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COHEThI

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

[ToTOMCTBO JIEM OT Tepia KpacoThl,

Tak po3a KpacoThl HE YMUPAET;

Korna yBsiHYT 3peJible 1IBEThl —

Hacnemnuku ux namMsiTh COXpaHsIOT.

Ho ThI 0OOBEHYaH B3IJISIIOM SICHBIX IJ1a3,
CBoeto KpacoTo JI0OOBb NUTACIIIh,



[Tpu n306mIMKU ceds1 3a pa3oMm pas,
Kak 3neiimmii Bpar, Ha royiof oOpeKaenib.

Thl — yKpalieHbe Mupa, 3TaJIOH,

Kpacot BecHbI €TMHCTBEHHBIN TJ1alarau,
CBo¥t MUJIBIN OOJMK, XOPOHS B OYTOH,
Kak ckpsra, pacroyaenib CKyJHOW IUIaTOM.

He 6ynp oOxopoid, oOwskast Mup,

C Moruson Ha IBOMX, YCTPOMB, ITUP.

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.

This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold.
2



Korga yesno ocaasat copok 3um,

Ha nosie Kpacortsl, BO10 C ILIOTHIO,
Haps, B KOTOPOM Tbl HEOTPA3UM,
W3HocHuTCS, CTaB KaJIKUM, KaK JIOXMOTbS;

Torga To, eciy copocsrT, rje cendac
Benukonense 1oHOro Hapsiaga

He roBopu: «B riiyOrMHax BObIX I71a3».
OTBer coutyT OeccThIHON OpaBaou.

HocTorHee ckazath: « 1 Kui He 3ps,
Bot onpaBaaHbe crapoct — peOEHOK.
Crapasica 51, B HEM KOITMIO TBOpA,
[ToaTOMYy OH MOW MOPTPET C MENEHOK.

41, mocrapeB, Kak Oy/TO MOJIOJ] BHOBb:

OCTBIB BO MHE, IbIJIAET 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

[nsiHb B 3€pKasio, YBUIEB OTPAKEHbE,
Ckaxu: «[lopa XKuBOI MOPTPET CO3/1ATh».
OOmaHer» Mup, He BBIIIOJHUB PEIleHbE,
V neBylIKM OTHUMEIIIb OJ1arofiaTh.

Benp rie xe Ta, KoTopasi He paga

JlaTh JEBCTBEHHOE JIOHO pacnaxarhb?

A Moxet ObITh JIIOOOBb K cede — mperpaja,
Omna BeuT O€3ETHBIM YMHUPATh?

Jl71s1 poa crath rpoOHUIIEN — BEPOJIOMCTBO,
ThI — 3epKaJo A1 MaTepu CBOEH,

Ona — B Te0e, a Thl — B CBOEM IMOTOMCTBE
Bepuémb cebe anpenb MUHYBIIIUX JIHEH.

Ho, ecnu 11 pemvi nipepBarh CBOHM pojl,
JKviBu ouH, 1 06pa3 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

3ayeM CBOIO Kpacy — O0rarcTBo pona
Tpawxupuiiib Ha ceOs1, MPEJECTHHIN MOT?
OHna He fnap, pacileJpuBIINUCh, TPUPOIA

Ee€ ¢ Bo3BpaToMm mmiegpomy Jacer.

ITpekpacHsblii cKpsra, OYeMy Thl CCyILy

He nocriemmiib X035iMHy BEpHYTh?

bes cuéra Tparsd, 3ago/mKan noscony,

3a0bIB, UTO B KAXKJIOW C/IENKE — IPUOBUIb CYTh.

XUTpHIb, BeAEIIH JIeNIa C CaMUM COOOI0,
KuBst 0OMaHOM, ThI yXe OaHKpOT,



Korna cyap6a oTIpaBUT CMEpPTh ¢ KOCOIO,
I'ne Tbl BO3BMELID TPUEMIIEMBIA OTYET?

Hlenuchb ¢ neTbMU CBOEIO KPacoTow,

[Toka He moxopoHeHa ¢ TOOOW.

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,

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 BpeMsl, 9TO Basio OOJIUK TBOM,

Takum, 4TO OCTAaHABIUBAET B3IJIS/IbI,
PacnipaButcsi ¢ TBOEIO KpacoTow,

Kak 371011 TUpaH, He 3HAIOIINUIA TTOIIAIbI;



HeytoMumblii BpeMeHU IOTOK

Ben€r k 3ume, Ha CMEpTh OT CTYKH, JIETO:
CopsaB JMCTBY ¥ 3aMOPO3UB COK,

Cajibl ¥ 3eMITIO KPAacHUT OeJTbIM [IBETOM.

JIvib TOT, KTO CMOXET pO3bl apoMar

[T1eHUTh ¥ 3aTOYUTH B COCY/] BECHOIO,
XpaHs B AyXax, YCUJICHHbIM CTOKpaT,
Cniacér OT NOJTHOM rMOeH 3UMOIO.

Tepsist 0Tk, 3aMEP3IIINE IIBETHI

B nmyxax ocTaBsT CyIIHOCTh KPAaCOTHI.

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 Tebe UCTIOPTUTH JIETO,

3asieid B cOCy/Ibl KU3Hb AAPSIINNA COK;

Cgoii 00nMK niepesiai, Kak acradery,

Iloka He ymMep KpacOoThl LIBETOK.

Tax, B pocT AaBasi, Tbl HE T'yOUIIIb Y1y,
Jlaommii B 10r cyacTivBee, YeM MOT;
CBOMM IOTOMCTBOM, 3aceiss Cylly,

OH nipuOBLTL IECATh K OTHOMY OepeT.

Kto necsath chiHOBEM MO 1eCSITh BHYKOB
YroBOpUT npy KU3HU MTOJAPHUTD,

ToT cuacTiiuB Oy/ieT, CMEPTh OIYCTUT PYKH,
VBUJIEB, UTO BECh POJI HE UCTPEOUTD.

Cmupu CBOH HpaB, TBOU OOJIMK — COBEPIIIEHCTBO,
He ocraBiisiii ero 4yepBsiM 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

[nsimu, kak GarogaTHoOe CBETHIIO

Bcraér, nbliast ropoi rojioBom,

[Touért monen BeIMYbeM 3aCiyKUJI0

U noBesno ux B3MIALLI 32 COOOM;

Korga Ha x01M HeOec B30III0 HECIIEITHO,
Kak kpenkuil yejoBek B paciBere JHeH,

C 3emui UM JTIOOOBAJIMCH B3IJISIBI TPEITHBIX,
Ho npengaHHbIX 110 — NpeKHEMY JIOIEH;

[Tpoiins 3eHUT, OHO Ha KOJIECHHUIIE,

Kak crapocts, moramuioch Ha 3aKar,
Jlonen, HegaBHO, MTPelaHHbIE JINIIA,
[Tpoub OTBEpHYIUCH, B CTOPOHY TJISAAT.

He 3aBenéin B cBOM NOJIEHD ceOe ChIHA -
OpuH, Kak COJIHLIE, BCTPETUILb YaC KOHYMHBI.



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;
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 MY3BbIKY I'PYCTHILb ?

[IpusATHOE — NPUATHOMY OTpaja,

3auem ke JOOUIIb TO, 32 YTO KOPHIIIb,

W pan npuHATh, Hecylee 1ocamy?

BHITh MOXeET, OCKOPOJISIET CTPYH YIPEK,
[TporneTpiid UMU CHAKEHHO U APYKHO:

«HanpacHo He XOTelJl )KEHUTbCS B CPOK -
OpnuH ThI Oy/Iellb HUKOMY HEHYKHBIM>.



CMoTpH, Kak CTPyHBI JpyXkaT Mex coOOH -
Tak maTh € OTLIOM IIOIOT, JIACKas ChIHA,
WM HpaBUTCH, U KUTb, U TIETh — CEMbEM,
EnuHCTBO — CBETION pajjoOCTH PUYMHA.

He pa3nenuTs TPEX CTPOMHBIX FOJIOCOB:

«OnuH — HUYTO!» — MOIT OHU OE3 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

Bowuiiibes yBIaXHUTD 171432 BAOBHI,

[TosTOMy KUMBENIL Thl OMUHOKO?

O! OnpaBaaHbs 3TU HE HOBBI,



be3neTHOCThI0 HAaKaXelTb MMUP JKECTOKO.

OH OyaeTr BeUHO CKOPOHOIO BJIOBOW,
Emy TBoI1 006pa3 BO3pOKIEHHBIM HYKEH,
Oo6bryHast BIOBa, OJIECHYB CJ1€30M,
VYremmrcs, yBUJEB, B ChIHE MYXa.

Korga GoraTcTBO MpeaKkoB TPaTUT MOT,
OHO XUBET, NIONAB B IpyI'Ue PYKH,
Kro nersim kpacoTy He pa3iaér

Tor, e€ cMepThbI0, MHOKUT MUPY MYKH.

He nomo6vB HY KEHIIWH, HU JIeTel

CBoii 00/IMK yOMBaeT, Kak 3JI0/eH,

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

Creiuck! He BpH, 9TO THI KOTO — TO JIFOOMIIID,
K cebe THI Hepa3yMeH, CIIOBHO MOT;
JI1060BBI0 OKPYKEHHBIN, THI TTOTYOHIIIH

CBoeil 6e3yMHON HEHABUCTBIO POJI.

Tak omepkuM yOHMICTBEHHOIO CTPACThIO,
Yro cTpoulIiib KO3HU camoMy ceoe.

XpaHu CBOM JIOM — 3aJI0T JIIOOBU M CUACThS,
O HéMm 3a00Ta — IIaBHOE B Cy/Ib0e.

O, U3MeHNCh, YTOO ITOMEH ST 1 MHEHbBE !
HeyxTo, HEeHaBUCTb BaxkHee, YeM JIIoOOBb?
Byab MUJIOCTUBBIM, JOOPHIM U BIICYEHBIO
[Iponomxute B AETAX PO HE MPEKOCIIOBD.

VYBaxb MeHSI: )KUBHM Ha OEJIOM CBeTe

Tak, 9yT0OBI KpacoTa JI0CTanach IeTsIM

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,
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

[Toka Tl BSIHEIIIb, PACIIBETAET ChIH,

B HEM 4YacTh TBOS CTAHOBUTCS CUJILHEE,

A KpoBb OypJIUT, KaK BOJIOIA/I C BEPIIUH,

ThI BipaBe Ha3bIBATh €€ CBOEIO.

B oTmoBcTBE MyIpoCTh, KpacoTa u pocT,
Be30paune — MOpO3 U 3aITyCTeHbE.

Bynpb Bce, Kak Thl — yIUIA Obl HA TIOTOCT
Bce monu mupa 3a Tpy MOKOJIEHDSI.

Ilycts TE, KOro nmpupona cosgaia
Vponamu — OruOHYT OT OECIUIONbS,
TebGe oHa OOMIIbHBIH J1ap Jana —
Jlenuch ¢ IETbMU U 3aCelisiid YIOIbsl.



[Tpupomoro Tl CO3/aH, Kak Nevars,

YTtoObl, KaK OTTUCK OOJIMK TIOBTOPSITH.

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

Korna yacel Be1yT y4€T MrHOBEHbSIM,
[TpekpacHslii 1eHb HOYb TACUT TEMHOTOM,
duanka OoTIIBETAET, & CTapeHbe

B kynpsix Bc€ ryime Onemmer ceTmHoM,

C nepeBbeB JIMCThsI MAAAIOT O] HOTH,
Onu cTaja cracajy B JIETHUM 3HOM,
Hapel osnen Ha gporax no gopore,



Besyt B cHomax ¢ Kojodeir O0pojIoi.

Torga rpyity, o Ipyre BCOMUHas,

B ypouHblil yac MOKUHET OeJbIid CBET,
Hac Bpems He miaguT, ceprnom cpesas,
['oTOBUT MeCTO ISl UAYIIMX BCIIEN.

BcrynuTh ¢ HUIM B CIOpP CYyMEIOT JIMIIb TOTOMKH,
Korna Te6s1 cMepTh 3a0epeT B OTEMKH.

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 cebe TpuHayIeKa!



Brazsetb coOo¥ MO3BOJIEHO KUBOMY,
Crienm, Moka OT KW3HU HE yCTall
CBoii MUJIBIN OOJIMK TIepeiaTh JIPyromy.

YT006 011 HACTAKAAIMCH KPacOTOM,

E€ B apeHny B3sB, He Oyab OECTIEUHBIM —
[TycTb mocse cMepTy MUIbIA OOUK TBOM
TBOM NOTOMKM BOIJIOIIAIOT BEYHO.

KTo myctut X004 B CBOM NMPEKPACHBIM AOM,
Jlact cmMepTy PUBECTH €T0 B YHAJIOK,
[To3BOMUT pa3opuTh, MyCTUTh HA CJIOM,
Korpa ectb criibl HABOOUTD B MOPSJIOK ?

OpnuH mumb MOT! C OTIIOM BB OUYE€Hb CXOXKH,
[Tyckaii ¥ CbIH TBOUM 3TO CKaXeET 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:

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 u3yuenbe 3BE€3] HOUEU HE Tpauy,

Ho Bc€ xe ¢ acTpoHOMUEN 3HAKOM.

He Tak, 4ToObI pe/icKa3bIBaTh yaauy,

YyMy U royiosi 4yBCTBOBATh HYTPOM;

Ha kaxxapiii MUT He B CHJIaX J1aTh COBETAa,
He ykaxy Ha 10X/ ¥ Irpaj B cyan0e,
PasrnsanpiBast 3BE31bI ¥ IIJIAHETHI,

Hlena napeii He mpeaCKaxy Teoe.

WHast 111 mpOpOYeCTB €CTh MPUYNHA -
TBou raza cymenu yoenauTs,

Yro OyzeT mpapjia ¢ KpacoToi e/InHa,
Korma HauHET TBOH OOJIMK B CHIHE KHTh.

A ecnu Thl 3aX0YeIIb KUTh UHAYE —

O kpacoTe ¥ IpaBjie MUp 3aIuiayer.

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 I 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€ 10, 4T0 Ha 3emuie mpouspacraer,

BbiBaeT coBepIlieHHbIM TOJIBKO MUT;

Ha cuene mupa 3B€3/1b1 yIpaBisiioT
CriekTakJieM, HETIOHSTHBIM JJTsI APYTHX;

Pactenbs 1 moaeit poqHUT MOPSAAOK:
PocT Kax10ro 3aBUCUT OT Hebec,

B 3eHuTe HaunHaeTcs ynajok,
3a0BeHrEM KOHYAETCsI perpecc.

Ntor pazgymuii — rpycTb OT MIOHUMAaHbSI:
Moii npyr cerofHsi IOHOCThIO Oorar,
Ho Bpems, yckopsis yBsagaHbe,



CrpemMurcs NMoieHb MPEBPATUTD B 3aKAT.

JIo6m0 Teds1, TPUIATH Ha TIOMOIIb Pajl,

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 Te0s xenaHbs

Tupana — Bpemsa ycMUpUTh BOMHON

W 3ammtuTh ceds OT yBsAAHbs

Hapéxnee, yeM cTux OeCIUIOAHBINA MOU?

Cenvac KMBEIIb THl HA BEPLIMHE CYACTbS,



['15Hb, KaK IPOCTOPHO B IEBCTBEHHBIX Ca/aX,
OHM roToBHI 32 TBOE y4acTbe
TBOI1 OONMK MOBTOPUTH B KUBBIX IIBETAX.

Kuznb, 3TUM, OOHOBUB €T0 YMEJO,
TouHee yeM nepo v TBOM MOPTPET
[TokaxeT monsam Kak Jylniod U TEJIOM
Tbl ObLT KPacUB B paciiBeTe I0HbIX JIET.

OtnaB cebsl, Thl COXPaHMIIb B IPYTOM

Cebs1 cBOUM 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;

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 rpsimymiiem He MoBepsAT U CTpaHUIIE,
I'ne moxBaJioi Te0e HaIoJIHEH CTHX,
XOTh BUIUT HEOO, YTO OHA — TPOOHUIIA
JIJ1S1 TIOJIOBMHBI JOOJIECTER TBOMX.

A eciu MHe TIOMOKET B/IOXHOBEHbE
[TpaBauBO omucarh B CTUXaxX HOPTPET,
[TOTOMOK 3aKPUYHUT OT BO3MYIIEHbSI:
«Takux KpacaBIeB He ObLIO, ¥ HET!»

JIucrag noxenreBlIve CTPaHULIBL,
[Ipe3puTesibHO OH CKaXkeT: » ABTOP JIKET,
OnuceiBasg aHTeIbLCKUE JINLIA,

BonryHn meursl 3a nipaBy BBIAAET».

Yro s mpaBauB, CBOCIO KPacoTOn

[TomosxeT nokazaTb 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

CpaBHUTD 11 MHE TeOsI C MIOHbCKUM JIHEM?

ThI Kpale ¥ yMepeHHe! TP ITOM:

Maii Gypeii pacnpaBisieTcsi C IBETKOM,

Ha oueHb KpaTKuil Cpok AAETcs JIETO;

[Mopoto ciumkoM X KET HEOECHBIH T71a3,
Ho vainie ckpoMHO npsiuercs 3a Ty4ew,
ITpexkpacHoe — MPEKPACHO TOJIBKO Yac,
KanpuseH u cuii€éH B npupoze ciiyyan;

TBosI Kpaca MPUHAJIEKUT BEKaM,

E€ He noptaT HU 3UMa, HU JIETO,
Tackasich YEPHOU TEHBIO TI0 MATaM,
He MoxeT cMepTh YOUTh MOU COHETHI.

[Mokyna 1oy Jpliar ¥ YuTaloT,
Onu 1e04 3a0bITh HE MTO3BOJIAIOT.

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

Oo6xopa Bpewms, Turpy 3yOsl pBH,

Tynu 6By KOTTH, yOaBJIsisl CUJIBL;

I1noTe PeHnKca COXIU B €ro KpOBY,

3emJie BEpHHU BCE TO, YTO MOPOANIIA;

TBopM B Mosi€Te U 1eKadph, U Maid;

Yro xouens aesnai, ObICTpOe MTHOBEHbBE,
Kpacotsl Mupa crapb 1 paspyuiau,

OnHO MIIb 3arpera MPeCTYIUIEHbE:

He TpoHs nepom veso mMoeit JIioOBH,



Ot 3110081 THEW oropoau Gapbepom,
CrapeHue HaBeK OCTaHOBH,
[Tycts OymeT aJis MOTOMKOB OH IPHUMEPOM.

A, BripoyeM, HaBpelu, KaK v JPyrvM,

B mMoux cruxax KuTh OyJeT MOJIO/IBIM.

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;

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 ¢ )EHCKUM JIMKOM CO3J1aH ObLT TPUPOJIOH,
JlyIoi ¥ rocriofviH, 1 rocroxa;

HesxHee *KeHIIUH CepALieM, HO OTPOLY

ZKuBEIIb, TUIITH TOCTOSTHCTBOM JIOPO’Ka;



['ma3a 4uCThI, B HUX HET UTPHI OOMaHa,
Jlio6oii mpenmeT 1o, B3rIsA0M — 30JI0TOH;
Myskckasi cTaTh — IpeKpacHel HeTy CTaHa,
HuxkTo He ycTouT nepes TOOOM.

TeOst TBOpHJIA KEHIIIMHOM MPUPOJIa,
Ho nomo0uB, MyX41HO# co3/1aa,
Jlo6GaBuB TO, YTO MHE HE HYKHO CPOLY,
Tem y MeHs HaBEKU OTHAIA.

[Tpormry e€: Jlait MHe Oe3 BepoJIOMCTBa

Ero m060Bb, a KeHIIIMHAM — TIOTOMCTBO.

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

51 He u3 Tex, Yblo My3y BJOXHOBJISIET
[Mucare cTuxu asnpmBas Kpaca,

Ko mpenectu moOUMBIX POCIIaBIIseT,
Hcnonb3ys B cpaBHEHbsIX Hebeca.

He no3a0sIB uyec 3emii 1 Mops,
COBpET 1 PO BECEHHUE LIBETHI,
PacxBacTaBimce, B 0e3yJepKHOM 33/10pe
[TpyuyKciuT K peIKUM IepiaM KpacoThl.

[To3BosbTE MHE OBITH UICKPEHHUM B COHETAX;
Mot 10HBIY APYT, IPU3HAIOCH HE IIYTS,

He Tak xopou, Kak 3BE€3/bl, HO IIPY 3TOM
ITpexpaceH, Kak AJd MaTepu JAUTH:

Ho s He Oyny 1ieHy HaOuBaTh

Tomy, yem He HaMepeH TOProBaTh.

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

CrekJ1o 3epkajl He yOeauT, 4To cTap,

IToka Tbl Oyaerib IOHOCTH POBECHHUK,

Korna 1ebs auimat MOpIHHEL yap,

Torma npugeET KO MHE O CMEPTU BECTHUK.

TBos Kpaca a4 cepaua, Kak Hapsi,
OHo — B TeOe, TBOE — BO MHE Ha Mapiiie,
Cepaua, cuurasi BpeMs B TakT CTy4ar,
Taxk kak *ke 51 Mory Tebs1 ObITh cTapiie’?

[TosToMy mobeperu ceost:

Cepania y Hac ¢ TOOON HEpa3IeuMBbl,
TBoE B rpyau Homty s 715 Te0s,

Kax HsHBKA, Oepery HeyTOMUMO.

Ho He Hagelics nonyyuTh Hazal,



Korga Mo€ yObET cMepTesTbHBIN 1.

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 1, 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 expressed.
O learn to read what silent love hath writ:

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.

23

Kak, opoOeB, MOTUUT TJIOXOH aKTED,

3a0bIB CJIOBa JaBHO 3HAKOMOU POJIH,

Kax BCObUTBUUMBBI, AaB SIPOCTH MPOCTOP,

Ce0s1 TOBOJIMT JIO CepIeUHOM OONH;

Tax 51, poGesi, KJISTBBI M03a0bL1,
HapymvB TeM BIIOONIEHHBIX PUTYaIb,
U xaxercs JMoOOBb TEPSIET TIbL,
[MonareHHast OpeMeHeM Hakaa.



O mycTbh 3aMEHUT KPACHOPEUbE — B3IJISI]L,
[TycTb cepaiie TOBOPUT ¢ TOOOM I1a3aMu,
Pa3 o 00BM B3BICKYIOIIEH HArpas
Ckazanm OoJbliie, YeM S3bIK CJIOBAMU.

Vuuce unTaTh B I71a3ax, Belb y TOOBU

YMeHbe B3[JI1I0M TOBOPUTH 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

Mow rnaza — XyJOKHUKH YMEJO

3anevarieny B ceple TBOW NOPTPET;



EMmy kMBOIO pamMO# CITyKHT TeJlo,
JlJ1s1 KpacoThl HAJEKHEN MECTA HET,

Benpb B3MIs111bI 17123 YWIU U IEPCTIEKTUBY,
B rpyau pacnonarasi oOpa3 TBOM,

TbI TOMEITIEHbE OCBETHIT HA JIUBO,
Crekis 11a3aMU OKHA B MAaCTEPCKOM.

Terneps y r71a3 B3aUMHBIE YCITyTH:

Mowu — n300pa3uiv TBOW MOPTPET,

Ho u TBOM 3a00THIIHCH O ApyTe,

MHe B rpy/ib, Kak OKHa, 3aIycKasi CBeT.

Kauib, yTO, pHCYys KOIMHUIO C JIALIA,

['1a3a He MOT'YT MOCTUTaTh CEPALIA.

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 1 may not remove, nor be remov d.
25

[TycTb Te, KOMy CO3Be3/Ibsl AAPST CUACTHE,
NmeroT neHsru, TATYJ1 U MOYET.

Most @opTyHa MyTh 3aKpblia K BJIACTH,
be3BecTHBIN paj TOMY, UTO KU3Hb JIAET.

IIpu nacke rocynapst paBOpuUTHI,

Kak HOroTku, Noji COJIHBIIIKOM LIBETYT,
Haxmypurcs — 1 BSHET paiocTh CBUTHI,
biraxxeHCcTBO IIMTCA HECKOIBKO MUHYT.

VYcepnHblii BOMH, 6a10BEHb yauu,
Pa30uThIi, ociie TeICAYN NOOeN,

Ot ObIBIIIEH ClTABHI HE TIOMYYHT CAAYY,-
Bce noasuru 3a0yaeT TyT ke CBET.

ToOoi ToOUMBIA, pajl TeOs TIOOUTS -
HuKkTO He MOXeET HaC JIIOOBU JIUIIHTH.
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;

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

[TpekpacHbIi BIaCTEIMH MOEH JIIOOBH,

51 TBOW Baccal, 10 rpoda BEPHBIN TaHHUK,

K nmucbmy — nocosnbCTBy MUJIOCTh MPOSIBU,

B HEM nuI1b IOUYTEHbE, OCTPBIN YM M3THAHHUK.

OH He cyMen HaWTU JOCTOMHBIX CJIOB,
[ToconbCTBO BCTAHET rOJIBIM TIPej1 TOOOIO,
3a 3TO He TOHM MOUX IOCJIOB,

Corpeii B ayIiie CBOEIO J0OPOTOIO.

brITh MOXET, TyTEeBOAHAA 3BE3/1a
[TposIBUT MUJIOCTb, BHITIOJHUT KeJIaHbs,
JIt000Bb HAPSIIUT, TOKAXKY TOT/A,
YTo s JOCTOMH TBOETO BHUMAHbSI.



OcMenMBIINCH, JTOOOBBIO TIOXBAJIOC,

A 110 TOrO K Te0€ He MOSIBIIOCh.

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 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.

27

VYcraB B myTH, Crielly $ Jiedb B MOCTEb,
Cynsiyo KeJTaHHbBIH OT/IBIX Tely,

KocHych NOIynIKy — MBICIH, KaK METEJIb,
Mosr yromJisisi, IPUCTYNAIOT K Jey.

MeuTsl 1 JIyMbl TPOTAIOTCS B IYyTh,
JlersaT k TeOe, MpOH3as 1AM HOYH,



Mermas 1 Ha MU I71a3a COMKHYTb,
Kak n1Ba cnenia Ha TbMy B3UpAIOT OYH.

BoobpaskeHue cnemmr riazam nomModb,
He3spstuunii B30p TBOM NpU3paK BUIUT SICHO,
Kak 6pwumaHT, OH 03apsieT HOub,

TbMy, €asi ¥ I0HOM, U IPEKPACHOM.

Tak HOrM JTHEM, @ MBICJIb HOYHOH TIOPOIO,

Crpemsich K TeOe, MHE He JTAI0T TIOKOSI.

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 cocrosiHbe cuacThsi MHE BEPHYTb,
Benp OGmaromatu oTapIxa He 3HAI:

OT TAroT HS CcTapasich OTIOXHYTh,
Ce0s cubHEe HOYBIO YTOMJISIO?

XOTh JIeHb ¥ HOYb — BpParu Mexay coOou,
MeHs nibITasi, MOKUMAIOT PyKU:

JleHb BAJIUT C HOT' JOPOKHOW CYETOM,

A HOYB MelIaeT craTh TOCKOU Pa3yKHu.

Yro6 yroguth, TBEpXKY B HeHacThe: [leHb,
Moii Apyr cerogHs COJIHIIE 3aMEHSIET,
Korna co3Be3ibsi Ty4u MpsiuyT B TEHD,
OH BMECTO HUX ThMY HOUYM YKpAlllaeT.

Ho 1HM B OTBET MOM Nevyasii MHOXaTr,

A HOYb TOCKOIO BCE ycepliHeN TIOKeET.

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,
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, roHuMslii 3710001 U Cyabp0OH,
OTBepKEHHBIN U OIMHOKUIA, I1J1auy,

TpeBoxa HeOO kKa000i — MOILOOI,

HaripacHo Ha MpOKJIAThS CUJTBI Tpayy,

Meuraio yrnogoOuTbcsi BCEM TEM

Ybu 100JIECTH TIOACKOE XBAIUT MHEHDE,
3aBuys s 3710Ch, HE TbIO, HE €M,

UYeMm BbI3BIBAIO CaM K ceOe TIpe3peHbe.

PackasBiice, BIpyr, BCIOMHUB O TeOe,
[epecraio 3aBUI0BaTh U 3JUTHCA,

Most gy1ia Ha3Jo JMXou cyapoe,

Kak nitunia, B He0O € MeCHE CTPEMUTCSI.

Torna s1, MBICTIBIO O JTIOOBH TBOEH,
CuactiiiBeit 1 Goraue KOpoJiei.

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

Korna Ha cyn HEMBIX, 3aBETHBIX JyM
BocnoMuHaHbs BHI3BIBAIO CHOBA, -

['oproeT o HecOBIBIIEMCSI MOK YM

N cynur 3a pactparty JIET CypoBO,

Torna rna3a, He BeJaBIIME CIIES,
BBIBaloT BHOBB 3aTOIJIEHBI CJIC3aMM:

Ot MyK T0OBH CTEHAIO S BCEPBE3,
BeclieHHBI Te, KTO ObUTU MHE JIPY3bsIMU;

[oprost U3 — 3a MPOKMTHIX OOM/I,
Borneto TsxK0, Kak 6osen Korga — To,



[levyasibHBINA CUET CTpAaJaHUI HE 3aKPHIT,
3a Kax bl Ipex yABauBalo IUIary.

Ho crout mMHe nogymats o tee,

Kak cHoBa OnaromapeH s cyapoe.

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 TBOEM rpynu cTyvar cepaua Jojueu,
KoTopbIx He cuuTa yxe KUBbIMHU;

Tam 11apcTByeT Ternepsb J1I0OO0Bb Apy3el,
Jlesxanumx moj KaMHSIMU IPOOOBBIMHU.



Kak MHOro ropbkux, nmorpedaabHbIX CJIE3
JI1060Bb U3 17143 MOXUTHIIA HAITPACHO,

4 ropeBan HaJ1 MEPTBBIMU BCEPBE3,
Teneps B TeOe UX JUIIa BUKY SICHO!

Thl, CTTOBHO CKJIEM, BMENIAellb BCIO JTIOOOBb
Moux nogpyr, U BETPEHbIX, U CTPOTUX,
Bs3siB ux mpasa, Thl coOOMpaelb BHOBb

Te uyBcTBa, YTO pacTpaTui 51 HA MHOTHUX.

B 1ebe Bce Te, KOro o001 B ObIJIOM,

Thl — ¢ HUIMU — MHOU BJafieellib 1eJTMKOM.

32

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 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

BbITh MOXET, Thl TOT JIEHb MEPEKUBELID,
Korga B Mormiry CMepTh 3apo€eT KOCTH,
Hapetoch, 4To HaliAEIIb U IEPEUTEILID,

Mou ctuxu, ropros y Ha I10rocre.

CpaBHHUILIb UX CO CTUXaMH MOJIOIBIX,
Haiigs B MOMX Tpyzax HECOBEPILIEHCTBO
ThI BCE — K€ COXpaHU B apXUBE UX,

B dectb HaMU NIepeXUTOrO OJIaKEHCTBA.

OpHOI1 UIIIb MBICIIU YIOCTOM MEHS:

«Bynp npyr KUBBIM — He BBITILIO Obl KOH(Y3a,
CeronHs, apyra 3a TaJaHT LEHs,

Heprxana 6wl ero modumiiem My3a,

Ho ymep oH, B3011L1a Apyras HOBb,

4 9Ty X CTUJIb, @ B HEM — €ro JI000Bb».

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 51 Busien, Kak BepLIMHbI FOp

[TpekpacHbIM YTPOM YECTBYET CBETUJIO,

Kak Ha nyra, nep:xaBHblii OpOCUB B30,
AJNXuMuen MOTOKU 30JI0TUJIO.

VYposbl — Tyun Haberaau BApyT,
Cebs1 yHU3UTH COJTHIIE TIO3BOJISLIO,
BoromnomoOHbI# JIMK 3a TyYeu TyX,
HesunnmeiM Ha 3amaf yrossaso.

3emMHoe coHIle OIeCKOM IMBHBIX TJIa3
Moii 100 OmHaX/IBl YTPOM 03apHUJIO.
VBBI, OHO CBETHJIO MHE JIUIIIb Yac,
[ToToMm OT a3 pasiyka — Ty4a CKpbUIa.

U BCE ) M0O0BB €ro He Tpe3upaeT -
be3 nsTeH axe conmHIle 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

3a4yeM Thl MHE MIPEKPACHBIN IEHb CYJIHII,

[11én 6e3 nutama, GecrevHbli Kak MoBeca,
Hacrurnm 37ble Tyuu, JOXKIb MO,

Hac pazpenus, yponinBoii 3aBecoit?

He noxBaso 3a 10, 4T0 CKBO3b TYMaH
IIpuaéns corpers u JIACKOI0, U JIECTBIO.
Th1, Kak O6anb3aM, craceinb MeHs OT PaH,
Ho ucnennts He CMOXKeIb OT OecuecThsl.



OT ropst He MOMOKET MHE TBOM CThI]I,
YOBITKYM HE TIOKPOIOT COKAJICHbS,
Korna Hecémb TskENbIil KpecT o0u/,
CouyBCTBHE TJIOXO€ yTEIlIEHbE.

Ho cné€3el, 4TO Iponi1 U3 cocTpajanbs,
3acTaBuiy 3a0bITh TBOU JICSTHbSI.

35

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,

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 craphlii rpex TOCKOU cedst He MyJai:

VY po3 b, B UICTOYHUKE TIECOK,

U conHile, ¥ IyHY NATHAIOT TY4H,



B OyToHn 3a0paicst ragkuii YepBsUOK.

HuKTO He CBAT, U 51 B COHETax rpellieH -
TBoMM JAenaM 3aKOHHOCTh NPUAaBall,
OnpasaeiBan: Moii pyr B CJIOBax MOCHEIIEH,
W rpex TBOW Haj IPYruMu BO3BBIIIAJL.

PasyMHOCTb Mpu/IaBasl TBOUM IPOCTYIIKAM,
Kak afnBokar orpap/piBajl BUHY,

Ce0Os cyani, Tebe mEN Ha YCTYIKH,
JIt000Bb U HEHABUCTh BElyT BO MHE BOIHY.

BrixonuT, st HEBOJIBHO TTOMOTAJ,

Tomy, KTO y MeHsI 0e300KHO 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

[To3BoJb IPU3HATE, YTO MBI pa3/ieieHbl,
XOTs B JIIOOBH T10 — MPEXKHEMY €/IVHBI,

Ha mue onHoM OecdecTbe OT BUHBI,

TeOst nmATHATH MO30POM HET MPUYKHBI.

B nm06BY y HAC TPUBSA3aHHOCTH O/IHA,

A 3710 CBOE y KakKJIOTO C POXKJICHBA,
JI1000Bb HE TPOHET, CIIUILIKOM YK CHJIBHA,
Ho ykpan€r yacel y Hacnax/aeHbs.

Yto6 Ha TeOs1 He HaBJIeKaTh MMO30p,
He nokaxy, 4TO Mbl 3HAKOMBI JINYHO;
Yrto0 yecTsb TBOIO He 3aIeBall YKOP,
W THI HEe IpU3HABa MeHsI ITyOJIMYHO.

Xpanu cebsl, THl BCE, UTO B KU3HU €CTh;
MHe 10poryl ¥ )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 paj crapuk — otell ycriexam ChiHa,
Bepimariero nesiHbst I0HBIX THEH,

Taxk, panensiii PopryHO 6€3 TPUIMHBI,
Ce0s yTely BEpHOCTBIO TBOEH.

Benp kpacoty, 60raTcTBO, yM U CJaBy,
Brno6aBok Ko BceMy 1 3HATHBIN POJI
Te6e cynpOO0i TapoBaHBI 1O MPaBy,
Moto J11000Bb MPUOABb K YUCITY IIEAPOT.

3a0ymy Bcé: 1 OETHOCTh, U TIPe3peHbe,
VBuUEB, Kak Thl CYaCTIIMB U OOrar,

Ot 3THX Oar T0BOJIbCTBYSCH JIMIIb TEHBIO,
JKutb yacTbio TBOEH CllaBbl Oyi1y paj.



Bc€ nyuinee, 4to ecthb B JIIOACKOM cyap0e

51 Oymy cyacTIMB, HAXOIUTH B TeOE

38

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 Moxer My3a MEIJTUTh XOTh MTHOBEHbE,
Korna nepen ria3zamu oopa3 TBOW?

ThI TaK KPacUB, YTO UYBCTBO BOCXUIIIEHbSI

He BbIpasuT Oymaru JCT MTPOCTOM.

brnarogapu ce0s1, Korja B COHeETe,
Haiin€mp Ha 4TO BHUMaHbe 00paTuTh,
JIumb TOT, KTO Ty, HE CMOXET CTaTh MIO3TOM,



Tor BIOXHOBJIACHIb KAXKXI0I'O TBOPHUTD.

Tak cTaHb %e My301 B AECSTh pa3 CUJIbHEE,
UYeMm ObUIM paHbIIIE AEBITh OCTABHBIX,
[TycTh Kaxaplil, KTO BO3BMETCS, TIJIaMEHes,
Co3pact mpeKkpacHbId 1 OECCMEPTHBIN CTHX.

A ecii MOM COHET 3aC/yKUT CJIaBy,

Otpnaii MHe Tpy/, XBajia TBOS IO TIPaBYy.

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, KaKk BoCHETh JOCTOMHCTBA TBOH,



Benp Thl %e MOs1 CyTh, MOsI YacTula?
Yro MoryT nath Te0e XBaJIbl MOM ?
Kak noxBanuB 1e0si, He BOTOPAUTHCSA?

151 3TOrO NMPUAETCS BPO3b MOKUTD,
[Tyckait oTpe3s MOoOBH yMEHBIIUT CIIaBY,
3aro cMOory s U3AaJIA XBaJIUTh,

Bo3nare noyvér, 3aciyKeHHBIN 10 TIPaBY.

Kaxoto meITKo# 611 ObI HAM JIOCYT,
TOCKOI0 yIIMHSIS JIHU Pa3iIyKH,
Korna 6b1, HE nMes cBOOOIBI AyX
Meutamu 0 0OBU 00JIErYUTh MYKH !

Hcnosnp3ys Moy4YeHHbI ypoK,

XBaJo 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

Bosbmu Mou J1I00BH, BCE /10 OJHOM,

3abpaB Bce CTpacTH, CTaHellb Ju boraye?

Ty, 4T0 Ha3BaJl Thl ICTUHHOM, JPYT MOH,
Teneps TBOA, Apyrue BCE, TEM Iaye.

Kosb B311 1000Bb, HAPYIIUB JIPYKOBI a1,
3a T0, 4TO 5 OO0 — HE YIPeKaro,

Bort ecii oOmaHysicst — BHHOBAT

CBOMM KaIlpu3HbIM BKyCaM IMOTaKasl.

[Tporato TBOM rpadeéx, MO MUJIBIN BOP,
XOTb ThI IIPUCBOUJI TO, YEM £ BIIAJIEIO,
Ho Bce yaapbl HEeHaBUCTH — B3]I0D,
JI1000BbL HAaC OBET U 3J1e€e, U OOJIBHEE.

B Tebe u 3710 MHE KaxeTcs JoOpoM,

V6eit 06u10i, HO He Oy/Ib Bparom.

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 mpocrynkax cBOEBOJIEH IO FOAAM.

Korna mMeHst BONM3M U B cepiiie HeTy
Co6a3Hbl 32 TOOOIO TIO TIATAM

N 1HEM, 1 HOYBIO CIIETYIOT IO CBETY.

ThI 10H ¥ I0Op — YCTYITYUBOCTH B KPOBH,
[TosToMy TeOs1 ¥ OCaKAAIOT;

Korga 3axoder xeHIuHa J00BH,

Krto oTkazarh eil B lackax mosxesaeT?

U 181, MOI IpyT, COOMa3H He MoOeanI,
BecryTHa I0HOCTb B JKaX/ie HACIaXICHUH,
To1, OyHCTBYs, IBe BEPHOCTH pa3Ou,



Korpaa Bepiui 3axBaT MOUX BJIQJACHUN:

E€ — TONKHYB K U3MEHE KpacoTou,

CBOI0 — HapyIIUB IPYKObI JOJT 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

He Bcst nevans, uto o0aiaenib Tou,

Koropas B moeil rpynu napuia;

BonbHee 10, 4TO, OBJIA/IEB TOOOH,

Ona B TeOe JTI000Bbh KO MHE YOuJIa.

[Tpomas rpex, MOry Bac onpaBjaTh:



Toi 06T, 3HAS, YTO JIOOIIO TIOAPYTY,
OmHa e1é xkeaHHEN XO4eT CTaTh -
JI'oOOBBIO, TOCTABIISAS PaIOCTh APYTY.

OHu Brai€NbLIBI ABYX MOUX MOTEPb:
JlioOGumblii IpYT B OOBATUAX TOOUMOIA,
Jliobumasi BiafieeT um Teneps,

OnuH Hecy, KpecT 60JI1 HECTEPITUMON.

Mory cebs1 yTenmTh JIHIIb OHUM:

MBbI ¢ HUIM — OJTHO, BBIXOIUT, 51 — 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 a1 HUX cBeTIee JIHS,
To oOpa3 TBOW COMEPHUKOB HE 3HAET,
[Ipu cBete conHIa OCTIENUIIIbL MEHSI,
Pa3 cHoBuIeHbe Tak BO TbMeE CUSET!

Kaxkoe cuyactbe ObUIO OBl 114 [J1a3

TeOs yBUIETh SICHBIM JJHEM BOOYBIO,

Kot ¢ HacmaxaeHpeM B CHaxX, 3a 4aCOM — 4ac,
PasrnsaapiBaloT 3610KMi 00pa3 HOYBIO.

[Toka MBI BpO3b, MHE JIHU TEMHEN HOYEH,

Bo cHe yBuXy — HOUM [THS CBETJIEH.

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,
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

Byab MBICTBIO — TUIOTh, JIIOObIE PACCTOSIHbS
Ononesai OBl € JIETKOCTBIO MEYTHIL,

[TpoH3as npoCcTpaHCTBa, IBUKKMBIN KEeJJAHBEM
[omacte Tyna, rae npeObIBaeiilb Th.

MHe 6b110 6 BCE paBHO, Kakue JIaiu
Hac paznensior B 3T0T MUr ¢ ToOO¥,

Hu cyma, Hu Mopsi 0 He yaepkanu
MeHsl OT BCTpeyH C pajIoCTHOM Cy/IbOOM.

VBB, K HECYACTHIO, TUIOTh MOsI OeCKphLIa,
3emJist ¢ BOJIOIO COCTaBJISIIOT CYTh,

Ha »xano0bl ¥ CTOH J1aBast CUJIBI,
Mermialot NOKOPUTh MTHOBEHHO ITyTb.

MennvtenbHble, HIYEro He Jaj,

MHe, Kpome TSKKUX CJIE3 MOEH Mevau.

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

IlomoryT N€rkui BO3AyX U OrOHb -

Jlpyrue aneMeHTbl MUPO3/aHbs,

31ech nepBblid — MBIC]Ib, OHA Pe3Bel, YeM KOHb,
BTopoii — Hey1oBUMOE keNlaHbe.

Korza onu otnpaBsTes k Tede
[Mocnaniiamu Moeit JII0OBU U BEPHI,

JIBa OCTabHBIX KUBYT CO MHOH B O0phOeE,
3aMy4MB MEJIAHXOJIMEN CBEPX MEPHI.

VHbIHKE NpOIIUTCS A0 TEX MOp,

[oka mocsel He MPUHECYT OTBETA!
«TBou TpeBoru 000 MHE, PyT, B3JIOP -
4l uB, 310POB U IUTIO TeOE MPUBETHI».

[TopanoBaBIIKCh, BHOBb UX OTIIPABJISIIO



K tebe Ha3azd, cam TyT ke B CKOpOb BIAJalo.
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 1s 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 BbIpBaThCsl U3 3aMKHYTOTO Kpyra,

V a3 u cepaia 3aTsHyJICs CIop:

['maza numalot cepaiie npaB Ha Apyra,

A ceplie 3TUX TpaB JUIIAET B30pP.

OHo ckpbIBaeT 00pa3 TBOH OT B3IVIsA/A,

A B3I OT cep/ilia TBOM MPEKPACHBIN JIUK,
S1 moHsUT: TIpeKpamarh pa3aopsl HAJIO,
Mos3r B ciopsl I71a3 ¥ cepiiia MUTOM BHUK,



CoOpajt OH MBICITU: TIPOSIBUTE BOJTIO,
MHe HaJi0esI0 CTyIath STOT B3J0p,
Pazyienm Mutbii 00pa3 Ha JBe J0JIH.
U 5THM 3aBepIIMM HEHYKHBIN CIIOP.

C Tex nmop y 11a3 u cepiiia CHOBa JiaJl;

JI1060Bb UTHUT cepilie, OCTATBHOE B3IJISAL.

47

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other:
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 m1a3 u cepiia CHOBA Jaj,

Yenyramu apyr Apyry noMoraor,



Korpa rnasa or rosona rpycrar
W cepaue o TOCKU U3HEMOTAET.

['naza nupyiot, s Ha IOPTPET,

W ceparie HacHIATHCS TTPUTIIAIIAIOT,
Ho u rnma3zam oTkasza TOxXe HeET,
Korna cepieuko o Tebe Meuraer.

Braromaps moprpery u MeuTam

Tbl, HAXOAACH BAAJM, BCETAA CO MHOIO.
Kyna Ob1 HM yexaJl — MBICIIU TaM,

A — ¢ MpIcAMH, a 3HAYUT, U € TOOOIO.

A MBICTH CHAIT — Thl CHULIIBCS] BHOBD IJ1a3aM,
B3risa genut pasiocTth ¢ cepaieM Moroiam.
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

Hacrano BpeMsi OTIpaBisAThCS B MYTh,

4 cripsitan Ge3aeyIKy 1Mo 3amnop,

Terneps K HUM pyK HE CMOXKET MPOTSIHYTh,

TalikoM IpoOpaBIIKCh B IOM, HEYECTHBIA BOP.

Bce 6pusutnanThl Tipest To00I0 — XJ1am,
BbL1 yTeleHbeM, a Tenepb nevasib:
MHe cTpaliiHo 10BepATh TeOs 3aMKaM,
W octaBisaTh 40ObIYEH BOpa Kab.

[Ipunércs 3anepeTh B MOe Irpyau,
['me BedHO ThI, XOTs TEOSI TaM HET,
OTKpBITHL JBEPH, MOKEIIb U BOUTH,
A MOXelllb ¥ YUTHU B JIIOOOH MOMEHT.

Takom Tpodeii 10O0ro coOIa3HAT —

Hu yectHOCTD, HM 3a110p HE YCTOUT.

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

Korna x Tebe mpuagr nmpo3peHss vac,

Thl pasmIsAauILb Ty MOEW U3bSIHBI,

JIio6oBb €€ yBujieB Oe3 mpuKpac,

HayHET MEeHATh CBOM MEUTHI U IJIaHbl;

Permus, 4TO BpeMs OABECTH YEPTY,
[Mporinémibs 6e3 0B, e1Ba KOCHYBIIHCH B3IJIS/IOM,
W Bcranelb OT4yXIEHHO 32 BEPCTY,
He noxenaB cTosITh CO MHOIO PSIZIOM,

TToiimMy TBOIO XOJIOAHOCTh U PEIIYCh
Ckazarb ceOe, 4TO HaKa3aHbs CTOI,
BBepx pyKy MOTHUMY M TIOKJISIHYCb,
Yro 1 3aKOH, ¥ MpaB/a, 3a TOOOI.



Nwmeerb npaBo yXoouTh BUHS,

3a To, YTO HEeT MPUYUH JIIOOUTH MEHSI.

50

How heavy do I journey on the way,

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 Tskek myTb, KOrJja B €ro KOHIiie

He mipa3iHbIil OTABIX C AOJITOXIAHHBIM APYTOM,
A rpycTHas yapIOKa Ha JILe

OT MBIC/IU: MBI BCE JJaJibllie IPYT OT Jpyra.

KoHnb, 4yBCTBY# €€, eiBa OSKHT,
YcraB HECTU MEHA U MOE rope,



YMHOXUTb pacCTOsSIHbE HE CIEIINT,
[ToaTomy He X04eT Oer yCKOpHUTb.

He nomorator u ygaps! mmnop,

Korpa, cepasich, KOHIO B 60Ka BOH3aI0,
OH THXO CTOHET, CiyIas yKop,

S cam cuibHEE JIoHIaaM CTPAJao.

[Ipory e€: 3a mIopsl HE CyaH,

Benp pagocts — c3a1u, rope — BIEPEAU.
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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.
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4 onpaBna MeIIMTENILHOCTh KOHSA,

He ucnbiTaB 3a JieHb K HEMY BpaX/Ibl:
Jlpyr ¢ Kax/apIM 1IaroM AaJjibliie OT MEHH,
Jlo BO3BpallleHbsI B CIIEIIKE HET HYK/IbI.

Ho kak cest OH CMOXeT OIpaB/arh,
Koraa u ckopocth ajist MeHs 3aMpeT?
['oTOB 51 Oyay BeTpy LIMOPHI AATh,
Yrob oH sieten eme ObIcTpelt BIepe.

MBIC/Ib HE IOTOHUT CaMBblii JIyUIIINiA KOHb,
He MoXeT IUI0Th KeJlaHKe JOTHATb.
Crpemsich k TeOe, ObicTpee, YeM OrOHb,
JI1060Bb KOHsI TIOMOKET OIPaB/ATh:

Bexan ot apyra, 3ameyisisi pbiCh,

SI Muych K HEMY, a Thl HE TOPOITHCh.

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.
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4 kak Oorad, 4em KJIr04 OJIarocjaoBJIEH
OTKpBITH IyTH K COKPOBUILAM PEAYANIINAM,
Ha BcTpedy ¢ HUMM peJJKO XOJUT OH,

Yto6 MUT cBU/IaHbsI ObUT BCETa CaAYaiilmMm.

TopkecTBEHHBbIE NTPA3JHUKU B PALY
CypoBbix OyaHEl BCIOLY UCKJIIOYEHbE,
Onu pegky U CMOTpPATCA B TOAY,

Kak KpyrnHble OpHIbSHTBI B OXKEpEIibe.

Bot Tak 1 Bpemsi psiueT OT MeHs

TeOs, Kak miaTbe, B YEPHBIN KA pa3IyKHu,
[TosTOoMy $1 paj CUSIHBIO IHS,

Kotopeii npekpamaer Mo MyKH.

Thl Japuillb MHE ¥ TTPA3IHUKY CBUAHUH,
W GymHr GECKOHEYHBIX OXKUIaHHA.

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

Kakoro TbI cyOcTaHIuel pox/ieH,

Barisinu BOKpyr, NOMUMO JIMYHOH TEHH,
Nwmeeriis B ycitykeHbe MILTMOH

TeHeil JaBHO yIIEIIINX MOKOJIEHUI?

Bariaau Ha Oroct AoHuca, Thl — OH,
C Te0s1, ero Jienmus TBOpel] BeJIMKUH,
Kpacoui Enensl 1peBHMIT MUP CPaXEH,
Ho 1 oHa — Tbl B rpeyecKkoi TYHUKe.

Besne, BriisiieBIIMCh, BUXKY 51 TEOS:



B BecHe ThI Opaxaelib KpacoToio,
W B ypoxae y3HaI0, 1005 -
JIuiiib, OH CPABHUTCS MEAPOCTHIO C TOOOIO.

Bo Bcsiko# KpacoTe TBOSI €CTh YacTh,

Thl NOCTOAHCTBY HE JACILD IIPOIACTD.
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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

Hawm kaxeTcs mpekpacHeil Kpacora,

B kotopoii 1o6poaeTenb NpoIBETaeT,

V po3sbl cobnazHUTENbHEH yCTa,

Koraa Hag HUMU apoMaT BUTAET.



[1moBHUK MPUBJIEKATENIEH HA BUI,
[uriel OCTPBI, A2 U PaCTYT HE pexe,
V nenecTkoB He XyKe KOJOpUT,
Kazasioce Obl JOCTOMHCTBA BCE TE KeE.

[Tpu 6GpocKoCcTH — HBETHI 0O/eIeHBI
BuumanueMm, 6e3 ciaBbl yBAIAIOT,
A po3am, IOTOMY Y HET LIEHBI,

Yo 3anax He HAIPACHO UCTOYAIOT.

Ero B ceGe HACTOl 1yXOB XPaHUT,

Kak moii coHeT B CTpOKe TBOW I0HBIN BU/I.
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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, H1 TUpaHOB capkodaru

He cmoryT nepexxuTh MOUX CTHXOB,
TBot 0Opa3 coxpaHuTcs Ha Oymare,
CoTpyT Ha KaMHe IbUTh U TPSI3b BEKOB.

[Tyckaii BoitHa 1 OYHT PyWHBI MHOXAT,
[Tycts cratyu BoX/eH maayT B 60proe,
Meu Mapca 1 noxap He yHUUYTOXKaT

B moux conerax ctpogsl 0 Tede.

OHU Ha3710 NoXapam U pa3ropam

W3 Beka B BeK TBOW OOJIMK TTPOHECYT,
[TotomKku OyayT CIaBUTh €70 XOPOM,
[loka He ocraHoBUT Boxwuii cyj.

BoccraB 13 MEPTBBIX B CTpAIIHBIN JIeHb CY/a,
V3Haellb, 4YTO B COHETaX KW BCerja.
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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.
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JI1000Bb MO$1, BO30OHOBM CBOM ITBLI,

He nmaii ckazath, 4TO amnmeTuT ocTpee,

OO0mbectcs Tak, YTO O€eJIbIF CBET HE MUJL,

A yTpOM BCTaHET BJIBOE T'OJIOJIHEE.

Tol Oyb TaKoi, CerogHs HarJIsAIUCh,
[TpocHuCh I71a3a MOMIMpe OTKPhIBas,
W cHOBa MWIBIM BUAOM HACJIAAUCh,

HlyX BsiIoCThIO B cebe He yOuBasi.

Yacel pa3nyku NpoBOIU B TOCKE,

Kak Oyaro paznmenuim okeaHsl,

Korpa Jemis BCTpeur Ha MOPCKOM IIECKe,
Torna oHu OCOOEHHO KeJIaHHBI.

A, ecnu X0yYelllb, UX CPaBHU C 3UMOM,



B Mopo3HbIi IeHb JOPOXKE JIETHUM 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.
57

Yro moxer pad? OIHO — MOKOPHO K/IATh,
Korpa 3axouenib BricKa3arh keJlaHbe,

['oTOB MOOYI0 MPUXOTH UCTIONHSTD,

Bcst Ku3HB MOSI — CIUIOIIHOE OKHIAHbE.

He cmero 51 B 4achl pa3jiyk ponTaTh

Ha 1o, 4To ThI POJISEIL OXUIAHBE,
Cunrasi BpeMsi TOpbKO TTOHUMATh,

YT10 GECKOHEYHBIM MOKET OBITh M3IHAHDE.



Bolochk 51 fake B MBICTISIX, BOITPOIIATh:
UeM 3aHAT Thl, ¥ KTO BOKPYT TOJIOI0,
Kax BepHbIil pab Mory, JUIilb, IOMEYTaTh
O cyacTbe Tex, KTO B 3TOT MUT € TOOOIO.

JI1060Bb TTymna, BEpHEeIIbCsl — TBEPAUT CHOBA!

— B ero nenax HeT HUYEro IypHOTO.
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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.
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N36aBu Bor, MHe cTaB TBOMM padoM,

[TpocuTh 0 pa3BiIeYEHUSAX OTYETHI:



Crequtb, KOrja v KTO PUXOIUT B IOM
Hemutsb ¢ TOOOM Becenbe 1 3a00Ty.

I TBO¥ BaccaJl, mevajbHa MOsi pOJib,

B TioppMe pasiyku KaaTh PacIopsiKEHU,
CHocHTb OTKa3, He OOBUHSATH 3a OOJIb,
TeprieTb OOU/IBI OT TBOUX PEIICHUN.

Bynib, Tj1e Keaeliib, Thl B MPaBax CHJIbHA,
Iapu ceOst XOTh Jemy, XOTb, 3a0aBe,
CyauThb 3a MperpeiieHus BojbHa,

Ho u nmpocTuth ceOst ThI TOXE BIIpaBe.

JoOpo ¥ 3710 TBOPHIIIB ISl pa3BJIeUCHBS,
Ky He BUHS, XOTh 3TO U My4YeHbeE.
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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

Konb Bc€ cTapo, TO HOBb — JIUIIIb TIOBTOPEHbE,
VM, 3a00yK1asICh, C IEIOBCKUX BPEMEH,

Hawm BbIIa€T 32 HOBOE TBOPEHBE

Toro, KTo ObLI IaBHBIM — JJABHO POX/IEH!

O, Kak xo4y 51 OpOCHUTb B3IVIsi/I B apXUBHI,
I'e mocrapeB Ha J0JITMX MATh BEKOB,
Haiity, untass KHUTH TepHeNIrBO,

TBOE M0 B CTADUHHOU BSA3M CJIOB.

Brisigerscs U NOHATh, KaK U3MEHUJIOCH
YMeHbe COBEPILIEHCTBO OIUCaTh,

¥ Hac s 310 Kpallle oIy YrIoCh,

A MOXET JIy4lie MpeIKOB He CKa3aTh.

VYBepeH, 4To OHU, ONEepe/IvB,

XBaJMIM TeX, KTO ObUT HE TaK KPacuB.
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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,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
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BosHa — BONHY MOATANIKUBAET B CIIMHY,

[Moka o Geper rpyap He pa30ObET,

Tak 1 MUHYTHI IO CBOEW KOHUMHBI,

CMeHsisCh Ha JIETY, CreliaT BIepe.

MBI K 3pesIOCTU UAEM CO JTHS POXKACHbA,
EnBa ycnieB B3IJIsiHyTh Ha boxkuit cBer,
B 3eHuTe HauMHaeTcs ctapeHbe,
[ToBcromy ocTaBisieT Bpems Cle.

LIBeT 10HOCTH B pacliBeTe JIET POH3aET,
MopirHamMu ypoayeT 4eno,

Bcé nyuiniee B nmpupose noegaer,
Cpe3as, 4To ABIIAJIO U LBEJIO.



51, Boripeku Ge3KaJT0CTHOM pyKe,

Criacy TBOM JIOCTOMHCTBA 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.
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TBoeii 1 BoJiel HOUBIO 0Opa3 TBOM

MHe He AT TAKENBIX BEK COMKHYTh?
[TpuxoasT TeHu cXoxue ¢ TOOOH,

[TeiTasick MOE 3peHbe OOMaHYTh.

A, MOXET, 3TO TBOW HE3PUMBIN TyX,
INomociaHHBIA TOATIISIABIBATh 32 MHOM,



[IpITaercsi IpOBEPUTD JIKUBBIN CITYX,
HeyXxTo peBHOCTb BIACTBYET TOOO¥?

O "er! TBos m0OOBL HE TaK CHJIbHA,
B moeii m00BM 1 UCTHHA, U CYTh,
Mkme, npegaras crpaxa pojib, OHa
Meiiaet HenmpoOyAHBIM CHOM YCHYTb.

TpeBOKUT TyMOIl OCTPOil KaK KJIMHOK:

K npyrum on 61130k, OT MeHsI JaJ€k.
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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 ceOsTi00bs — CTall BIAABIKOM IJ1a3,
Jyiia v TUIoTh Tenephb ero BiIaJICHbS,
OH B cepilie KOPHEM TITyOOKO YBSI3,

OT 3TOro rpexa HeT MCIEJIeHbSI.

IIpekpachee mia HE HAXOKY,

W3simieH craH, AyX MOJIOH O1aropoacTaa.
Korpna st camoro cebs cyxy.

To BUXKy HajJ JPyrMMU IIPEBOCXOACTBO.

Korza nokaxer 3epkaio MeHsI
[MoTackaHHBIM, B CEIMHAX U MOPIIHAX,
Toraa TBepKy, ceOs 3a rpeX BUHS:
YynouiiHa 000Bb K ce0e B MyKIMHAX.

XBayig Te0s — XBaJIIOCh B ceOe TOOOI0,

YKpacuB cTapoCThb I0HOIO CYIBO0IO.

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.
His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,
And they shall live, and he in them still green.
63

Koraa moit apyr BOiAET B MOM rofa
Pa3ouTeiM 1 MOTPENAHHBIM CYIbOOIO,

KpoBb uctomures, cTaHeT Kak Boja,

[Moinér k 3aKkary yTpo roiyodoe.

Crapyxa cTapoCTb ITIOCTY4YUTCS B IBEPb
[To6meKkHyT KpacKu LAPCTBEHHBIE HBIHE,
A B 10BEpIIEHbE BCEX JPYTUX MOTEPD
Kpaca, Kak 1BET BECHBI €r0 IIOKUHET.

OT 3THX JIET TIBITASICh 3AIUTHTh

Sl TOpOIUTIOCH TTOCTPOUTH YKPEIUICHbE,
Korpa 3axouer qpyra cMepTh yOUTb
Cnacy mpekpacHbiii OOJTMK OT 3a0BEHbsI.

3ammuToN CTaHeT Y€pHasi CTpoKa

B Heit 06pa3 apyra Oyaer 10H Beka.
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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

besxkanocrtHa y Bpemenu pyka

[Momaap! HET GOraTCTBY U TOPIIBIHE,

W GaniHio, MpOCTOSIBIIIYIO BEKa,

W 6poH3y BEUHBIX CTAaTyll OMPOKUHET;

Sl BUKY Kak roJIOfHBIN OKEaH

Bozoii Ha lapcTBO CyIIM HACTyHaeT,
A Geper BOJIHBI PYIIUT, KaK TapaH —
Bananc 3axBaToB M OTEpPb paBHSET;

YepenoBaHbe 3TUX NIEPEMEH
BHymaer, 4To 3aKOHUMTCSA BCE KPaxoM,



[lorepu yuar gymaTh: IpO3€H TJIEH,
B ypouHsIii yac m000Bb MOTYOUT MaxoM.

[Tpu 3TOV MBICTM XOUETCS PbIIATh

O TOM, YTO €CTb, HO CTPAIIIHO MOTEPSITh.
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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, TBEp/Ib 3eMJIM U MOPE —

Bcé 6peHHOCTh ObITHS pa3pyliar B Mpax,

Kax BBIKUTH KpacoTe B HEPABHOM CIIOpE,

B Hel crorikocTy He OOJbIIIE, YEM B 1IBETAX.



Kak MOXeT yCTOATh JIbIXaHbe JIETa,
[MTonas B ocagy OecriomaIHbIX THEH,
Korna u ¢ ckajaMm He 10 CHJIaM 3TO,
JKenesHbie BOPOTa HE MPOYHEH.

[Tyraer MpIC/Ib: HANEKHBIX HET YKPBITHH,
I'ne moii anmas ot BpemeHu XpaHHTb,
K10 B cuiax ynepxarb MOTOK COOBITHI,
N kpacory ot nopuu 3aiiuTUTH?

HukTo He coBepiian Takoro uyja,

Cnacy mo60Bb B UepHIIIaX — MEPBBIM Oy1y.
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,

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, B3piBalo k Cmeptu: — Het teprieHbs
JIOCTOMHCTBO C POX/IEHbS B HUILETE,
HapsaHoe HU4TOXECTBO B BECEIbE,

U Bepa nmo3abeiTa B cyeTe,

U nouects BO3IAIOT HE 110 3aCITyraM,

U nobponerenb BeK ITyMsICh PaCTIIiI,

U coBepiieHCTBO 000NTAIN CITYXOM,

U Moltib npaBuTesb B HEMOIIb MPEBPATHII,

W BriacTp JmImia rojaoca UCKycCTBoO,

W 3HannsIMM O671aKb PYKOBOJIMT,

W 1ypblo YECTHOCTh HAPEKJIO XOIYHCTBO,
U 3510 100py npuCTyKUBaTh BEJIUT.

YcraB Tak KUTh, yIIEN Obl paHbIIIE CPOKA,
Borochk 1000Bb OCTaBUTH OJJMHOKOM.
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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.
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3auem OH JIOJIKEH KUTh CPelu MOPOKOB,
YKpacuB UX MPUCYTCTBUEM CBOUM,

YTo0 TSKKUI rpex, YKPBIBIIUCH OT YIPEKOB,
Ce0s cBs3an e nmpoyHee ¢ HUM?

3aueM 1BET MEPTBBIX KPACOK MOAPAKAET
PymsHILy ero mek, OH HEXHO aJl,

3ayem 0OMaH ypOJICTBO yKpariaer

Ero nuuo, npuHaB 3a unealn.

3auem OH JOJIKeH kuTh, Koraa [Tpuposa,
PactpaTtiB KpOBb JaBHO yXe OaHKpOT,
Ka3na e€ Bc€ MeHblIe rof OT roja,
JKuBET Juiib TeM, 4To Y Hero OepéT?

OHa XpaHUT ero, 4tod C mbeaecTaia
Hawm nokazars, yem panbliie ooaania.



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

JIuiom Mo Apyr MOXOK HA TeX JIOAeH,
Korpaa kpaca xuna u ymupana,

Tak, Kak cerofHsi 1IBET BECEHHUX [THEH,
danpbimBs, 0B JKUBBIX HE YKpalliana;

Torna ere He CTPUIIIM MEPTBELOB,
Bbu1 TIOKOH JOCTOSIHMEM MOTHJIBI,
Hapnenas 3010TUCTBIX TAPUKOB,

Ha ronoBy He BoApykaiu MUJIbIM.



Buina B HEM Oarogath MHBIX BPEMEH:
[IpekpacHoe Torga He 3HAJO (pasibIn,
He y6aBinsiu jiet, psaasch B OyTOH,

He rpabwnu monelt cinadeit u crapiie.

Jj1s1 BEpHBIX, MTPEKHEN KPAcOTe ceplell,

Moii apyr u ObL1, U1 OyneT oOpaserl.

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;
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

TBoW BHEIIHUI OOJIMK BOCXUIIIAET MUP,
IIpekpacHO BCE: MOXO/KA, CTaTh, yXBATKa,;

Bce s3bIkM TBEPASAT, UTO THl KyMUP



W 3neimmii Bpar He BUJIUT HEIOCTATKOB.

Bce Te, KTO 10Tk POCIABUIN XBAJION,
Bo3zganu TobKO TO, YTO IPUYUTAIIOCh,
Ho peus y Hux Obuia coBcEM MHO,
Korna nymm HeBUIMMON Kacasack.

TBoel Ayl YBUIEB KPacoTy,

B noragkax goiaro MEpWIIH JeiaMu,
Teneps TBepaAT, 3a0BIB TIPO TOOPOTY:
LIBeTOK XOPOIII, HO MAXHET COPHAKAMH.

B 4ém cocrout npuumHa Bcex nmpodiem?
Paszragka : Tel HBETEIID JOCTYITHBIM 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

Haget He oOnyaeT TBOM MOPOK,

Kpaca muinieHbIo KJieBeThl ObIBaeT;

HloragkaMu 4epHUT €€ HAMEK —

Kak BOpOH B 4MCTOM BO3[IyXe JieTaer.

Korna kpacuB, y cIjieTeH ecTh pe30H
TBepauTh, 4TO TH COONA3HAM MOTAKALIIIb,
UYepBb NOPTUT CaMBblil CIJIOCTHBIN OyTOH,
ThI UUCTOTY U COBECTH BOILIOIACHIb.

Thl MUHOBAJT JIOBYIIIKY IOHBIX JTHEM,
W BoImeN modeauTesieM U3 CXBaToK,
Ho B Gynyiiiem Hanajku MoCUIbHEH,
Bce mponuibie OT 3aBUCTH 3aJaTOK.

Jlerna TeHb MonoO3peHbsl, KaK BEHell —

Thb1 ObLT ObI 6€3 HEro KOpoJb cepiell.

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 [ am gone.

71

Korna ympy, oniakvuBail MeHs

He nosnbinie, yem ¢ 1iepkBeit KOJIOKOJIaMu
Tpe3BoHUTH OYIYT, UTO COEKAI KIISTHS

3a noAsIoCcTh MUP, TENEpb B 3eMJI€ C YEPBIMMU.

Uurast 3TH rpycTHBIE CIIOBA,

He BcnomuHai MeHs1 — TOro He CTOIO,
JIo60 Tak CHITBHO, YTO JIalo TIpaBa
3a0bITh MEHsI, HE MYy4asiCh TOCKOIO.

Korga B cTuxu 3aryigHeni> HeB3Hayau,

Moii OpeHHBIH TTpax, BOZMOXHO, CTaHET TJIMHOM,
[loaTa uMs BCilyx HE MOBTOPSN —

[Tycth rHOHET U MOOOBL C MOEH KOHUMHOM.



Yrob Mup TeOs He OCMeslT 3a T1ad,

Korga ympy u rpycrtb, 1 C€3bl Cipsidb,

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,
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

Yt00 37100HBII MUP He TpeOoBaT OTYETA

3a 4yTo U moYeMy MeHs JIIoOuII,

Ympy — 3a0yap, 3aueM Tede 3a60Ta,

He cmoskens 10ka3aTh, 9TO MpaB THI ObLI,

IToka, mou pacxBanuBasi CBOUCTBA,
Ce0e Ha ITOMOLLIb JIOKD HE ITO30BEIIb,
Hampacusim OyaeT Bc€ TBOE yIopcTBoO,



Hapn npaBnoio MeHsi He BO3HECEIIb.

A 4TOOBI JIOKb HAC MAYKaTh HE IIOCMEJIA,
W b1, XBaJist MEHs1, HE TIpATAI IJ1a3,
[TycTh UMl IOXOPOHSAT BMECTE C TEJIOM,
Torga He CMOXET OMO30PUTD Hac.

CerojiHsi MHE 32 CKYAHOCTb JIeJ1 OOUJHO —

Tebe MeHs TI00UTh TOKHO OBITh CTHIIHO.

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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