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SONNETS

COHETDI

TO THE ONLIE BEGETTER OF
THESE INSUING SONNETS
MR. W.H. ALL HAPPINESSE
AND THAT ETERNITIE PROMISED BY
OUR EVER-LIVING POET
WISHETH
THE WELL-WISHING
ADVENTURER IN
SETTING
FORTH

T.T.



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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Mpl ypoxkast sIeM OT JIy4IluX JIo3,
Yrob6 KpacoTa JKUJa, He YBsIIasL.

[Iyctp BAHYT JIenecTKU CO3PEBIINX PO3,
XpaHuT UX MaMATb po3a MOJIOJASL.

A TBI, B CBOIO BJIIOGJIEHHBIN KPACOTY,

Bce myumue et oTmaBas coku,

OO6uiibe peBpaliaellb B HULIETY, —

CBoii uteiimuii Bpar, 6e3MyIIHBIN U JKECTOKMUIA.

Thl — yKpallieHbe HBIHENTHETO JTHS,
HepmosnroBpeMeHHOI BeCHBI TJIamiaTai, —
Ipsinyriee B 3auaTke XOPOHS,
CoenuHsielb CKapeIHOCTh ¢ PacTPaToii.

Kanea mup, 3emiie He TpeqaBait
Ipaaymux jet nmpexkpacHbIil 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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Korma tBo€ uesno nsboposzst

[ny6OKMMU clIeIaMK COPOK 31M, —

Kro Gyner mOMHUTH apCTBEHHBIN HAPSTI,
THymasgch KaakuM pyOuieM TBOUM?

N na Bompoc: «I'me mpsauyTcs cetiuac
OcrtaTKy KpacoTbl BECEJIbIX JIET?» —

UYro ckaxkentb Thi? Ha nHe yracmmmx ria3?
Ho 37101t HacMemnkoil GyaeT TBOU OTBET.

JlocroiiHeii mpo3Bydaau Obl CI0BA:
«BbI IOCcMOTpUTE HA MOUX JlE€TEN.
Mos GblLiast CBEXKeCTh B HUX JKIBA,
B Hux ompaBmanbe CTapoOCTH MOEH».

[Iyckaii ¢ romaMu CTBIHYIASA KPOBb
B Hacnennuke TBoeM IbLIA€T 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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[TpexpacHbIit 06MUK B 3epKajie Thl BUHIIID,
W, eci TOBTOPUTD HE MOCTIECNIUIID

CBOU YepThl, MPUPOJY Thi OOUIUIIID,
BiarocsoBenbs KeHIUHY JTUITUID.

Kakag cmeprHas He Oyzer pajsa
Otxarb Tebe HETPOHYTYIO HOBb?
Wiu 6eccmeprus Tebe He HAL0, —
Tak Besuka K cebe TBOSI TIOOOBD?

JlJ1s1 MAaTEPUHCKKX IJIa3 Thl — OTPasKE€HbE
JlaBHO IIPOMYABIIMXCSI AIIPETbCKUX JTHEH.
W TBI Halizien b moJ CTapoOCTh yTellleHbe
B rakux ke okHaxX IOHOCTU TBOEI.

Ho, orpannuuB sKU3Hb CBOEH CyabOOIO,
Tor cam ymperib, 1 06pa3 TBOU — ¢ T06010!
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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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PacrpaTunk Musblii, pacroyaenb Tbl

CBoe HacJIeNICTBO B OyiicTBE CyMacOPOTHOM.
[Ipupozna HaMm He JApUT KPaCOTBHI,

Ho B moar maet — cBo6GOIHAS CBOOOTHBIM.

IIpesnecTHblil CKpsTa, THI TPUCBOUTD PAT
To, uto mano Tebe s mepesadn.
HecyuTtanubpiil Tl yKPBIBAeIlb KA,

He cranossich ot aToro 6oraue.

ThI 3aK/II0Ya€IIb CAEJKHM caM C COOOM,
Cebs mmmas npubbLIeil 6oraTbix.

W B rposHbIil yac, Ha3HAYEHHbBIH CyIbOOH,
Kaxoit oTuer oTmamns B cBOMX pactpaTax?

C 106010 00pa3 OyayIux BpeMeH,
Hesomnomennsiii, 6yaer norpedem.
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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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YKpazikoil BpeMs ¢ TOHKUM MacTepCTBOM
Bosme6HbIi MpasiHUK CO3/1aeT U TJ1a3.
U 10 ke BpeMs B Gere KPyroBom

YHoCHUT Bce, YTO pajloBajio HaC.

YacoB u aHelt 6e3yep:KHbINA TOTOK
YBoauT JIeTO B CyMpaK 3UMHUX JHEH,
[me met mUCTBBI, 3aCTHLI B IEPEBBSIX COK,
3eMmJisT MepTBa 1 GeJTBIH TTal Ha Heil.

W ToabKo apomat IBETYIIMX PO3 —
JleTyunii 1JIeHHUK, 3aMT€PTHIA B CTEKJE, —
HamomuHaer B cTy:Ky ¥ MOPO3

O TOM, 4TO JIeTO OBLIO Ha 3eMJIE.

CBoii npexHUi GJIECK yTPATUIIN 1[BETH,
Ho coxpanuau aynury KpacoTsbl.
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