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OT cocraBurteJs

Jla mpoCTUT MeHs yBakaeMblil UMTATEINb 32 IEP30CTh U 32 TOPIBIHIO, YTO BOIMIM MOEW PyKOM
BO BpeMs paOOThl HaJ 3TOW KHUTOH. Bomblile Bcero MHe He XOTeNOCh Obl OCTABHUTH BIlCUATICHHE
O HEyBaXEHUU K BeJIMKOMY MSTpy, K €ro TBOpPYECTBY, pa3 yXk CTOJb HEAOCTOMHBINA peMECIEHHUK
AEp3HYJI NepeneBaTb €ro COHETHI.

Her yBaxaeMmsle, yBepsiio BaC, MHOM PyKOBOJIMJIO UCKJIIOUMTEIIBHO KEJIAHKE MOJEIUThHCS C BaMU
TEM 3By4aHHeM OeCCMEPTHOM My3bIKM — KOTOPYIO 5 Cbliy. OpKecTp UrpaloIiyii BO MHE U JU1sl MEHS
MOXET Y He BBIJAIOIINICA UCIIOIHUTEb, HO TaM 3BYYaT 3HAKOMblE MHE TPyObl U MaHAOJMHBI, UX
roJI0ca MPUBBIYHBI MOEMY CIIyXy. AKaJIeMUUYECKUE U €IIE HE «OCTENEeHEHHbIE», TPO(pECCUOHATIbHBIE
U JIIOOUTEJIbCKUE, OPKECTPBI, aHCAMOJIM U OT/IEJIbHBIE UCTIOJIHUTEINH YiKe ChIIpald Bce HOTH Mactepa
He eauHOXAbl. Kakaplidl, mpuUcTynas K BEJIMKOW My3blKe HaJEsuICsl PacciblliaTh TaM YTO-TO CBOE,
JIMLIb €MY CJIBIIIIMOE.

Bort 1 51 03aga4nTh CBOM OPKECTP YTEHUEM He NPOCTOM MAapPTUTYPHI, Ja0bl HEUTO HOBOE YCIIbI-
mathb. bosee Toro, s ¥ Bam X04y NpeJIoKUTh 3HAKOMCTBO € MY3bIKOM, IPONETO MOUM COBCEM YK
JOOUTETHCKIM, MOMM MaJIeHbKHMM JJOMAITHUM OPKECTPUKOM. UTO 3HaI0 TOYHO, 32 YTO HECY MOIHYI0
OTBETCTBEHHOCTb — OH CTapaJICsl.
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Coner 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.

&Kk

CrpemMuMcs Mbl YMHOXKUTBH KPacoTy —
7KuBa 4to B po3e. A B ypOUHBIN 4ac,
Otkpoercst OyTOH U CMEHHUT TY,

Uro paHee apuiia c4acTbeM Hac.

A TBI CBOEIO 3aHAT KPACOTOM,
BHumaHue nuiiib TOMBKO i JapyIlb.
CryOwut HaJieJ Tl TUIONOPOIHBIN CBOA,
Cebe naiad, Thl caM ceOs1 Ka3HUILIb.

Thl MUpY YKpallleHbe U BECHE,

Ho kpartok kpacoTsl TBOel napaf.

OTkpoii 6yTOH, MyCTh CEMEHa BOBHE. . .

He nipstub, Kak ckpsra, AMBHbINA CBOU Hapsl.

Mup noxaney u nosie 3aceBau,
3aueM ryOuTh HE B3POCILIHIA YpoXKaii!
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Conert 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.

&Kk

Kak copok 3uM 4esno n3060po3ast
TpaHiessMu Ha oJie KpacoTsl,
He npuBnekaet 6one TBOI Hapsig
BH1MaHMS — HE MHTEPECEH ThI.

N ecom cipocar — I'ie, Mo, kpacora,
BorarcTBo rj1e ObUIBIX IIBETYIIUX JTHEH?
He roBopwu, 4To I71a30M BIJTyOb B3SITA.
Hacwmeka BbliiieT, mpoMoayarb YeCTHEM.

IToxBanbHee NpeacTaBUTh KPacoTy

Bcem 3asaBuB — BoT MoW TpeKpacHbii ChIH!
OH NoJBITOKWI CTAPOCTh U MEYTY,
HacnenHuk KpacoTsl JMIIb OH OfIUH!

Us CTapoCTn OBITH MOKHO MOJIOOABIM —
He 3actuth CbIHY ITYTb 4Y€JIOM CCIbIM.
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Coner 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 1s 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.

&Kk

K10 B 3epkasie TBOEM TOMY CKaXH,
Uro BpeMs1 B HOBOM 00pase MpeAcTaTh,
SIBneHbEM HOBBIM MUpY YCITyXKUB.
[Tpupony matepu Hesb3s JOMaTb.

I'ne neBa Ta, 4TO JIOHO OXPAHUT

OT cyacTbd OBITh BO3IETAHHBIM TOOOM?
Wb kTO-TO B Ge3paccyiacTBe yOeKuT
Ot poinra cies B MUPY OCTaBUTh CBOM?

Tbl OTpakeHbe MaTepH CBOE

W Bo3Bpariaenis el rMOTOK BECHBI,
Cam, noois K mopory JeT U THeR
VBUIUIIE B AETIX MOJIOJOCTH CHBEIL.

Korga e %13Hb BIauMIlb JIUIIb 4715 ceds,
Vmpenb ofuH, CUsiT TBOH 00pas3 3psi.
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Coner 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 acceptable audit canst thou leave?

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

&Kk

Muwtenimii MOT, 3a4eM Xe Ha ceOs

ThI TpaTuillb Bech HaceaAus 3amac?
[Tpupona TONBKO TeX AApUT J0Os,

Kro 1meap u meapocts 1apuT BCSIKUE Yac.

ITpekpacHblii CKpsAra, Thl 3a4€M XPaHHUIIIb
Japsl, KoTopble NOpa pa3aaTh?

Ioka ThI C MOMB301 UX HE Pa3MECTHILIb,
He Oyzens ¢ HUX JoXO[a Moayyars.

ThI cam ¢ coO0# 6e3 cMBICIIa TOPT BeleIb,
W B TOpre atom rpadutiib cam cedsl.
Hacraner nenb, K pacuety nomonaens —
OrmuiauvBaTh yeM Oyaenib Bekcesi?

B 1e0s npupoaa momecTria BKIa,
ITotomMok TBOM MmycTh OyAeT UM Oorar.
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Coner 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.

&Kk

TkETr BpeMs ceTu KpacoThl,
B xoTtopsle y0BIIEH B3IIAL.
Ho BbIIE BOCTiapAT MeuThl,
Benp Bpems He OexUT Ha3a[

Crekaer JIeTo K X0I04aM,

I'ne 3510i1, cypoBoto 3umont
3aMep3HyT COKH MO cajiam,
IIBeTam, rop, CHEXHOM IeJICHOM.

W ecnu coku TpaB U po3

He 3aTounThb B CTEKJISIHHBIN I1J1EH,
VYTpatum namsTh, 1 B MOPO3

Bcex xJeT yHbIHbe, B YyBCTBaX TJIEH.

Korga e cok 1IBETOB U3BAT,
OH BeYeH — IMBHBIM apoMar.

11
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CoHer 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.

&Kk

He nonyctu cypoBbIX X0J1000B

Jo neta cBoero u A0 ceMsH.

Haiinu cocya, 4to BOCOPUHATH TOTOB

HNx B poct. C BeCcHOI NpeloTBPaTH U3bsIH.

Takoe poCTOBIIIMYECTBO B YECTH,
3aeMILMK ONPaBIAET CBOM KPEIUT.
Cebs1 1pyroro Mupy puHECTH
JlecAITUKpATHO CYacThe MyCTh 3BYYUT.

Thl necsaTh pa3 MpeacTaBlieH Ha 3eMIIE,
Tbl 0Onagatenb cyacTbs JeCATh pas.
Hacranert yac, Thl CKpoelIbcst BO MIJjie —
Ho Gypenib kuth!.. MOTOM, KaK U ceityac.

He Oyap ynpsim, Thl CIIMIIKOM OJApeH,
Urob cMepTh Haceaus CMesla 3aKOH.

12
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Coner 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.

&Kk

Korma BocTok meUIamoIen riiaBoun
Boccraner Han. .. 3eMHbIe CyllIECTBa,
C rmoyTeHneM CKJIOHSIIOTCS TOJIIIOMN,
Cryxa npuxojy cBeTa TOpPKeCTBa.

B306upasich Ha HeOeCcHbIe XOJIMBI,

CBeruJio, Kak I0Hell B pacliBeTe JeT.

K HeMy BCSIK CMEpTHBIN B3IJISI/] CBOM YCTPEMHT,
CMoOTp#, Kak B 30JI0TO PAcCBET OJET.

Opesx bl MCcTpenaB K UCXOAy JHH,
VYcrano conHue KaTuT Ha MOKOM.
I'naza mozieil yx BEpHOCTb HE XpaHs,
Baupaiot npous, uilla paccBeT ApYyroil.

VuTH U ThI, BCTyNast B MOJIIEHb CBOM,
Urto HyXkeH CbIH, IMOKa Thl HAJ| TLTUTOM.
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Conert 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-tuned sounds,

By unions married, do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear;
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering;
Resembling sire, and child, and happy mother,
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing;

Whose speechless song being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee, «Thou single wilt prove none.»

&Kk

Cam My3bIKa OT My3bIKU IPYCTHIIb?
Ho Benp 106po 1o6py coBceM He Bpar;
OO0y3y Tl BHUMaHHEM JJapHIlb,
Hocany e nmpuemienib 3a MycTsK?

Vxenb Tebe HeOECHBIX CTPYH JIa bl

He roBopsT npo 1BOMCTBEHHBIN COI0O3?..
ITpumu yKop, He I0TKHO MOJIOIBIM

B 6e30paube mpeObIBaTh, Uypasich y3.

To pe3oHaHC IBYX CTPYH, OH U OHa,
TBOPUT ceEMbU TOCTOMHBIA YHUCOH.
Marb u oTell, ¥ ChIH, UX MECHb CJIbIIIHA,
EnuHCTBO necHe cuity npuaer.

K tebe akkopn crornaceiii oopaiiieH:
— Korna ogus, equHo, Bb WIb COH.
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Conetr 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 1it,
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.

&Kk

[TponuThst BIOBBUX Cle3 Thl YOOSIICS

W He ykpacui xu3Hb ee co0010;

Korpa 6 6e31eTHBIM ThI K KOHITY OCTaJICS
Muip nutakas Obl IOKMHYTOH KEHOI0

TBoeii BAOBOIO MUpY BIIpeJb CKOPOETb,
Uro He ocTaBWII Thl TOPJIACTBIN CIIEJ;
Torna Kak BIOBaM HaJUIeXKUT CMOTPETh
B rnaza gerei, roput, e Myxa CBeT.

BorarcrBa mupa, Te, 4TO TPaTUT MOT,
JIumib OGHOBJIAIOT MUpPA ECTECTBO;
Pacrparyuk, uro Geper — Bce oTnaeT
He rpabut, oGHOBIIsIET OH ero.

Jlpyrux He omaput JI0OOBBIO TOT,
KTO0 cesATh He NMPUBBIK, KTO TOJBKO XKHET.
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Coner 10

For shame deny that thou bear-st love to any,
Who for thyself art so improvident.

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.

&Kk

Kak sxajb, 4To THI HE JIOOUIIIL HUKOTO,
Tebe e MHOTrO I71a3 [JISAUT BOCTIES.
CemeliHbIX y3 O€KHILb THI OT TOTO,

Yto pox nmpomuTh, B TeOe JKeIaHbsI HET.

3aueM ThI caM K ceOe Bpara JIoTei?
Kakoro 6Onara uiiens Tbl Bpas a0,
Cmerast KpoB npHOeXHILa cTpacTen?
XpaHWUTb €r0 U JIONT, U MOABUT TBOK.

[lepemeHuch, st IBMEHIOCH BOCIIE],
JIr00BM HaWIM JOCTOMHOE XUJIBE.
[TpucyTcTBUEM CBOUM ThI JAPUIIIL CBET
[TycTh mamMsATh BKPYT LIAPUT, HE 3a0bIThE.

CCFOILHH KpacoTa B Tede KUBET,
Ho IMYCTb OHA U B I€TAX paClBCTCT.

16
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Coner 11

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest
In one of thine, from that which thou departest;
And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest

Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest.

Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase:

Without this, folly, age and cold decay:

If all were minded so, the times should cease

And threescore year would make the world away.

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

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the more;
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:
She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby

Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.

&Kk

Ko 6BICTpO BOCHApWII — TOT OBICTPO CHUK.
Ho Bce *k nosiet npoioyKUTCS B JPYrOM,
IIpeemHuKe, HACTIEIHUKE TBOEM.

OH NOMBICJIOB HE COBITBIX TIPOBOJTHHK.

Tak 3amoBeiasl BCEX BpeMeH 3aKOH,

VHbIM HE MOXET YIpaBJIAThCS CBET.
Iorps3HyTh B CTApOCTH — IUIOXOM 3aBET,
JIunib B mIeCThAECAT LIaroB TBOUX BPEMEH.

Jlnst Tex, KoMy npupozaa He Onu3Ka,
He GnarocTHelil mycTh CTaHETCs1 KOHEL.
A Tbl, TBOpEHBS MOJYYHUB BEHEL —
TBopu! 13 py4erKkoB TeueT peka.

To0Oo10 XU3HU CTABUTCH I1€YATh!
Crapaiicst 0OJIbIIIE OTTHCKOB CO3JaTh!

17
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Coner 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.

&Kk

Korpa yacoB ynapsl BO3BECTHIT,

Uro HOUb MOXpasa sICHbII CBET JTHEBHOM.
Sl BUKY, Kak MOXKyX JIECOB HAPSII,

A co060JIb 3aUCKPUIICS CETUHOM.

Koma OCTAJIMCh I'OJIbI ACPECBA,
Ort 3HO# YKpbIBaBIINE CTaaa,
A 3e5eHb JieTa cBe3eHa B aoma,
CHOHaMI/I, YbA KOJIIO4Ya 6opona.

Sl Ha TBOIO B3UpAIO KPacoTy.
S1 BUIKY 3710r0 BpEMEHHU TPYbl,
PaccesBiive B mpax Moo MeuTy.

Ho 3HaeT cmepTh, YTO MOAPACTYT Cajpl.
XOTb cepIl BpeMeH U KOCUT KpacoTy,
Mowu MOTOMKM — BOT MOU TIO/IbI !

18
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Coner 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.

&Kk

JI1060Bb MO#1 JKMBH, BCETa ke 3HAll —
Thl ecTh, IOKA ThI CaM, [OKA )KUBEILb.
JI7151 Kask/1oro OTMEpsIH B JKU3HU Kpai,
3a HUM MycTb OYIIET ChIH C TOOOI0 CXOX.

Thl KPacoOTOIO HAJIEJICH B KPEJINT,

He pacrouaii ee, a IpUyMHOXb.

Mo cmepTH ChiH TeOs MyCTh BO3POUT,
OH 00;IMKOM € TOOO0I0 OyJeT CXOX.

He no3Bossii BOTH ynagky B J0M,
Korzaa 3a60T1o¥i OH B BeKaX XpaHUM.
Emy He cTpailieH BeTep 3MMHUM JTHEM,
U xonon cmeptu Oynetr B HEM FOHUM.

JIucToB nuIIUTCS BPEMEHU BCHEII,
Ho 3naer CbIH, YTO TBI €I'0 OTEI.



Y. llekcrup. «CoHeTb»

Comner 14

Not from the stars do I my judgement 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.

&Kk

He 3Be31HbIi COHM CYX/IEHbsI MHE JIaeT,
W 51, XOTb ¥ U3PSITHBIA aCTPOHOM,

Bce %k He puCKHY MpecKa3biBaTh UCXOJL
Ioron, Oone3nen, OyayIIUx BpeMeH.

Sl mpenicka3aHuii KPaTKUX HE MACTaK,
I[Tpo noxap ¥ BeTep KaxI0My BellaTh,
Wb rocynapeii cyabObl OymyT Kak,

ITo cocrostHuIo HeOeC ragaTs.

OT 17123 TBOMX BCE 3HAHUS MOM,

JIviis B HUX MIPEMyAPOCTh PO3PEBAIO 5.
Kpaca v npaBaa yaxuyT 0e3 1100BH,
Jlapu m060Bb, OTPHHL COMHEHUSI.

HMuaue BOT 4TO IpeapeKaro :
- Kpace npeaei noJIoKUT CMEPTb TBOA.
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Comner 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,
Cheered 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.

&Kk

Korga s 3pio Kak pe3ysibTaTsl pocTa

JIaCKaIoOT IJ1a3, JIMIIb TOJIBKO KPATKUI MUT;
YTO M3Hb MOAMOCTKM M Ha HUX BCE MPOCTO,
a JIEWCTB 3eMHBIX JIMIIb 3BE3/Ibl IPOBOIHUK;

Korpa g BIXy cMEHY NOKOJIEHU,

sl BUXKY BOJIIO TBEpIyIO HeOec: —

BeXuT B HUX COK TIIEC/IaBHBIX CAMOMHEHUIA,
HO!.. BpeMsl yOuBaeT uHTepec.

Bce 6pCHHO, TOJIBKO ThI AapUIlIb BECHOIO,
Thbl MJIaJOCTBIO oorar B MOUX Irj1a3ax,

HO BpEMSA HE IIPOXOAUT CTOPOHOIO

1 K HOYM YTPO TAlIUT BTOPOIIAX.

Sl c BpeMeHeM B cpaxeHbe NMpeObIBalo,
TBOU BEK CBOEW MPUBUBKOU MMPOIJIEBAIO.
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But wherefore do not you a mightier way

Make war upon this bloody tyrant Time,

And fortify yourself in your decay

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours,

And many maiden gardens, yet unset,

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

So should the lines of life that life repair

Which this time’s pencil or my pupil pen

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men:

To give away yourself keeps yourself still,

And you must live drawn by your own sweet skill.

&Kk

3aueM Thl He cOOpaJl 3710POBBIX CHII,

He kuHyn ux Ha BpeMeHH MOTOK ?

3ayeM U II0Th, M JyX HE YKperui

YeM JTydImm, He MOUM HaOOPOM CTPOK?

Cejiuac ;kMBeIIb ThI JOHOCTH Yachl,
Iepen T060I0 MHOXECTBO CAJIOB.
OHU rOTOBBI BHAITH TBOEW KPAChI
7KuBOI, a HE PUCOBAHHBIX CIIEHOB.

Tak mpaBUT POK OIMIMOKY OBITHSI.
Korna Hu kuctb, H1 OOlKOE TIEpo,
Kpacs! TBOeli CKBO3b BCE CTapaHUs
He nonecyt. Cam 3aceBaii 100po.

YT0o0 cCOXpaHUTHCS, pacTBOpH cebsi
B kMBBIX 1OCeBax, B HUX KUBYT JIIOOSI.
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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 stretched metre of an antique song:

But were some child of yours alive that time,

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

&Kk

Enga 116 moBepsT MHe rpsayIiye BeKa,
Korna To00¥ COHET HAIlOJIHEH Oe3 OCTATKA.
Ho, Buaut Bor, coner, BMecTuuiie rpexa,
Bocrnen nopel, Korja ¢ To6010 BpeMs CIIajKo.

SIBUCh BO MHE TaJIaHT IJ1a3a TBOU BOCIETh

W B Oyaymux cTHXax XOTh YacTh KPacoOT OTMETHTh,
I'psnymmii BeKk mMpouTs, YTO s pelInyIcs CMETb,
Ckazan Obl: — JIKeT o3T, HEeT TeX KpacoT Ha CBeTe.

Moii pyKOIIMCHBIN JIUCT C TOAAMU MOXKENTEN

W npuHAT, MOKET ObITh, IIOIOHEIO 32 CJIaBOM.

He Bepys cnoBam, 51 B HUX TeOs BOCTIel,

VIX DBIITHOCTD, TOCUMTAB AaHTUYHOCTBIO JTyKaBOM.

Korna Obl TBOI pebGeHOK B rojibl Te Morall,
U B g9BU, 1 B CTHXAX BABOWHE OBl THI OJINCTAIL.
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

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

And often is his gold complexion 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.

&Kk

MaHe ¢ nretom CpaBHHBATb TeOS1 HETOKE.
Her, nero CyXO, Tbl BECHA, Thl KpallI€.

C 6YTOHOM HaJIMBHBIM ThI OY€Hb CXOXKa,
Ho KpaToOK KaJICHAAPb B IBETCHLE HAIIICM.

INopoii rnaza ropst orueM HeOeCHbIM,

Ho ckpotorcs 3a IIMKOH 30J10TOI0.
BceMy ecTb CpOK, UTO HEKOI/Ia Uy/IECHBIM
Bb110, HE BAPYT, HO CKPBITO MEJIEHOI.

Ho, He TBOs1 cynpOa cTapeTh co BceMmu,
VYTpauuBarh Kpacy, 4ToO Thl UMEEIIIb.
3a0BeHbI0 HE BJIaIeTh TOOOM, MIOBEPh MHE,
B conete Tbl *KUBEIIb U C HUM CTapeelllb.

INokyna monu MO COHET YUTAIoT,
TBoel Kpacel roia He yJeTaloT.
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Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,
And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood;
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou 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 antique pen;
Him in thy course untainted do allow

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.

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

&Kk

BepiuTens—aBpeMsi, KOI'TH JibBa CITUIIH,
Iornotut mycTh 3eMJIs CBOM JIyUILIUi TUI0;
W3 mactu Tirpa 3yOs! yaanu,

B orHe nmyctb (peHUKC CTUHET, TPOMNAZET;

YepenoBaHbe BECEH, 3UM TBOPH,

[1ycTh TOpBKYIO Cl1€3y CMEHSIET CMEX;
Bcex npenecrelt Tel MUpY ToJapH,

Ho He mocmen ofyH JMIIIb TONBKO Tpex.

CBoUM TeueHbEM Thl HE IIPOBEAU
Bopo3sn, Ha 1pyra moero yere;
Ierouka JieT myckaii He HOBPEAUT
O06pa3umka Kpachl BCEM Ha 3eMJIe.

U ckomnb emy O Tl BpeMs He BPEAUIIO
JIumib OH B MOMX CTHXaX Kpaca U CUJIa.
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A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;

A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted

With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion;
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

A man in hue, all hues in his controlling,

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.

&Kk

To KeHCKUI JIMK TPUPOJOY U3BASTHHBIN
Ipusiia rocnoxa, Het — ['ocroauH,

KaK KEHII[HA KPAaCUB U OCHUSIHHBIN
JapaMu MOCTOSTHCTBA MaJIavH.

I'maza cusior 6e3 Urpsl JIyKaBowu,

BCE [1030JI0TOM MOKPBIBast BIPYT,
BCE CTaTU OH CBOEW BEHYAET CJIaBOM,
MYyXel IUIeHs, IeB, pa3si BOKPYT.

ThI *KSHIIIMHOM 3alyMaH ObLT IPUPOIOH,
HO BOCIIbLJIaJIa CTPACTHUIO OHA

Y Harpajausia OpraHom, pacxonyw,

HO MHE Harpaja 3Ta He Hy)XHa.

Thbl Japuiis 1eBaM IJIOTCKYIO JIIOOOBb,
a MHE CITUSIHbE TYII TPEBOKUT KPOBb.



Y. llekcrup. «CoHeTb»

Coner 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.

&Kk

He BrOpI0 51 mo3tam, 4bu CTUXU
PoxmaeT pocchinb Kpacok U 4yzec,
Uro naput HeOO, CTPOKU UbH JIETKU —
K BO3m0051€HHBIM SIBJISISI UHTEPEC;

TBOpsA CpaBHEHUI UCTHIX TOPKECTBO

C yHOM U CONHLEM, MOPEM M 3EMJIEH,
C anpenbCcKuM yTpoM, SIpKO Kak OHO,
Uro HeOO pasykpacuiio 3apei.

C m000BbIO ONMIITY CBOIO JIIOOOBb,

Ee npumep ykop kpace m000id,

Uro MaTh poxkaia, He HalAeTcsl CJI0B
Bo3BbICHTE CBET HEOECHBIH TTPej1 TOOO.

41 He oTgam MoJBe JII0OOBL MOIO,
[TockomnbKy — 51 ee He poJalo.
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My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date,
But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,
Then look I death my days should expiate:
For all that beauty that doth cover thee

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me.
How can I then be elder than thou art?

O therefore, love, be of thyself so wary

As I not for myself but for thee will,

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill:
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;
Thou gav’st me thine, not to give back again.

&Kk

JIxet 3epkasio, st BOBCE HE CTApUK,
INokyna I0HOCTh MIECTBYET C TOOOIO,
Ho nuib rona u360po3asT TBOH JIUK,
Haneroch, 4to U 1 171a3a 3aKporo.

Ioka x B TBOEM Kynaroch KpacoTe

Sl nns ceds u cam Beerzia MOJIOKE,
7KuBy B TBOEM Ipyau, Kak Thl BO MHE,
Tak Kak e 1o rogam He OyzieM cXoxu?

JIio60Bb Mos1, 0Oeperaii cebsl,

Kak 51 XxpaHum cyap00# ISl TOJB3bI JIPYTa,
Ctyk cepaiia, TBOEro, B Ayllle XpaHs,

Sl HAHBKOW BCTaHy Ha IyTH HEIyTa.

VTparsl ropie Het AJs ABYX cepiel,
OpnHo 3amper, Apyroe x/JeT KOHEll.
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As an imperfect actor on the stage,

Who with his fear is put besides his part,

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart;
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of love’s rite,

And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,
O’ercharged with burden of mine own love’s might:
O let my books be then the eloquence

And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

Who plead for love, and look for recompense,

More than that tongue that more hath more expressed.
O learn to read what silent love hath writ:

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

&Kk

Kak miomaiHoi aktep uim neseil
3a0bIBIIMI TEKCT OaJUIA/IbI UM POJIH,
Wb oOysiHHBIN SIPOCTHIO TOpAEL,

B KOM cuI1 M30BITOK TIIYIINAT CUITY BOJIH;

Taxk s1, pobest OT CO3HaHbsI J0JTa,

3a0bL1 JTOOOBHBIX (DOPMYJT COBEPILICHCTBO,
U kaxercst, 1oOOBb BO MHE YMOJIKJIA,

[Tox rpy3om 3HaHbsI CBOETO IJIABEHCTRA.

[Tycth pyKkonuch Mos1, Ipe3peBIld pedb,
Jlns1 ceprua SIBUTCS. HEMbBIM IJIAlIATHIM.
JIio6BU MoJIAIIIMM, YTO OB Jap MPUBJIEYD
Llennei, yem SI3bIKY aJI0OCh KOTJA-To.

ITpouTtn nocnaHee OT JIIOOBU HEMOW,
I'mazamu ciymiai — TOHKUA yM HaCTPOMU.
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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 perspective 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 glazed with, thine eyes.
Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done:
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, 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.

&Kk

Moii r1a3 — pyka, B pyKe pe3ell 3axar,
IoprpeT Ha cepale, OH IpyIu 3aTBOPHUK;
7KuBoio pamoii ObITh KapTUHE pal,

B Hell nepcrnekTUBy 3aJ0KWIT XYAO0KHUK,

XyIoKHHUKA JTI00YsICh MACTEPCTBOM,
Haiiau noprper B cTosib HEOOBIUHOI pame,
UYro 3anepra B XpaHWIHUILE TaKOM,

OHO TBOMMU CMOTPUT B MUP IJIa3aMHU.

I'maza rmazam HecyT OeclieHHBIH fap,
Mowu n300paxatT 0OJIUK TBOI,

TBou e — OKHa, COJIHIIEe JHS HeKTap
Hecet ckBO3b HUX, HAPYIIUB TBOW MOKOA.

Moum rna3am Kak BUJHO HE JaHo,
Troe YBUIETH CEpALEC CKBO3b OKHO.
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Let those who are in favour with their stars
Of public honour and proud titles boast,
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,
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 buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foiled,

Is from the book of honour rased quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toiled:
Then happy I that love and am beloved
Where I may not remove, nor be removed.

&Kk

HYCTB T€, K KOMY CO3BE3/1bA 6J'IaFOCKJIOHHbI,
Kwnuarcs CHaBOfI, TUTYJIaMU, BJIACTBIO,

Mos x Aopora K TOpKECTBaM YyCJIOBHA,
BC3B€CTCH, MHE J11000Bb AapyeT CYaCThEC.

[MpaBuTeneii MOOUMIIB PaCIIBEIIH

CoBceM Kak HOIOTKM TOJL B3IJISIIOM COJIHLIA,
EnBa nyuu cBeTriia npous yuiy,

X cnaBa npeBpalaercs B ypoaua.

B cpaxeHusix mpocaBiIeHHBIN repow,
OpHax/1pl OTEPIIEBIINI HEYAAuYy,
JIJ1s1 KHUTU CIIaBbl OH YK€ U3IOM,
3a0kITO BCe, OBUIOE MaJjIO 3HAYMT.

Ho g mo0:mo0, g cyacTivs, A JIIOOUM,
C 6orarcTBOM HE PacCTaHYCh 51 CBOHM.



Y. llekcrup. «CoHeTb»

Coner 26

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,

To thee I send this written embassage

To witness duty, not to show my wit;

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine
May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,
But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy soul’s thought (all naked) will bestow it,
Till whatsoever star that guides my moving
Points on me graciously with fair aspect,

And puts apparel on my 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.

&Kk

Thl clo3epeH, a 5 B JII0OBU Baccall,
ApKaHOM CITyTaH U3 TBOUX JOCTOMHCTB,
Bcenpenanno nucemo Tede nucai,

Moe rie yBaxeHbe apuopu —

VMBI HE POBHSI, MO U Har, U cup,
Ce0s moiath TaJlaHTa HE MEET,
JKuBet Hajex oM, 4To ero, Meccup,
Jly1110i1 CBOEH YKPOET U COrpeeT

Jlo Jaca, Kak 3aBETHas 3Be3/1a

MeHst o1apuT MUJIOCTHBBIM B3IJISIJIOM,
JI1060Bb YOOPBI OOpeTeT Tor/a,

W 51, Te6s1 tocTONHBIA, Oy1y psIOM.

Torna mo00Bb, OBITE MOXKET, BOCHOIO,
INoka xe 4yBCTBa B TallHE COXPAHIO.
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Weary with toil, I baste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired,

But then begins a journey m 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.

&Kk

V3MyuMB Teso TAroTol UATH

Crenty B 1ocTesib, keJaHHBIN OT/IBIX Yalo;
Ho Tonbko n1siry — 51 onsATh B 1MyTH,

OnsaTh B ymMe JOpory Hameyao. . .

K Ttebe, u3 mecTta, e Halesl HOWIeT,

Moe MocoIbCTBO CIOPO OTOBIBAET;

CBoii B30p OCTpIO, €ro 4Yto0 BUAETH Oer
CKBO3b TEMHOTY, CJIETILIaM, YTO HE MEIIaeT.

danTazus, uib 3peHue AyLu,

CrnenoMy B30py NpU3paK MPEICTABIISET,
Kotopblii 1ajioM KpacuT Mpak HOYM,

W ner cnenpl ¢ ee uiia CTupaer.

Tak maoTh xkuBast IHEM, a HOUBIO yX,
XpaHsAT OroHb JOOBU, YTOO HE TIOTYX.
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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.

&Kk

Kak MHe ycTanocTs Moty npeBo3Moyb,
Korga 3akazaH oTapIX AJ1s1 MEHs,

Korga ot trot He cnacaet HOub,

JIumie yMHOXast rpy3 OBUIOTO JIHS;

B T0 Bpems kak Bpax1ysi, HOUb U JeHb,
CruioTuiuce 1715 Tep3aHus MeHs,
OpvH Ha yTh MO HAChLIAeT TeHb,
Jpyras 001k pa3iyku OeHUsI.

Tebs 1 IHIO ONUCHIBAJ KaK CBET,

Uro HacTyIJIeHbe Ty4 MPEeBO3MOTraeT;
B HOuM ke Tl MaHAIEE OKHO,
Kotopoe Bce 3Be3/1b1 3aTMEBaET.

Ho ruera mHe He YMAJIACT OCHD,
A HOYB FHYXOﬁ TOCKH JIMIIIb MHOXMWT TCHb.
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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.

&Kk

Koraa B nomyiyHHOM MUpe He B YeCTH,
TO PaHUT OIMHOYECTBO OOJIbHEN.

K ryxomy HeOy st xo4y HecTh
MOJIBOY, IPOKJISITHE CYIbOBI CBOCH.

B Meutax g TOT — HaJIeXK10i KTO Oorar,
KPacHBBbIid KTO, APY3bsIMU HaJIEJIEH,
MCKYCEH KTO, BO B3IJIsIAaX MelleHaT,
HO — He BJIAJ€EI0 TEM, YEM HafeJIeH.

Ce0s TakiM CyXJIEHHEM NIPE3peEB,
pBaHeTCs BIPYT K TeOe Mos Jylia
KaK ’aBOPOHOK. BBbICh Hecsl Haries,
K BpaTaM HeOEeCHBIM C TIECHEIO CIIella.

MHe 1mpaBo Jymarh Ipo JI0O0Bb TBOIO,
J0pOXke, YeM KOPOHa KOPOJIO.
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When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste:
Then can I drown an eye (unused to flow)

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long since 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-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before:

But if the while I think on thee (dear friend)

All losses are restored, and sorrows end.

&Kk

Korza Ha cyJ 3aBeTHBIX MBIC/IEN CTPOH,
1 BBI3BIBAIO MAMSATH MPUOTKPHIB.

Bcs Tiieta npomuibix Jiet BiageeT MHOM,
Hocaty mponuibix 6ej1 cJe30i yMBbIB.

Crnie3a 6eKHUT U3 TJ1a3 BCEraa CyXux

Io Tem, KTO CKpbLJIcs HaBCeraa B HOYM.
Ilo ropectsiM JTOOOBHBIX BCTPEY MOUX,
Moii 1124 OTHIO YracHYBIIEHN CBEYM.

S MOBTOPSIIO CUET MOTEPh CBOMX,
[MpunomuuB Gef1 TedeHbe 3a OeI0M.
['oTOB BTOPUYHO OILIATUTS 51 UX,
Kak OGyaro He oruiaueHsl y:K MHOM.

Ho, To1bKO MBICITb HANIOJIHUTCS TOOOM,
l'oToB cMupUTHCS 51 ¢ MOl CyabOOH.
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Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Which I by lacking have supposed dead,

And there reigns love and all love’s loving parts,
And all those friends which I thought buried.
How many a holy and obsequious tear

Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye
As interest of the dead, which now appear

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

Their images I loved I view in thee,

And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.

&Kk

B TBOE rpyan XpaHWIMILE ceplel,
Kotopsix xo/1 4acoB yxe UCCSK.
JI10060BBIO Thl BCEM IPU3BAHHBIM KOHEL]
VKkpacuia — py3bsiM, COILIEIINM B MPaK.

S1 ucxonui roproyero ce3ou,

K HuM npepaHHOCTH MHE Bblea 1J1a3a,
Kak miaToit, 3a NOCTUTIINI UX ITOKOM.
B 1ebe conumch misd KaxIoro cress.

Morwuia Tel IpUsBILIas JIOOOBb
VkpateHHy1o 100JIeCTbIO Apy3eil.

MeHs Tebe Bpyuriu CIIOBHO HOBb,

Yro 7151 MHBIX XPaHWI — IPUMHU CKOpEH.

B 1e6e nx 06passl 51 HAXOKY,
Tebe 1 UM 51 BeCb IPUHAJIEKY.
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If thou survive my well-contented day,

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

These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,
Compare them with the 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.»

&Kk

Korga 6:1arocioBeHHbll MUHET JI€Hb,
Uro cMepThio 0OpaTUT MEHS BO Ipax,
Korga nepeunrars TeOe He JieHb

Ot y™mepiiiero apyra CTpok B CTUXax,

Ha Hux Tbl 1a30M HBIHEITHUM B3IVISIHU.
W nycts oHM Tenepb He 0Opasel,

Moeii m0OBHM BO M1 MX XPaHH,

XOTb CJIOrOM MPEB30L1IE] MEHSI IOHEll.

A B MBICIISIX ThI JIOOOBb CBOIO OTKPOIA:
— O Mysza gpyra!l.. c BEKOM THI pacTy,
Ero mo00Bs Begomas To00i

B Beka cocoOHa styuliiee HeCTH.

Vieniero ¢ ;KUBYIIMMU CPaBHHU,
OH papui cepale, IMaJKUAK CJIOT OHU.
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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.

&Kk

Bo mMHOXecTBe 51 HaOMoAa1 BOCXO]I,
Uro HapCTBEHHO IIaraeT 1Mo ropam.
3eseHbIM J10JIaM U IIOTOKaM BO[I,
OH 30J10TO 1apyeT 0 yTpam.

Ho Ttak ObiBaer, uTo Kpacy Hebec,
Bnpyr, 3actar 31ble Tyun-o0maka.

W npsiyer aMK BOCXO[l, TEMHO OKPECT,
OH K 3amasiHbIM KpajeTcs: Oeperam.

W 51, oqHaXJpl CONMHIEM O3apeH,
BH1Man oyapoBaHbI0 KpaTKUi yac.
BenukorneneH, ObICTPOTEYEH OH,
Ho Tyua ckopo pazaenuia Hac.

3a4eM IeHATh Ha [IATHA COJIHI] 3€MHBIX,
Kouib Ha HEOECHOM B U300UIIBE VIX.
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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.

&Kk

3auem Thl OCYJINI MHE SICHBIY IE€Hb,
3acraBuB 6e3 IJalia MOKUHYTh J0M,
Uro0 Haj0 MHOUM HAaBUC/A TYy4YH TeHb,
CoKpbIB TeOst TYMAHOM | JOK/IeM?

Henocraer, npoOuBIIICh M3-32 Ty,
JIuto MHe nocyie 6ypu OCYIIUTb.
Vimob BpayeBaTh 06ajib3aM MOTYY,
Becuectbe nomoras Obl HEpPEeKHTh.

He neuut ropst Moero TBo# CThIj;
CkopOu, HO HE BEpHET MOTEPb TBOM KECT:
Hacwmerniku 371011 riryOOKuil ciiefi He CMBIT
C Hecyiero oOu/Ibl TSHKKUNA KPECT.

JI1060Bb KpONUT clie3aMu ObITUE, —
To xeMuyr UCKYIUIEHBS 3J1a €€.
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No more be grieved at that which thou hast done:
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud,
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this,
Authorizing thy trespass with compare,
Myself corrupting salving thy amiss,

Excusing thy sins more than 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 accessary needs must be

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.

&Kk

[TycTb He Mmeyanut To, YTO COBEPIIIM:
B pyube ecTb MyTbh, a Ha LIBETaxX IIUIIbI,
CBoj1 HeOa COJHIIE Ty4aMH 3aKphbL,

A 4epBb He J1as1 OyTOHY pacIBECTH.

I'perut 1060, KPHUBIIO JIyIIOH U 4,
CpaBHEHBEM 3BYUHBIM CIJIAKUBAs TPEX.
Ero yx HeT, a 4TO YHUXEH 4,

JI1s1 iest TBOMX MPOILLEHbE U YCIEX.

[Moctymiky 370My O51arocTh MpUAL,
[TpoTtuBHOE B TeOE — 3aIIUTHUK TBOW.
4 x cam ce0Oe B IOJIOH, ceds, caro,
W Ha cebs ke ABUHYIICS BOWHOI;

ITocoOHMKOM HEBOJIbHBIM ITPEACTAIO,
A MBI BOp Oorpaduil KU3Hb MOIO.
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Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one:

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

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

Which though it alter not love’s sole effect,

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee,

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,
Nor thou with public kindness honour me,
Unless thou take that honour from thy name —
But do not so; I love thee in such sort,

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

&Kk

MB&I 1BO€, HO HE BMECTE MBI C TOOOM
XOTb JJBE JIIOOBU CJIMBAIOTCSA B OJIHY;
MYCTh MTPeObIBAaET BECh MO30P CO MHOM,
0€3 MOMOIIIY HECY CBOIO BUHY.

Jlio6oBeil 1Be — MPUBS3aHHOCTH OJTHA,
rpexuy BOT TOJIBKO pa3Hble Y HAC;

MM HE CJIOMHTH JII0OOBb, OHA IOJIHA,
KaJib, HE OJIUH ee YKpaJeH Jac.

C T0060¥1 IpU BCTpede MOKET, OTBEPHYCh,
Te0s1 4TOO HEe KOCHYJICSI MOM T030p;

Y IYCTh TBOH B3IJISI MEHsI HE MIIIET, MYCTh,
He ypoHH cebs, ¢y OyleT CKop.

Hakaz moii coxpanu; o0so 1eds,
s1 OXPAHSIIO YeCTh TBOIO JIIOOSI.
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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 crowned 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.

&Kk

Ha ckJioHe siet apsaxieomumm oTHoM
s IOHOCTH TIPOZIEJIKM HAOJTIONIAo0;
nyctb oxpomes1 PopTyHsl oCcTpHEM,
B TEHM TBOUX JIOCTOMHCTB YBAJAIO0.

BorarcTBo, KpacoTa Wb JIpeBHUI PO,
BCE 3TO, WU YTO-HUOYIb Ipyroe,

TOOOM 00JIarOpOKEHO U BOT,

K HAM TPUOOINAIOCH 51 ¢ MOel JTI0OOBBIO.

Teneps yxe He OSIHBII 1 XpOMell,
TBOMX JIOCTOMHCTB T€Hb MEHSI YKPbLIa;
sl M CcJIyTa U NpeJaHHbli NeBell,

MEHs MUTAeT UX JKUBAsl CUJIA.

Bce nyumiee tebe npernoaHoIy
1 OOJIBILIETO Y KM3HU HE MPOLLY.
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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
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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