    R. Burns from my point of view		







  Robert Burns is a great Scottish poet. Every next year we understand more and more that Burns was not only a great poet but also a man with a big heart and mind. There are also a lot of facts. In the letters, poems, diaries he told about his life, his labour, fate of a poet who spoke people only the truth. (State publishing house of fiction literature, Robert Burns in translation of Marshak)
	Robert Burns was born in a family of a Scottish poor peasant William Burns in a village called Allowey on the 2nd January 1759. His father was a farm-hand since his young years. He had managed to rent a small plot only by the time he was fifty.
	Agnes Brown, poet’s mother, was an                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   orphan. She had got cheerful, calm temper and had an amazing voice. She sang folk Scottish songs and ancient ballads which Burns remembered all his life. 
	William sent his sons to a primary school. He tried to enrich their knowledge by reading books to them. He talked to them for a long time about value and worth and the duty of real patriotism. 
	Later, William invited a poor student Merdok to teach his children. Soon Robert Burns became his favourite pupil. He learnt English grammar, French, Latin and English literature. Merdok acquainted him with English folk ballads and songs so Robert could write perfectly in English. His poems and prose were approved by the strictest critics. («Кто есть кто», энциклопедия) 
	We can see now that his childhood influenced  his patriotic attitude to his native country.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 He was a poor farmer who was close to his folk very much. Most of his works have got Scottish words and reflect old folk ballads. 
His merit is that his hammer, his bugle are pure Scottish. You can’t dress up his characters or take away their kilts or change the bagpipe to an English instrument. Burns wrote about his own things, his own works, with his own words, that’s why he is immortal. (Собрание поэзии, «Рипол классикс») 
Scotland has got all reasons to be proud of Burns, the poet-farmer. His humanity which is quite mixed with humour, his brotherly love to all alive on the Earth, real naturalism can explain incredible fame of his poetry. (‘Всемирная литература’, энциклопедия)
	His main object in poetry is natural life. Burns has not got a big demand for being happy. The opportunity to live close to the nature and work on a farm was a big happiness for him.
	The nature for Burns was an environment where he lived and worked. It was remarkably expressed in a poem ‘Stanzas to a Mountain Daisy on Turning one down with the Plough’. In Burns’s soul love to the nature can’t be separated from love to the native country, which is expressed in the poem ‘My heart’s in the Highlands’. The optimism in Burns’s poetry is opposed to the whole English poetry of the end of the XVIII century where the melancholic motives dominate. Burns has got a lot of poems praising funny behaviour and merry lifestyle. He completely rejects strict moral of bourgeois and aristocratic                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 society and writes about a confident simple man without false rules. («История английской литературы», Учпедгиз, 1956)
The central lyrical hero of Burns’s poems and ballads is a simple hard-working man. His life, his casual cares and his modest joys, his daily labour were source of inspiration in the poetry of England and Scotland. Burns’s hero is full of the sense of  self-respect. His labour is difficult, his lot is hard but he is proud of that he is a honourable worker. («Литература в школе», журнал)
		'John the Barleycorn'	
In this poem Burns praises humans’ labour. He imagines the process of growing barley but he describes this work as an important and noble activity which decides the fate of the mankind. The labour is a really necessary source of life. 
	Burns sings the hymn to the nature, the hymn to the barleycorn. The barleycorn is the symbol of eternal life. The life is immortal; it has got an intention of being reproduced, a strong will to create a new life. ‘John’ is the most popular name in England. John is the nation itself, the creator of the society. («Литература в школе»)
	
	The tree of Liberty
The French revolution influenced the life in Britain. In spring 1791 the revolution happened. Robert Burns who had sent France guns could be punished but his friends saved him; they stood up for him. («Кто есть кто», энциклопедия)
	For the poet the revolution seemed to be a start of a new period of history. However, only France became free. Britain had been a great country earlier but not at that time when the country needed freedom for a real fame. Even freedom was the main condition to be glorious and well-being state.

My own translation
    
         Дерево Свободы
Есть во Франции древо свободы,
Я хочу вам о нём рассказать.
Окружают его хороводы,
Запад славу там может познать.
Там Бастилии стены стояли,
Та тюрьма – дело рук королей.
Всей страною тогда помыкали
Кланы злых, суеверных людей.
Пусть Британия дубом гордится,
Тополь, сосны у ней не отнять,
Ведь могла она шуткой хвалиться
И величием гордым сиять!
Но искать лес повсюду возможно,
И тогда очень скоро поймёшь,
Что попытка твоя безнадёжна:
Это древо нигде не найдёшь.
Мы без древа, увы, не настали
Дни свободы для нашей земли!
Грусть с борьбой мы по жизни смешали,
Счастья свет мы узнать не смогли.
С этим древом мы б, может, признали
Мир благой, позволяющий жить,
А мечами бы землю пахали,
Про войну удалось бы забыть.
Мы бы руки, как братья, на равных
Поспешили друг другу пожать
И от прав справедливых и славных
Не смогли бы восторг передать.                                      
               *	*        *

		A Red, Red Rose
      This poem is one of the best poems written by Burns. It is very emotional. Burns describes the high love which has got fantastic power. The hero isn’t afraid of distance or other barriers. He is optimistic because this love is eternal.
	My own translation
                      Любовь
О, моя любовь подобна алым розам,
Что в июне возрождаются опять.
Как мелодия, что слышится нам в грёзах
И которой очень сладко нам внимать.
О, любимая, насколько ты прекрасна,
Настолько сильно я люблю тебя,
Не усомнись в любви моей напрасно,
Пока не высохнут глубокие моря.
Да, пока моря глубокими остались,
И не пропала твёрдость формы у камней,
До той поры, пока мы с жизнью не остались,
Нет конца большой любви моей.
Час пришёл теперь для нашего прощанья,
Но прощаюсь я с тобой не навсегда.
Даже если нас разделит расстоянье,
Я смогу к тебе вернуться и тогда.
*	*	*
	    Моё сердце в горах

Хоть здесь я, но сердце осталось в горах,
Оно за оленем осталось в бегах,
Преследую коз, за косулей гонюсь,
Неважно при этом, где я нахожусь.
Прощаюсь я с севером горным моим, Он чести и славе всегда был родным,
И где б ни скитался, ни странствовал я,
О Севере память осталась моя.
Прощаюсь со снегом, покрывшим верх гор,
Прощаюсь с долиной, что радует взор,
Прощаюсь и с лесом, где звери живут,
Прощаюсь с дождями, что ливнями льют.
Хоть здесь я, но сердце осталось в горах,
Оно за оленем осталось в бегах,
Преследую коз, за косулей гонюсь,
Неважно при этом, где я нахожусь.
	*	*	*

I told you about my favourite Burns’s poems. 
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