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OT cocTaBuTeJs

Jla IpOCTUT MEH yBaXaeMblid UUTATENb 3a IEP30CTD U 32 TOP-
JIBIHIO, YTO BOJIMJIA MOEW PYKOU BO BpeMsi paOOTHI HaJl 9TOUM KHU-
roii. bosbinie Bcero MHe He XOTeNIOCh ObI OCTABUTDH BIIEUATICHUE
0 HEYBaXEHHMHU K BEJIMKOMY M3Tpy, K €ro TBOpYECTBY, pa3 yxK
CTOJIb HEIOCTOMHBIA PEMECIIEHHUK JIEP3HYJI IEpPENeBaThb €ro Co-
HETHI.

Her yBaxkaemble, yBepsiio Bac, MHOI PyKOBOIMJIO UCKJTIOUH-
TEJIbHO XKeJlaHKUe TIOJIEIUThCS C BAMU TeM 3By4aHUEeM OeccMepT-
HOM MY3bIKM — KOTOPYIO 51 ciblity. OpKecTp Urpamomui BO MHE
¥ 1151 MEHSI MOKET Y HE BBIIAIOIIMICS UCTIOTTHUTEIb, HO TaM 3BY-
9aT 3HAKOMbIE MHE TPYOBl I MAHJOJIMHBI, UX TOIOCA TIPUBBIYHBI
MoOeMy CIIyXy. AKaJIeMUUECKHUE U el He «OCTEeTIeHEHHbIE» , TIPO-
(eccroHasbHBIE U JTIOOUTEIBCKUE, OPKECTPBI, aHCAMOIN U OT-
JeJIbHBIE UCTIOJTHUTEIIH YK€ ChIrpasli Bce HOThl Mactepa He enu-
HOXAbl. Kaxapii, mprcTynasi K BEJIMKOM MY3bIKE HAAESJICS pac-
CJIBIIIATH TaM YTO-TO CBOE, JIMIIIb EMY CIIBIIIUMOE.

Bor 1 4 03agaunTh CBOM OPKECTP YTEHUEM HE IIPOCTOM Map-
TUTYPBI, a0kl HEUTO HOBOE YCIIBIIIATE. bosiee Toro, 51 1 Bam Xouy
IIPEJIOKUTh 3HAKOMCTBO C MY3BIKOW, ITPOIIETOM MOMM COBCEM
Y& JIIOOUTEILCKUM, MOMM MaJIeHbKUM JOMAITHUM OpPKECTpU-
KOM. YTO 3Ha0 TOUHO, 32 YTO HECY IOJHYI0 OTBETCTBEHHOCTD —
OH cTapaJcs.



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.

kokk

CrpeMuMCcst Mbl YMHOXKHUTD KPacoTy —
7KuBa uTO B po3e. A B ypOUHBIH Yac,
OTkpoetcss OyTOH U CMEHHT TY,

Yro paHee napuiia C4aCTbEM HAC.



A TBI CBOCIO 3aHSAT KPacoToM,
BHumanue Juiie TOJBKO €M IapUlllb.
CryOwt HajieJ1 Thl TUIOZIOPOHBIN CBOW,
Ce0e nasay, Tel caM ceOs1 Ka3HUIIIb.

Thl MUPY YKpalllEHbE U BECHE,

Ho kparok KpacoTsl TBOEH napaj,.

OTkpoii OyTOH, MyCTh CEMEHA BOBHE. ..

He nipsiub, Kak ckpsira, AMBHBIA CBOUM Haps/IL.

Mup noxasen v nose 3acenait,
3auem ryouTh He B3POCIIUN ypoxkau!



Coner 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.

kokk

Kak copok 3uM 4esno n300po3asT
TpaHiessMu Ha 110JIe KPacoThl,
He npusnekaer 60se TBOW HapsI
BHUMaHUs1 — HE UHTEPECEH Thl.



N ecnu cnpocart — ['ne, Mo, Kpacora,
BorarcTBo rjie ObUTBIX IIBETYIIUX AHEH?
He roBopu, 4to r1a3om BriiyOb B3SITA.
Hacwmeriika BbIAJET, MPOMOTYATh YECTHEM.

[loxBasibHEE MPENCTABUTH KPACOTY

Bcewm 3aaBuB — BoT Mol nnpekpacHblid ChiH!
OH NOABITOXRWUII CTAPOCTb U MEUTY,
HacnenHuk KpacoTsl JIMIlb OH OJUH!

W B crapocTut OBITH MOKHO MOJIOABIM —
He 3acTuTh ChIHY ITyTh YEJIOM CE/IbIM.



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 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.

kokk

KT0 B 3epkajie TBOEM TOMY CKaXH,
Yro BpeMsi B HOBOM 00pase NpeacTaTh,
SIBIeHbeM HOBBIM MUPY YCITyKUB.
[Ipupony marepu Hesb3sl JIOMATh.



['ne neBa Ta, 4TO JIOHO OXPAHUT

OT cuacTbs OBITH BO3IEIaHHBIM TOOOM?
Wb kTO-TO B Ge3paccyacTBe yOeKuT
Ot posnra cies B MUPY OCTaBUTb CBOM?

ThI OTpaxkeHbe MaTepu CBOen

N Bo3Bpaiiaenib ei ri0TOK BECHBI,
Cam, oons K opory JIeT U THER
VBumuiib B JETAX MOJIOJOCTH CHBI.

Korpa ke X13Hb BJIAYMIIIb JIAIIb 7151 ceOsd,
YMpelib OIuH, CUSLT TBOM 00pa3 3psi.



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.

kokk

Musiedmii MOT, 3a4eM Ke Ha ceOst

Thl TpaTHIIL BeCh HACJIEUS 3amac?
[Tpupona ToIbKO TeX AapuT 004,

KTo 1iesip u 1mieipocTh JapyuT BCSIKUI Yac.



[TpekpacHsIil cKpsAra, Thl 3a4eM XPaHHUIIb
Hapel, KOTOpbIE MOpa pa3aarh?

[Toka ThI ¢ MOMB30¥ UX HE Pa3MECTHIIIb,
He Oynenib ¢ HUX JOX0O/1a TOJTyYaTh.

Toi cam ¢ co60it Oe3 CMBIC/IA TOPT BeJIElllb,
U B TOpre 3ToM rpaduiib cam ceOsl.
Hacrauer neHb, K pacyery nojgpoujaenib —
OrutauuBath 4eM OyJielb BeKces?

B 1e0s1 mpupoia momecTuia BKJIa,
[ToroMOK TBOM IycTh OyaeT UM Oorar.



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.

kokk

TKET BpeMs ceTH KpacoThl,
B koTopsle yioBIEH B3I,
Ho BbIIe BocniapAT MeYTHl,
Benp Bpemst He OeXUT Ha3ax



Crekaer JIeTO K X0JIogaMm,

['ne 3101, cypoBOIO 3UMOM
3amep3HYT COKH MO cagam,
IIBeTam, moj, CHEXHOM TIeJICHOM.

N ecnu coku TpaBs u po3

He 3atounTh B CTEKJISIHHBIN IJIEH,
YTpatum namsTh, U B MOpPO3

Bcex ket yHbIHbE, B YyBCTBaX TJIEH.

Korga e cok LIBETOB U3BAT,
OH BeueH — TMBHBIN apomar.



CoHetr 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.

kokk

He nmoryctu cypoBbIX X0JI010B

Jlo sieta cBOETo U 10 CEMSH.

Haiigu cocyn, 4To BOCIIPUHATH TOTOB

Nx B poct. C BeCHOI IPeJOTBPATU U3bSIH.



Takoe poCTOBIIMUECTBO B YECTH,
3aeMIUK ONpaBaeT CBOU KPEOMT.
Cebs1 Apyroro Mupy MpUHECTH
JlecATHKpaTHO cYacThe MyCTh 3BYUHT.

Thl gecATh pa3 peICTaBJIeH Ha 3eMIie,
Tol 0OaiaTeNb CUACThS IECATH pas.
HacraHnet yac, Thl CKpOEIIIbCSI BO MIJIe —
Ho Gynenis xuTh!.. moTOM, Kak u cefyac.

He Oyap ynpsm, Thl CJIMIIKOM OJapeH,
Y106 cMepTh HacsIeausl CMea 3aKOH.



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.

kokk

Korza BocTok mbLiatolien riiaBoi
Boccraner Haj... 3eMHbIE CYIIIeCTBa,
C NOYTEHUEM CKJIOHSIOTCS TOJIIION,
Cryxa npuxoly CBETa TOPKECTBA.



B36upasick Ha HeOeCHbIE XOJIMBI,

CBetuiio, Kak I0Hell B paciBeTe JieT.

K Hemy BCSIK CMEpTHBI B3IJISI/T CBOM YCTPEMMUT,
CMOTp#1, KaK B 30JI0TO PacCBeT OfIeT.

Opesxapl uCTpenas K UCXOAY JIHS,
YcTano cosHile KaTUT Ha MTOKOW.
['naza monei yx BEPHOCTh HE XpaHs,
BsupaioT npous, ilia paccBeT Jpyrou.

VYutu U Thl, BCTynasi B MOJ/IEHb CBOM,
Urto HyXk€eH CbIH, MIOKA Thl HAJ| TUIUTOM.



Coner 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.»

kokk

Cam My3bIKa OT MY3bIKH I'PYCTHLIb?
Ho Beap 100po 1oOpy coBceM He Bpar;
OOy3y Tl BHUMaHHEM JApHUIIIb,
Hocany xe nprueMJielb 3a MyCTSIK?



Vkenb TeOe HeOEeCHBIX CTPYH JIafbl

He roBopAT npo JBOMCTBEHHBIN COM037..
[Mpumu ykop, He JOKHO MOJIOJIBIM

B 6e30paube npeObIBaTh, 4ypasich y3.

To pe3oHaHC IBYX CTPYH, OH U OHa,
TBOpPUT ceMbU JOCTOMHBIN YHUCOH.
Mars 1 oTel, 1 CbIH, UX MECHB CJIbIILIHA,
EnuHCcTBO necHe cuily npujaer.

K Tebe akkopy cTorachlii oOpariieH:
— Korma oguH, equHO, IBb WIb COH.



Coner 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.

kokk

[TponuThsi BAOBBUX CJIE3 THI YOOSUICS

W He yKpacwi )XU3Hb ee CO00I0;

Korma 6 6e31eTHBIM THI K KOHITY OCTAJICS
Mup 11aka Obl TOKUHYTOM JKEHOIO



TBoe# BIOBOW MUPY BIPeAb CKOPOETD,
Yro He OcTaBUII Thl TOPJIACTBIN CIIE[T;
Toraa kak BJOBaM HA/JIEKUT CMOTPETh
B rnaza nereit, roput, rae Myxa CBeT.

BorarctBa mupa, Te, 4TO TPATUT MOT,
JIumb OGHOBJISIIOT MUpPa €CTECTBO;
PacrpaTuuk, uto Oeper — Bce oTaer
He rpadut, 0OHOBIISIET OH €ro0.

Jlpyrux He ofapuT JI0O0BBIO TOT,
KTO cedarp He IPUBBIK, KTO TOJIBKO JKHET.



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.

kokk

Kak *kaJb, 4TO ThI He JIIOOUIIL HUKOTO,
TeGe ke MHOTO IJ1a3 MISIUT BOCTIE.
CeMeiHbIX y3 O€XKHUIIb TH OT TOTO,

Yro pon npouinTh, B TeOe KeTaHbsl HeT.



3adeM ThHI caM K ceOe Bpara JIoTeii?
Kaxoro Onara umentb Thl BpaxIo#,
Cmerast KpoB MPUOEKUIIA CTpacTeit?
XpaHUTb €r0 U JIONT, U MOIBUT TBOML.

[lepemeHnuch, 1 U3MEHIOCh BOCIIE],
JI100BY HallaY TOCTOMHOE KWJIbE.
[TpucyTcTBHEM CBOUM THI IAPHIIb CBET
[TycTh mamsATh BKPYT IIAPUT, HE 3a0bIThE.

Ceronns kpacota B TeOe KUBET,
Ho mycTh OHa 1 B IeTSIX paciiBeTeT.



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.

kokk

KT0 OBICTPO BOCHIAPHIT — TOT OBICTPO CHUK.
Ho Bce x nosnieT npoo/kKUTCs B IPYroM,
[IpeemHuKe, HACTIETHUKE TBOEM.

OH MOMBICJIOB He COBITHIX POBOHUK.



Tak 3anoBegasl Bcex BpEMEH 3aKOH,

VHBIM HE MOXET yNpaBIATHCS CBET.
Ilorpsi3HyTh B CTApOCTH — IJIOXOU 3aBET,
JIniue B 1IECTBAECAT IIArOB TBOMX BPEMEH.

Jlns Tex, KoMy mpuposa He Ou3Ka,
He GnaroctHbIii ycTh CTAaHETCS KOHEII.
A Tbl, TBOPEHBS NIOTY4YHUB BEHELl —
Tsopu! U3 pyueilkoB TeveT peka.

ToOO0I KU3HU CTABUTCH I1€YaTh!
Crapaiicst 60JbIIe OTTUCKOB CO3/1aTh!



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.

kokk

Koraa yacoB ynapbl BO3BECTHIT,

Uro HOUBb TIOKpaa SICHBINA CBET JHEBHOM.
S BUKY, KaK MOXYX JIECOB Hapsil,

A co00J1b 3aMCKPHJIICS CEUHOM.



Korpa ocranuce rosnsl gepesa,
Ot 3HOA yKpBIBaBLINE CTAJA,
A 3eJieHb JieTa CBe3eHa B JIoMa,
CHormamu, 4bsl Kommoda 6opoja.

41 Ha TBOIO B3UpAIO KPACOTY.
S BUKY 371010 BpEMEHU TPY/IbI,
PaccesBime B mpax MO0 MeuTy.

Ho 3HaeT cMepTh, 4TO MOAPACTYT CABbI.
XOTb cepll BpEMEH U KOCUT KpacoTy,
Mou OTOMKM — BOT MOM ILJIObI !



Comner 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.

kokk

JI1000Bb MOSI KWBH, BCETA K€ 3HAA —
Thl ecTb, TIOKa THI CaM, TIOKa JKWBEIIIb.
JIJ1s1 Kask/1oro OTMEpsIH B KHM3HU Kpai,
3a HUM MyCcTb OYJET ChIH C TOOOIO CXOX.



Thl KPACOTOW HAJEJEH B KPEIUT,

He pacrouan ee, a mpuyMHOXb.

[To cmepTy ChiH TEOS ITyCTh BO3POIUT,
OH 005IMKOM ¢ TOOOI0 OYZIET CXOK.

He no3Bosisii BOUTH ynajKy B AOM,
Korpa 320010l OH B BeKaX XpaHUM.
EMy He cTpailieH BeTep 3MMHUM JHEM,
U xonox cmepty OyaeT B HEM TOHUM.

JIucToB UImUTCA BPEMCHU BCHCII,
Ho 3Haer CbIH, YTO ThI €0 OTCL.



Coner 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.

kokk

He 3Be3/1HBIN COHM CYX/ICHbSI MHE JaeT,
U 51, XOTh ¥ U3PSITHBIN aCTPOHOM,

Bce % He pUCKHY Mpe/icKa3biBaTh UCXOT
[Moron, Gone3Heit, Oyaymux BpeMeH.



4 npejcka3anuii KpaTKUX HE MAcCTak,
[Tpo noxp 1 BeTep KakAOMy BelIaTh,
Wb rocyaapeit cynbObl OyayT Kak,

ITo cocrosiHMIO HEOec raaaTh.

OT m1a3 TBOMX BCe 3HAHUS MOMH,

JIvis B HUX TIPEMY/IPOCTDb TIPO3PEBaIo 1.
Kpaca u npaByia yaxuyt 6e3 J100BH,
Hapu moG0Bb, OTPUHb COMHEHHSI.

WNuave BOT 4yTO npeapexaro A:
— Kpace nipezien 1osioxkur cMepThb TBOS.



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.

kokk

Korpa s 3p1o Kak pe3ysibTarhl pocta

JIACKAIOT IJ1a3, JIUIIb TOJAbKO KPATKUIN MUT;
YTO KU3Hb MOJMOCTKHM M Ha HUX BCE MTPOCTO,
a JIENICTB 3eMHBIX JIUIIb 3B€3/1bl TPOBOJHUK;



Korya st BUKy cCMeHy MOKOJICHUH,

s BIKY BOJIIO TBEPAYIO HeOec: —

BeXUT B HUX COK TIIECTaBHBIX CAMOMHEHMI,
HO!.. BpeMs1 yOMBaeT UHTepec.

Bce 6peHHO, TOIBKO ThI AAPUIIIh BECHOIO,
ThI MJIQJIOCTBIO OOTaT B MOMX IJIa3ax,

HO BpeMsI He TIPOXOJUT CTOPOHOIO

¥ K HOYM YTPO TAIIUT BTOPOIISX.

4l c BpeMeHeM B cpakeHbe MpeObIBaIo,
TBOU BEK CBOEW MPUBUBKOM MPOJIEBAIO.



Coner 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 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.

kokk

3aueM Tl He coOpal 3/10POBBIX CHUI,

He kuHyn vx Ha BpeMeHHU MOTOK ?

3a4yeM U IUI0Th, U IyX HE YKPENJI

Yem sydrmM, He MOMM HaOOPOM CTPOK ?



Ceituac XUBeIb Thl OHOCTH YacChl,
[Mepen T06010 MHOKECTBO CAJIOB.
OHU rOTOBBI BHSITh TBOEU KPacChl
7KuBoi1, a HE PUCOBAHHBIX CJIE/IOB.

Tak mpaBUT POK OMUOKH OBITHSI.
Korpia Hu KuCTh, HU OOHKOE Tiepo,
Kpachbl TBOE# CKBO3b BCE CTapaHus
He nonecyt. Cam 3aceBaii 1oOpo.

YT0o6 COXpaHUTHLCS, pacTBOpH cedst
B ’xuBBIX TIOCEBaxX, B HUX KUBYT JIIOOSI.



Coner 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 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.

kokk

EnBa Jjib OBEpAT MHE TpsiAyIIe BeKa,
Korga To00# COHET HaIoJIHEH Oe3 ocTaTKa.
Ho, Bugut bor, coner, BMecTuiuile rpexa,
Bocnien mopsl, Koria ¢ ToOO0 Bpemsi CIIAIKO.



SIBHCh BO MHE TaJIaHT IJ1a3a TBOM BOCIIETh

W B Oymynmx cTHXax XOTh YacTh KPacOT OTMETHTb,
['psinyui BeK mpoyTs, 4TO 51 PEIIUJICS CMETh,
Ckazan Obl: — JIKeT 1o3T, HEeT TeX KpacoT Ha CBETe.

Mo pyKOIUCHBIM JIUCT C TOAAMH MOKEITEN

W npuHsT, MOXET ObITh, OTOHEIO 32 CJABOM.

He Bepys cioBam, 51 B HUX TeOs1 BOCIIEN,

WX mBIITHOCTD, MOCUUTAB AaHTUYHOCTHIO JTYKABOM.

Korna ObI TBOM peOSHOK B TO/IBI TE MOMA,
U B aBU, 1 B cTXaxX BABOMHE OBl TH OJIMCTAJL.



Coner 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.

kokk

MHe ¢ 1leToM cpaBHUBATh TeOs1 HETOXke.
Her, nero cyxo, Tel BECHa, ThI Kpalll€.

C OyTOHOM HAJIMBHBIM Thl OYE€Hb CXOXKa,
Ho kparok kanenaapb B 1IBETEHbE HALLEM.



[Mopoii rnasza ropst orueM HeOEeCHBIM,

Ho ckporotcs 3a JbIMKOW 30J10TOIO.
Bcemy ecTb CpoK, 4TO HEKOr/Ia YyIeCHbIM
Bbi10, HE BAPYT, HO CKPBITO MEJIEHOIO.

Ho, He TBOs cyp0a cTapeTb CO BCEMH,
YTpaunBath Kpacy, 4To Thl UMEEIIIb.
3a0BeHbI0 HE BJIa/IeTh TOOOM, TTOBEPh MHE,
B coHete ThI KUBeIb U C HUIM CTapeerlb.

[okyna Jroau MO COHET YMTAIOT,
TBoe# Kpachl rosia He yJIeTalor.
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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.

kokk

Bepimreib—BpeMst, KOTTH JIbBa CITUJIH,
[TornoTUT ImycTh 3eMJIsI CBOM JIYUIIIUH TLJIOJ;
W3 mactu turpa 3yOsl yaaiu,

B orHe nycTth (peHUKC CTHHET, MPOTIAJIET;



YepenoBaHbe BECEH, 3UM TBOPH,

ITycTb rOpBKyIO CIIE3y CMEHSET CMEX;
Bceex nmpenecreit Tel MUpY MOJAPH,

Ho He nmocmel oyH JMIIb TOJIBKO I'PeX.

CBoMM T€YeHbEM Thl HE TTPOBEAU
Boposa, Ha apyra Moero yere;
Llernouka JieT myckail He MOBPEeAUT
Oo6pa3zurka Kpachl BCEM Ha 3eMJIe.

U ckomb emy O TH BpeMsl HE BPEIUIIO
JIvibs OH B MOMX CTHXax Kpaca U CHUJIa.
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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.

kokk

TO ’KEHCKUM JIMK NPUPOION U3BASTHHBIN
IpUsiIa rocrosxa, HeT — ['ocrioayH,

KaK JKEHIIMHA KPacUB U OCUSTHHBIN
JapaMu MOCTOSHCTBA MalIaVH.



['maza custior 6e3 Urphl JTyKaBow,

BCE MO30JI0TOM MOKPBIBasA BAPYT,
BCE CTaTH OH CBOEH BEHYaeT CJIaBOH,
My’KeHl TUIeHs s, 1B, pa3st BOKPYT.

ThI KEHITUHON 3alyMaH ObUT TIPUPOIOH,
HO BOCIThUIAJIA CTPACTHIO OHA

Y Harpajujia OpraHoM, pacxoiyw,

HO MHE Harpajia 3Ta He HyXHa.

Thl mapuilib JeBaM MJIOTCKYIO JTIOOOBb,
a MHE C/IUsIHbE YL TPEBOKUT KPOBb.



Comner 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.

kokk

He Bropio g nmosram, 4bu cTUXU
Poxaaer pocchlnb Kpacok M 4yzec,
Yro gaput HeOO, CTPOKU UbH JIETKH —
K BO37110071€HHBIM SIBJISISI MIHTEPEC;



TBOpSI cpaBHEHUI UCTHIX TOPKECTBO

C JIyHOM M COJIHLIEM, MOPEM U 3EMJIEH,
C anpesibCKUM yTpoM, SIPKO KaK OHO,
Yro HeOO pa3yKpacusio 3ape.

C 1060BbBIO OMHUIITY CBOIO JTIOOOBD,

Ee mpumep ykop Kpace J1o00#,

Yro maTh pokaia, He HalIeTCs CJIOB
Bo3BbIcHTH CBET HEOECHBIN TTpe]] TOOOM.

4 He otnam MosBe JI000Bb MOIO,
HOCKOJII)Ky — 4 €€ HEC IIpoJalo.
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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.

kokk

JIxer 3epkaiio, 1 BOBCE HE CTapuK,
[Tokyna I0HOCTB IIECTBYET C TOOOIO,
Ho nuis roga u360po3asT TBOU JIUK,
Haperocs, 4to 1 4 m1asa 3akporo.



IToka k B TBOEH KyIaich KpacoTe

S g ceOs U caM BCeraa MOJIOKE,
JKuBy B TBOEH rpy/au, Kak Thl BO MHE,
Tak Kak e I10 rofiamM He OyaeM CXOxKu?

Jlio60Bb Mos1, oOeperaii ceos,

Kak st xpaHuM cyab00¥ [Uist IOJIb3bI JIPYTa,
Cryk cepala, TBOEro, B qyllie XpaHs,

1 HAHBKO BCTaHy Ha IyTH HEIyTa.

YTpaTsl ropiiie HeT AJis IBYX ceprell,
OmHo 3ampeT, Apyroe KaeT KOHell.



Comner 23

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 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.

kokk

Kak mutonagHoi aktep win reserl
3a0bIBIINI TEKCT OasUIalbl WU POJIH,
Wb 0OysIHHBIN SIPOCTHIO IOPIIEl,

B KOM ¢t M30BITOK TIIYIIUT CHITY BOJIH;



Tak 51, poOest OT CO3HaHbs JIONTA,

3a6bL1 MOOOBHBIX (DOPMYJT COBEPILIEHCTBO,
U kaxercst, JIOOOBb BO MHE YMOJIKJIA,

ITox rpy30M 3HaHbS CBOETO IIABEHCTBA.

[TycTb pykonuchk MOsi, TPE3PEBILU Peyb,
Jis cepalia sSIBUTCSI HEMBIM TJIAIIATBIM.
JIroOBU MoIATIIMM, YTO OB Jap NPUBJIEUb
Llennei, yeM sI3bIKY 1a710Ch KOTAA-TO.

[Ipoutu nocanbe OT JII0OBU HEMOH,
['mazamu ciyinai — TOHKUA yM HaCTPO.



Coner 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 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.

kokk

Moii r1a3 — pyka, B pyke peser| 3axart,
[Moptper Ha ceplie, OH TPy 3aTBOPHHUK;
JKuBolo pamoii ObITh KapTUHE PaJl,

B Hell nepCrieKTUBY 3aJI0KUI XyI0KHUK,



XynoKHUKA JTI00YsCh MacTEPCTBOM,
Haiinu mopTper B cTONMb HEOOBIYHOW pame,
Yro 3anepra B XpaHWIMILE TAKOM,

OHO TBOMMM CMOTPUT B MUP IJIa3aMH.

['maza ria3zam HecyT OeClieHHBIN J1ap,
Mowu u300paxanT 00K TBOM;

TBOM K€ — OKHa, COJIHIIE [THSI HEKTap
HeceT ckBO3b HUX, HAPYIITUB TBOW MOKOM.

MowuM rnazam Kak BUJIHO HE JaHo,
Troe YBUACTL Cepale 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.

kokk

[TycTb Te, K KoMy CO3Be3/IbsI OJIarOCKJIOHHHI,
Kwuuatcst caBoi, TUTY/IaMu, BJIACTHIO,

Mosi k gopora K TOp:KecTBaM YCJIOBHa,
BesBecteH, MHe JTIOOOBb JAPYeT CUaCThe.



[TpaBuTeneit TIOOMMIIBI pacIBEU

CoBceM Kak HOTOTKH TOJI B3IJISIZIOM COJIHIIA,
EnBa nyun cBeTmia mpoyb yIuiu,

Wx cnaBa nmpeBpaiiaercs B ypoaua.

B cpaxeHusax npociaBIeHHbIN Fepou,
OpHax1pl NOTEPIEBIINN HEyaa4y,
JIJ11 KHUTHY Cl1aBbl OH YK€ U3I0H,
3a0bITO BCe, OBUIOE MAJIO 3HAYHUT.

Ho g mo06mmo, g cyactius, g Jo0uM,
C 6oraTcTBOM HE pacCTaHyCh s CBOUM.



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.

kokk

Tl clo3epeH, a s B TOOBHU Baccal,
ApKaHOM CIyTaH U3 TBOMX JTIOCTOUHCTB,
Bcenpenanno nuceMo Tede mucait,

Moe rie yBaxxeHbe anpuopy —



VYMbl HE POBHSI, MOI1 U Har, U CUp,
Cebst IoIaTh TAJIAHTA HE UMEET,
JKuBet Haziek /101, 4TO ero, MEeCCHp,
Hymioii cBoeu YKpOeT U CorpeeT

o yaca, Kak 3aBeTHasl 3Be3/1a

MeHsl omapuT MUJIOCTUBBIM B3IJISIIOM,
JIto6oBb yOOpHI OOpeTeT Tora,

W 51, Teds1 NOCTOMHBIN, OyIy psIOM.

Torpa m000Bb, OBITH MOXKET, BOCIIOIO,
[Toka sxe 4yBCTBa B TaillHE 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.

kokk

N3myuuB TENO TATOTOM UATH

Crieny B OCTEJb, JKEJIAHHBIM OTABIX Yalo;
Ho Tonbko 151y — 51 ONAITH B IMyTH,

OnaTe B yMe JOPOry HAMEYaro. . .



K tebe, u3 mMecra, rae Haiesn Housler,

Moe mocosIbCTBO CIIOPO OTOBIBAET;

CBoil B30p OCTpIO, €ro 4YToO BUJETH Oer
CKBO3b TEMHOTY, CJIETIIaM, YTO HE MelllaeT.

daHTa3us, Wib 3peHKe TyIIH,

CnenomMy B30py pU3pak MpeACTaBIIsIET,
KoTopblii 1ajiloM KpacUT Mpak HOYM,

N net crnegpl ¢ ee auna CTUpaer.

Tak 1JI0Th *KUBast JHEM, a HOYBIO 1yX,
XpaHAT OroHb JIOOBH, 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.

kokk

Kak MHE yCTajocThb IJIOTU IPEBO3MOYD,
Korna 3akazaH oTapIX 1J1s1 MeHs,

Korna or T4ror He criacaer HOYb,

Jlutb ymMHOXast rpy3 ObLIOTO JIHS;



B 1O Bpems kak Bpaxjiys, HOUb U JE€Hb,
CruoTumuch U151 Tep3aHusl MEHs,
OpnuH Ha MyTh MOM HaChUIAET TEHb,
Hpyras 601b pa3nyku OfeHus.

TeOst s1 qHIO OMUCHIBAT KaK CBET,

Yro HacTyIuieHbe Ty4 MPEeBO3MOTaeT;
B HOuu ke Tl MaHsIEee OKHO,
Kotopoe Bce 3Be3/1bl 3aTMEBAET.

Ho ruera mHe He YMAJIACT [ICHb,
A HOYb FHYXOﬁ TOCKH JIMIIIb MHOXHWT TEHb.
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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.

kokk

Korza B moayiyHHOM MUpe HE B YECTH,
TO PaHUT OJJMHOYECTBO OOJbHEN.

K rmyxomy HeOy s1 XO4y HECTH
MOJIBOY, POKJISATHE CYAbOBI CBOEH.



B Meurax g TOT — HagekI0M KTO OOrar,
KPAaCUBBIN KTO, IPY3bsIMH HAJICNIEH,
UCKYCeH KTO, BO B3IJIsIIaX MeIleHar,
HO — HeE BJIaJIEI0 TEM, YEM HaJIENIEH.

Ce0s TakuM CyX)AE€HUEM IIPE3PEB,
pBaHeTCsI BAPYT K TeOe MOsI /IyIia
KaK ’KaBOPOHOK. BBbICh Hecs Hares,
K BpaTaM HeOECHBbIM C TMECHEI0 CIIelIa.

MHe npaBo gymaTh Mpo JIloOOBb 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.

kokk

Korpaa Ha cyj1 3aBETHBIX MBICIIEN CTPO,
41 BbI3BIBAIO MTAMSITh PUOTKPHIB.

Bcst TiieTa npomuisix JIET BiaJeeT MHOH,
Hocamy mponuibix 6e1 Cie30i yMBbIB.



Cnesa GeXUT U3 T71a3 BCeryia CyXux

[o Tem, KTO CKpbUICS HABCETrla B HOUM.
[o ropectsiM TOOOBHBIX BCTPEU MOUX,
Moii rj1a4 OTHIO YracHYBIIIEW CBEYM.

41 nOBTOPAIO CYET NOTEPH CBOMX,
[TpunoMHuB Ge/1 TeueHbe 3a OeI0N.
['oTOB BTOpMYHO OIUIATUTh 1 UX,
Kaxk 6yaTo He oriayeHsl YK MHOWU.

Ho, TONIbKO MBIC/Tb HATIOJTHUTCS] TOOOM,
['0TOB cMUPHUTBCSA 51 C MOEH CyabOON.
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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.

kokk

B TBOEM rpynu xpaHuuiie ceprel,
KoTopbIx X011 4acoB yike UCCSIK.
JI1000BBIO THI BCEM MPU3BAHHBIM KOHEIT
Ykpacuia — 1py3bsM, COLIEAIUM B MPakK.



4 rcxonui roproyero Cie3ou,

K HuM npejaHHOCTB MHE BbleJIa [J1a3a,
Kax myaToi, 3a HOCTUTTIIAN X TTOKOM.
B Tebe conumich )1 KaxkJI0ro cress.

Moruna Tel IpUSIBINAS JTIOOOBb
VKpallieHHyI10 100JIECThIO APY3eH.

MeHns TeGe BpyUMJIv CJIOBHO HOBb,

Uro 17151 MHBIX XPaHWI — IPUMH CKOPEH.

B Te6e ux o0pasbl s HAXOKY,
TeGe 1 UM 51 BECb IPUHAIEXKY.
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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.»

kokk

Korga GarocioBeHHbIi MAHET JIEHD,
YTO CMEPTHIO OOPATUT MEHSI BO Ipax,
Korma nepeuntath Te0e He JIEHD

Ot ymepiriero ipyra CTpOK B CTUXax,



Ha HuX ThI IJ1a30M HBIHEITHAM B3IJISIHU.
W mycth OHU Temieph He oOpasell,

Moeti JTI00BH BO UMsI UX XPaHH,

XOThb CJIOrOM MPEeB30IIIe]T MEHS IOHEIl.

A B MBICTISIX THI JIIOOOBH CBOIO OTKPOW:
— O Mys3a apyral.. ¢ BEKOM Tbl pacTu,
Ero mo0oBs BegomMast To00u

B Beka criocoOHa Jtydiriee HeCTH.

Viieamero ¢ ;KMBYIUMU CPaBHH,
OH papun cepalie, ITaIKUI CJIOT OHHU.
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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.

kokk

Bo mMHOxecTBe 51 HaOmoa1 BOCXO,
YTo HapCTBEHHO IIAraeT Mo ropam.
3eJIeHBIM J10J1aM M ITIOTOKaM BO[,
OH 30110TO gapyer o yTpam.



Ho Tak ObiBaert, uto Kpacy Hebec,
Bnpyr, 3acTaT 311ble Ty4n-o0IaKa.

U nipsiyeT JMK BOCXO, TEMHO OKPECT,
OH K 3amaHbIM KpajieTcst Oeperam.

N 4, oqHa)1b1 COMHIEM 03apEH,
BHuMas oyapoBaHbIO KpaTKU Yac.
BenukorerneH, ObICTpOTEUEH OH,
Ho ty4a ckopo pasnenniia Hac.

3ayeM MEeHATh Ha IIATHA COIHI[ 3¢MHBIX,
Kosnp Ha HEOECHOM B M300MJIbE UX.
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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.

kokk

3auyem Thl TOCY/IWII MHE SICHBIU JI€Hb,
3acraBuB 0e3 I1alla MOKUHYTh JI0M,
Y1006 HaJJ0 MHOW HaBHUC/IA TYy4YH TEHb,
CokpbIB TeOs1 TYMaHOM U I0KIEM?



Henocraer, mpoOuBIIMCh U3-32 Ty,
Jlutio MHe mocsie Oypy OCYIIUTb.
Yumob BpaueBarh Oaib3aM MOTyHd,
Becyectbe momoras Obl IEPEXUTb.

He neuut ropst Moero TBOu CThIf;
Ckop0Ou, HO He BEPHET TMOTEPh TBOU KECT:
Hacwmerku 37101 ryOOKUi Clie]l He CMBIT
C Hecyero oOupI TSKKUR KPecT.

JI1I060Bb KPOMHT c1e3aMH OBITUE, —
To :xeMUyT UCKYIUJIEHBS 371 €€.
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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.

kokk

I1ycTp HE eYaUT TO, YTO COBEPLLNIL:
B pyube ectb MyTh, a Ha LIBETaX LIUIIBI,
CBox HeOa COJHIIEe TyYaMU 3aKpbLl,

A depBb He 1as1 OYTOHY PacIBECTH.



['permuT 1000, KPUBJIIO AYIIOH U S,
CpaBHEeHbEM 3BYyUYHBIM CIJIAXKUBasI Tpex.
Ero yx Her, a 4TO YHHUXEH A,

Jl71s1 ien TBOMX MpOIIeHbe U yCIeX.

[Moctymnky 3710My O1aroCTh MPUAAIO,
[TpotuBHOE B TeOe — 3aIUTHHUK TBOWA.
4 x cam cebe B MOJIOH, ceOs, caaro,
U Ha ceOs e TBUHYJICS BONHOI;

[TocOOHMKOM HEBOJILHBIM TIPE/CTAIO,
A MuIBIiA BOp orpadui )Xu3Hb 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.

kokk

M-I ABOE, HO HE BMECTE MBI C TOOOM
XOTh JIBE JTIIOOBH CIIMBAIOTCS B OIHY;
MyCTh MPeOBIBAET BECh MTO30P CO MHOM,
6e3 MOMOIIIY HECY CBOIO BUHY.



JIroOoBeli ABEe — MPUBA3aHHOCTH OJTHA,
I'PEXH BOT TOJILKO pa3HbIE y HAC;

MM HE CJIOMUTb JII0OOBb, OHA IMOJTHA,
’kaJlb, HE OJIUH €€ YKPAJIeH vac.

C T0o0O# mpH BCTpeue MOKET, OTBEPHYCh,
TeOs1 YTOO He KOCHYJICSI MOH T030D;

Y IyCTh TBOW B3IVISII MEHS HE UINET, MYCTh,
HE ypoHu ce0s1, ¢y OyeT CKop.

Haka3 Mot coxpanu; o000 1eds,
s OXPAHSIIO YECTh TBOIO JTI00.



Coner 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 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.

kokk

Ha ckiioHe et ApsAxJieonimm oTIioM
sl IOHOCTH TIPOJIEJIKY HAOMIOAI0;
ycTh oxpomest PopTyHbI OCTpUEM,
B TEHU TBOMX JIOCTOUHCTB YBSIJIAIO.



BorarcTBo, KpacoTta Wb APEBHUMA PO,
BCE 3TO, WU YTO-HUOYIb APYTOE,

TOOOI 00JIarOPOKEHO U BOT,

K HUM TPHOOIIAIOCH 51 C MOEH JIIOOOBBIO.

Teneps yxe He OSTHBIN ST XpOMeII,
TBOMX JJOCTOMHCTB T€Hb MEHS YKPbLIA;
sl M CJIyra v nipeJaHHbI MeBell,

MEH$ MMUTaeT UX )KUBasl CUJIa.

Bce nyurniee Tebe mpenogHomry
1 OOJIBIIIETO Y JKU3HU HE MPOITY.
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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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