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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.

Kpachl 36MHOU HE MPEPHIBAIACH HUTD,
B KpPYTOBOPOTE BEYHOM BOJI U CHETa,
OCEHHUM JTHEM KYCT pO3bl CXOPOHHUTD,
YTOOBI POIUTHCST MOJIOZIBIM ITOOETOM

HO, OTPA3MBIIKUCh B COOCTBEHHBIX IJIa3aXx,



OTOHb Iy TOOOI0 OBUT MOTEPSIH,
r7ie 10 Te0s MpeKpacHas Jio3a,
TaM HeI0POJI ¥ TOJION ThI TIOCEsLT

a TaK XOTeJ coO0W YKpacuTh MU,
NPOBO3IJIACKTD TIpeiBecTre BecHsl,

HO TBOM [IBETOK OyTOHA HE PacKpbLI
CKyTIell, TPAHKUPA, KEM JUIsl HAC Thl ObLT?

B TPU I'OpJIa ECTh -BCE TJIEH U JIOKD,
B MOTWJTY MHOTO JIb YHECEUIb. ..



Conet Ne2

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.

KOI/1a IO ITOJII0 1OHOU KPACOTBHI

pyOLIamMK CTapOCTH MPOUAYTCS COPOK 3HM,
HapsiJ1 ObUIOM, Y30pPbl U LIBETHI,
NIPEJICTAHET CBETY PYOUINEM Xy/IbIM



HE OTBeuay, KOJib CIPOCAT: " Iie Kpaca,
IJIe CIIPSATaHO OOTraTCTBO MPEKHUX JIET?»
HE TOBOPH, MOJI: "' BUJIUTE IJ1a3a,
COKPOBMIIIA TASATCS B HUX, HA JIHE»

JOCTOIHEE OTBET MOT OBITh HHBIM,

OH OIpPaBJAET CTAPOCTH UTOT,

«MO€M Kpacou CTajl MOW MPEKPACHBIN ChIH,
9100, YBSAAsI, UM TOPIUTHCS MOT»

1 KPOBb XOJIOAHAA TCIUICCT, BEb Ha CBETC
YXOOHUM THUXO, IIOBTOPAACH B OCTAX. ..



Conet Ne3

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 i1s 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€PKaJI0 BHUMATEILHO BIJISIUIIILCS,
crpocu cedsi: «IIPHUITIET JIU CPOK CO3/1aTh
MHe konui? "HaciaegHukoM ABMbes,

U JIeBy He MUHYET OJIaroyiaTh



[I0JIEN HE CEIHBIX HAUIETCS CKOJIBKO,
YTO 0XKUJAIOT TOPCTh CEMSIH TBOUX,
HO €CJIM ThI B ceOsl BIIIOOJIEH U TOJIBKO,
He OyJienib KUTh BO BpeMeHaX MHBIX

MIPUYYAJIUBAsl CBA3b BPEMEH Ha CBETe,
TaK MaTepu yBUJIST B 3epKaJlax

cebst! XOThb OTpakaIMCh BAIlU JIETH,

B arpesib JajieKui I0HOCTh Mo3Basia!

HO €CJIM B ITIaMATH HE XOYCIIb Thl OCTAaTbCA,

JKWUBH OJHWH IEYaJIbHBIM OPAXJIBIM CTAPLIEM. . .



Conert Ne4

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 yMUYMTCsl UCKOPKOI KOCTpa,
U B JKU3HU JJOJITOM, BBIOWpasi MyTh,
NIOMIMHM, ITPAPOJIA IIPOTUB TEX pacTpar,
YTO yXO[5, HE CMOXEM €l BEpHYTb



Ha CKJIOHE JIET TIOHSITh HaM CYXJICHO
NIPEeKPaCHBIN CKpsira, HUIIUI cymMacOpor,
KTO OT/AET, TOMY JIMIIIb BCE JaHO,

a He TOMY, KTO IyCTUT B 00OPOT

TO HEJIOPOJI, TO HOBAsl HAMACTb,
y’Ke KOHell MasiuuT BCeU JOPOTH,

HO y ce0sl He CMOXeIllb Thl YKPacCTh,
KOrJia cyIbOa HaC BCTPETUT Ha TIOPOre

JyIIY TIOPAHOK, COUTBI B JIET,
TBOS Kpaca B 3¢MJIE CTHUET. ..



Conert Ne5

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.

POXJEHHBIM CBETOM YTPEHHEH 3apH,
TO3HAJT 3aKaT U YBsAIaHbsI Opems,
ceriyac TBOM JIMK, YTO KPacoOTOM TOpUT,
YBOIUT B TbMY 0€3:KaJIOCTHOE BpeMsI



KaK COBJIaJiaTh C YacamH, IJic HaIll CPOK ?
3UMOIO BbIOXKHOM CTAaHOBUJIOCH JIETO,
OCTBLJIa KPOBb, 3aCThLI B IEPEBBSIX COK,
TI0JISI CHETaMHM 3aMeTaJIo IIIe TO

KaK COXpaHWTh HE3pUMOE HaM HeuTo,
I[BETOK B pyKe, MYy JIM Ha CTEeKJIe,
YTOO YHECTH ¢ CO00I0 B OECKOHEYHOCTb,
TO, YTO COrpeeT B HEU3BECTHOM MIJIe

IMyCTb TOAO JIbAOM 3aMEP3 IIBETOK YK,
CBCT HAIMUX CJIOB OCTAHCTCA B OYyIIC. ..



Conert Ne6

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.

9100 37101 3MMe PYKOIO He T0OpaThCs

JI0 KpacoThl, BIIMBAK CKOPEN CBOM COK

B COCY/I XPYCTJIbHBII, CMOXEIIb Thl OCTaThCS
Y IIPOJIOJIKAThCS, XOTh TBOU BBIJET CPOK



KaK TOPCTh 3epHA POXKIAET CTO KOJIOCHEB,
MOHETKY JaJl, IECSATOK B3sUI Ha3ajl,
cyapOa 3a BCE ¢ TeOsl B UTOTe CITPOCHT,
cynp0a BO3JACT 3a JeTCKUe Tia3a!

JIECSAITKOM JKM3HEU Thl OITSATh HAYHEIIbCS,
Y, B KQKJ0M HOBOW MPOJOJIKAS )KUTD,
JIETbMU CBOMMU, BHYKaMU BEPHEIIbCS,
YT00 HE MpepBaach CKa304Has HUTh

He Oyapb yrpsm, Kpace OyJb BEpHbIM,
VHaye TJIeH, 3eMJI U YEPBHU. ..



Conet 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 JIy4y, 3a0pe3kuBinemMy pooko Ha Bocrtoke,
JIIOJICKHE B30PhI BCE YCTPEMJICHBI:

Ero BenmuecTBo sIBUJIOCH Ha mopore,

Y B HOBBIi1 JICHb MbI M TTOCBSIIIICHHbI!



B 3eHUTEe HeOa, KaKk KOpOJib Ha TPOHE,
miagoe ConHie MpUBJeKaeT Hac,

OT 30J10Ta OJIMCTATEeTLHOIM KOPOHBI
HE OTBECTH BOCTOP;KEHHBIX HaM IJ1a3

HO JIEHb KOHYAJICS, COJIHIE OIyCKaJoCh
B I'POXOYYIIIEH YCTaJION KOJECHHULIE,

1 3a0bIBAJIM JTIOU, KAK MEUTAJIOCh,

KaK BOCTOPraJiv TIepBble 3aPHMUIIBI!

3dKaTHBIM COJIHIEM CTAaTbhb B KOHIIE HYTI/I?
HE JIy4llI€ JIb CbIHA O6peCTI/I. ..



Conet Ne8

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’.

TBOU COTKAH CIIyX U3 MY3bIKH II€YaIbHOMU,
Ja BOT Oefia, e€ He CIIBIIIUIID Thl,

OTrOHb K TEILTY, M K CBETY U3HAYAJIBHO
CTPEMMTCS CBET, K JIMCTBE CIIEIIAT L{BETHI



B TapMOHMHU B3aMMHOCTHU HE TPYJHO
HAM Pa3MIIsJIeTh CIUIETEHbE JIyIT U PYK,
HO BPSIJI JIA CepIIie TPOHYT STH CTPYHBHI,
KOJIb M3AI0T Oe30paums JIUIb 3BYK

KOI/1a OPKECTP MY3BIKOU ITPOJIBETCH,
B30BbETCS BETEP MY3bIKOM JIETS,
POMUTEIISIM TIOIOITUM YJIBIOHETCS

Ha CBET ABUBIINUCH, MUJIOE OUTS!!!

MHOTI'OTOJIOChE HATOJHSET MUP,
OJIVH ThI ITYCT, MPO3paveH, Kak 3pup. ..



Conet Ne9

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 OOSJICS TOPBKUX CJIE3 BIIOBHI,

YTO KU3Hb TPOKUTH PEIIWIICS OIUHOKUM,
HO CMepTh TBOIO OILJIau€T BOU TOJIIIBI,
TAaKOB yJieJ1 O€37IeTHBIX BCEX B UTOTE



Korzja  ObUIa BCIO )KM3HB C TOOOH JKeHa,
TIO JIETCKOMY JIUITY BeK TIOMHHTH OyJIeT,
a MamsTh OIMHOYECTBa OeHa

WCUE3HET B MUT, U1 MHp TeOs1 3a0yaer

60raTcTBO MOTEPSLI, IPYTUM HaXofKa,

B MOTMJIY 3JIaTO Thbl HE YHECEILIb,

a KpacoTo XpyCTaJIbHOW MUP Halll COTKaH
e€ Tepsellb, OOJIbIIE He BEPHENTH

KaK MOJKHO IIeJIbIid MU JTIOOUTh,
HO PO JIIOJICKOU B ceOe ryOUTb. . .



Conert 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.

JIIOOWJT JIX TBI KOTO, MHE HEM3BECTHO,
HO Hepa3yMHO 0e3 JIIOBH MTPOXHUTh,
HE HaXoJisl B JyIlle ’KECTOKOM MecTa
IUTsI BceX TeOs1 CYMEBIIHX TOI0OUTh



r1asza yx 3ACTUT 371002, He YBUJIETh,

KaK pa3pymiaemb COOCTBEHHBI CBOM JIOM,

¥ ThI ce0sl CTapaJicsi HEHABUJIETh,

JI060Bb CMEHUB XOJIOJHBIM CTPAIIIHBIM CHOM

TaK cjieJiayl mar, u s K Tebe HaBCTpedy,
MIPOTOHUM 3JI0CTh U TTYCTUM B JIOM JTIOOOBb,
a 1o0poTa cepra Moporo JeUMT,

Y BEPIO 51, Thl CMOXEIIIb, ThI APYTOM

MYCTh KTO B JIOOBU POKJICH HA CBETE
caM KpacoTy IOBTOPUT B JETAX. ..



Comner 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 Mbl HaJl BpEMEHEM, €J1Ba

Yac yBSIIaHUsI, HO paciiBeTaeT BHOBb
TBOMX IOOEroB CHJIbHAS JIMCTBA

B UbMX BEHAX JILETCS CBEXKEN JKU3HU KPOBb



¥ B 3TOM MYJPOCTh: BBIOPATh UTO IOPOKE,

POIT He TIPOJIOJIKHIIL — 3HATH OE3yMbE, CMEPTh,
JIET IIeCThIECAT CyAbOa JIacT, Hy U 4TO ke ?
KOJIb BCE, KaK Thl — O€3KU3HEHHAs TBEPb!

MYCTb CTUHET 3JI0, KAK CHET BECHOIO C KPBIIIIH,
OT TOIUTBIX CHJI JIOJIKHBI MBI IIPOYb OEkKaTh,
HO KpacoTy, JapOBaHHYIO CBbIIIIE

HAM B 9TOM MUpPE HA/I0 YMHOXATh

HCKYCHa#d 1evarb, Thl MUP MPOCTIaBUIIb,
KOJIb MHOT'O OTTMCKOB Ha HEM OCTaBMIIIb !



Comner 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.

KOT/Ia Yachl TaK I'yJIKO U TaK 5KaJIKO
NpUOIU3AT Yac MPOIIaHUs HOYHOMH,
KOI'/Ja YBSIHET Ha OKHe (buaJjka,

a Ky/IpH 3alOPOIINUT CEIMHON



KOT/Ia B IEPEBbSIX HE HAJEM MBI TEHHU,
3MMOM OIUIAKAB MABUIYIO JIUCTBY,
KOI/Ia B CHOITBI O€3KaI0CTHOE BpeMs
YBSIKET JIeTa NbIIIHYIO TPaBY

0 KpacoTe TBOEW MOU BCE MBICIIH,

a KpacoTa UCYe3HET C HOBBIM BEKOM,
KaK Mcue3aeT BCE U3 HallleH KU3HU,
Japysi IyTh JIMIIIb MOJIOABIM MoOeram

HAC BpeMsl CKOCHT, BCE 0e3 TOJIKY,
KOJIb HE OCTABUM MBI [IOTOMKOB. ..



Comner Nel13

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 MpUHAJIeKATh
KOrJa yMpEIllb, Iylia TBOsI Oe310MHa,
TOMY CIIOKOMHEN CMEepPTHBIN Yac BCTPEYarh,
KTO B 9TOT MUP HEecET ceOe MogoOHBIX



JTAETCS1 HE HABEYHO HaM Kpaca,

y 30JI0Ta CO BPEMEHEM HET JIOCKA,
HO COXPaHSIT HaBEYHO Hedeca,

KOrI'JIa MbI 003aBOAMMCS TIOTOMCTBOM

MYCTh 3JIble BBIOTH, Oy/IET JOM CTOSITh,
Be/lb OH MTOCTPOEH PAJOCTH TEILJIOM,
Y CMEPTH XOJIONY €r0 YK HU CIIOMATh,
HMU TIOCEJIUThCS B JIOME CBETJIIOM TOM

BCC MOBTOPUTCA, HET KOHIIA,
OTHOM CTaHb TOT, KTO 3HAJI OTLA. ..



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 IMyTh HEOECHBIX BCEX CBETHUII,
raJjalolmM 1o 3BE3/1aM 51 He BEPIO,
OTKYZa BETEP CUACThSI PUJIETUT,

Y YTO HaM KJaTh, BECEJIbE WIIb MTOTEPIO?



HU JI0K[Ib HU TPaJ] HE CMOT s MpejicKa3aTh,
IyCTh 32 HEJIENIO, JEHb UM MIHOBEHbE,
MHE HE JIAHO 1apsiM PaCTOJIKOBATh

Tak OyJIOpaXMBIIKE YN UX 3HAMEHbSI

HO sipue 3BE3[l CUSIHbE TBOMX IJ1a3,

s1 BUKY B HUX U TIOBTOPSIIO TPOMKO:
YT00 KPacoToi POKAATHCS KaKAbIU pas,
SIBM HA CBET U Thl CBOUX IMOTOMKOB!

a 10 Ipyromy KOJb MOCTYIUIIIb Thl,
HE CTaHET UCTUH, CBETA, KPACOTHI. ..



Comner Nel5

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.

OJIMH JIVIIIL MHT OT BCXOJIOB €CTh JIO TJIEHA,
3aBsTHET BCE, ueMy UATH Obl Obl B POCT,
TJIaHeTa CIieHa, 3puTeNb BO BeeneHHoM
BHUMAET €M, IOCTUTHYB TallHbl 3BE3]]



a HeOecaM, Kak BOIUTCA, BUIHEN,

KWJI YEJIOBEK, KaK KYCT 3€JIEHBIA THEM,
HO KYCT CTHHET U CKPOETCS B 3eMJIE,
MEPTB YEJIOBEK — HET MaMsTH O HEM !

MMpUXoauM B MUP JIMIIb HAa OOJHO MI'HOBCHLE,
MbI ICHUM KMW3Hb, KOI'ld YXOOUT ITpOYb,

W Harpaxxaact BpcMs UJib 3a6BeHbeM,

WJIb CBETJIBIN ACHDb Halll IIPEBpaIiacT B HOYb

MYCTh C IIEJILIM MUPOM MBI Y BPEMEHHU B TUICHY,
YTO OTOEpET OHO, Ha3ajl TeOe BEPHY. ..



Coner Nel6

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.

9100 CTpANTHBINA OO CO BpEMEHEM-TUPAHOM
HE MPOUTPaTh, U BEUHO KUTh B BeKax
co3paii mogpodue, Tede MmycTh OyJIeT paBHbBIM,
B HEM OCTaBaiics, HE B MYCThIX CTHXAX



ceryac, Korja Ha rpeOHe Thl yCIiexa,
OpeneIib 1o YyTHBIM JEBCTBEHHBIM CajiaMm,
TO KaXbIN CaJl CIOCOOEH aTh NOOErn

B YK€ XKHBBIX, a HE C XOJICTa, IJIOax

YepThl HACJIEIHUKA — BOT XW3HU OOHOBJIEHBE,
Be/Ib KMCTh XYIOKHHKA, IIKOJISIPCKOE MePO
HE CMOTYT /IaTh TAaKOTO MPEICTaBJICHbS,

0 Kpacote, el BEUHO XHTb JaHO!

HET OOJIbIIIE MacCTCpCTBa, YeM KCPTBOBATH CC6H,
Thl COXpaHHUIIbCA, U 3AIIOMHUT MUP TEO. ..



Comner Nel7

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 BOCIOIO B CTUXaX TBOW YM M JOOJIECTb,
yuTaresnb OyIylvii BOCKJIMKHET: «BCE HE Tak !»
XOT$1 KpacoT HE BbIJyMaHHbIX [TOBECTh

OT MHpPa CKPOET JIUIIIb MOTHJIbHAS TTTA



KaK OIKCaTh, BO JUKK YTOO HE BUHUIIH,

1 OBUIO YECTHO, TOUHO, Oe3 MpUKpac,
3eMHBIMU KPAaCKaMH, Wb aHreJ1 Ha KapTUHE,
TBOW CBETJIBIA JIMK U OJIECK MPEKPACHBIX IJ1a3

HO BCE PaBHO COUTYT 32 HEOBLIHIIB,
32 XBaCTOBCTBO OOJITJIUBBIX CTAPUKOB
BCE ITH IMOXKEJITEBIINE CTPAHMIIBI,

Y 3TOT MBIIIHBIA CJIOT OBIIBIX BEKOB

OJHWH JINIIb CI0CO0 €CTh MpOJIMTBCA Ha BCKA,

OCTaHbCA B CBIHE, KaK JKUBEIIb B MOMX CTHUXaX...



Comner Nel18

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.

MMWJICH, YeM JICTHUI JeHb, U CBETEI
TBOH JIMK, HEJAOJTHUM HaIlIM JIETOM
1IBETHI JIOMaeT MaliCKUil BeTep,

Y HACTYIIAeT ThMa 32 CBETOM



KaK HeOObIYHO BCE B TIPUPOJIE,
HeOeCHBIH Kap CMEHSIOT TYYH,
Be/lb TIOCTOSTHCTBA HET B MOTOJIe,
€€ U3MEHYMBOCTh HAC MYYUT

TBOM X IOfIa HE KaHYT B JIETY,
CMEPTh HE CIUIETET TYTYIO HUTD,
u OyZieT BeYHbIM TBOE JIETO,

B CTHXaXx IM03Ta Oy/eIib KUTh!

MOKYyJa BUIWM MbI U CJIbIIITHUM

B MOUX CTMXaX KMBENIb U JbIIIUIIb. ..



coHet Nel9

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.

Tynu, Oe3kxasocTHoe Bpems, Kortu JyibBa,
POXIEHHOE 3eMJIEH, OTIal 3eMiie, TyCTh KPET,
KJIBIKY M3 MIAaCTH TUTPa MOKEIllb PBaTh,

kru ntuily PeHnKca, He BEYeH el moner!



BCceEMY, 0 Bpemsi, TBOI1 HEONTUIA CPOK,
YBSIHYT MYCTh IPEKPACHBIE 1IBETHI,

KYCT pO3 TOCIeAHHI COPOCHUT JIETIECTOK,
HO OJHOTr0, MOJIIO, HE JeJIaud, ThI!

MYCTh HE KOCHETCS MUJIOTO JIMIA

TBOMX YacoOB Oe3XaJIoCTHasA TEHbD,

¥ KPacoTy OCTaBb ISl 00pasiia

TE€M, KTO BOUAET 3a HAMU B HOBBIU JEHD

HO €CJIM BpEMCHHU HE BJIACTHO COXPAHUTD,
B MOHMX CTHXaX OH IOHBII 6yJICT KUTb. ..



Comnet Ne20

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

NPUPOAA KEHIIMHOIO B POCKOIH YOpaHCTBA
TBOU JIMK pucyeT, ['ocnionun (niab ['ocnioxa?)
AYILLIOIO HEeEH, HO JIMILIEH HEMOCTOSIHCTBA,
YTO B JKEHIIMHAX I HAC yAap HOXa



oOMaHa HeT B I71a3aX, B HUX CBET U CUACThe
MoOO¥ MpeIMET BMUT B 3J1aTO MIPEBPATAT,
K TeOe Bce JaMbl BOCIIBLIAIOT CTPACThIO,
MYKUMHbI BCE B APY3bs1 K TEOE XOTAT

3a/lyMaH KEHIIMHOM, HO TUIaH NEPBOHAYAIbHBIN
cyap0a Jib, IPUPOJIa TIOMEHSIA JIJIs1 TeOst

Jlana OTJMYMe, 4To Oylly MHE MeYayuT,

TBOIO JIIOOOBb OTHSUIA Y MEHSI

M0O0Bb MOS1 K TeOe MyCTh OYy/IET TEHbIO,
a THI /151 JKEHIIMH CTaHelllb HACIAKICHBEM. . .



Comnert Ne21

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 £, ITyCTOCIOBUM HE AapIo,

K YeMy CTUXaM HEMCKPEHHOCTH OJiecK ?
JII000BB CBOIO 51 C HEOOM He CpaBHIO,

C BEpIIMHOMW rOp Y CUHBIO IMBHBIX O€3/1H



HE MHOT'O Haflo, 4To0 ¢ JIyHOIi CpaBHUTH
u ComnHileM MUJTYIO CBOIO Ha3BaTh,
IIBETOK BECEHHUH, KeM4yTa JId HUTb,

CO BCEMU UyJeCaMU ypaBHSATh?

moOuMasi! CTUX ¢ MpaBaON OOpYyUEH,
Ja, 3Ta MpaBja JaBUT MHE Ha IUIeUH,
ThI JTy4llle BCEX, KTO MaTepblo POXK/IEH,
MyCTh HE CBEpKaelllb, KaK 3/1aThle CBEUN

A IIOHAJT I/ICTI/IHy! a BaM JdaHO TTOHATH !
XBaJIK JIMIb TO, YTO XO4YCHIb ThI IIPOAATh. ..



Comnet Ne22

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, 4YTO s CTap,
s1 MoJIof] Oy/Ty, €CJIv I0H JTIOOUMBIA,
KOIJIa 3aMe4y BPEMEHH OCKaJl

B JIMIIE €T0, TOT/Ia COMY B MOTHITY



Kpaca TBOsI JIsl Cep/ilia MOEro
NpeKpacHas 3araJjovHas ecHs,

He ObITh MHE CcTaplie Apyra CBOEro,
cepIia BeJjb Hallli OCTAIOTCSI BMECTe

Oepeub cebs MpoIIry, TIOOOBb MOSI
TeOs1 e pajiu, OCTOPOKEH Oyy,
CBOel 3a00TOM cepjlle OXpaHsTh,
€ro JIOBepHJI MHE HOCHUTb TIOBCIOTY

Oena K IByM cpa3y HaM MpUAET,
OIUH YOUT — BTOPOH YMPET. ..



Comnert Ne23

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/ITO CITyTaJl poJib IJIOXOH aKTEp,

CO CTpPaxoM JIPOKH B TIOJTHBIN 3aJ1 TSN,
MHE CJIOBHO NaMsITh B THEBE OYWHOM CTED
Oe3yMHBII1 3Bepb, Ha yKaC BCEM KpUYaIIAiA



U s HE CMOT JIBYX CJIOB YXKe CBSI3aTh
B MIPU3HAHNU Tebe CBOEM JTIOOOBHOM,

He TO, YTO Hevero MHe ObLIO paccKasaTh,
BCE KaXeTcs HeHYKHbIM U TIPUTBOPHBIM

JIPyroe J1eJ10- KHUTe BBEPUTh MbICIIb,
CTUXU B MMUCbME KPACHOPEUYMBEN PEUH,
OHU MOPOW YHOCHT JIyIIN BBBICh,

HE MX JIM KIYT, Korja nevyajieH Beuep?

CyMeil TPoYecTb, HO BCIYX HE Ha30BH,

€CTh TallHa HEKHOT'O MOJIYAaHMS B JIIOOBHU. ..



Comnet Ne24

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 ceparie 51 6e3 KUCTU 1 XOJICTa
IJ1a3aMU HalMIIy TBOIO KapTHHY,

9yT00 B paMKe Tejla 0opa3y OnucTaTh

Y TTOKOPSITh UCKYCCTBOM TEPCIEKTUBbI



KaK HaM TOHSTh BECh 3aMbICEJT TBOPIIA,
KaK OLIEHUTb ITPEKPACHOE Ha cBeTe?

TBOM IJ1a3a 51 3a0epy ¢ Juna

IyCTb BMECTO OKOH B MacTepCKOil MHe CBETST!

TBOU TJia3a BEPHHI IN1a3aM MOUM,

OHHU MOA yCiIaZld, OTKPOBCHLE,

O CKOJIBKO CTPAaCTH, CKOJIbKO HOBBLIX CHUJI,
IJIAA TBOPYECTBA HArpaaa, B1IOXHOBCHLE

BOJIIIIEOHO TJ1a3 MOUX HUCKYCCTRO,
onHa Oena, He BUAT YyBCTBA. ..



Comnert Ne25

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.

ITyCTh MOYECTU U TUTYJIbI CYJISAT

TEM, KTO POKIEH B CO3BE3/IMU CYACTIIMBOM,

3aKPBIT MHE MYTh B TOP)KECTBEHHBIX UX PA/L,
s paJIOCTh XKLy, T/Ie KAaTh Bl HE MOTJIN ObI



JIIOOMMITBI KOpoJiel HabpaTh YCIeloT Jib 1IBeT?
TSHYJICSI K COJTHITY MaJICHbKUM TBETOK,

HO MHJIOCTh BJIACTEJIMH CMEHIJT HA THEB,

¥ BOT NOTMO OT XO0JIO/Ia POCTOK

BOT BOMH TIOCJI€ THICSTYM TIOOE]]

OJIHY JIMIIIb OUTBY TOJIHKO ITPOUIPAET,
B ICTOPUM €My YK MecTa HeT,

B OE3BECTHOCTH Cy/IbOa ero cropaer

a 51 BJIaJeI0 TUTYJIOM OIHUM
JIIOOJTIO 51 TY, KOTOPOH 51 JIIOOHM. ..



coHet Ne26

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.

BJIACTUTEJTh YYBCTB, MPEMET MOEH JIIOOBH,
B 3HAaK yBa)X€HUsl PUMU MOE MOCIIaHbe,
clIyra ¢ TIouTeHueM T1eds Oarogapur,

MHE HaCMeXaThCsl CUJI HET U JKeJIaHbsl



KOCHOSI3BIYME CJIOBA BCE OOHAXKUT,

HO MBICJIBIO TOOPOIO HEJIOBKOCTh CKPOIO,
Y peuyb MOS1 OT CTpaxa He JPOXKHT,

BEJIb HE OCTaBULIb ThI €€ HArOMK0!

TBOM B3IJISAJI, KaK ITyTE€BOIHAS 3BE374,
HAIPABUT IyTh MOM, B SIPKUE OHEK b,
MeHs OfieHelllb, YTOObI HaBCceraa

OBbITh B MUJIOCTH, TAKOW K€ KaK U MpeK/ie

Y JIUIIIb TOT/IA CKaXYy: TeOs 000,
a J10 TopbI JIIOOOBb 1 YTaIO. ..



Comnert Ne27

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.

3aKOHYMB ITyTh, UIIy YK€ MOCTEJIb,
3a0BITHCSI CHOM B HOUHOW THIIIU, YCTaJIbIM,
KpaJ€ETcs IpEMa K BEeKaM, CJIOBHO TEHb,
Jia BOT, B IOPOT'y HOBYIO IIPUCTAJIO



BCE MBICITU O TeOe, MyCTh TH JaJIEK,
HECJIMCh KOHSMU, 3arHaHHBIMU B MEBIJIE,
MOM COH — KEJIAaHbE, JKET, KaK yroJEK,
Y TIPO3PEBAIA HOUBIO BCE CJIeTble!

ThI 03apsIEIllb HOYb -CTAPYXY CBETOM,

ThI OJIU3UIIIL COJIHIIA IOHOTO TIPUXOI,

SIBUCb B MOW COH, KaK BXOAUT B 3UMY JIETO,
KaK MOPSIKY 3eMJisl U3 Oe3/IHbI BOJH

BOT TdK KUBY: HC CHATb MHC HOYbIO
YCTAJIOCTDb OHA, AyHia HC XOYCT. ..



Conert Ne28

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 CUYaCThs TIPOIIUIOrO TeTeph YK HE BEPHYTh,
OT TATOT JHS CMAaCTH U HOYb HE CMOXET,

O0JIUT JyIia, v Teay He YCHYTb,

MIPOXOIUT ThMa, HO CBET OE/I0I0 IJIOKET



JIeHb C HOYbIO, BBl Bparu eIe Buepa,
JIOTOBOPUJIMCH OWTh MEHsI KaK MTUILY BIIET, U
«4TO Xk Jpyra HeT ¢ To00I0 /10 yTpa?» —
CIIPOCHUJIa HOYb, & JIGHb €l BTOPUJI THETOM

s IbCTUTD TBITAJICS JHIO, C TOOOU PaBHSLII,
JIYYUCTHIN CBET, XOTh TY4YH C IPAJOM, CHETOM
B HOYM CpeJib 3BE3[ 51 KaX/IbIi pa3 UCKasl
1J1a3a TBOU, OJIECTAIIUE IO HEOOM

HO JIeHb NIPUJET, Oe/ly CBOIO BCTpEYalo,
a HOYb MMPUHOCHUT HOBBIE TIEYAJIH. . .



coHet Ne29

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.

KOTJIa BECh MUP MEHS yKe OTBepr,
OpOKy Mpe3peHHBIN BCEMH, OMUHOKHIA,
MOJTIO CYZIbOY, YTOO MOTYyYUTh OTBET
Ha COTHM Oefl, HO CYacCThe TaK JaJIEKO



KOIJa 3aBUYI0 MEUTOK HA/ICJIEHHBIM,
B UCKYCCTBax KTO BCErO JOCTHT,

U Y KOTO Jpy3€eil, B HEro BIIOOJIEHHBIX,
HE CUYECTh, 4 Y MEHSI COBCEM HET UX

OT 3TUX MBICJIEN s KOTa OTYaloCh,
BJIPYT' BCIIOMHIO: Y MEHSI €CTh Thl,
MCYE3HET IPYCTh, U TAIOT BCE Mevau,
a B 3UMHUU JIEHb PACIYCTATCS 1IBETHI!

TBOSI JIIOOOBb BEAb J1d MCHA BaykKHEHN
OOraTCTB M BJIACTH COTEH I(OpOJIGfI. ..



coHet Ne3(

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.

Koraa ceOsl 3a MPOoIIoe CYKY ,

Y OTJIAI0Ch MIEYaTIbHO CBOMM MBICIISIM,
TOTOB XaJIeTh, YTO JIUIIb CYAOY TaKyIo,
sI 3aCJTyKHJI, TOJIa PaCTPATHB KU3HU



OIUTAYY BCeX, XOTh TUIAKaTh HE TIPUBBIK,
Jpy3erd MOMX, Y€l MMyTh 3€MHOM OKOHYEH,
JII0OOBHBIX MYK U3 MPOIILJIOrO CBOM KPHK,
BOCIIOMHUHAHHSI JAaBHO TIPOIIEAIIEH HOUr

HE CUeCTh MeJajen, Oe1aM HeT Yucia,
Y KaXeTcsl, CTPaJaHblo HeT Mpejiena,
JIMIITb CYET OIUIaueH, HOBBIM MpUHeCa
cyap0a Most, JIoMast TO U JIeJI0

HO 0 TeOe, MOl APYT, 51 TOJILKO BCIIOMHIO

N HOBBIM CMBICJIOM KM3Hb CBOIO HAIIOJIHIO. ..



coHet Ne31

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 TBOEU Tpyar 3a0bIOTCS BCe Cepala
Jpy3eil MOuX, KOTOPBIX HE Haly,

Yyell MyTh 3eMHOM YK MPOMJIEH 10 KOHIIA,
COE/IMHUT WX CepIIe, YTO JII0OII0



KakK 5l CTpaial U CKOJIbKO CJIE3 mposldn
HaJl UICYE3AI0IIMMHU B CMEPTU YEPHOU MIJIE,
HO HE HAalTH MHE UX CPey MOTHI,

OHU OCTaJIMCh U KUBYT B Tebe!

Jpy3bsl YIIUTH, THI JIy4Iliee coOpa,

UX CBET U CTaTh, PEKPACHBIC YEPTHI
XPaHUIIb KaK KHUTY, YTOOBI TPOUYMTAT
OJIVH JIMIIIb S 3aBETHbIE JIUCTHI

uX 00pa3bl KPYKUJIH TTPEI0 MHOM,
HE 3Halo0 Yei s1, 00pa3oB WJIb TBOM. . .



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 51 YMPY, @ )KUTh OCTAJICS THI,
MO TIpax cyap0a YHOCUT B TJTyOb BEKOB,
CITyYaiiHBIA B3I BAPYT OPOCHIIIb HA JICTHI
TaKUX MPOCTHIX, OECXUTPOCTHBIX CTHXOB



CpPaBHHUIIIb MOH TPYJl CO CTPOKAMHU JPYTHX,
KOTOPBIE U3SIIHEN, HO MOJIIO

s1 00 OJIHOM, MO JIpYT, UX COXPaHH,

HE 3a CTUXH, 32 TO YTO $ JII0OIo!

MIPOYTH UX BHOBb, M MBIC/IU YJIBIOHUCH,

(51 Tak X0Uy, YTOO J{yMaJs Thl 00 STOM)
Ipe/ICTaBb: MOSI He 000pBaJiaCh KU3Hb,
OBbITh MOJKET, JIYUIIIMM CTaJl CPe/In MO3TOB?

HO BOT 1 MEPTB, U 3TO BCE KE I'PYCTHO,
Thl FEHUEB 1IEHHU, MEHSI K JIIOOU 32 YyBCTBO. ..



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 alchemys;

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.

BOJIIIEOHBIM YTPOM COJTHIIE B HeOecax
3J1aTHIM JIyYOM TMOKPOET MUKHU Top,
JIyTOB TIPOJILETCSA KENTasA Kpaca,
QIXUMUKaM IPUMEpP BCEM U YKOP



HO HAJICTEBIIMM Ty4YaM YHCTOTY
yKpacTb y HeOa pa3peluT Mpuposaa,
O0KECTBEHHYIO 9Ty KPacoTy

HECET CBETWJIO K BPEMEHH 3axo/a

TBI MOE COJIHIIE! B )KM3HU €CTh JIMIIb Yac,
B KOTOPBIM MHE JITaHa TBOSI yJIbIOKA,

MIOTOM Cy/Ib0a, KaK Tyua, CIpsTYeT Hac

OT CYaCThsl pOOKOTO U OT HAJIEXKIbl 3bIOKOM

B JIIOOBU 36MHOM BCE CJI0KHO, HETIOHSTHO,
Ha CoJjiHIle, KaK U B JKM3HU HaIllel, NATHA. ..



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.

TOOOI 00eIaH 1eHb TPEKPACHBIH,
KOT/Ia JK OTHPaBUJICS B JOpory 6e3 Iala,
MeHs1 HarHasia Oypsi, 1 HeHACTHBIM
JOXIeM ObLTT BHICEUEH $1, Ha CyAbpOy poria



0e3 TOJIKY, Y4TO TIOTOM MPOOUJICS JIyUHK,
IyCTh MOKPOE JIMLIO OH OCYIINI,
JIEKapCTBO €CThb, U OyAeT Tely JIydIle,
Ja He YTUXHET, 3Hal0, O0JIb AyIIH

CJIOBA PacKastHbsl M CTBIJI TBOM HE ITOMOT'YT,
(MOWMET JIUIITH TOT, KTO CaM He pa3 ObLT OUT)
nieyasib OOMYMKA He 0OJIEryuT JOPOrYy,
TOMY, KTO KPEeCT HECET ObLIIbIX 00U

THI TUIAYEIIIb, CJIE3 KEeMUYKUHbI POHSIEITH?
no00Bb Mosi!!! Tpexu Bce UCKyMaelb. ..



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 is in my love and hate

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

MyCTh HE TIEYaINT Tpex yxe Teds,

y PO3 LIMIbL, B OYTOHE CIaAKOM Y€pBb,
Ha JIHE [PO3PavyHOro U YHCTOTIO PyUbsl
TMIECOK U I'PAA3b, A COJIHLE CKPOET TEHD



Y J1aXe s, CO3/1aTelIb 3TUX CTPOK,
rpeiy B CpaBHEHUSIX MPUTSHYTHIX CBOUX,
9TOO 3JI0 TBOE B CTUXOTBOPEHbE CMOT,
MIPU3HATH 37I0M MEHBIIIMM, YeM TPEXU JAPYTUX

TBOUM TIPOCTYITIKaM OOJIbITIe HE CY/IbS,
CKOpeli 3allIUTHUK TEMHON CTOPOHBI,
JI000Bb M HEHABUCTb-BCE 3TO Oy1y 4,
U caM ¢ cOOOI0 B COCTOSTHUM BOMHBI

KOJIb He ObUIO O Tak rpycTHO, TO yMOpa:
MOCOOHUK 51 Y COOCTBEHHOTO BOpA. . .



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 OOJBHO MHE, HO HY)KHO Pa3IeinTh
TBOIO CyAbOY C MOEM, XOTb Mbl OfIHO,
IATHO T1030Pa, Ipyr MOM, MHE HOCUTb
NpUIETCS B 9TOM )KU3HU BCE PABHO



JIBE HAIIIM )KU3HU Ha OJIHY JIOOOBb,
J1a TOJIBKO 3JI0 Y KaXJI0ro CBOE,
Yachel OecIieHHbIe OHO Y Hac C TOOOM
KPaJ€ET U3 CYACTbsI HEKHOTO BIBOEM

MIPOCTH, YTO B3IJISI/ TIPU BCTPEUe OTBELY,
4100 HE HaBJIeUb HEYASsTHHBIN 11030,
noriMy TeOs1, 3aueM UcKatb oery?

Thl HE BCTYIAl CO MHOIO B pa3roBop!

TeOs1 000! BIBOEM YK HaM He ObITh,
XOTh UMSI I0OpOe TBOE MHE COXPaHMTh. . .



coHet Ne37

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 is best, that best I wish in thee:
This wish I have; then ten times happy me!

KaK yTellaeT B CTapOCTU OTLA

MPEKPACHBIN ChIH, YTO TIOJIOH I0HOM CHJIbI,

TaK s, IPOLIEALINIA IyTh CBOM /10 KOHLIA,
TOPXYCh TOOOM, MO BEpHBIU JPYT, MOW MUJIBIA



TBOM OOTraTCTBa — KpacoTa U yM,
TIO-KOPOJIEBCKH B3IJISII TBOM O1aropofes,
TIPUMHU JIIOOOBb, M30aBb OT TOPbKUX JYM,
s CTaHy CYACTIIMB, MOJIOJ U CBOOOJIEH!

NIPUBBIYHO JKUTh B TEHU TBOEH JIIOOBH,

KOTJIa Thl PAJOCTEH, TO MHE JOBOJBHO CUACThS,
Y pa3y4uTh HABEKH JIBE CYbObI

HaBEPHOE, HUKTO YK€ HE BJIACTeH

JOCTOMH CaMBbIX JIYUIIIMX Thl HArpaji,
yeMy JecATUKpaATHO Oyay pa...



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.

Jpyrre TeMbl He HY)XHBI B CTUXaX MHE,
VCTOYHUK BJIOXHOBEHBS TOJIBKO THI,
*kaJib 00pa3 Ha Oymare yx He TaxHeT,
KaK Ha KaMHSIX He BBIPACTYT IIBETHI



Y €CJIM BAPYT HANJENIb MOU CTUX JIOCTOMHBIM,
TO JIOJIKEH JIMIIb ceOs1 O1aroqapurh,

TBOW CBET BOCIETh, ITOBEPb, TPY/la HE CTOUT,
JI0001 ObI CMOT TBOYM T€HHI OJJApUTh

€CTb JIEBATh MY3, HO Thl IECAATON CTaHEIlIb,
Tori My30i1, 4TO pa3 B IECATh MHE Ba)XHEH,
B CTMXaX BOCIIET, Thl BEYHOCTHU ITPEJCTAHEIIIb
C TOJIaMU TOJIBKO sSIpUe U HEeXKHEN

MOW CTUX CKBO3b TOJIILY JIET PEKOM TEYET,
MHE aBTOPCTBO, TeOe K& BECh MOYET. ..



coHet Ne39

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing,



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npenocraBieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha JIutPec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
Te)KHOro TepMmuHaia, B cajoHe MTC wmm Cesa3HoOHM, uepe3
PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
HBIMU KapTaMu WK APYTUM YI0OHBIM Bam crioco6om.



https://www.litres.ru/pages/biblio_book/?art=57393579
https://www.litres.ru/pages/biblio_book/?art=57393579

	Сонет №1
	Сонет №2
	Сонет №3
	Сонет №4
	Сонет №5
	Сонет №6
	Сонет №7
	Сонет №8
	Сонет №9
	Сонет №10
	Сонет №11
	Сонет №12
	Сонет №13
	Сонет №14
	Сонет №15
	Сонет №16
	Сонет №17
	Сонет №18
	сонет №19
	Сонет №20
	Сонет №21
	Сонет №22
	Сонет №23
	Сонет №24
	Сонет №25
	сонет №26
	Сонет №27
	Сонет №28
	сонет №29
	сонет №30
	сонет №31
	сонет №32
	сонет №33
	сонет №34
	сонет №35
	сонет №36
	сонет №37
	сонет №38
	сонет №39
	Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.

