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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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MEI ypoxast 3KIeM OT JIYJIInX JI03,
Y1006 KpacoTa Xuja, He yBsaas.

ITycTb BSAHYT JIEMECTKU CO3PEBILIMUX PO3,
XpaHUT UX TaMSITh po3a MOJIOAAsl.

A TBI, B CBOIO BIIOOJICHHBIN KpacoTy,
Bce nyuimme eit otmaBasi COKu,
OOwibe mpeBpalaeib B HUIIETY, —
CBoii 3meimmii Bpar, 0e3IyIIHbII

U KECTOKUM.

Thl — yKpallleHbe HbIHEITHETO JTHS,
HenonrospeMeHHOl BeCHBI IiaiiaTai, —
I'psigyiiee B 3a4aTKe XOPOHS,
CoenuHselb CKapeIHOCTh C pacTPaToOu.

Kanesa mup, 3eMiie He TIpeaaBan
I'psanymmx jgeT mpeKpacHbIit ypoxkarii!
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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.



2

Korna tBoe ueo n3d0po3aar

I'ny6okumu ciegaMmu COpoK 3UM, —

KTo GyneT moMHUTh LIAPCTBEHHBIN HapsiI,
[Hy1masch KaakuM pyouileM TBOUM?

W na Bompoc: «I'ne npsdyrcs ceityac
OcTaTKku KpacoTbl BECEbIX JIET?» —

Yro ckaxems Tei? Ha gHe yracmmx rias?
Ho 371011 HacMenikoii OyaeT TBOM OTBET.

JlocToitHell mpo3ByYyaiu Obl CJIOBA:
«BbI TOCMOTpUTE HA MOUX ACTEN.
Mosg Oblnasg cBeXXeCcTh B HUX XXUBA,
B Hux omnpaBmaHbe CTapOCTH MOEii».

ITyckaii ¢ romaMu CThIHYIIAsi KPOBb
B HacnenHuKe TBOeM MbLIaeT BHOBB!
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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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IIpexpacHBIif 06IMK B 3epKajie Thl BUIUIIb,
M, ecnmy mOBTOPUTH HE TTOCTICIITUII
CBou 4epThl, IPUPOIY Thl OOUIUIIID,
byiarocioBeHbs XKeHIIUHY JIMIIUILb.

Kakas cmepTHasa He OymeT paga
Otnath TeOe HETPOHYTYIO HOBB?
Wnu 6eccmeptus Tebe He HATO, —
Tak Benmka K cede TBOS JTIOOOBB?

151 MaTepUHCKUX TJ1a3 Thl — OTPaXKeHbe
JlaBHO TTPOMYABIIMXCS allPeJIbCKUX THEM.
M T Haligelb MoA CTApOCTh yTElIEHbE
B Takux xxe oKkHaxX IOHOCTU TBOEIA.

Ho, orpaHn4uB X13Hb CBOEU Cyab0O10,
Tsl cam ympelib, U o6pa3 TBOIi — ¢ TOOOIO!
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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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PactpaTamk MUmbIit, pacTodaeb THI

CBoe HacleACcTBO B OyiCTBE CyMacOpPOIHOM.
ITpupona Ham He AApPUT KPacoOTHlI,

Ho B monr naet — cB0oOOIHAs CBOOOIHBIM.

IIpenecTHBIN cKpsira, THI TIPUCBOUTH Paj
To, yTo maHo TeOe Mg mepesadu.
HecuntaHHbIi TH YKpBIBaeIIb KIIas,

He cranossce ot 3Toro 6orayve.

Tl 3aKiTI04YacIIb CIENAKHA caM C COOOI,
Ce0s1 mumast IpuoOblIeit 0oraThIx.

W B rpo3HbIil Yac, Ha3HAYEHHBIN CYIb0OM,
Kakoii oTuer otnaib B cBOMX pactparax?

C 1006010 00pa3 OymylIMX BpeMeH,
HeBoruiomeHHbIM, OyaeT 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 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.
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YKpankoii BpeMsI ¢ TOHKMM MacTEePCTBOM
Bomme6HbI TTpa3aHUK CO3MaeT I IIa3.
U 1o xe BpeMs B 6ere KpyroBoM

YHocurt Bce, 4TO pagoBajio Hac.

YacoB u nHel 6e3ynepsKHBINA ITIOTOK
YBoOuUT J1eTO B CyMpaK 3UMHUX THEH,
I'ne HeT AUCTBBI, 3aCTHUI B IEPEBBIX COK,
3emiist MepTBa 1 O€JIBIi TUIAlll Ha HEl.

M TosibKO apomMaT LBETYILIUX PO3 —
JleTyunii MIEeHHUK, 3allepThIii B CTEKJIe, —
HanoMuHaeT B CTyXy U MOpO3

O ToMm, 4TO JIETO OBLIO Ha 3eMJIE.

CBoli NpexkHUIi 0JIeCK YTPaTUIN LIBETHI,
Ho coxpaHwnu mymry KpacoThl.
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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.

14



6

CMOTpH XKe, YTOOBI XXKeCTKasl pyKa
Cenoii 3uMbl B caly He TTOObIBaja,
IToxa He cobepellb 11BETOB, MOKa
BecHy He coxpaHullb Ha JHe (uana.

Kaxk 4enoBek, 4To AparoleHHbINA BKIAL
C nmuxBoit 0OMIBbHON ITOJYyYMJI 00paTHO,
Ce0s1 cebe BepHYTH THI Oymelb paj

C 3aKOHHOI MMPUOBUTBIO TECATUKPATHOM.

Te1 Oynelb XKUTh Ha CBETE JIECSITh pas,
JlecsITUKpaTHO B IETAX IMOBTOPEHHBIH,

W BnpaBe Oynelib B CBOI MOCAEAHUIA Yac
TopecTBOBaTh Hall CMEPTHIO TTOKOPEHHOIA.

ThI cIUILKOM IIeAPO OJapeH CyAbOOiA,
YT00 COBEPIIEHCTBO YMEPJIO ¢ TOOOI.
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