtiu ce trebuie sń fac, buzele taleñroĺu fructñm-au înrobit;  

te-oi binecuv©nta, dar treci deoparte, de l©ngń Domnul nu mń alunga. 

  

 Gurń ´nmiresmatń, pieliŤń de floare, at©Ťia alŤi bńrbaŤi te ´nconjoarń zi de zi;  

femeie-at©t de dragń bietei mele inimi, dintre ei toŤi pe mine nu mń urmńri. 
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Ford Maddox  BrownñDespńrἪirea de Ἢarń (ulei)  
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George StubbsñCabrioleta Ἠi atelajul prinἪului de Wal es (ulei) 
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  ċmpńcare 

   

 

 

 

 

 Femeie, nu mń chinui, mai bine ´nŤelegerii ne-om da; pereche-mi fii,  

sń ne ´mbrńŤiĺńm, pe dupń g©t sń ne cuprindem ´n Irlanda. 

  

 Ĺi gura-Ťi roĺie precum e fraga apropie de gura mea; sń nu lńsńm 

g©lceava sń ne-nhaŤe 

o, pieliŤń ca spuma, cuprinde-mń cu albe, strunguite braŤe. 

  

 Zveltń ĺi graŤioasń z©nń, pe g©nduri de ce-ai sta? dulce ĺi mlńdioaso  

´n patul tńu primeĺte-mń ĺi-mi fii alńturea. 

  

 ἧi pentru cń la oriἨicare alta de dragul tńu am renunἪat, 

o mângâioasa mea pereche, renunἪńñdacń poἪiñla orice alt bńrbat. 

  

 ἧi pentru cń dinἪilor tńi albi pradń cńzu inima mea, 

dń-mi ´n tot astfel de mńsurń Ἠi tu iubirea ta.  
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Edmund  Spenser 

(1552-1599) 

   

 A fost ´nt©iul Poet Laureat al Angliei, demnitate creatń de regina Ellzabeta I, cńreia i-a închinat poemul alegoric Crńiasa 

zânelor (The Fairie Queene), capodoperń a poeziei renascentiste engleze. Sonetele, elegiile, odele ĺi satirele sale au devenit 

celebre prin profundul ĺi delicatul suflu liric ce le strńbate, prin muzicalitatea Ἠi fluenἪa necunoscute pânń la el. 

   

  

 Mai  

  

 Veni ĺi auria lunń mai, fecioarń aleasń ´ntre toate  

ċnveĺm©ntatń ´n gingaĺele vremii podoabe  

Flori azv©rlind din poalń, în jurul ei,  

Purtatń pe umeri de fraŤiñgemenii Ledei 

Care, deoparte ĺi de-alta ca pe regina lor o-nsoŤeau: 

Doamne! cum r©deau fńpturile toate vńz©nd cum din ochi n-o pierdeau  

Sńrind ĺi dans©nd ca scoĺi din minŤi! 

Iar Cupidon ´nsuĺi ´n preajmń zburda  

Ĺi totul în verde plutea...  
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The Shepheardes Calender   Îmtrecere la stihuri  între  pństori 

   

It fell upon a holly eve,   

 Hey ho, hollidaye!   

When holly fathers wont to shrieve,   

 Now gynneth this roundelay.   

Sitting upon a hill so hye,       

 Hey ho, the high hyll!   

The while my flocke did feede thereby,   

 The while the shepheard selfe did spill:   

 Perigot: Era-n ajun de sńrbńtoare  

Willie: Hei, da, chiar în ajun! 

Perigot: C©nd popa nu ´njurń-aĺa tare. 

Willie: Rondelul nostru începe acum:  

Perigot: Stam pe o colinń at©t de ´naltń.  

Willie: Hei, da, at©t de ´naltń era. 

Perigot: Cuminte, turma în juru -mi pńĺtea...  

Willie: Doar baciul ei razna o lua. 

Perigot: C©nd vńd pe m©ndra Bellibone,  

Willie: Hei, da, Bellibone! 

Perigot: Singuricń pe vale trecea  

Willie: De-at©tea ori asta fńcea... 

Perigot: Purta o fustń cenuĺie  

Willie: Jalnic port, fir -ar sń fie!  

Perigot: Dar avea ĺi verde ilic  

Willie: Ei, da, aĺa mai zic! 

  

I saw the bouncing Bellibone,   

 Hey ho, Bonibell!       

Tripping over the dale alone:   

 She can trippe it very well;   

Well decked in a frocke of gray,  

 Hey ho, gray is greete!  

And in a kirtle of greene saye,      

 The greene is for maydens meete.  
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  Perigot: Pe cap, pńlńriuŤń purta  

Willie: Hei, da, pńlńriuŤń! 

Perigot: Dulci viorele o -mpodobea  

Willie: Dar ea era cea mai drńguŤń  

Perigot: OiŤele mele iarba-au lńsat, 

Willie: Mńi, mńi, proaste oi! 

Perigot: Nebune, ochi ca de lemn au holbat,  

Willie: Ca ĺi al lor ciobńnoi. 

Perigot: Încet cum se apropia 

Willie: Mândra Bonib ell 

Perigot: Spre mine-o ocheadń aĺa arunca 

Willie: Cleĺtarul sc©nteie aĺa... 

Perigot: Cum raza de soare mult luminos  

Willie: Hei, da, soarele-acum! 

Perigot: E-ochiada lui Phoebus Ťintitń ´n jos  

Willie: Aĺa inima fńcutu-Ťi-a scrum  

Perigot: Sau cum tunetul norii -i despicń  

Willie: Hei, da, ĺi-un tunet de sus! 

Perigot: De trece trńznetu-n clipń, 

Willie: Aĺa iute ea te-a rńpus! 

A chapelet on her head she wore,  

 Hey ho, chapelet!  

Of sweete violets therein was store,  

  ñShe sweeter then the violet.      

My sheepe did leave theyr wonted foode,   

 Hey ho, seely sheepe!  

And gazd on her, as they were wood,  

 ñWoode as he, that did them keepe.  

 

  

As the bonnilasse passed bye,      

 Hey ho, bonilasse!  

She rovde at me with glauncing eye,  

 As cleare as the christall glasse:  

All as the sunnye beame so bright,   

 Hey ho, the sunne beame!      

Glaunceth from Phïbus face forthright,  

 So love into my hart did streame:  

 

  

Or as the thonder cleaves the cloudes,  

 Hey ho, the thonder!   
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Wherein the lightsome levin shroudes,       

 So cleaves thy soule asonder:  

Or as Dame Cynthias silver raye  

 Hey ho, the moonelight!   

Upon the glyttering wave doth playe:   

 Such play is a pitteous plight!   

Perigot: Sau cum Cynthia ĺi-a ei razń de-argint  

Willie: Hei, da, raza lunii acum... 

Perigot: Val lucitor ´n joacń aprind  

Willie: Chin e, joc nicidecum  

Perigot: Privirea -i ´n inimń a lunecat  

Willie: Hei, da, lunecoasń privire! 

Perigot: Tot sufletul mi -e-nveninat  

Willie: Rńni ca asta se-ntind ´n neĺtire!  

Perigot: Cerc©nd sńgeata sń mi-o scot  

Willie: Vai, vai, Perigot! 

Perigot: M i-a rńmas, cu inima, ĺi capul zńlog  

Willie: Hei, da, frumos epilog!  

Perigot: Mń simt din ce ´n ce mai slńbit...  

Willie: Hei, da, eĺti sńgetat! 

Perigot: Sń scap nu cred cń-mi este sortit  

Willie: Dragostea-i leac blestemat! 

Perigot: Plńtesc cu viaŤa ce mi-am dorit  

Willie: Hei, da, scumpń plńcere! 

Perigot: Ĺi cum ´n chinuri mń zv©rcolesc, 

Willie: Platń mai mare ca aurul cere! 

  

The glaunce into my heart did glide,   

 Hey ho, the glyder!   

Therewith my soule was sharply gryde;   

 Such woundes soone wexen wider.  

Hasting to raunch the arrow out,       

 Hey ho, Perigot!  

I left the head in my hart roote:   

 It was a desperate shot.  

 

  

There it ranckleth ay more and more,  

 Hey ho, the arrowe!      

Ne can I find salve for my sore:  

 Love is a cureless sorrowe.  

And though my bale with death I brought,   
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 Hey ho, heavie cheere!  

Yet should thilk lasse not from my thought:       

 So you may buye gold to deare.  

Perigot: Cum de-al iubirii necaz eu tânjesc  

Willie: Hei, da, te perpeleĺti! 

Perigot: Fi-voi bogat, ĺi-a mea va fi  

Willie: Numai sń vrea, c©nd tu voieĺti!  

Perigot: Iar dacń de inimń rea oi muri  

Willie: Hei, da, om auzi! 

Perigot: Martor ´mi eĺti cń m-a vrńjit  

Willie: Ce altń dovadń: ai ´nnebunit! 

Perigot: Iar tu, care toate-ai vńzut, dragń oiŤń,  

Willie: Hei, da, b©rsanń l©niŤń! 

Perigot: Moartea mi -i pl©nge cu pl©nsul tńu  

Willie: De nu te-o r©de ´ncń mai rńu! 

Perigot: Ĺi-aĺa, ´n ajun de sńrbńtoare  

Willie: Cum vń povesti, 

Perigot: ċnvńŤai ce-i iubirea cea mare  

Willie: Hei, da, chiar aĺa buchisi! 

Perigot: Ca-n veci sń-mi pl©ngń inima... 

Willie: ċntrecerea asta sf©rĺeĺte-aĺa. 

  

But whether in paynefull love I pyne,   

 Hey ho, pinching payne!   

Or thr ive in welth, she shalbe mine.  

 But if thou can her obteine.      

And if for gracelesse griefe I dye,  

 Hey ho, gracelesse griefe!   

Witnesse, shee slewe me with her eye:  

 Let thy follye be the priefe.   

 

  

And you that sawe it, simple shepe,      

 Hey ho, the fayre flocke!  

For priefe thereof my death shall weepe,  

 And mone with many a mocke.   

So learnd I love on a hollye eve,ñ  

 Hey ho, holidaye!       

That ever since my hart did greve:  

 Now endeth our roundelay.  
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William  Shakespeare 

(1564-1616) 

   

 Fńrń ca geniul poeziei sń nu i se vńdeascń ´n fiecare paginń a imensei sale opere dramatice, Titanul poeziei engleze a 

dńruit lumii ĺi o remarcabilń moĺtenire liricń propriu-zisń, din care cititorul rom©n cunoaĺte c©teva versiuni ale inegalabilelor 

lui 154 de Sonete. ċn afara acestora, marele Will a creat ĺi o serie de poeme, printre care se distinge prin proporŤii ĺi mńiestrie 

Venus ĺi Adonis. Cele trei fńr©me pe care le-am ales ca ´n limita spaŤiului disponibil sń reprezinte opera ilustrului renascentist 

sunt strńbńtute de acelaĺi nedezminŤit ĺi cald umanism, de acelaĺi cuceritor suflu al viziunii poetice. 

   

[A Midsummer Night õs Dream, Act V, Scene]  ImaginaŤia 

Theseus:   

More strange than true. I never may believe 

These antique fables nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 

More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet 

Are of imagination all compact.  

One sees more devils than vast hell can holdñ 

That is the madman. The lover, all as frantic, 

 E mai cur©nd ciudat dec©t adevńrat: nicic©nd nu am crezut 

Strńvechi poveĺti ĺi minunate, plńsmuite jocuri 

Numai ´ndrńgostiŤii ĺi nebunii au mintea-atât de-nfierbântatń 

Ĺi numai fantezia lor bogatń 

Presimte tot ce judecata rece nu poate ´nŤelege. 

Nebunii, ´ndrńgostiŤii ĺi poeŤii 

Sunt într -at©ta stńp©niŤi de fantezie 

Încât diavoli mai mulŤi zńresc dec©t se aflń-n largul iad.  

Nu mai puŤin smintiŤi, ´ndrńgostiŤii 
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Sees Helenõs beauty in a brow of Egypt. 

The poetõs eye, in fine frenzy rolling,  

Doth glance from heaven to Earth, from Earth to 

heaven. 

And as imagination bodies forth  

The forms of things unknown, the poet õs pen 

Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination,  

That if it would but apprehend some joy,  

It comprehends some bringer of that joy. 

Or in the night, imagining some fear,  

How easy is a bush supposed a bear! 

ċn arcul negru de spr©nceanń egipteanń vestita frumuseŤe a Elenei 

vńd;  

Ochiul poetului, în minunata sa rotire  

Cuprinde cerul ĺi pńm©ntul ĺi iar pńm©nt ĺi cer; 

Ĺi cum imaginaŤia necontenit se ´ntrupeazń  

Cu pana-i formń dń aerienei nefiinŤe  

Un loc ´n spaŤiu ĺi un nume. 

Asemenea minuni ĺtie atotputernica imaginaŤie sń-nfńptuiascń  

ċnc©t, dacń presimte o bucurie  

ċn ea ´l aflń ĺi pe mesagerul ei; 

A spaimń noaptea de i se nńzare, 

C©t de uĺor un biet tufiĺ o fiarń i se pare! 
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The Passionate Pilgrim  

Fragment 
 

Pelerinul  pasionat  

Fragment 

   

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle, 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty,  

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle; 

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty: 

A lily pale, with damask dye to grace her,  

None fairer, nor none falser to deface her. 

 Frumoasń e iubirea mea, dar nu pe-at©t c©t e de schimbńtoare, 

Ĺi-i bl©ndń ca un porumbel, dar nici cuv©nt ĺi nici credinŤń n-are; 

E mai strńlucitoare dec©t sticla, dar tot pe-at©ta de sfńr©micioasń; 

Mai moale este dec©t ceara, dar este ĺi ca fierul c©nd rugina ´l apasń  

E-un palid crin prin care se strńvńd culori suaveñ 

Nu -i alta-n frumuseŤe sau necredinŤń s-o ´ntreacń. 

   

Her lips to mine how often hath she joined,  

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swearing! 

How many tales to please me hath she coined, 

Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing!  

Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings,  

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jestings. 

 Buzele ei adesea cu ale mele s-au unit  

Ĺi printre sńrutńri, multe cuvinte dalbe au rostit, 

Spre a-mi fi pe plac, c©te poveĺti n-au nńscocit! 

De dragoste temându-señtemându-se s-o piardńñ 

Dar chiar pe când rostea cuvintele nevinovate, 

CredinŤń, lacrimi, jurńminte, joc ´ĺi bńtea de toate; 

   

She burnõd with love, as straw with fire flam eth; 

She burnõd out love, as soon as straw outburneth;  

She framed the love, and yet she foilõd the framing;  

 Ardea de dragoste cum arde-un foc de paie, 

Tot astfel, de pńreri de rńu s-a stins; 

A dat iubirii chip ĺi chipul i l-a nimicit,  
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She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning.  

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether? 

Bad in the best, though excellent in neither. 

I-a spus: dureazń! apoi gândul ĺi-a desprins. 

Iubire a fost aceasta? Desfrânare? 

A fost în bine-un rńu, ĺi nedesńv©rĺire-n oriĺicare. 
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Fear No More  the Heat oõ the Sun  De arĺiŤa soarelui  nu te mai  teme 

   

Fear no more the heat oõ the sun,  

Nor the furious winterõs rages;  

Thou thy worldly task hast done,  

Home art gone, and taõen thy wages:  

Golden lads and girls all must,  

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.  

 De arĺiŤa soarelui nu te mai teme, 

Nici de furi a iernii ´nfricoĺate;  

Cel care rostul ĺi-a împlinit,  

Poate sń pleceñva fi rńsplńtit:  

Feciorul cel m©ndru, gingaĺa fatń  

La fel cu homarul sf©rĺesc odatń. 

   

Fear no more the frown oõ the great;  

Thou art past the tyrantõs stroke;  

Care no more to clothe and eat;  

To thee the reed is as the oak:  

The scepter, learning, physic, must  

All follow this, and come to dust.  

 N-ai teamń de ´ncruntńtura celui mare, 

Arta -Ťi, de biciul tiran, te fereĺte  

Nu mai visa la haine ĺi-îndestulare, 

Stejar sau trestie la fel priveĺte  

Mńrire, sceptru ĺi lume-´nvńŤatń  

Toate sf©rĺesc ´n pulbere odatń. 

   

Fear no more the lightning flash,  

Nor the all -dreaded thunder stone;  

Fear not slander, censure rash;  

 Lumina de fulger nu te -nspńim©nte 

Nici piatra de tunet rostogolitń;  

Scurt taie dojana, bârfeala n-ascultń, 
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Thou hast finished joy and moan:  

All lovers  young, all lovers must  

Consign to thee, and come to dust.  

Cńci ĺi bucurie, ĺi jale se uitńñ 

ToŤi tinerii amanŤi de acum, de-altńdatń  

Te-nvaŤń: sf©rĺim ´n pulbere-odatń. 

   

No exorciser harm thee!  

Nor no witchcraft charm thee !  

Ghost unlaid forbear thee!  

Nothing ill come near thee !  

Quiet consummation have;  

And renownèd be thy grave ! 

 Nici vraci te atingń! 

Nici vrajń te-ncânte! 

Duh viclean te-ocoleascń!  

Nimic rńu te loveascń!  

Trńieĺte-Ťi viaŤa liniĺtit! 

Ĺi fii, dupń moarte, vestit! 
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Martin  DroeshoutñWilliam Shakespeare, 

 dupń gravura ediἪiei din 1623 a operei poetului 
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William  HogarthñGarderoba actriἪelor unui teatru ambulant englez (gravurń) 
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Ben Jonson 

(1572-1637) 

   

 Fiu al unui pastor puritan, s -a simŤit mai legat sufleteĺte de tatńl sńu vitreg, un zidar. Dupń ce a participat la rńzboiul 

din ţńrile-de-Jos, ĺi-a gńsit un rost ´n trupa Actorilor Reginei. Ca ĺi Shakespeare, a prelucrat piese de teatru ale unor autori 

mai vechi ĺi a scris el ´nsuĺi piese (unele, ca Volpone, au intrat în patrimoniul permanent al teatrului universal) în care, spre 

deosebire de ilustrul sńu contemporan, a respectat unitatea de timp ĺi loc, preŤuitń de canoanele clasice. Poet ales, Ben Jonson 

este înmormântat la Westminster Abbey. 

   

The Turne   ViaŤń desńv©rĺitń 

   

It is not growing like a tree  

 In bulk e, doth make man better be;  

Or, standing long an Oake, three hundred yeare,  

To fall a logge, at last, dry, bald, and seare:  

 A Lily of a Day  

 Is fairer farre in May,  

Although it fall, and die that night;  

It was the Plant, and flow re of light.  

 Nu doar vechimea, cum e la copac, 

E ceea ce pe om ´nnobileazń; 

Trei veacuri ca stejarul, nu dureazń, 

La urmń veĺted, gol, uscat sń cazń. 

Mai mândru e pe plai  

Un crin de-o zi, din mai... 

Chiar de-n aceeaĺi noapte plec©ndu-se a murit,  

O floare de luminń cu el a asfinŤit.  



  

Margareta Sterian  

Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea. A Thing of Beauty Is a Joy for Ever  

Antologie de poezie britanicń. Anthology of English poetry 

61 

  
 

In small proportions, we just beauties see:  

And in sho rt measures, life may perfect bee. 

 

În mic e-at©ta potrivitń frumuseŤe  

Ĺi-n clipń viaŤa are desńv©rĺiri semeŤe. 
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John Dryden  

(1631-1700) 

   

 Înt âiul reprezentant al neoclasicismului englez, Dryden a do minat viaŤa literarń a celei de-a doua jumńtńŤi a veacului 

XVII de la poezie ĺi dramaturgie p©nń la eseu, astńzi fiind considerat pńrintele criticii engleze. Geniul sńu poetic, exersat în 

mai toate speciile liricului, a deschis noi orizonturi poeŤilor din secolul XVIII . 

   

Ah , Fading Joy!  Ah , bucurie  pieritoare ! 

   

Ah fading joy! how quickly art thou past!  

 Yet we thy ruin haste. 

As if the cares of human life were few, 

 We seek out new: 

And follow fate, that does too fast pursue.  

 Ah, bucurie pieritoare, ce repede treci  

Ĺi, totuĺi, noi ´nĺine-Ťi grńbim pieirea: 

Grijile vieŤii destule parcń n-ar fi, 

Mereu altele vrem, soarta o fugńrim  

Mai repede-mplinirea sń cunoascń  

Iatń, pe fiece ram, pńsńri, cu dulci melodii  

ċĺi spun bucuria de a trńi. 

Înfruptându -se din toate, nepunând nimic deoparte;  

Lńs©nd natura-mamń grija sń le-o poarte. 

  

See, how on every bough the birds express, 

 In their sweet notes, their happiness. 

 They all enjoy, and nothing spare; 

But on their mother nature lay their care:  
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Why then should man, the lord of all below,  

 Such troubles choose to know 

As none of all his subjects undergo? 

De ce-ar alege omul, stńp©nul celor care nu cuv©ntń  

Dureri ce nimeni dintre ei n -ar înfrunta? 

Ascultń apele cum cad, cum cad, cum cad  

În murmur se prefac, prefac, prefac  

Ĺi chemare spre dulce odihnń. 

  

Hark, hark, the waters, fall, fall, fall,  

 And with a murmuring sound  

 Dash, dash upon the ground, 

 To gentle slumbers call. 
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Charles Sedley 

(1639-1701) 

   

 Spiritualul Charles Sedley a fost gustat ´n perioada RestauraŤiei prin comediile sale nonconformiste, dintre care cea mai 

cunoscutń este Bellamira. Ca poet dovedeĺte iscusinŤń mai ales ´n conturarea portretelor lirice. 

   

Phyllis  Is My  Only  Joy  Phyllis  

   

Phyllis is my only joy,  

Faithless as the winds or seas; 

Sometimes coming, sometimes coy, 

Yet she never fails to please; 

If with a frown  

I am cast down, 

Phyllis smiling,  

And beguiling,  

Makes me happier than before. 

 Schimbńtoare ca marea ĺi v©ntul, 

Sfioasń, ori numai din viclenie, 

Phyllis, unica mea bucurie, 

Ĺtie oricum sń-mi placń. 

Cńutńtura-i maliŤioasń mń fr©nge, 

Dar ea se-alintń, glumeĺte, 

Mai mult ca -nainte mń fericeĺte. 

 

   

Though, alas! too late I find   Deĺi, vai, prea t©rziu am aflat  
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Nothing can her fancy fix,  

Yet the moment she is kind 

I forgive her all her tricks;  

Which, though I see, 

I canõt get free; 

She deceiving, 

I believing;  

What need lovers wish for more? 

Cń are toane de neast©mpńrat, 

Dar în clipa când e iar iubitoare, 

Toate i le-am iertat. 

Cń nu-mi mai sunt ´nsumi stńpân  

Vńd prea bine: mereu ´nĺelat, 

Eu tot n-am crezut... 

Ce pot sń-ĺi doreascń amanŤii mai mult? 
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Alexander  Pope 

(1688-1744) 

   

 Cel mai marcant reprezentant al neoclasicismului englez din secolul XVIII, transpun©nd ´n opera sa poeticń fidelitatea 

faŤń de naturń, imitarea anticilor ĺi respectul regulilor clasice ´n imagini de o rarń plasticitate, concizie ĺi forŤń aforisticń. 

Dintre  numeroasele sale poeme ĺi cicluri amintim Pastorale, Rńpirea Buclei, Pńdurea Windson, Elegie la moartea unei nefericite 

doamne, Dunciada, Eseuri morale, ImitaŤii dupń HoraŤiu etc. ConcepŤia esteticń ĺi filosoficń ĺi-a expus-o în volumele Eseu despre 

criticń ĺi Eseu despre omñlucrare fńc©nd apologia suveranitńŤii raŤiunii umane. 

   

Ode on Solitude   Odń singurńtńŤii 

   

Happy the man, whose wish and care 

 A few paternal acres bound, 

Content to breathe his native air, 

  In his own ground.  

 Ferice de omul cńruia dorinŤń ĺi grijń ´i sunt  

c©teva moĺtenite pogoaneñpńm©nt  

unde, ´n propria sa ´ngrńdire,  

aerul natal sń-l respire 

cu l©na turmei lui sń-ĺi Ťeasń straiul  

vaca lapte sń-i dea, pâine, ogorul lui;  

vara, numai copacii sńi umbrń sń-i dea,  

  

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread,  

 Whose flocks supply him with attire,  

Whose trees in summer yield him shade, 
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  In winter fire.  iarna, sń-l cruŤe de vńpaia gerului. 

Ĺi binecuv©ntat e-acel ce poate spune  

cń ore, zile, ani senini s-au ´nĺirat  

cu sńnńtate-n trup, în cugetul curat,  

cu zile calme ĺi cu vise line, 

  

Blest, who can unconcernõdly find  

 Hours, days, and years slide soft away, 

In health of body, peace of mind, 

  Quiet by day,  

 

   

Sound sleep by night; study and ease, 

 Together mixed; sweet recreation; 

And innocence, which most does please, 

  With meditation.  

 cu muncń Ἠi cu dulce-odihnń bine cumpńnite 

Ἠi am©ndouń, g©ndului, at©t de potrivite. 

AἨa vreau sń trńiesc: ferit, necunoscut, 

sń mor nepl©ns, de lume ´nstrńinat 

Ἠi nici mńcar c-o piatrń morm©ntul sń nu-mi fie însemnat.   

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown; 

 Thus unlamented let me die; 

Steal from the world, and not a stone 

  Tell where I lie.  
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William  Blake  

(1757-1827) 

   

 Reprezentant de frunte al preromantismului englez, W. Blake a lńsat posteritńŤii o imensń creaŤie liricń ĺi plasticń. Poet ĺi 

pictor al revoltei omului ´mpotriva servituŤilor istoriei ĺi societńŤii, crede ´n triumful energiilor ĺi imaginaŤiei puse ´n slujba 

libertńŤii ĺi progresului. Reinterpretarea severń a miturilor, a istoriei spirituale umane ĺi proiecŤia destinului ei viitor fac din 

W.Blake un vizionar ăprofeticó. Amintim dintre numeroasele sale volume C©ntecele nevinovńŤiei, Cńsńtoria cerului ĺi a iadului 

(din care redńm celebrele Proverbe ale infernului), Viziunile fiicelor Albionului, Poarta raiului, Cei patru Zoa, Milton ĺ.a. 

   

Auguries  of  Innocence  Prevestiri  

   

To see a World in a Grain of Sand 

And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,  

Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand  

And Eternity in an hour.  

A Robin Redbreast in a Cage 

Puts all Heaven in a Rage. 

A dove house fill õd with doves  & Pigeons 

Shudders Hell throõ all its regions. 

 Când într -un bob de nisip vezi o lume  

Ĺi ´ntr-o floare sńlbaticń cerul, 

ţii nesf©rĺitul ´n m©ini  

Cuprinzi eternitńŤi ´ntr-o clipń,  

ċnsń de-nchizi prigoru -n colivie,  

Umpli tot cerul de mânie,  

O turturicń-n columbar de Ťii,  

Infernu -l rńscoleĺti din temelii, 



  

Margareta Sterian  

Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea. A Thing of Beauty Is a Joy for Ever  

Antologie de poezie britanicń. Anthology of English poetry 

69 

  
 

A Dog starvõd at his Masterõs Gate 

Predicts the ruin of the State. 

A Horse misusõd upon the Road 

Calls to Heaven for Human blood.  

Each outcry of the hunted Hare  

A fib er from the Brain does tear. 

A Skylark wounded in the wing,  

A Cherubim does cease to sing. 

Ĺi-un câine-nfometat l©ngń stńp©n  

Pentru o Ťarń-ntreagń, nu-i semn bun.  

Un cal de-i chinuit p ©nń ce pl©nge,  

Strigń la cer rńzbunare de s©nge. 

ţipńtul unui iepuraĺ v©nat  

ċn creier ´ncń o fibrń Ťi-a uscat; 

Aripa ciocârliei de -ai rńnit, 

Un heruvim ´n cer a amuŤit, 

Iar de-ai lovit un sfredeluĺ de moarte,  

De dragoste-omeneascń nu ai parte. 
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Proverbs of  Hell   Proverbele infernului  

   

In seed time learn, in harvest teach, in winter enjoy.  ċn timpul semńnatului, ´nvaŤń; c©nd recoltezi, ´nvńŤńtura-

mpńrtńĺeĺte-o; iarna, bucurń-te de roade. 

   

Drive your cart and your plow over the bones of the dead.  Cu carul ĺi cu plugul treci peste oseminte. 

   

   

The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.  Calea exceselor ´ndrumń la ´nŤelepciune. 

   

Prudence is a rich ugly old maid courted by Incapacity.   PrudenŤa este o fatń bńtr©nń ĺi ur©tń cńreia NeputinŤa ´i 

face curte. 

   

He who desires but acts not, breeds pestilence.  Cel care are dorinŤi ĺi nu trece la fapte, cloceĺte miasme. 

   

The cut worm forgives the plow.   Viermele iartń plugul ce l-a tńiat ´n douń. 

   

Dip him in the river who loves water.   Cui îi place apa, azvârle-l în râu. 
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A fool sees not the same tree that a wise man sees.  Nebunul nu vede copacul la fel cum ´l vede ´nŤeleptul. 

   

He whose face gives no light, shall never become a star.  Chipul care nu rńsp©ndeĺte luminń nu va ajunge 

niciodatń o stea. 

   

Eternity is in love with the productions of time.   EternitńŤii ´i e dragń lucrarea timpului.  

   

The busy bee has no time for sorrow.  Albina care munceĺte n-are timp de vńicńrealń. 

   

The hours of folly are measurõd by the clock, but of wisdom: 

no clock can measure. 

 Ceasul mńsoarń clipele nebuniei; pe-acelea ale 

´nŤelepciunii nu este ceas sń le mńsoare. 

   

All whol esome food is caught without a net or a trap.   O hranń sńnńtoasń dob©ndeĺti fńrń capcanń, fńrń plasń. 

   

Bring out number , weight & measure in a year of dearth.  C©t nu e ´ncń secetń, dń fńrń mńsurń sau c©ntar. 

   

No bird soars too high, if he soars with his own wings.   Nici o pasńre nu se ´nalŤń prea sus c©nd zboarń cu 

propriile -i aripi.  

   

A dead body, revenges not injuries.  Mortul nu se rńzbunń de rńul ce i s-a fńcut. 
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The most sublime act is to set another before you.  Este un act sublim, pe celńlalt mai presus de tine sń-l 

socoŤi. 

   

If the fool would persist in his folly he would become wise.   Dacń ar stńrui ´n prostie, prostul ar putea ajunge ´nŤelept. 

   

Folly is the cloke of knavery.   Prostia este haina ce-acoperń ticńloĺia. 

   

Shame is Prides cloke.  Ruĺinea este haina care ascunde orgoliul. 

   

Prisons are built with stones of Law, Brothels with bricks of 

Religion. 

 Închisorile sunt zidite cu pietrele Legii. Bordelurile cu 

acelea ale Religiei. 

   

The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.  Splendoarea pńunului este fala Domnului. 

   

The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.  FierbinŤelile Ťapuluiñdńrnicia Domnului. 

   

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.   Mânia leului e -nŤelepciunea Domnului. 

   

The nakedness of woman is the work of God.  Goliciunea femeii e plńsmuirea Domnului. 

   

Excess of sorrow laughs. Excess of joy weeps.  Excesul durerii e-n r©set. Al bucuriei e cuprins ´n lacrimń. 
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The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of 

the stormy sea, and the destructive sword, are portions of 

eternity too great for the eye of man. 

 Rńgetul leului, urletul lupului, furia mńrii dezlńnŤuite ĺi 

sabia ucigaĺń sunt clipe ale eternitńŤii prea cuprinzńtoare 

pentru ochiul omenesc. 

   

The fox condemns the trap, not himself.  Vulpea ´nvinovńŤeĺte capcana, iar nu pe sine. 

   

Joys impregnate. Sorrows bring forth.  Bucuria germineazń. Durerea fecundeazń. 

   

Let man wear the fell of the lion, woman the fleece of the 

sheep. 

 Bńrbatul sń poarte blana leului, femeia l©na oii. 

   

The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship.   Pentru pasńreñun cuib, pentru pńianjenño p©nzń, 

pentru omñprietenie. 

   

The selfish smiling fool, & the sullen frowning fool, shall be 

both thought wise, that they may be a rod.  

 Egoistul prost, sur©zńtor, ca ĺi prostul morocńnos, 

´ncńpńŤ©nat pot trece drept ´nŤelepŤi ĺi deveni calamitńŤi. 

   

What is now proved was once only imaginõd.  Ceea ce acum e dovedit, a fost cândva doar imaginat. 

   

The rat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbit: watch the roots; the  Ĺobolanul, ĺoarecele, vulpea sau iepurele p©ndesc 
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lion, the tyger, the horse, the elephant, watch the fruits.  rńdńcina; leul, tigrul, calul, elefantul, aĺteaptń fructul. 

   

The cistern contains; the fountain overflows.   Cisterna pństreazń apa, izvorul o revarsń. 

   

One thought, fills immensity.   Un singur g©nd poate revńrsa imensitatea. 

   

Always be ready to speak your mind, and a base man will 

avoid you.  

 FiŤi totdeauna gata sń vń spuneŤi pńrerea ĺi nelealii vń vor 

evita. 

   

Every thing possible to be believõd is an image of truth.   Tot ce-i credibil, este o faŤń a adevńrului. 

   

The eagle never lost so much time, as when he submitted to 

learn of the crow. 

 Vulturul nu ĺi-a pierdut niciodatń timpul mai mult dec©t 

atunci când s-a ´njosit sń imite cioara. 

   

The fox provi des for himself, but God provides for the lion.   Vulpea ´ĺi poartń singurń de grijń, de leu se ´ngrijeĺte 

Dumnezeu. 

   

Think in the morning. Act in the noon. Eat in the evening. 

Sleep in the night. 

 G©ndeĺte dimineaŤa, fńptuieĺte la amiazń, mńn©ncń seara, 

iar noaptea, dormi.  

   

He who has sufferõd you to impose on him knows you.  Cine te ´ngńduie sń-i impui voinŤa, te cunoaĺte bine. 
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As the plow follows words, so God rewards prayers.   Cum plugul taie brazdń urm©nd ´ndemnul, aĺa rńsplata 

divinń urmeazń rugńciunii. 

   

The tygers of wrath are wiser than the horses of instruction.   Tigrii m©nioĺi sunt mai ´nŤelepŤi dec©t caii struniŤi. 

   

Expect poison from the standing water.   ċn apń stńtńtoare aĺteaptń-te sń gńseĺti otravń. 

   

You never know  what is enough unless you know what is 

more than enough. 

 Nu vei desluĺi niciodatń ce este destul, p©nń c©nd nu vei 

ĺti ce e prea mult. 

   

Listen to the fools reproach! it is a kingly title!   Ascultń mustrńrile unui prost! Atitudinea ta va fi 

regeascń! 

   

The eyes of fire, the nostrils of air, the mouth of water, the 

beard of earth. 

 Pentru ochiñfocul, pentru nńriñaerul, pentru gurńñ

bńuturń. 

   

The weak in courage is strong in cunning.  Cel fńrń de curaj e tare-n viclenie. 

   

The apple tree never asks the beech how he shall grow, nor 

the lion, the horse, how he shall take his prey. 

 Mńrul nu-ntreabń niciodatń fagul ´n ce fel sń creascń, leul 

nu-ntreabń calul unde sń pascń. 
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The thankful receiver bears a plentiful harvest.   Cine primeĺte cu recunoĺtinŤń de darul cel mai bogat are 

parte. 

   

If others had not been foolish, we should be so.  Dacń nu ne-ar fi precedat proĺtii, proĺti am fi noi ´nĺine. 

   

The soul of sweet delight, can never be defilõd.  Trńirea suavei mirńri nu poate fi p©ngńritń. 

   

When thou seest an Eagle, thou seest a portion of Genius, 

lift up thy head!  

 C©nd vezi un vultur, ´ntrezńreĺti geniul: ridicń-Ťi fruntea! 

   

As the catterpillar chooses the fairest leaves to lay her eggs 

on, so the priest lays his curse on the fairest joys. 

 Aĺa cum omida alege cele mai fragede frunze spre a-ĺi 

depune ouńle, preotul ´ĺi ´ndreaptń blestemele spre 

bucuriile noastre cele mai alese. 

   

To create a little flower is the labour of ages.  Spre a crea o floricicń e nevoie de eternitńŤi de strńdanie. 

   

Damn, braces: Bless relaxes.  Insulta stimuleazń, lauda aduce liniĺte. 

   

The best wine is the oldest, the best water the newest.  Vinul cel mai bun e vinul vechi, apa cea mai bunń e apa 

proaspńtń. 
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Prayers plow not! Praises reap not!  Cu rugńciuni nu ari! Cu laude nu culegi! 

   

Joys laugh not! Sorrows weep not!  Bucuriile nu râd! Durerile n -au lacrimi!  

   

The head Sublime, the heart Pathos, the genitals Beauty, the 

hands & feet Proportion.  

 Pentru minteñsublimul, simŤirea pentru inimń, pentru 

simŤuriñfrumuseŤea, pentru proporŤiiñtrupul.  

   

As the air to a bird or the sea to a fish, so is contempt to the 

contemptible.  

 Ce-i pentru pasńre vńzduhul, e pentru peĺte apa ĺi pentru 

nemernicñdispreŤul. 

   

The crow wishõd every thing was black, the owl, that every 

thing was white.  

 Corbul ar vrea sń fie negru totul, bufniŤañtotul alb sń fie. 

   

Exuberance is Beauty.  Risipa-i frumuseŤe. 

   

If the lion was advised by the fox, he would be cunning.   Dacń leul ar primi sfaturi de la vulpe, ar deveni Ħi el 

viclean. 

   

Improvement makes strait roads, but the crooked roads 

without Improvement, are roads of Genius.  

 Tot îngrijindu -l, drumul devine drept; dar drumurile 

´ntortocheate, lńsate voii lor, sunt drumurile geniului.  
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Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted 

desires. 

 Mai cur©nd sń g©tui un copil ´n leagńn, dec©t sń creĥti 

himerice dorin i. 

   

Where man is not nature is barren.  Fńrń om, pustiu ar fi natura. 

   

Truth can never be told so as to be understood, and not be 

believõd. 

 Un adevńr spus pe-n elese, nu poate fi respins. 

   

Enough! or Too much!  Destul! Sau Prea Mult. 
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William Blake ñMeditaἪie dupń o scriere de Harvey (acuarelń) 
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William  BlakeñFecioarele cuminἪi Ἠi fecioarele nebune (peniἪń Ἠi acuarelń) 
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Robert  Burns 

(1759-1796) 

   

 Reprezentant al preromantismului scoŤian, poezia lui R.Burns exaltń dragostea, frumuseŤile naturii ĺi ale unei existenŤe 

domestice, dar ĺi dragostea pentru libertate, pentru un umanism inspirat de revoluŤia francezń ĺi cea americanń. Volumul 

Poezii mai cu seamń ´n dialect scoŤian ´l consacrń, iar popularitatea i-o asigurń acidele opere de satirń socialń Iarmarocul sfânt, 

Rugńciunea evlaviosului Willie ĺ.a., precum ĺi picarescul jovial din Cerĺetorii veseli sau Tom OõShanter. 

   

John Anderson , My  Jo  John Anderson , a mea 

   

John Anderson my jo, John,  

When we were first acquent,  

Your locks were like the raven,  

Your bonie brow was brent;  

But now your brow is beld, John,  

Your locks are like the snaw,  

But blessings on your frosty pow,  

John Anderson, my jo. 

 Întâi când ne-am vńzut, 

John Anderson a mea, 

Ca pana corbului Ťi-era cosiŤa,  

Sprânceneleñde catifea. 

ţi-s azi spr©ncenele rńrite, 

CosiŤa ta-i de nea, 

Dar binecuvântez albitul cap,  

John Anderson a mea. 
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John Anderson my jo, John,  

We clamb the hill thegither;  

And mony  a cantie day, John,  

Weõve had wiõ ane anither:  

Now we maun totter down,  John,  

And hand in hand we õll go,  

And sleep thegither at the foot,  

John Anderson, my jo. 

 Colina ´mpreunń am urcat-o, 

John Anderson a mea, 

Ĺi multe zile fericite  

Am strńbńtut aĺa. 

Spre vale duce drumul nostõ acum; 

Vom cobor´ tot m©nń-n m©nń,  

Apoi, la poalele colinei,  

Dormi -vom ´mpreunń. 
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William  Wordsworth  

(1770-1850) 

   

 Balade lirice, volum scris ´n districtul Lacurilor, ´n colaborare cu prietenul sńu S.T. Coleridge, constituie întâia afirmare 

plenarń a romantismului englez. Rigorilor clasicismului li se opune poezia spontaneitńŤii emotive (cenzurate de calm 

sufletesc ĺi reflexivitate seninń), a trńirilor fantasticului ĺi iraŤionalului ca ĺi a frumosului natural. Preludiul sau evoluŤia 

spiritualń a unui poet, Poemele despre Lucy, Odń datoriei, Sonete eclesiastice etc. constituie câteva din operele care i-au adus 

popularitatea.  

   

The Poet  Poetul  

   

But who is He, with modest looks,  

And clad in homely russet brown?  

He murmurs near the running brooks  

A music sweeter than their own. 

 Cine e cel cu sfioasń privire  

Ĺi simplń hainń, asprń, cafenie? 

L©ngń p©r©urile care curg, 

El murmurń o ĺi mai dulce melodie. 

   

He is retired as noontide dew, 

Or fountain in a noon -day grove; 

And you must love him, ere to you  

 Ca un izvor ascuns ´n luncń,  

Ascuns ca roua-n miez de zi,  

IubiŤi-l, chiar-nainte de a ĺti  
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He will seem worthy of your love.  Iubirea voastrń de i se cuvine. 

   

The outward shows of sky and earth, 

Of hill and valley, he has viewed;  

And impulses of deeper birth  

Have come to him in solitude.  

 Veĺm©ntul cerului ĺi al pńm©ntului,  

Al vńilor ĺi dealurilor l-a privit,  

Ĺi-ndemnuri de -nŤelegere ad©ncń 

ċn marea lui singurńtate a gńsit. 

   

In common things that round us lie  

Some random truths he can impart,ñ 

The harvest of a quiet eye 

That broods and sleeps on his own heart. 

 Din tot ce zilnic ne-nconjoarń, 

El dńruieἨte-un adevńr oricui: 

E rodul ochiului care -n tńcere 

CreἨte Ἠi-aἨteaptń ´n inima lui. 
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Walter  Scott 

(1771-1832) 

   

 Vestitul romancier de mai târziu a manifestat o timpurie atracŤie pentru poezia inspiratń de vechile balade ĺi legende 

scoŤiene. Balada ultimului menestrel, Marmion, Stńpâna lacului, Nunta din Triermain desemneazń c©teva din popularele sale 

titluri de epos baladesc. 

   

Hunting  Song  Cântec de v©nńtoare 

   

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

On the mountain dawns the day;  

All the jolly chase is here 

With hawk and horse and hunting -spear, 

Hounds are in their couples yelling,  

Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling,  

Merrily, merrily mingle they  

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

 SculaŤi, veseli domni ĺi doamne,  

Peste munŤi, de zi mijeĺte  

Ĺi a sosit voios alai  

Cu suliŤe, ĺoimi ĺi cai. 

C©inii gem, ŤinuŤi ´n zgardń;  

ţipń ĺoimii, cornul sunń: 

Spun de-a valma, i-ascultaŤi:  

Boieri ĺi doamne, sculaŤi! 

   

Waken, lords and ladies gay,  Boieri ĺi doamne, sculaŤi;  
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The mist has left the mountain gray, 

Springlets in the dawn are steaming, 

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming; 

And foresters have busy been 

To track the buck in thicket green; 

Now we come to chant our lay, 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

CeaŤa-n munŤi se risipeĺte,  

Stropi de rouń aburesc, 

Ca diamantele lucesc. 

Pńdurari s-au hńrnicit  

Prin desiĺ sń-nsemne drumul,  

Iar noi toŤi strigńm ca unul:  

Boieri ĺi doamne, sculaŤi! 

   

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the greenwood haste away; 

We can show you where he lies, 

Fleet of foot and tall of size; 

We can show the marks he made 

When ôgainst the oak his antlers frayõd;  

You shall see him brought to bay; 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

 Boieri Ἠi doamne, sculaἪi, 

ċnspre codru vń grńbiἪiñ 

ἧtim noi locuõ unõ s-ascunde 

Picior-ager, trup înalt  

ἧtim Ἠi urmele fńcute 

Cu coroana în stejar. 

La str©mtoare sń-l aflaἪi, 

Boieri Ἠi doamne, sculaἪi! 

   

Louder, louder chant the lay,  

Waken, lords and ladies gay! 

Tell them youth and mirth and glee  

Run a course as well as we; 

 Tot mai tare cornul sunń: 

Boieri Ἠi doamne, sculaἪi! 

TinereἪea, mirtul, cântul  

Sunt ´n goanń ca Ἠi noi.  
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Time, stern huntsman! who can balk,  

Staunch as hound and fleet as hawk: 

Think of this, and rise with day , 

Gentle lords and ladies gay! 

Timpu -i aspru v©nńtor, 

C©ine ne´ndurńtor, 

Pasńre ce zboarń iuteñ 

La acestea cugetaἪi 

ἧi din timp vń deἨteptaἪi! 
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Thomas Moore  

(1779-1852) 

   

 Poet romantic, prozator, ĺi compozitor irlandez, bio graf ĺi prieten al lui Byron, T.M. a devenit cunoscut prin culegerea 

Melodii irlandeze, inspiratń de pitorescul folclorului Irlandei, de seculara luptń pentru neat©rnare a poporului sńu. Noi opere 

transpun©nd acelaĺi univers liric,  i-au adus Iui T.M. faima de bard naŤional al Irlandei. 

   

The Meeting  of  the Waters  Întâlnirea  apelor  

   

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet  

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet; 

Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart,  

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.  

 Nu -i altń vale mai dragń ´n lumea largń  

Decât valea unde sclipitoarele ape se-adunń; 

O, cea din urmń razń de simŤire ĺi viaŤń ar trebui sń piarń  

Înainte ca frńgezimea acestei vńi ´n inima mea sń apunń. 
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O! Breathe Not His Name  O, numele  sńu nu-l  ĺoptiŤi* 

   

O! Breathe not his name! let it sleep in the shade, 

Where cold and unhonored his relics are laid; 

Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that we shed, 

As the night dew that falls on the grave oõer his head. 

 O, numele sńu nu-l ĺoptiŤi! LńsaŤi-l sń doarmń ´n umbrń,  

Unde reci ĺi fńrń cinstire, relicvele sale-odihnesc; 

Tńcute, triste ĺi-ntunecate fie lacrimile ce vńrsńm  

Ca roua nopŤii ce cade pe iarba de deasupra capului sńu. 

   

But the night dew that falls, though in silence it weeps,  

Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps; 

And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls,   

Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 

 Dar roua nopἪii, deἨi cade-n tńcere 

Va lumina, înverzindu -l, morm©ntul sńu 

ἧi lacrima noastrń, deἨi se rostogoleἨte-n tńcere 

Va pństra ´ndelung, neofilitń, amintirea-i în noi.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
* Se referń la Robert Emmet, conducńtorul rńscoalei irlandeze din 1803. 
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William  HogarthñGravurń din seria ăSilinἪń Ἠi lenevieó 
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Bernard Sternñ1972 
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George Gordon  Byron  

(1788-1824) 

   

 Operele care, începând cu Pelerinajul lui Harold, succed plachetei de debut (Ceasuri de lenevie) prefigureazń portretul 

rńzvrńtitului romantic m©ndru ĺi solitar, ´n titanicń luptń cu societatea abuzurilor ĺi nedreptńŤilor, alteori copleĺit de o 

ireductibilń dezamńgire. Melodii ebraice, Ghiaurul, Lara, Corsarul, Prizonierul din Chillon, Mazeppa, Beppo etc. fac din Byron unul 

din marii romantici ai lumii care au exer citat o puternicń influenŤń ´n dezvoltarea ulterioarń a poeziei. 

   

Stanzas for  Music   StanŤe pentru  muzicń 

   

Thereõs not a joy the world can give like that it takes away 

When the glow of early thought declines in feelingõs dull 

decay; 

ôTis not on youthõs smooth cheek the blush alone, which 

fades so fast, 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself be 

past.  

 Nu are viaŤa bucurie sń-Ťi dea egalń cu aceea pe care Ťi-o ia  

Odatń cu-ardoarea-n simŤire c©nd se schimbń ´n rece-

amintire.  

Nu doar pe faŤa dulce-a tinereŤii se stinge atât de grabnic 

strńlucirea,  

Ci chiar ônainte de a ei pieire, inima-ĺi scuturń ´nflorirea. 

   

Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of  PuŤini al cńror spirit mai pluteĺte deasupra epavei fericirii, 
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happiness     

Are driven oõer the shoals of guilt, or ocean of excess: 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in vain  

The shore to which their shiverõd sail shall never stretch 

again. 

Sunt m©naŤi spre v©rtejuri de patimi sau spre-oceanul 

exceselor;  

Pierdutń-i busola Ťintei lor sau doar zadarnic aratń  

Spre Ťńrmul unde zdrenŤuite p©nze nu-i mai pot purta.  

   

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death itself comes 

down;  

It cannot feel for othersõ woes, it dare not dream its own;     

That heavy chill has frozen oõer the fountain of our tears, 

And though the eye may sparkle still, ôtis where the ice 

appears. 

 Atunci, ´ngheŤul sufletului o nouń moarte le iveĺte; 

Dureri din jur nu simt, iar la a lor nu ´ndrńznesc nici sń 

viseze 

Nńpraznic ger izvorul lacrimilor ´l ´ngheaŤń 

Ĺi de rńm©ne-n ei o strńlucire, ĺi-aceea e de gheaŤń; 

   

Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth distract 

the breast, 

Through midnight hours that yield no more their former 

hope of rest; 

ôTis but as ivy-leaves around the ruinõd turret wreathe,     

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and grey 

beneath.  

 Chiar dacń vorbele de duh Ť©ĺnesc pe buze ĺi-nmiresmatń 

´Ťi e rńsuflarea,  

În miez de noapte nu-Ťi mai tńinui dorinŤa de odihnń, 

resemnarea  

Cum e cu iedera, e ĺi cu tine: ea ´mpresoarń turnul ´n 

ruine, 

Sńlbaticń ĺi proaspńtń c©nd o zńreĺti, dar de aproape 

putredń ĺi cenuĺie. 
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Oh could I feel as I have felt, or be what I have been, 

Or weep as I could once have wept oõer many a vanishõd 

scene,ñ 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish 

though they be, 

So midst the wither õd waste of life, those tears would flow 

to me! 

 O, de-aĺ putea sń simt ce-am mai simŤit, sau fi ce am mai 

fost, 

De-aĺ mai putea sń lńcrimez ca altńdatń pentru o poveste-

aproape uitatń,  

Aĺa cum pare dulce apa ´n deĺert, oricât ar fi de rea, 

Aceste lacrimi, ´n deĺertul vieŤii mele, ce mult m-ar uĺura! 
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To Thomas Moore   Poetul  ´ĺi ia rńmas bun  

   

My boat is on the shore, 

 And my bark is on the sea; 

But, before I go, Tom Moore, 

 Hereõs a double health to thee! 

 Barca mea-i trasń la Ťńrm  

Ĺi corabia pe mare, 

Dar ônainte de plecare, 

Beau în cinstea ta, Tom Moore! 

   

Hereõs a sigh to those who love me, 

 And a smile to those who hate; 

And, whatever skyõs above me, 

 Hereõs a heart for every fate. 

 Un sur©s cui mń urńĺte, 

Cui îi sunt drag, un suspin;  

Cerul, care o fi, deasupra-mi, 

Inimii, orice destin!  

   

Though the ocean roar around me, 

 Yet it still shall bear me on: 

Though a desert should surround me, 

 It hath springs that may be won. 

 Apele mugesc în juru-mi,  

ċnsń tot mń vor purta; 

Ĺi-n deĺert de m-aĺ afla, 

Un izvor tot aĺ capta. 

   

Wereõt the last drop in the well, 

 As I gaspõd upon the brink, 

 Însetat, un strop de apń, 

Cel din urmń de-aἨ gńsi, 
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Ere my fainting spirit fell,  

 ôTis to thee that I would drink. 

Sufletu-mi de nu m-ar pńrńsi, 

Eu în cinstea-Ἢi l -aἨ sorbi. 

   

With that water, as this wine,  

 The libation I would pour  

Should beñpeace with thine and mine, 

 And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 

 Sorbind apa Ἠi-acest vin 

Vorbele ce le-aἨ rosti: 

Pace Ἢieñar fiñἨi mie 

ἧi voios, Tom Moore *, sń fii! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
* Poet irlandez, Thomas Moore a fost prietenul Ħi apoi biograful lui Byron.  
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Percy Bysshe Shelley  

(1792-1822) 

   

 T©nńrul eliminat ´n 1811 de la Oxford pentru miĺcarea antireligioasń declanĺatń de lucrarea Necesitatea ateismului avea 

sń devinń, alńturi de Byron, o personalitate de frunte a romantismului englez ĺi european. Crńiasa Mab, poem de largń 

respiraŤie, face rechizitoriul istoriei umanitńŤii ca istorie a asupririi ĺi tiraniei. Revolta Islamului, Cenci, sau poeme ca Anglia în 

1819, Masca Anarhiei dar mai ales capodopera sa, Prometeu descńtuĺat, aduc pe l©ngń profunda originalitate artisticń una din 

cele mai generoase concepŤii ale vremii, libertatea av©nd pentru Shelley nu numai un sens politic abstract ci ĺi unul concret 

social. Comuniunea om-naturń, at©t de caracteristicń romanticilor, capńtń expresie ´n Odń v©ntului de apus, din care redńm 

primele cinci secŤiuni. 

   

Ode to the West Wind  

Fragments 
 
Odń Vântului  de Apus 

Fragmente 

   

I   I  

   

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumnõs being, 

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 

Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,  

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 

 O, v©nt sńlbatic dinspre apus, eĺti rńsuflarea toamnei, 

Tu, a cńrui nevńzutń prezenŤń goneĺte frunzele moarte 

Ca fantome alungate din urmń de-un vrńjitor 

Negre, palide sau roĺ-aprins, mulŤimi atinse de un acelaĺi 
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Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,  

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed  

rńu 

Galbene, negre, palide, arse-n ruginń 

MulŤimi istovite de acelaĺi rńu 

O, tu, ce-alungi spre-ntunecat pat hibernal  

   

The wingèd  seeds, where they lie cold and low, 

Each like a corpse within its grave, until  

Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 

 ċnaripate seminŤeñunde zac în rece adânc  

Fiecareñcadavru ´n propriu morm©nt p©nń c©nd  

Sora ta de-azur ĺi de primńvarń 

   

Her clarion oõer the dreaming earth, and fill 

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)  

With living hues and odours plain and hill:  

 Tr©mbiŤe sunń peste pńm©ntul cuprins de vis  

(Ca stoluri poartń dulci muguri nuntindu-i ´n vńzduh) 

Ĺi umple de strigńt voios, de parfum ĺesuri ĺi dealuri... 

   

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;  

Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear! 

 Spirit sńlbatic ce pretutindeni pńtrunziñ 

Distrugi ĺi aperiñascultń! O, ascultń! 

   

II   II  

   

Thou on whose stream, mid the steep skyõs commotion, 

Loose clouds like Earthõs decaying leaves are shed, 

Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

 Tu pe al cńrui ĺuvoi ´n ne-ncetat tumult  

Norii desprinĺi plutesc ca putrede frunze  

ċmprńĺtiate de pe crengile Cerului ĺi-ale Oceanului 
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Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread  

On the blue surface of thine aëry surge, 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head  

 Nori -´ngeri ai ploii ĺi-ai fulgerelor risipiŤi  

Pe albastre, aeriene talazuri  

Ca luminoasele, despletitele plete 

   

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenithõs height, 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

 Ale vreunei mândre Menadeñchiar din palidń  

Margine a orizontului, p©nń-n înaltul zenit  

Fluturând coama furtunii ce se apropie. Tu, cântec 

   

Of the dying year, to which this closing night  

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

 De jale al anului ce se stinge. Aceastń ultimń noapte  

Cupolń fi-va imensului sńu cavou, 

Boltitń din toate puterile tale ´nmńnuncheate 

   

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere  

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, hear!  

 Din  aburi, vńzduh de funingini, ploi negre, 

Ĺi foc, ĺi grindiniñastfel vor Ť©ĺni: O, ascultń! 

   

III   III  

   

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams  

The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 

Lullõd by the coil of his crystalline streams, 

 Tu care-ai deĺteptat din visul verii 

Albastra Mediteranń ce dormea 

Legńnatń de dulcele c©nt al undelor limpezi, 
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Beside a pumice isle in Baiaeõs bay, 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 

Quivering within the waveõs intenser day, 

 L©ngń insula de tuf vulcanic din Golful Baiae  

Vis©nd vechi cetńŤi ĺi palate  

Ce tremurń-n intensń luminń de valuri 

   

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers  

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 

For whose path the Atlanticõs level powers 

 Acoperite cu muĺchi albastru ĺi flori at©t de gingaĺe  

Încât mintea nu e-nstare sń le descrie!  

Tu ´n a cńrui trecere Atlanticul ridicń v©ltori, 

   

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 

The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear  

The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

 Le schimbń-n prńpństii; pe c©nd ´n ad©nc  

Flori ĺi elastice pńduri marine ce unduiesc  

Frunziĺul fńrń sevń al oceanului, cunosc 

   

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,  

And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear! 

 Glasul tńu, ĺi dintr-odatń se-nverzesc de fricń,  

Tremurń ĺi singure se despoaie: O, ascultń! 

   

IV   IV  

   

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;  

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

 De-aĺ fi o frunzń moartń sń mń porŤi,  

De-aĺ fi nor iute ca sń pot zbura cu tine,  

Un val m©nat de vlaga ta, ĺi-mpńrtńĺind 
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The impulse of thy strength, only less free 

Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even  

I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

 Impulsul forŤei tale, dar nu at©t de slobod  

Pe c©t eĺti tu, de nestrunit! Mńcar  

De-aĺ fi cel din copilńrie, Ťie tovarńĺ, 

   

The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven, 

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed  

Scarce seemõd a vision; I would neõer have striven 

 Pe-ntinsul cerului c©nd pribegeĺti 

Precum mi se pńrea cń e aievea 

Când cugetul în cursa-Ťi te-ntrecea; n-ar trebui  

   

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.  

Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!  

 Sń mń rog astfel Ťie ´n deznńdejdea mea. 

O, ônalŤń-mń ca pe un val, ca pe o frunzń ori un nor!  

Mń-ns©ngereazń spinii vieŤii! Ĺi mń dor! 

   

A heavy weight of hours has chainõd and bowõd 

One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 

 Prea grele ceasuri au ´nlńnŤuit ĺi-au aplecat  

Pe unul ca tine de m©ndru ĺi ne´nduplecat 

   

V   V 

   

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 

What if my leaves are falling like its own!  

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies  

 Ĺi fń-mń lira ta, cum lirń Ťi-e pńdurea: 

Ĺi ce e dacń-asemeni ei mń desfrunzesc?  

MńreŤul tńu tumult, armonios 
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Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,  

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 

My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!  

 Va ĺti din am©ndoi un sunet grav, autumnal,  

Trist, deĺi dulce sń desprindń. Spirit ne´ndurat, 

Din tine spirit dń-mi, ĺi fii al meu, o, spirit av©ntat! 

   

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe  

Like witherõd leaves to quicken a new birth! 

And, by the incantation of this verse,  

 Ĺi peste lumi du g©ndurile-mi stinse,  

Veĺtede frunze ´nspre noi rodiri  

Iar din descântecul acestui vers 

   

Scatter, as from an unextinguishõd hearth 

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!  

Be through my lips to unawakenõd Earth 

 Ca dintr -un foc ce nu-i de-a pururi stins  

Scrum ĺi sc©ntei, vorbele-mi de pe buze smulse  

Sń fie pentru amorŤita omenire 

   

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,  

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 

 Ca tr©mbiŤele unei profeŤii! O, v©nt, 

De vine iarna, primńvara departe poate fi? 
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Liberty   Libertate  

   

The fiery mountains answer each other; 

Their thunderings are echoed from zone to zone; 

The tempestuous oceans awake one another, 

And the ice-rocks are shaken round Winterõs throne, 

When the clarion of the Typhoon is blown.  

 Aprigii munŤi ´ntre ei ´ĺi rńspund; 

Ecoul tunetului din loc ´n loc se propagń,  

Furtunoase oceane se trezesc, unul pe altul  

Ĺi-n trosnet st©ncile de gheaŤń ´nconjoarń 

Ťinutul iernii. 

   

From a single cloud the lightening flashes, 

Whilst a thousand isles are illumined around,  

Earthquake is trampling one city to ashes, 

An hundred are shuddering and tottering; the sound  

Is bellowing underground.  

 Sńgeata fulgerului Ť©ĺneĺte dintr-un singur nor  

Dar mii de insule ´n jur se lumineazń; 

Cutremurul  preface-n pulberi un oraĺ 

Ĺi alte sute de oraĺe se clatinń ´nfricoĺate; zdruncinul 

a pńtruns ad©nc ´n pńm©nt. 

   

But keener thy gaze than the lighteningõs glare, 

And swifter thy step than the earthquakeõs tramp; 

Thou deafenest the rage of the ocean; thy stare 

Makes blind the volcanoes; the sunõs bright lamp 

To thine is a fen-fire damp.  

 ċnsń privirea ta e mai pńtrunzńtoare dec©t fulgerul  

Mai iute pasul tńu dec©t nńvala cutremurului  

Tu poŤi acoperi vuietul oceanului, privirea ta  

Orbeĺte vulcani: pe l©ngń tine, focul din soare  

e ca lumina ce joacń pe mlaĺtini 



  

Margareta Sterian  

Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea. A Thing of Beauty Is a Joy for Ever  

Antologie de poezie britanicń. Anthology of English poetry 

105 

  
 

   

From billow and mountain and exhalation  

The sunlight is darted through vapour and blast;  

From spirit to spirit, from nation to nation,  

From city to hamlet thy dawning is cast, ñ 

And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of night  

In the van of the morning light.  

 Din val, din munte, din evaporare  

Razele soarelui strńpung miasme ĺi aburi  

Din cuget ´n cuget, din naŤiune ´n naŤiune,  

Din oraĺ ĺi cńtun zorii tńi au sunat  

Iar tiranii ĺi sclavii sunt ca umbrele nopŤii  

când de ziuń s-a luminat.  
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Arthur  DevisñÎntr -un cńmin (ulei) 
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Philip  Hanson  
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John Keats 

(1795-1821) 

   

 Stins din viaŤń la numai 26 de ani, J.K. lasń ´n urmń-i o bogatń operń poeticń de o deosebitń expresivitate, de un romantism 

vibrant ĺi pasionat. Poeme, Endymion, Lauria, Isabella ĺi alte poeme, ca ĺi lucrńrile neterminate Hyperion ĺi Cńderea lui Hyperion 

recomandń unul din cei mai sensibili ĺi novatori poeŤi ai Angliei, ´n care prerafaeliŤii au vńzut un ´naintaĺ de marcń. 

   

A Thing  of  Beauty Is a Joy Forever 

Fragment from Endymion 
 
Eternń bucurie -i  frumuseŤea 

Fragment din poemul Endymion 

   

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever:  

Its loveliness increases; it will never 

Pass into nothingness; but still will keep  

A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 

Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 

Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing  

A flowery band to bind us to the earth,  

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 

Of noble natures, of the gloomy days, 

Of all the unhealthy and oõer-darkened ways 

 Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea: 

Ea creĺte tot mereuñĺi niciodatń nu va trece  

ċn nimicnicie; ci ne va dńrui ´ntotdeauna  

Un colŤ pentru odihnń ĺi somn  

Cu vise line, cu sńnńtate, cu liniĺtitń rńsuflare.  

De-aceea, ´n fiecare dimineaŤń ´mpletim  

Ghirlńuzile-n ´nflorite care ne leagń de pńm©nt,  

ċn ciuda deznńdejdii, a setei inumane ce ne arde  

A firilor nobile, a zilelor posomorâte  

A drumurilor strâ mte, -ntunecate  



  

Margareta Sterian  

Eternń bucurie-i frumuseŤea. A Thing of Beauty Is a Joy for Ever  

Antologie de poezie britanicń. Anthology of English poetry 

109 

  
 

Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all, 

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 

From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon, 

Trees old, and young, sprouting a shady boon 

For simple sheep; and such are daffodils 

With the green world they live in; and clear rills  

That for themselves a cooling covert make 

ôGainst the hot season; the mid -forest brake, 

Rich with a sprinkling of fair  musk-rose blooms: 

And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 

We have imagined for the mighty dead;  

All lovely tales that we have heard or read:  

An endless fountain of immortal drink,  

Pouring unto us from the heavenõs brink. 

Pe care trebuie sń le strńbatem; da, ´n ciuda a toate,  

O formń oarecare-a frumuseŤii ´ndepńrteazń giulgiul  

De pe-ntristatul nostru cuget. E soarele, e luna  

Copacii tineri sau bńtr©ni ce dau un clin de umbrń  

Umilelor oiŤe; ori e narcisa, 

Cu lumea de verdeaŤń-n care creĺte; ĺi limpezi r©uleŤe 

Ce singure scut de rńcoare-Ἠi Ἢes 

Pe vreme de cńldurń; cum este feriga ´n mijloc de pńdure 

ċmpodobitń cu pulberea florii de muἨchi; 

ἧi tot aἨa e mńreἪia bolἪilor pe care 

Pentru mari figuri apuse le -am închipuit  

PoveἨtile frumoase ce ni s-au spus sau le-am citit:  

Un nesecat izvor de încântare 

Din pragul cerului spre noi coboarń. 
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Elizabeth  Barrett -Browning  

(1806-1861) 

   

 Se poate spune cń ´n creaŤia eruditei poete feminitatea ĺi socialul sunt douń tematici care le subsumeazń pe toate celelalte. 

Volumul Eseu asupra spiritului ĺi alte poeme este urmat de Serafimul ĺi alte poeme care include poezii demascând precaritatea 

condiŤiei copiilor ´n fabrici ĺi uzine, iar Sonetele portughezeiñcea mai durabilń dintre creaŤiile sale, c©nt©nd iubirea cu rarń 

sensibilitate ĺi poezieñsunt urmate de Poezii adresate Congresului ĺi de cuprinzńtorul poem autobiografic Aurora Leigh. 

   

Sonnets from  the Portuguese 

XIX 
 

Sonetele portugheziei  

Sonetul  XIX  

   

The soulõs Rialto hath its merchandise; 

I barter curl for curl upon that mart, 

And from my poet õs forehead to my heart 

Receive this lock which outweighs argosies,ñ 

As purply black, as erst to Pindarõs eyes 

The dim purpureal tresses gloomed athwart  

The nine white Muse-brows. For this counterpart, ... 

The bay-crownõs shade, Belovèdd, I surmise, 

Still ling ers on thy curl, it is so black! 

 Nicic©nd, iubite, nu am dńruit  

din pńrul meu o buclń altuia. 

Desfńĺor visńtoare, de pe deget  

bogata buclń brunń, spun©ndu-Ťi: Iat-o. 

TinereŤea mea s-a împlinit ieri,  

´n valuri, pńrul nu mi se pleacń spre cńlc©i; 

cu trandafiri sau m irt, asemenea fecioarelor nu-l mai 

împodobesc,  

pe-obrajii -mi palizi va mai îndulci doar urma lacrimii  
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Thus, with a fillet of smooth -kissing breath, 

I tie the shadows safe from gliding back, 

And lay the gift where nothing hindereth;  

Here on my heart, as on thy brow, to lack 

No natural heat till mine  grows cold in death.  

din ochii biciuiŤi de farsa vieŤii. 

C©ndva credeam cń numai moartea ´mi va avea cosiŤa,  

dar dragostea a-nvins ĺi ei i-o-nchin; 

în ciuda anilor care s-au scurs, vei regńsi pe ea, curat,  

acel sńrut pe care mama i l-a dat ônainte de-a muri.  
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Robert  Browning  

(1812-1889) 

   

 Poet, dramaturg ĺi eseist din a doua parte a perioadei victoriene. Odatń cu Poezii dramatice ĺi RomanŤe dramatice ĺi lirice, 

R.B. se defineĺte ca un poet cu pronunŤat caracter obiectivist, deci ´n esenŤń un antiromantic. Urmeazń BńrbaŤi ĺi femei ĺi 

grandiosul poem Inelul ĺi cartea, care prin excepŤionalele monologuri dramatice, prin deosebita varietate prozodicń ĺi 

originalitatea imaginilor ´l situeazń printre precursorii poeziei moderne.  

   

David Singing before Saul  

[from Saul] IX 
 Cântecul  lui  David  

   

 òOh, our manhoodõs prime  vigour! No spirit feels waste 

Not a muscle is stopped in its playing nor sinew unbraced.  

Oh, the wild joys of living! the leaping from rock up to rock,  

The strong rending of boughs from the fir -tree, the cool 

silver shock       

Of the plunge in a poolõs living water, the hunt of the bear,  

And the sultriness showing the lion is couched in his lair.  

And the meal, the rich dates yellowed over with gold dust 

divine,   

 O, v©rstń a deplinei bńrbńŤii! 

Curaju-ntreg se cere dńruit, 

Jocul oricńrui muĺchi nestingherit  

Fiece nerv, ´n ´ncordare neslńbit  

O, bucurie sńlbaticń de a trńi! Saltul  

Din st©ncń-n st©ncńñ 

Ĺi vuietul puternic al ramurilor de brad 

Zvâcnirea de-oŤel ´n apele repezi din r©uñ 

Ĺi v©nńtoarea de urĺi. 
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And the locust -flesh steeped in the pitcher, the full draught 

of wine,   

And the sleep in the dried river -channel where bulrushes 

tell        

That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and well.  

How good is manõs life, the mere living! how fit to employ  

All the heart and the soul and the senses forever in joy! 

Hast thou loved the white loc ks of thy father, whose sword 

thou didst guard   

When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for glorious 

reward?     

Didst thou kiss the thin hands of thy mother, held up as 

men sung  

The low song of the nearly departed, and hear her faint 

tongue  

Joining in while it could to th e witness ôLet one more attest, 

I have lived, seen Godõs hand throõ a lifetime, and all was 

for best?õ  

Then they sung throõ their tears in strong triumph, not 

much, but the rest.    

And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the working 

Zńduful care vesteĺte cń leul este-n culcuĺ  

Prânzulñcurmalele coapteñcu pulberi  

Divine,ñaurii  

Carnea lńcustei stoarsń-n pocal  

Vinul sorbit din plin  

Somnul ´n albia secatń a r©ului  

Unde trestia povesteĺte 

Cń apei ´i place, murmur©nd, sń curgń  

Cuminte ĺi neabńtutń  

ViaŤa omuluiñc©t e de frumoasń, 

Cât de bogatń simpla trńire  

Ĺi-aĺa potrivitń ca-n ea sń ´ncapń 

Inimń, minte ĺi simŤuri ´n veĺnicń bucurie. 

Iubeai pletele albe ale tatńlui tńu  

C©nd spada spre veghe Ťi-a dat  

Cândñspre faimńñoĺtirile  

ţi-a ´ncredinŤat 

Ale mamei tale mâini strńvezii,  

ċmpreunate spre rugń 

Ascultând vocile grave intonâ nd imn despńrŤirii? 

Scńzutu-i glas, alńturându-li -se, mńrturisea: 
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whence grew  

Such result as, from seething grape-bundles, the spirit 

strained true:  

And the friends of thy boyhood ñthat boyhood of wonder 

and hope,  

Present promise and wealth of the future beyond th e eyeõs 

scope,ñ  

Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch; a people is thine;        

And all gifts, which the world offers singly, on one head 

combine!  

On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and rage 

(like the throe  

That, a-work in the rock, helps its  labour and lets the gold 

go)  

High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame crowning 

them,ñall  

Brought to blaze on the head of one creatureñKing Saul!ó 

Spunń unul mńcar cń mâna Domnului asuprń-mi  

O viaŤń-ntreagń n-am simŤit-o  

Ĺi totul bine r©nduit a fost... 

Apoi, lńcrim©nd, 

ċnsń vajnic glas dat-am puŤinului  

Care mai rńmńsese de spus. 

Ĺi fraŤii tńi, sprijin fiindu-Ťi ĺi ´mpotrivire, 

Cei din care seve se trag  

Ca din stuful zdrobit,  

Limpezitu -s-au. 

Prietenii anilor tineri ñtinerii ani  

De miracol ĺi de speranŤe  

SperanŤa zilei de azi, împlinirea celei de mâine  

Pe care nu o poŤi desluĺiñ 

Iatń, ai trńit sń fii regeñ 

Un ´ntreg popor e al tńu  

Tot harul pe care viaŤa-l revarsń pe-ncetul  

E dintr -odatń al tńu! 

Pentru unul singur toatń splendoarea, toatń puterea  

Iubirea ĺi m©nia 

Asemeni clocotului din adâ nc ce zńmisleĺte  
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Ĺi auru-l scoate la suprafaŤń: 

Mari nńzuinŤe, ĺi fapte care le-ntrec, 

Faima încoronândñtotul  

Scânteind ´nvńluie capul unei singure fńpturi  

ñCrńiescul tńu urmaĺ, Saul! 
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Algernon  Charles Swinburne  

(1837-1909) 

   

 Ultimul mare reprezentant al romantismului englez declanĺeazń prin Poeme ĺi balade (1866), volum de mare cutezanŤń 

tematicń ĺi prozodicń, un scandal similar celui de la apariŤia Florilor baudelairiene ale rńului. Prin Cântece despre Italia ĺi 

Cântece înaintea zorilor poetul aduce un vibrant omagiu libertńŤii, luptei pentru libertate vńzutń ca unicń posibilitate de 

regenerare spiritualń. Pe l©ngń o serie de lucrńri dramatice a mai scris ĺi c©teva poeme de inspiraŤie medievalń. 

   

ôHad I Wi stõ 

[similar]  
 De-aĺ fi  ĺtiut 

   

Had I wist, when life was like a warm wind playing  

Light and loud through sundawn and the dewõs bright 

mist, 

How the time  should come for hearts to sigh in saying 

 ôHad I wistõñ 

 

 De-aĺ fi ĺtiut, ´i spuse primńvara r©ndunicii  

cń, ademenitń departe spre necunoscut pov©rniĺ  

de-al verii sńrut, pńm©ntul ar putea sń mń uite,  

inima mea nu s-ar mai fi deschis,  

t©nńrul Martie moartń m-ar fi privit ñ 

de-aĺ fi ĺtiut. 

   

Surely not the roses, laughing as they kissed, 

Not the lovelier laugh of seas in sunshine swaying,  

 De-aĺ fi ĺtiut, grńi r©ndunica, o, primńvarń,  

cń speranŤa-i doar ceaŤń-nsoritń  
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Should have lured my soul to look thereon and list.  

Now the wind is like a soul cast out and praying  

Vainly, prayers that pierce not ears when hearts resist: 

Now mine own s oul sighs, adrift as wind and straying,  

 ôHad I wist.õ 

ĺi uĺoara ei inimń o cupń goalń,  

pńdurile tale c©ntecul nu mi l-ar fi auzit,  

vântul, aripa nu mi -ar mai fi clintit,  

înainte de venirea ta m-aĺ fi prńbuĺitñ 

de-aĺ fi ĺtiut. 
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Alice  Christiana  Meynell  

(1847-1922) 

   

 Poetń, publicistń ĺi eseistń, debuteazń cu volumul Preludii (1875). Printre celelalte volume se remarcń aparte PństoriŤa ĺi 

alte poezii (1919) prin lirica intensitńŤii emoŤionale cńreia i se dń ´nsń expresie cu o discreŤie reŤinutń. 

   

To Any Poet  

Fragment 
 
Cńtre poeŤi 

Fragment 

   

Thou shalt intimately lie  

In the roots of flowers that thrust  

Upwards  from thee to the sky, 

 With no more  distrust,  

When they blossom from thy dust.  

 Te vei odihni aproape de tulpina florilor,  

de tńcuta muncń a ploii ce-mpńcatń, 

´Ťi va povesti pe datń 

vieŤi mńrunte de seminŤe ĺi de frunze, 

tot ce-n lume e sfios, sńlbatic, 

taina-i Ťi-o va spune, copile singuratic. 

Iar pńm©ntul, fńrń jocuõ ´nchipuirii tale,  

fńrń ofranda artei pe care ai pńrńsit-o,  

´ĺi va povesti regretul ´n g©nduri florale mai catifelate,  

mai divine ca gândurile tale.  

Nimeni nu se va feri de tine, sńrmanń fńpturń,  

  

Silent labours of the rain 

Shall be near thee, reconciled; 

Little lives of leaves and grain,  

 All things shy and wild  

Tell thee secrets, quiet child. 
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  pieritoarea ta povarń ´n grńdinń, fńrń c©ntec,  

odihnń va afla ´n inima naturii  

într -o ´ndelungń-mbrńŤiĺare de iertare. 

Adevńrul, pe care orice fiinŤń-l cheamń, 

ĺi voinŤa de tine slujitń 

te vor absorbi ĺi vei avea liniĺteañ 

desńv©rĺita, ultimń poemń, 

cea mai ´mplinitń. 

Earth, set free from thy fair fancies  

And the art thou shalt resign,  

Will bring  forth her rue and pansies 

 Unto more divine  

Thoughts than any thoughts of thine.  

 

  

Nought will fear thee, humbled creature.  

There will lie thy mortal burden  

Pressed unto the heart of Nature, 

 Songless in a garden, 

With a long embrace of pardon. 

 

  

Then the truth all creatures tell,  

And His will Whom thou entreatest,  

Shall absorb thee; there shall dwell 

 Silence, the completest 

Of thy poems, last, and sweetest. 
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Robert  Louis  Stevenson 

(1850-1894) 

   

 Cunoscut mai ales ca romancier (Straniul caz al doctorului Jekyll ĺi al domnului Hyde, Comoara din insulń, Catriona, Sńgeata 

neagrń etc.). R.L.S. ´nfruntń proba timpului ĺi prin creaŤia sa poeticń datoritń lirismului ei grav, reŤinut, prin dragostea pentru 

plaiurile ScoŤiei natale de care, totuĺi, a murit departe, ´n Mńrile Sudului.  

   

Requiem   Recviem 

   

Under the wide and starry sky    

 Dig the grave and let me lie:   

Glad did I live and gladly die,    

 And I laid me down with a will.    

 Sub ceru-ntins, spuzit de stele  

 Loc sń aflaŤi odihnei mele. 

Vesel am vieŤuit ĺi tot aĺa sń mor  

 Cu voia din urmń ce-o las tuturor:  

   

This be the verse you ôgrave for me: 

 Here he lies where he longõd to be; 

Home is the sailor, home from the sea, 

 And the hunter home from the hill. 

 SńpaŤi-mi un vers care sń sune aĺa: 

 Aici odihneĺte, cum ´ĺi dorea  

Acasń-i nńierul, ´ntors de pe mńri. 

 Acasń-i v©nńtorul, întors de pe nalte cńrńri. 
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Spenser StanleyñCina (ulei ) 
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Joseph W. MorseñCinci renumiἪi clowni (gravur ń) 
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Alfred  Edward  Housman  

(1859-1936) 

   

 Deĺi o autoritate ´n materie de clasicism (a fost profesor la universitńŤile din Londra ĺi Cambridge) renumele ĺi-l 

datoreazń celor douń volume de versuri, Flńcńul din Stropshire ĺi Ultimele poeme, d©nd cu miĺcńtoare simplitate expresie 

caducitńŤii inexorabile, ofilirii premature a tinereŤii. A exercitat o puternicń influenἪń asupra poeziei ăgeorgieneó dintre 1910 

ĺi 1930. 

   

When First  My  Way To Fair I Took   Când am plecat la târg întâia  oarń... 

   

When first my way to fair I took  

Few pence in purse had I, 

And long I used to stand and look  

At things I could not buy.  

 C©nd am plecat la t©rg ´nt©ia oarń,  

ċn pungń-aveam doar c©Ťiva gologani; 

Stńteam pe loc ĺi ´ndelung priveam 

La tot ce aĺ fi vrut sń cumpńr, bani de-aveam. 

   

Now times are altered: if I care 

To buy a thing, I can; 

The pence are here and hereõs the fair, 

But whereõs the lost young man? 

 Dar timpurile s -au schimbat acum  

Ĺi lucrurile toate pot sń-mi cumpńr; 

Aici e punga, târgul e coleañ 

Doar t©nńrul de-atunci nu-l pot vedea. 
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ñTo think that two and two are four  

And neither five nor three  

The heart of man has long been sore 

And long ôtis like to be. 

 Spre a afla cń doi cu doi fac patru  

Ĺi nu fac cinci, nici trei, 

Mult îndurat -a biata inimń necazul, 

Ĺi nu mai poŤi scńpa de el, sń vrei. 
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William  Butler  Yeats 

(1865-1939) 

   

 Poet ĺi dramaturg de origine irlandezń, W.B.Y. a jucat un rol de seamń ´n aĺa-numita Renaĺtere a culturii celtice. Întâiul 

volum, Rńtńcirile lui Oisin, stń sub semnul dublei influenŤe a simbolismului francez ĺi a miturilor celtice. Urmńtoarele volume 

dintre care amintim doar V©ntul printre trestii, Rńspunderi, Lebedele sńlbatice la Coole, Michael Robartes ĺi dansatoarea, Scara în 

spiralń ĺi alte poeme dovedesc o surprinzńtoare capacitate de continuń ´nnoire tematicń ĺi sub raportul cizelńrii estetice, fńc©nd 

ca autorul lor sń fie consideratñcum spunea T.S. Eliotñăparte integrantń a epociió. În 1923 i s-a decernat premiul Nobel.  

   

To a Shade  Unei  umbre  

   

If you have revisited the town, thin Shade,  

Whether to look upon your monument  

(I wonder if the builder has been paid)  

Or happier -thoughted when the day is spent  

To drink of that salt breath out of the sea 

When grey gulls flit about instead of men, 

And the gaunt houses put on majesty: 

Let these content you and be gone again; 

For they are at their old tricks yet.  

 Dacń ai revenit ´n oraĺ, subŤiraticń umbrńñ 

Poate pentru a-Ťi privi statuiañ 

(Mń-ntreb dacń fńuritorul ei a fost plńtit) 

Sau bucuros, atunci când ziua s-a sf©rĺit, 

Sń sorbi din respiraŤia sńratń-a mńrii, 

La ceasuõ acela c©nd pescńruĺii cenuĺii  

Pe-acolo fluturń ĺi oamenii nu se aratń, 

Iar casele pńrńginite se-nvńluie ´n mńreŤie, 

Te mulŤumeĺte cu at©t ĺi pleacń iar, 
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Cńci tot mai dńinuieĺte minciuna din trecut. 

   

 A man 

Of your own passionate serving kind who had brought  

In his full hands what, had they only known,  

Had given their childrenõs children loftier thought, 

Sweeter emotion, working in their veins  

Like gentle blood, has been driven from the place, 

And insult heaped upon him for his pains,  

And for his open -handedness, disgrace; 

Your enemy, an old foul mouth, had set  

The pack upon him. 

 Bńrbatul 

Din tagma ta, a-mpńtimiŤilor ´ntru-a serviñ 

Care a adus cu mâinile-am©ndouń 

Ceea ce oamenii numai din auzite cunoĺteau, 

Care a insuflat g©nduri mńreŤe, 

EmoŤii mai subtile, asemeni unui s©nge-ales, 

Copiilor ĺi celor care-i vor urma în vine le -a turnatñ 

Pentru osteneala sa de-ocńri a fost acoperit  

Ĺi pentru generozitateñizgonit.  

 

   

 Go, unquiet wanderer,  

And gather the Glasnevin coverlet  

About your head till the dust stops your ear,  

The time for you to taste of that salt breath 

And listen at the corners has not come; 

You had enough of sorrow before deathñ 

Away, away! You are safer in the tomb. 

 Pleacń, neliniĺtite cńlńtor, 

Acoperń-Ťi capul ĺi rńm©i aĺa 

P©nń c©nd colbul ´Ťi va astupa auzul; 

Pentru tine n-a venit ´ncń timpul  

Sń sorbi din boarea cea sńratń 

Ĺi nici acela c©nd la colŤuri pulsul mulŤimilor poŤi asculta.  

Destul te-ai amńr©t p©nõ la morm©nt, 

Te du! Te du! Mai sigur adńpost nu poŤi afla. 
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The Rose of  the World  

Fragment 
 

Trandafirul  lumii  

Fragment 

   

Who dreamõd that beauty passes like a dream? 

For these red lips, with all their mournful pride,  

Mournful that no new wonder may betide,  

Troy passõd away in one high funeral gleam,  

And Usnaõs children died.  

 Cine a visat cń frumuseŤea trece ca un vis  

Pentru aceste buze roĺii ĺi tristul lor orgoliu?  

Trist, pentru cń un nou miracol nu se va ivi.  

Troia apune ´n naltń, funerarń strńlucire;  

Copilul Usnei a murit.  

   

We and the laboring world are passing by:  

Amid menõs souls, that waver and give place 

Like the pale waters in their wintry race  

Under the passing stars, foam of the sky, 

Lives on this lonely face. 

 Noi ĺi trudnica noastrń lume trecem  

Printre ĺovńielnice suflete ce-n lńturi se dau,  

Ca palide ape ´n tainiŤa lor hibernalń; 

Sub stele cńlńtoare, spumń a cerului, 

Continuń a trńi singuraticul chip. 
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The Madness of  King  Goll   Nebunia  regelui  Goll  

   

When summer gluts the golden bees, 

Or in autumnal solitudes  

Arise the leopard-coloured trees; 

Or when along the wintry strands  

The cormorants shiver on their rocks; 

I wander on, and wave my hands,  

And sing, and shake my heavy locks. 

The gray wolf knows me; by one ear 

I lead along the woodland deer;  

The hares run by me growing bold.  

They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the 

beech leaves old. 

 Când vara-ndestuleazń albinele-aurii,  

C©nd, ´n singurńtńἪile toamnei 

Se-nalἪń pomii -n strai de leopard, 

Sau când, pe Ἢńrmuri bântuite de iarn ń 

Tremurń cormoranii pe st©nci, 

Rńtńcesc prin pńduri. 

Salutând cu mâna, trec mai departe, 

Cânt, scuturându-mi pletele bogate; 

Mń Ἠtie lupul cenuἨiu , pe cerb îl duc de o ureche, 

Iepurii trec prin faἪa mea cu îndrńznealńñnu fac pe morἪiið 

FrunziἨu-n jurul meu foἨneἨte. 

ἧi fagul, lini Ἠtit îmbńtrâneἨte.  
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Joseph Rudyard  Kipling  

(1865-1936) 

   

 Când pentru activitatea sa de romancier ĺi poet J.R.K. primea în 1907 premiul Nobel pentru literaturń, CńrŤile junglei ĺi 

celebrul sńu ăIfó (ăDacńó) erau deja cunoscute pe toate marile meridiane ale lumii. Muzicalitatea, discreŤia sentimentelor ĺi 

plasticitatea imaginilor sunt trńsńturile esenŤiale ale poeziei lui cuprinsń ´n numeroase volume, dintre care amintim Cântece 

din provincie, Cele ĺapte mńri, Cele cinci naŤiuni. 

   

If   Dacń 

   

If you can keep your head when all about you  

 Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;  

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,  

 But make allowance for their doubting too;  

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,  

 Or being lied about, donõt deal in lies, 

Or being hated, donõt give way to hating, 

 And yet donõt look too good, nor talk too wise; 

 Dacń ĺtii cumpńtul sń Ťi-l pństrezi, c©nd toŤi ´n jurul tńu  

 ĺi-l pierd dar tot pe tine te -nvinovńŤesc, 

dacń încrederea în tine nu-Ťi slńbeĺte c©nd toŤi ´n juru-Ťi se-

ndoiesc,  

 dacń p©nń ĺi ´ndoiala lor tu ĺtii s-o stńp©neĺti; 

dacń, neostenind de-ndelungatń aĺteptare, ĺtii ´ncń sń aĺtepŤi, 

 sau, de minciunń-nconjurat, minciuna nu o foloseĺti 

ñfńrń sń vrei sń pari prea bun sau prea ´nŤelepŤeĺte sń 

vorbeĺtiñ 
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If you can dreamñand not make dreams your master; 

 If you can think ñand not make thoughts your aim,  

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster  

 And treat those two impostors just the same; 

If you can bear to hear the truth youõve spoken 

 Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,  

 And stoop and build ôem up with worn-out tools; 

 dacń ĺtii sń visezi astfel ca visul sń nu te robeascń, 

 dacń ĺtii sń g©ndeĺti fńrń ca singur g©ndul Ťel sń-Ťi fie, 

dacń ĺtii sń-nfrunŤi deopotrivń izb©nda ĺi necazul 

 ĺi pe aceste douń mari amńgitoare cu-aceiaĺi ochi sń le 

priveĺti, 

dacń poŤi ´ndura ca adevńruri ce-ai rostit,  

 rństńlmńcite de miĺei, laŤ pentru proĺti s-ajungń 

sau lucrurile cńrora le-ai ´nchinat o viaŤń zdrobite sń le vezi  

 ĺi din nimic, din nou sń le zideĺti; 

   

If you can make one heap of all your winnings  

 And risk it on one turn of pitch -and-toss, 

And lose, and start again at your beginnings  

 And never breathe a word about your loss; 

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 

 To serve your turn long after they are gone, 

And so hold on when there is nothing in you  

 Except the Will which says to them: ôHold on!õ 

 dacń din tot ce-ai dobândit, poŤi face o singurń grńmadń 

 pe care s-o arunci din nou în joc  

ĺi dintr-odatń 

 iar dacń pierzi, sń ĺtii s-o iei iar de la capńt: 

inimń, nervi ĺi simŤuri dacń ĺtii sń le cruŤi 

 ca sń-Ťi poatń sluji ĺi-atunci c©nd vor slńbi 

ĺi-astfel sń faci ca ele sń dureze ĺi-atunci când nu vei fi  

 dec©t doar o voinŤń care sń le ordone: rezistaŤi! 

   

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,   De poŤi sń te-ntovńrńĺeĺti cu regi ĺi sń rńm©i curat, 
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 Or walk with K ingsñnor lose the common touch, 

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,  

 If all men count with you, but none too much; 

If you can fill the unforgiving minute  

 With sixty secondsõ worth of distance run, 

Yours is the Earth and everything thatõs in it, 

 Andñwhich is moreñyouõll be a Man, my son! 

 de poŤi vorbi mulŤimilor fńrń a fi-ngâmfat, 

de nu te pot rńni duĺmanii ĺi nici prea iubitorii tńi prieteni, 

 de se pot bizui pe tine toŤi, dar nu prea mult doar unul; 

dacń minutul ne´ndurńtor  

 ´n ĺaizeci de secunde preŤioase-l poŤi schimba, 

atunci întreaga lume, cu tot ce ea cuprinde, ´Ťi aparŤine 

 ĺi ce, e mai de preŤ, prietene, un om ´ntreg vei fi fńcut din 

tine. 
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George William  Russell  

(1867-1935) 

   

 Poet de origine irlandezń, activ©nd alńturi de W.B. Yeats la ăRenaĺterea celticńó. Inspiratń ´n punctul ei de plecare de 

strńvechile mituri celtice, poezia sa poartń amprenta spiritualismului, supranaturalului ĺi misterului, exercit©nd o aparte 

influenŤń asupra poeziei engleze interbelice. Dintre volumele sale reŤin atenŤia Suflul pńmântului, L©ngń ape liniĺtite, Glasul 

pietrelor, Plâns întunecat, Casa titanilor. 

   

Truth   Adevńr 

   

The hero first thought it   

To him ôtwas a deed:  

To those who retaught it,   

A chain on their speed.  

 Un erou l -a închipuit  

Ĺi-n faptń l-a schimbat; 

Cei care peste vremi l-au purtat  

Au fost verigi dintr -un lanŤ. 

   

The fire that we kindled,      

A beacon by night,  

When darkness has dwindled   

Grows pale in the light.   

 Focul de ei aprins,  

Semnal în noapte,  

La ivirea aurorei  

Pńleĺte ĺi piere. 
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For life has no glory  

Stays long in one dwelling,        

And time has no story   

Thatõs true twice in telling.   

 Cń viaἪa-i lipsit ń de glorie 

ἧi bate pasul pe loc, 

Cń timpul nu are trecut, 

E un ´ndoit adevńr. 

   

And only the teaching   

That never was spoken  

Is worthy thy reaching,        

The fountain unbroken.   

 Doar ´nvńĪńtura 

Ce n-a fost rostitń-i 

De preĪ, doar ea aflń 

Izvorul curat.  
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Henry  Moore , 1941 
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Graham SutherlandñTrei figuri într -o grńdinń (ulei) 
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Robert  Laurence Binyon  

(1869-1943) 

   

 Reputat specialist ´n arta orientalńñtimp de 40 de ani a lucrat în acest domeniu la British MuseumñR.L.B. este cunoscut 

ĺi ca un sensibil poet, care a dat o nouń prospeŤime eleganŤei poeziei ăacademiceó. Dintre volumele sale amintim Viziuni 

londoneze, Porphyrion, Steaua Polarń ĺi alte poezii, Arderea frunzelor. Sirenele, lucrare de mai mari dimensiuni din care redńm 

un fragment, trece drept model pentru noua tinereŤe a odei ´n secolul XX. 

   

The Sirens 

Fragment 
 

Sirenele   

Fragment 

   

Hearken to the eternal lovers rejoicing! 

A sunrise in their hearts, a music in their veins,  

Their bodies make sweet singing to one another; 

They bathe in beams from one anotherõs eyes. 

They rejoice to belong to the Eternal Delight 

Upon whose universe of buoyance they are launched, 

That questions not of its way nor of its haven  

But is both way and haven where it hies. 

 AscultaŤi cum se veselesc eternii-ndrńgostiŤi;  

´n inimi au rńsńrit de soare, ´n vineñarmonie,  

trupurile lor ´ĺi murmurń melodii;  

în razele din ochii unuia, celńlalt se cufundń. 

Se bucurń cń sunt parte din desfńtarea eternń;  

pe-al ei univers ´n freamńt, care nu ĺtie de drumuri,  

care nu ĺtie de port, ci este drum ĺi port totodatń, ´n clipa 

asta plutesc. 
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They marvel to be born in a new element, 

To meet like streams as they go chiming to the sea, 

To move like flames that touch and tremble; and 

marvelling  

They look back on the voided shell they quit.  

Dawn within dawn, light within light, unfolds for them  

The secret of the world, that flowing overflows  

The sun and the moon and the farthest of the stars, 

And it abounds in them, and they in it.  

 Plini de-ncântare renasc într-un nou element 

ca ape cu uimire-nt©lnite curg©nd ´mpreunń spre mare, 

ca flńcńri vibreazń ĺi p©lp©ie; scoica deĺartń ce-au pńrńsit o 

vńd cu mirare. 

Zorile zorilor, miezul luminii, ´n revńrsare 

inund©nd soarele, luna, ĺi cea mai depńrtatń stea, 

lor le aratń tainele lumii, ´n ei ´ĺi gńsesc limanul, le sunt 

liman.  

   

Beautiful are their fears as the shyñfooted fawns 

Safe only in wildness from the old hunter, Time,  

To be assured in shadow of the heartõs solitude, 

Where joy finds joy that never Time records. 

They have made virgin words of that soiled alphabet  

Wherewith have been written histories of sorrow,  

Labour and long defeat, and proud and vain conquest; 

And all their lore is those sufficing words.  

 Ĺi teama lor este frumoasń ca teama uĺoarelor cńprioare  

care ´n sńlbatic pustiu se-ascund de timp, bńtr©n v©nńtor.  

´n umbra singurńtńŤii din inimi se liniĺtesc  

regńsind bucuria care ´n sine ĺtie timpul sń-l uite.  

Dintr -un alfabet întinat ce-a scris poveĺti de durere, de 

trudń, ĺi lungń-ngenunchere, 

de cutezńtoare, deĺarte izb©nzi, curate cuvinte-au ales,  

ĺi tot ce cunosc sunt acele puŤine cuvinte. 

   

Magnificent they match the music of a name 

Against abhorred Silence and terrors of the abyss, 

 Cu mńreŤie silnicelor tńceri ´mpletesc sunetul unui nume;  

groazei de-abis, nopŤii necunoscute opun sur©sul 
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The trust of a smile against allñignoring Night,  

And one low voice against Oblivionõs greed. 

Difference drew them to the enamoured wrestle,  

Chosen, inevitable dear antagonists; 

They cry one to the other; òAlone I was not I,õõ 

òO lovely danger!õõ and òO my angel need!õõ [...] 

´ncrezńtor  

ĺi o singurń voce ĺoptitń, lacomei uitńri. 

Pentru cń farmecul tńu e tulburńtor ĺi puternic,  

pentru cń nu-mi aparŤii, necunoscut, dorit univers,  

vreau pentru tine totul sń ´ndrńznesc. 

Ce sunt ĺi ce este al meu, m-ai fńcut sń uit; 

dar izbânda-mi e sń te amñmisterioasei tale puteri, cu 

lumea din mine, sń mń-ncredinŤez. 

   

As the East that quickens and flushes to the height 

Answering the ardour of the West, and as a rose 

Quivers on the western cloud before the dayspring,  

Divided as the East and West they are: 

But upon ways invisible to mortal  sense 

Moves their bright union, where was created new  

Loveõs wondrous world; from the darkness it emerges;  

It is their Evening and their Morning Star.  

 

 

 O, porneĺte pe mńrile mele! 

Ca zorile c©nd grńbit cuprind ´nńlŤimile, 

ca roza de aur ce le rńspunde tremurând pe un nor la 

apus, 

ca apusul de rńsńrit sunt despńrŤiŤi, 

dar pe cńi de muritori neĺtiute, unde noua, magica lume a 

iubirii  

din ´ntuneric creatń s-a ´nńlŤat, ´nainteazń a lor luminoasń 

unire:  

ea e luceafńrul dimineŤii ĺi-al serii lor.  

   

Out of the hollows of unpenetrated Night   Din ale nopŤii genuni nepńtrunse, din depńrtńri, rńsunń o 
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From afar calls to them, though they have known it not,  

A voice that is theirs, yet is not theirs, a new voice 

Never yet heard, yet older than all things;  

Laughter of a childõs voice, sweeter than any sound 

On the earth or in the air, voice of eternal joy, 

Victorious over the bowed wisdom of mortals,  

A well beyond the world, that springs and sings.  

voce pe care  

ei n-o cunosc ´ncń, dar care-i a lor, deĺi nu-i cu totul a lor,  

pe care ´ncń n-au auzit-o, dar care-i mai veche decât orice 

pe lume:  

r©setul unui copil, sunetul cel mai dulce pe pńm©nt sau ´n 

cer,  

vocea bucuriei eterne, biruitoare peste a muritorilor tr istń 

´nŤelepciune,  

un nou izvor care, c©nt©nd, se revarsń ´n lume. 
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William  Henry  Davies 

(1871-1940) 

   

 Temperament picaresc, a dus o viaŤń aventuroasń pe vasele de transport dintre Anglia ĺi America (Autobiografia unui 

super-vagabond), ́ n creaŤia sa poartń aceeaĺi pecete a nonconformismului faŤń de canoanele estetice ale rńsp©ntiei de veacuri. 

C©ntate uneori pe strńzi pentru c©ĺtigarea existenŤei, poeziile sale se caracterizeazń prin limbajul nesofisticat, sincer, firesc ĺi 

totodatń miĺcńtor. 

   

Raptures  Încântare  

   

Sing for the sun your lyric, lark,  

   Of twice ten thousand notes; 

 Sing for the moon, you nightingales,  

   Whose light shall kiss your throats;  

 Sing, sparrows, for the soft warm rain,  

   To wet your feathers through;  

 And when a rainbow's in the sky,  

   Sing you, cuckoo - Cuckoo! 

 

 C©ntń, cioc©rlie, pentru soare  

melodiile -Ťi pe zeci de mii de note!  

Privighetori, c©ntaŤi pentru luna  

a cńrei luminń vń scaldń fńptura! 

Pentru ploaia caldń ĺi-uĺoarń  

ce vń rńcoreĺte peniŤele,  

c©ntaŤi, vrńbiuŤelor! 

Iar când pe cer se va ivi curcubeul,  

c©ntń ĺi tu, cucule: ,,Cucuó,  
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 Sing for your five blue eggs, fond thrush,  

   By many a leaf concealed; 

 You starlings, wrens, and blackbirds, sing 

   In every wood and field:  

 While I, who fail to give my love  

   Long raptures twice as fine, 

 Will for her beauty breathe this one - 

   A sigh, that's more divine.  

pentru cele cinci ouń albastre,  

pitite bine sub maldńr de frunze. 

C©ntaŤi voi grauri, sfredeluĺi ĺi mierle 

din oriĺice pńdure sau c©mpie, 

iar eu, care nu izbutesc sń-i cânt iubitei mele  

un cântec ca al vostru de divin, 

voi ´nchina alesei frumuseŤiñ 

un singur ĺi ad©nc suspin. 

Sing for the sun your lyric, lark,  

   Of twice ten thousand notes; 

 Sing for the moon, you nightingales,  

   Whose light shall kiss your throats;  

 Sing, sparrows, for the soft warm rain,  

   To wet your feathers through;  

 And when a rainbow's in the sky,  

   Sing you, cuckooñCuckoo! 

 

 Sing for your five blue eggs, fond thrush,  

   By many a leaf concealed; 

 You starlings, wrens, and blackbirds, sing 

   In every wood and field:  
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 While I, who fail to give my love  

   Long raptures twice as fine, 

 Will for her beauty breathe this oneñ 

   A sigh, that's more divine.  

Sing for the sun your lyric, lark,  

   Of twice ten thousand notes; 

  Sing for the moon, you nightingales,  

   Whose light shall kiss your throats;  

  Sing, sparrows, for the soft warm rain,  

   To wet your feathers through;  

  And when a rainbow's in the sky,  

   Sing you, cuckooñCuckoo! 

 

  Sing for your five blue eggs, fond thrush,  

   By many a leaf concealed; 

  You starlings, wrens, and blackbirds, sing 

   In every wood and field:  

  While I, who fail to give my love  

   Long raptures twice as fine, 

  Will for her beauty breathe this  oneñ 

   A sigh, that's more divine.  
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Walter  de la Mare  

(1873-1956) 

   

 C©ntecele copilńriei, volumul de debut, apare sub zodia poeziei georgiene. EvoluŤia spre un univers original al tinereŤii ĺi 

copilńriei, al fragilului, feericului, misteriosului ĺi puritńŤii este punctatń de apariŤia celorlalte volumeñPoeme, Cei care 

ascultń, Budincń de pńun, Vńlul, ca ĺi de ultimele din numeroasele sale culegeri antologiceñCalul înaripat (1952) ĺi O, minunatń 

Anglie (1953). 

   

All  Thatõs Past  Toate câte sunt ... 

   

Very old are the woods;  

 And the buds that break  

Out of the brierõs boughs,  

 When March winds wake,  

So old with their beauty areñ 

 Oh, no man knows  

Through what wild centuries  

 Roves back the rose. 

Very old are the brooks; 

 Vechi sunt pńdurile  

Ĺi mugurii ce sparg  

Ramuri de salcie  

C©nd se deĺteaptń  

Vântul de martie.  

Veche a lor frumuseŤe,  

Ah! cine ne-nveŤe  

Câte veacuri întunecate  

Trandafirul strńbate? 
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 And the rills that rise 

Where snow sleeps cold beneath 

 The azure skies 

Sing such a history 

 Of come and gone, 

Their every drop is as wise 

 As Solomon. 

Vechi sunt pârâurile  

Ĺi izvoarele ce pornesc  

De unde zńpezile-eterne  

L©ngń ceruri albastre-odihnesc;  

Despre a fi ĺi a trece  

Spun o poveste; 

Fiece strop al lor este  

Ca Solomon de-nŤelept. 

   

Very old are we men; 

 Our dreams are tales 

Told in dim Eden  

 By Eveõs nightingales; 

We wake and whisper awhile,  

 But, the day gone by, 

Silence and sleep like fields 

 Of amaranth lie. 

 Vechi Ħi noi, oamenii, 

Legendele noastre, vis 

Spus în nebulos paradis 

De-ale Evei privighetori;  

Ne trezim, Ħoptim un cuvânt  

¥i, ziua când a trecut, 

Tńcerea Ħi somnul  

Ca purpura -n asfinĪit  

S-au aĦternut.  
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Edward  Thomas 

(1878-1917) 

   

 Eseist ĺi autor al unor reuĺite memoriale de cńlńtorie, E.T. ´ncepe sń scrie versuri impulsionat de lirica americanului 

Robert Frost. Sensibilitatea autenticń ĺi eleganŤa simplitńŤii formei caracterizeazń lirica acestei remarcabile speranŤe poetice, 

curmatń brutal ´n timpul primului rńzboi mondial. Unicul volum, apńrut postum, este Collected Poems (1920). 

   

Lights  Out   La porŤile somnului  

   

I have come to the borders of sleep, 

The unfathomable deep 

Forest where all must lose 

Their way, however straight,  

Or winding, soon or late; 

They cannot choose. 

 Am ajuns la porŤile somnului,  

la nemńsurat de ad©nca pńdure  

unde oricine ´ĺi uitń calea,  

´ntortocheatń sau dreaptń,  

târzie sau timpurie  

fńrń s-aleagń. 

   

Many a road and track 

That, since the dawnõs first crack, 

Up to the forest brink,  

 Multe drumuri ĺi multe cńrńri 

care la ´nceputul ´nt©iei deĺteptńri 

urcau spre pńdure 
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Deceived the travellers, 

Suddenly now blurs,  

And in they sink.  

ĺi-au ´nĺelat cńlńtorii, 

s-au închis, 

i-au rńtńcit. 

   

Here love ends, 

Despair, ambition ends; 

All pleasure and all trouble,  

Although most sweet or bitter,  

Here ends in sleep that is sweeter 

Than tasks most noble. 

 Aici sf©rĺeĺte iubirea,  

disperarea ĺi r©vna,  

orice plńcere ĺi orice chin  

aici sf©rĺesc 

´n somn mai dulce ĺi lin  

decât cele mai nobile Ťeluri. 

   

There is not any book 

Or face of dearest look 

That I would not turn from now  

To go into the unknown  

I must enter, and leave, alone, 

I know not how.  

 Nu -i nici o fńpturń dragń  

ĺi nici o carte 

de la care nu mi-aĺ ´ntoarce faŤa acum, 

ca sń pńtrund ´n necunoscut, 

pe care n-aĺ uita-o, 

ca sń pńtrund ´n necunoscut, 

dar nu ĺtiu cum. 

   

The tall forest towers; 

Its cloudy foliage lowers  

 Din ´naltele turnuri ale pńdurii  

nori de frunze se cern mereu,  
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Ahead, shelf above shelf; 

Its silence I hear and obey 

That I may lose my way 

And myself.  

strat peste strat;  

´n tńcere aud ĺi-nŤeleg  

cń trebuie drumul sń-l pierd,  

cń ´nsumi trebuie sń mń pierd. 
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John Masefield  

(1878-1967) 

   

 Poetul, eseistul, romancierul ĺi dramaturgul J.M. parcurge o evoluŤie spectaculoasń de la o tinereŤe petrecutń colind©nd 

mńrile apoi peregrin©nd ca r©ndaĺ, zilier, poĺtaĺ etc. prin Statele Unite, ĺi p©nń la decernarea ´naltei distincŤii de poet laureat 

în 1930 încoronându-i prodigioasa creaŤie liricń de dupń ´ntoarcerea în Anglia. Baladele apei sńrate ĺi Balade ĺi poeme i-au adus 

faima de ne´ntrecut bard modern al mńrii, iar ċndurarea veĺnicń ĺi vńduva din strada din dos, Renart Vulpoiul, Hoinarul din 

Liverpool pe aceea de nou menestrel ´n stil chaucerian al bucuriei de a trńi. 

   

Sea Fever  Febra mńrii 

   

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the 

sky, 

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by, 

And the wheelõs kick and the windõs song and the white 

sailõs shaking, 

And a grey mist on the seaõs face, and a grey dawn breaking. 

 Trebuie sń plec iar pe mare, sń fiu iar ´ntre mare ĺi cer  

Ĺi tot ce-mi doresc e-o corabie ´naltń, cńlńuzitń de-o stea:  

Zgomotul roŤilor, c©ntecul v©ntului, p©nza de v©nt 

legńnatń  

Pe-a mńrii faŤń fumurie ceaŤń ĺi zori cenuĺii ce se-aratń. 

   

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running  Trebuie sń plec iar pe mare, cńci a valului miĺcare 
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tide 

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 

 And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,  

And t he flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls 

crying.  

Este o sńlbaticń, asprń chemare ce nu cunoaĺte-ndurare  

Ĺi tot ce-mi doresc este-o zi cu vânt, cu nori albi pe cer 

alergând, 

Cu spumń ´nvoaltń, cu pulberea apei ĺi pescńruĺii 

Ťip©nd. 

   

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life, 

To the gullõs way and the whaleõs way, where the windõs like 

a whetted knife;  

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow -rover, 

And  quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trickõs 

over. 

 Trebuie sń plec iar pe mare, sń mń-ntorc la viaŤa nomadń  

Unde balenele taie valul ĺi v©ntul este ascuŤit ca 

pumnalul,  

Ĺi tot ce-mi doresc sunt hazlii poveĺti ale unui vesel 

v©slaĺ  

Ĺi somn liniĺtit, cu vis ´nflorit, c©nd cursa se va fi sf©rĺit. 
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