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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.
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Mpbl yposkas skjieM oT JyuIlinx Jios,
Y100 Kpacora ;kuIa, He yBsAS.

[Tyctsh BAHYT JenecTky co3peBIinx pos,
XpaHUT X MaMsTh Po3a MOJIOas.

A THI, B CBOIO BJIIOOJIEHHBIN KPacory,

Bee nyumue eit otnaBas coru,

Obnbe TipeBparmaenisb B HUTIETY, —

CBoii 3Jteiitinii Bpar, 6€3/yITHBIN 1 KEeCTOKNIA.

Tor — ykpamenbe HbIHEITHEro aHH,
HepmonrospemenHoii BecHBI Tarmaraii, —
I'psapyiiee B 3auaTke XOpoHH,
CoepuHsienib cRapeiHOCTh ¢ PacTpaToil.

Mames Mmup, 3emite He mpeaBaii
Ipsipymux stet mperpacHbiil yposkaii!

Ilepesod C. Mapuiara
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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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Rorya TBoe uesio n3bopossr

Fnybokumu cieamMmm cOpok 3um, —

Rro Oyer noMHUTH APCTBEHHBIT HAPSII,
Maymasch skaakuM pyoniem TBouM?

N wa Bompoc: «I'ne mpsawayres cefiuac
OcraTku KpacoThl BECEJIBIX JIeT?» —

Yro ckaskemn Toi? Ha mgre yracmunx rinas?
Ho 37011 Hacmerkoii 6yieT TBOl OTBeT.

Jlocroiineil ipo3By4asn Obl cJOBa:
«Bpr mocmoTpuTe Ha Moux fereii.
Mosi ObLTast cCBesKECTh B HUX SRIBA,
B nnx ompasrambe crapocTn Moeii».

[Tyckaii ¢ rogamu ¢ThIHYIas KPOBb
B nacaenpnnke TBoeM mbliaeT BHOBB!

1lepesoo C. Maputara
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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,
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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ITpexpacubiii 00JIMK B 3epKaJjie Thl BUUIITH,
U, ecniit ioBTOPUTH HE MOCHEITHIITh

CBou uepThl, TPUPOLY Thl OOUJINIIID,
BraarocsioBenbst sReHIIUHY JUITUIIb.

Raras cmeprHas He Oyjer paja
Orparb Tebe HeTPOHYTYI HOBb?
Min 6ecemeprust Tebe He HANO, —
Tak Besmka K cebe TBOsI JII0OOBB?

Jlnsa MaTepmHCKUX 171a3 Thl — OTpasKeHbe
JlaBHO TIpOMYABIIINXCST AITPETLCKUX JIHEI.
W tu1 HAlifienTs T0f cTapoCcTh yTerieHbe
B rarkunx ske oKHaX IOHOCTH TBOEII.

Ho, orpanmuus ;kus3ub cBOEll cyab00I0,
Thi cam ympertiib, 1 00pa3 TBoil — ¢ T00010!

Ilepesod C. Maputara
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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 tomb’d with thee,
Which, used, lives th” executor to be.
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Pacrparumk Muiblii, pactrodaerib Thi

CBoe HacsencTBo B OyiicTBE CyMacOpPOHOM.
[Tpupoga Ham He gapuT Kpacorhl,

Ho B moar maer — cBobojmas ¢cBOOOIHBIM.

[Tpenectrbiii cKkpsra, ThI TPUCBONUTH pPajy
To, uro mano Tebde A5 Mepeavn.
Hecumranuplii ThI yKpPHIBACTh KIAI,

He cranossich ot aroro Gorave.

Twl 3aka0UACIID CIEJIKN caM ¢ cODOI,
Cebst mumnast npubbLIeii boraTbix.

1 B rpo3nbiil yac, Ha3HAYCHHBIT CYHOOII,
Rakoii otuer otfanis B cBOMX pacrparax?

C To6or0 obOpa3 OYyyHIMX BpeMeH,
HeBortommennslii, Oyjer morpedeH.

1lepesoo C. Maputara
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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 check’d with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o’ersnow’d 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.



Conemut

)

YKpajiKkoii BpeMsi ¢ TOHKIUM MacTepCTBOM
BoneOubIii ipasHuK co3iaer s Tias.
N 10 e Bpemsi B Gere KpyroBom

YHocur Bce, 4TO pajloBaJO Hac.

Yacos u el 0e3yepKHbII ITOTOK
YBOIUT JIETO B CyMpaK 3UMHIX JTHEI,
I'me Her auCTBBI, 3aCTHLT B JIEPEBbSX COK,
3eMJisi MepTBa 1 OeJiblii TIJIall HA Hell.

N rorbro apomar mBeTymiux po3 —
Jleryumit mIeHHNK, 3aepThlil B CTeRJIe, —
Hamomwunaer B cTysRy 1 Mopo3

O Tom, uTO JIeTo OBLIO Ha 3eMJe.

CBoii npeskHmMii 6JECK YTPaTHIn 1[BeThH,
Ho coxpanmmm qymry KpacoTsl.

15

Ilepesod C. Maputara
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Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’d:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’d.
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 refigur’d thee:
Then what could death do if thou shouldst depart,
Leaving thee living in posterity?
Be not self-will’d, for thou art much too fair
To be death’s conquest and make worms thine heir.
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Cmorpn ke, 4TOOBI JKeCTKAsT pyKa

Cepoii 3uMbl B cajiy He 1100ObIBaJIA,

IToka He cobeperiih BETOB, MOKA

Becny ne nepesberib B Xxpycrasib guaa.

Kak desioBek, 4To paroreHHblii BRI

C uxBoil 0OMABHOI 1MOJIy4rJT 00PaTHO,

Ce0s1 cebe BepHYTD Thl OY/IeIb pajl

C 3aKOHHOT TTPUOBIIBIO IECATUKPATHOI.

Thi Oyjierb JKUTH HA CBETE JIeCATH pas,
JlecsaTKpaTHO B JIETSIX OBTOPEHHBII,

U Bupase Oyjienib B ¢BOI MMOCJEIHUIT Yac
TopskecTBOBaTH HAJ CMEPTHIO TTOKOPEHHOIA.

Tol CAMIITKOM TIEIPO OflapeH cyabooi,
Y1006 coBepiiieHCTBO yMepJio ¢ ToOOIA.

Ilepesod C. Maputara
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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 climb’d 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,
Unlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son.



