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SONNETS




I

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.



Mpbl ypoxast XK1eM OT JYYIIuX JI03,
Yrto0b KpacoTa XKuja, He yBsaasl.

[1ycTh BIHYT JIETIECTKA CO3PEBIINX PO3,
XpaHUT UX MaMSITh po3a MOJIOAAsI.

A ThI, B CBOIO BIIIOOJIEHHBII KPacorTy,

Bce myuime el otmaBast COKH,

OOube mpeBpallaeiib B HAILLIETY, —

CBoii 3neiimuii Bpar, 0e3IyIIHbBIN 1 KECTOKU.

Tbl — yKpallleHbe HbIHEIIHETO THSI
HenonroBpemMeHHO BeCHBbI I1alaTam, —
I'psinyiiiee B 3auaTKe XOPOHSI,
CoenuHsienb CKapeIHOCTb C pacTpaToi.

XKasess mup, 3eMyie He TpenaBait
I'psioyiux aeT npekpacHbIii yposkaii!



II

When forty winters shall besiege 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 cold.
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Korna TBOE yesio nzdopo3asat

I'myOoxuMu ciaegaMu COPOK 3UM,

Kro 6ynmer mOMHUTH HapCTBEHHBIN HAPSII,
['Hymasich XXaakum pyouieM TBoum?

W na Bonpoc: «['me mpsiayTes ceiivac
OcTaTKku KpacoTHl BECEJbIX JIeT?» —

Yro ckaxemb ThI? Ha mHe yracmux ria3?
Ho 351011 HacMenKoit OyaeT TBOU OTBET.

HocToiiHelt mpo3Byyaiu Obl CJI0BAa:
«BbI MOCMOTpPUTE HA MOUX IETEH.
Mos Oblnast cBeXXeCcTb B HUX XKMBa,
B Hux onmpaBgaHbe CTaApOCTU MOEH».

ITyckaii ¢ romaMu CTBIHYIIAsI KPOBb
B HacnegHuKe TBOEM MbLIAET BHOBD!



111

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,
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

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

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.
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[IpexpacHblil 06JMK B 3epKaJjie Thl BUIUIIb,
W, ecnu MOBTOPUTH HE TIOCTICIUIIb

CBoU 4epThl, IIPUPOLY Thl OOMIUIIb,
biarocioBeHbs )KEHIIMHY JIUILIUIIIb.

Kakast cmepTHas He OynmeT pazga
Otnarb Te6e HETPOHYTYIO0 HOBB?
Nnu GeccmepTus Tebe HE HANO, —
Tak Benuka K cede TBOs TI0OOBb?

st MAaTepUHCKUX IJ1a3 Thl — OTpaXkeHbe
JlaBHO TIpOMYABIIMXCS aNIPEIbCKUX THEM.
M Tl Hailgeb MOA CTAPOCTh YTEUIEHbE

B Takux ke OKHaX IOHOCTH TBOEIHA.

Ho, orpannumB X1U3Hb CBOCH Cyabh00I0,
Twl cam ymMmpelilb, 1 00pa3 TBOI — ¢ TOOOIO.
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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 traffic 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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Pactpatuuk Musblii, pacToyaelb Thl

CBoe HacJIeACTBO B OyICTBE CyMacOPOIHOM.
[Ipupona HaM He AAPUT KPaACOTHI,

Ho B monr naet — cBo6omgHAsT CBOOOTHBIM.

[IpenecTHBIi cKpsra, Thl IPUCBOUTH pa
To, uTO maHO Tebe mIs Imepegadmn.
HecunTaHblil THl YKpbIBaelllb KJal,

He craHoBsich OT aTOro 6oraye.

Thl 3ak0UaeIb CACJIKHU CaM C COOOI,
Ce0g nuiast npuoObIIeil 6oraTbix.

M B rpo3Hblil yac, Ha3HAYEHHbI CyIbOOI,
Kakoii otueT oTgamp B cBOuX pactparax’?

C 100010 00pa3 OyayLIMX BpEMEH,
HeBomoieHHEbIH, OyneT morpedeH.
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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’er-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 no 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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YKpankoii BpeMs ¢ TOHKMM MacTEPCTBOM
BoumeOHbIi mpa3aHUK co3aaeT AJIs TJ1as.
M T0 Ke BpeMst B Oere KpyroBoM

YHocUT Bce, UTO pagoBalio Hac.

YacoB u gHei 6e3ynepXXHbI IOTOK
VYBoguT j1IeTO B CyMpaK 3MMHUX JHEH,
['me HeT MUCTBBI, 3aCTHIT B IEPEBbSIX COK,
3eMJs1 MepTBa U OCJIBIN MJialll Ha Hell.

M TonbKo apoMaT UBETYIIUX PO3 —
JleTyuwnii MJIeHHUK, 3aNIepThIiA B CTEKJE, —
HamomuHaet B CTyKYy U MOpPO3

O ToM, 4TO JIeTO OBLIIO HA 3eMJIE.

CBolf MpeXXHUIA OJIECK YTPAaTUIIN 1[BETHI,
Ho coxpanunu ayiry KpacoThl.
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