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V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Coner Nel

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’st 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, makest waste in niggarding.

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.

Kpachbl 3eMHOI He IMpepbIBaJIaCb HUTD,
B KpYroBopoTe€ B€YHOM BOJ U CHETA,
OCEHHMM JTHEM KYCT pO3bl CXOPOHUTD,
YTOOBI POOUTBHCA MOJIOABIM ooeroM

HO, OTPa3MBIIKCh B COOCTBEHHBIX IJ1a3aX,
OTOHb JTyITIA TOOOIO OBLI MOTEPSIH,

r7ie J1o Te0s1 MpeKpacHas Jio3a,

TaM HEJIOPOJ U TOJIO[ Thl MOCESIT

a Tak XoTeJs coO0i yKpacuTb MU,
IIPOBO3IVIACUTH TpeaBecTre BecHsl,

HO TBOH LIBETOK OyTOHA HE PACKPbLI
CKyIlel, TPAHKH1pa, KeM Uil Hac Thbl ObL1?

B TpHU ropJjia €CTb -BCE TJIEH U JIOXKb,
B MOT'JTy MHOTI'O JIb YHCCéH_IL. ..



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Conert No2

When forty winters shall beseige thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held:

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use,
If thou couldst answer «This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,
Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.

KOTJ1a IO TOJTIO I0HOIM KPacoThl

pyOLIaMy CTapOCTH MPOMIYTCSI COPOK 3UM,
Haps/1 ObUIOM, Y30pbl U LIBETHI,
IIPE/ICTAHET CBETY PyOMIIEM XYIbIM

HE OTBeYail, KOJIb CIPOCAT: " I/ie Kpaca,
I7ie CIPSATAaHO OOTaTCTBO MPEKHUX JIEeT?»
HE TOBOPH, MOJI: "' BUJUTE IJ1a3a,
COKPOBHILA TasATCS B HUX, HA JHE»

JOCTOIHEEe OTBET MOT ObITh UHBIM,

OH ONpaBJIaeT CTAPOCTU UTOT,

«MOEH Kpacoy cTaj MOM MPEKPACHBIN ChIH,
4100, yBsAasA, UM TOPAUTHCS MOI»

" KPOBb XOJIOOHAA TECIUVICET, BEAb HAa CBETC
yXOOUM THUXO, IIOBTOPAACH B ICTAX. . .



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Conert No3

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the time that face should form another;
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.

For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb

Of his self-love, to stop posterity?

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime:

So thou through windows of thine age shall see
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember’d not to be,
Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

ThI B 3€PKaJI0O BHUMATEHO BIJISIUIIBCS,
Crpocu ce0si: «IPUIIIEN JIU CPOK CO3JaTh
MHe konuio? "HacliemHUKoM BB,

Y JIeBy HE MUHYeT OJ1arojarh

T0JIEN HE CEeSTHBIX HaﬁﬂeTCH CKOIJIBKO,
YTO OXKMIAAKT rOpCTh CEMAH TBOUX,
HO €CJIM ThI B ce0s1 BIIIOOJIEH U TOJIBKO,
HE 6y,lICI_Hb KUTb BO BPEMEHAX MHBIX

MPUYYTUBAasI CBSA3b BPEMEH Ha CBETe,
TaK MaTepu YBUIST B 3epKajax

ceOs1! XOTh OTpaKaJIMCh Ballld JIETH,

B arpe’ib 1aJeKui I0HOCTh Mo3Basia!

HO €CJIM B IaMATHU HE XOYCIIb Thl OCTAThCA,
7KUBU OIOVH IEYAJIbHBIM APAXJIbIM CTAPLEM. . .



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Conert Ned

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?

Nature’s bequest gives nothing but doth lend,
And being frank she lends to those are free.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse
The bounteous largess given thee to give?
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?

For having traffic with thyself alone,

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.
Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?

Thy unused beauty must be tomb’d with thee,
Which, used, lives th’ executor to be.

Kpaca YMYUTCS UCKOPKOW KOCTpa,

U B )KM3HU JIONIOM, BBIOMpAsi MyTh,
MOMMM, PUPOAA POTHB TEX pacTpar,
YTO yXOJisl, HE CMOKEM €l BEpHYTb

Ha CKJIOHE JIET MOHATh HAM CYKJIEHO
MIPEKPACHBII CKpsTa, HUIUIA cyMacOpof,
KTO OTHAET, TOMY JIMILb BCE JaHO,

a He TOMY, KTO ITyCTUT B 00OPOT

TO HEZI0POJl, TO HOBAsl HAalaCTb,
yXke KOHel MasiyuT BCel JI0pOry,

HO Yy ce0sl He CMOXellb Thl YKPacTh,
Korja cynp0a HaC BCTPETUT Ha IOpore

JyIIH TIOIPAHOK, COUTBIA B JIET,
TBOSI Kpaca B 3€MJIe CTHHET. ..
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Coner No5

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,
Will play the tyrants to the very same

And that unfair which fairly doth excel:

For never-resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there;

Sap cheque’d with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,
Beauty o’ersnow’d and bareness every where:

Then, were not summer’s distillation left,
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,
Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,
Nor it nor no remembrance what it was:

But flowers distill’d though they with winter meet,

Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.

POX/IEHHBIN CBETOM yTPEHHEH 3apH,
TMO3HAJI 3aKaT M yBslaHbsl Opems,
ceiyac TBOM JIMK, YTO KPacoTOM TOpUT,
YBOIUT B TbMY 0€3KaIOCTHOE BpeMsI

KakK CoBJIagaTh C YaCaMU, I’I€ Halll CpOK?
31MMOI0 BBIOKHOM CTaHOBUJIOCH JIETO,
OCTblJIa KPOBb, 34aCTbhUI B IECPEBBAX COK,
I10JIA CHEraMu 3aM€E€TaJIo I'A€ TO

KaK COXpPAaHUTH HE3PUMOE HaM HEYTO,
HBCETOK B PYKE, MMUCJTY JIM Ha CTEKIJIC,
4100 YHECTHU C 00010 B 6CCKOHC‘IHOCTB,
TO, YTO COIpeeT B HEN3BECTHOU MIJIE

IMYyCTb IOAO JIbAOM 3aMEP3 LIBETOK YiKE,
CBCT HAIIUX CJIOB OCTAHETCA B AyHLIC. ..

10



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Coner No6

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface

In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’d:

Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’d.

That use is not forbidden usury,

Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That’s for thyself to breed another thee,

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one;

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art,

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart,
Leaving thee living in posterity?

Be not self-will’d, for thou art much too fair
To be death’s conquest and make worms thine heir.

4yTOO 37101 3UMe PYKOIO He 0OpaThCs

JI0 KpacoThl, BJIMBail CKOPEW CBOU COK

B COCY/l XPYCTQIbHBINA, CMOKEIIb Thl OCTAThCS
Y TIPOJOJIKATHCS, XOTh TBOM BBIMIET CPOK

KaK TOpCTh 3epHa POXKIAET CTO KOJIOCHEB,
MOHETKY J1aJl, JeCATOK B3sL1 HA3a],
cyapOa 3a Bc€ ¢ TeOs1 B UTOTe CITPOCHUT,
cyapOa BO3/IacT 3a JISTCKHe TJia3al

JECATKOM JKU3HEN ThI OIIATh HAYHEIIBCS,
Y, B KaXK/I01 HOBOU MPOAOJIKASA KUTb,
JeTbMU CBOMMHU, BHYKaAMH BEPHEIIbCS,
4yTOO HE MpepBaiach CKa304Hasl HUTD

He Oyab ynpsiM, Kpace Oy/b BEPHBIM,
MHayYe TJIEH, 3eMJIS U YEPBHU. ..

11



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Conert Ne7

Lo! in the orient when the gracious light
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,
Serving with looks his sacred majesty;

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly hill,
Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,
Attending on his golden pilgrimage;

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,

The eyes, *fore duteous, now converted are
From his low tract and look another way:

So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon,
Unlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son.

K JIyuy, 3a0pe3xkuBIIeMy poOko Ha Bocrtoke,
JHOJCKME B30PbI BCE YCTPEMJICHBI:

Ero BenmnuecTtBo sBUIJIOCH Ha ropore,

Y B HOBBIY JIEHb Mbl UM IOCBSIIIEHHBI !

B 3eHUTe HeOa, Kak KOpPOJib Ha TPOHE,
miajgoe CoJsHile MpUBJIEKaeT HaC,

OT 30JI0Ta OJIMCTATETILHON KOPOHBI
HE OTBECTH BOCTOPKEHHBIX HaM IJIa3

HO JIeHb KOHYAJICSl, COJTHIIE OITyCKaJI0Ch
B IPOXOYYIIEH YCTAJION KOJIECHUIIE,

1 3a0BIBAJIH JIIOJU, KaK MEUTAJIOCh,

KaK BOCTOPIaJii IIepBble 3apHULIbI !

3dKaTHBIM COJIHHEM CTAaTh B KOHILIE HYTI/I?
HE JIy4Il€ JIb CbIHA O6pCCTI/I. ..

12



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Coner Ne§

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.

Why lovest thou that which thou receivest not gladly,
Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy?

If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,

By unions married, do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,
Resembling sire and child and happy mother
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing:

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: ’thou single wilt prove none’.

TBOW COTKaH CJIyX U3 MY3bIKU MEUaTbHOM,
Ja BOT Oefa, €€ He CHBIIIMUIID THI,

OTrOHb K TEITy, M K CBETY N3HAYAILHO
CTPEMMUTCS CBET, K JINCTBE CIelIaT [IBEThI

B TapPMOHHMU B3aUMHOCTH HE TPYIHO
HaM pasIyIsfieTh CIUIETEHbE AYII U PYK,
HO BPsA[ JIM CepILe TPOHYT 3TH CTPYHBI,
KOJIb M3JAI0T Oe30pauusi JINIIb 3BYK

KOTJ1a OPKECTP MY3bIKOW MPOJIbETCS,
B30BBLETCsI BETeP MY3BIKOI JIeTs,
POAUTENSIM TOIOIIUM YJIBIOHETCS

Ha CBET SIBUBIINCH, MUJIOE TUTA!!!

MHOTI'OI'0JIOChE HAMOJHSAET MUP,
OJIMH THI ITYCT, MPO3payeH, Kak 3¢up. ..
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Conert No9

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye

That thou consumest thyself in single life?
Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die.

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife;

The world will be thy widow and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
When every private widow well may keep

By children’s eyes her husband’s shape in mind.

Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;
But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,
And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits
That on himself such murderous shame commits.

THI TaK OOSIJICSA TOPBKUX (9 (¢! BIOBBI,

YTO KU3Hb IIPOXUTH PEIINIICA OOUHOKUM,
HO CMEPTH TBOIO OIJIAYET BOH TOJIIIBI,
TaKOB yJeJ1 663,HCTHI>IX BCEX B UTOIC

Korza sk ObljIa BCIO XKU3Hb ¢ TOOOH XKeHa,
0 AETCKOMY JIMIy BEK MOMHUTbH OYyaeT,
a maMsTh OIMHOYECTBA OeqHa

WCYE3HET B MUT, U MUp Tebs 3a0yieT

O0rarcTBO NOTEPsLI, JPYIMM HaXO/Ka,

B MOTWJIY 3JIaTO Thl HE YHECEILID,

a KpacoToW XPyCTaJIbHOM MUP HAlll COTKaH
e€ Tepsiellib, OOJbIIIe HE BEPHEIIH

KaK MOYHO TIEJIbIid MUP JIIOOWTH,
HO POJI JIIOJICKOH B ceOe TyOHTb. . .

14



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Conet Nel0

For shame! deny that thou bear’st love to any,
Who for thyself art so unprovident.

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,
But that thou none lovest is most evident;

For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate
That "gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire.
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate

Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind!
Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,

Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove:

Make thee another self, for love of me,
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

JOOWJI JIX ThI KOTO, MHE HEU3BECTHO,
HO Hepa3yMHO 0e3 JII0OBU MPOKUTH,
HE Haxo/is B JIyIle KECTOKON MecTa
17151 BceX TeOsi CyMeBIIHMX MOMIOOUTh

r71a3a yx 3ACTUT 37100a, HE YBUJIETD,

KaK pa3pyllaellb COOCTBEHHBII CBOH JIOM,

Y THI ce0s1 CTapaJiCsl HEHaBU/IETh,

MoOOBb CMEHUB XOJIOAHBIM CTPAIIHBIM CHOM

TaK CleJaii mar, 1 s K Te0e HaBcTpeuy,
IIPOTOHUM 3JI0CTh U IYCTHUM B JIOM JIIOOOBb,
a 1oOpoTa cepaia Mopolo JICUMT,

1 BEpIO 1, Tl CMOXEIllb, Thl JPYIron

IMYCTb KTO B JIIOOBU POXICH Ha CBETE
CaM KpacCoTy NOBTOPUT B ICTAX. ..

15



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Coner Nell

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest

In one of thine, from that which thou departest;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest.

Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase:
Without this, folly, age and cold decay:

If all were minded so, the times should cease
And threescore year would make the world away.

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,
Harsh featureless and rude, barrenly perish:

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the more;
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:

She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

HE BJIACTHBI MbI Ha/l BPEMEHEM, €/1Ba

4acC yBAOaHUA, HO paCIBETACT BHOBb
TBOMX MOOETOB CHJIbHAS JINCTBA

B YbMX BEHaX JILETCS CBEKEH KU3HU KpOBb

¥ B 9TOM MYZAPOCTb: BHIOpPATh UTO JIOPOKE,

POl HE MPOAOJIKUILb — 3HATh O€3yMbeE, CMEPTh,
JIeT LIEeCThAECAT CyAbOa AacT, Hy U 4TO xe?
KOJIb BCE, KaK Thl — Oe3:)KN3HEHHAs TBEP/Ib!

MYCTh CTUHET 3J10, KaK CHETr' BECHOIO C KPbIIIH,
OT MOMJIBIX CHJI IOJIKHBI MBI ITPOYb O€XKaTh,
HO KpacoTy, JApOBAaHHYIO CBBILE

HaM B 3TOM MHpe HaJl0 YMHOXAaTh

HUCKYCHaA 11€4aThb, Tl MUDP ITPOCJIABUILIb,
KOJIb MHOT'O OTTHCKOB Ha HEM OCTABHIIIb !
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Conet Nel2

When I do count the clock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When I behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,

Then of thy beauty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of time must go,
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grow;

And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

KOIJIa 4achl TaK TYJIKO U TaK KaJlKo
MPUOU3AT Yac MPOLIAHKSI HOYHOM,
KOrJia YBSIHET Ha OKHe (uaska,

a KyJIpY 3allOPOIIUT CEAUHON

KOIJIa B IEPEBbsIX HE HAWIEM MbI TEHHU,
3MMOM OILIAKAB MABIIIYIO JIUCTBY,
KOTJIa B CHOIIbI O€3:KaJIOCTHOE BpeMsI
YBSIKET JIeTa MBIIIHYIO TPaBy

0 KpacotTe TBOEH MOM BCeE MBICJIA,

a KpacoTa UCYE3HET C HOBbIM BCKOM,
KaK Mcue3aeT BCE U3 Hallel KNU3HU,
Aapys IyTh JIMIb MOJIOAbIM rnmooeram

HAc BpeMsl CKOCHUT, B Oe3 TOJKY,
KOJIb HE OCTABUM Mbl TIOTOMKOB. . .

17
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Conet Nel3

O, that you were yourself! but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live:
Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other give.

So should that beauty which you hold in lease

Find no determination: then you were

Yourself again after yourself’s decease,

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day
And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?

O, none but unthrifts! Dear my love, you know
You had a father: let your son say so.

HeJib3s1, MOM JIpyT, ceOe MpHUHA/IeKaTh
KOTrJa yMpéllb, Aylia TBOs O€3[J0MHa,
TOMY CIIOKOWMHEN CMEPTHBII Yac BCTPEYaTh,
KTO B 9TOT MUP Hec€T ceOe MoIoOHBIX

JaETCsl He HaBEYHO HaM Kpaca,

Yy 30JI0Ta CO BPpEMEHEM HET JIOCKA,
HO COXPAHAT HABEYHO He6eca,

Korjaa Mbl 063aB0)II/IMCH IIOTOMCTBOM

ITYCTb 3JIbI€ BbIOTH, 6yneT JOM CTOATD,
BElb OH IIOCTPOEH padOCTU TECIJIOM,
" CMEPTH XOJIOAY €ro YK HU CJIOMAThb,
HHU IIOCEJIMTBCA B JOME CBETJIOM TOM

BCE€ INOBTOPHUTCA, HET KOHIA,
OTHOM CTaHb TOT, KTO 3HaJ OTLA. ..

18



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

Conert Nel4

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck;
And yet methinks I have astronomy,

But not to tell of good or evil luck,

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality;

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,
Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind,
Or say with princes if it shall go well,

By oft predict that I in heaven find:

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,
And, constant stars, in them I read such art
As truth and beauty shall together thrive,

If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;

Or else of thee this I prognosticate:
Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.

XOTb 3HAIO MyTh HEOECHBIX BCEX CBETUJI,
raJaloluMm 1o 3BE3aM 51 He BepIo,
OTKYy/la BETep CYACTbsI IPUIIETUT,

Y 4TO HaM XJIaTb, BEceJIbe Wb MOTepio?

HU JOXOb HU I'pall HE CMOT" 4 ITPEACKA3aTh,
IMYCTb 3a HEACJIIO, IE€Hb UJIM MI'HOBCHLE,
MHE HE JaHO HapAM paCTOJIKOBATb

TaK 6y,Il0pa)KI/IBIJ_II/IC AYyHIU UX 3HAMCHbA

HO sipye 3BE3]1 CUSIHbE TBOUX IJ1a3,

s1 BUKY B HUX U TIOBTOPSIIO TPOMKO:
YTOO KPaCOTOIN pOXKIAThCS KaX[blil pas,
SIBM Ha CBET U ThI CBOUX ITOTOMKOB!

a 110 Apyromy KoOJIb IMOCTYIINIIb ThI,
HE CTAHCT UCTUH, CBETA, KPACOTHI. ..

19
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Coner Nel15

When I consider every thing that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment,

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,
Cheered and cheque’d even by the self-same sky,
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,
And wear their brave state out of memory;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,
Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay,
To change your day of youth to sullied night;

And all in war with Time for love of you,
As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

OJIVH JIMIIb MUT OT BCXO/IOB €CTh JI0 TJIEHA,
3aBsHET BCE, 4eMy UATH Obl ObI B POCT,
IUIAHEeTa CLIeHa, 3puTelb Bo BeeneHHoi
BHUMAeT €ii, IOCTUTHYB TailHblI 3BE3]]

a HeOecaM, KaK BOJIUTCS, BUJHEH,

KHJI YEJIOBEK, KaK KYyCT 3€JIEHBIN THEM,
HO KYCT CTHUET U CKPOETCS B 3€MIJIE,
MEPTB YEJIOBEK — HET MaMsATH O HEM!

MNpUXOoArUM B MUD JIMIIb Ha OOHO MI'HOBEHbLC,
MbI IECHUM KH3Hb, KOI'’ld YXOOUT ITPpOYb,

W HArpax1a€t BpeMs UJib 336BCHBCM,

WIb CBETJIBIN JAC€Hb Halll ITpEBPALIACT B HOYb

MYCTh C LIEJIbIM MUPOM Mbl Y BPEMEHHU B IUIEHY,
41O OTOEpET OHO, Ha3a/l TeOe BEpHY. ..
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But wherefore do not you a mightier way

Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?

And fortify yourself in your decay

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?

Now stand you on the top of happy hours,

And many maiden gardens yet unset

With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers,
Much liker than your painted counterfeit:

So should the lines of life that life repair,
Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen,
Neither in inward worth nor outward fair,
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.

To give away yourself keeps yourself still,
And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.

YTOO CTpAIHbIA O0i CO BpeMEeHEeM-THPAHOM
HE MIPONTpaTh, U BEUHO JKHUTh B BEKaxX
cozfaii mogodue, Tede mycTh OyJeT paBHbIM,
B HEM OCTaBaWiCsl, HE B MYCTBIX CTHUXaX

ceiiuac, Korja Ha rpeOHe Thl ycrexa,
OpenEib 1Mo YyaHbIM IEBCTBEHHBIM CaJjaM,
TO KaXkJIbIA CaJl CLIOCOOEH J1aTh MOOETH

B ye KUBBIX, a HE C XOJICTa, IJI0ax

YepThl HACJeJHUKA — BOT )KMU3HU OOHOBJIEHbE,
Be/lb KUCTh XY/JI0KHHKA, HIKOJISIPCKOE MEPO
HE CMOTYT JJaTh TAaKOTO MIPE/CTaBIICHbS,

0 KpacoTe, €l BEYHO KUThb JaHO!

HeT OOJIbIIE MacCTepCTBa, YEM KEPTBOBATH CC6$I,
Thl COXPAaHUIIbCA, U 3alIOMHUT MHUP TEO. . .
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Who will believe my verse in time to come,

If it were fill’d with your most high deserts?
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.

If I could write the beauty of your eyes

And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would say «This poet lies:

Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.

So should my papers yellow’d with their age

Be scorn’d like old men of less truth than tongue,
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage

And stretched metre of an antique song:

But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice; in it and in my rhyme.

MyCTh BOCIIOIO B CTUXaX TBOUM yM U A00JECTb,
yuTaTe b OyAylIuil BOCKJIMKHET: «BCE HE TaK !»
XOTsI KPACOT HE BbIIyMaHHbBIX MTOBECTh

OT MHpa CKPOET JIUIIb MOTHJIbHAS TJTUTA

Kak OIMcarh, BO JUKM 4TOO HE BUHWIIU,

1 OBUIO YEeCTHO, TOYHO, Oe3 MPHKpAC,
3eMHBIMU KpacKaMu, WJIb aHTeJ Ha KapTHHE,
TBOW CBETJIbIN JIUK M OJIECK TIPEKPACHBIX IJ1a3

HO BCE PpaBHO COYTYT 3a HC6BIJII/ILIBI,
3a XBACTOBCTBO OOJITIIMBBIX CTapUKOB
BCC 3TU IOXKEJIITEBIINC CTPAHULIBI,

Y 9TOT IIBIIIHBIA CJI0T OBIJIBIX BEKOB

OJHH JIMIIb CII0Cc0o0 €CTh IMPpOJINTHCA Ha BEKa,
OCTaHbCA B CbIHE, KadK JKMBEIIb B MOMX CTUXAX...
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

MUWIEN, UeM JIETHUN AEHb, U CBETE
TBOM JIMK, HEJOJITUM HAIIIM JIETOM
LIBETHI JIOMaeT MaNCKUM BETEp,

Y HACTyMaeT ThMa 3a CBETOM

KaK HEOOBIYHO BCE B IIPUPOJE,
HEOECHBIH Kap CMEHSIOT TyYH,
Be/Ib MIOCTOSIHCTBA HET B MOTOJe,
€€ U3MEHYMBOCTb HAC MYUMT

TBOM K IOJla HE KaHyT B JIETY,
CMEpTh HE CIUIETET TYT'YIO HUTh,
u OyJeT BeYHbIM TBOE JIETO,

B CTUXaX M03Ta Oy/ielb KUTh!

MOKya BUOVUM MbI U CJIBININM
B MOMX CTUXaX KMBEIb U JbIIIUIIb. ..
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Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,
And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood;

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets,
And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world and all her fading sweets;
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:

O, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;
Him in thy course untainted do allow

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.

Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

Tymnu, Oe3:xanoctHoe Bpemsi, KOrtu jibBa,
POXIEHHOE 3eMJIEH, OTal 3eMJIe, IyCTh KPET,
KJIBIKM U3 MACTU TUTPA MOXEIllb PBaTh,

xru ntully PeHrikca, He BeYeH el MmoseT!

BCceMy, 0 BpeMmsi, TBOM HEIOJTMM CPOK,
YBSIHYT ITyCTb MPEKPACHBIE LIBETHI,

KYCT P03 MOCJIEIHNIA COPOCHT JIETIECTOK,
HO OJHOT0, MOJIIO, HE JIeJIaid, ThI!

MyCTh He KOCHETCS MUJIOTO JIMLIA

TBOMX YaCOB O€3KaJIOCTHAS TEHD,

Y KpacoTy OCTaBb Jisl oOpas3ia

TeM, KTO BOMAET 32 HAMU B HOBBIH JI€Hb

HO €CJI1 BpEMCHU HE BJIACTHO COXPAHUTD,
B MOUX CTUXaxX OH IOHBIA 6y,HCT KUTb...
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A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;

A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted

With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion;

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

A man in hue, all ’hues’ in his controlling,

Much steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth.

And for a woman wert thou first created;

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.

But since she prick’d thee out for women’s pleasure,
Mine be thy love and thy love’s use their treasure

MPUPO/IA KEHIIUHOIO B POCKOIIN yOpaHCTBA
TBOM JIMK pucyet, ['ociogun (mib ['ocrioxa?)
AYIIOI0 HeXEeH, HO JIMILIEH HeTIOCTOSIHCTBA,
YTO B JKEHIIMHAX JJIs HAC y/ap HOXa

oOMaHa HeT B I71a3aX, B HUX CBET U CUYaCThe
MoOo¥ MpeIMeT BMUI' B 3J1aTO IPEBPaTAT,
K TeOe BCe JIaMbl BOCITBUIAIOT CTPACTHIO,
MY’KYHHBI BCE B APY3bsI K TeOE XOTAT

3alyMaH >KEHIIWHOM, HO IJIaH MepBOHAYATbHBIN
cyapOa Jib, MPUPOJIA TIOMEHSIA JITsS TeOs

Jajia OTJMYue, YTo AYIly MHE NeYaluT,

TBOIO JIIOOOBb OTHSIJIA Y MEHS

TMOOOBb MOSI K TeOe IMycTh OyJeT TEHbIO,
a ThI JU1s1 )KEHILMH CTaHeIllb HACJIaXJEHbEM. . .
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So is it not with me as with that Muse
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse,
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse

Making a couplement of proud compare,

With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems,
With April’s first-born flowers, and all things rare
That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.

O« let me, true in love, but truly write,
And then believe me, my love is as fair

As any mother’s child, though not so bright
As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air:

Let them say more than like of hearsay well;
I will not praise that purpose not to sell.

HE MCKYILEH $1, yCTOCIOBUI HE J1aplo,

K YeMy CTHXaM HEMCKPEHHOCTH OJieck?
JOOOBb CBOIO 51 ¢ HEOOM He CPaBHIO,

C BEpIIMHOW TOp ¥ CHHBIO IUBHBIX O€31H

He MHOT'0 HaJo, 4To0 ¢ JIyHOi cpaBHUTH
1 CosHIIEM MUJIYIO CBOIO HA3BaTh,
LIBETOK BECEHHUI, )KeMuyra JI1 HUTb,

CO BCEMH UyJeCaMH ypPaBHSATh?

mobumasi! CTUX C TIpaBIoi 0OpYYEH,
72, 9Ta MpaB/a JaBUT MHE Ha IUIeuH,
ThI JIy4llle BCEX, KTO MAaTEepbIO POXKJIEH,
IYCTh HE CBEpPKaelllb, KaK 3J1aTble CBEYU

A IMOHAJI I/ICTI/IHY! a BaM JaHO TTOHATH ?
XBaJIX JIMIIb TO, YTO XOYCIlb Thl IPOAATH. ..
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my glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date;
But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,
Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me:
How can I then be elder than thou art?

O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary

As I, not for myself, but for thee will;
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;
Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again.

MyCTh 3epKaJia MOKaXYT, UTO 51 CTap,
s1 MOJIOJ] Oy/1y, €CJIH I0H JIOOMMBIT,
KOIJIa 3aMeuy BpeMeHH OCKaJl

B JIMILIE €r0, TOTJa COMY B MOTUITY

Kpaca TBOA IAJid cepaua MOEro
MpEeKpacHasd 3aragovHas 1necCH4,

He ObITh MHE cTapuie apyra cBo€ro,
cepaua Belb HAIlllK OCTAOTCA BMECTE

Oepeusn ce0ds mpolry, JIOOOBb MOsI
TeOs JKe pajid, OCTOPOKeH Oyay,
cBoel 3a00Toii cepyilie OXPaHSITh,
€ro JOBEPUJI MHE HOCUTh MOBCIOLY

Oesa K AByM cpa3y Ham NpUIET,
OZIMH YOUT — BTOPOH yMPET. ..
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As an unperfect actor on the stage

Who with his fear is put besides his part,

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart.

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of love’s rite,

And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,
O’ercharged with burden of mine own love’s might.

O, let my books be then the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,
Who plead for love and look for recompense

More than that tongue that more hath more express’d.

O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.

Kak Oy/ATO CITyTaJl poJjib TUIOXOM aKTEP,

CO CTPAXOM JIPOKH B MOJIHBIN 3271 [JISASIIIHA,
MHE CJIOBHO MaMsTh B THEBE OyWHOM CTEp
0e3yMHBI1 3Bepb, Ha YKac BCEM KpHUalvi

Y 51 HE CMOT JIBYX CJIOB yXke CBsI3aTb

B IIPU3HAHUM TeOe CBOEM JIIOOOBHOM,

HE TO, YTO He4ero MHe ObLJIO0 paccKas3arb,
BCE KaXKeTCsl HeHYKHbIM U IPUTBOPHBIM

APYroe /1eJ10- KHUIe BBEPUTh MBICIIb,
CTUXM B [TUCbME KPacHOPEUMBEll peun,
OHH MOPOH YHOCAT JIyIIY BBBICh,

He WX JIM KAYyT, KOrjia rnevajeH seyep?

CYMCI;,I MMpoOY€CTh, HO BCIIYX HE HAa30BH,
€CTh TaliHa HEXHOI0 MOJTYaHUS B JIIOOBH. . .
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Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath stell’d
Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart;

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,

And perspective it is the painter’s art.

For through the painter must you see his skill,
To find where your true image pictured lies;
Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still,
That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done:
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee;

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art;
They draw but what they see, know not the heart.

Ha cepae s 6e3 KUCTH U XOJICTa
IJ1a3aMH HAIUIIY TBOIO KapTHHY,

4100 B paMKe Tejia oOpa3y OJUCTaTh

¥ TIOKOPSITh UCKYCCTBOM TEPCIIEKTHBBI

KaK HaM IIOHATH BECh 3aMbICEJI TBOPLA,

KaK OLCHUTD ITPEKPACHOEC Ha cBete?

TBOMU IJIa3a A4 3a6epy C JIMja

IIyYCTb BMECTO OKOH B MaCTepCKOfI MHE CBETAT!

TBOU IJ1a3a BEPHBI IT1a3aM MOUM,

OHHM MO yCJialla, OTKPOBEHbLE,

O CKOJIBKO CTPACTH, CKOJIBKO HOBBIX CHJI,
U TBOPUECTBA HArpaaa, BIOXHOBCHLE

BOJIIIEOHO I71a3 MOMX MCKYCCTBO,
ofiHa Oefia, He BUJISAT YyBCTRA. . .
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Let those who are in favour with their stars
Of public honour and proud titles boast,
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,
Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most.

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread
But as the marigold at the sun’s eye,

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,
After a thousand victories once foil’d,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,
And all the rest forgot for which he toil’d:

Then happy I, that love and am beloved
Where I may not remove nor be removed.

MyCTh TIOYECTU U TUTYJIBI CYJISAT
TeM, KTO POKJEH B CO3BE3/IUU CUACTIUBOM,
3aKPBIT MHE MIYTh B TOP;KECTBEHHBIX UX P,
s pajioOCTh XK1y, TJIe KIaTh BbI HE MOTJIU OBl

MOOUMIIBI KOpOJIel HaOpaTh yCHeloT Jib LBET?
TSAHYJICA K COJIHIY MaJIeHbKUM 1IBETOK,

HO MIWIOCTb BJIACTEJIMH CMEHWJI Ha THEB,

Y BOT MOTU0 OT X0JIOA POCTOK

BOT BOHH T10CJIE€ THICSYM TTI00e]]

OJIHY JIUIIIb OMTBY TOJIBKO ITPOMUTPAET,
B UCTOPUM €MY YK MECTa HeT,

B 0€3BECTHOCTHU CyAbOa €ro cropaer

a 51 BJIQJEI0 TUTYJIOM OIHUM
JOOJTIO 51 Ty, KOTOPOH $1 JIIOOUM. . .
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Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,
To thee I send this written embassage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit:

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine

May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,
But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it;

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving
Points on me graciously with fair aspect
And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving,

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect:

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee;

Till then not show my head where thou mayst prove me.

BJIaCTUTEJIb 9YBCTB, IIPEAMET Moen HIO6BI/I,
B 3HAK YBAXKCHUA IIPUMUA Moé IIOCJIaHbE,
cjIyra € IOYTCHUEM Te0s 6JIaFOI[apI/IT,

MHE HACMEXATbCA CUJI HET U XKEJIaHbA

KOCHOA3BIYHUE CJIOBA BCC O6Ha)KI/IT,

HO MBICJIBIO ILO6pOIO HEJIOBKOCTb CKPOIO,
" peUb MO OT CTpaxa HE APOXKUT,

BeJlb HE OCTABUIIIbL ThHI €€ Haromw!

TBOU B3IJIs1], KaK MyTEBOJHAS 3BE3/1a,
HAMpaBUT MYTh MO, B SIPKUE OfICXKIbI,
MEHS OJIEHEIIb, YTOOBI HABCETIA

OBbITh B MUJIOCTH, TAKOU ke KaK U Mpexe

U JIMIIIb TOT/IA CKaxy: TeOsl oOIo,
a JI0 TOPBI JIOOBD 51 YTAIO. . .
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Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired;

But then begins a journey in my head,

To work my mind, when body’s work’s expired:

For then my thoughts, from far where I abide,
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do see

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.

Lo! thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee and for myself no quiet find.

3aKOHYUB MYTh, UIILY YK€ MOCTEb,
3a0BIThCSI CHOM B HOYHOM THIII, YCTAJIBIH,
KpaaeTrcs péMa K BeKaM, CJIOBHO TEHb,
112 BOT, B IOPOTY HOBYIO IPHUCTAJIO

BCE MBICIH O TeOe, MMyCTh ThI JaNIEK,
HECJINCh KOHSIMH, 3arHAHHBIMH B MBLIIE,
MOM COH — )KEJIaHbe, KET, KaK YroJeK,
Y IIPO3PEBAJIM HOUBIO BCE ClIETble!

Thbl 03apsCIllb HOYb -CTAPYyXy CBETOM,

ThI OJIU3HILIb COJIHLIA IOHOI'O ITPUXOL,

SIBUCh B MOH COH, KaK BXOJUT B 3UMY JICTO,
KaK MOPAKY 3€MJIA U3 6C3IIHBI BOJIH

BOT TaK KUBY: HE CHATb MHE HOYbIO
YCTAJIOCTh OHA, AyIId HE XOYCT. ..
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How can I then return in happy plight,

That am debarr’d the benefit of rest?

When day’s oppression is not eased by night,
But day by night, and night by day, oppress’d?

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 them thou art bright

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:
So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night,

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the even.

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer
And night doth nightly make grief’s strength seem stronger.

MHE CYaCThs ITPOILLIOTrO TeMeph YK HE BEPHYTh,
OT TATOT JIHS CMIACTH Y HOUb HE CMOXET,

OONUT Jy11a, U TETy HEe YCHYTb,

IIPOXOJUT ThMa, HO CBET OE0I0 INIOKET

JeHb C HOYbIO, BBl Bparu eie Buepa,
JOTOBOPUJIMCh OMTh MEHS KaK MTHILY BJIET, U
«YTO Xk Apyra HeT ¢ ToOOoIo 10 yTpa?» —
CIIPOCUJIa HOYb, A JIEHb €l BTOPUJI THETOM

s IbCTUTD TIBITAJICS JTHIO, C TOOOW paBHSLI,
JIYYUCTBIA CBET, XOTh Ty4YH C IPajIOM, CHETOM
B HOYM CpeJib 3BE3[1 51 KaX/IbIA pa3 MCKa
[1a3a TBOM, OJIECTAIIME 0 HEOOM

HO JIeHb TIpUJIET, Oely CBOKO BCTpEYalo,
a HOYb MPUHOCUT HOBBIE MEYaIH. . .
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When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state

And trouble deal heaven with my bootless cries
And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d,
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

KOTJJa BECb MUP MEHs1 yXKe OTBEpr,
OpO:Xy Mpe3peHHbIN BCEMU, OAMHOKHUH,
MOJTIO Cy/1bOY, YTOO MOTYYUTh OTBET
Ha COTHM OeJ1, HO CYaCThe TaK JAJIEKO

KOT/JJa 3aBU/1YI0 MEUTOIO0 HAJIeIEHHBIM,
B UCKYCCTBaX KTO BCEro JOCTHT,

U y KOTO JpYy3€eii, B HEro BIIOOJIEHHBIX,
HE CYEeCTh, & Y MEHS COBCEM HET X

OT STUX MBICTIEN I KOorga ot4arocCso,
BAPYT BCIIOMHIO: Y MEHHA €CTb Thl,
HUCYE3HET I'PYCTh, U TAIOT BCEC IE€YaJIN,
a B 3UMHHI HAE€Hb PACIIYCTATCA LIBCTBI!

TBOS JTI0OOBb BEb JIsT MEHA BaKHEN
OOrarcTB U BJIACTU COTEH KOPOJIEH. . .
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When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste:

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight:

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restored and sorrows end.

Korja ceOs 3a MPOILIOe CYKY 4,

Y OTAAIOCH [EYaJIbBHO CBOUM MBICIISIM,
IOTOB aJIeTh, YTO JIMIIb CYIbOY TaKyIo,
S 3aCITy XK1, TO/la PACTPATUB KU3HU

OIUIAUY BCEX, XOTb IJIaKaTh HE MPUBBIK,

Jpy3€el MOMX, Yl IyTh 36MHOM OKOHYEH,
MOOOBHBIX MYK U3 IPOLIOTO CBOM KPUK,
BOCIIOMMHAHMS JABHO NPOLIEIIEe HOUU

HE cuecTh Ilevasiell, OegaM HET YKcia,
Y KaXeTcsl, CTpalaHblo HEeT Tpefea,
JIMIITb CYET OIUIAYeH, HOBBIN MTpUHECa
cyapOa Most, JIoMasi TO U JIEJIO

HO O Te6e, MO APYT, 4 TOJIbKO BCTIOMHIO
1 HOBBIM CMBICJIOM KHW3Hb CBOIO HAITIOJIHIO. ..

35



V. Ilekcrmp. «154 conera»

coHet Ne3l

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Which I by lacking have supposed dead,

And there reigns love and all love’s loving parts,
And all those friends which I thought buried.

How many a holy and obsequious tear

Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye
As interest of the dead, which now appear
But things removed that hidden in thee lie!

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,
Who all their parts of me to thee did give;
That due of many now is thine alone:

Their images I loved I view in thee,
And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.

B TBOEW Ipyau 3a0bIOTCsI BCE cepalia
Jpy3€el MOMX, KOTOPbIX HE HauAy,

Yyel MyTh 3eMHOM YK MPOMJEH JO KOHIIA,
COEITMHUT UX Cepalie, UTO JIIOITI0

KaK 4 cTpajal 1 CKOJIbBKO [9) (¢ HpO)II/IH
HaJ UCYe3arnmMi B CMECPTU qepHof/i MIJIE,
HO He HalTH MHE MX cpeau MOrul,

OHH OCTAJIUCh U )KUBYT B Tebe!

APY3bsl YILUIY, THI JIyylllee coopal,

UX CBET U CTaTh, IPEKPACHBIE YEPThI
XPaHHIIb KaK KHUATY, YTOOBI TPOYMTAIT
OJIVH JIMIIb 51 3aBETHBIE JIUCTHI

UX 00pa3bl KPYKUIH MTPei0 MHOH,
He 3Hal0 Yel s, 00pa30B Wb TBOWA. . .
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coHet Ne32

If thou survive my well-contented day,

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey

These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,

Compare them with the bettering of the time,
And though they be outstripp’d by every pen,
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.

O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:

«Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing age,
A dearer birth than this his love had brought,

To march in ranks of better equipage:

But since he died and poets better prove,
Theirs for their style I'll read, his for his love.»

KOJIb 5l yMPY, & KUTb OCTaJICS THl,
MO¥ pax cynp0a yHOCUT B TIIyOb BEKOB,
CITy4YaiHbIN B3IJIsI BAPYT OPOCHIIIb Ha JIUCTHI
TaKMX MPOCTBIX, OECXUTPOCTHBIX CTUXOB

CPaBHHUILIb MO TPYJl CO CTPOKAMH JPYIUX,
KOTOpbIE U3SIIHEN, HO MOJIIO

s1 00 OIHOM, MO¥ JIpYT, X COXpaHH,

He 3a CTUXH, 3a TO YTO £ JII0O0!

MIPOYTH UX BHOBb, U MBICJIH YJIBIOHHCH,

(51 Tak X041y, 4TOO JyMasl Thl 00 STOM)
MIPE/ICTaBb: MOs1 HE 000PBaacCh KU3Hb,
OBbITh MOXET, JIyYIIMM CTaJl CpPeI MO3TOB?

HO BOT 1 MEPTB, U 3TO BCE K€ IPYCTHO,
ThI TEHUEB 1IeHHU, MEHSI K JIIOOH 32 YyBCTBO. ..
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coHet Ne33

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,
Kissing with golden face the meadows green,
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride
With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendor on my brow;

But out, alack! he was but one hour mine;

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now.

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;
Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.

BOJILLIEOHBIM YTPOM COJIHIIE B HeOecax
3JIaTBIM JIy4OM MOKPOET ITUKH TOp,
JIyTOB IIPOJILETCSA KENTAA Kpaca,
QJIXMMHKaM ITPUMEP BCEM U YKOP

HO HaJIETEBLIMM Ty4aM YHMCTOTY
yKpacTb y HeOa pa3peluT npuposa,
OO0KECTBEHHYIO 3Ty KpacoTy

HECET CBETWJIO K BPEMEHH 3aXo/ia

THI MO€ COJIHIIE! B JKU3HU €CTh JIMIIb Yac,
B KOTOPBII MHE JIaHa TBOSI YJIbIOKA,

MOTOM Cyab0a, Kak Ty4a, CIIpsueT Hac

OT CYacThsi pOOKOTO M OT HA/IEXKIbI 3bIOKOI

B JIIOOBH 3€MHOM BCE CJIOZKHO, HCIIOHATHO,
Ha COJIHI_IC, KaK 1 B JXM3HHU Hamef/i, IIATHA. ..
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coHet Ne34

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?

«Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of such a salve can speak

That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace:

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:
The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief
To him that bears the strong offence’s cross.

Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds,
And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.

TOOOM 0OelaH IeHb MPEKPACHbII,
KOTJa X OTIPaBHWJICS B Opory Oe3 Iiaiia,
MeHsI HarHaj1a Oypsi, 1 HEHACTHBIM
JO’K/IeM ObLT BBICEUCH 51, Ha CyIbOY poria

6e3 TOJIKY, 4TO IOTOM MPOOHJICS JTyUHK,
MYCTh MOKPOE JIULO OH OCYILIJI,
JIEKapCTBO €CThb, M OyAeT Tesy JIydlle,
1a He YTUXHET, 3Hal0, OOJIb TyIIH

CJIOBA PACKasiHbsI U CThIJl TBOW HE ITOMOTYT,
(MOWMET JIMIITL TOT, KTO CaM He pa3 ObLT OUT)
neyasib OOMTIMKA He OOJIErIUT JOpPOrY,
TOMY, KTO KPECT HECET OBUIBIX O0H]]

ThI [J1aY€lllb, CJIE3 )KEMUYKUHBI POHSIEIIb?
mo60Bb Mos!!! Tpexu Bce UCKymaelib. . .
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coHet Ne35

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud;
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.

All men make faults, and even I in this,
Authorizing thy trespass with compare,
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss,
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are;

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense-
Thy adverse party is thy advocate-

And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence:
Such civil war 1s in my love and hate

That I an accessary needs must be
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.

MyCTb HE MeYaJIiT rpex yxe Teos,

y PO3 LIHIIBI, B OyTOHE CJIaIKOM YepBb,
Ha JJHE MPO3PavyHOro 1 YUCTOrO Pyubs
MIECOK U T'Psi3b, & COJHLIE CKPOET TEHb

" OaXE d, CO3aTEJIb 9TUX CTPOK,

rpemy B CPaBHCHUAX IMMPUTAHYTBIX CBOUX,
4100 3710 TBOE B CTUXOTBOPEHLE CMOT,
MPU3HATDb 3JIOM MCHbBIIUM, YEM I'PEXU APYTUX

TBOUM IIPOCTYITKaM OOJIbIIIE HE CYIIbs,
CKOpeM 3allIUTHUK TEMHOU CTOPOHBHI,
MOoOOBb U HEHABUCTh-BCE ITO Oyy s,
1 caM ¢ cO0O0I0 B COCTOSHUM BOMHBI

KOJIb He ObLIO O Tak IPYCTHO, TO yMOpa:
MOCOOHUK 51 y COOCTBEHHOT'O BOPA. ..
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coHet Ne36

Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one:

So shall those blots that do with me remain
Without thy help by me be borne alone.

In our two loves there is but one respect,
Though in our lives a separable spite,

Which though it alter not love’s sole effect,

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight.

I may not evermore acknowledge thee,

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,
Nor thou with public kindness honour me,
Unless thou take that honour from thy name:

But do not so; I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

MyCTh OOJIBHO MHE, HO HY’KHO pa3ej1Th
TBOIO CyIbOY C MOEH, XOTb MbI OJTHO,
IIATHO NO30pa, APYTI MOW, MHE HOCUTD
MPUIETCS B 3TOU KU3HU BCE PABHO

JIBE HAIlK )KU3HU Ha OIHY JIIOOOBb,
112 TOJIBKO 3JI0 Y KaXKIOTO CBOE,
yackl OeCIieHHble OHO Y Hac ¢ TOOOM
KpaJIET U3 CYACThsI HEIKHOTO BJIBOEM

MIPOCTH, YTO B3IJISA] [TPU BCTpeye OTBEAY,
YT00 HE HaBJIeUb HEYAsTHHBIN 1T030D,
norimMy TeOs1, 3a4eM HcKaTh Oemry?

ThI HE BCTYMal CO MHOIO B pa3roBop!

TeOs1 MoOMo! BABOEM Yk HaM He ObITb,
XOTh UMsI 10OpOe TBOE MHE COXPAHHUT. . .
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conet No37

As a decrepit father takes delight

To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite,
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more,

Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store:

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am sufficed

And by a part of all thy glory live.

Look, what 1s best, that best I wish in thee:
This wish I have; then ten times happy me!

KaK yTellaeT B CTapOCTH OTLA
MIPEKPACHBII CbIH, UTO MOJIOH IOHOM CHUJIBI,

TaK s, MPOLIEJIINIA MyTh CBOI O KOHIIA,
rOpXKyCh TOOOM, MO BEPHBIN APYT, MOW MBI

TBOM OOraTCTBa — KpacoTa u yM,
MO-KOPOJIEBCKU B3IJIsI]l TBOM OaropojieH,
MIPUMH JIIOOOBb, M30aBb OT TOPbKUX JIyM,
sl CTaHy CYACTJIUB, MOJIOJ U CBOOOEH !

MIPUBBIYHO KUTh B TEHH TBOEH JIIOOBH,

KOTJa Thl paJIOCTEH, TO MHE JJOBOJIbHO CYACTh,
Y pa3yuuTh HABEKHU JIBE CYbObI

HaBEPHOE, HUKTO YK€ HE BJIaCTeH

JOCTOMH CaMBbIX JIyUIIMX Thl HArpas,
YyeMy AECATUKPATHO Oyay paf. ..
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coHet Ne38

How can my Muse want subject to invent,

While thou dost breathe, that pour’st into my verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent

For every vulgar paper to rehearse?

O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight;

For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee,
When thou thyself dost give invention light?

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate;
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to outlive long date.

If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.

ApYyrue TeMbl He HYKHBI B CTHXaX MHE,
UCTOYHUK BJIOXHOBEHbSI TOJIBKO T,
*kaib oOpa3 Ha Oymare yx He TMaxHer,
KaK Ha KaMHsIX HE BBIPACTYT LIBETHI

Y €CJIM BAPYT HAWAEIb MOM CTUX TOCTOMHBIM,
TO JIOJDKEH JIMIIb ce0s1 OJIaronapyTh,

TBOW CBET BOCIIETb, IOBEPh, TPYJa HE CTOUT,
Mo0O0¥ Obl CMOT' TBOW TEHUI OAPUTh

€CTh JIEBATh MY3, HO Thl IECATON CTaHelllb,
Tor My300, 4TO pa3 B IECATh MHE BaKHEM,
B CTUXaX BOCIIET, Thl BEYHOCTHU MPECTaHElb
C rOJJAMU TOJIBKO SIpUe M HEKHEN

MOW CTHX CKBO3b TOJIIIY JIET PEKOM TEUET,
MHE aBTOPCTBO, TeOe ke BECh MOYET. . .
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coHet Ne39

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing,
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