
Конкурс художественного перевода стихотворений английских поэтов среди учеников 8-9 

классов. 

 

Учитель: Тетюхин С.Г.  

 

      Конкурс направлен на формирование гармоничной личности, развитие психических 

процессов, а также познавательных и языковых способностей. Конкурс способствует 

развитию навыков перевода, рифме, правильному произношению. 

      Обучающимся предлагается самостоятельно ознакомиться с понятием «сонет». 

 

Цель конкурса: воспитание интереса к овладению иностранным языком. 

 

Задачи конкурса:  

° Развитие творческого потенциала обучающихся; 

° предоставление участникам возможности соревноваться; 

° привитие интереса к иностранному языку; 

° развитие мышления учащихся; 

° совершенствование навыков чтения; 

° обучение навыкам художественного перевода; 

° научить обращению с первоисточниками, справочной литературой и словарями. 

 

Обучающимся были предложены стихотворения Роберта Бёрнса, Вильгельма Шекспира, и 

Джорджа Байрона. 

 

 Художественный перевод стихотворений учащихся 

 

Twilight 

 

It is the hour when from the boughs 

The nightingale's high note is heard. 

It is the hour when lovers' vows 

Seem sweet in every whisper'd word. 

And gentle winds and waters near 

Make music to the lonely ear. 

Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 

And in the sky the stars are met: 

And on the wave is deeper blue, 

And on the leaf a browner hue, 

And in the Heaven, that clear obscure 

So softly dark and darkly pure, 

That follows the decline of day 

As twilight melts beneath the moon away. 

  Lord Byron 



  

 
  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 
Sonnet 1 by William Shakespeare 

From fairest creatures we desire increase, 

That thereby beauty's rose might never die, 

But as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender heir might bear his memory: 

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes, 

Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel, 

Making a famine where abundance lies, 

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel. 

Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament 

And only herald to the gaudy spring, 

Within thine own bud buriest thy content, 

And, tender churl, mak'st waste in niggarding: 

Pity the world, or else this glutton be, 

To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Sonnet 28 by William Shakespeare 

 

How can I then return in happy plight 

That am debarred the benefit of rest? 

When day's oppression is not eased by night, 

But day by night and night by day oppressed; 

And each (though enemies to either's reign) 

Do in consent shake hands to torture me, 

The one by toil, the other to complain 

How far I toil, still farther off from thee. 

I tell the day to please him thou art bright, 

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven; 

So flatter I the swart-complexioned night, 

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the even: 

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer, 

And night doth nightly make griefs' strength seem stronger. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

Никитин Г. 

 



 

My heart`s in the Highlands by Robert Burns 

 

My heart`s in the Highlands, my heart is not here; 

My heart`s in the Highlands, a chasing the deer; 

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe; 

My heart in the Highlands, wherever I go.- 

  

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North; 

The birth- place of Valour, the country of Worth; 

Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.- 

  

Farewell to the mountains high cover`d with snow; 

Farewell to the Straths and green vallies below: 

Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods; 

Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.- 

  

My heart`s in the Highlands, my heart is not here, 

My heart`s in the Highlands, a chasing the deer: 

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe; 

My heart`s in the Highlands, wherever I go 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


