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Cnoso npo nepek/agaya

Ocran TapHaBcbKHit LikaBuBca TBopuicTio lllekcnipa e Big
MOJIOOUX CBOIX pokiB. [leplia gpykoBaHa #Oro KHHXKa —
e 6yna He 36ipKa Moe3iit Y4 OMNOBifaHb, a 3pefaroBaHa HUM
6araToimoCTpoBaHa KHIDKeYKa-NporpaMKa QO IepLuoi
ykpaiHcbkol BucTaBu “T'amnera” y JIbBiBcbkoMy OnepHomy
Tearpi 21 Bepecua 1943 poky. IIpo mio npem'epy Hanmucas
BiH mi3Hille i1 6iMbIIYy NOKYMEHTAIBHY CTaTTIO, Lo 6yna
HanpykoBaHa B OkypHam Cyuacwicms (“Tamner Ha
YKpaiHcbKii cueHi”, CywacHicme, KoBTeHb 1973, .68-94).

Conern lllexcnipa moyaB mepek/najaTH [ech Yy Mi3HIX
1950-x pokax. [Tepui apa nepexnaan (Coneru CIV i CXVI)
OymM HagpykoBaHi BHepllle y MIOHXEHCHKIN Yxpaincoxitl
nimepamypuiit 2azemi B KBiTHi 1959 poky. B Ocramosiit
36ipui noesiit Camommue depeso, o nossunaca 1960 poky,
BKmoyeHi yoTupu coHet llexcmipa: XVIII, CIV, CXVI i
CXXX. IMianiwe ppyxkysammcs wie coneru: XCI (Hoei owi,
Toponro, nucronan 1990), I, XXIX, LXVI (Bcecsim, Kuis,
ceprieHL-BepeceHb 1996).

B anrnomosHoMy nocninkenni Opuci [Tpokomnis, B KHMXLI
npo ykpaiHceki nepexnagu llekcripoBux coHeriB', MoXHa
3HAHTH JeTATPHUI CTWIICTHYHHI aHaTI3 YOTHPboX OCTanoBHX
Mepeknagis, a came THX, L0 6ynM BKIIOYeHI Yy 36ipKy
Camomme depeso. Och K BocAiaHMLA XapakTepuaye OcTanosi
MEpeKIanm y cBOIX BACHOBKaX Ha CTOPIHLI 316 CBOEI KHMXKKH:
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“Qotupu nepexnaad TapHaBcbKOro BHABMAIOTH BipPHICTh
UbOTO MNepekgagava CTHIeBI i 3micToBi opurinamy. Xou
coHetH TapHaBCbKOTO NOIiNEHI Ha KaTPeHH, IMepeKaamay
TPHUMAETHCS TOYHO OCHOBHOTO JIOT{YHOT0, CHHTaKCHYHOTO i
¢opmaneHoTO 3anyMy OpHriHanbHuX coHetis. LllexcnipiBcbki
putopuyHi dirypH, 06pa3oBicTh i cxeMu 06pasiB BKIIOYeH]
npasuabHo ¥ ycnimno.  Ilepexnamn  TapHaschkoro
BHAB/IAIOTH JIETKICTh KOMITO3MLLii | MOBY IIO3HaueHY ACHICTIO.
Coneru CIV i CXVI y nepexnali uboro nepeknanaya €
0CO6/IMBO BUCOKOSKICHUM JOCATHEHHAM METEMIICHX03Y i €
HerepeBeplLIeHi He TiIbKH CBOEIO CTHIICTHUHOIO i KOHTeKC-
TYa/IbHOIO TOYHICTIO, ajle | CBOIM €CTeTHYHUM BPa>KeHHAM.”

[MoBuwuit nepexnap ycix llekcnipoBux coHeTiB JOBEPLUIMB
Ocran TapnaBcbkuit nitom 1992 poky. B nmucri 3 paroro 18
cepniHa 1992 poky mo Onera MuKHTeHKa, peRakTopa
xypHany Bcecsim y Kuesi, BiH nmucas: “Sl caMe BMKiHYMB
noBHuMn nepexnan coneriB Illlekcmipa.. Lle, mpabma, He
nepwnit mnepexiai, 60 Bxe € aBa: [laramapyyka® i
Kocreupkoro®. Ase Illekcmip cBoepimHuii, a TepeKaan
[Tanamapyyka MOeTH3OBAaHHUM, TOAI AK — Ha MOIO OyMKY —
mopa Illekcmipa O6inbuie pinoBa, sxk y “6isHecMeHa™;
Kocreupkuit 3HOBY HaTBOPHMB CTUIBKM HOBOTBOPIB, 11100
TIIBKM GY/IM OOHOCK/IAOBI coBa. B aHrmiitchkiin MOBI HMX
ONHOCK/IaIOBUX C/1iB BEJTMKA KUIBKICTD ... TO K MEpeKIan 3
aHITIIACBKOI Ha YKpalHCbKy, Lle ¥ BipIlliB, a TO TaKoro
BUMIPAHOTrO | METPHYHOTO, AK COHET, TPOXH CKJIaIHa CITpaka.
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A1 6axas BigpaTu romoHo AymKy Illexkcnmipa Tak, ik BOHa B
HBOTO penpe3eHTOBaHa Oro MOBOIO, 3 MIAKPECIEHHAM TOTO
C/I0Ba, UM THX CJTiB, 1[0 FOIOBHO PENPE3eHTYIOTh IO TYMKY.
He 3Hato, 44 MeHi e BIa10Ch...

Octran TapHaBcbkuit HapoauBcsi 3 TpaBHA 1917 poky y
JlbBoBi. BuuBca y JIbBiBCbKift AKageMiyHiA riMHasil, Ha
¢dinonoriunomy Binaut JIbBIBCBKOro YHiBEPCHTETY, HOTIM y
JIbBiBceKin [lonmiTexsiui. B yac BiiiHM npauioBaB >KypHaIICTOM
y woneHHUKy JIvsiecoxi eicmi. Bim 1944 poky »XuB Ha
emirpauii B ABctpil, Bin 1949 poky — y CIIIA. B Apcrpii
cTynitoBaB iHeHepito B [paiy, B AMepuui 3106yB Marictep-
CbKHM# IMITIOM 616/110TeK03HaBCTBA, a 1976 poky — noKTopaT
dinocodii B Ykpaincbkomy BinbHOMy YHiBepcuTeTi B
Mionxeni. [TpaioBaB cy>k60BHKOM 3/Ty4eHOro YKpaiHCbKOro
Amepukancokoro JJonomorosoro Komirery, xypHarmicTom,
a sromoM — poBri poku mnpodeciiHUM 6ibmioTexapeM,
KepiBHUKOM  KarajorisauifiHoro Bigminy 6i6rioTekn
KomyHanbnoro Konenxy y ®inapenbdii 3 paHroio noueHra.
Iomep y Dinanenbdii 19 Bepecns 1992 poxky.

Ocran TapHaBcbkuit € aBTOpoM 36ipok moesiit Cnosa i
mpii (1948), XKumms (BiHOK coHeTiB, 1952), Mocmu (1956),
Camommne depeso (1960), Comus comnemis (1984), 3i6pani
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sipwii (1992), KHIKKH HOBeN 1 HapuciB Kaminui cmynemi
(1979), nitepatyposHaBuux ece [lodoposx nosa sidome (1965)
i Tyea 3a mimom (1966), cnoraniB Jlimepamypruit Jlvsis,
1939-1944 (1995), icropii 3ny4yeHoro YKpalHCHKOTO
AMepukaHcbkoro Jlonomorosoro Komitery Epam 6pamosi
(1971) 1 HenpykoBaHoi goxTopcbkoi auceprauii T.C. Eniom
i [Taeno Tuuuna (1976).

ITepexnany cCOHETIB APYKYIOThCA B OCTaHHIH aBTOPCBKIii
pemakuii, 3 KilbkoMa HApiGHMMH TONpaBKaMH HasgBHUX
nomuiok. s coveriB XX i LXIV icHytoTh nBa BapisHTH
nepexIagy; MoOMepenHi BapifHTM BK/IIOYEHI B JORATOK.
[llexcripoBi CcOHeTH — 3a BH3HaYeHHAM OJHOro i3
NOCMIOHMKIB, — Le “Hailbi1billa 3arafka aHITiHCbKOI, a
MOXUTHBO i CBiTOBOI AiTepaTypu™. IcHye 6arato pisHHMX
BUJaHb, KOMEHTapiB, NOCHIIKEHb. AHIIINCBKHH TEKCT Yy
HAlOMYy BMAaHHI — 1€ TEeKCT CYYacHOTO CTaHAapTHOro
aKaneMiYHOTO BHUAAHHA €ICHKOro yHiBepcuTeTy.®

Bunaunus 1e nossaseTbca ans Big3HayeHHA 80-01 piyHHLI
3 gHs HapomxeHHA Ocrana TapHaBcbKoro, W0 npunajae 3
TpaBHs 1997 poky.

Mapra TapHaBcbKa
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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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3 pPSACHUX CTBOPiHb YEKAEMO 3POCTAHHS,
ToMy Kpacu TposHIa He IOMpE:
SIk 3piny yac 3Belle Ha 3aBMHpaHHs,
[Ipo Hei maM’ATh CBixKa IMapocTh IILIE.
A TH, 3aBipMBIIM CBOIM OYaM,
loxyenn cBif BOrOHb CBOIM NaJILHHM:
Jle 6yB OCTAaTOK, BHOCHII TOJION TaM,
[ caM cobi TH BODOrOM CTpallIHHM.
I T, 10 — MOB HoBa 03m00a CBiTY,
€IyHui BICHUK NUILIHOI BECHH —
[lle B OpyHbLI HULIMII CYTh CBOIO PO3IpiTy,
MapHuyell, HiXXHHH CKHapo, TaJlaHH.
2Kans ceita! 60 Heceln TH, nanebi,
Te, o mi1s1 cBiTa MaB, y rpio6, coo6i.
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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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II.

K copoK 3uUM NIpUTHE TBOIO GPOBY,
Kpacu TBO€i moJjie 300p03HUTL —
TBoe€i 10HI CTPINIHY PACHOTY
3aMiHUTh y JIaXMITTs 6e3 IiHH.
To sk criTaloTh, I¢ TBOS Kpaca,
Je cKapOH BCi TBOiX MYXXAaTHX JIHIB,
B ouax 3amajux BigMoOBigb CYMHa
[ cTii XBaJIUTHUCH THM, L1I0 NTEPEXHUB.
Ta 6inbl MOXBaJbHO TH Kpacy 3yXHB,
SIk MoxeuI BigKa3aTh: “OCb Lie Milf CHH,
Xayl po3yucIHuThCS BiH K 5 IPOXHB,”
Kpacy Big MeHe ycragKOBHB BiH.
Y Te6e BimMOJNOXUTS 1ie B CTAPOCTi TBOIM
I kpoB 3orpie, Xxou i XoJion B HiM.

21 xoBTHA 1991
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III.

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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HI.

[TornsiHe y A3epKajio M CKaXXHu: JIHIIE,

Illo 6ayuil, noTpeby€e iHIIHA BHUI,

BigmHOBHM CBiXOi; He 3po6HIII 1ie,

O6MaHHUII CBIT i MaMi 3pOoOHIII BCTHI.

Ta me TiM DO KpacH, 1[0 MaTKa B Hil

He numunnack 61 3aciBoM TBOiM?

XTO Tak OypHHUH, 1106 CTAaTH TPOOOM TiH

CamMoTHoOCTI, Je CMepTh HalllagKaM BciM?

Tu Mamu Bin6uTKa, B To6i 1 BOHA

3ranae kBiTeHb J10601 BECHH,

I 6aunin T Kpi3b BiK CBOro BiKHa

Ve B 3MopIIKax 4ac TBO€I CTapHHH.
Ao xusel, 100 3ragky He 3HAWTH,

CaMoTHIN BMpH, TBifl 06pa3 BMpe, K TH.

5 TpaBHA 1992
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IV.

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 unus’d beauty must be tomb’d with thee,
Which used, lives th’ executor to be.
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IV.

3MapHOBaHa Kpaco, YOM TPaTHII TH
Jlns cebe Ty BpOIJIMBY CATILIUHY,
[Ilo MoXHa JHII ii TO3MYUTH
B npupomy Ha XUTTEBY HOBXHHY?
ToxX, rapHuil CKHapo, YOM XK€ TH 3JIOBXHB
Ty menpicte, maHy, o6 nmepenaBaTh,
[To3nyHUKYy HEBOSYHHI, YOM 3YXKHB
barato cyM i He MoXell IpOTPUBATh?
Paxylouuce 3 co6010 TiIBKH, TH
O6MaH HaBOIHMII TiM Kpaci i cobi;
Kounu [Mpupona kauKHe BimiHTH,
SIky posnnary numum no co6i?
Kpacy TBolo 3aMKHYTB 3 TO60I0 B I'pi6
o cnagkoeMIIo repenaTu Ciif.

20 TpaBHR 1992
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V.

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 everywhere:

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 mcet,
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet,
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V.

F'oguHY, 1110 JJaCKaBO BKJIAJIM B paMH
Ton nmobuit BUTISAN, pagicTh I OUEH,
JlaroTh THDaHaM BIiAITH Te cCaMe,
Ta cmoraHuTh JHII GiNBLIICTh i3 peyen.
Bo HecnokiMHMI Yac BiZBOIMTE JIiTO
B orugHy 3uMy Ta yrpoGUTb TaM,
CiK 3aMODPO3HTh, TUCTS CHIroM 36MTO,
Kpacy 3aMiHNTh ITOBHA HaroTa.
Ta mucTnasLia JiTHA JAINKTIA
Tow nnuH, 10 Havye B’s13eHb B Mypax CKJa,
Camun edekT — Kpaca Woro 3pomuia,
Ta Tam npo Hei # 3rangku BxKe HeMa.
Bo kBiTH gucTHILOBaHI B 3UMi — HE Te,
3HHUK IXHIN BUIUIAL, JIHII CYOCTAaHIis KHBE.

22 TpaBHA 1992
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VL

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 refigured 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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VI.

He mait criOTBOPHUTH pYLi 3UMH

Y T06i JiTO Yepe3 IeCTHIAT,

SIKych MISIILUHY J100JEHY Bi3bMH

[ 3axoBay Kkpacy B Hii, ckap0 BiJ BTpaT.

He 3aboponeHo 3po6uTH 1ie

Ta yniacauBUTh THX, XTO IUTIATHTD JOBT,

SIk BumekaTH ppyroro cebe

Brecsitepo 1acCAMBIlLlIMM TOTOB;

BrecsiTepo LIaCOMBILIIMM HiX TH,

Ta B mecaTH 1e ¥ BiIOUTKaX TBOIX;

Komnu To6i npuimetscs BiginTH,

Ulo cMepTh? 3anuiiaThcs BOHU B XXHBHX.
He 6ynp cBaBinbHUM, KPacHIO, CMEPTH 310M4H,
CBo€ moTOMCTBO B Xpo0Oax He Jiniiiamn!

25 TpaBHA 1992
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VIL.

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.
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VIL

[TorisiHp Ha CXiJl, KOJIM JIaCKaBe CBITJIO
['opitovy NMiTHOCHTH T'OJIOBY;
B ycix nuue nomaHoo po3KBiTIO,
BiTaloun BeJIMUHICTDb L0 CBATY.
JOCKOUYMBIIIHN HEOECHOIO 3€HITY,
SIk MonomicTe MillHA cepenHil BiK,
Kpacy noxsajibHUM 30pOM-3JIOTOM LIHTY
B uiit npomi cTpide cMepTHHUI YOJIOBIK.
Konu i3 nux BepIUMH B cTapiil KapeTi,
SIK KBONMM BiK, MIOKOTHUTHCA B LUMX IHSAX,
To oui, 110 3aX0OMIIOBaNKCh B 3JIETI,
BinBepHyThCS IIYKAaTH iHUIMH LUISAX.
J}iﬁmoa CBOTO IOJIyIHS TH U BEpIIHH,

W Hesnauwi BMpell, xi6a 110 B Te6Ge CHH.

27 TpaBHA 1992
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VIII.

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:
Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly,
Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?
If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,
By unions married, do offend thine ear,
They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering;
Resembling sire and child and happy mother,
Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing:
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: "Thou single wilt prove none.’
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VIII.

Tu My3uKa, TO YOM CyMHHH i3 HEIO,
3 COJIOKHMM C0JI0H, 3 PamiCTIO pami.
Twn mobuin te, 110 He Hece Tpodelo,
Pamieir THM, 1110 B Te6e JTHUXOMIM.
SIK1110 rapMoOHisl CHiB3BYYHHX TOHIB,
B mompyxHi# 31y1li, ByXO pBe TBOE,
[le moxip aui To6i, 60 TH NOPOHUB
Y napy6ouTsi Te, 1110 B Tebe €.
['nsiHb, 9K OHA CTPYHa — rocrogap XaTH,
Bnapsi ogHa B ogHy mif CITiJIbHUH 308,
SIk 6aTbKO i OMTH ¥ 1IAaCIHBa MaTH,
Bci B oguH TOH cHiBaloTh Mpo J1060B.
Lls nicHs Bcix crae ogHa # croiBa
To6i: “y napy6ka ii Hema.”

1 yepBHA 1992
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IX.

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye
That thou consum’st thyself in single life?
Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to die,
The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife;
The world will be thy widow, and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
When every private widow well may keep
By children’s eyes her husband’s shape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it;
But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,
And kept unus’d, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murderous shame commits.
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IX.

Y cTpax, IO 3MOYMIU OYi Y BJIOBH,
2KurTtd 3’imaTH Kaxe B caMOTi?

AX, SIK TOMpelll Tak 6e3 [MOTOMCTBA TH,

To Haye o HeBXHMBaHiM XKOHIi
3amnave CBiT, HEMOB BJIOBa, i Bce
OnnakysaTHMe, 1110 He JHIIUB
Hikoro mo co6i; BxoBi 6 3aTe
B oyax miTei BHI MyKa 3aJIMUIMB.
XTO He CKyIHHM, y LbOro psijJ BHUTPAT,
3MiHse Miclie, Bce bepe 3 XKHUTTH;
Kpaca 3MapHOBaHa He HIe Ha3an,
[i cam cnoxwuBay 3BiB 10 KiHLS.
Hema sno60Bu B TOro y rpymi,
XTo caM cebe BiggaB TakKil raHb6i.

3 YyepBHA 1992
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X.

For shame deny that thou bear’st love to any,
Who for thyself art so unprovident.
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art belov’d of many,
But that thou none lov’st is most evident;
For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate
That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire,
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chief desire.
O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind:
Shall hate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love?
Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,
Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove:

Make thee another self, for love of me,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.
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X.

[anpba! | He KaXxwu, 1110 JOGUII TOTO,

XTo HeoDayHO Tak cebe Bele.

[apa3n, yarob6iaeHeb TH HEOIHOIO,

Ta Hikoro He JI06HII TH; OCb BCE.

HeHaBucTh TH B c00i Hecelll CBIOMY,

IIlo npotu ceGe HampaBJIfg€Ll TH,

IIlo6 3pyiHyBaTh Kpacy CBOWOIo J0MY,

Akuin ™M MyciB 61 oGeperTH.

3MiHM TH OyMKY, 1106 3MiHHB i 5!

YoMy HeHaBHCTb B Tebe, HE JIIOGOB?

I 6ynb TakuM, SIK OCTATh BCSI TBOS,

s cebe M’siKOCEpIHUM 6YTb [OTOB.
(;T'de iHUIUM, OyIb 3pa3KoM MOIH 1100BI,
W kpaca 3HOB oxxuBe i B Te6e i B TOOI.

5 yepBHA 1992
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XI.

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow’st

In one of thine, from that which thou departest;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestow’st

Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth convertest.

Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase;

Without this, folly, age and cold decay:

If all were minded so, the times should cease

And threescore year would make the world away.

Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,

Harsh, featureless and rude, barrenly perish:

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the more;

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty cherish:
She carv’d thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die.
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XI.

Tak ckopo SIK TH B’SHEIll, TaK B HAILIAJIKY

PocTel, 3 Toro, 3BifiKijb TH BiJiHIIIOB,

[ cBixy KpOB, 110 NIepelaB y CHaaKy,

BBaxkal CBO€IO, XOHOCTH YJIOB.

Tyt MynpicTh Bcs, Kpaca W LBiTiHHA,

be3 BCiX THX IPHMX i BiKy i THUTTA.

Sk BCi Tak OyMaroTh, TO IOKOJiHHSA

Y urictoecsaTv# piK 3HOBMTH XHTTS.

Ifomy [Mpupona He mana 3pocTaTy,

Homy 1 6e3nnigauM Tpeba BiLinTH.

Ta nexomy pimmna 6inblie gaTH;

3a wenpuit fap, TH LIEAPO BifMIaTH.
Bona Te6e 3pa3kom o6pana nui!
Jpyky# no6inblue, KOMil0 HE HHILL.

6 4yepBHA 1992
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XII.

When I do count the clock that tells the time,

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;

When [ behold the violet past prime,

And sable curls, all silver’d o’er with white;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,

And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,

Then of thy beauty do I question make,

That thou among the wastes of time must go,

Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake

And die as fast as they see others grow;
And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.
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XII.

FoguMHHHKA ynapoM Jidy 4ac,

SIK sicHU# JeHb MUIKMBE B MOra”y Hiy
I 6auy, sk ¢isiIKH po3LBIT 3rac,

[ xyuepi 36iJiaHM YMIiBiy;

Hepesa ropai 36aBieHi JTHCTKIB,
o 6anmaxin 6yau OIS Yepenmu;
binie 6opojara i3 Bo3iB

Best 3enens nita, 38°43aHa B CHOIIH.
Toni MeHi Ha IyMKY CXOOMII TH,

A Aoe no wism crycTolIEHiN 3eMITi.

Kpaca i tonicTe mycsTe BiminTy,

YMepTH cKopo Tak, SIK i 3pOCiu.
HiMO He BcTOiTh Big Yacy xocw,
Homy namagkom numn Bignosicu.

24 nuctonaga 1991
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XIII.

O that you were yourself! but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live:
Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other give:
So should that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination; then you were
Yourself again, after yourself’s decease,
When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day
And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?
O, none but unthrifts. Dear my love, you know
You had a father: let your son say so.
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XIII.

SAk6n 1 O6yB coboro! Jrobui, TH

TakuM He MoxXelll 6yTh, IK TYT XHUBEIII,

[Ilo6 ToM KiHellb, LII0 CYHE, JOCAITH,

Pinin KoMy cBi¥f rapHUI BUJ JA€ll.

Kpaca, sKy micras B apeHny, He

3Hanme rpU3HAYEeHHS, 1 TH TOLI

3anumuuics 3 co6010, IK MHHE

2Kurts, kpaca 3anvmuThcs B TOOI.

A XTO J03BOJIUTH PO3BAJIHUTH [iM,

llo MoXe XOpOHMTH Linu# pif

Bin 6yp ynapis i MOpo3HHX OHiB,

llo6 He momnas, ne cMepTH BiuHMI Iix?
HixTo, muim MapHoTpaT; He 6ynb Xe HUM.

Tu 6atbka MaB; xai ckaxe Tak il TBifl CHH.

7 4yepBHA 1992
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XIV.

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck;
And yet methinks I have astronomy,
But not to tell of good or evil luck,
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality;
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,
Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,
Or say with princes if it shall go well,
By oft predict that I in heaven find:
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,
And, constant stars, in them I read such art
As ’Truth and beauty shall together thrive,
If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;’
Or else of thee this I prognosticate:
"Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.’
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XIV.

He 3 3ip 3puBalo s JyMoK cTe6.10,

Xo04 B MEHE aCTPOHOMIsl CBOS

Ta ne, 1106 BKasyBaTh D06po 4M 3710,

Yy BillyBaTh HEIACTA M HEOYTTH,

He Moy mipoBimjat¥ macrts Bpas

" BU3Ha4yBaThb, KOJIM JOMLII M BiTpH,

3 KHS35MHM BilllyBaTh, 1110 BCE rapas,

Ilo Bci npoBieHHs 3 HEGeC MPHALLLIH.

SI nocsiny HabyB 3 ouei TBOIX,

MoB 3 BiuHuX 3ip, BHYHTYIO 3HAHHSA

I[Ipo npasny i kpacy Ta sk TO ix

3aTpuMaTH 1)1 NMepeTBOPEHHS.
[Tposiienus mis Te6e HaKiHELb:

Konu ympewr — kpaci npuiine Kinelb.

30 nuctonaga 1991
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XV.

When I consider everything that grows

Holds in perfection but a little moment,

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and check’d e’en by the self-same sky,

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,

And wear their brave state out of memory;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,

Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay,

To change your day of youth to sullied night;
And, all in war with Time for love of you,
As he takes from you, I engraft you new.
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XV.

Sk mymalo, IO BCe Te, L0 POCTE,
3aTpuMye nepdeKTHICTh NI HA MHUTh,
Illo ust BenukKa cleHa — HYJb, JHIII Te,
[lo 3ip TaEMHUI BILIMB HaM MOSCHUTD,
A y3uas, 1o piCT JIOIEMN, SIK i POCIHH,
I[Tin nokpuBanoM THX caMHX Hebec,
XBann6a 10HAUBLKUX CHJI, Ta iX 3arvH
B nanBuILiM nyHKTI, 3 MaM’ATi BXe 11€3, —
To nymka nipo ouel HecTanui cTaH
[Tokasye, o OHICTH LiHHA piy,
Sk 3Miunmi Yac Bege Bce B [HHMIB, i Tam
Tsiit 1oHMA HeHBb 3aMiHUTBL B YOPHY Hid.
B BiiHi 3 YacoM, 1110 HUILKMTH rpaie,
3 n1060Bu 3HOB po3nucyIo Tebe.

8 yepBHA 1992
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XVI.

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?
And fortify yourself in your decay
With means more blessed than my barren rime?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours,
And many maiden gardens, yet unset,
With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers
Much liker than your painted counterfeit:
So should the lines of life that life repair,
Which this Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen,
Neither in inward worth nor outward fair,
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.
To give away yourself, keeps yourself still;
And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.
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XVI.

YoMy He BHUPYILIHII TH Ha BilHY
3 THpaHOM KDPOBOXEPJIHM, 1110 € Yac?
Ta T 3alHAB HOPTELIO 1[I0 THUITY,
o TimMTe 6iNBIL, HiX pUM IIMX Mifl 3amac.
Tu Ha BepIIKY CBOIX IIACIMBHUX IHIB,
1 roponu-nisuui, He3anMaHi,
L{HOTIMBO XOyTh, 06 pajlile B HUX 3alBiB
2KuBuit TBif KBiT, HiX NiZPO6KH LUTYYHi.
Tak ninHii XXUTTS DOBXAaTh XHUTTH,
Hi Yacy nensens, Hi nepo oue
He nacte 3uyTpa, Hi 330BHi Big6UTTH,
lllo6 o6pa3 TBil B OYax JIOHEN KUB BCE.
Binnan ce6be i xutuMein Takum,
SIK caM B XUTTI TH NOKa3aBCS HUM.

9 yepBHA 1992
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XVIIL.

Who will believe my verse in time to come,
If it were fill’d with your most high deserts?
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Which hides your life and shows not half your parts.
If I could write the beauty of your eyes
And in fresh numbers number all your graces,
The age to come would say "This poet lies:
Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.’
So should my papers, yellow’d with their age,
Be scorn’d, like old men of less truth than tongue,
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage
And stretched metre of an antique song:
But were some child of yours alive that time,
You should live twice, — in it and in my rime.
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XVII.

[ToBipUTEL XTOCh KOJIUCh ¥ Mifl COHET,
[Ilo cnoBHEHHUH TBOIX 3aCJYT TEIJIOM;
Lle paniie, ckaxyTs rpi6, HEMOB HaMeT,
Jle cxoBaHO TBOTO XHTTSA 00JIOM.
Ax6u Kpacy nucaB 3 TBOiX OYeH,
34MCcIuB y Bipllli 3KMYT TBOIX IPHKMET,
To 3romom ckaxyTs: “He 3 Hebec auei
3inuoB Ha 3eMiio, HaGpexas moer.”
3HeBaXxaTh TaK MOXKOBKII Ui PAIKH,
llo npasau B HUX, K Y CTapls S3HK,
TBost kpaca — moeTra BUrajKH,
IIIo ix po3nys BiH mim aHTHYHUH LITPHUX.
Ak XuB 6 B yac TOM TBOIO POLY CHH,
OXuB 6M it TH Bif HBOTO Ta M LMX PUM.

6 rpyaHA 1991
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XVIIL.

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimm’d;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st;
So long as man can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
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XVIIIL.

Jlo niTHLO1 Tebe piBHATH JHUHU?

B T06i € 6inblie narigfHUX NpHKpac.

bpyHbKH TpaBHEBi BiTep OYMHHN CKHHE,

Ta 1 n1iTO — BHHAMM Ha KOPOTKHH 4ac.

HebecHe oko yacoM mnpumikae,

To B XMapax TOMHTB 30JI0TO CBOE.

Ta Big kpacu Kpaca 10pa3s BTiKa€

Y 3MiHax, o npuponaa 3a3Hae.

TBoe€ x He 3Hae BiyHe JiTO THiHi,

He BTpaTuin T kpacu cBo€i Tex

I cMepTe He Briumm, 110 B i MOeLI TiHi,

Bo B BiunMx cTpodax moHan yac pocTel.
SIX noBro aromm gMiyTh, 6a4aTh oui,
Tak nosro xuTh To6i LEH BipII JACTh MOYMH.
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XIX.

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,
And burn the long-liv’d phoenix in her blood;
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets,
And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world and all her fading sweets;
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:
O, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;
Him in thy course untainted do allow
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.
Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.
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XIX.

Yousuun Yace, cTyriion J1anu JibBa,

Kaxu 3emi1i BOMBATH BJAaCHHH LTI,

Y Turpa roctpi 3you BUpHBai

[ cnanion ¢denikca 6e3cCMepTHHH Ppil;

3aMiHION TOPH POKY B LIBHAKHUI Oir,

[lo xouell, BUpoONA# Ha LIl 3eMJi,

Ta uen ogMH HAMOTHOHILLIMKA IpixX

3abopoHsI0 BLOiATH TOOI:

Tu npyra moro He kap6y#h auie,

He pix 3HakiB Ha HiM CTapuM IEPOM,

Xail BiH He3aIIAMOBAaHUM Hilje

3 T06010 B MalOYTTA KPACH 3Pa3KOM.
Ta, nasuin Yace, He TypOyHCh UMM 6ijblil,
bo apyra rouum 36epeske Mi Bipi.

12 rpyaHA 1991
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XX.

A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion;
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;
A man in hue all hues in his controlling,
Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created,;
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she prick’d thee out for women’s pleasure,
Mine be thy love, and thy love’s use their treasure.
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XX.

Jlule xinoue, 1o pana Ilpupoma

To6i, KoxaHUH MaNCTpe MOYYBaHb,

M xiHoue ceple, Ta He i3 IIOPOAHU

[TepeBepTHIB — XiHKaM ¢hanbUIMBUM JIaHb,

| sicHe 0KO0, He — SIK B HUX — ¢albIINBeE,

lIlo Bce, HA 11O JHII TISTHE, 30JI0THTE;

KpacyHb B OToHi, KOTPUH OYi XTHUBI

My>XuyKH Kpaje ¥ cepus KiHOK JIECTHTD.

Tebe Ha xinky Bubpana Ilpupona

I, TBopsiun TeGe, 3MiHMIA ILIHK,

Honasiuu, a nas MeHe Hemorona,

Te 1wock, w10 masg XiHOK; 11 MEHE TILHK.
[TpusHaueHuit XiHKaM IJIs HacOJIOIH,
Meni n10608 TH Hai, a iM JOroau.

10 yepBHA 1992
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XXI.

So is it not with me as with that Muse
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse,
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse,
Making a couplement of proud compare,
With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems,
With April’s first-born flowers, and all things rare
That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.
O let me, true in love, but truly write,
And then believe me, my love is as fair
As any mother’s child, though not so bright
As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air:
Let them say more that like of hear-say well;
I will not praise that purpose not to sell.
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XXI.

Ta ue He e Big MeHe, Lie Ta My3a,
IMob6ymxeHa Kpacolo, TYe LieH BipIlI,

[Ilo 1 HebecaM B OpHaMEHT He Daimyxa,
[TopiBHIOIOUM rapHe 3 rapHUM OiNblL,
[Tow’s13ye y ropaiM nopiBHAHHI

[ coHue, i Micgab, # 3eMHHH CAMOLBIT,
KBiTHeBMI meplIni IBIT Y MOETHAHHI,
lllo He60 HITEe HA UEH KYJIUCTHH CBiT.
Jlo3BosIL MeHi, IpaBAMBOMY B KOXaHHi,
[Incatu npaspy i Bip — Mos J1060B,
MoB marepuHCBbKa, XOU HE B pO3CBiTaHHi,

lllo 3 6auckoM 3110THX CBiY 3 Hebec IIPHIIIOB.

Xait 6iaplI BOHM TOBOPSITh Hayraj,
Sl He xBamo Ha Te, 106U IPOAATD.

11 yepBHA 1992
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XXII.

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date;

But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,

Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me:

How can I then be elder than thou art?

O therefore, love, be of thyself so wary

As I, not for myself, but for thee will;

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;
Thou gav’st me thine, not to give back again.
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XXII.

He BMOBUTH M J3€pKalo, L0 S CTapUH,
SIK DOBro 3 IOHICTIO TH MOJIOJEUb.
Konu x 60po3Hu B Te6e yac MOpUB,
To xay st cMepTH W THAM MOIM KiHELb.
bo Bcsi Kpaca, 1o nokpusa tebe,
Jlnst cepust MOTO BiIIOBITHHME CTpIH,
lIlo B Tebe B rpymsx, siK B MEHi TBOE.
To 3Bigku B MeHe cTaplLIMi BiK, HiX TBii?
Tomy, min no6un, n6ai npo cede TH,
SIK Xyploch s Ipo BiK TBiM, a He CBilf,
Ta 6yny cepue s1 TBOE HECTH,
SIK HsIHS HEMOBJIS B Pyl M’ AKif.
He 6yne i TBOro cepus, K MO€ IOMpe,
CBoe TH gaB MeHi M HiXTO He Bigbepe.

12 yepsBHA 1992
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XXIII.

As an unperfect actor on the stage,
Who with his fear is put besides his part,
Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart;
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say
The perfect ceremony of love’s rite,
And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,
O’ercharg’d with burden of mine own love’s might.
O, let my books be then the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,
Who plead for love, and look for recompense,
More than that tongue that more hath more express’d.
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:
To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.
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XXIII.

HeMoB HemiAroToBIeHUMN aKTOp,

o y cTpaxy BUXOOHUTHL 034 POIIO,

Yu ToM uI1aneHelp, 110 3ipBaBCcA 3 ILOP,

Jle HagMip MOYYTTiB JAacThb CEPIIIO BOJIIO,

— Tak 5, B cTpaxy 3a cebe, i 3a6yB

I'oTOBY LiepeMOHiII0 KOXaHHS

Ta @1 cuily IOYYTTiB MOIX NPUTHYB

Ilepesapsin Big MOro 3anuLsTHHA.

To ) xam MOi KHMXXKH BCIO KPACHOMOBHICTb,

Bci mouyBaHHsS MoBYa3HOro cepud,

Illo Bim KOXaHHS BTPAaTHIIO TAKTOBHICTB,

Po3kaxyTs 6inplie, HiX A3UK JOTEpPCS.
Yuuch ynTaTh PO MOBYA3HE KOXAHHS:
OuynMa yyTH — moTen BigyyBaHHS.



58 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

XXIV.

Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath stell’d
Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart;
My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,
And perspective it is best painter’s art.
For through the painter must you see his skill,
To find where your true image pictur’d lies;
Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still,
That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.
Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done:
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee;
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art,
They draw but what they see, know not the heart.
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XXIV.

Moe 11e 0KO, SIK Malsip BHECJIO
Kpacu TBiff 3apUC Ha aHHO OYIMi,
Moe€ xe Tijo paMH il gajio
I nepcnekTUBY, K XOTATh MHCTIII.
MucTus MaicTepHICTh BKa3ye ToO1,
Ile Tow npasguBHUA 00pa3 TBiM JIEXHTS,
[Illo B Moro ceplst BUCUTb POOITHI,
Y oueit TBOiX ras3yp ift BiKHa CKJIHTh.
Tak po6usATh oui Wi ouen no6po:
Moi TBift 06pHC Momanay, TBOI X,
Mos BikHa B rpyau COHIlE LLTIOTh BOIHO,
o6 rasiHyTH Ha Tebe Kpi3b pyoOix.

Ta oui He Taki XBaLpKi MHUCTL,

lllo 6auyaTe, KpecasaTh — He 30arHyTh OyL.

14 yepBHA 1992
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XXV.

Let those who are in favour with their stars

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most.

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread

But as the marigold at the sun’s eye,

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil’d,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toil’d:
Then happy [, that love and am belov’d,
Where I may not remove nor be remov’d.
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XXV.

Xay Ti, XTO BipHUTh Yy IIACIUBY 3ipKYy,
TutynaMu 4YBaHSATHCS 1 MAHOM,
A 51, IO He MIAXOOXY IO L0 MipKYy,
HesanikaBneHuil y MovecTsX LiJKOM.
Xan KHSXHUM (paBOpHTaM KBIT IMOXBAJIH,
MoB 4yopHOGpPHBLI B COHIIi JIMII GIUCTSATS,
I 111 B co6i BCIO rOpAicTh 3aX0BaIH,
Hacynnenum npuitnetbcs iM BMHDPATh.
bo i1 BoiHa, 110 B HHOTO JIMII 3BHTATH,
Ta 3 THcA4i 601B OOUH TIpoOrpas,
BHKpeca1010Th i3 KHUI XBaJIKH-TIOBaru
I 3a6yBaroTh, 1110 BiH JOKOHAaB.
Ta s BHoBoNeHUN, 1110 NIOOJEHUN T JIIO6JIIO,
Hi BiH MeHe, Hi 1 oro He BUKpPECIIO.

18 rpyaHA 1991
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XXVI.

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,
To thee I send this written ambassage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit:
Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine
May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it,
But that I hope some good conceit of thine
In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it;
Till whatsoever star that guides my moving
Points on me graciously with fair aspect,
And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving,
To show me worthy of thy sweet respect:
Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee;
Till then, not show my head where thou mayst prove mc.
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XXVI.

Moro KoxaHHS I1aHe, Y TMOIIaHy

3 TBOEI J1aCKM s TTOBHHHICTD LI10

To6i B iM MUCaHIM MOCJaHHI JaHy,
He 1106 Mif moren mokasaTth, s IILTIO.
[TOBMHHICTL 111 BEJIMKA 1 Mill JOTEI
3a 6igHu, 1100 BIOXHTS ii B CJIOBAa,
Ta Bipto, B Te6e CTiIBKH 1€ OXOTH

I noxBanuTHCh B IyMLi He raHn0a.
AX 3ipKa — MpoBig MOro XBHJIIOBaAHHS
BiskMe MeHe mif SICHMIT CBill acIIexT,
JIaxMiTTs npuKpacuTh MOro KOXaHHS,

IIlo6 BaB MeHi CONIOOKMM TBill PECIIEKT.

Toni uBaHIOCH, sIK 51 M106:10 TEbe,
o Toro He nepeBipsi MeHe.

16 yepBHA 1992
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XXVII.

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,

The dear repose for limbs with travel tir’d;

But then begins a journey in my head

To work my mind, when body’s work’s expir’d:

For then my thoughts — from far where I abide —

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,

Looking on darkness which the blind do see:

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.
Lo! thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find.
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XXVILI.

YTOMJICGHHH TPYOOM, CITillly y MOCTiJIb,
PykaM ¥ HoraM umio6 JaTH BiIIIOYUTh,
Ta B rooBy MO0 3aX0JsiTh T'OCTi,
Mift yM mpaLroe, Xo4 i TiJIO CITHTh;
Moi myMKH, Jech 31aJieKa Bil MeHe,
BisuT 36HpaloThCs 3710XHUTH TOOI,
TsXKi MOBiKM BiIKpHMBAaIOTh B MEHE,
[llo6 MoB ciineup y3piB 1 B TEMHOTI;
[ Bup, saxkui oy Moe€i odi
[ToGaumnnm, gapym MeHi TOMY,
o6 caMouBiTOM 6JHC ¥ TEMHIH HOYi
[ Hiy cTpaliHy nepemMiHUB B HOBY.
o6 Tino B meHb, HIYHOIO YM IOPOIO
MeHni & TO6i BXXe He JaJH CIIOKOIO.

19 rpyaHAa 1991
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XXVIIL.

How can I then return in happy plight,

That am debarr’d the benefit of rest?

When day’s oppression is not eas’d by night,

But day by night, and night by day oppress’d,

And each, though enemies to either’s reign,

Do in consent shake hands to torture me,

The one by toil, the other to complain

How far I toil, still further off from thee.

I tell the day, to please him, thou art bright

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:

So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night,

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,
And night doth nightly make grief’s strength seem stronger.
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XXVIII.

SIK MOXY NOBEPHYTH B 1LIACIUBHI CTaH
Bes Buromu, 110 #me Bifl BiONOYHHY,
Bin nHst TYyp60T He 3BiJILHMTH HOYi OpaH,
b’e neHb i HiY, Ta HiY i JeHb O€3 CIHUHY?
Xo4a oIMH OIHOMY BODOTH,
Pyxa-y-pyky LUIIOTH MEHI CTpaXIaHHS:
IleHb TpyQ, a HiY JOKODPiB BHCIIOBH,
Sk BitmanuBCh A Bif TBOro KOXaHHS.
Sl 3acnokoro eHp, 110 TH IIACINB
Y Toxi, K XMapH MOKpPHMBAIOTh HEGO,
[ noriwaro Hiy, 1m0 3ip NpPHUILIKB,
He Te, 106 Bevip 3010THTH MOTpeda.

A DeHb HIOOHS JOBXHMTH MO0 6iny,

A Hiv 0HOYi nigHiMa Xypoy.

15 YyepBHA 1992
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XXIX.

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featur’d like him, like him with friends possess’d,

Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee, — and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;
For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
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XXIX.

Koau npubutum nonew u JI0IbLMH,
Onakylo CaMOTHBO Mill TajlaH
Ta knuuy mo HiMUX Hebec Cli3bMH
Y, no6aunsum cebe, KIeHy CBifl CTaH,
Ta xouy 6yTH, sIK TOH 11acTsa paob,
Ak BiH, KpacHB-1IACIMB cepel OPY3sK,
[IpuAHATH B LILOTO CTHIIB, B TOTO MAacIUITao,
Ilo, MoxKe, MaHHUTB, Ta MEHI HE B CMaK;
Y uux mymMkax HeXTyio caM co60r0
I, ik Tebe 3ramaro Ta ¥ Mift cTaH —
MoB xanBopoH, 110 PaHHBOIO TIOPOIO
Hece cBin cniB 3 3emini 10 Heb6a GpaMm —
TBoro xoxaHHS CIOMMH, MOB €liEM,
S ctan cBilt He 3aMiHIO 3 KOpPOJIEM.
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XXX.

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear times’ waste:
Then can I drown an eye, unus’d to flow,
For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight:
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

All losses are restor’d and sorrows end.
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XXX.

Konu Ha cecli COIOOKMX OyM
CKJIMKalO Crioragd MUHYJIHX MPpiH,
To 6auy, npu3abyB o iX, JHII CyM
JImnuscesi, gaBHif 6i1b B XXyp6i HOBIH.
Ta yy 3yMiB GH 4 BTOIMUTH 3ip
3a npy3saMu, IO BiXiALLIN Y HiY,
W punate 3a TMM, 1110 3HMKJIO Bif LMX Mip,
OrutakyBaTh JaBHO Mpomnally piy;
Yu roprosaTs Big BTpauyeHuX obpas
I BaxKo 3ramyBaTh cTapy 6imy,
CyMHHMH paxyHOK CIUIa4yBaTh LIE pa3s
3a nuay or1akaHH| T0Mepeny.

Ta nuur npo tebe QyMKoOIO 3ragam,

Bci BTpaTH nmoBepTaloTh, CMYTKY Kpamn.

19 rpyaHA 1991
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XXXI.

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts
Which I by lacking have supposed dead,
And there reigns Love, and all Love’s loving parts,
And all those friends which I thought buried.
How many a holy and obsequious tear
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye,
As interest of the dead, which now appear
But things remov’d that hidden in thee lie!
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,
Who all their parts of me to thee did give,
That due of many now is thine alone:

Their images I lov’d I view in thee,

And thou — all they — hast all the all of me.
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XXXI.

Y Tebe B rpyasix BCi OTi cepu,
lllo g ramaB gaBHO yXe B rpobax,
[ ram xuBe JIro6GoB, rpoMana Bcs
Tux npy3is, KOTpHX B rpi MokjaB s npax.
[ cKinbKY BJICCIMBHX, HELIIUPHX CJi3
JTio60B HAaTHCHYIA 3 MOIX OuYeM
3a THX MOMEPIIHX, IO iX A YHiC
Y TebGe, 60 B TO6i BOHM ayen.
Bo Tu rpo6ruus, ne 110608 XKHUBE,
Jle BucsTh i Tpodei, o Toxi,
g’onasanocra, iXxHimMu Oynm, npoTe
I)g. He Oyno y HHUX, BOHH B TOOI.
Ix 06pa3s, mo m06MB s, AU B TOOI,
Y teb6e Bce, 110 iX 6yJ0 B MEHI.

21 rpyaHAa 1991
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XXXII.

If thou survive my well-contented day,
When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,
Compare them with the bettering of the time,
And though they be outstripp’d by every pen,
Reserve them for my love, not for their rime,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought:
"Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing age,
A dearer birth than this his love had brought,
To march in ranks of better equipage:

But since he died, and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love.’
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XXXII.

SIK1o nepeXuBelll Mil XIaHUN JIeHb,

Konu MeHe nokpue npaxoM CMepTh

I 3Mo2xenr 3HOB OiATH OO THX IiCEHb,

[lo TBif J10OOBHUK HAacHiBaB iX BILIEPTh,

To mopiBHSM iX 3 MHCAaHHAM HOBHUM,

I xou HOBI Ti Kpallli € 3a HUX,

To 36epexy ix He 3a 3rpalHICTb UM,

A 3a 110008, 110 BKJIaJeHa Y HUX.

Toni mo3BoJb cKka3aTh UMX KiJbKa CIIiB:

“SIx mMoro mpyra My3a goxwuna 6,

Toni faraTiuuM OyB 61 HOro CIIiB

Y WioMy pganu 6 BHCOKHP paHI-MacuTab.
Ta BiH moMep, roeTH Kpallli 3HOB;
XBao iX cTulb, MOro X 3a Ty J1060B.”

8 ciyHA 1992
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XXXIII.

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendor on my brow;

But, out! alack! he was but one hour mine,

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;
Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.
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XXXIII.

BaraTo nuIIHKX paHKiB s CTpiuas,
K BIAIHUM OKOM Tip BEPXH JECTATH
I 3010TOM TOPKAIOThH JYKH TpPaB,
AnXxeMi€lo pikKM 30JI0TATh.
Ta panToMm migcrymnae 3rpas xmap,
3anjassMUBILIH L€ COHIIEBE JIUIIE,
Bin cBiTy 3akpMBa€ CoHUA vap,
YkpaBiuu B 3axony 10o6po olle.
Tak paHKoOM coOHEuxo MOE 3iHILIIO
B yciit nMmiHOTI Ha MOIM yYoui;
OnHy roguHy aum MoiM 6y1o,
3akpuna xmMapa i HOoro MeHi.

VloMy Most J1060B; i 3eMHHM COHISIM

He 36yTHch nasam, sk coHue He 6e3 rmism.

13 ciyHAa 1992



78 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

XXXIV.

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?
"Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,
For no man well of such a salve can speak
That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace:
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;
Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:
The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief
To him that bears the strong offence’s cross.
Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love sheds,
And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.
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XXXIV.

Yomy TH 06ilISIB TaK TapHUH JEeHb,
[Ilo BuGpaBch a1 B mopory 6e3 miamia,
V1 MeHe DOTHAIM XMapH TaM JIHIIEHb,
W 3akpuna yap TBifl iXHs KinTsBa?
He nocuts, 1110 Kpi3k XMapy TH HOPOMIIIOB,
[lo6 molrr 3CYyLIMTH Ha MOIM JIHLI,
HixTo He XBaJHUTh CIYXKKY, 1[0 TOTOB
['oiTh pauy, a onanu Hi.
TBifl cyM He cTaHe JiKOM Ha Mifl XaJb,
Xou xanb i TH 32 KPUBLY LII0 HECEllI,
Ta B xaimo TiM nonermesds o6Maib
Jnst Toro, xTo Hece 06pa3u Xpecr.
AX cIp03H Ti, MOB HEpJH, IO 5 JIUB,
Bouwu 6araTi i Ha BUKyn BCiX 3JIMX OiJ.

16 ciyHA 1992
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XXXV.

No more be griev’d at that which thou hast done:
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud;
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this,
Authorising thy trespass with compare,
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss,
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are;
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense,
Thy adverse party is thy advocate, —
And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence:
Such civil war is in my love and hate,

That I an accessary needs must be

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.
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XXXV.

Bxxe 6inbllle He CYMYH 3a THM, 1110 BIisiB:
B TposiHI € KONIOUKY, y cpibui 1iaam,
I coHIle ¥ Micsb Bi €KJIIIC TEMHIIOTD,
Po3snianocst xpo6anuTBo no 6pyHbLKaM.
Bei mogu po6isiTh MOMHUIIKH, TO X S
TBOIO MOMHMNKY MOXY IIPUDiBHATH,
CaM rpilllHUi, 3aXHIIly TBOE iM’4,
TBoi rpixu s Xouy BHIIpABIATH.
TBif ceHcyansHHM MpoMax s 6epy,
[IpoTHBHA mapTisg — TBiM aJBOKaT,
[ npotH cebe MpaBHUM aKT IMOYHY,
Yomy B HEHaABHCTI ¥ J106OBI paf.

Bo monomixxHuM xouy OyTH s

Ilnst Toro, XTo KpaB B MEHE, 3JI01is.

23 yepBHA 1992
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XXXVI.

Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one:
So shall those blots that do with me remain,
Without thy help, by me be borne alone.
In our two loves there is but one respect,
Though in our lives a separable spite,
Which, though it alter not love’s sole effect,
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee,
Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame,
Nor thou with public kindness honour me,
Unless thou take that honour from thy name:
But do not so; I love thee in such sort
As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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XXXVI.

S Bu3Halo, 110 Mu o6a € JBa,
XoY HenomgilbHa B Hac JIIOOOB OfHa,
Tox raub0H, 110 X DOJIA HaHecla,
[TokyTyio 6e3 Tebe caM g0 JHA.
Y IBOX KOXaHHSAX LIMX OJHUH PECHEKT,
Xo04 y XHTTIi i OiIUTH HAc 371004,
[llo He BrIMBaEe Ha JIIOOBH eGeEKT,
Ta i3 XBUJIMH coJIOOKUX OOKpaja.
He Moxy gaxyBate T06i B Ge3Kpai,
SIx copoMHO 3a BYMHOK Miil T0Oi;
Meni ny6nidyHo YecTi He maBa,
Xiba 1e yecTh B TBOMOMY iMEHi.
Ta uporo He podbn. Moro KoxXaHHsI COpT,
[Ilo Min € ™1 | oGP TBiA pamopT.

23 4yepBHA 1992
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XXXVII.

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth,
So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite,
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth;
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,
Or any of these all, or all, or more,
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,
I make my love engrafted to this store:
So then I am not lame, poor, nor despis’d,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am suffic’d
And by a part of all thy glory live.
Look what is best, that best I wish in thee:
This wish I have; then ten times happy me!
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XXXVIL

SIX niTHIA 6aTBKO paj Biji HACOIOIH,
o 6aynTh CHHA KOHOTO JIija,
Tak 1 MeHe, Ha 3JiCTb IPUPOJIH,
Brilnae BapTicTh i TBOA Kpaca.
bo um Kkpaca, yu pim, 6araTcTBo, HOTeEI,
Yy uiock ogHe i3 HUX, YM pa30M BCi
IaioTk T06Gi mpaBa Ha BCi YECHOTH,
Csolo 110608 gogaM B MOXBAJH Lli.
Otox i 1 He y 6ixi, 3HeBa3i,
Do # TiHb TOro mapye WiHHICTb Ty,
1_110 ¥ s B TBOIX JIOCTa4yax Ha yBasi
W TBOE€i c1aBM 4acTKOIO XMBY.
[llo kpame, Xxal 3aJIHILIATLCA B TOOI,
Lle Te 6axxaHHs pagicTh LILJIE MEHI.

24 yepBHA 1992
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XXXVIIL.

How can my Muse want subject to invent,
While thou dost breathe, that pour’st into my verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse?
O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight;
For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee,
When thou thyself dost give invention light?
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
Than those old nine which rimers invocate;
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to outlive long date.
If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the pratse.
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XXXVIII.

SIk Moxe My3a BUHAlTH CIOXKET,
Koau TBif BimguX JJETbCS Yy MiHl BipIl,
CoJIONKUI apryMeHT TBil; TON MpeaMeT

B BysabrapHif rpeci He NMOBTOPSATH OiJIBILL.

Tlogsikyit cam cobi, SK B MeHe 1110Ch
YBaru Bapte i TBOIX ouei;
Yu € e gech TOM HEPO3YMHHM XTOCh
1 nucarte npo Tebe KUHYB IPUBiLIEH?
Bynb Myso10 gecsiToro — 6ilblll BapT
3a OeB’sTh THX, 10 KOXHHUH iX XBaJIHTh,
I xTo 1m0 TeGe 3BEpHETHCS, Xal CTapT
bepe 1m0 BiYHMX 4Mces, MHOTHX JIiT.
Sk Mysa us Mo BTilua B 1i JIHi,
XBama To6i, Xxa 6yne 6inb MeHi.

24 yepBHA 1992
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XXXIX.

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing,

When thou art all the better part of me?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring?

And what is 't but mine own when I praise thee?

Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,

That by this separation I may give

That due to thee, which thou deserv’st alone.

O absence! what a torment wouldst thou prove,

Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave

To entertain the time with thoughts of love,

Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive,
And that thou teachest how to make one twain,
By praising him here who doth hence remain.
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XXXIX.

SIK ocniBaTh TBOI JOCTOMHICTH B CTHII,
Ax Th yacTtuHa, Kpaia i, MeHe?
[Ilo BnacHa moxBaJia Ja€ Ha giJi?
CamoxBaiib0a 11e X, AK XBaJo Tebe.
HaBiTek OJI LbOro XHUTH HaM PO3IiJILHO,
Hamra nmo6oB iM’s1 omHOro 3 Hac
BTpauae; B Tifl po3Jiylli MOXY BiJIbHO
To6i BigmaTe TE, L0 TBOE AKpaA3.
O, us posnyka! CKinbKM KaTyBaHHS,
KBacHe m0o3Bijjis conoguTh TOM IJIAH;
36aBasTH Yyac JYMKaMHM IIpO KOXaHHSA —
Yacy & IyMoK coJIOmXKEeHHI 0OMaH.

I Tak T BuMII K 3 OBOX CTa€ OIMH,

XBaJM Moro, TOX JWIINTLCA JIMII BiH.

25 yepsHA 1992
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XL.

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.

Then, if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest;

But yet be blam’d, if thou thyself deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty;

And yet, love knows it is a greater grief

To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known injury.
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,
Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes.
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XL.

BisbMu, Miit TI06MH, BCi MOT KOXaHHS,

[Ilo MaTuMelll TH Oinblle, HiX TH MaB?

Hema sixoroch BipHOro KOXaHHA,

Moi X TBOI, 3aK iHIIIMX TH KOXAB.

3 1100BH IO MEHE B3sSB MOIO KOXaHY,

S He ranio Tebe, 1110 BXXHB MOIO JIIOOOB;

['aupba TOOI 3a 110 cCaMOOOMaHY:

KoxaHny B355B — 3a6yB MO0 J11060B.

Mii 3momiro, npouty Tobi L0 Kpamixk,

Xou GigHicTL BCIO MOIO TH B ceOe BKpas;

KoxaHHs 3Hae GibIIi MYKH CTpajHi:

He 311y nm1060B, HEHaBHUCTS, 1110 3a3HAaB.
XanauBa cBiTIOCTE, BCE 310 B TOOI,
Mene B6M# 311icTIO, BparomM He po6H.

25 4yepBHA 1992
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XLI.

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits,
When I am sometimes absent from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,
For still temptation follows where thou art.
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won,
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assail’d;
And when a woman woos, what woman’s son
Will sourly leave her till she have prevail’d?
Ay me! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear,
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,
Who lead thee in their riot even there
Where thou art forc’d to break a twofold truth; —
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.
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XLI.

i rapHi 3IOBOisIHHS YMHUTb BOJI,
Konn MeHe y Tebe B cepui 6pak;
TBost Kpaca ¥ JliTa Ha L€ JO3BOJIATh,
Bo Bce Tebe CIOKYCH MaHSITh Tak.
Inaxetaust TH, 1 TOMy Tebe criiMana,
I rapuuit TH, 1 TOMy Tebe B3sJa.
Sk XiHKa €, To XiHYMH CHH JAcCTh Jpala,
[i nummTs ax BHUrpae BoHa?
Bce s! Tu Mir Mo€ 3aiiHsaTH 6 Micle
[ 1oHicTE MasiTM ¥ CBOIO Kpacy,
llo B ixHiM 6YHT TeGe BTAIIIO, i BiIcH
Oty monBinHy 3pany s Hecy:

Ii, TBost kpaca B3si1a y 6paH,

Tsolo, MeHi Bim Hel TBil o6MaH.

18 nunHA 1992
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XLII.

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,
And yet it may be said I lov’d her dearly;
That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,
A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye:
Thou dost love her, because thou know’st I love her;
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.
If I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain,
And losing her, my friend hath found that loss;
Both find each other, and I lose both twain,
And both for my sake lay on me this cross:
But here’s the joy; my friend and I are one;
Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone.
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XLII.

[Ilo maem Tv il — 1e He Gina,

Xo4 MoXe HiXHO M 1 JIIo6MB ii,

BoHa B3sna Tebe i e oTa

Benuka BTpaTa, 110 KPHYHATh B MEHI.

J1068M 37104MHLi, BH6AYal0 BAaC —

Tu nonto6wus ii, 60 g mMobnio,

Iin 3apaau MeHe, Bi obpas,

Mii npysxe, yepes Tebe s TEPILTIO.

Te6e 3ry6J110 — 1151 BTpaTa 3MCK 1i,

[i 3ry6mio — Mii gpyr 3100yB, MOB TECT:

3HaNWOyTh OJHE OLHOrO, JHII MEHi

HBox BTpaTuUThL Tpeba i NPUIAHATL LIEN XPECT.
Ta pamicte TyT: Miit gpyr i 1 — onHe.
Ypa! BoHa x 60 JI06UTB JIMLI MEHE.

20 nunHA 1992
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XLIII.

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,
For all the day they view things unrespected;
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee,
And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed.
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make bright,
How would thy shadow’s form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light,
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so!
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay!
All days are nights to see till I see thee,
And nights bright days when dreams do show thee me.
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XLIII.

IMpuMKHY 5 oui i Gavy iU Tebe,
Bo uinui geHs HermoTpib Gauy i,
Sk cnmro, Tebe 11 ovi 6avaTh N Te
TeMHUTD siCHe, TEMHOTY B CBIiT 3MiHA.
Lle T, e TiHb TBOS ACHUTH 110 TiHb,
dopmyroum T y ICHUH CBIiT,
Y Acuui meHs, SICHILU Bifg BCiX CBITiHb,
Sk 3aMKHEHMM ouaM Lg TiHb OJIHCTHTE.
[ sk 61aroBiCTUTH LIMM 0YaM,
3anuBiaeHUM y Te6€ B ICHHH JCHD,
Koxau y mepry Hiy, y cHi red Tam
Ix moTopkae TiHb TBOS JIMILIEHD!

Bcei nHi — we Houyi — 6aunTH Tebe

A HOYi — [Hi B TM MECTHIU B CHi MEHe.
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XLIV.

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my way;
For then, despite of space, I would be brought,
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.
No matter then although my foot did stand
Upon the furthest earth remov’d from thee;
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land,
As soon as think the place where he would be.
But, ah! thought kills me that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,
But that, so much of earth and water wrought,
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan;
Receiving nought by elements so slow
But heavy tears, badges of either’s woe.
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XLIV.

SIK eleMeHTOM MOro Tijla — MHCIIb,
MeHe He CIMHUTE Bigganab, 1100 iTH.
[To6opioBaB s BiICTaHi KOJHCh

1o ganpmIux Mex, Jie moGysaB OyB TH.
He BaxHo, e cTOITh MOSI HOTa,
Hanpanrie neck Bin Tebe Ha 3eMmili,
Bo Mucab i MopeM i cyllero 1yra
Tak ckopo, ik momymaem cooi.

Ta nymMka no6uBa, 110 1 HE MHCIb,
{06 naurayTs MUISAMH TYIOH, O€ TH,

[ 3po6ennit 3 Bogu # 3eMJli, 1 IUBHCE:

3a yac [o3BinIs CTOrOHOM IUIATH.
Hiwo Big enemeHTiB He micTas,
JInw crorin cMMBOJIOM iX rOps CTaB.
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XLV.

The other two, slight air and purging fire,
Are both with thee, wherever I abide;
The first my thought, the other my desire,
These present-absent with swift motion slide.
For when these quicker elements are gone
In tender embassy of love to thee,
My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppress’d with melancholy;
Until life’s composition be recur’d
By those swift messengers return’d from thee,
Who even but now come back again, assur’d
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me:

This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,

I send them back again, and straight grow sad.
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XLV.

JIBa iHIIi — 1Ie TIOBITPA i BOTOHBD,

06a 3 Tobol0, Ie OM S He XUB;

Lle Mucap i GaxXaHHs y MeHi, JIMOOHD,

Pa3 €, pa3 ix HeMa BiJ pyxy 3pHB.

Kounn 6ucrpiini eneMeHTH 1i

[Mitm go Tebe — micaaHLi Moi,

Moe xuTTs 6€3 HUX 3 JBOMa B XUTII,

[ToroHe B cMepTh, 1O MEISHXOIIII.

[ToBepHe KOMMO3MLLA XUTTH,

Sk BepHyThCH Bim Tebe miciaaHLi

[, moBepHyBILIKMCH, TPHHECYTH 3HATTH,

o tv 3nopoBuit — g06pi BicHULI.
CkasaBuu Te, pafilo, Ta He paf,
Cymy1o 1 nocunaio ix Ha3zap.
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XLVI

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war,

How to divide the conquest of thy sight;

Mine eye my heart thy picture’s sight would bar,

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie, —

A closet never pierc’d with crystal eyes, —

But the defendant doth that plea deny,

And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To ’cide this title is impanneled

A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart;

And by their verdict is determined

The clear eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s part:
As thus; mine eye’s due is thine outward part,
And my heart’s right thine inward love of heart.
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XLVI.

Min 3ip i cepie B CMEpTHiN 60OpOTHOI:

SIK TOnOijuTH TBiX 3000yTHI BHI,

3aMKHYTH cepile Xoue Yy cobi,

A 3ip Tex IparHe rpasa Jo cBooOif.

Ta cepue TBEPIUTL: BCE OOHO TH B HiM,

Kpi3s cTiny cepus He npo6’€Thes 3ip;

Bignmosinay ogHaK He 3rigHUA 3 THM

[ kaxe: 06pa3 TBi¥ cIpUAMaE 3ip.

Jlnst pitleHHss UBOTO CynJiB HEMA,

e nouryk nymMKu i cepls opeHjap,

[ po3B’siska sicHa TyT JMII OfHa:

ITis 30poBi — miB cepuo maTH B Oap.
AKX Tak, Mit 3ip Ha 30BHIIIHICTb FOTOB,
A ceple Mae npaBo Ha 10608,
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XLVII.

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other:
When that mine eye is famish’d for a look,
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother,
With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast,
And to the painted banquet bids my heart;
Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest,
And in his thoughts of love doth share a part:
So, either by thy picture or my love,
Thyself away art present still with me;
For thou not further than my thoughts canst move,
And I am still with them and they with thee;
Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight
Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight.
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XLVII.

Mix 30pOM ¥ ceplieM B MEHE € COI03,
OpnHe i3 IpyruM CHiBXHBYTH rapasp;
Konu Mift 3ip Tebe 1IyKa YMMIOYX,
To cepue 3Hae: B HLOMY TH SKpa3.
KoxaHHst Moro Bup 3'iga Mi 3ip,
3aMaHIOE i IPOCUTh Ha GEHKET.
A IHIIUM pa3oM rocTeM B ceplii 3ip,
B nymMKax KoXaHHS CTBOPIOE OyeT.
Tak uepes o6pa3 TBiN i MO0 10608,
Tu, xou panekuit, 3aTMIINBCL B MEHI,
Tu Big Moix mymMoK He BimifIIOB,
I 5 Bce 3 HUMM, i BOHH B MeHi.
SIK crisiTe BOHH, TBiM BHI B 04aX MOiX
3B Ceple — Ceplio Ta OYaM IS BTiX.
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XLVIIIL.

How careful was I, when I took my way,

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That to my use it might unused stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,

Most worthy of comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou best of dearest and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part;
And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, I fear,
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.
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XLVIII.

Sl 6yB yBaXXHHUWA, K illIOB i3 TOMY,
CxoBaB OpiOHMYKY KOXHY ITiJl 3aMOK,
[I[o6, 3aKH 51 BXXMBATHMY, HIKOMY
He Bnmana B pykn cdajbllyBaTh PSOoOK.
To TH, KOMY HalexaTh i IpiGHUL,
Komdbopry BapTuit, Mit HaHOINBIIKA Oib,
3 HaNIIMIKUX NEpUINH ¥ MOIM OImiLj,
JInumBeh 3700107 BYJIBIADHUX XKEPTBA W LiJb.
Te6e s He 3aMKHYB B HisIKifl CKDHHI,
Tu B HeGe3newi TaM, Ta B MEHE TH
B rpynen Moix TEHIITHIM KOMipyHHi,
Ilq MOJXKelll BCe ITPUHATH i BillilTH.
W 1yt Bukpanu 6 Tebe, 60 icTHHA
3nominkyBara, ge 3Ha4yHa LiHa.
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XLIX.

Against that time, if ever that time come,
When I shall see thee frown on my defects,
When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,
Call’d to that audit by advis’d respects;
Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass,
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye,
When love, converted from the thing it was,
Shall reasons find of settled gravity;
Against that time do I ensconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own desert,
And this my hand against myself uprear,
To guard the lawful reasons on thy part:
To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws,
Since why to love I can allege no cause.
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XLIX.

[IpoTuB yacy, K NpuHe OTON Yac,
Konu cymutu cra”ein Mill nedexr,
Konu TBOs M1060B 3Haime 6anaHc,
SIX mepeBipUThL KHUI'M TBifl pecnekT —
[IpoTHB 4yacy, K BUHOELI, MOB YYXXHM,
Jlense 3aKkWHYBILIM B Mill 6iK CBiif 3ip,
Konu koxaHHs 3MiHMTH TIOTJIS] CBiM,
lIIo6 po3ymM BHpIllIUB BaXXKHM LEH CIip —
ITpoTHB Toro yacy cxoBarch TYT
Y posyminHi 1 i Te6e nHILy;
10 pyky npoTH cebe migHecy:
Tsoe 3akonne npaso 36epexy.
MeHe nuiiuT — B Te6e NPaBHUM YMH;
YoMy koxaTu, He 3HaNIy MPHYHUH.
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How heavy do I journey on the way,
When what [ seek, my weary travel’s end,
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,
*Thus far the miles are measur’d from thy friend!’
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider lov’d not speed, being made from thee:
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,
Which heavily he answers with a groan
More sharp to me than spurring to his side;
For that same groan doth put this in my mind:
My grief lies onward and my joy behind.
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L.

JK BaXKO B MOJOPOX MEHI iTH,
Sk Te, IO KJIAB, MAHNPIBKY 1M KiHELb,
YUuTh B CIIOYMHKY TMXOMY PEKTH:
“Bimg npyra Mmji 3paxyBaB i3gelib.”
Xou 3Bip, AIKUH MeHe Hece, OXJIAB,
Ta TarueTtobcs, MioTpUMy€E MeHe,
SIKOH iHCTUHKTOM, Jefap, BiI4yBasB,
[llo BepILUHMK HE CIIIMTh JHNIIATHL TeOE.
[ wImopa He NMpHUCKOPUTH MOTO Xi,
Sk rHiB MOMy 1i yCTPOMHUTS B OiK,
JIvur ctorin rocTpui 4Yyio B BilNOBigb,
locTpilui B MeHe, HiXX OCTPOTH K.
Len crorin Tak MeHi i IIOBTOPA:
Min cym nonepeny — mo3sagy rpa.
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LI.

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence

Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed:

From where thou art why should I haste me thence?

Till I return, of posting is no need.

O, what excuse will my poor beast then find,

When swift extremity can seem but slow?

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind;

In winged speed no motion shall I know:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace;

Therefore desire, of perfect’st love being made,

Shall neigh — no dull flesh — in his fiery race;

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade, —
’Since from thee going he went wilful-slow,
Towards thee I'll run, and give him leave to go.’
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LI

Mosg 10608 1Ipo6ayMnTh, 10 MOBIIBHHH
ByB Mill Hocil, SIK g Big Tebe HILIOB.
Yu nocmimartk 3BigTiNIb, J€ TH, TOLIILHO?
He Tpeba mocmixy 3aKk BEpPHYCh 3HOB.
Ile 3Hanne BHOayeHHs L1 TBapHHa,
SIx 3BiaBHA HOE 0O MHUJIOTO KiHIIM,
Yy BXHUTH WIMOPY, XOY i BITPY CIMHA
Ha kpunax ckopoctn He o6ius.
To X KiHb He HOe 3 MOIM 6GaKaHHIM B HOTY,
Tomy 6axanus, o 110608 Mo,
JInm 3aipxe — He KiHb — B BOrHEHHIM 3Mary,
KoxaHHs 114 KOXaHHS BHOAYHUTL KOHS.
Bin Te6e BiH MOBiMBLHO WILIOB, 3aTe
Jo Tebe nobixy s, BiH xail nue.
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LII.

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key

Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure,

The which he will not every hour survey,

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,

Since, seldom coming, in the long year set,

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,

Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time that keeps you as my chest,

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,

To make some special instant special blest,

By new unfolding his imprison’d pride.
Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope,
Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope.
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LII.

Taxk s1 6araTuil, YMA HIACTUBUN KJIIOY

BinkpuTn MoxXe TOM YKPUTHM cKapo,

SKoro He TOpKaTHCh roJIipyy,

[Ilo6 BXOMUTH po3Bar HaMKpalmui Kap6b.

Bo # cBsita ypouHcTi i pijKi,

He yacTo BHMOBHAIOTH JOBICHM piK —

Hoporouinni xameHi, sKi

[TpukpaiuyoTh HaMHCTa CEpPAAIK.

Tak yac cxoBaB Te6e B MOIO Ka3Hy,

Yu wady, ne BUCHTH NMUIIHOTA LIAT,

o6 npuBecTH XBUIUHY palicHY,

YB’sI3HEHMN BiIKPHBIIM MAa€CTAT.
HlacnuBuit TH, 110 WiHHICTIO GIMCTHL,
Pa3 ue Tpitomd, a pa3 Hamis v
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LIII.

What is your substance, whereof are you made,
That millions of strange shadows on you tend?
Since every one hath, every one, one shade,
And you, but one, can every shadow lend.
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit
Is poorly imitated after you;
On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set,
And you in Grecian tires are painted new:
Speak of the spring and foison of the year,
The one doth shadow of your beauty show,
The other as your bounty doth appear;
And you in every blessed shape we know.

In all external grace you have some part,

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.
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LIII.

SAka cybcranuis, 3 Koi TH?
MinbioH Bim TeGe TUBHHUX TiHEH HIe,
SIK 3 KOXHOrO i3 Hac ojiHa JHNie;
Twu Mir 61 BCiM OOHY MO3UYHTH.
BisbMiM AfoHica: #oro nopTper
Ile nuin moraya Kormis TBOS,
Y Teneny, o HafKkpauia i3 JHISL;
Tu B rpeupkiM cTporo sk ii may6ier.
BizpMiM BecHy Ta OCiHb 3 Mip ycix:
Y nepuuiin Bpoau BepXHii TH 11a6elb,
A B Ipyrii IeApICTIO TH MEPEMIT,
B o6ox 6marocinoBeHHHM TH MOIEND.
Y 30BHIlUHIA MOABI TH GIMCTHIL,
A cepuie BipHe € y TeGe JHLI.
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LIV.

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem

By that sweet omament which truth doth give!

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly

When summer’s breath their masked buds discloses:

But, for their virtue only is their show,

They live unwoo’d, and unrespected fade;

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,
When that shall vade, my verse distils your truth.
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LIV.

O, K Kpaca 1e Kpaliroio 6ysa

B 03106i 3anaxy, 110 JaHUM Ii.

Och poxa rapHa; Kpailla€ BoHa

CoJIOIKHM 3aI1aXxoM, XXHUBYUYHUM B Hifl.

Tex nuki poxi MOBHiI KOJLOPIB,

SIx mepdbyMoBaHa THHKTYpa poXx,

Bucsate Ha Kollloykax, SK JiTa CIIiB

Po3kpue ixHi nyn’sHKM TaKoxX.

Ta BapTicTb IX ycs Ha IIOKa3 3HaK:

PoctyTes HemumigHi, BrIaBIIM Ha MODIr,

BMupalots B co6i. 3 poxXaMH He Tak:

Cononka cMepTh 3MiHsIE€ B 3amax ix.
Orak 3 To60I0, TI06GHI IpYXKeE, TEX,
SIx Bce MMHe, B TiM BiplIli XXHUTHMEIL.
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LV.

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rime;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,
And broils root out the work of masonry,
Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn
The living record of your memory.
"Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes of all posterity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the judgment that yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in lover’s eyes.
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LV.

Hi mapmyp, Hi 30j104eH MOHYMEHT
KHsI3iB He MOXeE IEePEXHUTh UMX DHM,
[ TH, AK Bipla IbOr0 KOMIIOHEHT,
3aBXKJH 3a6JMCHENI CIEBOM SICHHM.
BiriHa HellagHa craTyi 3MerTe,
BoroHb NoHHIINTE 6YNiBEIBHUNR TPYI,
Hi Mapca Meu i1 moxexa He 3iTpe
Toro, 10 B mam’sATi Ha He3a6Yb.
Tak npot# cMepTH i BOPOTiB TYIIHX
Bniepen T nmigeur i xBana TBos
Binnanne micue M y Halagkis THX,
Ilo noHecyTh LeH CBIT aX OO KiHIA.
[To Cyn Crpaiunwuit, 1110 BOCKPECUTH TBiM IIpax,
Kusewn B 1iM Bipiii i B MOIX oyax.
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LVI.

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,
Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d,
To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might:
So, love, be thou; although to-day thou fill
Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with fulness,
To-morrow see again, and do not kill
The spirit of love with a perpetual dulness.
Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see
Return of love, more bless’d may be the view;
Or call it winter, which, being full of care
Makes summer’s welcome thrice more wish’d, more rare.
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LVI.

CoJsionka TH NM1060Be, ITOCHITHCH,
TBifl moTAr Xam pocTe 3a alleTHT,
CbOrofiHi BiH, HAIBIIIKCS, BXKE CHT,
A 3aBTpa 3aroCTPUTHCH, SIK KOJIHCH.
Taxk T, mo6ose, x04 i JOCX0Uy
Hakninanach oynMa HHHI BKpaw,
To 3aBTpa 3HOB OMBMCH i HE 3IMiHAN
Llenn nyx n060BYM Yy TPUBKY HYOBLY.
Xan yac nepepBH, Ha4Ye OKEaH,
Ilo ninuTe Geperd, i ge LIOMHS
HBoe 3apyyenux Ha 6epesi CTOSATS,
3 n1060BM B HUX i Geper MiHUTh CTaH.
Yu sk 3uma, X04 3aXHMCHa, IIPOTeE,
Bakxanns mita B anmeTuT pocre.
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LVII.

Being your slave, what should I do but tend

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

I have no prectous time at all to spend,

Nor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought,

Save where you are how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love that in your will,
Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.
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LVIL.

SIk TBiE ciyra, 10 MOXY 51 3pOOHTB,

Xiba o4ikyBaTh TBOIiX 6a’KaHb?

Mii WiHHMA Yac KOPOTKHH I 3aBIaHb

Yu nast mocayr, xi6a To6i CHYXKHUTh.

[ He knsiHy 51 6e3Mip BCiX TOOMH,

SIX rIpM rOOMHHHKY CTEXY Hepas,

He Hapikaro Ha moxMypH# 4ac,

Konu cnyry v KMHYB pa3 OJuH.

I He nuTaro 3 3a3mpocTH, 1€ TH,

[Ilo po6wui, 3 KHM; HE MUCIIIO TIPO HIlI[O,

JIuu, 9K cyMHMH clyra, BIOBOJICH, ILO

[ Tam ;e TH, Mir 1AaCTS [TPHHECTH.
JTio60B 3 TBOEI BOJi NypHEM 3BE,
IIoHeGynp 3po6ulll, He MPUIAME 3a 3JIE.
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LVIIIL.

That god forbid that made me first your slave,
I should in thought control your times of pleasure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure!
O, let me suffer, being at your beck,
The imprison’d absence of your liberty;
And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,
Without accusing you of injury.
Be where you list, your charter is so strong
That you yourself may privilege your time
To what you will; to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell,
Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.
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LVIIL

Kpui, 60xKe, 110 A CTaB TBOIM CJYrolo,
KoHTpomoBaTH yac TBOiX pO3Bar,
Uu xebpaTh 3BIT roguH nepen Toboio,
S TBiW BacaJ, JO3BiJMISA TBOro pad.
Jlo3BoJab TepmiTH, OYTH Ha TBiM ITOKJIHK
YB’s13HeHMM B BifCYTHOCTi TBOIH,
I TepnenuBUM Ha TepmiHHSA M IOKIp,
Ta n ne BuHIO TeGe B 6imi oTifl.
Byns, ne 3axouellr; cuiabHe B TeOE MpaBo
I yacom KepMyBaTH MpHUBiNEH,
Sk 3a6axaeur. To6i HalleXXHUTh HaBITh
Co6i npoiiaty i 3JI0YHHH, aYeH.

MeHi yekaThb, X0U MEKJIO L€ MEH,

He ranuTe npuMx TBOIX, B 06pi UM 3J1i.
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LIX.

If there be nothing new, but that which is
Hath been before, how are our brains beguil’d,
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss
The second burden of a former child!
O, that record could with a backward look,
Even of five hundred courses of the sun,
Show me your image in some antique book,
Since mind at first in character was done!
That I might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame;
Whether we are mended, or whe’r better they,
Or whether revolution be the same.

O, sure I am, the wits of former days

To subjects worse have given admiring praise.
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LIX.

SIK1110 HEMa HOBHM3HH, TiJIbLKH Ta,

[Ilo Bxe 6yna, YoMy MOPOYHUTh MO30K,
Sxun myka iHBeHIIiH, 1106 Bara
[ToBTOpeHHS 30iJbIIMIA DAL MTOPa30K.
Pekopn 1iefi MOXe TIISIHYTH Ha3al,

Ha n’satcoT HaBiTh 060POTIB COHIIA,
TBii o6pa3 rokasaTh Ha OaBHi Jam,

Ha KHHUT aHTHMYHMX BIIMCAHMH CYKOHIIE.

[To6Gauy, o0 cka3aTh Mir JaBHif CBIT

[Tpo 4ymo, ckpuTe B TBOTO Tijla paMH,

Uy MU woch BUTBOPHUIIHN Kpallle Bif

Crapux KapTHH, YM 3MiHU € Ti caMi.
Ta s mig BIMBOM TMX MUHYJIMX JHiB
I ripini TeMu 3aXBaTHO XBaJMB.

28 nunHA 1992
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LX.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end;

Each changing place with that which goes before,

In sequent toil all forwards do contend.

Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,

Crooked elipses ’gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:
And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
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LX.

SIk xBuii 1IpyTh Ha Oeper KaM’sIHHH,
Tak AOyTh XBUJIMHH Hallli JO KiHIIA,
CniwaTe 3aAHITH Pl IIepEIOBHH,
3Maraloyuch, 3aMiHIOIOTh MiCLA.
HapopxxeHHs, 1110 B po3nalli CBiTe,
[Tos3e mo 3pinocTH Mo opeol,
Kpuga ekiinca — cliaBy nepeMeln,
A Yac, o gaBs ue# gap, uoro # 360pos.
e Yac mpoHuxKe po3KBiT IOHOCTH,
[Topue 3MOpLUKH B IOHOMY YOIIi:
Xapuyech papuUTETOM KPacoTH,
Hiuo He BCTOITBCA MOro KOCi.

Ta ocy Yacosi BcToiThes Milt Bipil,

CnaBuTHMe TBOIO Kpacy ¥ Mi3Hilll.

29 civHR 1992
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LXI.

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows, like to thee, do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee
So far from home, into my deeds to pry,
To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy?
O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great:
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake;
Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,
To play the watchman ever for thy sake:
For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake elsewhere,
From me far off, with others all too near.
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LXI.

Twu xTiB, 1106 06pa3 TBifl TPHUMAaB BiIKPHTI

Moi BaxKi NOBIKH LTy Hi4?

Yu 3abaxas, 1100 CHH MOI 3BaJINTH,

Sk TiHb TBOSI CTOITh M€EHI yBiu?

Yy e TBIA OyX, IO TH IiclIaB Big cebe,

3mang, o6 oraAmaThe Moi jmina,

3HaWTH MeHe B raHn0i Ta y norpeobi:

Le uine TBo€I 3a3mpoctu Hyna?

O, Hi! TBos 110608 He TaK BEJIHKA,

Mos n6oB MeHi Biokpuia 3ip;

Mos n1060B npasgMBa CIIOKiM CMHKA,

lIIo6 6yB 51 cTopoXeM TBOIM, IOBip!
Te6Ge munbHYI0, X04 BCTA€WI JECh TaM,
3nang Big MeHe, 3 iHIIMMH KyMIIaH,

28 nunHA 1992
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LXII.

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye
And all my soul and all my every part;
And for this sin there is no remedy,
It is so grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account;
And for myself mine own worth do define,
As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopp’d with tann’d antiquity,
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read;
Self so self-loving were iniquity.
"Tis thee, myself, — that for myself I praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.
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LXII.

I'pix cebenobCTBa y MOIX oyYax,
B Moiit nyini, B yacTHMHAX TiJia BCiX;
HeMae niky Ha He# rpix: cBifl IIIfAX
3HaMIIOB 10 MOro cepus M TaM IMPHIIIT.
TBepaxy: B HiKOro, SIK MOE€, JIMIIE,
[IpaBouBUY BUTISAMN, IIPAaBHIbHICTh TaKa,
CaMoMy BapTO MOXBAJIUTH L,
Bcix iHmIMX BapTicTh LIS mepeMara.
[mun B g3epkaio i 6auy TaM cebe,
SIK 3HMIIMIIAa MEHE CTapOBHHA;
e caMomo6cTBO Tak MeHe IHGe,
Hecnpasennusa oninka cama.
lle T — TOM A, AKOIO TYT XBalIo,
Mamrolo Bik Mil, IK Kpacy TBOIO.

29 nunHA 1992
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LXIII.

Against my love shall be, as I am now,

With Time's injurious hand crush’d and o’erworn;

When hours have drain’d his blood and fill’d his brow

With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn

Hath travell’d on to age’s steepy night;

And all those beauties whereof now he’s king

Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight,

Stealing away the treasure of his spring;

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age’s cruel knife,

That he shall never cut from memory

My sweet love’s beauty, though my lover’s life:
His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,
And they shall live, and he in them still green.
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LXIII.

Moe€ KOXaHHS paHbIle HiX Terep

Sl € — nopaHennit pykoro Yacy,

Konu roguH paxyHOK KPOB TOXep

W y 3MOPpIIKH 3pHB 40JIO0, — TOJ 1l1e KpaceHb

BiH MaHIpyBaB y BiKy TEMHY Hi4

1 xpaca, o KoposeM Horo 3po6una,

3HHUKAaE, Yu BXKe 3HHUKJIA B HHOTO 3 BiY

I Bkpana ckap6, IKMM BECHa apuia.

s Toro yacy s Kpimmo cee

Bin roctporo HoXa craporo Biky,

106 He BimpizaB 3 mam’aTi Tebe —

Kgacy COJIOJKOro KOXaHHSA 3BiKY.
HMoro kpacy 3HaimyTs y Bipiiax LuXx,
IIlo XHUTHAMYTS i BiH, 3eJIEHHUMN, B HUX.

29 nunHA 1992
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LXIV.

When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defac’d

The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-raz’d,

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,

Increasing store with loss, and loss with store;

When I have seen such interchange of state,

Or state itself confounded to decay;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate —

That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
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LXIV.

Konu s B3piB, 9K Yacy 371a pyka
CnoTBOpIOE KOJUCh KPAaCHUBHH BiK,
Bucoki Bexi 3HHMILYE OO Tia
I BiYHY Millb IPY3UTh Y MEDTBHH CTiK.
Konwu st B3piB: HeCUTHIT OKeaH
3aiMae KopoJiiBcTBa Gepern
1 TBepna 3emist 36MBa€ BOJ IITOBXAH:
Iu BTpaTa, un 3m06yTOK — 0O€3 Baru.
Konu st B3piB: 3MiHsI€ KOXHHUM CTaH,
Yu nak, caM ctaH [0 3HHIIEHHS FOTOB,;
3arubenpb BCHOTO MigCyBae muiaH,
lo npuime Yac i 3abepe m1060B.
L5 nymka, Hauye CMEpPTh, HE 3HAE 3MiH;
Toit nmade, XTo 60iThCA: BTPATUTH BiH.

21 ciyHA 1992
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LXV.

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o’ersways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out
Against the wreckful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?
O fearful meditation! where, alack,
Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O, none, unless this miracle have might,

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.
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LXV.

Hi Migp, Hi KaMiHb, Hi 3eMJIs, Hi MOpE,

JIuiu cMepTh ofHA nobope IXHIO Millb,

SIk B wi¥ 31006i Kpaca 11e 3arOBOPHTh,

Ile Bik 1i He 6inbll TPUBKUM HiX IIBIT.

SIx Moxe JTiTa MEOOBOrO MOIUX

BincrosaTn obory ¥ HacTym IHiB,

Kosn HeCXHTHHUX CKall TPaHiT HE rojlieH,

Hi 6pam 3anizo; Yac ix Bcix nois.

O, po3myMe cTpalllHMH, YA HE YKPHUTH

Bin Yacy Yacy camMolBiT yXe,

Jle Ta MinHa pyka, 1110 MOXK€ BiIpOJMTH

Kpacy i xTo Bit cMepTH 30epexe?
HixTo, xi6a 1€ Yya0 XUTTENHCHE:
Mos no60B8 B MOIM YOPHMII GIUCHE.

31 civHA 1992
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LXVI.

Tir’d with all these, for restful death I cry

As to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplac’d,

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And right perfection wrongfully disgrac’d,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authority,

And folly — doctor-like — controlling skill,

And simple truth miscall’d simplicity,

And captive good attending captain ill:
Tir’d with all these, from these would I be gone,
Save that to die, I leave my love alone.
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LXVI.

YToMIEeHHN BCiM THM, S XOUy BMEPTH,

Konu xebpak HamapMo XJe 3aciyr,

[ 6imHOro morped HiYUM He CTEPTH,

[Tpo yHCcTY BipHICTh BXe 3aHHK i CIyX,

[ rigHicTh 30510Ta raHBEGOIO0 BKPHTA,

[ rpyGisiH miBo4y YecTh IIOM’SB,

| npaBa mocxoHamicTh nepebuTa,

I cuny Ha KynbraBicTh CBIT 3MiHSIB,

Ycra MucTEeTBY Bilada 3aTyJaMIa,

Besrnysnos jiyuts BMiJIOCTH TajaH,

3BUYafHa paBga MpPOCTOTY 3raHLOUNA,

Ho6Gpo B MonoHi — 3710 118 HLOTO TaH;
S BTOMNIEeHHMI BCiM THM, Ha CMEPTL FOTOR
Ta gx 3anumy B camoTi 1106087
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LXVII.

Ah! wherefore with infection should he live,
And with his presence grace impiety,
That sin by him advantage should achieve,
And lace itself with his society?
Why should false painting imitate his cheek,
And steal dead seeing of his living hue?
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?
Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is,
Beggar’d of blood to blush through lively veins?
For she hath no exchequer now but his,
And, proud of many, lives upon his gains.
O, him she stores, to show what wealth she had
In days long since, before these last so bad.
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LXVII.

YoMy HioMy 3 iH(EKIIEIO KXHUTh,

be3 Burnsmy Ha BCSIKY I'palliio,

Ile rpix #0ro KOpHUCTh HAE 3aJKHTh,

CTtpubHYB B CBOIO CYCHIJIbHY dbpakuiro?

YoMy B danpuminsimM o6pasi 1oxa,

Jle cMepTHUA BHIO 300POBHMI KOJip 310ep?

YoMy Kpaca y6ora pox Iliyka

Y Tini? KBit #ioro usite temnep.

YoMy, konu IIpupona Bxxe GaHKPYT,

Vomy Ha KpoBi 3 xXe6piB Tpeba KUTb?

Yes ii ka3Ha — 1€ BiH OTYT,

BoHa xuBe 3 foro HagGaHb B I[I0 MHUTB.
Vloro TpuMae ¥ YBaHHUThHCS MaiHOM

Bin maBHix OHiB, 3aK Ti NPHHLLIIN 31 3JIOM.

21 nunHA 1992
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LXVIIL.

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,
When beauty liv’d and died as flowers do now,
Before these bastard signs of fair were born,
Or durst inhabit on a living brow;
Before the golden tresses of the dead,
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away,
To live a second life on second head,;
Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay:
In him those holy antique hours are seen,
Without all ornament, itself and true,
Making no summer of another’s green,
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new;
And him as for a map doth Nature store,
To show false Art what beauty was of yore.
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LXVIII.

Tak e JuIle, MOB Malla JaBHiX IHiB,
Konu kpaca xuna, sIK KBiT, 1110 BMeD,
[Ile 3aKK XTOCh WITYYHY KPACHBICTh BCITiB
3HaNTH, UM M XHUBE YOJIO 3aTep.

lIle 3aKku 30JI0TE€ BOJIOCCS CTHE
[Torpe6HUK, 3rigHO 3 IpaBOM, Yy Mepl,
Y Ha npyriit rojoBi HOBE XXHTTS 3pOCTe,

XToCh ApyruM MEpPTBUM PYHOM TillIUTBCS.

Y HiM aHTUYHHUX TOIMH CBSTICTH €,

Be3 opHaMeHTiB, mificHa i XuBa,

Bo iHa 3eneHs niTa He mae,

Craporo He KpacHTb HOrO Kpaca.
3paskoM daneiumsin Iltyui 36epertu
Xoue IIpupona BHI HOro Kpacw.

3 cepnHA 1992
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LXIX.

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;
All tongues — the voice of souls — give thee that due,
Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend.
Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown’d;
But those same tongues, that give thee so thine own,
In other accents do this praise confound
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.
They look into the beauty of thy mind,
And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds;
Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes were kind,
To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,

The soil is this, that thou dost common grow.
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LXIX.

Bce Te, 10 B TeOGe 0AYUTH CBiTa OKO,

He xoue Hivoro, JuuI cepus CIiB,

Bci g3uKHM 1 roo¢ Ayul INHPOKO

HecyTb 1o npasxy, TeX Bil BOPOTiB.

Tebe BKOPOHYBaJIM 1li TOXBAJIH,

Ta s3mKH, M0 XBaJATh, TEXK, — HaXKalb,

AKIIEHTOM iHIIIUM CJIaBy 3pYHAHYBaJIH:

3a BUOOM 30py 0ayaTh LIKMPLIY Jalb.

BoHy rasgaTe KpacH TBOET IYMKH,

Ouinroroun Bci TBOI Aina;

Cxyni B owiguUi, NpUA3Hi B PaXyHKY,

IIpupiBHIOIOTH TBiM LBIT 10 GypsHAa.
YoMy He piBHS 3amax TBiil i BUQ,
3eMis Ta caMa CIiJBbHO BCiX POCTHTE.

3 cepnHA 1992
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LXX.

That thou art blam’d shall not be thy defect,
For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair;
The ornament of beauty is suspect,
A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air.
So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of time;
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,
And thou present’st a pure unstained prime.
Thou hast pass’d by the ambush of young days,
Either not assail’d, or victor being charg’d,
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise,
To tie up envy evermore enlarg’d:
If some suspect of ill mask’d not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.
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LXX.

Illo ransaTe TeX Tebe, He TBIN decdexT,
bo HakJlen rapHOro >XHBe JaBHO,
Lle opHaMeHT KpacH mino3p o6’ €xT,
SIK KpHK BOPOH, 110 BKPHB HeOec MaHHO.
Bynbr mo6puil ® HakJen CXBaJWThb BCE TAKH,
[Ilo B BapTOCTI TBOIM 3aJMBJIEH Yac;
['aurpena mo6HUTh MeNOBi OPYHBKH,
A TV TOW HAMYMCTIIIMA PO3LBIT B HAC.
Tu 3acigku npowIIoB IOHALIBKUX OHIiB
He 36uTHi, nepemMoxelpb BCiX aTak,
Ta us xBana TBOiX He XBaJHUTb i,
3B’s13aTH 3a31piCTh, 1110 3POCTAE TaK.

SIk TaeHa mimo3pa He TBii 1IOB,

To Tv omMH AUII APCTBO CEpLb 3HAMIIOB.

5 cepnHA 1992
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LXXI.

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that [ am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell:

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it; for I love you so,

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse,

When I perhaps compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,

But let your love even with my life decay;
Lest the wise world should look into your moan,
And mock you with me after I am gone.
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LXXI.

Konn yMpy, He nj1ay 3a MHOIO BBIK,

JIum K movyeu uen 3JI0BiCHUN I3BiH,

[Ilo cBiTOBI IaB 3HaK, IO S YTiK

3 ruaKoro cBiTa B Xpo6iB 'MOIINK TIiH.

He 3ragys, sk YMTa€ENI LEH PAIOK,

Pyku, mo nuine ue; tebe x 0610,

To x BUKpecau MeHe 3 CBOIX JIyMOK,

SIk cniorag Min momacTek TOGI XKalio.

S0, Kaxy, MOTJIsiHEIll Ha Mif BipII,

Konu s, Moxe, 6yny BXe B 3emii,

He 3ragym mMoro iMeHi Bxe Ginbli,

TBost m060OB i1 MOs Xal 3HMKHE B MIIi:
lIIo6 Mynpu# CBiT He 3HAaB, SKM¥ TBill Xalb,
He knuB i3 Hac 060x, K migy B Aamib.

1 noToro 1992
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LXXII.

O, lest the world should task you to recite

What merit lived in me, that you should love

After my death, — dear love, forget me quite,

For you in me can nothing worthy prove;

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie,

To do more for me than mine own desert,

And hang more praise upon deceased I

Than niggard truth would willingly impart:

O, lest your true love may seem false in this,

That you for love speak well of me untrue,

My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.
For I am sham’d by that which I bring forth,
And so should you, to love things nothing worth.
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LXXII.

Ko6u nui cBiT He 3MyllIyBaB Tebe

CkKa3aThp 3a 10 JIOOUTH Maell TH

MeHe no cMepTi. Tak 3abyns MeHe!

To6i B MeHi 1IIOCh BapTe He 3HAWTH,

Xiba LHOTIMBY BimHamIel GPEXHIO

3poOUTHL 119 MeHe OiJIbII, HiXX 3aCIyXUB,

1 3aBicui Gibl XBaTM HA CMEPTH MOIO,

Hix npasma — oToi CKHapa — IPHIIIMB.

Ko6u y3pina ¢ansi TBOS J1060B,

[Ilo xTiB cka3aTe 3 A100BM HENpaBLy TH,

Miit Tpyn # iM’S1 CITOYHMHYTH Pa30M 3HOB,

Meni i1 To6i 1106 CTUOY HE HECTH.
Crupaloch TOro, 110 CTBOPUB 1 U TH
Crupganch, 110 J06MII pedi 6e3 iHu.

5 cepnHA 1992
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LXXIII.

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west;

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,

Consum’d with that which it was nourish’d by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
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LXXIII.

[Topy Lo poky 6ayuil y MeHi,
Koy XO0BTi€ JHUCTS i Maga BHU3
3 ruIok, SKi TpACYThCH, SIK B 3HMI,
3Baj XopiB, Je ITaxiB ITiCHI JHIHCH.
B MeHi TH 6a4yHIll IpUCMEpPK TOrO JHS,
SIKM# 3a COHIIEM TeH y 3aXin e,
Ile yopHa Hi4, 6e3MpOCBiTHA MiThMa,
MoB npyra cMepTh, BCe Ha CIIOYHH KJaje.
B MeHi TM 6auMiI TOW BOTHIO IOXap,
[llo B monenuii IOHOCTH JIEXKHTD,
Ha cmepTHIM n0Xi; yac MOro nmoxep,
CIHOXHUTHH THM, W10 i MO0 XXHUBUTS.
Tyt yyeu, 1o NigcHIOE M106GOB,
[1lo6 moar6uTH Te, 10 BTPATHI 3HOB.

4 notoro 1992
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LXXIV.

But be contented: when that fell arrest
Without all bail shall carry me away,
My life hath in this line some interest,
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review
The very part was consecrate to thee:
The earth can have but earth, which is his due;
My spirit is thine, the better part of me:
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,
The prey of worms, my body being dead;
The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife,
Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that is that which it contains,
And that is this, and this with thee remains.
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LXXIV.

bynpb 3amoBoneHui. SIK Lied apemur
be3 3amopyk 3Hece MeHe, TOJi
Moe€ XUTTS TYT Ma€ iHTepec,
Ha nam’saTKy 3aJMILIUThCSA TOOI.
SIK neperasHel, To o6ayuil cam,
[llo 6inbla yacTh MpHCBIYEHA TOOI;
3eMiisa nicTaHe 3eMITI0 — ii Kpawm,
Miit nyx € TBil, s Kpallla YacTb TOOI.
To X BTpaTHIl TiTBKH MOKHIKH KHUTTS,
Xpo6aursa 300614 Oyne Tijao JHII,
A XepTBa BiJ HETiTHHUKA HOXAa
1 TBost OcHOBa: B maM’SITi 3aJIMLLL.
I BapricHe nuuI Te, 110 B HiK OyII0,
To6i 3anummThCs oue K06po.

4 cepnHA 1992
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LXXV.

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,
Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground;
And for the peace of you I hold such strife
As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found;
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure;
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then better’d that the world may see my pleasure:
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,
And by and by clean starved for a look;
Possessing or pursuing no delight,
Save what is had or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away.
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LXXV.

[Las IyM MOiX TH Hauye Xap4y XHTTH,
Conopgka 31MBa B JiTi 08 piji,

3a Mup 3 T06010 60poTHOA MoOH,

Sk B ckymapst 6araTcTBa 3HaMIEH.

I ropouit g i3 BTiXH, Ta Hapas3s

Y cyMHIiBI, YK LIEH 3TOIiACBKHIA BiK
Bkpane nien ckapb Miit i3 To6010 Bpas:
Tak BTiXy HOJIMIIMTL MOIO NMPHPIK.
To yacoM GeHKETYIO Ha TBiW BHII,
To Mpy i3 ronony 3a HOrJisij TBiH,
[IIykaTn — MaTH He 3aJJ0BOJIHTD,

[Mlamxy, mo MaB, 60 11Ie BKpaxyTh CKapo Mill.

MapHilo 3 HEIIOMipHOCTH 11O JICHb,
Yu cUTHUH BCiM, YH Oe3 LIMX BCiX MallleHb.

5 cepnHA 1992
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LXXVI.

Why is my verse so barren of new pride,
So far from variation or quick change?
Why with the time do I not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds strange?
Why write I still all one, ever the same,
And keep invention in a noted weed,
That every word doth almost tell my name,
Showing their birth, and where they did proceed?
O, know, sweet love, I always write of you,
And you and love are still my argument;
So all my best is dressing old words new,
Spending again what is already spent:

For as the sun is daily new and old,

So is my love still telling what is told.
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LXXVI.

YoMy Mil Bipin 6e3 3aiyMiB HOBHX,

IManekuy Bif pi3HOBHMIIB i 3MiH?

YoMy 3 yacoM He B3fB 5 aKPOCTHX,

Yw iHIIi MeTOmH IJIs nepeMin?

YoMy muIly s BiplI 3aBXIHN TOH CaM,

B6uparoyn HOBM3HHM B JaBHiH CTDIiH,

Ile KoXHe CIIOBO € MOIM iM’ M,

HaponxeHHs ix Bka3ye i 3akpin?

0O, mo6ui, 3HaM, rpo Tebe BCe MUY,

0608 i TH LIe TEMA MOIX TEM,

Crapi ciioBa HaWKpalIM MPHKPAIY

[ Tpauy Te, 110 BTPaTHB NEPE] THUM.
JIK coHlle B KOXXHMH JCHbL HOBE M cTape,
Mos n1060B roBOPUTh TE€ M JHII TE.

3 notoro 1992
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LXXVII.

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear,
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste;
The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will bear,
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste.
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory;
Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know
Time’s thievish progress to eternity.
Look! what thy memory cannot contain,
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find
Those children nurs’d, deliver’d from thy brain,
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.

These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.
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LXXVII.

[Toxaxke g3epKalio BigXiJ KpacH,
F'OMUHHMK — SIK XBHJMHH MapHO HOYTh,
JIncTKY NOpoOXHi B MO30K IIOHECH,
B uin kHM3i, ne TebGe mopagH XIYTh.
Ta 3mopiiky, 110 mo6ayuin B A3epKali,
MoB poT po3KpHTHH, BKa3ylOThs rpobu;
TiHb cTpiIKM Ha FOTUHHHUKY TOOi
3HayuTh 9K 4Yac ige J0 BiYHOCTH.
Bce Te, 110 B nam’ati He 36eperTy,
[lepenecn Ha 6iJli CTOPIHKH,
HeMoB pmiTed, 1o B MO3Ky BHBiB TH,
[ HaHOBO Mi3HAaM CBOI JYMKH.
List dyHKnis, K 4acTO B Hill CHMOITh,
KopucTe st Tebe i KHMTy 36araTHTh.

6 cepnHA 1992
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LXXVIIL.

So oft have I invok’d thee for my Muse

And found such fair assistance in my verse

As every alien pen hath got my use

And under thee their poesy disperse.

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to sing

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly,

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing

And given grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,

Whose influence is thine, and born of thee:

In others’ works thou dost but mend the style,

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be;
But thou art all my art, and dost advance
As high as learning my rude ignorance.
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LXXVIII.

Mos 6yns Mysa — kJnkaB s Tebe —
Ta rMmoMiYHHUK B MOXIOMY BipIIIyBaHHI;
Yyke nepo Hacliflye MeHe,
3 T06010 Bipl iX y IMOYUTaHHI.
TBoi x He oui, 1110 # HIMOro BYaTh
CniBatH, i HE3HAHHS MiTHOCITH Bropy,
[TlepoM g0 KpHI 1IaHYIOTH BUEHY 3HATh,
BenuuHicte XBansaTh ABiui 6e3 po3bopy.
Ta ta 6yns ropaud THM, 11O A YKJIAaB,
Bo B TiM TBill BIIJIMB, HAPOJIXEHNH TOGOIO;
Y TBopax iHILIMX TH Ha CTHJIb BILIMBAB.
Mucreutso, ge € TH, XXHBE KPacolo.

Ta T MO€ MHCTELTBO i TajlaHT,

[Ilo sropy Mpme; s NpOCTO irHOpPAHT.

6 cepnHA 1992
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LXXIX.

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace;

But now my gracious numbers are decay’d,

And my sick muse doth give another place.

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument

Deserves the travail of a worthier pen;

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent

He robs thee of, and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word

From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give,

And found it in thy cheek; he can afford

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.
Then thank him not for that which he doth say,
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.



[llexcnipoBi coHeTH 169

LXXIX.

JIvin s NpoCuB TBOEI JOMMOMOTH,
B MomoMy Biplui rpauist TBoS,
Moi psiTOUYKH T'MHYTh Bill 3HEMOTH
[ My3a cToMIIeHa BXKe BiIMOBJIS.
3 TBOIM A 3TigHHH, JIOOUH, apI'YMEHTOM,
Ilo Tpyn el BapTHH JHMILIOrO 1epa;
Te, 1o noet TBiN gaB TOOI 3 aKLIEHTOM,
Pa3 B Te6e 3a6upa, TO MoOBepTA.
Jlae To6i yecHOTY i Lie CIOBO
Kpane 3 tBoix Mmanep. Kpacy nae,
SIky 3HaWIIOB Ha 1IOKaxX BHUIAAKOBO:
XBana ug He T06i, 1Ie B TebE €.
He nsxyi T oMy 3a Ti TPaKTaTH:
[llo mae BiH Te6e, 3a T€ TH ILIATHIII.

7 cepnHA 1992
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LXXX.

O, how I faint when I of you do write,
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,
To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame!
But since your worth, — wide as the ocean is, —
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear,
My saucy bark, inferior far to his,
On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride;
Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat,
He of tall building and of goodly pride:

Then if he thrive and I be cast away,

The worst was this; — my love was my decay.
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LXXX.

SIk 51 6010Ch, KOJH MHILY 1po Tebe,
3 3HaHHSAM, L0 XTOCh TBOE iM’sl BXXHBa,
[ mnst moxBaj BCIO Millb BiH BUTEPEOUTS,
3B’A3aTh A3MK MiH, 1100 HEe XBaJIUB 5.
TBos wiHa, K OKeaH IIHPOKa,
[Ilo ckpoMHi 1 ropfi mapycH Hece;
Mos xe Gapka OimHa, OMUHOKA
B TBofioMy OKeaHi TeX IJIMBE.
Ha MinuHi s BOep>Xych Ha MOBEPXHi,
Bin nponnuBa 6e33ByvuHi ITUGHHU;
Y xaractpodi yoBeH Miil 6e3BapTHHM,
Y HbOro MUILHUT AiM BHCOKOI I[iHM.
Sk BiH BpATY€TbCS U MeHE BiIKHHE,
Hanripue, mo mMos 110608 3aruHe.

7 cepnHA 1992
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LXXXI.

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten;

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,

Though I, once gone, to all the world must die:

The earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be my gentle verse,

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read;

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse,

When all the breathers of this world are dead;
You still shall live, — such virtue hath my pen, —
Where breath most breathes, — even in the mouths of men.
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LXXXI.

Yu enitadito Bouiy Tob1i,
Yy TH n1e XUTHMELI, SIK JISIXY B rpobi —
[Tpo Tebe maM’sATh He TIOMpE | TOIi,
Koan npo MeHe nipu3abyayTs, npooi!
S, BimifALIIOBIIN, 3aMiHIOCH y Mpax,
MeHe noJ10XaTh y 3BHYalHHM Ipid;
TBoe iM’s1 3Hange B 6e3cMepTs Opif
[ TM nexaTUMel! B JIOEN, B OYax.
TBif mamM’ATHUK — Lied Mif JJacKaBHM Bipil —
YUTaTUMYTh HECTBOPEHI IlIe OYi
Ta noBTOPATHMYTH YCTa OXOUi,
Konu HiXTO, XTO XXHB, He Oylne OiIbIII.
Twu xuTuMel — Lie Millb MOTO epa —
Y cBiTi Ayxa, 1110 HIKOJM HE BMHUpa.
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LXXXII.

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse,

And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise;

And therefore art enforc’d to seek anew

Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days.

And do so, love; yet when they have devis’d

What strained touches rhetoric can lend,

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathiz’d

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend;
And their gross painting might be better us’d
Where cheeks need blood; in thee it is abus’d.



Hlexcniposi conetn

LXXXII.

Moil He MycHII 3aTHIITHChL My3i

I Mmoxxew1 6e3 raHbOX YUTAThH CJIOBA

[IpucBAT, 10 MHUILYTH IX MOETH-APY3i

Ha xoxHil KHH31, Ie To6i XxBaa.

B 3HaHHI KpacHBHI, SIK i B pO3roJioci,

[TizHaB TH BapTiCTh HaJ MOIO XBaly,;

MucTeuTBO 110CH HOBE LIIYKAa M IIPUHOCHTD,

[TeyaTs cBiXily KpalllUM OHSM 4acy.

Tak miit, mo6oBe. SIK i BUraganmy,

[IITyyHi pAOKHA PUTOPHKA Hece,

To6i, kpacyHesi, Bigmosigaau 6

CrnoBa mpaBOuBi, 1110 iX IpPYT peue.
ITindapbyBaHHA MOXHa Kpallle BXHTH,
Ile mokaM KpoBH Opak; B TOOI 3JI0BXKHTI.

8 cepnHA 1992
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LXXXIII.

I never saw that you did painting need,

And therefore to your fair no painting set;

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed

The barren tender of a poet’s debt:

And therefore have I slept in your report,

That you yourself, being extant, well might show

How far a modern quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.

This silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb;

For I impair not beauty being mute,

When others would give life, and bring a tomb.
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes
Than both your poets can in praise devise.
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LXXXIII.

He 6aumB, o6 TH MyciB MaJIIOBaTHCh
M He mimManboBYBaB TBOIO Kpacy.
S 3HaB, 1110 TH YMIB NEepepoOCTaTH
[Iycti cnoBa moera y JOBTY.
Tomy s mpoMoBYaB B TBOIM pamopTi,
lo Tv 36epir i MOXKell TOKa3aTh,
[Tepo, 1110 3a KOPOTKE B MOJIHIM COPTi
IIpo BapricTs, 110 B TOGi pocTe, CKa3aTk.
[{10 MOBYaHKY rpixoM MOIM TH BH3HaB,
Xoy4 11e MeHi, o 6yB HIMHUM, XBaJja,
bo He xpaca HiMO10 GyTh [TIOBHHHA,
SIX B iHIIMX OXHBa i MOMHpA.
Binple XXUTTA B OOHIM 3 TBOIX oyeH,
Hix B moxBajiax moeTiB LMX, a4yem.

10 cepnHA 1992
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LXXXIV.

Who is it that says most, which can say more
Than this rich praise, — that you alone are you,
In whose confine immured is the store
Which should example where your equal grew?
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell
That to his subject lends not some small glory;
But he that writes of you, if he can tell
That you are you, so dignifies his story.
Let him but copy what in you is writ,
Not making worse what nature made so clear,
And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,
Making his style admired everywhere.
You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,
Being fond on praise, which makes your praises worsc.



llekcnipoBi coHeTH 179

LXXXIV.

XTo ckaxe OinpIn-3a-Bce? XTO MoXe OifIblI,

Hix moxsaia, 1110 HElO TH caMui?

B uniM OM 3aMKHEHIM JOCTaTKy 3pic

3pa3ok — ToOi momiOHWH, HECKJIATHHN?

ITicHa y6oricTh B TiM I€pi XHUBE,

[Ilo mo croxeTy mo3uva IpUKpac.

Ta BiH, 1110 mHIlIe, TBip CBiF 3BeIHNYa,

Akuio cka3aB OM: TH € TH Kpas.

Hexan nui ckomitoe BiH Tebe,

He moripiinuTe Npupogu SICHUM TBip;

Len nynikat, K DOTEN B CBIiT IIize,

ITIpocnaBuTL BCIOOM CTHIbL MOro i B3ip.
Kpacuse 6yaro npokieHel Ha Bce,
[ToxBan xxaguuit, 60 cl1aBH He Hece.

9 cepnHA 1992



180 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

LXXXV.

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,
While comments of your praise, richly compil’d,
Reserve their character with golden quill,
And precious phrase by all the Muses fil’d.
I think good thoughts, while others write good words,
And, like unletter’d clerk, still cry ’Amen’
To every hymn that able spirit affords
In polish’d form of well-refined pen.
Hearing you prais’d, I say *’Tis so, ’tis true,’
And to the most of praise add something more;
But that is in my thought, whose love to you,
Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before.
Then others for the breath of words respect,
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.
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LXXXV.

Mos xe My3a He IryyHa LiJIKOM —

Toxi, KoJIM XBalATh TeOe YMMIOYXK

BHCOKHM CTHJIEM, 30JI0THM IEPOM,

1060poM ClIiB, IMMO3NYEeHNX y My3,

I rimrycs 6araTcTBOM iXHiX CJIiB

[, Haue OgK NMpOCTHH, KpUYy ,,AMiHB”

Ha KoXHHY r'MMH, TOW BUILIYKaHUH CIIiB

Y ¢dopmi BuUIIITIPOBAHUX YMiHb.

[ToxBan uMX cIyxaTH s paj-roToB

[ momaro o HHUX ¥ MOIO XBajy

Ta num B qymMkax, oe BCsi MOS JIIOOOB,

Ckaxy ciioBaMH, SIK [IPHHAIY B 4Yepry.
[lanyi ix 3a 1o6ipHi ix cioBa,
Mene 3a 1i IyMK¥ — TOGi XBaa.

5 noToro 1992
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LXXXVI.

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,
Bound for the prize of all too precious you,
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew?
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead?
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.
He, nor that affable familiar ghost
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,
As victors of my silence cannot boast;
I was not sick of any fear from thence:
But when your countenance fill’d up his line,
Then lack’d I matter; that enfeebled mine.
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LXXXVI.

Uwm ropauy rapyc uux Moro psukis,
HanpasneHu# 10 IpHU3y IIOXBAJH,

B MoloMy MO3Ky pill IyMOK po306HB,
Y rpi6 3miunB yTpo0y, Ie 3pociau?

Yu gyx #oro, 60 JyX¥ BCE TAKH
MUCaTH BYMIIM, BOMB MeHe Ha CMEpPTb?
Hi, ue He BiH i HE MOMIYHHUKH

HMoro HiuHi Mift BipIl po36UIH BLIEPTE.

Hi BiH, Hi OIyX 3HaNOMHH, 1110 BHOY]
OG6GMaHIOE TallaHT, HIXTO He Mir
no6iIHO HaKa3aTh MeHi: MOBYH!
[ He xBopiB 51, 60 OOABCA iX.
SIx Bipu1 fioro BiIGHMB TBOE NHILIE,
To 6pakiio TanaHTy MeHi Ha Lie.

6 moTtoro 1992
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LXXXVII.

Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing,
And like enough thou know’st thy estimate:
The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;
My bonds in thee are all determinate.
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?
And for that riches where is my deserving?
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,
And so my patent back again is swerving.
Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not knowing.
Or me, to whom thou gav’st it, else mistaking;
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,
Comes home again, on better judgment making.
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,
In sleep a king, but, waking, no such matter.
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LXXXVII.

[Tpowman! Ta TH 32 HOPOrHH MEHi,

OuiHKy 3Ha€NI B3araji CBOIO.

He BaxHe mmpaBo BapTocTH TObi,

YcraneHun i cTpok Moro 6opry.

Yu g micras Tebe IK mJapuni akT?

[ yn JocTOMHMI 51 oKX cKap6iB?

JlapyHoK lied y MeHe B ceplli dakT,

Xo04 Mill maTeHT 13HOB 3 LIiHU 3JIETiB.

Tu po3maBaB, XoU BapTOCTH HE 3HAB,

[Tomunka, 1110 LieH Oap NpUNAaB MEHI,

Llew map, 1110 HEMOPO3YMiHHSIM CTaB,

BepTaeThcd, 11100 BHUIIPaBUTh B LIiHi.
S maB Tebe, AK Mpii JerkKum 3HaK,
Kopons 6yB B CHi, Ta Ha XOIy He TaK.

10 cepnHAa 1992
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LXXXVIIL.

When thou shalt be dispos’d to set me light,
And place my merit in the eye of scorn,
Upon thy side against myself I'll fight,
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.
With mine own weakness being best acquainted,
Upon thy part I can set down a story
Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted;
That thou in losing me shalt win much glory:
And I by this will be a gainer too;
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,
The injuries that to myself [ do,
Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me.

Such is my love, to thee I so belong,

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.
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LXXXVIII.

SKI0 TH CXUIBHUM BiINyCTUTh MEHE,
Moi 3acnyru 3aMiHUTh B 3HeBary,

51 ipu T0Gi, 11106 GOPOHUTH TebE,
KnsiTBonmopylIHuKa, i TBOK NOBAry.
Twu kpauie 3Haem ciaabocTti Moi,

[Tpo Bigxim TBiM CIUILIY S LIijy IJIaBy,
Bci noMUIIKH, HECIaBH PYII,

[Ilo6, BTpaTHUBIIK MeHe, 3000YB TH CJIaBY.

I st npy TOMY CKOpPHCTAIO TEX,

[llo6 30cepequTH OYMKH Ha Tebe,

[ panw, o caMu# HaHic, 6epellr

A nepesary; B MeHe GiJIbII HiX Tpeoba.
Taxa Most m0608. Tobi Hanexy
I s TBOro mobpa Bce 3Jie 3MEpEXxy.

10 cepnHA 1992
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LXXXIX.

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault,
And I will comment upon that offence:
Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,
Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,
To set a form upon desired change,
As I'll myself disgrace; knowing thy will,
I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange;
Be absent from thy walks; and in my tongue
Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong,
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee, against myself I'll vow debate,

For I must ne’er love him whom thou dost hate.



IllexcnipoBi coHeTH

189

LXXXIX.

CkaXH: MEHe TH KHMHYB 3a JIedeKT,

A sl TOKOMEHTYIO 110 06pas3y.

CKaxH, IO f1 KYJBraBHi; B TON acleKT
ITiny s mpocTo, HE CKPHUBIIIO Hi pasy.
[aHBEOUTL MEHE HEe MOXEI 3a IiB-3IIe,
o6 cchopMyBaTH pillleHY BXKE 3MiHY;
51 cam cebe raunomo. Ilizuas Tebe,

W ckinuy 3HafOMCTBO Hauye XTOCh 3 YYXXHHH.

He #iny 3 To6010; TEX i Mifl SI3UK

TBoe iM’s conoike He MPOMOBHUTb.

51 6oroxynpHO KpMBIUTH HE 3BHK

I 6yny Haily mpHus3Hb CIaBOCIOBUTE,
s tebe, npoTH cebe, I KISAHYCh:
B HeHaBucHIM TOOI He 3aTI06TI0CH.

11 cepnHA 1992
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XC.

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now;
Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross,
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,
And do not drop in for an after-loss:
Ah! do not, when my heart hath ’scap’d this sorrow,
Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe;
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,
To linger out a purpos’d overthrow.
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,
When other petty griefs have done their spite,
But in the onset come; so shall I taste
At first the very worst of fortune’s might;
And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,
Compar’d with loss of thee will not seem so.
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XC.

3HeHaBUIb, K CXOTiB, MeHe i 3po6H
Ile BxXe, K CBiT ¥ MOi Jijla HaBXPECT,
BizeMucek 37106010 T0Ji, IPUHHU3N
MeHe, Ta He 3p0oOH Lie BPELITi-peLIT
Tomi, KoM BxKe ceplie JUILINTD Oib,
[Ticns nmomojiaHMX MallMX HEIACTh,
3MiHUTH HiY Pi3HY B JOLiB METiJb,
lllo 3MiHi GaxaHiil IPUATH HE JACTh.
Sk xovewr BimiNTH, He XIH KiHLA,
Sk MeHII nMXa BXXe BYMHHUIH 3J10,
3pobu e crepiu, Xal MOKYIITYIO s
Ynepun narripiuie g0 peMecio.
Mauni Bei nuxa, e Terep MOB Xapr,

I3 BTpaToro TeGe MOPiBHIOBATH HE BAPT.

7 noTtoro 1992
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XCI.

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their body’s force;

Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill;

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:

But these particulars are not my measure;

All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ cost,

Of more delight than hawks or horses be;

And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast:
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away, and me most wretched make.
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XCI.

OpnHi ropAsSThCS POOOM, IPYIi — BMiHHSM,
A 1i — 6araTcTBoM, Ti — 60 CHIBHI-TOIHI,
e iHIII — cTPOSIMH, X0Y i HE MOJIHI,
Ta 7 cokonamu, rcaMu, 44 i KiHbMHU.
[ KO>XHUA Mae HeMay po3sary,
Sk TIHTHCH, 110 TEPEBUIIMB BCiX;
Ta ui gpiGHHULI He OJS BTiX MOIX,
SI pamure Tin ogHiM JaM mepeBary.
TBos m0608B 6iablI 38 BUCOKHH pif,
JTopoxua Bcix 6aratcTs, MUILIHILIA CTPOIO,
Muniwa cokona i koHs. To6oro
nuuiarocs: J1000B — Mill IIMIIHUA 3Bi.
>_Kyploc;1 JIMIII, 110 MOXEIl B MEHe TH
W 3a6pate 11 11 106aBUTH XKypOM.
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XCILI.

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,
For term of life thou art assured mine;
And life no longer than thy love will stay,
For it depends upon that love of thine.
Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,
When in the least of them my life hath end.
I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend:
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.
O! what a happy title do I find,
Happy to have thy love, happy to die:
But what’s so blessed-fair that fears no blot?
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.



IlexkcnipoBi COHETH

XCII.

Po6n Hawripi, 11106 BUKpacTH cebe,
TBif CTPOK XHTTSI BU3HAYYE i MiH;
?KuTTs He DoBllE, HiX JIOO0OB XUBE,
[Tpo ue piurae yap a0060BH TBIM.
Tomi moio 60ATHCH BCiX THX JIUX,
Konmn HaiMeHIIle 3 HUX — KiHellb XHTTS;
Sl 6auy xpalui cTaH rocepen HUX,
Hix ToM, IKMM TBill ryMop 3alleBHS.
Tox He mpaTy#t MiHIMBiCTIO oyIi,
Konn Moe xuTTs pilaemr ty.
SIku¥t LacaIMBUMA THUTYJ BIAaB MEHi:
IHacnus B m06Bi ¥ LIACIUBUHA BiminTH!
Yu nobpe, 1106 rans6m Gostucs?
DanbiMBumi TH, Ta 1e He 3HAIO S.

16 nunHA 1992
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XCIII.

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,
Like a deceived husband; so love’s face
May still seem love to me, though alter’d new,
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place:
For there can live no hatred in thine eye,
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.
In many’s looks the false heart’s history
Is writ in moods, and frowns, and wrinkles strange,
But heaven in thy creation did decree
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell;
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings be,
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell.
How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow,
If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show!
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XCIII.

2Kute Tpeba 3 Bipo1o, 1110 BipHUH TH,
Ak Myx noMmepani. Jlobnsue nuue,
Xou 3MiHeHe, J1000B Hece CIOIH:
MeHi TBif mornsg; cepue Jech, 3a €.
HeHaBHCTL HE XKHBE B 04aX TBOIX,
1 He 3Ha10 1 PO 3MiHY L0 TBOIO.
[3 pi3HUX BMIIALIB, i3 HATAKIB KPHUBHUX
Cknanu ¢anblIUBUX CEPLb iCTOPItO.
Piuinno "e60, ik Te6E CTBOPHUTS:
JI10608 conmoaxa Ha JUL TBOIM;
[llo cepuio i myMKaM i HE POGHTD,
TBit mornsn HaconomoIO YCiM.
Sx EBu s61yKO0, TBOS Kpaca pocTe —
TBost yecHOTa BiAMOBICTH 3a Te.

16 nunHA 1992
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XCIV.

They that have power to hurt and will do none,
That do not do the thing they most do show,
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone,
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow;
They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces,
And husband nature’s riches from expense;
They are the lords and owners of their faces,
Others but stewards of their excellence.
The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet,
Though to itself it only live and die,
But if that flower with base infection meet,
The basest weed outbraves his dignity:
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds;
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.
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XCIV.

Ti, B KOro cHijia 3HHIINTH, Ta B3aMiH
He po06isiTh 1Lie: B HUX BCe Ha MMOKa3-CTPYC,
3BOpPYILATH iHIIHX, a caMi K KaMiHb,
bangyxi, 3UMHI, 30als BijJ CIIOKYC.
e cmamkoeMui Bcix HeGECHUX TackK,
[Ilo rocrmogapsaTh UM JOOPOM 3€MHUM,
Lle ropai BIacHHKM 06JMY, AK Mack,
Bcei iHII COy>XHUKM JULI IXHIX IPAMX.
Tak kBiTKa BIITKY COJOAMTH HALI Yac,
Ilns Hel XHUTh i BMEPTH — LI€ CTAHIAPT,
Konu xBopi€ Bim nmpoctux 3apas,
Bypsin npocritumn 6inbiu Big Hei Bapr.
CKHCINTD | HAaMCOJIOMIIIE Yac-TUPAH,
Jinei ckopiile B’SIHYyTh, HiX Gyp’siH.

8 noToro 1992
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XCV.

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,
Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name!
O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose!
That tongue that tells the story of thy days,
Making lascivious comments on thy sport,
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise;
Naming thy name blesses an ill report.
O, what a mansion have those vices got
Which for their habitation chose out thee,
Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot
And all things turn to fair that eyes can see!
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege;
The hardest knife ill-us’d doth lose his edge.
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XCV.

Cononka ¥ j106a B TeOe LI raHn0a,

MoB BHpa3Ka y poXi 3amallHiM,

[TnaMHUTL TBOE iM’4, 1110 PO3LIBITA,

I'pix Hacomomoio MPUKPHUB TH CBiM.

S3uK, 110 Kaxe Ka3Ky IHiB TBOIX

I XTHBO KOMEHTYE TIPO TBiM CIOPT,

He 3acynoM, moxBajiomn € ix;

TBoe iM’s cTaBUTH JTUXHMHA PAIOPT.

o 3a manay MOpOKH Ili 3HAWILLIH,

lllo 3a xwutno co6i B3saN Tebe,

He ckpunuce MISAMM 3a Byalh KpacH

Ta rapuum Bce, 1110 6aYUTH 3ip, CTaE.
Bynb oGepexuui, e X 60 npusinen,
[ HiX TBepmMM, 371€ BXUTHH, 3M SIKHE B IIIEH.

15 nunHA 1992
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XCVL

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness;
Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport;
Both grace and faults are lov’d of more and less:
Thou mak’st faults graces that to thee resort.
As on the finger of a throned queen
The basest jewel will be well esteem’d,
So are those errors that in thee are seen
To truths translated and for true things deem’d.
How many lambs might the stern wolf betray,
If like a lamb he could his looks translate!
How many gazers mightst thou lead away,
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state!
But do not so; I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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XCVI.

B omHHX Xe Baja — IOHICTh, B iHIIIUX — IIpHMXa,
B omHMX TBiM TaKT — L€ IOHICTh, JETKHAH CIOPT,
llo TakT i Bagu MOOGIATL — HE HOBMHKA,
Twu poOGHIII BaIy TAKTOM Ha CBifl COPT.
SIK Ha manbli NpecTOJbHOI KHSATHHI
[ TaHM# nmepcTedb 6ayeHUH rapas,
Taxk Bci Ti BagM B TeOe, B CEPEIMHI,
[lepennipoBaHi Ha TaKT — sAKpas3.
A CKiJIbKH BOBK OBellb MIl' OLLIYKAaTH,
[lepenunpoBanum, HeMOB OapaH!
SIk MHoOro npocrakis Mir TH 3i6paTH,
YXuBIIK cuily BClo, 110 IaB TBiM CTaH.

Tax He po6u. JIto6a10 TeGe, TBIF COPT.

Tw Min — st MeHe JOGpHHA TBifl pamopr.

15 nunHA 1992
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XCVIL.

How like a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen!
What old December’s bareness everywhere!
And yet this time remov’d was summer’s time,
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,
Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease:
Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit;
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,
And, thou away, the very birds are mute:

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer,

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near.
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XCVII.

Sk cxoxa Ha 3UMY BiICYTHICTb LIS
Mos, pik HacoJion npomyas Girom!
SIK xoqopn s BiguyB i TeMiHb THSA!
Craporo rpyaHs BOOXECTBO Kpyrom!
A BCeX nponajuy 4ac lie JiiTa yac,
barara ociHp, B 1oy103i Termnep,
Bixe HOCHTHL PaHHBOTO IIJIOJA BaHTaX,
BrnoBu yrpofa, Xo4 BxKe MyX MOMeED.
Ilen pe3ynbTaT pACHUM 3ragaB MeHi
I npo cupirt, 6e36aTYEHKIB-TIJIONIB;
bBo xnayTh Te6e po3Baru e JiTHi,
1 TeGe HeMma, 3aMOBK i CIiB NTaxiB:
SKi1o cniBaroTh, TO HYJIHi BOHH,
AX 6nigHe IUCTA B OOS3HI 3UMU.

10 moTtoro 19982
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XCVIIL

From you have I been absent in the spring,
When proud-pied April, dress’d in all his trim,
Hath put a spirit of youth in everything,
That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him.
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell
Of different flowers in odour and in hue,
Could make me any summer’s story tell,
Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew;
Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white,
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose;
They were but sweet, but figures of delight,
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away,

As with your shadow I with these did play.
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XCVIII.

Big TeGe BimifIIOB S Ha BeCHI,
SIK KBiTEHb CTPif CTPOKATHI HAJATHYB
M 1yx 10HOCTHM PO3KMHYB IO 3eMII,
[lo ax Baxkuit CaTypH 3 HUM NiJCTPHUOHYB.
Ta He cmiB nTaxiB, KBiTiB apoMar,
Ix pisHOponHi KONBOPH i Max
CHoHYKYIOTB PO JIiTO pO3Ka3aTh,
Yy pBaTH iX, 9K KBITHYTH I10 IOJISIX.
He noguBndAro N Giaud UBIT
[ He xBasito rIIUOOKMH poX Garpelb,
Bouu maxyui i pamgyioTh BeChb CBIT,
Ta ne Big TeGe, TH OJI HAX B3ipellb.
3umMa y MeHe, 60 Te6e HeMa,
I nuwm, MoB TiHBb Bill Tebe, LI BecHa.
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XCIX.

The forward violet thus did I chide:
Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet that smells,
If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells
In my love’s veins thou hast too grossty dy’d.
The lily I condemned for thy hand,
And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy hair;
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,
One blushing shame, another white despair;
A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both,
And to his robbery had annex’d thy breath;
But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.
More flowers I noted, yet I none could see
But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee.
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XCIX.

(Disani paHHINA JOKOPSB . €T,

3n00iMKO 3amalliHa, TBill MHIIHUHA Iax

Lle mogux mMusoro, 6arp-gioer,

SIxnit po3nMUBCS Ha TBOIX ILOKAX,

e xonip i3 MOro KOXaHILSl BEH.

Jlimei BKpanu B HOIO OiLICTh PYK,

A MaHopaH BoJloccs 3Bab-po3Man

I poxi KoJOYKaMH KPHIOTb MYK,

YepBoHi copoM, Gini 6inb-Bigyan,

A iHIIi yepBiHb BKpaidu M OiINM3HY,

[lle 7 TBOoro moaMxy HabpaldHCh BUIEPTh,

3a Te 3710RiMCTBO iXHIO ITUIIHOTY

Yepp’sk 3’inae MCTHBHMH iX Ha CMEPTh.
3HanmioB s 6inblle KBiTiB H, qaneobi,
Bci 3amax-koapop BHKpaJu B TOOI.
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Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget’st so long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?

Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song,

Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light?

Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem

In gentle numbers time so idly spent;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.

Rise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face survey,

If Time have any wrinkle graven there;

If any, be a satire to decay,

And make Time’s spoils despised everywhere.
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life;
So thou prevent’st his scythe and crooked knife.
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C.

Ile, My3o0, TH Oyiaa ¥ 3abyna X, Hi

CkasaTh npo Te, B 4iM TBill MOTYTHIH 371€T?

Miup TpaTHil Ha 6Ge3BapTiCHI IMiCHI

W TeMHHMI i, 1106 CBIT/IO MaB CroxeT?

BepHuce, 3a0yTiauBa, i BUKYIIH

B sackaBuX yHciax BTpauyeHHHM MOMEHT,

CniBayt g Byxa, 1[0 IIIaHYEUI TH,

1 naern mepy cBOVIOMY apryMeHT.

Instup, cruisiya My30, Ha mo60B Moo,

Yu Yac BxXe 3MOPILKH BHUPi3bOUB Ha HiM;

SIK Tak, TO mOCIYKHCh CaTHPOIO,

3HeBaroro 3106yTkH Hacy BOHU.
IIpocnaB mo060B MO OUCTpIIlle HiX,
Yac BTHe XHUTTHA, HOro BiIBEpHEIN HiX.

29 yepBHA 1992
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CI.

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dy’d?
Both truth and beauty on my love depends;
So dost thou too, and therein dignified.
Make answer, Muse: wilt thou not haply say,
"Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix’d;
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay;
But best is best, if never intermix’d?’
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?
Excuse not silence so; for’t lies in thee
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb
And to be prais’d of ages yet to be.
Then do thy office, Muse; I teach thee how
To make him seem long hence as he shows now.
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CL

JlinunBa My3o0, K nomnpasuil GpaK

YBaru npaBfii B KOJbOPi Kpacu?

Kpaca i mpaBga 11e KOXaHHS 3HaK,

K TH, I TOMY JOCTOMHOIO ECH.

Ilan Bigmosimb. He cxouelll TH cKa3aTs:

,.He Tpeba mpaBii KOJbOpY, K TEX

Kpaci nmepa, 1106 npaBay 3MantoBaTh.”

Harikpaiue, 110 Bi 3MilaHb 36€pexer.

SIKo moxsaa He Xoue, TH 3MOBYHII?

He Bu6auyan MoBYaHHsA, 60 TOGI

3po6uTh, 1106 3MOTHUH Irpid NMPOXHUB HE JIHIII,

A ciaBy MaB B BiKax, L0 BIIEpEi.
3pobu 060B’ 430K cBiit, My3o0, 1 5
Haguy, sIK MpoJOBXHTE 1I€ B MAaROYTTS.

30 yepBHA 1992
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CIL.

My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in seeming;

I love not less, though less the show appear:

That love is merchandiz’d whose rich esteeming

The owner’s tongue doth publish everywhere.

Our love was new, and then but in the spring,

When I was wont to greet it with my lays;

As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing,

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,

But that wild music burthens every bough,

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.
Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my tongue,
Because I would not dull you with my song.
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CII.

Mos n1060B MiIHi€, X04 BOHa
3naeThes cnabima, 60 OO0 S He
Ha noxkas, 60, ik Bech TOBap, LiHa
JTi060BHM 6€3 pekjiaMH He ILJIMTHE.
KoxaHHs Hallle KBiTJIO HaBeCHi,
Kounwn fioro BiTaB Mi#t LIIUPHI CITiB,
SIK conoBeMKO B JIiTi LLIe MicCHI,
BpuBae moBrui CBUCT IJIst 3piJINX IHIB;
I He ToMy, 110 miTO 6€3 yTiX,
Sk B yac, me Tpeap HOTO BTHIIIANA Hid,
Ta nuxa My3uKa Ha rijkax Bcix,
Conogke BCIOOY TPATHTH LIiHHHMHA KJIUY.
Tox sIK i BiH, I CTPYMMYIO S3UK,
Bo cmisoM HynuTu Tebe He 3BHK.

11 niotoro 1992
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CIIIL.

Alack! what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument, all bare, is of more worth

Than when it hath my added praise beside!

O, blame me not, if I no more can write!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face

That over-goes my blunt invention quite,

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend,

To mar the subject that before was well?

For to no other pass my verses tend

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell;
And more, much more, than in my verse can sit,
Your own glass shows you when you look in it.
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CIIL

SIke MeHi y6o3TBO My3a e,

Sk Tpeba mokasaThk ii MUXY;

CaMm roaui apryMeHT rOBOPHTh BXeE

BaraTto 6iiblie 3a MO0 XBaJy!

He ra"p MeHe, 10 He NHIIY A 6iapr!

[TorasiHe y n3epkajo, a TaM JHLe,

[llo mepeBuIy€e cnabuil Miit Biplil,

Be3uinuTh 1i pAOKH, TaHEOUTE MEHE,

Yy 1e He rpix NpuMipIoBaTh JIaTKH,

[llykaTtH Te, 1110 rapHUM BXe Gyj0?

Miit Bipw, 1106 TH JHIIHBCA Y BiKH,

He aum, mo6 noxBajluTh TBOE YOIIO,
Ta x 6inbllle, HiX oOIli MOI1 PAIKH,

[To6aymi, K MOrJISHELI B A3epKaJo.

7 nunHA 1992
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CIV.

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,
For as you were when first your eye I ey’d,
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold
Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride,
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d
In process of the seasons have I seen,
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d,
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.
Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,
Steal from his figure, and no pace perceiv’d;
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand,
Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceiv’d:
For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred:
Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead.
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CIV.

He 6ymeir B MeHe, IpyXe, TH CTapuM;
TBost Kpaca Bce X Ta, IO i 3yCTPiB
Ha nepiiun nornsm, TpHYi BXe Bif 3UM
CTpsICIIY JIiCH TPhOX JIIT PO3KIilLIHUH CIIiB,
Tpu cBixXi BECHH IMOXKOBTIJIM B OCiHb
B mopsamky 3MiHM Tip i KBiTHi TpH
CnaJuiay B YepBHsIX 3amax CBill — a M Joci
Ilns MeHe, Haye 3eJIeHb, CBIXKHUH TH.
AX, Ta Kpaca — B FOIMHHUKY Oir cTpiaku —
BinxoouTs oCcTYNoOBO Bill peyen;
Taxk HMLIKOM Bpoga e Bim Tebe, TUTLKH
HecrnocrepexXHo 1Sl MOiX OYeH.

Xam 3Ha€ HeXOpPOCIMH BiK Terlep,

ITokine BpoguBCS TH, Yap JIiTa BMep.
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CV.

Let not my love be call’d idolatry,

Nor my beloved as an idol show,

Since all alike my songs and praises be

To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,

Still constant in a wondrous excellence;

Therefore my verse, to constancy confin’d,

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.

"Fair, kind and true,’ is all my argument,

’Fair, kind, and true,’ varying to other words;

And in this change is my invention spent,

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.
*Fair, kind, and true’ have often liv’d alone,
Which three till now never kept seat in one.
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CV.

He i10I0TIOKJIOHCTBO 1S J1000B,
I Mifl KOXaHellb 1I0JIOM HE €,
Bo Bcix MOIX IMiCEeHb-IIOXBAJ MOKPOB
HoMy omHOMY, XTO BiH 6YyB i €.
Mos n1060B cChOroHi ¥ 3aBTpa TEX
CepreyHa i nocTifiHa — rapHa piuy,
ToMy @ Mifl BipIlIl MOCTIHHHUX MEX,
OpnHo roBopHUThH B Pi3HOCTI Hapid.
.Kpacusu#, MHJIHH i NpaBOIMBHN~ — Lie
Miit apryMeHT, X04 pi3Hi Li clI0Ba,
B i pisHOpOIHOCTi MO€ chiBLe,
SIke B omHif TpM TeMH NPOCIIiBa.
. Kpacusum, MUIHH i TPAaBOIUBUN” — Ti
CiioBa Lie He OYJIH B OOHIM 3JHTTI.

8 uepsHA 1992
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CVI.

When in the chronicle of wasted time

I see descriptions of the fairest wights,

And beauty making beautiful old rime,

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,

I see their antique pen would have express’d

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefiguring;

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing:
For we, which now behold these present days,
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.
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CVL

SIK B XpOHiLli MHHYJIOTO 4acy
[TaGayy onuc yapiBHUX JIIOILIB
I pymaMH TIpMKpalIeHy sicy
Ha yecTh moMepIMX rapHuUX maHb, KHA3IB,
To y kapTHHI TOi KpacoTH,
I pyx, i Hir, 1uLsA, oye i OpiBs,
S 6auy: ix mepo Moryo 6 BHECTH
I Ty kpacy, 110 TH Ti NOCiB.
Tox JnuuI IpopoLTBO Y MOXBajax THUX
Yacosi, 1110 TH BEPXOBOJIMII HHUM;
Xo4 o4ij i 60XKeCcTBEHH] Yy HUX,
IM 6pakno BMiHb TOGI CIiBATH THMH.
Y yac, 1o XxHBEMO Tenep, oJlHaK
€ oyi 6ayuTH, TA CJIiB HaM Opak.

13 noToro 1992
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CVIL

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,

Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Suppos’d as forfeit to a confin’d doom.

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur’d,

And the sad augurs mock their own presage;

Incertainties now crown themselves assur’d,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time

My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes,

Since, spite of him, I'll live in this poor rime,

While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes:
And thou in this shalt find thy monument,
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are spent.
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CVII.

Hi ctpax MiH, Hi mpopoya 15 aylIa,

[Ilo Mpie — Qe ige LIMPOKHUH CBIT,

Moro KoxaHHsI BHHaM He pilla,

[llo, MoB npo ¢aHT, pilae goJii THiT.

Ta ¥ Micsip Bill 3aTEMHEHHS TEPIHUTD,

3 NpopoITB CBOiX aBI'ypH KILISATh CYMHI,

KopoHolo HeleBHICTh HAM KPAaCHTh

I MUp nIpopoYUTL B GE3KOHEYH] JIHi.

Konu 3nukae Tak coJ0OAKHH yac,

Mos mo60B usite, xou CMepTh rpsje,

Ha 3micts, B 1MX pUMax XHUTHMY pa3-B-pas,

Sk BiH B HiMiM KOMMNaHii MUILIHO HIE.
A TH B HUX 3HaMIell BIacHUHA MOHYMEHT,
Kosn 1 TupaniB 6GpoH3a 3HMKHE BIIEHT.

9 nunHA 1992
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CVIIL.

What’s in the brain, that ink may character,
Which hath not figur’d to thee my true spirit?
What’s new to speak, what new to register,
That may express my love, or thy dear merit?
Nothing, sweet boy; but yet, like prayers divine,
I must each day say o’er the very same;
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,
Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love’s fresh case
Weighs not the dust and injury of age,
Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,
But makes antiquity for aye his page;
Finding the first conceit of love there bred,
Where time and outward form would show it dead.
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CVIIL.

IIlo B MO3KY 1lie YOPHHUJIOM HE CIIHCaB,
To6i He BH3HAB MiM OYILNEBHHNA cTaH?
I 10 HOBe cKa3aTh i 3amKcaTh O MaB,
[Ilo6 BHpa3uTh MO0 JIOGOB B NeaH?
Hiio — KaxXxy, COJIONKHI XJIOImue MiM.
MoJIUTBY MOBJIIO TY CaMy LLOIHS,
Crapa piyu — He cTapa, TH MiMH, S TBiH,
Sk Bnepiile 3BaB CBATHUM TBOE iM’4.
Jl1060B, 1110 BiuHA, B CBiXKOMY 3pa3Ky
KoHeynnM 3MopIIKaM Miclisi He 3i6ra,
He Baxxuth mopoxy, Hi paH BiKY,
Bo crapicTs B Hei Ha3aBxXau ciyra,
3HaxomuTh epiuy BicTh M1000BU Bpas,
SIx MepTBoOIO i MOKaxKe yac.

10 nunHA 1992
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CIX.

O, never say that I was false of heart,
Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify.
As easy might I from myself depart
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie:
That is my home of love: if I have rang’d,
Like him that travels, I return again;
Just to the time, not with the time exchang’d,
So that myself bring water for my stain.
Never believe, though in my nature reign’d
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,
That it could so preposterously be stain’d,
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;
For nothing this wide universe I call,
Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all.
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CIX.

O He Kaxwu, 110 ceplieM s (alIbILUB,
Xou 3amajg Mif B BiJICYTHOCTI IIOTax,
Yu MoxkHa, 11100 cebe s 3aJIUIIUB,
Konu mos nyiia B TBOiX Irpynsx;
e miM Moro KoxaHHs. X04Y XOOHB
A, AK i Bci, TO MOBEPTaBCSA 3HOB
SIkpa3 y yac i MeHe BiH He 3MiHMB,
llle i1 Bomy Hic A, ISMH 3MHTb [OTOB.
He Bip, xoua npupoja i B MeHi
Bcennna ciaabocri, 1110 6ypsSTh KPOB,
o s Takum 6e3ray3mum, o, Hi-Hi!
JInunty Bce cBo€ mo6pO roTOB.

s MeHe CBIiT yBech 6e3 BapTOCTH,

Most TpossHIO, B HbOMY TiJIbKH TH.

23 nuctonaga 1991
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CX.

Alas! ’tis true I have gone here and there,
And made myself a motley to the view,
Gor’d mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear,
Made old offences of affections new;
Most true it is that I have look’d on truth
Askance and strangely; but, by all above,
These blenches gave my heart another youth,
And worse essays prov’d thee my best of love.
Now all is done, have what shall have no end:
Mine appetite I never more will grind
On newer proof, to try an older friend,
A god in love, to whom I am confin’d.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.
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CX.

Ha xanp, ue tak! XoauB s TYT i TaMm,

Ha noka3s 6ma3us 3 ceGe s pobus,

MiHsB OIyMKH i 3a 6e3UiH LiHHUIA KpaM,

[ maBHi 3aMUIAHHSA BiJHOBUB.

[le mpaBma: s1 IUBUBChH HA iICTHHY

TaK 3KO0cCa, Ta IO PO3yMy IPHHIIIOB,

[ler yxun 10HiCThL CEPILIO JaB HOBY,

IloBoguTh # cnabuM TBip MO0 J106OB.

Bce e 6ymn0, TBOE X — 110 Oe3 KiHIS:

He macth Ha npoOy CBiXXHMM aneTwur,

106 3BipHTH, UM CHIPABXHA ApyX6a 119 —

Tw — 60or KoxaHHs, Bce Miil (paBODHT.
[Tpuiimu MeHe, 1le Milt HebGec Tpoden,
Ilo yKucTHX, MI0OUX TaK, TBOIX TpylIeH.

14 moToro 1992
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CXI.

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,
That did not better for my life provide
Than public means which public manners breeds.
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,
And almost thence my nature is subdu’d
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand:
Pity me, then, and wish I were renew’d;
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink
Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infection;
No bitterness that I will bitter think,
Nor double penance, to correct correction.
Pity me, then, dear friend, and I assure ye
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.
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CXI.

3apanu MeHe naem oo TH,

Bona npuyMHa 3ry0HHX MOIX JIiJ,

[Ilo He 3Morja MeHe B XHTTi CIIACTH

Big Bcix LUX HHULOCTEH MyOJiUYHUX KiJl.

I TyT gng Moro iMeHi KJenmo,

[Ilo mokopwJIO Mill IPHPOTHNMN CTaH,

KpacuiabHHKOM 51 CTaBCsl YBOJAHO.

Kaniit MeHe, s1 BITHOBUTHCDH 3[aH.

MoOB cMMDHHH MAaIli€HT, I TUTUMY

Ha 1o Moo XxBopo6y KOXHHUH K.

Ta ripkoTH OyMOK S HE CIIpHAMY

M mopsifuux Kap, 106 BULYXATh BOBIK.
2Kagin Mene! S 3aneBHsI0, IpyXe,

[Ilo TBOro a0 JOCUTH, U106 OoYyKaTh.

10 nunHA 1992
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CXIl.

Your love and pity doth the impression fill
Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow;
For what care I who calls me well or ill,
So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow?
You are my all-the-world, and I must strive
To know my shames and praises from your tongue:
None else to me, nor I to none alive,
That my steel’d sense or changes right or wrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care
Of others’ voices, that my adder’s sense
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense:

You are so strongly in my purpose bred,

That all the world besides methinks are dead.
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CXIl.

TBost M1000B 1 XKallb 3Ma3aJIy 3HaK,
[Ilo HUM cKaHJaJd KJEHMHUB MOE 4Y0JO.
Haiio Typ60T, 310pOB $, Y iHaK,
Sk ™" BiTKpHUB MOE€ No6OpO i 3107?
Twu Bech Milt CBIT 1 MEHi JIMII TBif SI3MK
PimaTiumMe 1po raHn0y i XBaiy;
M HixTo MeHi i HIKOMY S He 3BUK
KasaTh npo 3MiHy, IpaBUJIBHY, YH 37Y.
Tak BigMoBnsrocs Bifg BCiX TypOoT,
o iXx MpUHOCATD iHIII T'OJOCH,
Big kpuTHKa i iecTyHa MycTOT:
Bijpl HEXTyBaHHS HUMM HE MPOCH.

Ty BUIIOBHUB MOE INPHU3HAYEHHS,

Bech cBIiT Kpyrom BBaXkalo MEPTBUM 1.

13 nunHA 1992
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CXIII.

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind;
And that which governs me to go about
Doth part his function and is partly blind,
Seems seeing, but effectually is out;
For it no form delivers to the heart
Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch:
Of his quick objects hath the mind no part,
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch;
For if it see the rud’st or gentlest sight,
The most sweet favour or deformed’st creature,
The mountain or the sea, the day or night,
The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature:
Incapable of more, replete with you,
My most true mind thus maketh mine untrue.
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CXIII.

S Biminios, B Oyuli JUIIXBCh MiH 3ip,

[Ilo mpaBUTL MHOIO BCIOAH, Jie S MY,

Ta minute byHKIii 3 THX mip,

He 6a4yuTth, X04 IIIAOUTh, CBOIO METY:

He nopae 1o cepud cipaBXHix ¢opM

ITTaxiB i KBiTiB, XOY lLie caMe 3HaK,

K po3ni3HaTH iX, i caMe KOpM,

CTBOPHTH BJIACHY Bi3il0 OTaK,

Yy rpy6y 6iabll, Y GiNblle HiXHY piy,

O6anyus rapHe, 44 NOTBOP raHuyi,

Yy ropu, yu TeX Mope, AeHb YU HiY —

Bce 6aunTh Tak, Sk 6aYMTh 3ip B OYIL.
Ha Te He 3maTHHMH, CIOBHEHHN TOOOIO
[ piu B gymi He 6auy s Takolo.

13 nunHA 1992
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CXIV.

Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with you,
Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery?
Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true,
And that your love taught it this alchemy,
To make of monsters and things indigest
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,
Creating every bad a perfect best,
As fast as objects to his beams assemble?
O,’tis the first, ’tis flattery in my seeing,
And my great mind most kingly drinks it up:
Mine eye well knows what with his gust is ’greeing,
And to his palate doth prepare the cup:
If it be poison’d, ’tis the lesser sin
That mine eye loves it and doth first begin.
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CXIV.

Yy myx Mif, KOPOHOBaHHHA TO0OIO,
IT’e nuxo MoHapxa, migpo6Ky 1io?
Uu papiie 3ip Mift 6a4NTh piy TaKolo,
JI1060B TBOSI BYHTH L0 adxeMiio?
3po6HUTH 3 MOHCTPIB i peyer MOTBOPHHUX
Ha xepyBuUMiB CX0XHX, SK € TH,
TBopHTH i3 MOraHUX rapHi GbopMH,
II[o6 nuiI 06’e€KT O0 Jaay NpuBecTH?
e Brepille s migJEeCIUBICTb 110 Oauy,
M Mosi myumia ue# TPyHOK BIepIIe M€,
| 3ip Mift 3Ha€, XTO LIEH CMaK CIIapTavuB,
)% KOMY 3rOTOBJICHHH LIEN KEIUX €.

SIK 1le oTpyTa, MEHIlIa i BUHA,

Min 3ip He 6a4YuTh M NepIINM NOYHHA.

14 nunHA 1992



240 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

CXV.

Those lines that I before have writ do lie,
Even those that said I could not love you dearer:
Yet then my judgment knew no reason why
My most full flame should afterwards bum clearer.
But reckoning Time, whose million’d accidents
Creep in "twixt vows, and change decrees of kings,
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents,
Divert strong minds to the course of altering things;
Alas! why, fearing of Time’s tyranny,
Might I not then say, 'Now I love you best,’
When I was certain o’er incertainty,
Crowning the present, doubting of the rest?

Love is a babe; then might I not say so,

To give full growth to that which still doth grow?
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CXV.

Psnoku, siKi mucaB s, HEIPaBIHBi,

[llo s TeGe He Mir JOOUATH OiblII,

Ta s He 3HaB, 1110 NOTiM, MOB Ha JHBO,

3acsie moayM’ss MOE SICHIIIL.

3ragasmm Yac, Horo MiJIbOH BUNAaOKiB

BeprTiTh, 3MiHATb AEKPETH KOPOJIiB,

TeMHHUTH CBATY Kpacy, KDUBUTB MOPSIKH,

3BEPHYTH SICHi AYMKHU OO 3MIHHHUX OiJ1 —

To yom Tupawnii 6oaTuce Yacy

1 ckasath: ,Ternep Haibiabll 106110 Tebe,’

Komamn s rneBHU# Mpo HEMEBHICTb Hallly,

JInur TenepillHicTh € ¥ CyMHiBHe Bce?
JT1060B — QWUTHHA, TO CKaXy JIUII Te:
Xay BIIOBHI BUPOCTE T€, LII0 POCTE.

»

25 yepBHA 1992
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CXVI.

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove:
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come:
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error, and upon me prov’d,
I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d.
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CXVI.

Hisikoi He cTaBiIO MepeimKogu
Y unnro6i BipHux gymi. lle He 110608,
[Ilo 3MiHKOETbCA 3 3MiHAMM HAarogy,
Yy cayxa 10 HECTAJOCTH ITiIMOB.
O, Hi! JIto60B — 11e TON MOCTIiHHUN 3HAK,
[Ilo 6ypi 3ycTpiyae HEMOXUTHO,
[le nposigHa 30ps, HEMOB MasK,
Ilns YoBHa, 1110 BiTpHJIa BUIIHE.
JTio60B — He cayxkka Yacy, Xou IepXHUTh BiH
PyM’anicTe ry6 i 1K B Kpy3i cepmna;
[i He 3MiHMTB XiJ FOJOMH i THIXKHIB,
A I MigTBEpPOUTH, 1110 BOHA TPHBA.
SK ue moMuiKa Ta 'y MEHE JIOBif,
S He nucas 6u 1 He Oyno 6 n1060BH.
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CXVILI.

Accuse me thus: that I have scanted all
Wherein [ should your great deserts repay,
Forgot upon your dearest love to call,
Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day;
That I have frequent been with unknown minds
And given to time your own dear-purchas’d right;
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds
Which should transport me furthest from your sight.
Book both my wilfulness and errors down,
And on just proof surmise accumulate;
Bring me within the level of your frown,
But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate;
Since my appeal says I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.
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CXVII.

Bunuu MeHe! S mocTynmuBCs BCIM,

3a Bci TBOi ITOCIYTH HE CILIATHB,

3a0yB, 1110 € TBOA JIOOOB 11Ie B TiM,

[Ilo B’si>ke 30608’ A3aHHS aKTUB.

He3Hani yacTo B MeHe € OJYMKHU

I Bopy maHi mopori nmpasa,

[I[o6 s BiTpHIA BHITHYB HaBMIAaKH,

o maneiie Bce Bij TeOe BiOIIMBA.

Cnumy Moi IIOMHIJIKH i IPiXH,

1106 nigTBEpOUTH BCiX MiJO3pPiB PicCT,

BissMu mMeHe Iif ITOTJISAI TBiMl TUXHH,

Ta He xugay Ha MeHE THiBY KiCTb.
Lle npockba ¥ JOKa3aTH 5 TOTOB,
TBoro uecHOTY cTajy i 1000B.

9 BepecHA 1992
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CXVIII.

Like as, to make our appetites more keen,

With eager compounds we our palate urge;

As, to prevent our maladies unseen,

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge;

Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying sweetness,

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding;

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness

To be diseas’d, ere that there was true needing.

Thus policy in love, to anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assur’d,

And brought to medicine a healthful state,

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cur’d;
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true,
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.
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CXVIII.

Tak #K, 1106 3aroCTPHTH aMeTHT,
2Kago6010 migcHIIIOEM Halll CMaK, —
[llo6 3ano6irTH HaM XBOpi6 HaJIiT,
XBopieMo, 11100 iX mo30yTHCh TaK.
TBOIX S MEBHUNA CUTHX COJIOMIB,
Xapy IpHIIPaBISIO COCOM TipKOTH,
Bim moroMor s XBOpHM, 3pO3yMiB,
lo Tpe6a i MeHi 3aXBOpiTH.
Tak To B KOXaHHi: Ci1abocTH HEMa,
M T” noMuaKOBO BIEBHEHHUH, 1O €,
3n0poBHH CBiM JIIKY€ELI CTaH gapMma,
[lo mo6puM XOHOM BHIIIKOBYE.

Taxk 36araTuBCh S IPaBIOI0 OJHOIO:

TpyiTh JiK THX, XTO XBOPUH CTaB TOOOIO.

28 yepBHA 1992
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CXIX.

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears,
Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears,
Still losing when I saw myself to win!
What wretched errors hath my heart committed,
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never!
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted
In the distraction of this madding fever!
O benefit of ill! now I find true
That better is by evil still made better;
And ruin’d love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater.
So I return rebuk’d to my content,
And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.
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CXIX.

SIKy MikcTypy ciiuB 1 3 cii3 CHpeH,
CoinsTpoBaHy ¥, MOB MEKJIa VIO, MMIKY,
[ cTpax B Hafmisgx, a HaOil B CTpaxy
[llykaB, Ha mepeMoOry Bce JafeH.
SIKi rpixw y ceplli s BUMHHB,
Konu BoHO y MeHe Oe3 BHHH,
SIx oui Big HebOec maJeyUHU
Jidinuy y posmnay, 60XeBiIbHUA 3DUB.
Kopwucts Big 3nma! Temnep g 3Halo, 110
Hamninwe, sk 1me Kpaie po6uTs 310:
3pyiHoBaHa 10608, SIK HAHOBO
Pocte, To Kpallla i Jinuia, Hix 6y’o.
3 JIOKOpPOM BEPHYCb B CYTh CBOIO Ha3aj
[ 6inbII KOPUCTi B MEHE, HiXK BUTpAT.

16 moTtoro 1992
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CXX.

That you were once unkind befriends me now,

And for that sorrow, which I then did feel,

Needs must I under my transgression bow,

Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken,

As I by yours, you’ve pass’d a hell of time;

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken

To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime.

O, that our night of woe might have remember’d

My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you, as you to me, then tender’d

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits!
But that your trespass now becomes a fee;
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.
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CXX.

Te, 0 TH pa3 OyB 3NHMH, IPYXKHThL MEHe,
3a CMYTOK, 110 TOJi 5 MEePEXMB,
Mosi npoBuHa i MeHe 3irse,
Xifa, 110 s 3aMi3HUX HEePBiB-XKUJI.
SIximo tebe Most CTPSICHYJIA 3J1iCTb,
SIK i MeHe, TH MIEKJIO MEPEXKMUB,
Sk 51, TMpaH, IO MOTEPIiB Ha BiCTh
[Tpo 37104YMH TBi#, AIK TH MEHE Bpa3uB.
3ragate BapTO TY 3JIOBiCHY Hid,
Moi yyTTda rimboKi cyM po3uep,
Ta s To6i i TM MeHi y Biu
Hecnu 6anp3am, 1110 paHU B HAC 3aTep.
TBos NpoBMHA rOHOPApPY XKJIE,
S Bukynus Tebe, a TM MEHE.

22 yepBHA 1992
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CXXI.

"Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d,

When not to be receives reproach of being;

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deem’d

Not by our feeling, but by others’ seeing:

For why should others’ false adulterate eyes

Give salutation to my sportive blood?

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies,

Which in their wills count bad what I think good?

No, I am that I am, and they that level

At my abuses reckon up their own:

I may be straight though they themselves be bevel;

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown;
Unless this general evil they maintain,
All men are bad and in their badness reign.
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CXXI.

Bxxe kpaitie migauM OyTh, HiXX MiJJIAM 3BaThCH,
X04Y TH He € HUM, KHHYTb TOH JOKIip,
[TpueMHIicCTD, 110 Bill iHIIUX CMOJiBaThCH,
Y Hac uyTTH, He 6aYUTh IXHIN 3ip.
YoMy canblInBi, 3BOJHI IHIIIMX 04,
BitaioTe Tak MOIO CIIOPTHBHY KpOB?
Yom cnabocti Moi Ti ciaabiiri 304aTh,
[Ilo6 mo6pe B MeHe CKPHUTb Bij 3718 IOKPOB?
Ta Hi, 9 € XTO €, 1 IXHiIf piBEeHb
Moix oOpa3 migXOOUTh TiJIbKH IM;
SI npocTo Moy, a KOXKHUM 3 HUX IIOKPUBJICH,
Ta ixHiX ocyn He OinaM MOiM,

Xifa Take yxXe 3arajbHe 3110,

o mropu 311 ¥ y 31 iX peMecio.

18 yepBHA 1992
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CXXII.

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full character’d with lasting memory,

Which shall above that idle rank remain,

Beyond all date, even to eternity:

Or, at the least, so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist;

Till each to raz’d oblivion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d.

That poor retention could not so much hold,

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold,

To trust those tables that receive thee more:
To keep an adjunct to remember thee
Were to import forgetfulness in me.



IlexcnipoBi coneTH 255

CXXII.

TBif map, TBif 3alMCHUK Y I'OJIOBI,

Y nmaM’sTi nocTinHin s 36epir

[ IMIIKTBECSA, MOB B 3alIMCY PSi,

Hap maTtu Bci y BiYHOCTI Jopir,

Tounile JOBro Tak, K cepue ¥ yMm

Iicranu map B IPUPOIH iCHYBATh,

AX KOXHe B 3a0yTTS PO3JIUTUH CTPYM

MeHe nopBe, TBiHl 3aITKUC HE MPOMNAB.

A 3aTpHMKa BChOIo He 36epexe,

3 TBOrO KOXaHHS KOIiK He 3po0bJIio,

Tox Kpallle 3aMCHUK BiJIaB S BXeE

I B mam’siTi Te6e JMII royyoiio.
AJL'I0OHKT TpMMaTh, 11100 He 3a6yTh Tebe,
Lle ocynuTs B Ge3naM STi MeHe.

21 yepBHA 1992
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CXXIII.

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change:
Thy pyramids built up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange;
They are but dressings of a former sight.
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old;
And rather make them born to our desire
Than think that we before have heard them told.
Thy registers and thee I both defy,
Not wondering at the present nor the past,
For thy records and what we see doth lie,
Made more or less by thy continual haste.
This I do vow, and this shall ever be;
[ will be true, despite thy scythe and thee.
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CXXIII.

He Timcs, Yace, 110 3MiHHBCS o,

Ti mipamigu, 1110 Ja€UI ix Millp,

Ilng MeHe He HOBA, UITYYHA IUIYTHA,
[le TimTLKM peTyHI IMOMepeqHiX JHULb.
Haur cTpok KOpPOTKHM, TOX i JUBHO HaM,
[Ilo TH BrIMXa€ln B HAC Te, LIO CTape,

[ minpo6asen paniue, K Halll KpaM,
Tu gymam, 110 MM YyJIH BXE NpPO Te.
Cebe TBOIM perictpam s He 31aM,
MuHyse i TernepilliHE HE MaHUTB,
Pekopau # Te, o 6avuM, nuu1 o6MaH,

Ulo Mycum B mocmixy OilbII-MeHII pOOUTS.

Ha ue kisiHych, Tak Gyfae; rnpasau Li
Jepxy Ha nipto ToOi A TBOil Koci.

22 yepBHA 1992
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CXXIV.

If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfather’d,

As subject to Time’s love or to Time’s hate,

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather’d.

No, it was builded far from accident;

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls:

It fears not policy, that heretic,

Which works on leases of short-number’d hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic,

That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with showers.
To this I witness call the fools of time,
Which die for goodness, who have liv’d for crime.
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CXXIV.

SIK MUJIMHM Mifl IMTHHA JUII BUNAIKY
BesbaTyeHKO, Ha JIaclli JOJI I,

Yu B yac KOXaHHS, UM y yac 6e3 TakTy,
bypsiH MixX OYpsIHiB, MiX KBITiB KBIiT.
Hi, 1e He BHHAIILIO B BUCJIiII BHMAOKY,
bo He TepnuTh Bim NMOMIIM ¥ He BIaje
[ mig ymapom Harjoro ynagxy,

[Ilo yac npuBaGHMUI MOJIOIO Ha3BeE.
€peTHK, He OOIThCA i IOPAIKY,

Bix mie 3a mo3nM4yeHHWX rogus,

Ta cam 06auHHM cTaB Ha KOXHY XBaTKY:

Bin criex He 3ruHe, He mipHe BiI 3JIMB.
Ile 6sa3Hi yacy, 3ByTh iX BCE€ BOJHO,
IIlo MpyTh 3a H06pe, XO4 YHHUIH 3J10.

18 yepBHA 1992
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CXXV.

Were ’t aught to me I bore the canopy,
With my extern the outward honouring,
Or laid great bases for eternity,
Which prove more short than waste or ruining?
Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour
Lose all and more by paying too much rent,
For compound sweet forgoing simple savour,
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent?
No; let me be obsequious in thy heart,
And take thou my oblation, poor but free,
Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows no art,
But mutual render, only me for thee.
Hence, thou suborn’d informer! a true soul
When most impeach’d stands least in thy control.
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CXXV.

Yy ue He 1 HOCHB LieH OangaxiH,
ExkcTepH Big Bcix myOJiYHHUX ILIIaHYBAaHb,
He kJ1aB OCHOBHM BiYHOCTH LILJIAXiB,
SIKi KopoTIII 3HUIIEHb-PYHHYBAHb?
Uu g9 He 6aYMB XHUTENIB, 9Ki
BTpauaau Bce, 11106 3amIaTHTh MPOKAT
3a pemnyTalilo i JacKH, OCh TakKi
BuTpaTHHKH OLLaJHOCTEH B CBif Jan?
Tu He paxyh MeHe yJIECHUKOM B Iylli,
[ToxepTBy OinHY, Ta BiJIbHY NMPUIAMH,
He 31i6Hy Ha HisIKi XUTPOILLi,
CninpHa BUMiHa, y SIKiH JHUII MH.
Ta 3gan, nigKymHUN, NpaBegHa aylIa —
YuM 6inblia B CYMHiBaX — KOHTPOJIb MeHIIIA.

18 yepBHA 1992
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CXXVI.

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle hour;
Who hast by waning grown, and therein show’st
Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow’st;
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back,
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill
May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill.
Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure!
She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure:
Her audit, though delay’d, answer’d must be,
And her quietus is to render thee.
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CXXVI.

Min jgrobun xjomnye, o TpuMaem Yac,
Moro xpuXKu# myrap, rofgMH 3amnac;
[lepe3piBae, Nae XXKUTTS Ha CXHUJI,
KoxaHLi B’ SHYyTL — TH y HOBHi CHJI.
Axmio ITpupona, maHi Beix 3armiam,
Xou #npem Bnepen, Tebe 30Be Ha3al,
3aTpuUMYyeE, 1100 H0Ka3aTh CBill CIIPHT,
[Illo Mo3Ke Yac CKYNHUX XBHUJIHUH 3raHbOHUTD.
To Gepexuch, MiHbHOH 1i po3Bar,
Bo cTpuMae, Ta He Bi3bMe CBifl CKapo.
I MycuTh IifCyMOK BKiHIi IPHHATH,
IlacH ocTaHHi pO3paxyHOK TH.

19 nuctonapa 1991
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CXXVIL.

In the old age black was not counted fair,
Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name;
But now is black beauty’s successive heir,
And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame:
For since each hand hath put on Nature’s power,
Fairing the foul with Art’s false borrow’d face,
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower,
But is profan’d, if not lives in disgrace.
Therefore my mistress’ brows are raven black,
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem
At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack,
Sland’ring creation with a false esteem:
Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe,
That every tongue says beauty should look so.
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CXXVII.

Komnuchk To YopHEe rapHHUM He 6yJIO,
HixTo HOro Kpacolo He Ha3BaB,
A 3apa3 YOpHeE y Kpacy 3aMIiLio,
HemoB GancTpiok, Kpacu HabyJio mpas.
Bigkoau ruyte IIpupoay XUcCTOM pyK
[ morans npuGHpParOTh B anblll KpacH,
To yap xpacu 6e3 iMEHi, MOB 3BYK
[TycTuit, Y1l HUOI€ CIIOBHA FaHBOH.
Moei nm106KH 04i — YOPHHM KPYK,
[TinxomsTh 0O XKallo6H M MOXOPOH
Haranyiots, 3 Kpacow neperyk
Hespanui, nig ¢anslInBui TOH.
JU1st IOXOPOHHUKIB 1ie TO0OpHUH 3HAK,
Il HUX Kpaca OCh BUTJISIIAE TaK.

20 nuctonapa 1991
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CXXVIII.

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st,
Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway’st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,
Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap,
At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand!
To be so tickl’d, they would change their state
And situation with those dancing chips,
O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,
Making dead wood more bless’d than living lips.
Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.
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CXXVIII.

JIK My3HKY, 0, MY3UKO MO,
Ha pmepeBi 6/1aXXeHHIM I'pa€ll TH,
[3-miJ COTOIKHX TaNbLiB JIOBIIO s
TI'apMoHiIo, 00 CIyX OEHTEXHTH.
Yu 3a30pHUTh KJISABillIaM, KOJIM BOHHU
Crpu6aloTh LiJyBaTH OJOTHK DYK,
Kouu moi ycta, He 6e3 BUHH,
Mornu 6¥ BUKOHAaTH TOM X€ TPIOK?
3MiHUTH O CHTYallil0 CTPYXKOK
I ons poromu 3MIHUTBCS IX CTaH,
[Ilo TBOPUTH PYK TBOiX Ha HHX TAHOK —
Tak npoTHCTaBUTH AEPEBO YCTaM.
S kngBilli BTIIIA€ TiNCHICTD Ta,
Ilan majielii iM, MEHI Mogan ycra.

22 nuctonaaa 1991
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CXXIX.

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action; and till action, lust
Is perjur’d, murderous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;
Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight;
Past reason hunted, and no sooner had,
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait,
On purpose laid to make the taker mad:
Mad in pursuit, and in possession so;
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;
A bliss in proof, and prov’d, a very woe;
Before, a joy propos’d; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.
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CXXIX.

3amnaTta Oyxy BHUTpaTaM raHbOHM

Lle moxiTk B mii, B mii i OOKip,

Bo moxitek 3ry6Ha, MoBHa NYCTOTH,

BananpHOCTH i H0JIIO; 11 He Bip;

He BHoBoJILHMNA IIie, 1 0OpHJIa BXKe,

Komuce 11yKaB, Ta He 33 CKOpPO MaB,

3HeHaBHOiB, MOB Xpo6aKa 1oxep,

M Mety nokuas, 1106 Ayp MOro Hamas:

Jlyp criomiBaHHS W BOJIOLIHHS IYp;

Ocpb MaB, i Mae, 11100 i MaB BKiHLIi,

SIx mokas wiacTd ¥ rops 3a amyp;

Ta Brixa Briepemi, Mo3aay MaHiBLIi.
CBiT 3Hae€ 1ie; He 3Ha€ BiH, IIpoTe,
SIk HeGa YHHKATh, 10 B MEKJIO 3BE.

18 notoro 1992
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CXXX.

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red:

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks;

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound:

I grant I never saw a goddess go;

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.
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CXXX.

Moei naHi oyi — He SIK COHIIE;
Bix ry6 ii yepBOHMH GiJIbIIT KOpPalb.
Sk 6inuit — cHIr: rpyab B Hei cipa YoM ne?
SIk BojlOC — JPIT: TO B Hei 3Bifl cOipalb.
S1 6auuB ILLIOBK TPOSHI: YEPBOHHUM, OITHM;
He 6ayy pox nmx Ha ii LII0KaXx.
IMappymis 3amax Ginbllle MEHi MMWINH,
Hix Bimmux, 1o JMMHUTE B ii ycTax.
JTi06m10, IK pO3MOBIISI BOHA, XO4 3HAIO,
[Ilo My3uKka Ja€ 111e Kpalud 3BYyK;
He 6auuB g 60ruHb, SK XOISTh B palo,
Moei K maHi Xii — He3rpaGHUM CTYK.
Ta Bce X HE3BUYHE 1Ie MOE KOXaHHS,
CnioraHeHe Bif danblly MOpiBHSHHS.
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CXXXI.

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,
As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel;
For well thou know’st to my dear doting heart
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel.
Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold,
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan:
To say they err I dare not be so bold,
Although I swear it to myself alone.
And to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,
One on another’s neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgment’s place.
In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds,
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds.



lllekcnipoBi coHETH 273

CXXXI.

Tw necnoTHyHa, K i Ti, KOTO

Kpaca HemMumocepasiM 00IapHTh,

Ta 3Hae€lw, 110 y MeHe B cepli TO

Hankpaiiorw € TH, MOB CaMOLIBIT.

T'oBopsATH, 1110 B TOOI HOBipH 3HAK,

He crorHe Ha TBift BUI MOS T1000B;

He ckaxy iM: IOMHJIKA 1€, OJHAK

Co0i 11e mpucsrar 3HOB i 3HOB.

Ha mokas, 1o He danplll npucsra g,

Ili coTHi CTOroHiB, Ta CBiIKOM iX,

Sk mymaro npo BHJ TBOTO JIHLA,

[Ilo YopHe cBiTIillIa B JyMKax MOiX.
Himoe He yopHe, JIMIII TBOI Hija,
3BigciJib Liel HaKJeI Mif i BUILINBA.

24 notoro 1992
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CXXXII.

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain,
Have put on black and loving mourners be,
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.
And truly not the moming sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east,
Nor that full star that ushers in the even,
Doth half that glory to the sober west,
As those two mourning eyes become thy face:
O, let it then as well beseem thy heart
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace,
And suit thy pity like in every part.
Then will I swear beauty herself is black
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.
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CXXXII.

JIro61110 B TBOIX O4Yax XKaJb CIiBUYTTSA

IIns MyK, 110 Bim Ipe3upcTBa, 110 B TOOI,

Bosiruu Led YopHHUH CTpif, 1106 6a4uB 4,

o TH cripMMMAaELl 3 XaIiCTIO Mift GijIb.

Bo cnpaBii paHHE coHle i3 Hebec,

He po3’SICHHUTE TaK CXOIy CipHX 1K,

Hi nmoBHa 3ipka TaM, 1e Beuip L3,

OCBIiTHTB 3aX0H0OBi TEMHHMH ILIUK,

SIk oui xamibHi KpacsiTh TBOE JIHLIE:

O, xam i ceplie NIPUKPAacATh TBOE,

[IIo6 cniBuyBamo, 60 cKkop6oTa lie

Han6iapin 10 YOpHHUX CTPOIB IIPUCTAE.
Tox 4opHMM KOJIip Lie KPaCH TEX 3HaK,
Iloraxe, ne TBOro Kojbopy 6pak.

28 nmoTtoro 1992
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CXXXIII.

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me!
Is’t not enough to torture me alone,
But slave to slavery my sweet’st friend must be?
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,
And my next self thou harder hast engross’d:
Of him, myself, and thee, [ am forsaken;
A torment thrice threefold thus to be cross’d.
Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward,
But then my friend’s heart let my poor heart bail;
Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard;
Thou canst not then use rigour in my jail:
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee,
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.
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CXXXIII.

KnsHy 1e cepue, 1[0 IPUHOCUTh GiJlb
I Moro gpyra cepio 1 MoHOMY.
He mocuth s TBOIM TOPTYpaM IiiJib,
Ille 1 pabcTBO HAKUOAELI i HOMY.
TBOiIM XOPCTOKMM OKOM sl IPUOUT,
Twu #1 gpyre s MO€ KpillKilll B35J1a;
Horo, i TBif, i cBiit 1 BTpaTHB BUI,
HeMoB npuOHUTHE TPHUi JO XpecTa.
Moe€ TH ceplle y IpyleHr TBOiX
TropMi JiepXHIl; TOAi JO3BOJb MEHI,
[I[o6 npyry 6yTH CTOPOXEM S MIir:
He naknagam cBifi puUrop i B TIOpMIi.
Ta pobuin 11e: HACHIBLHO Y TIOPMi
IlepxHIlI MeHe i BCe, 110 Y MEHi.

1 6epesHA 1992
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CXXXIV.

So, now I have confess’d that he is thine,
And I myself am mortgag’d to thy will,
Myself I'll forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free,
For thou art covetous and he is kind;
He learn’d but surety-like to write for me,
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.
The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take,
Thou usurer, that putt’st forth all to use,
And sue a friend came debtor for my sake;
So him I lose through my unkind abuse.
Him have I lost; thou hast both him and me:
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.
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CXXXIV.

Tak, s Tenep 3i3HaBCH, 110 BiH TBil
U ce6e TBOIit 1 BOJI B 3aCTaB 1aB,
Cebe s BTpPaTHB, 00 ABIMHUK LEN Mii
MeHe 3 TBO€I BOJIi BIOBOJILHSB.
Ta sy He TH, Ta ¥ BiH HEBIJILHHUM BXeE,
Tw 3a3gpicHa, BiH NPUSI3HUH, rO-TO,
3a MeHe BiH B IOPYKY CIIHILIE BCeE,
Bo B’axe 30608B’s13aHHSA WOrO.
CraTyT KpacH TBOEI JIHII TOOI,
JInxBap TH, 11106 3aKyIITYBaTh BChOTO,
[To3sem i apyra, 110 PYYHBCh MEHI,
Horo s tpauy, 60 3710BXHUB HOTO.

Horo s BTpaTHB; B TeOe BiH i 4,

3a Bce BiH IUIATHTh, Ta HE BIILHUM 1.

2 6epesHA 1992
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CXXXV.

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will,

And Will to boot, and Will in over-plus;

More than enough am I that vex thee still,

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious,

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine?

Shall will in others seem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still

And in abundance addeth to his store;

So thou, being rich in Will, add to thy Will

One will of mine, to make thy large Will more.
Let no unkind 'No’ fair beseechers kill;
Think all but one, and me in that one Will.
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CXXXV.

Koro 6 6axaia, B Tebe € cBin ,,Bijn”,

,,Binp” sIK HOmATOK, TEX i3 JIMIIKOM ,,Binp”,

Ta # mocuTh, 110 TOOI S CIIpaBHUB OiJib,

ConogKkHu# HaMip B JOHJATKOBY LiJb.

Yu 3Boauiu TH, y Tebe XK BOJb 0e3 MEX,

Mol10 cX0BaTH BOJIO ¥ TBOIO,

Yu BoJIA iHIIHX He J100’s3Ha TEX,

He papa BoJIIO T€X NPUAHATE MOIO?

Xo4 Mope MOBHe BO, NPpUAMAE OOllI,

SIK y mocTaTKy, MOKJIagy B 3amac.

Barara ,, BoneM” TH cBOiM, TO 110 X

Iomai Moo 111e BoJiio i ,,Binb” Mif nac.
He HanocH GnaraHusM iHIIMX OiJlb,
IMpuamu: nis tebe 1 ToRd camum ,,Binp”.

3 6epeaHA 1992
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CXXXVI.

If thy soul check thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Wil

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there;

Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil,

Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love,

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.

In things of great receipt with ease we prove

Among a number one is reckon’d none:

Then in the number let me pass untold,

Though in thy stores’ account I one must be;

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold

That nothing me, a something sweet to thee:
Make but my name thy love, and love that still,
And then thou lov’st me, — for my name is Will.
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CXXXVI.

X mokops To6i myiia, 10 s

3a OJU3BKHM, TO CKaXH climif: g ,,Bins”,

BoHa x 60 3Ha€: BijibHE IPUAHATTA

[ nj1s KoxaHHsA Miclie 6€3 NPHBiJb.

e ,,Binp” cnoBHS TBOEI cKapb J1O6GBH,

A s 3po06JII0 3 BOJIIHHSIM, 1110 3BOJIiB.

Hiio x i3 OiJ1 BEJUKOI Baru

HixTo mig HoMep mepiuup He YBiB.

SAxwo ige npo HoMep, TO 1 — mac!

Xo4Y B MeHEe B NaM’ATi g MeplINi 6yB,

Ta, 1106 3am0BOJBHHUTL 000X i3 Hac,

Bce Hamcosonme gaM ToOi BIPUTYII.
Jlepsku MO€ iM’s1, TBOIO JIIOOOB, MOCHiJb,
Y Tomi MeHe mosooum, 60 i s ,,Binp”.

4 6epe3HA 1992
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CXXXVII.

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes,
That they behold, and see not what they see?
They know what beauty is, see where it lies,
Yet what the best is take the worst to be.
If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks,
Be anchor’d in the bay where all men ride,
Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged hooks,
Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied?
Why should my heart think that a several plot
Which my heart knows the wide world’s common place?
Or mine eyes, seeing this, say this is not,
To put fair truth upon so foul a face?
In things right true my heart and eyes have err’d,
And to this false plague are they now transferr’d.
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CXXXVIIL

Cnina JIro6oBe, 110 3poOHiIa TH

MoiMm ouam, 1110 6ayaTh He AK CJIin?

Ta 3HaroTh, IO Kpaca, i Jge 3HaNTH,

To y HaWKpalloMy 3HaxXonATb OpHIb.

K o4i CXOILTIOIOTH JIMII YacCTb OIHY,

Illo 3askopmiIack, O€ BCi CTOSTH,

Yom Biy 06MaH TPUMAELL HA raky,

[lo6 TyT i cepus pillieHHA 3B’A3aTh?

YoM cepiilo Kaxelll: lie OKPEMHUH 3HaK,

Sk 3Hae, 1110 Kpaca OJHA JIHIIE,

M ouam MoiM Haka3yell och Tak

KpacuBuM BH3HATH THIKe JTHIE?
[MpaBouBHiT BHA Yy Ceplii, a 0YaM
[lepemaeTbest Tl aJbUIMBUHA 3/1aM.

7 KBiTHA 1992
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CXXXVIII.

When my love swears that she is made of truth,

I do believe her, though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutor’d youth,

Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,

Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue:

On both sides thus is simple truth supprest.

But wherefore says she not she is unjust?

And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told:
Therefore I lie with her, and she with me,
And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be.
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CXXXVIII.

SIK ceplie Kaxe, 1110 BOHa CTiMKa,
S Bipto, Xo4 i 3HaIO — Il OpexHs
M BoHa Gepe MeHe 3a aypaka,
SIkoMy 6pak 1po cBiTy dajblil 3HAHHA
I mymae, 1110 o 111e MOJIOIOHK,
Xou 3Hae, 0 3a MHOIO Kpallli JIHi;
A Biplo, 110 TIETE 11 A3MK,
Ta x 6peie Tex cobi, HEe ML MEHi.
YoMy He ckaxe, 110 BOHO He TaK?
YoM He KaxXy i s, 1110 s BXe crap?
IKoxaHHS CTpit — JOBip’s TiIbKU 3HAK,
VMloro paxyHKOM pOKiB He 3aTbMap.
Tomy s Opelny i, BOHa MeHi
I upMp xu6aMu MM 3piJHEHI.

21 KBiTHA 1992
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CXXXIX.

O, call not me to justify the wrong
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart;
Wound me not with thine eye, but with thy tongue:
Use power with power, and slay me not by art.
Tell me thou lov’st elsewhere, but in my sight,
Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside:
What need’st thou wound with cunning, when thy might
Is more than my o’erpress’d defence can bide?
Let me excuse thee: ah! my love well knows
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies;
And therefore from my face she turns my foes,
That they elsewhere might dart their injuries:

Yet do not so; but since I am near slain,

Kill me outright with looks, and rid my pain.
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CXXXIX.

He Bumarai, mo6 st 00 ¢anblliy 3BHK,
[llo HeTAaKT TBi MEHi y ceple Jir,
OynMa He paHH, Xal BXe S3UK
HacuiabcTBOM, HE MUCTELITBOM MEPEMIT.
Ckaxy, 110 3akoxaiace. He kpusn
[Tpyn TOoMy, CepIeHBKO, O4YeN CBOIX;
[Tolo paHUTH XHUTPICTIO, KOJIH
Ty BoJOIAapKa MOYYBaHbL MOIX.
INIpo6ay meni. Ta 3Ha Mos JI1060B,
[Ilo morasigu ii — L€ BOPOTH,
I kugae BoHa iX 3HOB i 3HOB,
[llo6 Ha"ecTH i Apyrum e Oiau.

Ta He po6H TOro TaxK IJs OO3BiJb:

B6ui nornsgoM MeHe, BTHILH Mill Oifb.

23 KBiTHA 1992
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CXL.

Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain;
Lest sorrow lend me words, and words express
The manner of my pity-wanting pain.
If T might teach thee wit, better it were,
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so;
As testy sick men, when their deaths be near,
No news but health from their physicians know;
For, if I should despair, I should grow mad,
And in my madness might speak ill of thee:
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad,
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be,

That I may not be so, nor thou belied,

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wide.
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CXL.

Byns Mynpa Tak, SIK TH XOPCTOKa, He

[Ipumylnyn Miil 3K 3HOB 1O 3HEBAT;

SIK CMYTOK CIIOBOM 3MYIIIYE MEHE

Cka3aTu Te, yoro s He 3abar.

Bo kpauie, 11106 g joTenoM Le 36yB

He mas mro60BH, Xou 3 11060BH TaK,

SIK xBOopMH, 10 Ha Kpa XHUTTS IPHOYB,

Bin nikaps 3mM0poB’s XK€ O3HAK.

Bo 3 po3nauy s nonany y wiaif,

[lanenuit Bce ckaxy npo tebe 3ie,

Bo ciiB INXKUX pocTe HOBUM HaBaj

M HakJienHMK iX L1e Haji MOHece.
[Ilo6 HUM He cTaB, A He BHala B Tebe TiHb,
JIMBHCEH HABIIPOCT, XOY CEpLE UJe BIIMPiHb.

24 kBiTHA 1992
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CXLI.

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thousand errors note;

But ’tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who, in despite of view, is pleas’d to dote.

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted;

Nor tender feeling to base touches prone.

Nor taste nor smell desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone:

But my five wits nor my five senses can

Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee,

Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man,

Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to be:
Only my plague thus far I count my gain,
That she that makes me sin awards me pain.
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CXLI.

IToBip, ounMa He 106110 Tebe,
Bo oui 6ayaTh B Tebe MOMHUIIKH,
Ta moxwu cepie J100UThL — §, IPOTE,
Ha 3nicte oyam 0010 Tebe Taku.
He 6aBuTBH Byx MOiX i TBiff A3HK,
Hi HiXXHHUX DOTHKiB TBOiX Oaib3aM,
Hi 3anax, npucMak, Haye KJIHK
o 3ycTpiueit 3 TO60IO CaM-Ha-caM.
Ta m’9Th IYMOK MOIX i 3MHCJIIB I’ SITh
He smunaTh cepiid, o6 Tobi CIyXHTh,
1106 MyxXecbKy IPHKMETY MOKa3aTh:
Cnyroio cepus TBOro 3aJIMIIMNTh.

I e MeHe TYpOY€E JMIl, L0 Ta,

SIka Ha rpix MaHuUThL, MOs Gifa.

19 noToro 1992
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CXLII.

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate,
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving:
O, but with mine compare thou thine own state,
And thou shalt find it merits not reproving;
Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine,
That have profan’d their scarlet ornaments
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine,
Robb’d others’ beds’ revenues of their rents.
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov’st those
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee:
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows,
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.
If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,
By self-example mayst thou be denied!
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CXLII.

JIto60B — Mi¥ rpix, TBOS LHOTJIHBICTb — THIB,

['HiB 3a Mili rpiX, 3a rpillIHy I(10 J1I000B.

SIK6M Mif cTaH 3 TBOIM S 3aMiHHB,

— He 3Hanpmeln y IIHOTIMBOCTI BiIMOB.

SIximo 6 3HaMINIa, TO HE i3 YCT TBOIX,

1o moraHMTh iX KpaCHMHA OPHAMEHT,

KneidMuTh danpin TUX 3B’s13KiB, K i MOiX,

[ rpabuTth moXig 3 iHUIKX JOXK BiJ PEHT.

Ta s mo6ai0 Tebe, IK TH BCiX THX,

Koro TBif1 MaHMTH 3ip, 9K Mill Tebe;

[Inekan y cepli Xxanb, IO SIK 3pOCTeE,

TBif xanb NPUXUIBHICTL 3HANOE y IPYTHUX.
SIKio 1Iykaem Te, 32 YUM TBiH Xalb,
Ha BnacHiM 3HampgelI npukiagi ooMass.

26 KBITHA 1992
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CXLIII.

Lo! as a careful housewife runs to catch

One of her feather’d creatures broke away,

Sets down her babe, and makes all quick dispatch

In pursuit of the thing she would have stay;

Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase,

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent

To follow that which flies before her face,

Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent:

So runn’st thou after that which flies from thee,

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me,

And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind;
So will I pray that thou mayst have thy Will,
If thou turn back and my loud crying still.
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297

CXLIII.

[nsiHb, K 61XUTH Xa3sika, 11106 3JI0BHTh

OpnHe 3 CBOIX Kyp4aT, ike BTEKIJIO;

CBO€ OUTA MOKHHYBIIM Ha MUTh

B Hapgii, 110 CMOITHME caMo.

Ta nuiieHe OUTA 3a HEIO Hie

I nnave, w106 nauile JOTHATH TY,

SIxa mepen ¥oro JuMLEM Ipsfne,

3abyBIIHY [TPO TUTHHHU CAMOTY.

Tak TH XeHelll 3a TUM, XTO BiJJIETIB,

A g, MOB TO IMTH, CIIIKOM ijy.

SIK 3n0BUMII CBOIO 1IijIb, TO M TOrOTIB,

SIx maMa, TIoLiIyH MeHe B Oiry.
S nmomouiocs, 1100 MOBEPHYBCH TBi# Bink,
Bonan obepHeuics i BTHUIININ Oillb.

26 KBiTHA 1992
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CXLIV.

Two loves I have of comfort and despair,
Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,
The worser spirit a woman, colour’d ill.
To win me soon to hell, my female evil
Tempteth my better angel from my side,
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.
And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend
Suspect I may, but not directly tell;
But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another’s hell:
Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.
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CXLIV.

2KuBYyTH B MeHi Ha BTiXy Ta Bimuam,
MoB nyxHu 1Ba, Olli KOXaHHS JIBa:
[le# Kpalu@ sIHroJl — XJonelb, MOB pO3MaH,
A TipIIHHA QyX — li¢ XiHKa MOBHA 3J1a.
Ilo nekya 1ule MeHe I 3100HA XiHKa
Ta siHrona Bim MeHe BiOTAra;
CIHOKYyIIIy€E CBATOTO IOBEIiHKA
1 yecHoTY 3MaHIOE Ti nuxa.
[, MOXe, BOPOroM 1iedl SIHroJ Mil
Ilnst MEHe cTaHe SIBHO i 3amekJyio
Ta yepe3 MeHe 3aJII00MBCS B HiH,
Teriep BoHa HOMY TOTYE IEKJIO.
B HeneBHOCTI NPUUOETLCA XHUTh MEHI
AXx pobporo 1ey 3J1UA COAINTh B OTHi.
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CXLV.

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make,
Breath’d forth the sound that said ’I hate,’
To me that languish’d for her sake:
But when she saw my woeful state,
Straight in her heart did mercy come,
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet
Was used in giving gentle doom;
And taught it thus anew to greet;
’I hate,” she alter’d with an end,
That follow’d it as gentle day
Doth follow night, who like a fiend
From heaven to hell is flown away.

’I hate’ from hate away she threw,

And sav’d my life, saying — 'Not you.’
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CXLV.

Ycra, mio TBip JIto60BH pyK,
BuauxyoTh: ‘“HEHaBHIXKY;
51 v cyMyio Ha TOHM 3BYK.
Ta ax y3puts Mol0 Xypby,
B HiF Muiocepliss BUpOCTa
I 1a€ cBiM A3HWK, 110 BIT SITh
[IpnHOCHB HiXHe 3a6yTT
I BYUMB, K HAHOBO BiTaTh.
“HeHaBHIXY”, pexja BKiHellb,
KoJsu 3HHKaJIa HiXHICTh THS,
Muuna Hiy, 1110 MOB TOM ApYyr-CBATELb
BnaB 3 Heba B nekJI0 HaBMaHHA.
“HenaBuuky” i3 JIOTI LLIeE,
U1 MeHi Ha BTiXy: “He Tebe”.

28 KBiTHA 1992
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CXLVI.

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,
Fool’d by these rebel powers that thee array,
Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?
Why so large cost, having so short a lease,
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,
Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body’s end?
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,
And let that pine to aggravate thy store;
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;
Within be fed, without be rich no more:
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Death once dead, there’s no more dying then.
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CXLVI.

Jlyme y6ora, rpilllHU¥ LEHTpP 3€MIIi

I pa6 TiX cu, 110 CTpPOiIM Tebe,

YoMy CyMye€ll-B’siHEIl B TEMHOTI,

Manto€l sicCHO 30BHi CBiT, rIpoTe?

KopoTkuit BUHaiM, a BUCOKHH KOIIIT,

YoM maTHil 3a olled THUIIMH Manall,

1I[o6 cnagkoeMIili-Xpo6H BpEIUTi PEUIT

i Brpaty 3’inu? Lle kiHeus TBil, 6ay?

2KuBH, ayie, Ha KOLUT TBOTO CJYTH,

Xap MapHiCTh OOTSIXKHUTb TBifl BIACHHH MiX;

3a JHILKYN FOOUH BiYHUH CTPOK KYIIH,

2Kusucek 3 HuX, He 36arauyiics 6e3 HUX:
Tak cMepTIO MOXHUBHUCH, IK CMEPTH JIOJbMH,
Pa3 cMepTh yMpe, BMUpATh HE OYIEM MHU.

20 noToro 1992
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CXLVII.

My love is as a fever, longing still
For that which longer nurseth the disease;
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,
The uncertain sickly appetite to please.
My reason, the physician to my love,
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve
Desire is death, which physic did except.
Past cure I am, now reason is past care,
And frantic-mad with evermore unrest;
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are,
At random from the truth vainly express’d;
For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.
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CXLVII.

Most m11060B — rapsiuka; TYXKHUTb BXe
3a THM, 10 HIHBYUTHL XBOPOOJMBHIT BUI,
TuM XMBUTHCH, 1110 CTaH lLiei Gepexe,
illo6 BIOBONBLHUTH XBOPHM alleTHT.
Pe3oH — KoXaHHs JlikapeM MOro,
BiH 3ami1, 0 He mepXKych Moro nopap,
JInuB MeHe W Bimyal HiMAIIOB TOTO,
lo wiap — auII cMepTh; B Mil JIiKap TOMY paj.
Be3 nikiB 1, 6€3 OOrasay pe3oH,
Hle & 603KeBIILHUMA 51, POIAB HaBiK;
Moi OyMKH ¥ CJI0OBa yTPaTHJIH CBiil TOH,
JlapeMHo, 11106 s 1I0Ch PO3YMHE piK.
BissgBui npucsras s, sicHa pid,
A TH, SIK MEKJO0, YOpHa, Haye Hiy.

20 moToro 1992



306 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

CXLVIIL

O me! what eyes hath Love put in my head,
Which have no correspondence with true sight;
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled,
That censures falsely what they see aright?
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,
What means the world to say it is not so?
If it be not, then love doth well denote
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s: no.
How can it? O, how can Love’s eye be true,
That is so vex’d with watching and with tears?
No marvel then, though I mistake my view;
The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.
O cunning Love! with tears thou keep’st me blind,
Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find.



Illexcniposi coneTH

307

CXLVIIL

SIKi XX 1e o4i B roJIOBY MOIO

JTro60B Bcagmia, 110 He 6a4aTh Tak,

SIx Tpe6a? YoM s He BUpillyIO,

o ue ¢anpInBo: 6a4aTh BCE HABIIAK.

SIK YopHe y MOiX o4yax SICHE,

YoM CBiT HE BUKPHME MOMHUIIOK THX?

Tomi J1060B OILLIYKYE MEHE,

KoxaHus oui He Taki, SIK BCiX.

SIx BipHM# BUJ OiCTAaTh Bi THX OYEH,

3acJOHEHHUX TIISAOIHHAM i CIi3bMH?

He nuBo, xu6HO 6auy s, auen

I coHlte 3pHUTh, K HEGO 6€3 XMapUH.
CnissMu, 11000Be XUTPA, CIINULI TH,

IMoxinp TBif ¢anbll OYMMa He 3HANTH.

21 noTtoro 1992
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CXLIX.

Canst thou, O cruel! say I love thee not,
When I against myself with thee partake?
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend?
On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn upon?
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
What merit do I in myself respect,
That is so proud thy service to despise,
When all my best doth worship thy defect,
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?
But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind;
Those that can see thou lov’st, and I am blind.
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CXLIX.

KopcToka, YoM He cKaxKelll: He JII0OIIo,
JIk npoTtH BoJii 5 3 To6010 3HOB?
Yu X g He OyMalo Ipo Tebe, 110
Tupauky 1 nomorty To6i rotos?
XToCh 3 Opy3iB TeX 3HEHaBHIIB Tebe?
I TH ropouil HUM, XO4 HOMY CIIYXY.
Ak xMypHuLICcS HA MEHE, S IIPOTe
Bimnsuyrock To6i THM, LIO TYXY.
SIKMM 5 TiDHOCTI Jar pecIeKT,
3HeBaXXMBIIHN TBOI MTOCIYTH — Yen
Sl moumTalr ¥ KOXHHMH TBiN JedeKT,
[llo 3akpHBa€Ill NOrNAIOM OYEH.
Ty, HeHaBMIb MEHE, CMaK 3HAalo TBiM:
Tu a106M1LI THX, XTO BUAUTH, I — CIIIHMA.

30 KBiTHA 1992
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CL.

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might
With insufficiency my heart to sway?
To make me give the lie to my true sight,
And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,
That in the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantise of skill,
That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more,
The more I hear and see just cause of hate?
O, though I love what others do abhor,
With others thou shouldst not abhor my state:

If thy unworthiness rais’d love in me,

More worthy I to be belov’d of thee.
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CL.

3BinKiap y Tebe 111 MOTYTHS Millb:
ITorana 1 ceplie 3aMHsJIa MOE,
Illo6 s Gpexas, 110 B Tebe Bpola JIHLb,
Ilo sicHicThL OHEBI JacKM He Hae?
I Big KoM TH BUXBaJS€EIN 3710,
[Ilo6 B HenMpHIAaTHOCTI TBOIX BCiX IiJ
IocuTh rapaHTiit CripuTOBi OYJIO,
lIo 310 TBOE B 106pO s mepeBiB?
I xT0 Te6e HABYMB TEX NUBHHH,
Io6 6Ginaplu T1I06KMTH HEHABUCHY Tebe;
JIro6110 1, 60 HEHABUOATH BOHH,
To He HEHABHIbL 3 HUMU i MeHe.
Xo4 TH ¥ He BapTa, S Ilie OUIBII JIOOIIO,
To x 3aciayXHuB s Ha J1I000B TBOIO.

1 TpaBHA 1992
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CLIL

Love is too young to know what conscience is;
Yet who knows not conscience is bomn of love?
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove:
For, thou betraying me, I do betray
My nobler part to my gross body’s treason;
My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love; flesh stays no further reason,
But rising at thy name doth point out thee
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
He is contented thy poor drudge to be,
To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her ’love’ for whose dear love I rise and fall.
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CLI

JI1060B — OiTBaK 1 COBICTH He 3HA,
Ta coBicTi ma€e XHUTTSA 1106087
O6nynHuIe, He XIH BiJ MeHe 3114,
Y BMHY 33 MOMHIIKM MEHi He BMOB.
Omykyem MeHe ¥ s OLIIYKaB
CBOI0 LUIISIXETHICTD IJIS TiJIECHUX 3paf,
Ta cepue kKaxke TilnOBi, 1110 Mpas,
Xto anu tpitomdom y n060Bi pam.
3pocTayd TBOIM iM’AM, SIK 3BHK,
Tu TpiroMdaTopa uiHa. I BiH
Bxxe ropou# THM, 110 BiH JIMII TPYIiBHMK,
B TBO1 acdepm BIi3 i BIaB NpH LIiM.

He Tpe6a coBicTu B J100Bi TBOIM,

A s poCTy B Hifl W magao y HiM.

2 TpaBHA 1992
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CLII.

In loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn,
But thou art twice forswom, to me love swearing;
In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn,
In vowing new hate after new love bearing.
But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee,
When I break twenty? I am perjur’d most;
For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee,
And all my honest faith in thee is lost:
For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness,
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy;
And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness,
Or made them swear against the thing they see;
For I have sworn thee fair; more perjur’d I,
To swear against the truth so foul a lie!
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CLILI.

KnsaTBomopylllHHK B TiM KOXaHHI 1,
Ta mBivi TH mopyuIniaa KisTBY,
OO6iTHHLIO 371aMaJia | MOvyTTH,
Bnapana pa3 B HEHaBUCTh, pa3 B JIOGBY.
YoM 3BHUHYBauylo Tebe 3a 1B,
SIx mBamuATh A 371aMaB, 1 — BipoJIOM,
S 06iLsB 370BXHUBaHHs TOOi
I BTpaTHB Bipy B Tebe s LiTKOM.
Bo npucsarascsa s Ha 100poTy,
JTr060B i BipHiCTB, 100 HiTHATL Tebe,
A HaJIOXUB Ha OYi CIiNoTy
U npucsr Ha Te, 4Oro He 6ayMB BXKe.
S yecHO npHcsATaB, BHHA MOS:
He npaspa y npucs3i, a 6pexHs.

21 noTtoro 1992



316 Shakespeare’s Sonnets

CLIII.

Cupid laid by his brand and fell asleep:
A maid of Dian’s this advantage found,
And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground;
Which borrow’d from this holy fire of Love
A dateless lively heat, still to endure,
And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.
But at my mistress’ eye Love’s brand new-fired,
The boy for trial needs would touch my breast;
I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,
And thither hied, a sad distemper’d guest,
But found no cure: the bath for my help lies
Where Cupid got new fire, my mistress’ eyes.
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CLIIL

3acHys, BigkaaBswmy crpinu, KymigoH,
A niBumHa JligHH, SIK Ha 3]0,
Bxomnuna 1en moro CBATHUMA BOrOHb
I BKMHYNA B XOJIOJIHE IXKEPEo,
SIKe CIIOBHHUJIOCH LIUM BOTHEM JIOOBH
I mepeHOCHTE 1iei KOXaHHS Xap
B rapsauin kynedi, 110 JOBENH,
XT10 NiK 3HAaMLIOB TYT Bif XBOpiG-nipuMap.
Ta 611C BOrOHb B KOXaHO1 0oyYax,
Crpijia ¥ioro B MO0 mormnaja rpylisb,
Sl mopATYHKY B KYIIeNi 3ampar,
Ta He 3”HadIIOB Horo; 60 i He 6yob
PsATYyHKy BiJl BOQU, KOJH BOTOHb,
B ouyax koxaHku ckpecHe KymimoH.
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CLIV.

The little Love-god lying once asleep

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand,

Whilst many nymphs that vow’d chaste life to keep

Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand

The fairest votary took up that fire

Which many legions of true hearts had warm’d;

And so the general of hot desire

Was, sleeping, by a virgin hand disarm’d.

This brand she quenched in a cool well by,

Which from Love’s fire took heat perpetual,

Growing a bath and healthful remedy

For men diseas’d; but I, my mistress’ thrall,
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove,
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love.
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CLIV.

Manun KoxaHHs 60r CIOYMB y CHi,
3amnaneHy CTpijly BiIKJaCTH BCTHT,
Ta HiMM, 1110 XXHUBYTh ¥ YHCTOTI,
Tynou npubirau i HaMKpamia 3 HUX
Yxonuna e 60XeCbKUHA BOTOHbD,
Illo po3rpiBa€ JIerioHu ceplp,
— Tak ocb caM reHepaln ynaB y COH,
Po3bpoennit y el OiBOYHHA repup —
I BKJ1ana roJoBeIIHIO JO BOOH,
SIka 3irpinace BiJ BOTHIO JI00BH
Il1s Kyrnenemn, 1o Jiivuath Bifl 6iqu
Jlronen 3axpopinux. Ilpuiinos Tyou
I s ¥ y3HaB: BOrOHb HarpiB BOJIH,
Boza XX He OXOJOHXKY€E TI0OBH.
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JOIATOK

IlonnepenHi BapisSHTH 1epeKJIaniB:

XX.

OO6anyys XiHKH BiJl IpAPOIH TH

JlicTaB, KOXaHIIO IIPHUCTPACTER MOIX,

2Kinoue cepue, Ta 6€3 MycToTH

I dansbii 3MiHHOI XiHOK YCiX;

CaiThinie oko B Tebe, HiX Yy HHX,

I He cTpingem HUM, a 30pHIL LiJb,

MyxX4yHHa B MMOBHIM KOJbOPI, 1110 Mir

3aXOMUTH MYXYHH B XiHOK ITOCHiJIb.

Ty XiHKOIO OYB CTBOpPEHHH YITIepll,

IIpupona mopaia ToOi, Ha XKapT,

[Ilo6 omrykaTy i MeHe He MEHIII,

Te 11ocs, 1110 B MeHe HiYOrO He BapT.
Sk Bubpanu Tebe XiHKaM Ha rpy,
[TpuitMu Moto m060B, M J1ai CBOIO.

24 nucronaga 1991
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LXIV.

Koau y3piB s, IK pyKa 4yacy

CnoTBOpHJIa SICHUX BiKiB ITMIIHOTY,

JIX moBanuna ropgux BeX Kpacy,

Ta i BiuHa Miib MiHSIETBCA B MEP30TY,

W y3piB 51, IK HECUTHH OKeaH

3aiiMae Oepern 3¢MHi JepKaBH,

To 3HOB 3eMJIsl BiICTOIOE€ CBifl CTaH,

3abpaBlIyu B MOPsl BTpPaveHi 3aCTaBH.

Kounn st B3piB 1Ii nepeMiHHU CTaHy,

Konn i nepaBa 31aHa Ha pO3KOJI, —

Pyium Nekiiito OJaroTh [OTaHy,

[lo mpufime @ vac, 110 CTHE MO0 JIIOOOB.
Ilst MUCIIbL — 11 CMEPTh i BUOOPY HEMa,
Xifba nuIl a4y 3a THM, 110 [IPOMHHA.
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