Поэзия в современном мире
Сегодня, как и во все времена, человеку необходимо духовное развитие, обогащение внутреннего мира. Но в «век компьютерных технологий» люди как бы отодвинули это на второй план. Я не понимаю почему, ведь современная молодёжь полна своеобразной романтики, особого лиризма. Да, у нас несколько иное мировоззрение, чем у более старшего поколения, но это не значит, что мы не нуждаемся в «прекрасном». Напротив, поэзия (да и искусство в целом) могла бы послужить мостом между подростками и их родителями, то есть сыграть немаловажную роль в жизни человека двадцать первого века.
А что представляет собой поэзия для самих стихотворцев? Ответ на этот вопрос можно найти в строках Николая Рубцова:

…Вот так поэзия: она

Звенит – её не остановишь,

А замолчит – напрасно стонешь.

Она незрима и вольна.

Прославит нас или унизит,

Но всё равно возьмёт своё.

И не она от нас зависит,

А мы зависим от неё.

Для меня это в первую очередь способ выплеснуть все бурные эмоции на бумагу (а не на окружающих, как делают некоторые). Благодаря стихам я смогла самоутвердиться. Да и просто я считаю необходимым пытаться заинтересовать сверстников поэзией. Они вчитываются в мои стихотворения так, как, возможно, не стали бы вчитываться в строки самого Пушкина, хотя бы потому что он жил 200 лет назад, и его мир был иным (это при том, что суть, идея произведений будет одинакова). Для меня это важно.

 В английской поэзии существует ряд особенностей. Конечно, есть сходства с русской поэзией: наличие ритмики и рифмы (различных видов), употребление тропов. Но присутствуют и индивидуальные черты: использование фраз, словосочетаний и отдельных слов, которые в настоящее время в речи не употребляются и довольно частый повтор некоторых слов (к примеру, глагола can), что осложняет литературный перевод стихотворения.
А теперь давайте рассмотрим биографию трёх величайших английских поэтов: Шелли, Китс и Байрон. Идеи их произведений всегда актуальны.

Percy Bysshe Shelley was born on 4 August 1792 in Horsham, Sussex, England. He was the eldest of the seven children of Elizabeth Pilfold and Timothy Shelley, a country squire who would become baronet in 1815 on the death of his father. Young Percy attended Sion House Academy before entering University College, Oxford, in 1804. These years in a conventional institution were not happy ones for Shelley, where his idealism and controversial philosophies were developing. At this time he wrote such works as the Gothic Zastrozzi (1810) and The Necessity of Atheism (1811); “If the knowledge of a God is the most necessary, why is it not the most evident and the clearest?” 
After Shelley’s expulsion from school for expressing his atheistic views, and now estranged from his father, he eloped with sixteen-year old Harriet Westbrook (1795-1816) to Scotland. They married on 28 August 1811 and would have two children, daughter Ianthe born in 1813 (d.1876) and son Charles born in 1814. Inviting college friend Thomas Hogg into their household, Shelley attempted an open marriage to the consternation of Harriet, which led to the demise of their marriage. For the next three years Shelley made several trips to London to the bookshop and home of atheist journalist William Godwin, the father of Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin (1797-1851).
Percy Shelley’s forays to the Godwin’s also resulted in his acquaintance with his daughter Mary, who almost immediately proved to be his intellectual equal. The poets’ fondness for each other soon grew and in 1814, Shelley eloped a second time with Mary and her stepsister Claire in tow, settling in Switzerland.
In 1815 the Shelley’s moved back to England and settled near London. The same year Percy’s grandfather died leaving him a lucrative sum of £1000 per annum. The year 1816 was filled with highs and lows for Shelley. His wife Harriet drowned herself in the Serpentine river in Hyde Park, London and Mary’s half sister Fanny committed suicide, but son William was born (d.1819) and he and Mary wed on 30 December. “Alastor or; The Spirit of Solitude” was published in 1816 and their joint effort based on their travels History of Six Weeks Tour was published in 1817.

In 1818, the Shelley’s moved to Italy and their son Percy Florence was born a year later. Advocates of vegetarianism, the Shelley’s wrote numerous articles about the subject. Percy was working on his tragedy in five acts The Cenci and many other works including “Men of England” and his elegy for John Keats “Adonais” (1821). Mary too was busy writing while they lived in various cities including Pisa and Rome. Shelley continued to venture on sailing trips on his schooner ‘Don Juan’. It sank on 8 July 1822 in a storm and Shelley drowned, at the age of twenty-nine. His body washed ashore and he was cremated on the beach near Viareggio. His ashes are buried in the Protestant Cemetery in Rome, Italy.

John Keats was born on 31 October 1795 in Moorgate, London, England, the first child born to Frances Jennings (b.1775-d.1810) and Thomas Keats (d.1804), an employee of a livery stable. He had three siblings: George (1797-1841), Thomas (1799-1818), and Frances Mary "Fanny" (1803-1889). After leaving school in Enfield, Keats went on to apprentice with Dr. Hammond, a surgeon in Edmonton. After his father died in a riding accident, and his mother died of tuberculosis, John and his brothers moved to Hampstead. It was here that Keats met Charles Armitage Brown (1787-1842) who would become a great friend.
Although 1819 proved to be his most prolific year of writing, Keats was also in dire financial straits. His brother George had borrowed money he could ill-afford to part with. At the beginning of 1820 Keats started to show more pronounced signs of the deadly tuberculosis that had killed his mother and brother. After a lung hemorrhage, Keats calmly accepted his fate, and he enjoyed several weeks of respite under Brown's watchful eye.
Keats experienced during his short life-time: the death of his mother; the physical anguish he saw as a young apprentice tending to the sick and dying at St. Guy's Hospital; the death of his brother; and ultimately his own physical and spiritual suffering in love and illness. Keats lived to see positive reviews of Lamia, even in Blackwood's magazine.
John Keats died on 23 February 1821 in Rome, Italy, and now rests in the Protestant Cemetery in Rome, by the pyramid of Caius Cestius, near his friend Shelley.
George Gordon Byron was born in 1788 in lodgings in London. 

The little boy, active and mischievous, grew up in Aberdeen where these years of his childhoods were the happiest of his life and were always remembered with nostalgia.

When he was ten, in 1798, Byron inherited an English Barony from an elderly Great Uncle and became the Lord of a mismanaged and decrepit manor entangled in rumour, superstilition and litigation.

The boy Byron, used to the freedom and egalitarianism he had know as a Scottish schoolboy, resented the aristocratic distance expected of an English Peer.

Byron lived in a grim house in Nottingham which still stands at the top of St. James Street.

Byron was sent to school at Harrow, where he made friendship ”to romantic to last” by defending younger boys from bullies. At home on holidays, he also befriended other young people who lived in the vicinity of Newstead. He always fell in love – and lust – very easily, and felt rejection very keenly.

He published a book of his poetry, in 1807, at the age of nineteen, as House of Idleness.

With Charles Matthews, John Cam Hobhouse, founder of the Cambridge Whig club and Scrope Davies, a perpetual and successful gambler, Byron, handsome, fashionable and convivial, submerged himself in a life of dissipation. He went to London and took up sponsorship of  prise fights, dinners with “bawds and ballet masters” and order £500 worth of wine – when, in Scotland, he and his mother had lived on £150 a year.

His book of poetry having been mercilessly criticized in the Edinburgh Reveiew, in 1809, at twenty one, Byron took revenge by publishing English Bards and Scotch Revieweres, a scathing satire on the currently popular poet and critics. This made his name as a poet.

Byron spent the next two years in Greece, Turkey and Albania. At one point he and Hobhouse took command of a captured Turkish vessel and became privateera.

After Hobhouse returned to English, Byron stayed on in Greece, living in a boy's residential school. He began writing a long poem called Childe Burun's Pilgrimage.

Returning to Englan inlate summer, 1811, completely without funds, he never again saw his mother as she died suddenly at Newstead.

In March 1812 the long poem Childe Burun's Pilgrimagewas was released.

In London an emotional and eccentric older married woman, Lady Caroline Lamb, became infatuated with him.

Byron consoled himself by becoming the live-in lover Lady Oxford.In genuary1815, Byron married Anne Isabella Milbanke. She interested to redeem Byron from his life of wickedness by the good example of her Undeviating Rectitude. Their daughter Ada was born in December. After 

Byron traveled through Europe Claire, Mary and Shelly.

On Easter Sunday, 1824, at the age of thirty six, Byron died, during a suitably ferocious thunder storm.

These poets had very likely ideas. They did not want seeing slavery and humiliation of people, used to see the freedom and egalitarism. I think they were so just.
Percy Bysshe Shelley
O Mary dear, that you were here
With your brown eyes bright and clear.
And your sweet voice, like a bird
Singing love to its lone mate
In the ivy bower disconsolate;
Voice the sweetest ever heard!
And your brow more...
Than the ... sky
Of this azure Italy.
Mary dear, come to me soon,
I am not well whilst thou art far;
As sunset to the sphered moon,
As twilight to the western star,
Thou, beloved, art to me. 
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O Mary dear, that you were here;
The Castle echo whispers 'Here!'—“To Mary” (1818)

John Keats
I weep for Adonais--he is dead!
O, weep for Adonais! though our tears
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!
And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers,
And teach them thine own sorrow, say: "With me
Died Adonais; till the Future dares
Forget the Past, his fate and fame shall be
An echo and a light unto eternity!"

George Gordon Byron
Fortune take back these cultured lands,
Take back this name of splendid sound!

I hate the touch of servile hands,

I hate the slaves that cringe around.

Place me among the rocks I love,

Which sound to Ocean's wildest roar.

I ask but this – again to rove

Through scenes my youth hath known before.

Наверное, не каждый русский человек сможет понять стихотворения на английском языке. Для этого стихи нужно перевести. Вот как это сделала я с приведённым выше произведением Байрона:

(построчный перевод)

Удача отвернулась от моей родной земли,

От юноши из песни (он мой самый верный друг).

Я не терплю прикосновения покорных рук

И ненавижу рабство, что вокруг меня царит.

Я так люблю средь величавых гор места,
О коих так напевно океан рокочет.

В ответ на мой призыв душа скитаться хочет,

Несправедливую реальность обуздать.

(«свободный» перевод)

Не улыбается земле моей удача,

Не улыбается ни мне, ни посторонним.

Здесь правит тот, кто лживей и богаче,

Но не хотел бы я им быть угодным.

Я в юности всегда любил свободу – 

Величье гор и воды океана.

Пускай смеются мне в лицо невзгоды –

Лишь яростней бороться с ними стану.

Перед вами два перевода. Если вглядеться в них, то можно заметить специфику каждого. Так какой, на ваш взгляд, более совершенный?

Для построчного перевода стихотворений у меня есть небольшой план:
1) прочитать произведение несколько раз, вдуматься;
2) перевести по словарю неизвестные слова;
3) построчно записать всё связным текстом на русском языке;
4) упорядочить ритмику и подобрать рифмы.
Работа сделана!

Но я не только перевожу стихи, я и сама пишу их как на русском, так и на английском языке:
A cross-roads.
You open the door,
Inhale some clean snow.
You stay on cross-roads,

But nobody knows:

What path is for you?

And where is the luck?

It seems much dirty blood,

Ignorance, fear and dark.

But you throw a gold coin – 

Now you obey the fate,

Now you choose turning-point

In this life. You're afraid.
A black rose.

One hundred years ago

I planted a white rose.

It grew so very slow.

I wrote a lot of prose

And poems of those time,

And I had not got fun.

My lovely flower climbed

On ray of golden sun.

I took care of my dear,

I sang for it at night…

But what's it? Now I see
That flower bloom. Not white,

Not white! I see the black

Big flower on the stem.

I cry. I want to come back

In that day, that was glam.

I think that my black rose

Is sign of wicked sky,

That I made helpless noise.

I shout be quiet and shy. 

His windy love.

Oh, I don’t want to know your name,
Because I know that you love me

And I love you. But all the same

I don’t want listening or seeing

Your nice appearance, sweetly voice,

Your brown hair, fairy eyes…

All girls for me are fluffy toys,

And for them I am wind or ice.
Необходимость присутствия поэзии в жизни современного человека я уже доказала в начале работы. Остаётся лишь добавить, что хотелось бы, чтобы дети на школьных уроках знакомились с творчеством современников также, как и с классиками, а может и больше.
