





Y1IbAM
Hlercnmp

O, kpacoma euye
npekpaciee boleaem...
Conemut



VIIK 821.111-1
BBK 84(4Ben)-5
1141

XynosxectBeHHoe ohopMIIEHUE CEPUU
H. Apycosoii

Ilexcnup, Yuabsm.

1141 O, kpacora emie npekpactee 6piBaet... Co-
netsl / Yuanam lllexcnup; [mepeBos ¢ anrnmit-
ckoro H. T'epbesp]. — MockBa : 9kemo, 2026, —
336 c. — (3o10Tasd KOMJIEKIHS TTO33UMN).

SBN 978-5-04-243803-5

3arajiouHble, YyBCTBEHHBIE U 10 CUX IIOP BbI3bIBA-
olue crnopsl — coHeTsl Yunbama llexcnupa oTkpbiBa-
10T [lepeJ| YuTarejeM MUP CTPACTHU, PEBHOCTU M TAHBIX
npusHauuii. ABro6uorpadus Ui reHnaibHas Xya0xKe-
cTBeHHas urpa? PeasbHbIl JTI06OBHBIA TPEyroJbHUK
WJIM TO3THYECKUI BEIMBICEJI?

ITa KHUTA IPUTJIAIIAET BAC IIPUKOCHYTHCS K OJ[HOM
U3 BeJAMYANIIUX JUTEPATYPHBIX 3aTajlOK U HAUTH cO6-
cTBeHHbIe OTBeThl. Ilepes BamMu — mepBbII KJaccuye-
ckuit nepesox Hukonas Tepbesis, ¢ KOTOPOro Hadaaach
UCTOPUSI 3HAKOMCTBA PYCCKOSA3BIUHBIX YKTATEIEH C Hec-

cMmepTHbIME coHeTamu Ilexcnupa.
VK 821.111-1

BBK 84(4Bexn)-5

© U3panue Ha pyCCKOM si3bIKE,
odopmienne 000 «M3xarenpcTBo
SBN 978-5-04-243803-5 «9Kemoy, 2023






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 selfe 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.



[ToToMcTBa OT CyIIECTB MPEKPACHBIX BCE XOTHT,
Yrob B MUpE KpacoTa I[BeJIa — He yMUpaJa:
IIycTb 3pesiast Kpaca OT BpeMeHU yBsijia —

Ee pocTku o Heil HaM TaMATh COXPAHST.

Ho 181, 4eit ropbiii B30p HUKTO HE TIPUBJIEKAET,
A cBeTIIblil IJTaMEHD caM CBOIT IIbLI B cebe MUTaeT,
Tawm rosioft cest, e u36BITOK 0JIKEH OBITh, —

Tl cam CBOIl 3/1eiiTIIHiA Bpar, rOTOBbIIT BCe CIryOUTh.

Te1, mydmuii u3 atoaelt, TIPUPOBI YKPallleHbe,

W BecTHUK MOJIOZOM IIJIEHUTEIHHOI BECHBI,
3aMKHYBIINCH, caM B cehe XOPOHUIITh CUACThST CHBI
U ceemtb BKPYT cebst OMHO OMYCTOIIEHBE.

Twl mozxaselr XoTb MUP — yIIaCTh eMy He Jail
U, xax 3emJis1, 1apoB ero He oKW Pali.
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When forty winters shall beseige thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz'd on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held;
Then being ask’d, where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,
To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.
How much more praise deserv’d 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 could.
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Korza, apyr, Hajt TOOOI 3UM COPOK IIPOJIETSIT,
M3pbiB TBOIO Kpacy, Kak HUBY YT HeIa[Hblii,
U roHocTH TBOEH YyOOP, TAKOI HAPSIIHBI,

B oznexy BeTxyio GeiHsITH IPEBPATSIT, —

Torza Ha TOT BOIPOC, C KOTOPHIM 0OPaTATCSI:
«Cxas, rie KpacoTa, I7ie MOJIOZIOCTh TBOS?> —
Yikesab OTBETHNID ThI, BAHY CBOIO Tas,

Yto0 B Mpake BIIAJbIX IJ1a3 TBOUX OHU TasITCS?

A kak 6blI TbI pacuBeJI, Korga 6 UM He IIyTs
OTBeTuTsh BIIpaBe ObLI CIIOKOWHO M ¢ CO3HAHBEM:
«BoT 2TO MHOU Ha CBET POKIAEHHOE IUTSI

CseJieT MOIi cyeT ¥ MHE TIOCTYKUT Ol PaBAaHbeM».

V3nas 6bl ThI TOrZA Ha CTAPOCTU JII0OOBD,
Croco6HYI0 COrpeTh OCTBIHYBINYIO KPOBb.
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Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the time that face should form another;
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who 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,
Dispite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remembr’d not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.
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III

[ToxyMmaii, B 3epKaJie yBuaeB 06pas CBO,

UYTo m0oKEH OH B IPYTOM CO3/IaHbE BO3POAUTHCS;
A ecaiu Het, TO MUP 0OMaHyT ObLI TOGOI,

U cyacThbst MaTh OlHA Yepe3 Tebst JIUIIHUTCSL.

Kro 6 npeHebpedb gep3HyJ T060BUIO TBOEH

W3 neB, kKak Hu ObL1a 6 c000il OHA IIPEKpacHa,

U rpyab Morjia Jib ee Tak cejiaTbes 6ecCcTpacTHa,
Yro6 3ax0TeTh COMTH B MOTUIY Ge3 geTeii?

Tbl MaTepu CBOEH XpaHUIIb U300paKeHbe —

M BUaMT BHOBH OHA B Tebe CBOIO BECHY.

AX, TaK ¥ TBHI, CKJIOHS B30P K CTAPOCTU OKHY,
¥YBuauib 1 BKYCUIIIb BHOBb IOHOCTHU BOJTHEHbe!

Ho ecsu xouenib ObITh 3a0BITBIM, MUJIBIH MO,
YMpH XOJIOCTSKOM, a ¢ HUM 1 06pa3 TBO.
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Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thy self 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 traffik with thy self alone,
Thou of thy self 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.
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Ckaxu MHe, KpacoTa, 3a4eM Thl pacTO4aellb
Besymuo Ha cebs Bce, 4TO HU MOy Yaenib?
[Tpupona He mapuT, a JUIb B3alMBI J1a€T,

W to numb TeM, KTO 0JT CBOI YeCTHO OTAAeT.

3aueM ke Thl, CKYIIEll, BO 3JI0 yOTpebJIsielb
BpyuenHoe Tebe 1 MpasaHo pacToyaelrb?
Takue cyMMBbl, IPYT, He CJIEYET COPUTh,
Korza u 6e3 Toro efBa Thl MOKeIIb KUTh!

ViMes [es1o IUIb ¢ OAHUM caMuM coboIo,

Cebs e BBITOJ BCEX JIMIIACIIb TH B 60pnie.
Korza s TBoii OpeHHBIIT IPaX HOKPOETCS 3EMJIEI0,
To urto 61aroro THI OCTABUIND MO ceHe?

BecnonHo# KpacoTa TBOS CONIET B MOTHUILY,
Torma kak o cebe Thl 6 MOT OCTABUTH CUIY.
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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're-snowed 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 noe remembrance what it was:
But flowers distill'd, though they with winter
meet,
Leese but their show; their substance still
lives sweet.
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To Bpewms, 4To B Tpylle IPUATHOM B30P CO3/aJI0,
KoTopslii Bcex Tenepb BjeYeT U BECEIIUT,
TupaHoM cTaHET BHOBb, KaK TO He pa3 ObIBAJIO,
W mpexHell KpacoOThI HaBeK €ro JIMIINT.

3aTeM UTO BpeMs, BCJIE]] 32 YXOISAIIAM JIETOM,
ITpuBoaUT U3-3a FOP CYPOBYIO 3UMY —

W mepsHeT COK B Jiecy IYCTBIHHOM U Pas/ieToM,

A B30p JIMIITH BUAUT CHET, 0€3KU3HEHHOCTD U ThMY.

Torma, Mol ApyT, Korjga 6jarue COKU JeTa

He 3akstouns 66 POK B CTEKJISTHHYO TIOPHMY,
Best kpacoTa ero moru6sa 6 6e3 nmpuBera

U npespaTuiach B IIpax, 4TOO MOrPY3UTHCS B ThMY.

Ho HexHBIN IBET, B 9KCTPAKT HAa 3UMY

IpeBpaleHHbIH,
TepsteT BHENTHOCTH JIUTIh, HE 3aMaxX GJATOBOHHBIH.
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