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COHEThbI

1

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.
1

IToTOMCTBO %/1EM OT IIepiIa KpacoThl,

Tak po3a KpacoThl HE yMUPAET;

Korga yBsHYT 3pesble LIBEThI —

HacnenHuku ux naMsTh COXpaHsIoT.

Ho T 0OBeHYaH B3MJIJOM SICHBIX IJ1a3,
CBoelo KpacoTo JIIOOOBb MTUTAEIIb,

[Tpu uz06mMu ceds 3a pa3oM pas,

Kak 3neiiimmii Bpar, Ha roioj oOpeKaelib.

Thl — yKpallleHbe MUPa, STAJIOH,

Kpacot BecHbl €IMHCTBEHHBI IJ1alIaTan,
CBo¥l MuIIBIIA OOJHK, XOPOHs B OYTOH,
Kak ckpsra, pactoyaens CKyJHOM IIaTOM.

He 6ynp 06xo0poit, oOvskast Mup,

C Morwiior Ha JBOUX, YCTPOUB, IHP.

2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,
Thy youth's proud livery so gazed on now

Will be a tottered weed of small worth held:
Then being asked 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.
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This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold.
2

Korpga 4eno ocagsr copok 3um,

Ha mone kpacoTsl, BOIOs C IJIOTHIO,

Hapsin, B KOTOpOM Thl HEOTpa3um,

WsHocutcs, craB KaJIKUM, Kak JIOXMOTbS;

Torna To, ecu CcripocsT, Te ceituac
Benukonenbe 10HOro Hapsaa

He roopu: «B riyOnHax BOAJIbIX I71a3».
OTBeT couTyT OeccThIIHON OpaBagoi.

HocroiiHee ckazaTb: « 51 XKW1 He 3ps,
Bort onpaBnanbe ctapoctu — peOEHOK.
Crapavicsi s1, B HEM KOIUIO TBOPSI,
[ToaTomMy OH MOIi TOPTPET C METEHOK.

51, mocrapeB, Kak OyATO MOJIO/T BHOBb:

OcCTBIB BO MHC, IIbUTACT B CBIHE KPOBb».

3

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 uneared 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 shalt see,
Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.

But if thou live rememb'red not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

3

I'nasb B 3epkaiio, yBUJEB OTPAKEHbE,

Ckaxu: «Ilopa XUBOW MOPTPET CO3/1ATh».
OOMaHelb MUp, He BBITIOJTHUB PellieHbe,

V neByIIKM OTHUMENIb O1aroaTh.

Benp rae xe ta, KoTopas He paja

JlaTh EBCTBEHHOE JIOHO pacraxaThb?

A MoxeT ObITh JTIOOOBB K cede — mperpaja,
Omna BenmT O6e3/IETHBIM YMUPATh?

Jl1s1 poa crath rpoOHHUIIEH — BEPOJIOMCTBO,
Thl — 3epkaJio Jis1 MaTepu CBOEM,
Ona — B TeOe, a THl — B CBOEM ITOTOMCTBE
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Bepnénb cebe anpenb MUHYBIIUX THEH.

Ho, eciu ThI permn npepsaTh CBOM pof,
JKuBu ofviH, 11 00pa3 TBOW yMPET.

4

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 cceptable audit canst thou leave?

Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which us d lives th'executor to be.

4

3auem CBOIO Kpacy — 00rarcTBo poja
Tpanxupurib Ha ceOs, MPEIEeCTHBIA MOT?
OHa He Jap, pacuieIpuBIIKCh, TPUPOIA

Eé€ ¢ Bo3Bparom mieapomy Aaér.

[IpekpacHblii CKpsira, IOYeMy Thl CCYLY

He nocniemmine Xo31HY BEpHYTH?

be3 cuéra Tparts, 3am0mka NOBCIOAY,

3a0bIB, UTO B KaK/IOW CAEIKE — MPUOBLIb CYTh.

XuTpuiib, BeAEHIb ea C CAMUM COOO0I0,
7KuBst oOMaHOM, ThI yke OAaHKpPOT,
Korma cynp6a oTIpaBUT cMepTh ¢ KOCOIO,
I'ne Tel BO3BMEIIL TTPUEMJIEMBIN OTYET?

Jlenmck ¢ IeTbMH CBOEI0 KPacoTOM,

[Toka He moxopoHeHa ¢ TOOOM.

5

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 checked with frost and lusty leaves quite gone,
Beauty o'ersnowed 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,
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Nor it nor no remembrance what it was.

But flowers distilled, though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.
5

To BpeMs, 4TO Basijio OOJUK TBOM,

Takum, 4TO OCTAHABIMBAET B3IJISIIbI,

PacnpaButcs ¢ TBO€I0 KpacoToid,

Kak 371011 TMpaH, He 3HAIONTUI MOIIAIb;

HeyTtomumplii BpeMeHu OTOK

Ben€r k 3ume, Ha cMepTh OT CTYXKH, JIETO:
CopBas JIUCTBY 1 3aMOpO3UB COK,

Cajtpl ¥ 3eMJTIO KPACUT OEJTbIM [[BETOM.

JIuub TOT, KTO CMOXKET pO3bl apoOMaT

[iieHuTh M 3aTOYUTH B COCY]T BECHOIO,
XpaHs B AyXax, yCWIEHHBIM CTOKpar,
Criacét OT MOJTHOM rudev 3uMOI0.

Tepssa n1oTh, 3aMEP3IIUE LIBETHI

B nyxax ocTaBAT CyIIHOCTb KPacOTHI.

6

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface

In thee thy summer ere thou be distilled:

Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
With beauty's treasure ere it be self-killed:

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-willed, for thou art much too fair

To be death's conquest and make worms thine heir.
6

He naii 3ume B TeOe UCMIOPTUTS JIETO,

3aneii B COCY/Ibl )KU3Hb JapsAILIHi COK;

CBoii 00NMK mepesait, kak scradery,

[Toka He ymep KpacOThl LIBETOK.

Tak, B pocT naBasi, Tl He TYOHIIb AYIIY,
Jatomuii B 10T cYacTiMBee, YeM MOT;
CBOMM ITOTOMCTBOM, 3aceJIsis CyIy,

OH npuOBLIb AECATh K OTHOMY OEpET.

Kro0 necsAth cpiHOBEN 10 eCATh BHYKOB
YroBopuT 1pu KU3HU NOAAPUTD,
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Tot cuacTuB OyaeT, CMEpTh OIYCTUT PYKH,
VBuUIEB, 4TO BeCh POIl HE UCTPEOUTD.

CmMmupu cBOY HpaB, TBOM OOJIMK — COBEPIICHCTRO,
He ocraBsii ero 4epBsiMm B HACJIE/ICTBO.

7

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 climbed 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 outgoing in thy noon,
Unlooked on diest unless thou get a son.

7

I'anu, kak OraromarHoe CBETUIIO

Bcraér, nbuiast ropaoi rojioBow,

[NouéT moneii BeMYbeM 3aCITyKUIIO

W noBesno ux B3MIsAABI 32 COOOI;

Korza Ha x01M Hebec B30IIUIO HECIIEITHO,
Kak kpernkuii yenoBek B pacipere JHeM,

C 3eMui M JTIOOOBAJIUCH B3IJISI/IBI TPEIIHBIX,
Ho npenanHbIX 10 — npeskHEMY JIozieH;

[Tporins 3eHUT, OHO Ha KOJIECHUIIE,

Kak crapocTts, noramusoch Ha 3akar,
Jlopeii, HemaBHO, TIpeJaHHbIE JIUIIA,
[Ipoub OTBEpHYIUCH, B CTOPOHY IVIAAAT.

He 3aBenés B cBO# MosieHb cede ChiHa -
OpuH, Kak COJHIIE, BCTPETHIIb YaC KOHYUHBI.

8

Music to hear, why hear'st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:
Why lov'st thou that which thou receiv'st not gladly,
Or else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy?

If the true concord of well-tun d 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;
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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.'

8

Cam My3bIKa — OT MYy3bIKU TPYCTHILb?

[IpusaTHOE — pUATHOMY OTpaja,

3auem ke JOOUIIb TO, 32 YTO KOPHIIIb,

W pag npunaTts, Hecyuiee gocany?

BT MOXET, OCKOPOJISIET CTPYH YIPEK,
[TporeTsiii UMM CTaKEHHO U JPYKHO:

«HampacHo He XOTeJ KeHUThCSI B CPOK -
OpuH TH OyAeIh HUKOMY HEHYKHBIM» .

CMOTpH, KaK CTPYHBI IpYKaT MeX COOOH -
Tak mMaTh ¢ OTIIOM MOIOT, JJacKasl ChIHA,
WM HpaBuTCS, U KUTh, U TIETh — CEMbEH,
EnuHCTBO — CBET/ION pagocTy MPUYKHA.

He paznenuts TpEX CTPOMHBIX TOIOCOB:

«OnuH — HAYTO!» — MOI0T OHU O€3 CJIOB.

9

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye

That thou consum'st 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 murd'rous shame commits.
9

Bowuriibcst yBIaXKHUTH I71a3a BIOBHI,

[ToaTomy KUBEMIb THI OTUHOKO?

O! OnpaBlianbsi 3TU HE HOBBI,

Be3neTHOCTBIO HaKaXellb MUP KECTOKO.

OH OyzeT BeYHO CKOPOHOIO BJIOBOM,
Emy TBOIi 00pa3 BO3pOXIEHHBIM HYKEH,
OObIuHas BIOBa, OJIECHYB CIIC30M,
Vremmurcs, yBUsieB, B CbIHE MyXka.

Korma 6orarctBo nmpeakoB TpaTuT MoT,

10
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OHO KUBET, MO11aB B IpyTU€ PYKH,
Kro nersim kpacorty He pa3naér
Tot, €€ cMepThIO, MHOKUT MUPY MYKH.

He nomo0OuB HU KEHINWH, HU JeTER

CBoii 00K yOuBaer, Kak 3J10/1eH,

10

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 lov'st is most evident;

For thou art so possess'd with murd'rous 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.

10

Creiaucs! He BpH, 4TO THI KOTO — TO JTIOOUIIIb,
K cebe Tl Hepa3yMeH, CJIOBHO MOT;
JI1060BBIO0 OKPYKEHHBIM, ThI TIOTYOUIIIH

CBoeii 0e3yMHOI HEHABHCTBIO PO,

Tak oepx¥uM yOHICTBEHHOIO CTPACTHIO,
UYro cTpouiib KO3HU caMoMy ceoe.

XpaHu CBOW JJOM — 3aJIOT JIIOOBU M CYACTh,
O =éMm 3a00Ta — I71aBHOE B CyabOe.

O, U3MEHNCH, YTOO ITOMEHST 1 MHEHBE !
HeyxTo, HEeHaBUCTh BaxkHee, YeM JIIOOBb?
Byab MUIOCTUBBIM, JOOPBIM U BJI€YEHBIO
[TponomkuTh B JETAX POI HE MPEKOCIIOBD.

VBaxb MeHs: )KUBU Ha OEJIOM CBETE

Tak, 4TOOBI KpacoTa AOCTaIACh AETAM

11

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow'st

In one of thine, from that which thou departest,
And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow'st

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,

11
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Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish:
Look whom she best endowed 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.
11

IToka ThI BSIHEIIIb, pacliBETAeT ChIH,

B HEM yacTh TBOS CTAaHOBUTCS CUJILHEE,

A KpoBb OypJIUT, KaK BOJIONAJI C BEPIIUH,

Thl BrIpaBe Ha3bIBaTh €€ CBOEIO.

B ot110BCTBE MyIpOCTh, KPacoTa u pocT,
Be3bpauune — MOpO3 1 3amyCTeHbE.

Bynp Bce, Kak Thl — yIUTH ObI Ha TOTOCT
Bce moau Mmupa 3a Tpu OKOJIEHbS.

[Tycte TE, KOro npupoaa cozpaia
Yponamu — OruOHyT OT OECIIONbS,
TeGe oHa OOMIIBHBIN ap Jana —
Jlenuchb ¢ 1eTbMU U 3acesiil yrofipsl.

IIpupomoro ThI co3aH, Kak Neyarh,

Uro0Bl, KaK OTTHCK OOJIUK ITOBTOPSITH.

12

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 silvered 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.
12

Korpa yacel BeyT y4€T MTHOBEHBSIM,
IIpekpacHblil A€Hb HOUb FACUT TEMHOTO,
PuaJika OTLBETAET, & CTAPEHBE

B xynpsix BcE ryie Omemier cearuHou,

C nepeBbeB JIMCThS MAAI0T MO/ HOTH,
OHu craja cracajiy B JETHUU 3HOU,
Jlapbl nosielt Ha gporax o J1opore,
BesyT B cHOMax ¢ komoueit 60pofoi.

12
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Torpaa rpymty, o Ipyre BCioMuHas,

B ypouHblii yac MOKWHET OeNblil CBET,
Hac Bpems e manut, ceprom cpesas,
T'oToBUT MecTO U1 UAYIIMX BCIIEA.

BCTynHTb C HUM B CIIOp CYMEIOT JIMIIb ITOTOMKH,
Koraa te6st cmepTh 3a0epET B NOTEMKH.

13

O that you were your self! 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

Your self 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.

13

O, mycTb ObI THI ceOe mprHaIeKan!

Bragets co00¥i IO3BOJIEHO KUBOMY,

Crienu, 1oka oT )KU3HHU He yCTasl

CBoil MUJIBII OOJIMK TIEpeAaTh JPyromy.

Uro0 Joau HaCaakIaIiCh KPacoToH,

E€ B apeHny B3sIB, He Oy/Ib OECIIEYHBIM —
[Tyctb mocnie cMepTH MUJIBIN OOJIUK TBOM
TBOM NOTOMKH BOIUIOIIAKT BEYHO.

Kro nmyctut xo5101 B CBOM peKpacHbIi A0M,
Jlact cMepTH MPUBECTH €0 B YMAJIOK,
[To3BonUT pa3opuTh, MYCTUTH HA CJIOM,
Korpa ectb cuiibl HABOOUTD B MOPSIIOK ?

Opud mutb MOoT! C OTLIOM BB OYEHDb CXOXKH,
ITyckaii 1 CbIH TBOM 3TO CKaXET TO Ke.

14

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:
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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 thy self to store thou wouldst convert:
Or else of thee this I prognosticate,

Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and date.
14

Ha uzyuenbe 3BE311 HOUEH He Tpavy,

Ho Bcé€ e ¢ acTpoHOMMel 3HAKOM.

He tax, 4toOBI mpeacka3pBaTh yaauy,

YyMy 1 rosiof 4yBCTBOBATh HYTPOM;

Ha xaxxaplii MUr He B cuJjiaxX JIaTh COBETA,
He ykaxy Ha nOX1b 1 Tpajn B cyaboe,
PasrnanpiBas 3BE3/bI M TUIAHETHI,

Hena mapeii He mpeackaxy Teoe.

WNuas nisg npopoyecTB ecTh IpUYKHA -
TBou m1aza cymenu yoeauTb,

Uro Oyner mpasja ¢ KpacoTor eIuHa,
Korma HauHET TBOW OOJIMK B CBHIHE KHUTh.

A ecou THI 3aX04elIb JKUTh UHAUE —

O kpacoTe ¥ MpaBzie MHp 3ariaver.

15

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 [ perceive that men as plants increase,
Cheer d and checked even by the selfsame 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 ingraft you new.

15

Bcé 1o, 4TO Ha 3emJie Mpou3pacraer,

BriBaer COBEPHICHHBIM TOJIBKO MU,

Ha cuene mupa 3BE31b1 YIIPABIISIOT
CriekTakiieM, HEOHSATHBIM ISl IPYTHUX;

Pacrenbst u mofielt pogHUT MOPSIIOK:
Poct kaxaoro 3aBUCHUT OT HeOec,

B 3eHuTe HauMHaeTCs ynajok,
3a0BeHEM KOHYAeTC sl perpecc.

14
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Wtor pa3pymuil — rpycTh OT HOHUMAHBSI:
Moii ipyr ceromHst I0HOCThIO Oorar,

Ho Bpems, yckopsas yBsagaHbe,
CrpemuTCs MOJICHb MPEBPATUTh B 3aKar.

JIo6mo TeOs, MPUIATH HAa TIOMOIITb Pa/,

Uro Bpems 3a0epET — BepHY Ha3a/l.

16

But wherefore do not you a mightier way

Make war upon this bloody tyrant Time,

And fortify yourself in your decay

With means more bless d 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.
16

Hy nouemy Het y Te0s1 xkenaHbs

Tupana — Bpemst ycMuputh BOMHON

W 3ammututh ceds OT yBIaHbs

Hapéxnee, yueM cTHUX OECIUIONHBIA MO ?

Ceituac KUBEILIb Thl HA BEPILIMHE CUYACThS,
I'nsHb, Kak MPOCTOPHO B AEBCTBEHHBIX Ca/laX,
OHM rOTOBBI 32 TBOE Y4acThe

TBOI OOJIMK TIOBTOPHUTH B KMBBIX I[BETaX.

JKu3Hb, 3TUM, OOHOBHB €0 YMeJIO,
TouHee uem nepo U TBOM MOPTPET
IMokaxeT JOAAM Kak AYIIOW U TEJIOM
ThI ObUT KpacuB B paciiBeTe IOHBIX JIeT.

OtnaB ce0s1, Thl COXPAHUIIIb B IPYTOM

Ce0s1 cBOMM JTIOOOBHBIM MaCTEPCTBOM.

17

Who will believe my verse in time to come

If it were filled 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;
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!

Such heavenly touches ne'er touched earthly faces.
So should my papers (yellowed with their age)

Be scorned, like old men of less truth than tongue,
And your true rights be termed a poet's rage

And stretch d metre of an ntique song:

But were some child of yours alive that time,

You should live twice, in it and in my rhyme.

17

B rpsayiem He OBepST U CTpaHUIIE,

I'me moxBasiol TeOe HAIMIOJIHEH CTHX,

XOTh BUINT HEOO, UYTO OHA — IPOOHUIIA

J1J1s1 IOJIOBMHBI T00JIECTEN TBOMX.

A eciim MHEe TOMOXET BJOXHOBEHbE
[IpaBauBO onucarh B cTUXax MOPTPET,
HOTOMOK BaKpI/I‘II/IT oT BO3MYHICHLHI
«Takux KpacaBlieB He ObLTIO, M HET!»

JIucras noxenTeBIve CTPAHULIBL,
[Ipe3putenbHO OH CKaXeT: » ABTOP JIKET,
OrnucpIBast aHTeIbCKUE JIUIIA,

BontyH mMeuTsl 3a paBy BHIIAET».

Yro 51 mpaBauB, CBOCI0 KPAaCOTOM

[Momoxer 1oka3ath peOEHOK TBOM.

18

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 dimmed;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature's changing course untrimmed:
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,

Nor shall Death brag thou wand'rest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st.

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

18

CpaBHUTB JI1 MHE TeOs1 C MIOHBCKUM THEM ?

ThI Kpallie 1 yMEpeHHe! NPy STOM:

Maii Oypeil pactipaBiisieTcsi C LIBETKOM,

Ha ouenb kpaTkuii Cpok Ja€Tcs JIETO;

[Noporo cUIIKOM KKET HEOECHBIN I1a3,
Ho vaine ckpomHo npsiyercs 3a Tyuen,
IIpekpacHoe — MpeKpacHO TOJIBKO Yac,

16
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KanpuseH u cuiién B npupoje ciyyaii;

TBOs Kpaca NPUHAJIEKUT BEKaM,

Eé€ He noptAT HU 3UMa, HU JIETO,
Tackasich YEpHON TEHBIO TIO TSITaM,
He moxer cMepTh YOUTh MO COHETHI.

[Tokyna mony gplar v YUTaKwoT,

Onu Te0s1 3a0bITH HE TTO3BOJISIIOT.

19

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 fleet'st,
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 ntique 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.

19

Oo6:xopa Bpewmsi, Turpy 3yOsl pBH,

Tynu JTbBY KOI'TH, YOABIISISl CUJTBI;

[1note deHukca COXIU B €r0 KPOBH,

3emuie BepHU BCE TO, UTO MOPOIMIIA;

TBOpU B Mos€Te M JeKaOpb, U Maii;

UYro xodverb jenaii, OpICTpOe MIHOBEHbE,
Kpacots! Mupa crapp u paspyniai,

OpHO JMIIb 3aMpeniao MpecTyIIeHbe:

He TpoHb nepom 4enno mMoeit mooBH,

OT 310081 1HEN Ooropoau Gapbepom,
CrapeHue HaBeK OCTaHOBH,

[Tycth OymeT AJist HOTOMKOB OH ITPUMEPOM.

A, BIpoueMm, HaBpe/Iu, KaK U IPyTuM,

B Moux cTuxax Kuth OyeT MOJIOIBIM.

20

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

Which 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 pricked thee out for women's pleasure,
Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure.
20

ThI ¢ )KEHCKUM JIMKOM CO37IaH ObUT IIPHPOJION,
Jly1110i1 ¥ rOCMOMH, U TOCMIOXKA;

HesxHee jkeHIIMH cepiieM, HO OTPOILY

ZKuBElIb, JIMIIb TOCTOSTHCTBOM JIOPOXKA;

I'ma3a ymcThl, B HUX HET Urpbl OOMaHa,
JIioGo mpeaMeT Noj B3MISI0M — 30JI0TOM;
MyXcKas CTaTh — PEKpPacHEeH HeTy CTaHa,
HukTo He ycrout nepen To00#.

Tebs1 TRBOpHIIA JKEHIIIMHOW TTPUPOJIA,
Ho nomo6uB, My X4rHOM co3/1aa,
JoGaBuB TO, YTO MHE HE HYXKHO CPOIY,
Tem y MEHS HaBEKU OTHsUIA.

[pomry eé: [ait MHe Ge3 BEpoIOMCTBA

Ero mo60Bb, a keHIUHAM — IOTOMCTRO.

21

So is it not with me as with that Muse,
Stirred 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 fixed in heaven's air:
Let them say more that like of hearsay well,
I will not praise that purpose not to sell.

21

S vHe uz TEX, Ybl0 MY3y BIOXHOBJIACT
[MTucatpb cTuxu (anpiiBas Kpaca,

Kto npestectu moOUMBIX TIPOCTABIISET,
Hcnonb3ys B cpaBHEHbsIX HeOeca.

He no3a06wiB uynec 3emii ¥ MOps,
COBpET U PO BECEHHUE 1IBETHI,

18
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PacxBacraBumce, B 6e3y/iep;kHOM 3a/10pe
[Ipyumcur K peaKuM nepiaaM KpacoThl.

[To3BonbTe MHE OBITH UCKPEHHUM B COHETAX;
Moi1 10HBII JpyT, IPU3HAIOCH HE IIYTH,

He Tak xopotil, kKak 3BE3/1bl, HO IPA 3TOM
IIpekpaceH, Kak aJig MaTtepy AUTH:

Ho 51 He O6yny nieny HaOuBaTh

Tomy, yeM He HaMepeH TOProBarh.

22

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 gav'st me thine, not to give back again.
22

CrekJio 3epkai He yOeauT, 4To crap,

INoka ThI Oyneinb IHOCTH POBECHHUK,

Korma 1e6st muimar MOpIIUHBI Yap,

Torpa npuaET KO MHE O CMEPTHU BECTHUK.

TBost Kpaca Ui cepaiia, Kak Hapsi,
OHo — B TeOe, TBOE — BO MHE Ha Mapliie,
Cepaua, cunrtas Bpems B TaKT CTyvar,
Tak kak xe 51 Mory Te0st ObITh cTapie?

INoatomy nmobeperu ceost:

Cepaia y Hac ¢ ToOO Hepa3ae MBI,
TBOE B rpyau HoIy s 1is1 TeOs],

Kak HsHBKA, Oepery HeyTOMUMO.

Ho ne nazeiics nonyuuts Hazaj,

Korma Mo€ yObET cMepTeTbHBIN SI.

23

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
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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 expressed.

O learn to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.
23

Kak, opoOeB, MOTYUT TJIOXOM aKTEP,
3a0bIB CJI0Ba JaBHO 3HAKOMOM POJIH,

Kak Bcibuib4MBBIN, JaB SIPOCTH MPOCTOP,
Ce0s1 TOBOIUT 10 cepaeyHOu OO0,

Tak s1, poGest, KJIATBBI 03a0bLI,
Hapymwue Tem BITIOOIEHHBIX PUTYaJTBI,
W xaxercst moOOBb TepsieT IbL,
INomaBnenHas 6GpemMeHeM Hakaa.

O mycTh 3aMEHHUT KpacHOpeYbe — B3IJIsI,
[TycThb cepyiie TOBOPUT ¢ TOOOM TIa3aMH,
Pa3 o moOBu B3BICKYIOIIEH Harpaj
Ckazas 6obllie, YeM SI3bIK CIIOBAMH.

Vuuchk ynTath B TIa3ax, Be/ib Y JIOOBU

YMeHbe B3IJIJOM FOBOPUTH B KPOBH.

24

Mine eye hath played the painter and hath stelled
Thy beauty's form in table of my heart;

My body is the frame wherein 'tis held,

And p rspective it is best 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 glaz d 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, wherethrough 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.
24

Mo r71a3a — XyJI0)KHUKH YMEJO

3aneyarienu B cepille TBOW MOPTPET;

EMy 1BOI0 paMoil CITyKUT TeJo,

Jl1st KpacoThl HAEKHEW MecTa HeT,

Benap B3r1sA4p! I1a3 y4IM U NIEPCIIEKTUBY,

20
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B rpynu pacrionarast o6pas TBOH,
Tbl HOMEIIEHbE OCBETUII HA AUBO,
CrekJisl IJ1a3aMU OKHA B MacCTEPCKOM.

Teneps y 171a3 B3aUMHBIE YCITYTU:

Mowu — u3006pa3uiia TBOH MOPTpET,

Ho u TBOM 3a60THIIHCH O JIpyTE,

MHe B rpyap, Kak OKHa, 3aIlyCKas CBeT.

JKaip, 4t0, prcys KOIUIO C JIMLA,

['ma3a He MOTYT MOCTUTATh CEepALIa.

25

Let those who are in favour with their stars
Of public honour and proud titles boast,
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,
Unlooked 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 buri d,
For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famous d for fight,
After a thousand victories once foiled,

Is from the book of honour ras d quite,
And all the rest forgot for which he toiled:
Then happy I that love and am belov d
Where I may not remove, nor be remov d.
25

[TycTh Te, KoMy CO3Be3/bsI JAPSIT CUACThE,
HmeroT 1eHbru, TUTYJ U TIOYET.

Mos ®PopryHa nyTh 3aKpbljia K BJIACTH,
BesBecTHbIN paji TOMY, UTO KU3Hb JAET.

ITpu nacke rocynaps paBopuTHl,

Kak HOI'OTKH, MO COJIHBIINIKOM HIBETYT,
Haxmypurcs — 1 BIHET pagoCTh CBUTHI,
bnaxxencTso AJATCA HECKOJIbKO MHUHYT.

VYcepaHbiii BOMH, OaJIOBeHb YIauH,
Pa36uthiii, mocse Teicssun nooden,

OT ObIBIIIEH C/IABBI HE MOTYYUT COAYY,-
Bce monsuru 3a0yneT TyT e CBeT.

Tob6o¥ oOUMBIA, paj Tedst TIOOUTS -
HukTo He MOXeT Hac JIOOBU JIUIIIUTb.
26

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,
To thee I send this written ambassage
To witness duty, not to show my wit;

21
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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 asp ct,

And puts apparel on my tottered 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.
26

[pexpacHblii BIaCTeTMH MOE# JTI00BH,

S1 TBOW Bacca, 10 rpoOa BEpHBIN JIaHHWK,

K nmmcpmy — mocosbCTBy MUJIOCTD TIPOSIBY,

B HEM ML TOYTEHBE, OCTPHIA YM U3THAHHUK.

OH He cymes HallTh JOCTOWMHBIX CJIOB,
[NoconbCcTBO BCTAHET TOJIBIM TTpej1 TOO0I0,
3a 3TO HE TOHU MOMX IOCJIOB,

Corpeii B ay1iie CBOEIO 100pOTOIO.

BriTh MOKET, MyTeBOAHASA 3BE31a
HpO}IBI/IT MWUJIOCTbD, BBIIIOJTHUT KEJIaHbA,
JIIo60BL HAPSITUT, JOKAKY TOT/IA,

I‘ITO g JOCTOUH TBOECIO BHUMAHbBA.

OcMenuBIIUCh, TIOOOBBIO TTOXBATIOCH,

A 110 TOrO K TeOe He TOSIBITIOCh.

27

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 1 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.

27

VYcraB B 1myTH, Crienly s jedb B TOCTeb,
Cynsiinyio eJaHHbIA OTIBIX TEly,

KocHych nomymku — MbIciiu, Kak MeTeb,
Mo3sr yromiisis, IPUCTYIAIOT K AeITy.
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MeuTsl ¥ AymMBbI TPOTaIOTCS B MYTh,
JletsaT k TeOe, MpoH3ast JaJId HOYH,
Meras 1 Ha MUT I71a3a COMKHYTb,
Kak nBa crerna Ha TbMy B3MPaIOT OUH.

BooGpaxeHue crenmr ria3am rmomMoub,
Hespsuuii B30p TBOM Npu3pak BUIUT SICHO,
Kak OpwimmaHT, OH 03apsieT HOUb,

TbMy, ienast v I0HOH, U TTPEKPACHOM.

Tak HOrM THEM, @ MBIC/Ib HOYHOM TTOPOIO,
Crpemsich k TeOe, MHE He AalOT MOKOSI.

28

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.
28

Kak cocTrosiHpe cyacTbs MHE BEPHYTb,

Benp Gnarogatu otipixa He 3HAIO:

OT TAroT JHA CTapasch OTAOXHYTh,

Ce0s1 cuiibHEee HOYBI0 YTOMJISIO?

XOTb JIeHb 1 HOUb — Bparu Mex1y coOOH,
MeHs nbITas1, MOKUMAIOT PYKH:

JleHb BaJMT C HOT TIOPOXKHOW CYETOH,

A HOYb MeIlIaeT craTh TOCKOW pa3iyKH.

Uro0 yronuth, TBEpKY B HEHacThe: [IeHb,
Moi1 apyr cerofgHs COJHLE 3aMEHSIET,
Korpa co3Be3nps Tyuu nps4yT B TEHD,
OH BMeCTO HUX TbMY HOYM yKpaIllaeT.

Ho OHU B OTBET MOU II€HaJIu MHOXAT,

A HOYB TOCKOIO BCE yCepIHEe! II0KeET.

29

When in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

23
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And look upon myself and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,
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 rememb'red such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
29

Korna, roHrMbliii 310001 1 Cyab00i,
OTBep:KeHHBIN Y OAUHOKUIA, TU1avy,

TpeBoxa HeOO Kam000i — MOIBOOH,

HampacHo Ha MPOKJIAThS CHITBI Tpavy,

MeuTaio ynogoOUThCSI BCEM TeM

Ubn 100JI€CTH JIIOACKOE XBAJIUT MHEHbBE,
3aBuys s 3710Ch, HE MHIO, HE €M,

Uem BbI3BIBAIO caM K ceOe Mpe3peHbe.

PackasBimce, BOpyr, BCIIOMHUB O Tebe,
[Tepecraro 3aBUI0BaTh U 37UTHCH,

Most y1iia Ha3Jo JIMXOH cyaboe,

Kak nituiia, B He0O C IMecHel0 CTPEMUTCH.

Torna s1, MBICTBIO O JIIOOBU TBOEH,

CuactiuBeii 1 6oraue KOposnen.

30

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 cancelled woe,
And moan th'expense of many a vanished sight;
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er

The sad account of fore-bemoan d 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.

30

KOF,ZLEI Ha Cyll HEMbIX, 3aB€THBLIX JYM
BocnoMmuHaHbA BBHI3BEIBAIO CHOBa, -

Toproet 0 HecOBIBIIEMCSI MOH YM

U cynut 3a pacrpary JieT cypoBo,

24
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Torma ri1a3a, He BeIaBIIINE CJIE3,
BBIBalOT BHOBB 3aTOIICHBI ClIE3aMHU:

OT MyK JI0OBYM CTEHAIO 51 BCEPhES,
BecrieHHBI Te, KTO ObLTH MHE APY3bsIMH;

Toprost U3 — 3a MPOXKUTHIX OOUI,

Bonero TsKKO, Kak Oosen Korjaa — 1o,
[leyanbHbI CYET CTPAJAHUI HE 3aKPBIT,
3a Kax bl Ipex yABauBalo IUiaTy.

Ho crout mHe nogymars o tebe,

Kak cHoBa GnaromapeH s cymusoe.

31

Thy bosom is endear d with all hearts,
Which I by lacking have suppos d dead,

And there reigns love and all love's loving parts,
And all those friends which I thought buri d.
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.

31

B TBOEI# rpyau cTyvar cepjiia Jiojien,
KOTOpLIX HE CUHTAJI YK€ JKUBbIMU,

Tam mapcTByeT Tereps JI0O00Bb APY3ei,
Jlesxanmux moa KaMHsIMU TPOOOBBIMHU.

Kak MHOTO ropbkux, morpedabHbIX €3
JI1000Bb U3 IM1a3 MOXUTHJIA HAIIPACHO,

S ropeBaJ1 Ha/i MEPTBBIMU BCEPBES,
Tenepb B TeOe UX JUIA BUKY SICHO!

ThI, CJIOBHO CKJIET, BMEIAelIh BCIO JIIOOOBb
Mowux nonpyr, ¥ BETPEHBIX, U CTPOTHX,
Bs3s1B ux mpaBa, Thl COOMpaeIb BHOBb

Te 4yBCTBa, YTO pacTparui 1 HA MHOTHUX.

B teb6e Bce Te, KOoro jgio0uiI B ObUIOM,

Tol — ¢ HUMU — MHOH BJIaeeb LIEIUKOM.

32

If thou survive my well-contented day,

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,
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And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceas d lover,
Compare them with the bett'ring of the time,
And though they be outstripped 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.'
32

BrITh MOKET, THI TOT JEHb NEPEKUBELLID,
Koraa B mormny CmepThb 3apoeT KOCTH,
Hapetoch, 4to Hal€IIb U IEPEUTENLID,

Mowu cTuxu, ropiost y Ha Iorocre.

CpaBHUIIb UX CO CTUXaMHU MOJIOJBIX,
Haiins B Moux Tpyaax HECOBEPLIEHCTBO
ThI BCE — k€ COXpaHU B ApXUBE UX,

B dects HaMM TIepeKUTOrO ONaKEHCTBA.

OpaHOM JIIIh MBICTM YAOCTON MEHS:

«Byapb Apyr KMBBIM — He BBIILIO ObI KOH(Y3a,
CeronHs, qpyra 3a TJIAHT LiEHs,

Hepxaua Ob1 ero modumiiem My3a,

Ho ymep on, B3o1u1a Apyras HOBb,

Sl 9Ty X CTHJIb, @ B HEM — €ro JI0OOBb».

33

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 alcumy,
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 masked him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth:
Suns of the world may stain, when heaven's sun staineth.
33

He pa3 s Bugen, kak BeplLIMHbI TOp
[IpekpacHbIM yTPOM YECTBYET CBETHUIIO,

Kak Ha syra, nep:xaBHbIii OpOCUB B30p,
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AJXUMMEN TOTOKY 30JI0THIIO.

VYponsl — Tyun Haberayim BApPYT,
Cebs1 yHU3HUTD COJTHIIE TTO3BOJISLIO,
BorononoOHeIi UK 3a Ty4yel TyX,
HepuaymMbiv Ha 3anaj yroasaio.

3eMHO€ COJIHIIE OJIECKOM AUBHBIX IJ1a3
Moii 100 OfHaX bl yTPOM O3apHIIO.
VBEI, OHO CBETUJIO MHE JIMIIH Yac,
[TotoMm oT r1a3 pasnyka — Tyda CKpbLa.

U BCE x MOOOBB €ro He Mpe3upaeT -

Be3 nisATeH paxke conHIe He ObIBaeT.

34

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 brav'ry 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:
Th'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 sheeds,
And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.

34

3aueM Thl MHE TIPEKPACHBIN JIEHb CYJIU,

III€n Ge3 ruramma, GecrieuHbIN Kak Imoseca,
Hacturnu 3nsie Ty4H, JOXKIb IIOJINJI,

Hac pasnenus, ypomBon 3aBecoii?

He noxsamo 3a 10, 4T0 CKBO3b TyMaH
IIpunémb corpers u JIACKOIO, U JIECTBIO.
Tel, Kak Oanb3aMm, cracelb MeHs OT PaH,
Ho ncuienuth He CMOXkeIb OT OecuecTbsl.

OT ropst He IOMOKET MHE TBOW CTbI]I,
VYObITKM HE TIOKPOIOT COXKaJICHbS,
Korma Heceb TskEbiid KpecT o0u/I,
CouyBcTBHE IJIOXO€ YTEIIEHBE.

Ho cnié3spl, 4to nponuit u3 cocTpaganbs,
3acTtaBuiIn 3a0bITh TBOU AESHDS.

35

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:

27
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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,

Auth rizing thy trespass with compare,
Myself corrupting salving thy amiss,
Excusing thy sins more than their 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 ccessary needs must be

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.
35

3a crapblil Tpex TOCKOM cedst He MyyJaid:

Yy PO3 HIUIIbI, B ICTOYHHUKE IIECOK,

W comnHue, v IyHy NATHAIOT Ty4H,

B OyTon 3a0pajicsi ragKuil YepBsIvOK.

HuKTO HE cBAT, U 51 B COHETax rpellieH -
TBOMM Jies1aM 3aKOHHOCTb ITPUABAJI,
OnpaBapiBasi: Mo Ipyr B CJI0Bax IMOCIIEIIEH,
U rpex TBOW HaJ APYrMMH BO3BBIIIAJ.

PazymMHOCTb mpraBaj TBOUM MPOCTYIIKAM,
Kak agBokar ornpasipIBajl BUHY,

Cebs1 cyaui, TeOe mIEN Ha YCTYIKH,
JI1060Bb ¥ HEHABHCTD BeIYT BO MHE BOIHY.

Brixonut, 1 HEBOJIBHO IIOMOTaJl,

Tomy, K10 y MeHsI 6€3005KHO KpaJl.

36

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 bewail d 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.
36

Tlo3Bonb MPU3HATb, YTO MbI Pa3a€JICHbI,
XoTs B JIIOOBU 110 — TIPEXKHEMY €TUHBI,

28
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Ha mue onHoM OecuecThe OT BUHEI,
Te6s mATHATH MO30POM HET MPUYMHBL.

B 00BM y HAaC MPHUBSI3aHHOCTD OfIHA,

A 310 CBOE Y KaKJ0rO C POXKJICHbS,
JI'o60Bb HE TPOHET, CIUIIIKOM YK CUJIbHA,
Ho ykpazaér yacel y Hac/1axxJeHbs.

Uro6 Ha TeOs1 He HaBJIEKaTh TIO30D,
He nokaxy, 4To Mbl 3HAKOMBI JITYHO;
Uro06 vecTh TBOIO He 3a/ieBaj YKOp,
W 11 He pU3HABal MeHS ITyOIMYHO.

Xpanu ce0s1, Thl BCE, UYTO B )KU3HU €CTh;
MHe 10poru v Ku3Hb TBOSI, U YeCTb.

37

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,

Intitled in thy parts, do crown d sit,

I make my love ingrafted 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.
37

Kak pan crapuk — oTely ycriexam ChHa,
Bepinatiero iesiHbst I0HBIX JHEH,

Taxk, panensiii PopTyHOIt O€3 IPUUHHBI,
Ce0s yTelry BepHOCTBIO TBOCH.

Benp kpacoty, 60ratcTo, yM u ClaBy,
BrobGaBok KO BceMy ¥ 3HATHBIN PO
Tebe cyapOoi 1apoBaHHI IO TIPaBY,
Moio m000Bb prOaBh K YUCITY IIEAPOT.

3abyny BCE: 1 OEHOCTD, U MTPE3pPEHbeE,
VBUJIEB, Kak Thl CUACT/IUB U OOraT,

Ot 3THX GJ1ar I0BOJILCTBYSCh JIUIIb TEHBIO,
JKuTb yacThio TBOEH ClaBbl Oy pajl.

Bcé nyuiniee, 94To €cTh B JIIOICKOM CyabOe
41 6yny cuacTimB, HAXOAUTDH B TeOe
38

29
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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.
38

Kak MoxeT my3a MeIJIMTh XOThb MTHOBEHbE,
Korna nepen rmazamu o6pa3 TBOi?

ToI Tak KpacCuB, YTO YYBCTBO BOCXUIICHbA

He BbIpazut Oymaru JIMCT POCTOM.

Brnaropapu ce6s1, Korja B COHeTe,

Haiinémb Ha 9To BHUMaHbe OOpaTUTh,

JIvb TOT, KTO IJIyII, HE CMOXKET CTaTh MO3TOM,
Thl BAOXHOBJISIEIIb KAk IOTO TBOPUTD.

Tak cranb xe My300 B IeCATh pa3 CUJIbHEE,
UeM ObLTM paHBIIIE AEBATH OCTATBHBIX,
[TycTh Ka)abId, KTO BO3BMETCS, TJIAMEHes,
Co3macT npeKpacHbIii 1 6eCCMepPTHBIN CTHUX.

A eciii MOii COHET 3aCTyKUT CJ1aBy,

Ortpail MHe Tpya, XBaJla TBOS 10 IIPaBy.

39

O how thy worth with manners may I sing,

When thou art all the better part of me?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring?
And what is't but mine own when I praise thee?
Even for this, let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,

That by this separation I may give

That due to thee which thou deserv'st alone.

O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave

To entertain the time with thoughts of love,
Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive,
And that thou teachest how to make one twain,
By praising him here who doth hence remain.

39

O, Kak BOCIIETh JJOCTOMHCTBA TBOU,

30
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Benp ThI ke Mosi CyTb, MOs YacTuia?
UYro moryT nath Tebe XBasibl MOu?
Kax noxBayiuB 1e0s1, He BOTOPAUTHCS?

Jl1 3TOrO NPUIETCA BPO3b MOKMUTH,
[Tyckait oThe3/1 TOOBU YMEHBIIIUT CIIABY,
3aro cMory s U3/1aJT1 XBAJIUTbh,

Boznarb mou€r, 3acimykeHHbIH MO MPaBy.

Kakoto mbiTko# ObLT OB HAM JIOCYT,
TOCKOW0 YIUTUHSS JIHU Pa3IyKH,
Korma 6v1, He Mes cBOOOIBI TyX
Meurtamu 0 JTI0OBH OONErYUTh MyKH !

Wcnonb3ys nosmyyeHHbId YPOK,

XBaJIIo TOro, KTO OT MEHS JAJIEK.

40

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;
What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;
All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.
Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;

But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robb'ry, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty;

And yet love knows it is a greater grief

To bear love's wrong than hate's known injury.
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,
Kill me with spites, yet we must not be foes.

40

Bospmu mMou J1100BHU, BCE 10 OIHOM,

3a0paB Bce CTpacT, CTaHeIb Jid Oorade?

Ty, 4TO Ha3BaJ Thl UICTUHHOM, JPYT MOU,
Teneps TBOsA, Apyrue Bce, TEM Mayve.

Konb B3s11 I0O0BB, HAPYIIUB JIPYKOBI JIAJI,
3a T0, 4TO A OO0 — He yIpeKalo,

Bort ecni o6MaHyJsicst — BUHOBAT

CBOMM Kalpu3HbIM BKycaM MOTaKasl.

[Mpomato TBOW rpadbEx, MO MUIIBII BOP,
XOTb ThI IPUCBOUII TO, YEM $I BIIAJIEIO,
Ho Bce ynapsl HeHaBUCTH — B310D,
JI1000Bb Hac OLET U 3J1ee, U OOJILHEE.

B Te6e u 3710 MHe KaxeTcs 100poMm,
V6eit 06110, HO He OyIb Bparom.

31
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41

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits,
When I am sometime absent from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,

For still temptation follows where thou art.
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won,
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed;
And when a woman woos, what woman's son
Will sourly leave her till he have prevailed?
Ay me, but yet thou mightest my seat forbear,
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,
Who lead thee in their riot even there

Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth:
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.

41

B npocTyrkax cBOeBOJIEH IO rojiam.

Korma meHst BOMM3M U B cepiie HeTy
Co06ma3Hsel 32 TOOOI MO TATAM

N nHEM, M HOUBIO CIIEYIOT IO CBETY.

Thl 10H 1 10O — YCTYITYUBOCTH B KPOBH,
[Toatomy TeOs 1 ocaxIaioT;

Korma 3axouer xeHIuHa J00BY,

Krto oTkazarhb eii B 1ackax nosenaer?

W 1b1, MOI ApYT, COONMAa3H HE OOEAN,
BecriyTHa I0HOCTb B XkaX/ie HACIAXICHUH,
To1, OyHCTBYs, ABE BEPHOCTH pa3ow,
Korna Bepini 3axBaT MOUX BJIaJICHUN:

EE€ — TonkHyB K U3MeHe KpacoToil,

CBOI0 — HApYIIUB APYKOBI JOJIT CBSITOM.

42

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly;

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:

Thou dost love her because thou know'st I love her,
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Suff'ring my friend for my sake to approve her.
If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain,

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss;
Both find each other, and I lose both twain,
And both for my sake lay on me this cross.

But here's the joy, my friend and I are one.
Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone.

42
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He Bca nevans, yto obagaeis TOH,
Kotopas B Moeii rpyau napuna;
BoneHee 10, 4TO, OBIAEB TOOOMH,
Ona B TeGe 000Bb KO MHE YOUIIA.

I[Tpoias rpex, MOry Bac OIpaB/iaTh:

ThI TOOUIITB, 3HAS, YTO JIOOJTIO MOAPYTY,
OmHa e xejlaHHeW XO4eT CTaTh -
JIIo60BBIO, TOCTABIIAS PAIOCTh APYTY.

OHU BIaJIENbIIBI IBYX MOUX IOTEPb:
JIloOuMBIi IpYT B OOBATHSIX JTIOOUMOM,
Jliobumasi BlafieeT um Ternepb,

OpuH Hecy, KpecT 00U HeCTEPIUMON.

Mory ce0s1 yTeluTh JIUIIb OTHUM:

MEI ¢ HUM — OJHO, BBIXOIUT, S — JIIOOUM.

43

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,
For all the day they view things unrespected;
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,
And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed.
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,
How would thy shadow's form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light,
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!
How would (I say) mine eyes be bless d made,
By looking on thee in the living day,

When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!
All days are nights to see till I see thee,

And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.
43

Ho ecnu TeHp U1 HUX CBETIIEE OHS,

To 06pa3 TBOW COMEPHUKOB HE 3HAET,

IIpu cBeTe conHLa OcenuIb MeHs,

Pa3 CHOBUJEHBE TaK BO TbME cuser!

Kaxkoe cyacrtee ObUIO OBI IS IJ1a3

TeOs1 yBUAETH SICHBIM JIHEM BOOYBIO,

Kosnb ¢ HacmaxkaeHbeM B CHax, 3a 4acOM — 4ac,
PasrnsaapiBaoT 3610KkHid 00pa3 HOUBIO.

[Toka MBI BpO3b, MHE JIHU TEMHEW HOUEH,

Bo cHe yBUKY — HOUM JIHSI CBETJICH.

44

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my way,
For then despite of space I would be brought,
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From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.
No matter then although my foot did stand
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee,
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land
As soon as think the place where he would be.
But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,
But that, so much of earth and water wrought,
I must attend time's leisure with my moan,
Receiving nought by elements so slow

But heavy tears, badges of either's woe.

44

ByIII) MBICJIBIO — IIJIOTh, JIIO6I>I€ PpacCTOAHbA
OmnoseBai ObI C JIETKOCTBIO MEYTHI,

[Ipon3zan npocrpaHcTBa, ABUKUMBIH kKelaHbeM
INonacts Tyaa, rae npeObiBaelb THI.

MHe 6110 O BCE paBHO, Kakue Jaju
Hac pa3zpensior B 3TOT MuT ¢ TOOOH,

Hu cymia, Hu mopst 6 He yaepskaau
MeHs OT BCTpeur ¢ paoCTHOW CYIbOOH.

VBBI, K HECUACTHIO, TUIOTh MOsI OECKpBLIa,
3eMJ11 C BOJIOIO COCTaBJISIIOT CYTh,

Ha xamoOb! ¥ CTOH JaBast CUJIBI,
MermmaiT NOKOPUTh MTHOBEHHO ITYTh.

MenmnurensHele, HUUEro He naju,

Mse, KpoMe TSKKUX CJIE3 MOeH Meydaly.

45

The other two, slight air and purging fire,

Are both with thee, wherever I abide;

The first my thought, the other my desire,
These present-absent with swift motion slide;
For when these quicker elements are gone

In tender embassy of love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppressed with melancholy,
Until life's composition be recured

By those swift messengers returned from thee,
Who even but now come back again assured
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me.

This told, I joy, but then no longer glad,

I send them back again and straight grow sad.
45

ITomoryT N€TKMii BO3/1yX U OTOHb -

Jlpyrue aneMeHTs MUpO3JaHbs,

31ech NepBblil — MBICITb, OHA PE3BEl, UeM KOHb,
Bropoii — HeyoBUMOE KeJlaHbe.

34
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Koraa onu ormpasstes k tede
[NocnanamMu mMoeii ToOBH U BEpHI,

JIBa OCTAJILHBIX JKUBYT CO MHOU B O0phOe,
3aMyuuB MeJIaHXOJIUEW CBEPX MEPHI.

yHbIHl/Ie HpOIIJII/ITCH 0 TeX HOp,

Ioka mocJibl He TPUHECYT OTBETA:
«TBou TpeBoru 060 MHe, JIpyT, B3A0D -
Sl uB, 3110POB ¥ NUTIO TeOe PUBETHI».

ITopagoBaBuIMCh, BHOBb UX OTIIPABIIAIO

K tebe Hazam, cam TyT ke B CKOPOb BIAAAI0.
46

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war,

How to divide the conquest of thy sight:
Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would bar,
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.
My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie
(A closet never pierced with crystal eyes),
But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To 'cide this title is impannel d

A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart,
And by their verdict is determin d

The clear eye's moiety and the dear heart's part:
As thus: mine eye's due is thy outward part,
And my heart's right thy inward love of heart.
46

He BbIpBaThCs U3 3aMKHYTOTO Kpyra,

V a3 u cepaua 3aTsHYICS CHOp:

['maza numaiotr ceptie npas Ha Apyra,

A cepjlie 9THX MPaB JIMIIAET B30P.

OHo ckpbIBaeT 00pa3 TBOM OT B3IJISAA,

A B3MJIs1/1 OT cepalia TBOM MPEeKPaCHbBIN JIMK,
S1 moHsT: mpeKpanare pa3aophl HAJIO,
Mos3r B CIOpHI IJ1a3 ¥ Cep/illa MUTOM BHUIK,

CoOpast OH MBICIU: TIPOSIBUTE BOJTIO,
MHe Haz10€e710 cityIaTh 3TOT B310p,
Paznenm muiblii 00pa3 Ha ABe JOJIH.
N s11m 3aBepIIiM HEHYKHBIN CIIOP.

C Tex mop y m1a3 M cepiia CHOBa JIaj:
JI1060Bb UTHT cepaiie, OCTAILHOE B3IJISI.

47

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other:

35
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When that mine eye is famished for a look,

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,
With my love's picture then my eye doth feast,
And to the painted banquet bids my heart;
Another time mine eye is my heart's guest,

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part.

So either by thy picture or my love,

Thyself, away, art present still with me,

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,
And I am still with them, and they with thee;

Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight

Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

47

Teneps y 17123 U cepaa CHOBa Jaj,

Yenyramu Apyr Apyry moMoraror,

Korpa rmasa ot rosnona rpycrar

W cepaue or TOCKM U3HEMOTAET.

I'naza nupytor, a4 Ha OPTpET,

W cepaue HachILAThCA PUIVIAIIAIOT,
Ho u m1azam oTkasza Toxe HeT,
Korma cepaeuko o Tebe meuTaer.

bnaropaps noprpery u Mmeutam

TrI, HaXOAACh BlIAJIN, BCErga CO MHOIO.
Kyna Ob1 HU yexa — MBICTH TaM,

41 — ¢ MBICIIIMH, a 3HAYUT, U C TOOOIO.

A MBICITIU CIIAT — THI CHUIIILCS BHOBD rjiiasam,
Barisin nenut pagocTs ¢ cepaleM NonosiaM.
48

How careful was I, when I took my way,

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That to my use it might un-us d stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,
Thou best of dearest, and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not locked up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,
Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part;
And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear,
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.
48

Hacrasno Bpems oTIpaBisaThCA B IIyTh,

Sl cipsitan 6e3aesyIIKy 1o, 3ar1op,

Teneps K HUM PyK HE CMOXET IPOTSAHYTh,

36
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TaiikoM mpoOpaBIIKCh B JOM, HEYECTHBIN BOP.

Bce OprumanTsl mpes To6010 — XJ1am,
bsut yremensem, a Teneps neyasb:
MHe cTpalllHO 10BepsTh TeOsl 3aMKaM,
U ocraBnsaTh qoObIYel BOpa Kajb.

[Tpunércsa 3anepets B MOEH rpyau,
I'ne BeuHo ThI, XOTs T€OSI TAM HET,
OTKpBITHI ABEPU, MOXKEIITb U BOUTH,
A MOXelIb ¥ yUTH B JTI0OOW MOMEHT.

Takoit Tpocpeit mo60ro codMa3HUT —

Hwu yecTHOCTD, HM 3a1I0p HE YCTOMT.

49

Against that time (if ever that time come)
When I shall see thee frown on my def cts,
When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,
Called to that audit by advised respects;
Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass,
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye,
When love, converted from the thing it was
Shall reasons find of settled gravity:

Against that time do I insconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own desert,
And this my hand against myself uprear,

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part.

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws,
Since why to love I can allege no cause.

49

Korma k Tebe nmpuaér npo3peHss vac,

ThI pa3mISIUIID AYIIA MO U3bSHBI,

JIio6oBb €€ yBuaeB Oe3 mpuKpac,

HauHéT MEeHATh CBOM MEUTHI U TIJIaHBI;

Pemmus, 4to BpeMs nonsectu 4epry,
[Mpoiinémib 6e3 cnoB, eaBa KOCHYBIIUCH B3IJISIOM,
N Bcranens oT4ykAEHHO 3a BEPCTY,
He noxenas cTosiTh CO MHOIO PSZIOM,

[ToiiMy TBOIO XOJIOHOCTh M PEITyCh
Ckazarb ce0e, YTO HaKa3aHbs CTOIO,
BBepx pyKy MOAHUMY M TIOKJISHYCh,
Uro 1 3aKO0H, U MpaB/a, 3a TO00I0.

Nwmeenis npaBo yXxonuTh BUHA,
3a To, YTO HET MPUYHNH JTIOOUTH MEHSI.

50
How heavy do I journey on the way,
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When what I seek (my weary travel's end)

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,
“Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend.'
The beast that bears me, tir d with my woe,
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,

As if by some inst nct the wretch did know

His rider loved not speed, being made from thee:
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on

That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,
Which heavily he answers with a groan

More sharp to me than spurring to his side;

For that same groan doth put this in my mind:
My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

50

Kak 1sxeK myTh, Korjga B ero KOHIeE

He npa3aHbiii OTABIX C JONTOXAAHHBIM JIPYTOM,
A rpycTHas yapIOKa Ha JIUIe

OT MBICTH: MBI BCE Jajibllie APYT OT Apyra.

Konb, 4yBcTBy# €€, eiBa OeXHT,
YcraB HecT MeHS U MOE rope,
VMHOXUTh PACCTOSIHbE HE CIIEIINT,
[Toatomy He xoueT Oer YCKOpHTb.

He nomoraror u ynapsl mmop,

Korga, cepasich, KOoHIO B O0Ka BOH3aI0,
OH THXO CTOHET, Clyllas yKop,

S cam cuspHeEe JIoIa M CTpajal.

[Iporiy e€: 3a mmopsl HE Cyau,

Benp panocts — c3a1u, rope — Briepeau.

51

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence

Of my dull bearer, when from thee I speed:
From where thou art, why should I haste me thence?
Till I return, of posting is no need.

O what excuse will my poor beast then find,
When swift extremity can seem but slow?

Then should I spur though mounted on the wind,
In wing d speed no motion shall I know:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace;
Therefore desire (of perfect'st love being made)
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race,

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade:
Since from thee going he went wilful slow,
Towards thee I'll run and give him leave to go.

51
S onpaBaan MeIMTENIbHOCTh KOHS,
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He ucribiTaB 3a 1eHb K HEMY BPakK/Ibl:
JIpyr ¢ KakapIM IIAroM Jajblie OT MEHs,
J1o BO3BpallieHbs1 B CIIELIKE HET HYK/IBI.

Ho kax ce0st OH CMOKeT onpaB/arh,
Korza u ckopoctsb 1151 MeHst 3aMpET?
l'otoB 51 Gyny BeTpy IINOPHI AATh,
Uro0 oH sieten emié ObICTPel BIIEpe.

MBIC/Ib HE TOTOHUT CaMBblid JIyUIIUi KOHb,
He MoXxeT nj10Th :KeJlaHue JOTHATh.
Crpemsich k Tebe, ObicTpee, YeM OrOHb,
JI'060BbL KOHSI TIOMOXKET OMpPaB/AaTh:

Bexait or npyra, 3amensissi pbiCh,

Sl Muych K HEMY, @ ThI HE TOPOITUCH.

52

So am I as the rich whose bless d key

Can bring him to his sweet up-lock d treasure,
The which he will not ev'ry hour survey,

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set,
Like stones of worth they thinly plac d are,
Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time that keeps you as my chest,

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,
To make some special instant special blest,
By new unfolding his imprisoned pride.

Bless d are you whose worthiness gives scope,
Being had, to triumph, being lacked, to hope.
52

4 kak Oorady, 4eil KJ1o4 OJarocaOBIIEH
OTKpBITh yTH K COKPOBUILIAM PEAYaILINM,
Ha BcTpeuy ¢ HUMM peiko XOOUT OH,

Y1006 MUT CBHAAHBA OBLI BCETIA CJIaYaIIINM.

Top:xecTBeHHbIE TTPA3AHUKU B PsiIy
CypoBbIX OyIHElN BCIOTy UCKITIOUYEHBE,
OHU peKu U CMOTPSITCS B TOAY,

Kak kpyrHbie OpUTIbSHTH B OKepeibe.

Bort Tak u Bpems npsyer ot MeHs

Te06s1, Kak 1u1aThe, B YEPHBIN KA pa3ayKy,
[Tostomy s pan cusHBIO OHA,

Kotopslil npekpamiaer MO MyKH.

Thl JapuIb MHE ¥ IPA3AHUKY CBU/IAHWH,
W GynHu 6eCKOHEYHBIX OKUIAHHA.

39
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53

What is your substance, whereof are you made,
That millions of strange shadows on you tend,
Since every one hath, every one, one shade,
And you, but one, can every shadow lend?
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you;

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires are painted new;
Speak of the spring and foison of the year:

The one doth shadow of your beauty show,
The other as your bounty doth appear,

And you in every bless d shape we know.

In all external grace you have some part,

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.
53

Kakoto Tl cyOcTaHIen pok/ieH,

BarsiHu BOKpyr, HOMUMO JIMYHOHN TEHH,
Nwmeemns B ycykeHbe MUJUTMOH

TeHel JaBHO yIIEANIMX TOKOJIEHUI?

Bsmiaau Ha OrocT AoHKCA, THl — OH,
C Te0s1, ero Jienu1 TBOpell BEIUKHA,
Kpacoit Enensl n1peBHUiI MUp CpakeH,
Ho u oHa — ThI B rpeuecKkoi TyHUKE.

Besne, BrisiaeBIINCh, BUXKY S TeOs:

B BecHe THI Opaxaenb KpacoTolo,

U B ypoxkae y3Hato, 004 -

JIuib, OH cpaBHUTCS HIEAPOCTHIO C TOOOIO.

Bo Bcsiko# KpacoTe TBOsI €CTh 4acTh,

Thl NOCTOSAHCTBY HE JA€Ib IPOMACTb.

54

O how much more doth beauty beauteous seem
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfum d tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly,
When summer's breath their mask d buds discloses;
But, for their virtue only is their show,

They live unwooed, and unrespected fade,

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so,

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,
When that shall vade, by verse distils your truth.
54
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Ham kaxercs mpekpacHei Kkpacorta,
B kotopoii 1o0poaeTesb MpoIBeTaer,
VY po3bl coOnMa3HUTENbHEH yCTa,
Korpa Han HUMM apomar BUTAeT.

IIumnoBHUK IMPUBJICKATECJICH Ha BUI,
[urer ocTphl, Ja ¥ pacTyT HE peke,
VY JenecTkoB He Xyke KOJIOPUT,
Kazanocs Obl JOCTOMHCTBA BCE TE XKeE.

[Tpu 6GpockocTy — 1BETHI 0O/IEIEHBI
Buumanuewm, 6e3 ciaBbl yBSAIOT,
A po3aMm, MOTOMY U HET LIEHBI,

Yr0 3amax He HAPACHO MUCTOYAIOT.

Ero B cebe HACTOI 1yXOB XpaHUT,

Kak moii coHeT B cTpoke TBOU I0HBIN BU/I.

55

Not marble nor the gilded monuments

Of princes shall outlive this pow'rful rhyme,

But you shall shine more bright in these cont nts
Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn
The living record of your memory.

'Gainst death and all oblivious enmity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the Judgement that yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

55

Hu mpamop, Hu TUpaHOB capkodaru

He cmoryT nepe:xurts MOMX CTHXOB,

TBoii 0Opa3 coxpaHuTcs Ha Oymare,

CoTpyT Ha KaMHE TbUIb U TPsi3b BEKOB.

[Tyckait BoiiHa ¥ OYHT pyHMHBI MHOKAT,
[Tycth cTaTyn BoXk e maayT B 6opboe,
Meu Mapca 1 noxxap He yHUUYTOXKAaT

B mowux conerax crpodsl 0 TeOe.

OnM Ha370 NoXapam U pa3opam

W3 Beka B BeK TBOM OOJIMK ITPOHECYT,
[MoTomMKu OyayT CIaBUTH €10 XOpPOM,
[Toka He ocranoBuT Boxwuii cy;.

BoccraB u3 MEPTBBIX B CTpAIIIHBINA JEHb CY/Ia,

41
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V3Haellb, 4TO B COHETAX JKUJI BCEra.

56

Sweet love, renew thy force, be it not said

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,

Which but today by feeding is allayed,
Tomorrow sharp'ned in his former might.

So, love, be thou: although today thou fill

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,
Tomorrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness:

Let this sad int'rim like the ocean be

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view;

As call it winter, which being full of care,

Makes summers welcome, thrice more wished, more rare.
56

JI1000Bb MOsA, BO30OHOBH CBOM 1B,

He naii ckasathb, 9T0 anmeTuT ocrpee,

Qo0becTed Tak, 9To OeJIBI CBET HE MU,

A yTpOM BCTaHET BJBOE I'OJIOIHEE.

To1 Oy1b TaKOH, CETOHS HATISANCD,
IIpocHuck rmaza nommpe OTKpbiBas,
W cHOBa MUJIBIM BUJOM HACJIaI|Ch,

Hyx BsJIOCTBIO B ceGe He yOouBasi.

Yachl pa3inyKu MPOBOIM B TOCKE,

Kak Oyaro pa3menuiv OKeaHsl,

Korpa *merb BCTpedn Ha MOPCKOM TIeCKe,
Toraa oHM 0OCOOEHHO JKeJIaHHBI.

A, eciii Xouelllb, UX CPaBHU C 3UMOW,

B MOpO3HBI AeHb AOPOKE JIETHUIN 3HOM.

57

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend,

Nor services to do till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour
Whilst I (my sovereign) watch the clock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu.
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,
But like a sad slave stay and think of nought
Save where you are how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love that in your will

(Though you do any thing) he thinks no ill.

42
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57

Uro moxeT pad? OQHO — IOKOPHO KIATh,
KOF)IEI 3aX0yelllb BbICKA3aTh XEJIaHbE,
['oToB JI00YI0 MPUXOTH UCTIONHSTS,

Bcs ku3Hb MOSI — CIUIOIIHOE OXKHIaHbE.

He cmero 51 B yachl pasinyk ponrarhb

Ha 1o, 9T0 TBI IpPOIISIEIIH OXKUIAHBE,
Cuwnrtas BpeMs TOpbKO MIOHUMATbh,

Yr1o 6eCKOHEYHBIM MOXET OBITh M3THAHBE.

Borock 51 jaxe B MbICIISIX, BOITPOILATS:
Yem 3aHAT Thl, U KTO BOKPYT TOJIIOI0,
Kak BepHbIii pad MOTy, JIUIIIb, TOMEUTAThH
O cuacTbe TeX, KTO B 3TOT MUT C TOOOI0.

JI1060Bb TTyma, BEpHEUIbCsl — TBEPAUT CHOBA:
— B ero penax HeT HUYEro AypHOTO.

58

That god forbid, that made me first your slave,
I should in thought control your time of pleasure,
Or at your hand th'account of hours to crave,
Being your vassal bound to stay your leasure.
O let me suffer (being at your beck)
Th'imprisoned absence of your liberty,

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,
Without accusing you of injury.

Be where you list, your charter is so strong
That you yourself may priviledge your time
To what you will; to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell,

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

58

N36aBu Bor, MHe cTaB TBOUM padoM,
[Tpocuthb 0 pa3BiedyeHUSAX OTYETHI:

Cnenuth, KOrjga v KTO MPUXOIUT B JIOM
Hemuthb ¢ TOOOM Becenbe U 3a00Ty.

$1 TBO# BaccaJ1, eyajabHa MOsI POJib,

B TiopbMe pa3iyku KAaTh pacriopsikKeHWH,
CHocHTh OTKa3, He OOBUHSATH 3a O0JIb,
TeprieTb 0OMIBI OT TBOMX PEIICHUI.

Bynp, rae xenaems, Thl B ITpaBax CUJIbHA,
Hapu ce0s1 XOTh JieTy, XOTh, 3a0aBe,
CyauTb 3a nperpelieHus BojibHa,

Ho u mpocTuts cedst Tl TOXE BIIpaBe.
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JoOpo ¥ 3710 TBOPHIIIL JIJIS1 Pa3BICUCHbS,
K1y He BUHS, XOTb 9TO U MyYEHbE.

59

If there be nothing new, but that which is
Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss
The second burthen of a former child!

O that rec rd could with a backward look,
Even of five hundred courses of the sun,
Show me your image in some ntique book,
Since mind at first in character was done,
That I might see what the old world could say
To this compos d wonder of your frame:
Whether we are mended, or whe'er better they,
Or whether revolution be the same.

O sure I am the wits of former days

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.
59

Koinb Bc€ crapo, TO HOBb — JIMIIb IOBTOPEHbE,
VM, 3a01yX1asCh, C JEJOBCKUX BPEMEH,

Hawm Bb11a€T 32 HOBOE TBOPEHBE

Toro, KTo ObUT IABHBIM — JIABHO POXICH!

O, Kak xouy 51 OpOCUTH B3IJISI/L B ApPXUBBI,
I'me mocrapeB Ha JONTUX MSATH BEKOB,
Haiiti, unTast KHUTH TEpIIETUBO,

TBOE M0 B CTAPUHHOM BSI3U CJIOB.

BFHHIICTLCH U IIOHATH, KaK U3MEHUNJIOCH
YMeHbe COBEpHIEHCTBO OMUCATh,

¥ Hac s 3TO0 Kpalle nosy4usiocs,

A MOKET JIydllle IPEJKOB HE CKa3aTh.

VYBepeH, 4To OHHU, ONIEPEIUB,

XBaJmIu TeX, KTO ObLT HE TaK KPACHB.

60

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end,

Each changing place with that which goes before,
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crowned,
Crook d eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time does transfix the flourish set on youth,
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow.
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
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Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
60

BonHa — BOJIHY OATAIKUBAET B CIIMHY,
IToka o Geper rpyab He pa3oObET,

Tak ¥ MUHYTHI JI0 CBOEH KOHUUHBI,
CMeHsIsICh Ha JIeTy, Crienar BIepé.

MpI K 3pesiocTH UIEM CO JAHS POXKICHbS,
Enga ycrieB B3r1siHyTh Ha Boxwii cBer,
B 3eHuTe HauMHaAEeTCA CTapeHbe,
IToBciony ocraBiseT BpeMs Cllel.

[IBeT 10HOCTU B pacliBeTe JIeT MPOH3aeT,
MopivHamMu ypoayer 4eno,

Bcé nyuiee B mpupoze rnoenaer,
Cpesast, 4To JbIIIaio 1 1BeJO.

51, Borpeku 6e3’KaTOCTHOU pyKe,

Criacy TBOM JOCTOMHCTBA B CTPOKE.

61

Is it thy will thy image should keep open

My heavy eyelids to the weary night?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee

So far from home into my deeds to pry,

To find out shames and idle hours in me,

The scope and tenure of thy jealousy?

O no, thy love, though much, is not so great;
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake,

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,
To play the watchman ever for thy sake.

For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake elsewhere,
From me far off, with others all too near.

61

TBoe¥t Jiu Bojiel HOUBbI0 00pa3 TBOM

MHe He Ja€T TAKENBIX BEK COMKHYTb?
[MpuxonAT TeHU CXOkKHe ¢ TOOOH,

[TeITasick MOE 3peHbe OOMaHYTh.

A, MOXeT, 3TO TBOW HE3PUMBII yX,
IMogocnaHHBIN TOAMISAABIBAT 32 MHOM,
[TbiTaeTcst MpoBEepUTH JIKUBBIN CITYX,
HeyxTo peBHOCTb BIIaCTBYeT TOOO#?

O Her! TBos M00OOBL HE TaK CHJIbHA,
B moeii 100BY 1 UCTUHA, U CYTh,
MHe, npejyiarast CTpaka poJib, OHa
MeritaeT HerpOOYIHBIM CHOM YCHYTb.
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TpeBoXUT AyMOI OCTPOM KaK KJIMHOK:

K npyrum oH OTU30K, OT MeHs JaJiEK.

62

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye,
And all my soul, and all my every part;
And for this sin there is no remedy,

It is so grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account,
And for myself mine own worth do define,
As I all other in all worths surmount.

But when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopped with tanned antiquity,
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read;
Self so self-loving were iniquity.

"Tis thee (my self) that for myself I praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.
62

I'pex ceOsmoObs — CTas BJIaIbIKON TJ1a3,
Jly1a v TuIoTh Tenephb €ro BIaJeHbs,

OH B cepiie KOpHEM ITyOOKO YBSI3,

OT 3TOrO rpexa HeT UCLIENICHBSI.

[IpexpacHee nuua He HAXOKY,

W3smmen craH, qyx MoJioH 61aropocTsa.
Korma s1 camoro ce0s cyxy.

To BUXKy HaJ IPYITMMHU ITPEBOCXOICTBO.

Korpa nokaxer 3epkajio MeHs
[NoTackaHHBIM, B CEJMHAX W MOPIIMHAX,
Torna TBepxy, ceds 32 TpeX BUHS:
YynosuiHa Jiio60Bb K ceOe B My)KUMHAX.

XBasist Te0s1 — XBaIOCh B cede T000Io,

VKpacuB cTapoCThb I0HOIO CyAbOOIO.

63

Against my love shall be as I am now,

With Time's injurious hand crushed and o'erworn;
When hours have drained his blood and filled his brow
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn
Hath travelled on to age's steepy night,

And all those beauties whereof now he's king

Are vanishing, or vanished out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring:

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age's cruel knife

That he shall never cut from memory

My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's life.
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His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,
And they shall live, and he in them still green.
63

Korna moi1 gpyr BOAET B MOM roja
Pa36uthiM 1 MOTPENaHHBIM CYaBOOI0,

KpoBb ucTomurcs, CTaHeT Kak Boa,

[MownéT k 3akaty yTpo romyooe.

Crapyxa cTapoCTb MOCTYUYUTCS B JIBEPh
[ToGnekHYT Kpacku IapCTBEHHBIE HBIHE,
A B JJOBEpILIEHBE BCEX APYTMX MOTEPD
Kpaca, KaK IIBET BECHBbI €10 ITIOKHUHET.

OT 3TUX J€ET NBITAsACH 3allIUTUTD

Sl TOpOILTIOCH TOCTPOUTH YKPETUICHBE,
Korga 3axouer npyra cMepth yOUTh
Criacy npeKpacHbIil OOUK OT 3a0BEHbS.

3amuTon cTaHeT YépHasi CTpPOKa

B Heii 00pa3 gpyra Oyaer 10H Beka.

64

When I have seen by Time's fell hand defaced
The rich proud cost of outworn buried age;
When sometime lofty towers I see down rased,
And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the wat'ry main,
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store;
When I have seen such interchange of state,
Or state itself confounded to decay,

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate:

That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
64

besxanoctHa y Bpemenu pyka

[Nomaael HET GOraTCTBY M rOpABIHE,

U GarHIO, TPOCTOSIBINYIO BEKa,

W GpoH3y BEYHBIX CTATyi ONPOKUHET;

S BUKY Kak roJIoHBIN OKeaH

Bonoii Ha 11apcTBO CyIIM HACTyMaer,
A Geper BOJHBI PYIIUT, KaK TapaH —
basanc 3axBaroB 1 1oTeph paBHSET;

YepenoBaHbe 3TUX NEPEMEH
BHy1aer, 4To 3aKOHYMUTCA BCE KPAXoM,
Ilorepu yuar 1ymars: rpo3eH TJIEH,

47



Y. Hlekcriup. «Conetsl. ['aminier B nepeBose Hukomnas Camoitioa»

B ypouHnblii yac 11000Bb MOTyOUT MaxoM.

[Tpu 3T0¥ MBICIT XOYETCS PBIIATH

O ToM, 4TO eCTh, HO CTPAIITHO TIOTEPSTh.

65

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o'ersways their power,

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?

O how shall summer's honey breath hold out
Against the wrackful siege of batt'ring days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?

O fearful meditation! Where, alack,

Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold this swift foot back,
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O none, unless this miracle have might,

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.
65

Pa3 6poH3y, KameHb, TBEpPAb 3eMJIM K MOPE —

Bcé OpeHHOCTb OBITHS pa3pyliar B Mpax,

Kak BBIKMTBH KpacoTe B HEPABHOM CIIOpE,

B Hel cTrorikocTH He OOJIbIIIE, YEM B I[BETAX.

Kak moxeTt YCTOATD AbIXaHbE JICTA,
[Tomnag B ocamy GecroImagHbIX THEH,
Korna u ¢ ckayiam He 1o cuiam 3to,
7KenesHele BOpOTa HE MPOYHEN.

ITyraer mMblc/ib: HAAEKHBIX HET YKPHITUI,
I'ne moii anma3z ot Bpemenu xpaHuTs,
Kt0 B cmitax yaepxarb OTOK COOBITHT,
U kpacoty oT nopuu 3auTUThH?

HukTo He coBepian Takoro uynua,

Cracy 11000Bb B U€pHUJIAX — MIEPBBIM OyIy.
66

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry:
As to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy nothing trimmed in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,
And strength by limping sway disabl d,
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly (doctor-like) controlling skill,
And simple truth miscalled simplicity,
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And captive good attending captain ill:

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

66

VYcras, B3biBato k Cmeptu: — Het TepnieHbs
JIOCTOMHCTBO € POXK/JIEHbS B HUILETE,

HapsiiHoe HUYTOXECTBO B Becelbe,

U Bepa nosadwita B cyere,

N nodyects BO31AIOT HE MO 3aCayram,

N nobponerenb BeK IyMsICh paCTIIWI,

W coBepiieHCTBO 000Tay CIIyXoM,

n MOUIb IMTPaBUTEIb B HEMOIIb IIPEBPAaTUJI,

U BiiacTh JiMImIiIa rojgoca UCKycCTBo,

W 3HaHMAMM ON1akb PyKOBOJUT,

W nyppio 4ecTHOCTh HAPEKJIO XOMYHCTBO,
W 3710 106py MpUCITYKUBATh BEJIUT.

VYcTaB Tak KUTh, yHIET Obl paHbIIIe CPOKa,
Boroch 1000Bb OCTaBUTh OJMHOKOM.

67

Ah wherefore with infection should he live,
And with his presence grace impiety,

That sin by him advantage should achieve,
And lace itself with his society?

Why should false painting imitate his cheek,
And steal dead seeming of his living hue?
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?
Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is,
Beggared of blood to blush through lively veins,
For she hath no exchequer now but his,

And proud of many, lives upon his gains?

O him she stores, to show what wealth she had,
In days long since, before these last so bad.
67

3auem OH JOJIKEH KUTh CPeJJi TOPOKOB,
VYKpacuB uX IPUCYTCTBUEM CBOUM,

Uto0 TSKKHA TpeX, YKPBIBIIUCH OT YIPEKOB,
Ce0s1 cBsA3a1 eIg nmpovyHee ¢ HUM?

3auem 1BET MEPTBBIX KPACOK MOApaKaeT
PymsHIly ero ek, oH HeXHO a,

3ayem 0OMaH ypOACTBO yKpaIaeT

Ero nuio, npuHsB 3a uaean.

3auem OH JIOJIKEH KUTh, Korja [Ipupoaa,
PactpatuB KpoBb JaBHO yke OaHKPOT,
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KasHna eé Bc€ MeHblIIIe rof OT rojia,
JKuBET U TEM, 4TO y Hero Oeper?

OHnHa XpaHuT ero, 4to0 C Mbeecrana

Hawm noka3zatb, yeM paHbilie obnanana.

68

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,
Before these bastard signs of fair were borne,
Or durst inhabit on a living brow;

Before the golden tresses of the dead,

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,
To live a second life on second head;

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay:
In him those holy ntique hours are seen,
Without all ornament, itself and true,
Making no summer of another's green,
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new;
And him as for a map doth Nature store,
To show false Art what beauty was of yore.
68

JIurioM Moii Jpyr MOXok Ha TeX JIojIeH,
Korpa kpaca xwia u ymupaina,

Tak, Kak ceromHs LIBET BECEHHUX THEM,
®anpmvBs, OB KUBBIX HE YKpaIaia;

Torna emeE He CTPUIIIM MEPTBELIOB,
Brin 1oxkoH JOCTOSIHUEM MOI'MJIBI,
Hazenas 30710TUCTBIX TAPUKOB,

Ha ronoBy He Boapy:xanyu MUJIBIM.

BupHa B HEM O1arogaTh MHBIX BPEMEH:
[TpekpacHoe Toraa He 3HAIO (hasIbIIH,
He y6aBnsim nier, psiasich B OyTOH,

He rpabunm moneii ciadeit u crapiie.

Jl1s1 BepHBIX, IPEKHEN KpacoTe ceplell,

Moii apyr u Obu1, 1 OyaeT oOpaszell.

69

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;
All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that due,
Utt'ring bare truth, even so as foes commend,

Thy outward thus with outward praise is crowned,
But those same tongues that give thee so thine own,
In other accents do this praise confound

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.

They look into the beauty of thy mind,

And that in guess they measure by thy deeds;
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Then, churls, their thoughts (although their eyes were kind)
To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,

The soil is this, that thou dost common grow.

69

TBo¥ BHENTHUI OOJIUK BOCXUINAET MUP,

[IpekpacHo BCE: moxonKa, CTaTh, yXBarka;

Bce s3bIKM TBEPASAT, UTO TH KYMHP

W 3neiimmii Bpar He BUIUT HEIOCTATKOB.

Bce Te, KTO MI0TH MPOCIIABUIIA XBAJIOH,
Bo3zganu ToibKo TO, YTO MPUYUTATIOCH,
Ho peub y HUX OblIa COBCeM UHOM,
Korpa mymm HeBUIMMON Kacasiach.

TBoel 1y yBUIEB KpacoTy,

B noragkax Josaro Mepuiu Jeiamy,
Tenepb TBepAT, 320bIB PO T00POTY:
LIBeToK XOpoII, HO TTAXHET COPHSKAMHU.

B uém cocront npuunHa Beex rnpooiem?
Pazraaka : TeI IBETEMIb JOCTYIHBIN BCEM.
70

That thou are blamed shall not be thy defect,
For slander's mark was ever yet the fair;

The ornament of beauty is susp ct,

A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being wooed of time,
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,
And thou present'st a pure unstain d prime.
Thou hast passed by the ambush of young days,
Either not assailed, or victor being charged,
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise
To tie up envy, evermore enlarged:

If some susp ct of ill masked not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.
70

Hager He oOnuyaeT TBO¥ MOPOK,

Kpaca muriieHsio KjieBeThl ObIBAET;
Jloragkamu 4epHUT €€ HaMEK —

Kak BOpoH B uMCTOM BO3/IyXe JieTaer.

Korga kpacus, y CILIETEH eCTb PE30H
TBepauTh, YTO THI COOA3HAM TOTAKAEIIIb,
UepBb MOPTUT CaMBbIii CIIAOCTHBINA Oy TOH,
ThI YACTOTY M COBECTH BOIUIOIIACIIb.

Tbl MUHOBAJI JIOBYIIIKH IOHBIX JTHEH,
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W BeImIesn nodequreieM U3 CXBaToK,
Ho B Oyayiem Hanaaku NOCHIIbHEH,
Bce niporuisie oT 3aBUCTH 33/1aTOK.

Jlerna TeHb MOJO3PEHbBs, KAK BEHEIl —

Thb1 ObLT ObI 6€3 HEr0 KOPOJTb cepell.

71

No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled
From this vile world with vildest worms to dwell;
Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it, for I love you so

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
Or if (I say) you look upon this verse,

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,
Do not as much as my poor name rehearse,
But let your love even with my life decay,
Lest the wise world should look into your moan,
And mock you with me after I am gone.

71

Koraa ympy, omtakuBaii MeHst

He nonblie, 4em ¢ 1iepKBei KOJIOKOIaMU
Tpe3BoHUTh OyayT, UTO COEKaI KIISHS

3a noIoCTh MHp, TETIEPh B 3eMJIe C YEPBSIMH.

Yuras 31U rpyCTHBIE CIIOBA,

He BcriomuHaii MeHs — TOTO He CTOIO,
JIo60 Tak CHITBHO, YTO JIalo TTpaBa
3a0bITh MEHSI, HE My4asiCh TOCKOIO.

Korna B ctuxu 3arisiHenb» HeB3Havaiu,

Moii 6peHHBIN Mpax, BO3MOXKXHO, CTaHeT TIIMHOM,
[ToaTta ums Beayx He OBTOPSIH —

[Tycth rubHET U JI0OOBb C MO KOHYMHOM.

Uro6 mup TeOs He ocMesiT 3a I1ay,

Korma ympy 1 rpycTh, U CJIE3bI CIIPSTUb,

72

O lest the world should task you to recite
What merit lived in me that you should love,
After my death (dear love) forget me quite;
For you in me can nothing worthy prove,
Unless you would devise some virtuous lie
To do more for me than mine own desert,
And hang more praise upon deceas d |
Than niggard truth would willingly impart:
O lest your true love may seem false in this,
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That you for love speak well of me untrue,

My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to shame nor me nor you:

For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,
And so should you, to love things nothing worth.
72

Uro0 37100HBI MUp He TpeOOoBal OTUETA

3a 9To M oYeMy MeHsI JTIOOUJ,

VYMmpy — 3a0y1p, 3aueM TeOe 3a00Ta,

He cMoxenb joka3aTh, 4TO MpaB ThI OB,

IToka, Mou pacxBajnBasi CBOMCTBA,
Cebe Ha ITOMOILb JIOXKD HE MO30BEIIb,
HarpacabiM GynieT Bc€ TBOE yrmopcTBo,
Hapn npaBioo MeHs1 He BO3HECENb.

A 4TOOBI JIOKD HAC [TAYKATh HE TIOCMEJIa,
U b1, XBas1 MEHs, HE NpsSITAI IJ1a3,
[TycTh UMS1 TOXOPOHSIT BMECTE C TEJIOM,
Torga He CMOXkeT OIMO30PUTh HAC.

CerofHst MHe 3a CKYTHOCTb A€ OOUIHO —

TeGe MeHsI TIOOUTh JIOJKHO OBITH CTHITHO.

73

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou seest the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourished by.
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