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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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M&r yposkast sgeM OT JyUninx Jo3,
Yr0o06 Kpacora yKuIa, He YBSAIAS.

[Iycth BAHYT JTeMECTRI CO3PEBITNX PO3,
XpaHuT UxX MaMATHL PO3a MOJOTAA.

A TBI, B CBOIO BJIIOOJIEHHBIIT KPacoTy,

Bcee nyutmme eit otiaBast cCoKu,

Ob6uibe mpeBpaliaensb B HUIETY, —

CBoil 3aeiimuil Bpar, Oe3LyIIHBIA 1 KeCTOKMIL.

Tor — YKpalmienbe HbIHelTHero aJu-d,
HemonroBpeMeHHOIT BeCHBI IIararaii, —
I'psapyimee B 3auaTke X0poHs,
Coepnnserns ckapeiHOCTh ¢ PacTpaToii.

Hasess mup, 3emie He mpemgaBaii
Cpapymux Jger mpekpacHbI yposkaii!
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When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy bheauty’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.



Conemst

2

Rorpa tBoe uesnio nsbopospsr

Fnyboxkumu ciaefaMu COpOK 3UM, —

Kro Gymer moMHATH MapCTBEHHBIN HAPA,
Faymascs saakuM pyoummeM TBonM?

N wa Bompoc: «I'me nipsiuyres cefiuac
OcraTky KpacoThl BeCeJabIX JeT?» —

Yro craskerns Tei? Ha mie yracmmx rimas?
Ho 370ii HacMerrkoii OyjeT TBOIl OTBeT.

Jlocroitreit mpo3Byvasn ObI CJIOBA:
«Bpb1 mocMoTpuTe Ha MOUX eTell.
Most ObI1as CBeKeCTh B HUX JKUBA,
B Hux onpaBmaHbe cTapocT Moeii».

ITycraii ¢ TogpaMu CTHIHYTIAS KPOBH
B nacueuKe TBoeM IibljiaeT 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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[Iperpacubiii 06J1MK B 3epKajie Thl BUHIIID,
W, ecam moBTOPHUTH He TOCIEIINID

CBon 4epThl, MTPUPOMY THI OOMIMIIID,
BrarocioBenbs KeHITUHY JTUIITHIIT.

Raras cmepruas ne Oyzmer paja
OtmaTh Tebe HeTPOHYTYIO HOBL?
N 6ecemeptus tebe He Hajmo, —
Tar Bequka K cebe TBOS N1I0OOBL?

a1 MaTepmHCKIX T7a3 Tl — OTPayKeHbe
JlaBHO TPOMYABITINXCA alTPeTLCKUAX THET.
W 151 HAligenTb O/ cTapoCTh yTeleHbhe
B rarux ke oORHAX IOHOCTH TBOEIA.

Ho, orpamnmuns s&usub cBoeit cyan0oio,
Tol cam ymperb, u 06pas TBoit — ¢ T060I0!
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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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Pacrparunk muiuslii, pacrouaems Tbl

CBoe HacyencTBo B OyHcTBe CyMacOPOHOM.
IIpupopma HaM He JlapUT KPACOTHI,

Ho B posir jaer — cBoGoHAsE CBODOIHBIM.

[Ipenectrsnrii ckpsita, TH MPUCBONTH Paj
To, uro mamo Tebe mJsA mepegavm.
Hecumramnpiii Thl yKpPLIBACIIL KJIAJ,

He cranossacs or atoro Goraue.

Tel 3aRI0UACIIE CHEAKT caM ¢ coDOil,
Cebs nummas mpubbLIen 6oraThix.

W B rposmblii wac, HazHAYCHHDLINH CYALOOI,
Rawroii oryer otpamnib B cBoux pacrparax?

C to6010 00pa3 OyayINX BpeMeH,
Hesonnomenmwiil, 6ymer morpe6em.
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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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YKpajiKoil BpeMsi ¢ TOHKUM MacTepCTBOM
Bosmebupiit mpasganK cos3maer s rias.
N 1o ke Bpems B Gere KpyroBom

YHOCHUT BCe, YTO PAJ0BAJIO HAC.

Yacos u et 6e3ynepsKHbIN TTOTOK
YBoauT €TO B CyMpaK 3WMHUX JTHEH,
[e mer TMCTBLI, 3aCTHLT B IEPEBLAX COK,
SemJist MepTBa 1 OeJIBIIA TIIAI Ha Hell.

N Tonpro apoMar 1BeTyINX po3 —
JleTyumii MJIeHHUR, 3aTIepPTHIil B CTeRJe, —
Hanmommnaer B cTy;Ry 1 MOPO3

O ToMm, uTo JieTo OLLIO Ha 3eMJIe.

CBoll mpeskHMIT OJIeCK YTPATHIIN TIBETHI,
Ho coxpanmim gymry Kpacors.



