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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.



COHETHI

1

Mor yposkas s5kaem OT AYYIIX AO3,
Y100 KpacoTa SK1Aa, He YBIAASL

ITycTh BSHYT ACIIECTKM CO3PEBIIMX PO3,
XpaHUT MX TAMSATD PO3a MOAOAASL

A TbI, B CBOIO BAXOOAEHHBIN KPacoTy,

Bce ayurme en oraasast coku,

O6wnabe pespalyaels B HUIETY, —

CBOV 3A€TAIIMIA BPAr, OE3AYIIIHBIN 1 SKECTOKMUIA.

Tbr — yKpallleHbe HBIHEIIHETO AHS
HeaoAroBpeMeHHOV BeCHBI TAaIlaTa, —
['paayigee B 3a9aTKE XOPOHS,
CoeanHSIEIIb CKAPEAHOCTD C PACTPATOL.

JKaaest mup, 3emae He IpeaaBari
['PSAYIUX A€T IPEKPACHBIN YpOsKai!
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When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz’d on now,
Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held;
Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,
To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.
How much more praise deserv’d thy beauty’s use,
If thou couldst answer ‘This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,’
Proving his beauty by succession thine!
This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.



COHETHI

2

Koraa TBO€ eno n3boposasT

['AyboxrmMmI cAepamMI COPOK 31M,

Kro 6yAeT IOMHMTD JaPCTBEHHBIN HAPSIA,
[HymIasch JKaakum pybumem Teonm?

1 na sonpoc: «['ae mpstayTes ceityac
OcTraTKi KpacoTbl BECEABIX AETO» —

Yro ckaxkers ThI¢ Ha ane yracimx raas?
Ho 3201 Hacmerkoit GyaeT TBOVL OTBeT.

Aocroriert mpo3Bydaan 61 cAOBa:
«BBI IIOCMOTPUTE HA MOUX ACTETL
Most 651251 CBESKECTD B HUX SKMBA,
B HiMX OIIpaBAaHBE CTAPOCTI MOETL».

Hya{aﬂ C ToAaMM CTBIHYIAsI KPOBb
B HAaCACAHMKE TBOEM IIbIAACT BHOBB!
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Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest
Now is the time that face should form another;
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb,
Of his self-love, to stop posterity?
Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime;
So thou through windows of thine age shalt see,
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember’d not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.
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[TpexpacHbITl OOAMK B 3¢pKaA€ ThI BUAWIIID,
1, ecAnt TTOBTOPUTH HE ITOCTIEIIINIITH
CBow 4epTBI, IIPUPOAY ThI OOMAMILID,
BAarocAOBeHDS SKEHIJUHY AMIIAIIID.

Kaxkas cmepTHas He 6yAeT paja
OrpaTh Tebe HETPOHYTYIO HOBH?
an Gecemeptist Tebe He HAAO, —
Tak BeAmKa K cebe TBOsI AIOOOBB?

,A,A}I MATEPUHCKMUX I'AA3 Thl — OTPAKCHDBE
,A,Q.BHO ITPOMIABIINXC AITPEABCKUX AHEIZ.
M 1o HS.IZAEHII) IIOA CTAPOCTD YTEHICHbE
B Taxmx >ke OKHAX IOHOCTM TBOETA.

Ho, orpannuns >ku3Hb cBOeT cyABOOIO,
To1 cam ymperirs, 1 06pa3 TBOM — ¢ TO6OO.
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Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thy self 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 thy self alone,
Thou of thy self thy sweet self dost deceive:
Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,
What acceptable audit canst thou leave?
Thy unused beauty must be tombed with thee,
Which, used, lives th’ executor to be.
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PacTpaTymk MUABIV, PACTOYACIIID ThI

CBoe HacAeACTBO B OyTiCTBE CYMacOpPOAHOM.
ITpuposa Ham He AAPUT KPACOTE,

Ho B poAr pAaeT — cBOGOAHAST CBOOOAHBIM.

[TpeaecTHBIN CKPSITa, THI IIPUCBOUTD PaA
To, uTo pano Tebe AAS IEpeAaunt.
HecumraHbirt TbI yKPIBAEIID KAZA,

He cranosscs ot aToro 6orave.

ThI 3aKAFO9AEITH CAEAKM CaM ¢ cObOTA,
Ce0st anmrast mpnbsiaeit 60raThIx.

1 B rpo3HBIN Yac, HA3HAYEHHBIN CYABOOTA,
Kakon oT4eT OTAAIID B CBOMX PacTpaTax?

C 106010 06pas GyAYIMX BpeMeH,
Hesomaonennsin, 6yaer norpebet.
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Those hours, that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,

Will play the tyrants to the very same

And that unfair which fairly doth excel;

For never-resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter, and confounds him there;

Sap checked with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone,

Beauty o’er-snowed and bareness every where:

Then were not summer’s distillation left,

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft,

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was:
But flowers distill’d, though they with winter meet,
Leese but their show; their substance still lives sweet.



