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Not marble nor the gilded monuments

Of princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme,

But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone besmeared 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 lovers’ eyes.
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Hu rpoOHumm, HY 31aTHU MOHYMEHTH
1I€ HaJ)KUBESIT MOWTE CTUXOBE

U 11I€ CUsielI MJIaJl ¥ BABXHOBEH TH
HaJl CMETHUIIA OT MBPTBHU BEKOBE.
Boitau mie cppHAT MpaMop ¥ TPaHUT
1 Apec MHOr0 KbpBH 1€ MIPoJIee,

Y BCEKH HAAIMNC I1€ MBJIYU U3TPUT,
HO CIIOMEHBT 3a Teb 1€ oLeee.

W tv Hax cMBPT U THOCTHU BpaXau
1I€ IPOABJDKULI, IOCTOEH 3a Bb3XBaJa,
MIOTOMCTBOTO M TeO I1ie Harpaau

ChC CJIaBa, BEKOBETE HAXKUBSLIIA.

U v mie uyenr — B Moute TBOPOU —
kak Bropata Tpbp0a 1me npoTpnrom.



Tired with all these, for restful death I cry:

As, to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimmed in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And gilded honor shamefully misplaced,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,

And strength by limping sway disabled,
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,
And simple truth miscalled simplicity,

And captive good attending captain ill.
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Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

Ha 6sx ympsut! [lo ryma mu moiine

C IOCTOMHCTBO J1a CE MEPYH JTHLEMEPBT,
Ooraruar ot OeHU Ja Kpaje,
HUIIO)KECTBA C TIOYTEHH J]a C€ MEPSIT,
Ja € B OapJak AeBrUecKaTa 9ecT

U YYCHUST, YHU3EH, J1a IPOCH,

Y CUTHSAT I10]] MacKa Ha 3JI09€eCT,

Y MHOTO 4eCTO OOJICH 3/JpaB Jia HOCH,
U TOOJIECTHHAT — B XOPCKUTE KpaKa,
U TIPaBUST Ja CU KPUBH JIyIIaTa,

U CJIOBOTO C HAMOPJIHUK BCE TaKa,

U TpaBjiaTa — CIyTHHS Ha JIbKaTa.

M3ue3nan Oux, HO KaK Taka B KajiTa
caMa Ja U30CcTaBs JII000BTa?
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Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,
Some in their wealth, some in their body’s force,
Some in their garments, though newfangled ill,
Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse;
And every humor 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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Enun e noBBK, IpyT ce cllaBh ¢ PO/,

¢ 6oraTCKH JJIOM U CKBITH JPEXHU — TPETH;
C KOHE, COKOJIN, XPbTKH... L1511 )kUBOT
YCBPAHO TPYTAT 3JIaTO U TPEIMETH.
Tyxk Bceku ¢ HEIIo CBOe € Oorat

1 BCE C TOBa OOTAaTCTBO ce Top/ee,

HO Hal-O00TaTHAT Ha TOS CBAT

ChM a3 — M 3HaM 3aJIOr'bT OTKBJIC €.
3amgoro umaM te6! Kakpo e 0B,

npen Ted KaKBO ca poj, YCIIeXH, 371aTO:
MMaHe KaTo TBOSITA JTI000B

3a IpyTUTE Kpail MeH € HEeT03HATO.

Ho camo n3ocTtaBumm au Me — I1aK
1€ CBbM CH a3 — MOCJIECTHUAT I'OJITaK.
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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 damasked, 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.

1 love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound.

1 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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Ouwnrte 1, yBH, HE Cca 3BE3/H,

ycTaTa M — M T€ He ca KOpaJH,

HE ca JBE MPECHH CMYTJINTE TbPAH,
KOCHTE U Ca TEJICHHU CIIUPAJIH;

C YepBEHO-0eHTe JaMacKH PO3n
HE IIIe CPABHUII U HEWHUTE CTPaHH,
yXae T4, HO MHUPHC KaTo TO3H

He Ou MOT'BJI ¢ OasicaM Jia ce CpaBHH,
o0nvam Ja s ciymiam, HO He MoTa
Jla Kayka: TUBEH aHTEJICKH XOpaJ,
He Th4a KaTto HuM@pa 60coHoTa,

Ye 4eCTo ra3u B yJIMYHATA Ka,

HO T4 JIK JICCHO IIC OTCTBIIU, TA JIH,
Ha JaMHUTC, U3MaMCHHU C Bb3XBaJIH.
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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 colored 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 turned fiend
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;

But being both from me, both to each friend,
1 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.

JIBa myxa — aHTeN ¢ KbJIPHIHU OT CBHJIA
U 3J1a TOPTOHA C JIUK MO3EICHSIT —

3a MeH ce OusT... 1 oT ckpb0 U xan
B I'bPJUTE MU JIylIaTa Ce € CBUJIA.
['opronara —3a 1a Me TUKHE B aja —
YBEpEHa, 4e aHTeIbT MU CJIa0,
npuMaMBa ro — pa3rojieHa u Mjaaia —
7la TO 3aMbKHE B 3€HHAIMS TpaIl.
Ycnsina v e B azia 1a ro BKapa,

¥ a3 He ChbM HaIbITHO yOeseH,

HO ThH KaTO T HAMA U Kpail MEH,
BCE MHCJISI CH, Y€ BeUe ca B TapTapa.

CopMHEHHS TpU3aT Me, HO IIE 3HaM,
KOTaTO TS POTOHU TO OT TaM.
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